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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

March 4, 2020

Dani had gotten her senior yearbook down from the top of our ‘junk’ closet. We sat on the couch going through it, looking at her old pictures, memories, there was the picture of the ‘creep’, Jimmy, the guy cheerleader holding Dani, in her cheer costume, standing on his shoulders, who she said kept peeking up her skirt; Jenny and Dani with their crowns and homecoming dresses; and finally, the picture of Dani, her escort kissing her on the cheek.

This was the picture that had started me on my coma odyssey, not knowing who he was, thinking that he was ‘the one’. Now, here I was, looking at it once again. “Who’s this?” I asked Dani, not that I didn’t already know, it was Alan Ryder, the subject of my dark fantasies about Dani, months of dreaming, things that I could never admit to my wife.

“That’s Alan Ryder, you know, the football player, went to the NFL, probably the most famous person ever from Kennewick.”

“And here he is, kissing my future wife, how’d that come about? You date him?”

Dani looked at the picture, like she was remembering. “No, we never dated, I had a crush on him, but he had a girlfriend, that night was our only time… and it wasn’t a date, we danced one dance.”

She noticed my groin, the tent in my pants, giggled, “What, a picture of a guy kissing me on the cheek thirty years ago do that to you?” Then she looked into my face, “Honey, you think you’re up to it? It’s been a long time… a really long time.” Her voice was… pleading.

I answered her by setting the yearbook aside, leaning over and kissing her, our first real kiss since months ago.

It quickly grew totally out of control, frantic. Maybe my mind had thought I’d been having sex all along but my body knew different. Dani stripping clothes off, trying to maintain our kiss, wriggling her blouse off just wasn’t hacking it. She finally pulled away, tore buttons, body quaking, got her blouse stuck on her arms, “Darned thing!” as she tried to get it off, then her bra.

While she was doing all this, I was tearing my shirt off and pushing my pants down around my ankles, “Bedroom?” I asked her.

“No, too far away, just sit there,” and Dani pushed her slacks and panties down.

This was the first time I’d actually seen Dani totally naked since before. There was no tattoo. I had to look to be sure, it had been so fucking real.

My pants and undies were still around my feet. I’d started to kick them off but Dani didn’t wait, sitting her naked self on my lap. Until that moment I hadn’t realized how badly I needed my wife. The dreams were forgotten, the only thing in my life at that moment was Dani, her perfect, naked body, just about to…

Our mouths came together, I felt her hand on my dick, holding it, guiding it, the exquisite feel of warm silk enveloping it, “Aahh,” Dani let out a groan as she pressed herself down on me, so fucking tight. I gritted my teeth, eyes clamped shut, the cum rising inside me.  It felt like our first time all over again. Hell, better than our first time, lots better, knowing what Dani had gone through for me the last months.

I’d never been an especially high-endurance kind of guy, able to stave off an orgasm like I assumed some guys could, but it hadn’t ever been that first penetration, either. This time, there was no holding back, the combination of it all, it was one of the most powerful orgasms ever, like an earthquake had hit our living room. Dani was spasming around me, too, her body shuddering, fingernails digging into my skin, four months of waiting compressed into seconds.

It had been like our first time – times ten! Not that our first time hadn’t been good, it had, damned good. But not like this, nothing had been like this… ever!

Our bodies were wet with a sheen of sweat when it was over, we held each other, Dani breaking into tears, then sobs. I held her, her body wracking, until she finally calmed, wiped her eyes, and looked at me, “I thought… I thought… the doctors… they said…”

And the sobbing started all over again, Dani’s arms so tight around me, her body wracked in sobs, minutes went by, Dani slowly coming back down from her emotional breakdown, that’s the only term that comes to mind for what she was going through. She finally wiped her eyes again, “Said… you might never wake up… so little brain activity… thought you’d likely be… “ she held my face in her hands, just looking in my eyes, “thought I’d lost you…”

We sat, Dani on my lap, still impaled by my cock, holding each other, realizing the love that we’d come so close to losing. The doctors had made it clear afterward that I was a very lucky man, they hadn’t expected me to awaken… and if I did… I can’t even say it.

We went to bed, still naked, both of us laughing when I nearly fell over from the clothes still tangled and forgotten, wrapped around my feet. Unfortunately, that little excursion had drained me, sapping what little strength I’d built back up. I’d have loved to make love with my wife again but there was no way, just getting to the bedroom had been a struggle in exhaustion. I understood then why my doctor had said it’d be weeks. But yeah, it had been worth it, the most satisfying exhaustion of my life!

I dreamed it again that night, this time April, that mythical makeup girl, reminding me how badly Amanda wanted Dani to audition. The reality of the dream, so like those in my coma, made me wonder again if she really was ‘mythical’. Or if there actually was an April and an Amanda. All I knew for sure was that I had to tell Dani. But tell her what? And how?

The next day was Friday. Dani thought I’d enjoy another trip to the store. I knew she was right, too, I would. This time I even waited on a couple customers, simple things – one wanting advice on car wash, I pointed him to a product we’d promoted for some time, spray it on after washing and before rinsing and it eliminated any hard water spotting, fabulous stuff – and Kennewick’s water is hard, tons of nasty minerals, damned good for drinking, though. The other needed wipers for his car, I even installed them for him.

It felt good to be doing something worthwhile, even if just for a little while, even if being there for only that long tired me out.

Then there was our Office Manager, Betty, it was Friday, her day to be in the office. When she saw me, she came bounding out and gave me a hug that lasted far longer than it should have, even kissed me on the cheek telling me how happy she was to have me back, ‘I’ve always had a crush on you’ roared through my mind. When she pulled back, giving me her thousand-dollar smile, I looked into her eyes - deep green, just as I’d seen in my coma, but had never noticed before.

I wanted to but couldn’t tell her that she was the one who had pulled me out of the coma, at least in spirit, telling me to open my eyes. There was no way I could, she’d ask for details, how had she had anything to do with it? ‘Oh, you’d just stripped naked on my bed, told me to open my eyes before I was going to suck your tits and hopefully fuck you.’ Not gonna try to explain that one!

But during that hug, her chest pressed against me, my arms around her, I felt what I’d seen at that non-existent party. Betty was a woman with very definite feminine charms. If only she’d choose to wear something other than loose-fitting sweatshirts and pants. But I’ll never again think of her as ‘frumpy Betty’.

So much in my coma-dream that I could never reveal – yet felt I had to.

The dream came again Friday night, a talent agent looking for an actress for an upcoming movie, ‘April’ telling me once again that Dani was perfect for the part, right before I woke up wondering, looking at Dani sleeping beside me on the bed, a big smile on her face. I’ve never seen her as happy as she’d been since I ‘woke up’.

But I couldn’t imagine, did that dream actually mean what I thought it did? I wanted to talk to Dani about it but still had no idea how. I was afraid what Dani would think, we’d never, ever broached the subject, anything even remotely like my long dream, always a hundred-percent monogamous and more than happy to keep it that way. Twenty-eight years! How the hell did I talk about any of it without telling her all of it? Gradually, it took a long time, I went back to sleep.

Like before, though, it wasn’t gone in the morning, remembering what I’d dreamed in the night. I fixed breakfast for my beautiful bride, a crab and cheese omelet. At least my long coma hadn’t affected my cooking skills. Even if I say so myself, I make a mean omelet. After breakfast, Dani said she needed to do some shopping, mostly groceries, but she also said she wanted a new springtime blouse or two.

“Sexy?” I asked her.

She just smiled in response, slapping me playfully, “Pervert!” she said, and then was gone.

I puttered around the house, watched TV for a while, old ‘Office’ reruns, then got bored enough to vacuum the floors, mumbling that we needed to get a robot for that. At least I was getting a little stamina back, I managed about half the floor before I had to sit and rest.

There, on the coffee table, was Dani’s yearbook that we hadn’t put away from the other night after our little extracurricular activity. Thinking of that brought a very nice feeling and smile to my face. I picked up the album, leafing through it again, anxious to get back to the picture of Dani and her ‘lover’, at least in my mind.

There was a picture of him in the senior portrait section. I wondered why I’d never looked there before to learn his name. Maybe I had, and that was why I knew it ‘that night’. The portrait showed an even better-looking guy than in the football uniform. I imagined that Dani probably wasn’t the only girl with a crush on him.

And there was Daniella Foster, long before she’d become Daniella Shore, my wife. Her portrait was obviously professionally done in a studio, absolutely stunning. I stared at it for the longest time, imagining what it might have been like to date her in high school. Eventually, I turned the pages, looking for more pictures of Dani. There were several, she was a popular girl, cheerleader pictures, some other dances… then that night, being crowned… and the one…

“What, you fixated on that picture?”

I must have bumped my head on the ceiling, “God, Dani, you scared the shit out of me. How’d you sneak in so quiet?” She was standing right behind me.

“I didn’t. You must have been so entranced you wouldn’t have heard a herd of elephants… what is it with that picture, anyway?”

I was embarrassed, my face must have turned bright red, I thought I was alone in my little world. “Just remembering… that night of my accident… I’d been looking at this picture then, too. Not sure if it was before or after I fell.”

She looked at me funny, and I realized what I’d done, my face burning. Dani walked around the couch and sat down beside me, “After? How?” she asked.

I looked back at the picture, Dani’s eyes, there was something… “You told me the other night… before…” I squeezed her hand remembering the sex we’d had. Pretty sure she was, too. “…said you had a crush,”

She snuggled up beside me, sliding the yearbook to her lap, not saying anything, until, “But, you said you didn’t know if you were looking at the picture before or after your accident, explain.”

I looked at Dani, her auburn brown hair falling over her face, so gorgeous. “I… I…” was scared shitless at that moment, trying to put together a thought. “guess that was when the dreaming started…” Everything that night was still so vivid in my mind, so… fucking real… yet, not. “It… I… was looking at that picture…”

Dani glanced down, noticed my dick was making a tent big enough that a family could sleep in in my pants. She giggled, “Not this time, studmuffin, you’re going to tell me this time.”

Studmuffin? She’d called me that one other time in my life that I remembered, don’t remember the details except that it was something pretty damned traumatic.

“You’d gone out with Jenny, I was hungry, thought I’d get a pizza, this had to be after I’d fallen and was on the bathroom floor. But, in my mind I went outside, everything was weird… the whole town, like I’d gone back in time… to 1987.”

I closed my eyes, remembering every tiny detail, even the cheers Dani and the others had yelled, their cheer routine I’d watched, Funny, I didn’t remember noticing so much detail before, “It was homecoming night; you, Jenny, and another girl riding onto the track (a running track around the football field), you being crowned queen… that kiss. The black kid, I didn’t know his name then, catching passes. Then the homecoming dance…” I was off, back in my dream world, Dani was totally silent.

“But after… where my mind went really weird… you and him… he took you home to your house… and I watched… the two of you in your bedroom…”

My face was burning, it had to be bright red, looked at Dani, the astonished look on her face.

“You thought… Alan and me…that night…? All from that one picture?”

I nodded, “And so much more. It was your first time. Remember how even before that night I’d been asking you about your first time?”

“Umm…” Dani started, “can I say something here, maybe a little admission… I said the other day that I had a crush on Alan…” this time it was her face turning red, “I… might have… understated that just a little. Alan was going with Marci Applegate…” she turned the yearbook back to the portrait pages, pointing to an absolutely beautiful, sexy-looking blonde, “that’s her, everyone knew she was putting out… and I was so jealous. That night… I wanted it to be me, only danced with him one time, but… I’d have cheerfully killed Marci to be in her shoes the rest of the night.”

“The big boobs might have been a factor, too. You might have noticed my nearly non-existent ones.”

I was dumbfounded, Dani? Wanting – commenting on Marci’s boobs, complaining about her own? Maybe there are some things about the real-life Dani I don’t know, too, like in my coma, “So… you… never…?”

She shook her head, “The crush never went away – well, I guess eventually… especially after I met the love of my life, but we never went out, he never knew… was too engrossed in the gorgeous Marci to notice my drooling, I guess… course there were a couple-hundred other girls just in my class,” she laughed, “I never did get the chance to kill her.”

“Guess I do kind of like your dream, though,” Dani went on, leaning over, kissing me, setting the yearbook aside.

This time we made it to the bedroom.

This time my endurance was MUCH better.

This time the earth shook no less.

I wondered at the intensity of our love-making, another earth-shattering experience.

Afterward, my naked Dani snuggled up to me, nibbling on my ear, which, after twenty-eight years, she knows is a major erogenous zone for me. “Seems someone liked the idea of a high-school me with a stud, huh.”

I rolled her over and nibbled on a nipple, “Seems someone else likes remembering what might have been, huh.”

We both had a fit of the giggles at what memories and imaginings from so long ago had done to both of us, before I said, my courage very much encouraged by Dani’s reaction so far… and her admission of her ‘more than a little crush’. “There was more, too, much more,” I added.

I started, letting Dani nibble on that ear while I talked, “When I left your house after you and Alan had… you know… three times… it was back into 2020. You were home, in our bed waiting for me, I tried to tell you what had happened, what I’d seen. You thought it was just a dream, except I described it all to you and you were confused… until morning… an old wool jacket was hanging downstairs, one that I’d had as a kid, but had been in the back seat of my old car earlier. I still have a hard time understanding… the whole thing was a dream. I was on the bathroom floor the whole time, until you got home and called 911.”

My body was shaking, remembering, my brain still having a hard time accepting, trying to make sense of it.  Dani held me, whispering that it was all okay, just a dream, that nothing like that had happened.

It took me probably a good ten minutes before I could speak again. “That was only the beginning,” I told Dani, “my dream, there was so much more.”

She climbed off the bed, “I’m anxious to hear, all of it, but it’s past lunchtime and we’ve worked up an appetite, I’m hungry.”

I lay there, scooted up, leaning back against the headboard, watching Dani walking toward the bathroom, wearing nothing except a pair of slippers, realizing just how lucky I was. That this intelligent, fun-to-be-with, sexy, beautiful woman had chosen me all those years ago was a mystery that would likely never be solved. I laughed at the thought I had, that old TV show ‘Unsolved Mysteries’, televising the mystery of Daniella and Robert, it was a mystery they wouldn’t be able to solve, ever. This woman was quite simply the best thing that had ever beset me. How I’d taken her for granted all those years. NEVER AGAIN!

I hadn’t even noticed before, but Dani’s hair was much longer than I remembered, falling over her shoulders, several inches down her back. She’d never worn it long before, beautiful – sexy!

She dressed, then fixed us both a wonderful imitation crab salad for lunch. Maybe not real crab, but damned good, anyway. I love salad.

“I’m going to Jen’s studio after lunch, her dance-exercise class, you should come along, would be good for you,” Dani told me while we were eating. I’d completely forgotten about those, Dani had been going to Jenny’s Saturday afternoon class for almost as long as I could remember. “I haven’t been since before your accident,” she added, “anxious to get back.” I’m sure those sessions are a big part of the reason that Dani’s managed to maintain her sexy body all those years.

But me go to her dance class? No! Not something that even remotely interested me. No way in hell was I going to a dance class!

I changed into sweats in the guys’ locker room. Dani can be more than a little persuasive, including showing me the new tights and open-back, tight-fitting exercise top she’d bought. “Jen helped me pick it out,” she said. “Some pretty ladies there, too,” she added, with a grin on her face.

And besides, Jen. She is undoubtedly, in my mind anyway, the sexiest woman on the face of the planet, with her tall, curvy, dancer’s body, and long, flowing, blonde hair framing that gorgeous face. She is the epitome of female beauty and sexuality, not even accounting for the fact that her every movement is instinctively sensual. If she’d been willing to move away from the Tri-Cities, I think the world would have been at her feet. The professional dancers on ‘Dancing with the Stars’ don’t even begin to compare. She was gorgeous when I met her before Dani and I were married and had only gotten more attractive as she’d matured.

Even before my accident, I’d had many a hard-on thinking about her. That ‘night’ with her was still fresh in my mind, as if it had happened the night before. That part of my dream was something that I knew I could never reveal to Dani, not under any circumstances.

I wondered about that dream, could I really tell Dani about it, what I’d imagined she’d done? How I wanted her to do it? I shuddered at the thought, it all seemed so foreign, so… impossible. There was no way that I could actually want Dani to do anything even remotely like those trips to Tampa. Speaking of which, how did I know the things in my dream?

I’d done a little research since waking up. There really is a ‘Pirate Water Taxi’, boats just as I dreamed. Jackson’s Bistro Bar is there, too. I’d stared at the picture on my computer, the same building we’d sat in front of, Dani in that sheer, golden dress, no bra, her skimpy, black panties taken off right before we left Alan’s house. How had I known? How the hell could I have? The glass front, tables in front, bay a few feet away - EXACTLY as I’d dreamed. I’ve never had an interest in Tampa, never looked it up on the internet, never looked at pictures. How the hell had I known?

Never seen Dani wear anything like that night, either!

How Alan Ryder had taken her to the restroom, her crumpled on the floor, a quivering mass of unfulfilled sexuality. How do I tell Dani any of that?


Chapter 2

All of those thoughts were going through my head as I changed into something loose and comfortable for the dance class I was going to with Dani… and Jenny.

Neither of them were wearing anything even remotely ‘loose’. Their outfits were like a second skin. I was behind Dani, enjoying her black outfit with the crisscrossed straps across her otherwise bare back. I just talked a little about Jenny. Dani, admittedly, is not a Jenny, no one else is. But take Jenny out of the room and Dani was far and away the most ‘woman’ in the room, of which there were twenty-three, two men, including yours truly.

Jenny’s dance outfit consisted of hot-red tights, about three-quarters length, and a matching sports bra, thin straps diagonally across her back, her tight abdomen and back otherwise delectably exposed. She’s always been less shy about her body than Dani. Dani’s outfit, frankly, surprised me a little as well.

I’ve said it’s a ‘dance-exercise’ class. In actuality, it was exercise set to dance-type music, movements slow, precise, and for the women at least, very sensual. I couldn’t imagine anyone even remotely thinking of my jerking body as anything except ‘clunky’.

After a little while, though, I was exhausted. This was much more demanding than my physical therapy, which was still at five days a week. I wondered that Dani was getting tired, too, with her hard breathing, but Jenny, and many of the others, seemed able to go on forever. Even ‘before’, I’d have worn down, but now it couldn’t have been more than five minutes before I had to stop and sit. I got up and rejoined the group a couple times before having to sit out the remainder of the hour-long class. Overall, after four months on a bed, I thought I’d done pretty damned well, though.

On our drive home, I admitted to Dani that I had enjoyed it, “Despite the distractions.” She laughed, knowing exactly what ‘distractions’ I was referring to. “You, uhh… in competition with Jen to see who could distract me the most?” I asked her.

“And which of us won?” she asked, a giggle escaping, glancing down at my very guilty-looking crotch. I didn’t remember Dani being this… flirty.

I didn’t touch the answer to that question with a hundred-foot pole!

The subject of my four-month dream didn’t come up again that evening, as we’d been invited to Jon and Tammy’s for dinner.

It didn’t come up again until days later.

Sunday, we went on a drive into the foothills about sixty miles east of Kennewick, just across the state line into Oregon where they’d not long ago constructed hundreds of huge, power-generating windmills. I enjoyed photography and thought a picture of the group of windmills backed by the setting sun could make a beautiful photo. It was a scattered cloudy day, perfect for a beautiful sunset with the windmills in the foreground. Dani and I had a wonderful day together, then some fantastic photos.

I thought about the truck we’d ‘bought’ in Tallahassee, on our trip to Tampa, wondering if we’d ever be able to own something like it in real life. The boat, too, but that’s another story. That truck would have been so perfect for a trip like this on the rough, dirt roads, so much better than the Accord.

It was almost nine by the time we were back in Kennewick; dusty, tired, and hungry. Dani didn’t feel like cooking, and I was exhausted. We stopped at the local In-N-Out and got a couple cheeseburger meals. LOVE their burgers! Especially when that hungry.

The next several days we tried to get back to some degree of normalcy. My dreams had let up, apparently, ‘Amanda’ and ‘April’ giving up on getting Dani to audition for the movie.

My physical therapy was down to three times a week, an hour at a time, gradually becoming more and more physically demanding. My therapist was a woman, probably ten years younger than me and we’d become very friendly over the last few weeks. No, you pervert, I mean friendly, very platonic friendly. She was still very professional, we’d just become somewhat friends in the process. Nothing further than that. We were both pleased with the progress of my body returning to strength.

Plus, I spent an hour or two in the store every day, realizing how well Jon had been doing managing it. He certainly was pleased that I was back, able to spend the time, but I felt just a little undercurrent of concern in him – that maybe I ‘wanted my store’ back. I had no intention of taking back the management, in retrospect, should have told him that straight out.

But I didn’t know what I was going to do with myself, that store had been my life up to my accident. Well, that and my family, especially Dani. Now so much of the emphasis had shifted to Dani, not a bad thing at all, but I knew that eventually I’d need more. Guess I decided to worry about that ‘eventually’.

It was the following Friday, Dani and I had decided to go out for dinner, a date night. There was a new restaurant in town, ‘The Rock’, wood fired pizza, that we wanted to try, had heard that it was really good.

We took turns showering, me first so that Dani could take her time. I dressed in a nice pair of slacks and shirt, then waited for Dani, plopping myself on the bed, kind of anxiously waiting to see what she’d decide to wear, admittedly, looking ahead to ‘after dinner’. It seemed like it had been a long time since we’d had those couple of VERY satisfying intimate interludes.

When she stepped out of the bathroom, I was stunned, my heart rate at least doubling instantaneously. I’d been expecting a dress, hopefully, a moderately sexy dress. But what she was wearing was… it took my breath away, for more reasons than one. She was wearing a short, black negligee, sheer and silky, deep ‘V’ showing off her cleavage, the exact negligee I saw her wear for Alan Ryder that first night on his imaginary boat.

She obviously saw the expression of shock on my face, a smile crossing hers, “You like? Hoped you would, bought it just for you,” lifting the front just a few inches, showing off her sheer, thong panties, then doing a slow, modeling pirouette. “Didn’t want to wait until after dinner,” she said.

I was in shock not only that she’d decided to jump right to dessert, skipping dinner, but that I’d seen nearly this exact negligee once before, remembering her exact words on Alan’s ‘boat’, “I wanted something special for our first night on the boat,” followed a few seconds later, the real-life Dani in our bedroom, “I just want you to make love to me.”

Dani climbed in bed with me, pressing her body against mine, and kissing me, “Make love to me,” she said, as she began unbuttoning my shirt, kissing my chest as she pushed the shirt off my arms. My hands were around her, feeling the softness of the silk against her skin.

I remembered Dani taking Alan’s shirt off him, the waves splashing against the boat, how it rocked when they were coupled on his bed; wrapping my hands around her panty-clad butt… the same as I’d watched Alan Ryder on his boat.

She kissed me again, her tongue tickling my lips, “Your pants,” she whispered into my mouth. Who the hell was I to argue with a horny lady, any semblance of hunger long forgotten.

She pulled my pants down, and I let out a loud groan when I felt her lips circling the head of my engorged cock, looking up at me, the same as she had that next morning on the boat, her lips sliding further and further down my shaft. I remembered how quickly I’d come in her mouth. Not this time, though, I was NOT going to come in her mouth. I wanted her pussy, more than anything on earth at that moment, breathing hard, trying to resist the burning need to come.

Dani must have sensed it, she’s only rarely taken me in her mouth, never to my orgasm… but I was close, so close when her lips slid off of me. “Take my panties off,” she asked… no, demanded. “I want you inside me.” It was like she was living out my dream, she’d said nearly the same thing to him that night.

Dani stood back up beside the bed, “Take them off,” she said again. My hands were trembling when I placed them on the soft skin of her legs, moving them slowly up to the thin, elastic straps, my heart pounding in my chest. I looked into Dani’s eyes, nearly as mad with lust as mine must have been that night watching her with Alan Ryder. But this wasn’t with anyone else, only me and my wife, my Dani, my hands slipping her skimpy panties down her legs and onto the floor.

Then she pushed me back onto the bed onto my back and straddled my waist, momentarily holding herself above me before sinking down, impaling herself over my steel-rod cock, letting out a loud moan in the process. I closed my eyes, savoring the sensation as I’d so badly wanted on that boat, remembering once again.

When our bodies had joined, mine deep inside her, Dani’s pelvis pressing against mine, her arms outstretched, hands sexily massaging my chest, that look of ecstasy on her face when I opened my eyes, “Okay, studmuffin,” she said, “tell me about your dream.”

Oh God, the dream! The last few days, I’d almost forgotten, far from my mind. Now it had come rushing back, every tiny detail, starting with Dani and Alan on that boat, the night she’d worn this nearly exact negligee. I wanted to tell her, she felt so good, everything felt so good, her hands, her pussy, her body pressing against me, just fucking everything! My hands went to her breasts, kneading them over the black silk, then to the thin spaghetti straps, pushing them off her shoulders and down, envisioning how Alan had done nearly the same thing. Dani was moaning, pushing her chest out to me, I was moaning, leaning up and pulling her to me, my mouth going to a naked nipple, sucking it in. Her hips began to gyrate, pressing me deeper inside her… as she had Alan Ryder that night.

“Tell me,” Dani asked again, in between the moans. I sucked her tit in my mouth, hard. She let out a loud groan, right before pushing me away, “Tell me!”

My resistance was down, common sense escaping me, “You fucked him… so many times!”

“Ohhh,” Dani groaned, grinding her pussy on me, “Then? High school?”

I closed my eyes, let out a loud groan as Dani leaned over, sucking my nipple in her mouth, “Yes… no… later… now!” I didn’t even know what the hell I was saying, Dani’s pussy felt so good.

“Now?” Dani moaned, looking down at me.

That vision of Alan and Dani, that first time in Tampa, our hotel room, Alan’s cock pushing into Dani the first time was as fresh in my mind as if it had happened moments ago, “He… fucked you… so hard… so big!” I groaned out before my brain could even begin to catch up with my mouth. I guess I had a serious problem with my verbal inhibitions being completely gone just long enough. Once I realized what I’d said, I was petrified at what Dani would think.

“Ohh, fuck!” Dani groaned, pressing down on my groin, twisting, grinding on me, “explain!” was all she said.

I was right on the verge, that image so fucking fresh in my mind, “You… we… met him in Tampa… his…” Dani pushed herself up a few inches, then back down, “Ohh fuck!” I groaned, “… new restaurant, grand opening…” Again, she did it, the full length of me this time, I couldn’t… “After… our hotel… you fucked him… I was there… watched… encouraged…” Again, and my body began to shudder, exploding inside her, “Ahhhh!” I screamed uncontrollably.

Dani, too, at the same time, her body spasming over me, her own more muffled but loud groans.

She rolled off me, pressing her body tight to mine, her face in the crook of my neck. We lay like that, regaining our equilibrium, “You know… I’d never do that to you… don’t you?”

I nodded, “I do know, I could never do what was in that dream, encouraging you, watching you… fucking another man, never!” But could I? Would I? My brain felt like it was likely to explode, feelings like I’d never imagined before. I simply didn’t understand what was happening inside me.

Dani propped herself up on her elbow, “What, exactly happened while you were in the coma?”

I groaned, I’d already said way more than I ever intended, guess it was time to be honest… at last. “I told you about that first night… afterward, you teased me, telling me all these naughty, erotic things you’d done with him the rest of that year, doling it out a little at a time…”

“Like?”

“Like your prom, how you made out with him before…” I took another deep breath, “I don’t know how to explain these memories, the dreams… it’s like… I’ve never had dreams like these before, they’ve always faded, if I even remembered after waking up. These are so different… real… every detail… from the beginning, right up to that last night… the moments before I woke up.”

“But your prom… you told me how you’d made out with him, the sexy dress you wore… you took your panties off…” I watched Dani, her face turning red.

“I’ve never…”

“Hon, I know that, these are things you’d never have done, it’s why the teasing was so… torturous, I guess… exciting… I thought it was real, the dreams… were so real. But then… at the dance, you and him, you found a room… he fucked you… you’d told me how badly you wanted it… and then the mattress in his truck afterward.”

Dani’s face turned white, “He… he had a mattress in his truck… Marci… we all knew… what it was for.”

I looked at her, hesitating, not sure what to say. How? How did I know? “It’s what’s so weird about these dreams, so much I couldn’t have known… your nightgown, that you wore tonight… it was in my dream, the same one, you wore it for him on his boat… made love to him wearing that nightgown.”

“Boat? His boat?”

“I’ll get to that,” I told her. I was committed now, everything, I was going to tell her everything… well, maybe not about me and Jenny, that was still going to be off-limits… or the night with the mystery woman, maybe, I didn’t know. “There were lots of other things you told me about high school, his brownies with marijuana in them, how they affected you, made you so horny, how they’d make you want to fuck him… how you did.”

“It went on, so many stories, then on New Year’s Eve everything changed… we kissed, then I teased you about Alan, how you’d probably kissed him on New Year’s Eve back then. You teased right back, ‘we did a lot more than kiss’ you said.  We teased back and forth about you contacting him, and I remember my exact words, ‘I double-dog dare you’,” letting that hang in the air for several minutes, “long story short, you did, Facebook.”

“Mmm, I bet I know where this is going,” she said, “sounds like I had a lot more fun in your head than the real me sitting by your bed, hoping you’d wake up.” A reminder of what Dani had gone through in real life while my crazed imagination was running rampant. “But keep going, this is kind of fun… and you’re making me really horny all over again,” she laughed.

In for a penny, in for a pound! “You told me about his shy cousin Tevin, how one night Alan suggested you seduce him, how much you enjoyed it, kissing him, encouraging him to unbutton your blouse, how good he felt sucking your tits… yeah, that’s what you said, your ‘tits’.” I don’t think I’ve ever heard Dani use that word, she’s talked about her boobs, her breasts, but never tits.

“You took him to, and this is your exact words, ‘our’ bedroom, Alan’s, but you called it ‘our’ bedroom. You told me how much Tevin liked your shaved, bare pussy, and how long his cock was, how far it reached inside you…”

“Ohh God,” Dani moaned, rubbing herself, “I’ve never… shaved… there.” I knew she hadn’t, the thought hadn’t even crossed my mind that girls did that, not until these incessant dreams.

“You want…? God, it sounds hot… doesn’t it?

I looked at my wife, hardly believing what I was hearing, hot? God! “Yes!” I told her, my heart pounding in my chest.

She climbed out of bed, rolling across me in the process. Pressing that silk-clad body against mine. I don’t know if she noticed but my dick was already getting hard again. I can’t even remember the last time I got hard that soon after the kind of sex we’d just had. Hell, I couldn’t even remember when we’d had sex like that before. It seemed like, since waking from my coma, every time is hotter than the last.

“Back in five minutes,” Dani told me, and I watched her negligee-clad body scampering into our bathroom. I lay in bed waiting, imagining the unimaginable, my heart beating faster by the second, my hardness factor ramping up just as fast. Daniella, my real-life Dani, shaving her pussy?! I couldn’t stop my hand from rubbing myself, precum oozing, spreading it, making myself so fucking hard! Shit, we’d just made love, how…?

I heard the water turning on and off, ramping up my libido higher every time, wishing I was in there, watching. But I couldn’t, it was like… hell, I didn’t know, birthday, Christmas, every holiday I could think of all wrapped into one with the biggest surprise of my life only seconds away. I couldn’t even imagine what that shaved pussy was going to be like!

And then, there she was, walking across the room, seductively crossing her legs with every step like a runway model, that smile on her face, fresh lipstick. Dani reached the bed, “I like, think you will, too,” in that sexy, seductive voice she’s very occasionally used with me, straddling my chest, slowly scooting up. I could barely breathe, knowing what she was doing, looking into her eyes, almost afraid to look down.

Slowly, oh so slowly, almost torturing, Dani’s body moved, her freshly shaven, baby-smooth pussy pressing against my chin, then… over my mouth! OGod, OGod, OGod! I’d never felt such a thing before, my lips kissing her, my tongue inside her, so freakin’ smooth… so wet! There was no taste of shaving lotion, only the taste of her arousal and the scent of the perfume she’d dabbed. Dani let out a loud groan when she felt my tongue inside her, her baby-smooth lips driving me to new heights, hands around her buttocks, pulling her back and forth against my lips.

Dani was crazed, I was crazed, my tongue driving into her, finding her clit, my lips on her smoothness. I couldn’t take it any longer, pushing Dani off of me, onto her hands and knees, positioning myself behind her, and driving into her, over and over again, so fucking hard! Dani was rocking back into me, panting, making screeching noises I’d never heard her make before. I’m sure she could have said the same about the noises coming from my mouth as well. When was the last time we’d ‘fucked’ instead of making love? I had no friggin’ idea, but son-of-a-bitch, it was fucking good!

I pulled Dani’s hair, yanking her head back, she kept yelling, “More, more!” I felt almost like a caveman might have, fucking his woman into submission. Except there was no submission! This was an experience that I didn’t even know could exist, when my orgasm erupted, and I felt Dani’s pussy throbbing around me, her body shuddering along with mine… I thought my body was going to explode!

We collapsed on the bed, me on top, too weak to even move off of her, that perfume still strong in my scent glands. After what had to have been several minutes of trying to recuperate, I heard a single word from my wife, “Fuckkk!”


Chapter 3

March 14, 2020, Saturday morning

We woke up Saturday morning upside down in our bed, hardly moved from where we’d collapsed the night before, naked; well, I was, Dani still had on the black negligee. I lay, staring at her, marveling at how much I loved this woman, a thought beginning to form in my brain, one I’d never have imagined a few days earlier.

Dani woke up, rolled over on her side, letting out a little giggle at how we’d found ourselves that morning. I think it was the first time we’d slept upside down on our bed. She smiled at me, “Last night, it was… I don’t know how to say,” she let out another giggle, “guess you liked, huh?”

I felt between her legs, she spread them just a little, the feeling of her smooth pussy lips in my fingers was more than incredible! Dani let out a little moan, “Mmm, that feels so good,” when my fingers spread her lips just a little, feeling the moisture inside.

“You shaved yourself in my dream, but not for me,” I told her

“For Alan Ryder,” she said, not asking, but making a statement.

I pulled my fingers from between her legs, let her smell, them, then against her lips to suck into her mouth, licking them clean, “Uhuh… and not only in high school… before we went to Tampa, where he lived… you have any idea where he really lives?” I wondered.

She shook her head, sucking my two fingers, “No idea, only that that’s where he played, might still live there, wouldn’t surprise me.” Her words were just a little slurred, sucking her juices from my two fingers.

“You know if he cooked? He had restaurants, that was why we went there, to a grand opening.”

She hesitated before answering, “Thinking,” she said, with a smile, “trying to remember… he brought things to school, I didn’t think about it, guess I assumed his mom probably made them, but maybe it was him,” she answered.

“Ryder’s Bar and Grill, that was the name, I remember, like so much else. Have to look on the internet later, see if there is such a place,” I told her. I was guessing that there was and that it was owned by Alan Ryder.

“What else, you want to tell me the rest of your dream?” Dani asked.

My vague thought from earlier was, even as we spoke, beginning to crystallize in my mind. It scared me, but wanted to think about it more before…I nodded, “Uhuh, I want to tell you all of it… but not now… want to wait a bit. You ready for breakfast yet? I am.”

“Mmm, think I just had my breakfast… but if you want, you can make me another omelet.”

“How ‘bout a waffle?” I asked her. I do make more than just omelets. Love my cinnamon-pecan waffles, homemade maple syrup.

“Sounds wonderful,” she answered, rolling out of bed. I watched that delectable woman strut to the bathroom, hips swiveling side to side, intentionally trying to drive me wild. Succeeding, too, except my little man was temporarily played out. Those two times last night, God!

I had a hard time thinking about breakfast, anxious to go shopping afterward, the brainstorm I’d had. I was nervous, excited, scared how Dani might react, whether or not I could pull it off or not; whether I actually had the guts to do it!

“You’re coming to Jen’s class with me, aren’t you?” she asked, interrupting my thoughts, oblivious to my evil plan. “I told her about how we’d distracted you last week and how you thought we were competing… think she might be upping her game a little this week, you know, just her competitive nature, wanting to win. You’d probably not want to miss this week.”

Ahh, my wife knew the way to a man’s heart and how to get what she wants, and it is NOT food! 

“Guess I better go then, hate to disappoint your best friend,” I told her, a big grin on my face.

“Pervert!” she slugged my arm.

“What? I’m offended, you and Jenny are the ones who…”

“… think the only way to get my sick husband there is to flaunt our womanly charms?”

Ahh, if only she knew… what happened while I was in that coma, with Jenny!

I gave her a short kiss on the lips, “You’ve convinced me, how good these classes are for my physical well-being, despite your efforts to distract me from my goal of health,” with a little chuckle and a quick exit from the reach of her wicked punch.

“You mind getting the dishes this morning, sweet, I’ve got to pick up a few things before you drag me off to Jenny’s torture chamber.”

Her tongue sticking out at me was my answer. Childish.

I had no clue where to get the things I wanted, hopefully, the mall had something. So that was where I headed. On my way down Columbia Avenue, I saw ‘Castle’ a block ahead, remembering how Dani and I had shopped there. On a whim, I pulled in the parking lot. I’d never been to any ‘adult’ store before, much less this one, and sat in the car a long time after stopping, trying to work up the courage to go inside.

I was disappointed that there was no ‘Rebekka’ in the store, only an older woman, Sally. Well, ‘older’ in this case was about our age, probably late forties, but she was nothing like the Rebekka of my dreams.

I was embarrassed to high heaven going in that store, obviously everyone inside knowing that I was a perverted old man. At least I sure as hell felt that way. I shuddered at what I saw, I’d imagined this store before and dreamed about the inside. Dildos, vibrators, slutty costumes, and ugh – fucking cock cages! I couldn’t imagine how my subconscious mind could have thought one of those disgusting things would be a good idea. It took all my willpower to not shudder in revulsion. People actually wore those things! Hell, I had, even if it was only a dream.

There were a couple things, though, that I wanted. I found them, paid, and got the hell out, shuddering at what I’d done once I was back in the car. I was not taking Dani into that store. NOT EVER!

I couldn’t wait to get out of that parking lot, imagining that every car going past was looking straight into my soul and knowing the worst.

Columbia Center Mall was a much more relaxing place. It was busy, late Saturday morning, but I didn’t feel nasty, dirty, in there. In actuality, there was nothing wrong with ‘Castle’, it was clean, exactly what it advertised, nothing except sex things. It just made me feel… creepy. I had what I needed, though, if only I had the courage to use them.

Plus, I had to find the rest of it, and that was going to be the hard part, I had no idea where to look, except to wander through the mall hoping there was a store.

I found Victoria’s Secret, it was admittedly kind of fun wandering through it, imagining Dani wearing some of the things I saw. They didn’t have what I was looking for, though, and continued looking, walking down the wide hallway watching the stores on each side. I did find some interesting things in the little kiosks that I bought, hoping Dani would appreciate.

Finally, I came to a store, ‘Classic Curves Boutique’, that looked promising. I went in and began looking. A moment later, a young sales clerk stopped to ask if she could help me find something. She seemed very pleasant with a nice smile and, so help me, I stared at the name tag pinned on her chest (a very nice chest!) – ‘Bekka’!

“Your name,” I stuttered, “Bekka, isn’t that an odd spelling?”

She laughed, glancing at it, “Yeah, think my daddy might have been high that day, everyone else spells Rebecca with ‘C’s, not K’s. I kind of like it, though, it’s unique… what can I help you find?”

I was fucking shell-shocked. Rebekka in my dream, she looked like this girl! Or, guess I should say, this girl looked like the girl in my dream.

“I… I’m sorry for staring… it’s just… I’ve seen that name before, spelled that way, and it surprised me… she looked a lot like you, too.”

She grinned, “Really? Where? I’ve never seen it before, that’s kind of cool.”

How the hell do I explain? “It wasn’t around here, I don’t remember where it was, it’s just the name… reminded me, was a long time ago.” Liar!

I took a deep breath, told her what I was looking for, trying to explain the best I could.

She frowned, “No, we don’t have anything like that, sorry… but…” she perked up, “we have catalogs we can order from, let’s take a look.”

There was a small office, barely big enough for a desk and chair. She found a folding chair and I sat beside her, smelling her sweet perfume. She opened a drawer and pulled out a small stack of catalogs. We looked through the first and second, lots of things I liked but not what I was looking for. The third seemed to be coming much closer, then when she turned the page, there it was, exactly what I was looking for. My heart rate spiked, and the thought that this might actually happen shot through me like a bolt of lightning.

“That, that’s exactly what I’m looking for,” I told her, hearing the excitement in my voice, pointing, “can you order that? By next Friday?”

“I think so,” she said, writing down all the particulars, then making a phone call, giving the information to the person on the other end. At one point, she looked over at me, a big grin on her face, “Thank you,” she told the person and hung up.

“It’ll be here Wednesday, your wife’s a lucky girl…” she frowned, “I… assumed it’s your wife… girlfriend?”

I thought I’d play with her a little, “Girlfriend… you think she’ll like it?”

She looked down at the picture again, “Oh yeah! I’m jealous, you’ll bring her in?”

I was pumped! I couldn’t fuckin’ believe it. And scared AS SHIT!

“Try,” I told her.

“It’s a special order, you’ll have to pay for it now,” Rebekka – with Ks, told me.

I gave her my credit card, I didn’t give a fuck what the hell it cost. Hell, I’d have mortgaged the house if I had to. Damn near did!

My feet were dancing a different tune on the rest of my little shopping trip. I found a few more little items and headed back to the car, to home, leaving everything safely hidden away in the trunk when I got home. Oh, by the way, I made another stop on the way, at the grocery store, had to buy something to mask the real purpose of this little shopping trip.

Only to discover that Dani wasn’t home when I got there, she left a note that she’d be back later. It gave me a chance to bring in my treasures from the trunk and hide them away, in the bottom of the dresser in one of the guest rooms under some old blue jeans that I don’t wear anymore. Just hadn’t taken the time to take them to the Salvation Army yet.

I took the opportunity, the alone time, to do a little research on my computer, finalizing my plans before Dani got home, and thinking about Rebekka, remembering the Rebekka in my coma, and wondering what might happen if Dani was to meet her sometime. Somehow, I HAD to make that happen.

But not today. Today was for finalizing real plans that I hoped to hell didn’t blow up in my face. I was cautiously optimistic with the reaction I’d gotten from Dani so far from my coma dream. She obviously hadn’t heard all of it (and parts she never would!) But her reaction from what she has heard so far left me thinking that my plan just could work out. I shuddered at the thought that it might!

Dani was home a little over an hour before we had to leave to get to Jenny’s studio. After my little shopping trip, I was looking forward to this, not that the two were interconnected, but just my mood.

A little later we threw our bags in her car and were off. Dani’s car was quite a bit older but she liked it. I was a little apprehensive when we bought the Accord several years ago that she’d want to take it away from me but so far not. Of course, maybe the fact that hers was a ’92 Mustang LX might have something to do with it. Old maybe, but it’s still a sweet ride. She’d bought it brand new right before we were married and kept it pristine ever since. Hell, she might want to be buried in it.

I felt good about going to Jenny’s class this time, my stamina felt about a hundred percent better than a week before. Oh, what Dani said about her and Jenny didn’t hurt matters, either.


Chapter 4

We separated, Dani to the women’s lockers and me to the men’s. I opened my gym bag, took out my exercise clothes, and CRAP! Dani, my adorable wife, had made a minor switch. My nice, comfy, loose exercise clothes were not there. She’d replaced them with tights. No fucking way! I held the pants up, looking at it, black with white stripes down each side of the legs, and so fucking little! No friggin’ way I was wearing that!

I looked back in my bag, there was a note on top of the shirt that had been tucked under the tights. I picked it up, ‘Think us girls deserve a little eye candy, too. I know what you’re thinking. Be a sport, wear it’.

Crap! I felt trapped, between that and my ‘next week’ plans, how do I not? And to top it off, after my little shopping excursion this morning, and the thought of what Jenny and Dani might be wearing, my dick was hard, pressing out against my boxers. I pulled the tights on and they didn’t do a thing to hide my more than obvious erection. Nor did the tight shirt, either. I’d hoped it might be long enough to cover me, but no such luck. I knew damned good and well that Dani had planned this, teasing me ahead of time, knowing it'd give me an erection! The only thing she didn’t know was anything of my upcoming plans. Turnabout was going to be so much fun!

I pulled it on, every bit as tight as I’d imagined, my ‘package’ more than evident. God, this was going to be embarrassing! The matching shirt was every bit as tight. She was paying for this, big time!

I found Dani waiting for me in Jen’s lobby. I stood back, just looking. Her ankle-length tights had been replaced with a pair of tight shorts, very SHORT, tight shorts, doing nothing to diminish the protrusion of my ‘package’.

“Mmm, nice,” Dani said, rubbing her fingers slightly over said package, “might want to save that till we get home, huh?” she said.

I groaned inwardly, thinking ahead. “You too,” I told her, “like it…” rubbing her leg just below her shorts, “that what Jenny’s wearing, too?”

“Have to wait and see, I guess,” Dani answered. I’d guessed that she and Jenny had collaborated on their revised outfits.

I followed her into the dance studio, feeling almost nauseous with fear, shaking at the way I was dressed… on display for all those women. Except, it was making me even harder, scary as hell, but a little exciting, too. Jenny was already up front, “Glad you could make it again,” she said in that sultry voice.

I stood in what I guessed was now my usual place, second row, two women on my right, five on my left, right behind Dani. Jenny was working on her audio, getting music started, and I was a nervous wreck. It seemed every set of eyes in the room was on me, mostly on my groin area that wasn’t cooperating in the least. I noticed two of the older ladies especially (as in about our age), quite attractive, smiling at me, and when Jenny turned back around, her eyes locked with mine… a strong sexual undertone, or maybe it was just imagined… but I didn’t think so.

She had on a pair of short shorts a lot like Dani’s, except with one difference. When she spread her legs and began to stretch once the music began, there was a clear and definite camel toe between her legs. Her top was more like a halter, kind of loose and tied behind her back and another around her neck, no bra this time, nipples poking through.

She hadn’t worn a bra that other night, either. We’d gone out to dinner, the three of us. Richard, Jenny’s husband, couldn’t go, he was attending an emergency caesarian, at least that was the excuse. I still remember what we’d all had for dinner, rib steak, salmon, and Jenny, a salad. These memories… they weren’t like any dream, it was… they’d actually happened. After dinner, we went dancing to a place across the river in Pasco. Dani suggested I dance one with Jenny, her perfume, I still remember… her tongue, tickling my ear, “Dani asked me if I wanted to seduce you,” right before she kissed me.

We made love later that night, Dani watching, discovering how I’d felt watching her with Alan Ryder…

“You going to work out or just gawk?” Dani asked me, interrupting my reverie, letting out a little giggle, too.

“What, you have eyes in the back of your head?” I asked her.

I must have turned red, embarrassed at being caught staring, remembering.

It had NOT relieved the stress between my legs.

It felt sexy and exhilarating, to be honest, besides the nervousness. I had never in my life been so on display as I felt at that moment, and it felt kinda good.

I was wishing that I could see Dani from the same vantage point as I could see Jenny. I hadn’t noticed a camel toe when we were walking but wouldn’t have, anyway, even if it was there. Suddenly, I realized something – I didn’t recall ever hearing that term before my coma, wouldn’t have had a clue what it was, even. That dream, so friggin’ weird!

I had a much better idea what to expect this time and felt much better about being able to follow along half decently, besides my stamina being about triple the week before. I had to sit one time, maybe five minutes, then was back in my spot till the end. Oh, and my dick-stick never did go away, Jenny seemed to be making a point of assuring that. Watching that sexy body, and thinking about that night she’d seduced me in my coma, while watching her eyes on mine kept that fantasy alive and well.

“I think I know who won the distraction contest this afternoon,” Dani said on our way home, a grin on her face. God, I wanted to tell her about that dream, knowing that I never could. “Much as I love her, I know there are just some things I can’t compete with,” she added.

“But sweet, everything that matters, you have more than a guy could ever ask for,” I told her, squeezing her hand, “and for the record… those tights are awful!”

She laughed, “I was so proud of you, you wore them. Was it really that bad?”

“Well, at first, I almost didn’t do it but remembered how much you love me, sitting with me in the hospital… and saw your note, decided I could do that much for you… and I’ll admit, was kind of exciting.”

Another laugh, “I could tell, you didn’t hide it very well… not at all, matter of fact.”

I rolled my eyes. Women! And then we were home.

After we both showered, Dani, wrapped in a towel, asked me, “You still a little randy? Want to go out for that dinner we missed last night?”

“Love to,” I told her, adding, “and yes!” How could I not be?

Dani sat down at her makeup vanity table and began putting on her makeup. I love watching her and couldn’t help thinking about Winsome Cosmetics, the makeup company Dani had modeled for and contracted to be their spokeswoman. It reminded me all over again about April and Amanda, the movie audition, wondering how I’d ever broach that subject with Dani. Surely, there was no such thing, only a figment of my imagination. Besides, that was weeks ago, even if it had been real, which it wasn’t, it would have been filled already.

About then, Dani turned my way, doing that thing with her lips right after putting on her lipstick, “You like? It’s a new color I found last week, Rose Petal Peach, love it.” My jaw dropped open, and I felt the blood draining from my face. That was the name of the lipstick in my dream!

“Hon, you okay? What was that for? It’s just lipstick.”

I couldn’t even speak for a moment, “I… it’s nothing, I’ve just heard that name somewhere before and it surprised me, that’s all,” I felt my face returning to normal. “Actually, I love it, looks really good on you, is it Avon?” holding my breath for her to tell me who made it. She’s bought nothing except Avon for years, ever since we were married, I think.

“No, I hadn’t heard of it before, saw it when I was scrolling the TV, one of those shopping channels, don’t remember the name, though,” she answered, “I ordered a set of makeup from them, really like it.”

I was guessing that I knew the name.

“Doesn’t matter,” I told her, “it’s beautiful, I like it… a lot!”

I dressed, Dani went in our dressing room, came out several minutes later wearing a pair of tan corduroy pants, low on her hips, leather-looking laces up the outside of both legs and the fly, just aching for some industrious husband to pull the bow-tie, matched with a cream-colored blouse, spaghetti straps over her shoulders, a very faint outline of a black bra underneath, and black four-inch heels. Damn, she looked good! It was classy, yet sexy as hell. My dick was brought to attention, immediately.

“Wow,” I told her, “Love, you look… I don’t think I’ve ever seen you in something like that.”

She did a little twirl, those tight pants showed off her butt to perfection, “Your little stories have made me feel sexy, thought I’d dress the part. Was going to wear it last night, except…”

I laughed, “Yeah, I know, we never made it out of the house.” And the memory of that was more than enticing, realizing that Dani’s pussy lips would still be totally smooth.

And then it hit me like a thunderbolt, “You still have a thing for him, don’t you? I remember how you used to be glued to the TV when Tampa Bay was playing, I just never thought about why.”

Dani was blushing, her face bright red, confirmation of what I’d just realized, “I… I…”

“Honey, it’s okay, I get it, think it’s kinda hot, actually.” A long-forgotten memory floated through my mind, “There was a girl in my class, her name was Leslie,” I chuckled, Dani’s face was registering ‘surprise’, “I never mentioned her to you because it just seemed so… silly, I guess… and I’d long forgotten her. She was so fuckin’ hot, kind of like you described Alan’s girlfriend, Marci, wet-dream hot, at least for me. Anyway, I had some classes with her but she never knew I existed, always had a boyfriend, but if she’d been an actress or some celebrity like Alan, I’d have been glued to anything she’d done… and if the situation were reversed, you woke up from a coma and told me how I’d fucked her in high school, I’d have… hell, I don’t even know, but it sure as hell would’ve had an impact on me… so I understand about Alan Ryder… and I’m not offended… we have enough history with each other to be far beyond that. Guess I’d imagine if the situation was reversed, you’d understand as well.”

Dani looked at me, gave me a big sloppy kiss on the lips, “I love you, you know that!”

I smiled, “Yeah, I do know, love you too, so, shall we go to dinner?”

“Uhuh, and then after… “ a big smile crossed her lips.

Mine was just as big, “Yeah… after… and you can pretend I’m Alan Ryder, and I’ll pretend you’re Leslie.”

We took Dani’s Mustang, it’s a lot more romantic than the Accord, she drove, her car. Besides, we can both remember how we used to make out in the cramped back seat. Maybe… Except, I don’t think our bodies are quite the contortionists we used to be.

The pizza was every bit as good as advertised, and the attention Dani received from all the straying eyes was a gigantic turn-on. If the way this forty-eight-year-old woman reacted was any indication, it had been to her, too.

On the ten-minute drive home, Dani insisted I drive. I very quickly realized why; we hadn’t gone half a mile before she reached over, unzipped my pants, and I felt her hand wrapping around me, “Leslie ever do this for you?” she asked. I groaned, swerving the car, glad there wasn’t a lot of traffic, or a cop. “Bet she never did this, either,” leaning over and wrapping her lips around the head.

“Oh God, Dani, you…”

“Alan liked it… a lot,” looking up at me, right before she slid her lips down my shaft. “Mmm, except… he was bigger…” she mumbled, her lips sliding down and sucking.

I pulled over, no fuckin’ way!

“No, drive, Alan never had to stop,” as she gagged, my dick about half in her mouth, “course he was used to it.”

“Dani…!”

“Name’s Leslie, an’ don’t you forget it, buster!”

Oh shit! I gripped the back of her head, tangling my fingers in her hair, closed my eyes, tried to remember that face from so long ago… how it would have felt… was feeling now.

I took a deep breath, thankful for those two incredible orgasms the night before, otherwise… put the car back in gear, checked the mirror, and pulled onto the street, just as I felt ‘Leslie’ swallow and my dick sliding even deeper into her mouth, my heart pounding a million beats a minute.


Chapter 5

I tried to concentrate on the road, a little hard with a slick, hot mouth sliding up and down on my dick, the tightness of her throat. Never have I felt anything so fucking erotic! There’s never been another girl besides Dani, at least in real life, and now… Leslie… the girl of my teenage wet dreams.

My grip on the steering wheel reminded me of that movie, ‘Planes, Trains, and Automobiles’, how Steve Martin’s character’s fingers dug into the dash in that wrong-way freeway scene. Funny thing was, I’d bought the movie right after Dani had Jon in a caesarian. She laughed so hard she couldn’t watch it, hurting her stomach.

Her mouth popped off, my cock suddenly cold from the wet saliva, “Take me to my house, you know where it is?” ‘Leslie’ told me in that sexy, sultry voice that sounded so unlike my Dani.

I nodded, couldn’t speak, I knew where her house was. Half a minute later, I pulled into ‘her’ driveway. ‘Leslie’ got out and hurried to the door, unlocking the door and opening it. Inside, she grabbed me, pushing me up against a wall, desperately kissing me, “Oh God, I’ve wanted to do this for so long,” ‘Leslie’ said.

She pulled away, pulled the leather string on the front of her pants, pushing them down, revealing the lacy, black panties underneath. We were both shaking, her sitting on the back of the couch, pushing shoes off, then pants, and blouse, almost frantic. While she was doing that, my shirt, shoes, pants, and boxers were being scattered.

‘Leslie’, naked in her living room, pressed her lips against mine, her naked body tight to mine, we kissed, uncontrollably, tongues in each other’s mouths, hands wrapping around bodies, “Fuck me, Alan, fuck me!”

We pulled apart, I pressed her to the back of the couch, bent over face first, and “Unhh!” was inside her, “Hard, fuck me hard!” she screeched. I thrust into her over and over, gripping her hips, digging fingernails into her skin, thrusting hard and deep. “Hard, Alan, Hard… Oh fuckkkk!”

Dani’s arms and hands were flailing, her head doing the same, her body shuddering, I picked up her legs, nearly pushing her over the couch, grunting with every thrust, Dani screeching incoherent noises, and I couldn’t stop the orgasm erupting through my body, letting out a roar that must have been heard down the block.

I couldn’t breathe, let go of Dani’s legs and she tumbled over onto the couch, I collapsed to my knees, using the back of the couch to support myself from falling to the floor, trying to breathe.

“Holy fucking shit!” I finally managed to spit out before letting go of the couch and sliding onto the floor, flat on my back.

It had to be at least ten minutes before I even tried to resurrect myself, Dani was still face down on the couch. I moved her aside a little and sat, cradling her head in my lap, running my fingers through her hair. “I think,” I began to tell her, “our love life has taken a little turn.”

“Ya think!” she answered, sitting up beside me, “and what was your first clue, Sherlock?”

We both broke out in giggles, sitting side-by-side, me naked, Dani still wearing the thigh-high stockings she’d had on under those pants.

“Get me your yearbook, I want to take a look at this girl you just pretended to fuck.”  I got up, started to retrieve my boxers, “Nuh-uh,” Dani said, “we do this naked, I wanna see how you react to this girl.” I groaned, not comfortable walking around the house naked.

Especially, with the blind open that I just realized, anyone could have been walking past and seen. Somehow, that idea kind of intrigued me, seemed exciting in a weird sort of way. But I did close the blind.

I was curious, too. I knew what I’d thought in high school, but I probably haven’t looked at my yearbook in the last couple decades at least. I wondered if she was as pretty as I remembered. And was I so turned on because of her or Dani’s teasing about what she’d done with Alan Ryder in the car, him fucking her on the couch? I knew that had been a huge part of it but not all.

When I found the yearbook in the top of the closet, I wanted to open it right there but waited, carrying it back to the couch and sitting back down with Dani. She opened it for probably the first time, maybe since we’d married, then turned page by page. I didn’t even remember Leslie’s last name, but when she turned another page, it all came rushing back. There she was, Leslie Simonton, blonde hair kind of wrapping around her pixie-like face, small nose, big smile, every bit as pretty as I’d remembered. “Mmm, no wonder,” Dani said, “don’t think your dick would have fit in that tiny mouth, though, how tall is she, four-foot-six?”

I closed my eyes, trying to remember, “No, taller than that,” I answered, “I’m guessing a little over five feet.”

“Well, she certainly is pretty, no wonder you had a crush on her, guess my competition’s cut out for me, huh.”

I laughed, “I don’t think so, I don’t have any clue what she did after high school, much less twenty-eight years later. Besides,” I told her, “think I’m pretty happily taken, so not to worry.”

“Mmhmm,” Dani mumbled, continuing to scroll, finding the girl’s basketball team. There she was again, the shortest girl on the team, “You obviously weren’t a tit guy,” she said with a laugh, noticing Leslie’s lack of said tits. “I’ll bet I could find her, I’m good at that, you know.”

I looked at her in shock, “Dani… I…”

She waved her arm at me, ‘silence’, it was telling me, “I’ll look tomorrow, I’ll bet that by noon I’ll know everything we need to know about her.”

Okay, that caught me a little off guard, “And what, exactly, love, do we ‘need’ to know about a total stranger that I barely knew over thirty years ago?”

Dani laughed, “Everything; you know, is she still this pretty? Is she married? Does she have tits now? Does she want to have a fling with my husband?”

I looked straight at her, “A… A what?”

“Just if she’d want to help me satisfy my husband’s sexual urges, be kinda hot, doncha think?”

“Umm, yeah… but… no, it wouldn’t! No, not going to happen!” And suddenly, I knew; it had been bugging me wondering who the ‘mystery woman’ was, that night Dani blindfolded me and tied me to the chair. It was her, Leslie Simonton, or whatever her last name was, now my high school crush.

She looked down at my groin and let out a giggle, “So, if it wouldn’t be hot, why is your dick swelling up right now? That didn’t happen till I suggested finding her.”

I groaned, busted!

Then I thought of something else Dani said, too, “If you’re so good at finding people,” which I hadn’t heard anything about before this, “why don’t you try to find your boyfriend, Alan Ryder? I bet he’d be really easy to find.”

She stopped and thought a minute, “Cuz, apparently, in your dreams we’ve already done that, now it’s your turn,” she answered.

I rolled my eyes, “Whatever, not gonna happen, though, no way. First, you don’t even know her name; second, even if you did, she’s not gonna jump in bed with some middle-age guy that she doesn’t remember and never even knew; third, even if she was, I won’t. In case you haven’t noticed I am married. I might in a dream, but sure as hell not in real life.”

Dani’s eyelashes raised, “Oh really? And in your dream, who was the lucky girl?”

I stopped, realizing what I’d just said, feeling the blood draining from my face, “I…”

“Honey, it’s okay, I understand… I’m going to tell you something, something I’ve been afraid to tell you for so long, longer than I can remember. You know, girls have fantasies, too, sometimes dark fantasies that we know we shouldn’t be having, that we don’t understand… Jenny and I, we’ve talked about it, so I know it’s not just me. Sometimes… I see you with another girl…”

“Honey, I…”

“No, wait, let me finish. I know I was your first, you’ve never been with anyone else. I’ve often wondered… what it might be like… this is kind of hard to admit… to be hiding in the bushes or something and watching you… making love with some pretty girl.

“And then you started talking about me and Alan… and the old fantasy was rekindled… watching you… and now I have a face… I know it’s weird, but… I want my fantasy. I want you and her… together.

I was shocked at what she’d just said, Dani? Fantasies about me and a girl? Watching? Me and Leslie Simonton?

“So, your dream, about another girl, tell me.”

I looked at her, she was serious. And I was hard, we were still naked. “It was after… you’d stayed in Tampa, I came home…”

“I stayed alone, with Alan?

I nodded, “We agreed, after that first night with him, you… wanted to spend more time with him. You told me all about it after, but it was like… I was there all the time, in my mind, so scared, but excited. But after you came home, we played… with handcuffs and some other things…”

Dani took my hand, put it between her legs over where she’d shaved, I rubbed her, in-between her lips, so wet. Of course, she was, with the cum I’d just pumped inside her, but her little moaning noises, letting me know how turned on she was.

“Except Alan forgot to include the key to the handcuffs, your arms were behind your back, we went to my store and cut them off. Then… you were still dressed in… let’s just say, very sexy. Verrryyyy sexy, nothing except skimpy, transparent pajama bottoms and a jacket! We went to Castle, you know, the adult store, we bought some things…”

“What? What did we buy?” Dani asked, her hand over mine pressing, encouraging me to rub, two fingers slipped inside her, she let out a loud groan.

I closed my eyes, remembering, trying to concentrate with Dani beside me fucking herself on my fingers, “A glass dildo, big one, spiral ribs… another pair of handcuffs… bed restraints. We met a pretty salesgirl, Rebekka,” I let out a little laugh, “with Ks instead of Cs.” I couldn’t wait to eventually tell her about the Rebekka I met the day before at Classic Curves.

“Dildo? I use it?”

“Uhuh, well, I used it on you,” I chuckled, “guess ‘in’ you would be more accurate,” I told her, “you liked it, too. Maybe we should…?”

She answered with a grin. Maybe my vow to never return to Castle was a bit premature.

“On the way out of the store…“ I started again, “you dropped the jacket, naked on top.” I felt Dani’s knees and pussy clamp down on my fingers, her body slowly writhing, breathing hard. I looked over at her face, eyes clamped shut, face grimacing, my Dani… imagining what I’d just said?

I decided to go on with the story, see what more it did to her, “She’d put a note in the bag, ‘come back in’ it said, ‘need to talk to you’.”

I was watching Dani, she opened her eyes, whispered to me, “What’d she want?”

“She gave me her personal phone number, asked me if you were into girls… she wanted to fuck you.”

“Oh God!” Dani moaned, pressing my fingers back deeper inside her. I was, to say the least, shocked! Dani, into girls?

“Have you… ever?” I asked her

“No… but…” she didn’t say any more, didn’t need to. I was in fuckin’ awe! I think every guy’s wet dream fantasy! How the hell could I be learning more about my wife in the last half-hour than in the previous twenty-eight years combined?

“But… you, the girl?” Dani asked, looking at me, “Rebekka?”

I shook my head, “It’s what I thought…” Dani cocked her head, like she didn’t understand.

“It was a few days later, you told me you had a date with Rebekka. I assumed… but when you got home you told me nothing had happened. Then, the following Friday, I remember your exact words, ‘Do you trust me?’ Of course, I said I did, so you had me carry a dining chair up to our bedroom. You blindfolded me and tied me to the chair.”

I got up, pulled a chair from the dining room and sat in it, my arms crossed, “You had a stretchy bodysuit thing, kind of like a straitjacket,” I held up head straight ahead, “and Alan had sent a leather neck harness thing, that held your head completely stiff; you tied my legs under the bed, the rope up to a hook on the neck harness, pulled it tight,” bending my legs back under the chair, “Like this,” I told her, “So I couldn’t move anything, then you blindfolded me… guess you blindfolded me first.”

“You laughed, told me to channel my ‘inner Houdini’, try to get out. I obviously couldn’t.”

“The bodysuit was, uhh… crotchless… you made a point to pull my dick out, obviously hard…”

I was engrossed in the story, not even realizing that Dani had gotten up from the couch, until she knelt in front of me, leaned over, and took me in her mouth. “Oh God, Dani, you want to hear the rest of this or not?”

I heard and felt the vibrations of the “Mmhmm,” as her tongue swirled around my dick. “You did… exactly that,” as I squeezed my eyes closed, gripping the sides of the chair, Dani gagging, then swallowing, “Oh God!” tangling my fingers in her hair, Dani fucking me with her mouth, all the way down her throat, “You told me… little blue pill… ground up… ah shit!”

She pulled her mouth off of me, smiling, “You mean like I did tonight?” I groaned, she didn’t, did she? “Keep going or I’m going to stop,” she told me, her tongue just tickling the end of my stone-hard dick.

I took a couple deep breaths, relaxing for just a few seconds before feeling her lips on me again.

I groaned, “You told me… you were wearing what you’d worn to school, everything you’d worn to school… right before you sat down on my cock with your naked pussy. You told me… ‘Tom, you should have seen his face when he saw’.”

Dani made a kind of groaning noise, pulled her mouth off of me, and sat on my lap the same as she had that night in my dream, both of us groaning aloud as her pussy slid down, impaling on my cock. This time, though, my hands weren’t trapped in that bodysuit, they went behind her back, pulling her tit into my mouth. Dani really does have a coworker named Tom, a young guy, a ‘hottie’ math teacher she’d told me about before that fateful day last October.

As I mumbled that she’d wanted Tom to suck her tits, I felt her hands in my hair, digging into my scalp, pulling my mouth tighter on her breast, along with her pussy grinding down on me. Was I imagining things or did my wife have a thing for this Tom guy?

“You… you made a phone call, ‘we’re ready, come on over,’ you said into the phone. I didn’t know who… thought some guy. Then you went over to your table, putting on makeup, perfume, teasing me the whole time. I was still blindfolded.”

God, I felt deep inside her, my cock so engorged. She wasn’t fucking me, just grinding, rocking back and forth, driving me mad.

“But it wasn’t… it was a woman, I smelled her perfume, different than yours. You made me sit there tied and blindfolded, listening to your lovemaking with her. I assumed it was Rebekka, but she never spoke, just moaned as you ate her pussy…”

“Then I felt a woman, smelled her perfume… her pussy sliding down on me, her tit in my mouth… it wasn’t you.

And Dani couldn’t control herself any longer, beginning to slide up and down on my cock, moaning, bringing me along with her lust, closer and closer to what was going to be another massive orgasm. We began to fuck in earnest; three, four, five thrusts, I have no idea when it hit me like a freight train rolling through. Dani’s body froze up, and she screamed along with me.

“But it wasn’t Rebekka, was it,” Dani whispered to me after we’d recovered, my limp cock still inside her.

I shook my head, “I never found out, until…”

“It was Leslie, wasn’t it,” Dani said.

I nodded, “Yeah, think so,” I agreed.

“Guess I better start finding your girl then, huh… finish what she started…”


Chapter 6

Saturday night, March 14

Dani was determined to find Leslie, my high school crush, Leslie Simonton, that I was sure was the girl with her that night she’d tied me to the chair in my dream… as Dani said, to ‘finish what she’d started’ that night.

We went up to our bedroom, Dani with her laptop in hand. She leaned back against the headboard with her computer in her lap, making no effort to cover herself, naked tits rising and falling with each breath, her nipples slightly upturned. Dani seemed so different after my coma, everything about her turned me on, like we were newlyweds again, except so much better.

Watching Dani, knowing what she was doing, trying to track down a girl, for me, felt like I’d imagine a drug high might feel.

“What makes you think she might be interested if you do find her?” I asked her.

She looked over at me, “How many things from your dream have turned out to be real? she asked back to me.

She had a point, so much, so many ‘coincidences’. We spent the next several minutes talking about just the things we’d discovered so far: Alan’s truck and mattress; the similarities between Marci and the Dani of my dreams; the black negligee; all the things about Tampa that I couldn’t have known.

There were others, too, things I hadn’t even mentioned to Dani; Rebekka, and the ‘Rose Petal Peach’ lipstick, and the list went on, just those that I’d realized so far. Betty, I was almost certain there was much more to her than had been revealed so far – that hug had been much more than just a ‘glad you’re okay’ hug.

“Do you remember me telling you anything about her in your dream?” Dani asked.

This conversation was so weird, talking to Dani about a dream as if the events had actually happened. “Only that I knew her, that I dealt with her…“ and something else that I’d forgotten, “she was small.” I suddenly felt the blood draining from my head, nearly causing me to pass out, “Leslie…” I could barely speak, looking straight at Dani, “I didn’t know who she was… In my mind, I called her… Leslie.”

Dani just stared at me, her mouth dropping open. Finally, “Leslie, you called her Leslie?”

I nodded, in disbelief at what I’d just remembered. Then I scrambled up, ran back downstairs, and retrieved the yearbook, bringing it back to bed with me. This time my hands were shaking when I opened it back up to her picture. Could this actually be the picture of the woman who fucked me that night? Whose tit I had in my mouth? She was small, Leslie is small, or at least she was thirty years ago. No way in hell that could have been a coincidence!

Hell, she might be a hugely overweight behemoth, rolling in fat by now. But no, she wasn’t, I knew. It was her that night, but why? Where and how had she come into the picture of my mind? I don’t remember ‘knowing’ her, at least not in the last thirty-plus years since high school. Dani said in my dream that I ‘knew’ her. Even after what Dani and I had just done downstairs, I felt my dick growing. Dani was my first, last, and only sex partner. I know that my coma-fed imagination had led me down that path, but no matter how real that had seemed, it wasn’t.

“If you find her?” I said, mostly to myself, barely loud enough for Dani to hear. Was it even possible that I might…? I couldn’t even finish the thought, it just seemed so outlandish.

“I don’t know,” she said, the reality of it suddenly looming much more likely. “Let me find her, then we’ll try to figure out what’s next.”

Dani looked into my eyes, “But…” she said, “I want this to happen.”

I shuddered with the intensity of Dani’s words. Suddenly, it did seem possible.

It was already past eleven, we’d had a long day, not to even mention that trip home and the fuck in the living room. I wondered about that, Dani and I had always ‘made love’, we didn’t ‘fuck’. It had always been that way, even before we married. Now, since I’d awakened from the coma, it was so different. It seemed that nearly every time, we fucked with an urgency that had never existed before, with extreme orgasms that we’d never experienced before, either of us. Feeling her spasms around my cock was a totally new experience and wow, just fucking wow!

Not that I was complaining, far from it. Neither was Dani. I just didn’t understand. We’d never even roleplayed before, either. It seemed that Alan Ryder and now Leslie Simonton, people neither of us had seen since high school, were having a major impact, changing our lives completely.

Dani said she had to go to sleep, and so did I. Except, I couldn’t, I must have lain awake until at least three in the morning, so many things going through my mind, not the least of which was the thought of actually meeting Leslie Simonton and what might happen afterward.

It was after ten the next morning when I awoke, Dani was gone, her side of the bed empty and cold. When I went downstairs, she was on the couch, her legs curled up under her like only a woman can do, unless you’re a contortionist, her laptop in its preferred place on her lap. Which reminded me of thinking about the back seat of the Mustang, that we weren’t contortionists any longer. I couldn’t help but smile and give a little laugh at the thought, how silly it seemed.

“Good morning, sleepyhead, I thought you’d never wake up,” she greeted me with.

I plopped down beside her, knowing full well what she was doing, remembering our conversations from the night before, still a little in awe. No, a LOT in awe!

“You know how many Leslie Simontons there are?” she asked me.

“No, how many?” I responded to her.

“I have no clue, but a LOT and none of them are your Leslie Simonton,” she told me.

If she hadn’t been able to find her yet, maybe it just wasn’t meant to be. I took a finger and tilted her chin toward me, kissing her on the lips, a long, lingering kiss, “Maybe it’s just not meant to be,” I told her, “guess I’ll just have to settle for the booby prize,” jumping off the couch as soon as I said it, laughing, so as not to be pilloried, brutalized, possibly re-hospitalized.

She frowned at me, glaring, “I AM going to find her, and you’re going to regret that ‘booby prize’ comment,” she said.

“Okkayyy, I’m fixing breakfast, you had any yet?”

“No, I want sex for breakfast.”

I laughed, “Gonna have to wait, love,” I told her.

She scowled at me, “Alan never made me wait,” she said, untying her robe and pulling it open, revealing the naked body inside it, her legs spread wide.

Oh, but he had! He had tormented her, in fact. Of course, she was talking about the teenage Alan that she’d lusted after. It was the mature Alan who I’d seen tormenting her, over and over again, denying her, making her wait, building her passion, quivering on a bathroom floor. Somehow, I needed to channel his willingness to restrain himself. Going to be fucking hard, though!

But my resolve began to melt, just at the sight of Dani’s wide open, shaved pussy, nice and juicy-looking, just aching for attention.

She pouted, “At least you could have a nice breakfast,” she said, running a finger gently between her pussy lips, then holding it up, showing me how damp it was right before putting it in her mouth and licking it clean. 

I gritted my teeth. Not. This. Morning! Not for the next week. I hadn’t planned on sex the night before, either, but my willpower isn’t that great… and to be fair, Dani had ambushed me in the car. Nobody, not even Alan Ryder would have resisted her after that little car episode.

But, I’m a man. There are some things a man just doesn’t say no to, at least not this man. I knelt down in front of my wife and kissed the inside of her knee, slowly kissing up her thigh. She scooted down a little, letting her knees swing a little wider, letting out an, “Ohhh, yesss!”

And then a loud groan when my tongue touched between her lips where her finger had been a moment earlier. I sucked her juices, that ‘breakfast’ she’d offered, licked her clit, sucking the little nubbin into my mouth, sooo fucking hot! And Dani’s loud groans were like the biggest aphrodisiac in the world. “Ohh, Leslie,” I whispered, feeling Dani’s muscles already starting to clench.

I kissed back down her other leg to her knee, and looked up at her, leaning back, eyes closed, mouth slightly agape, then mustering all the willpower I could, stood and kissed her letting her taste herself on my lips.

“You’re not going to…” she started to say, just as I retreated to the kitchen, hearing the rest of her sentence, “stop,” fixed two omelets, and took one to Dani, still scowling. Fortunately, she’d wrapped the robe back around herself, not sure I’d have been able to resist if she hadn’t.

“I’m going to call Karen at school tomorrow, she’s the computer whiz, maybe she’ll have an idea.”

The thought kept going through my head, ‘what the hell if Dani finds her? Could I, really… do it?’

The rest of Sunday was a normal day, Dani got dressed after breakfast, and we had a relaxing day. I watched a Mariner’s preseason game, and Dani went to her mom and dad’s house for a little bit. It was probably the most boring day we’d had since I came home from the hospital.

Until about six, that is. “Any more Alan and Daniella stories?” she asked when the Hallmark movie we’d just watched was over.

“Uhh, yeah, lots,” I told her, “what, you want to know just how much fun you had?”

She snuggled up to me on the couch, feet tucked up under, the way she likes to sit. Amazes me that she still can, I sure as hell can’t bend like that. “New Year’s Eve, you and Alan, 1987,” was the first thing that popped into my mind. And then I thought about a way to make this more fun, checking my watch. “Six, the mall closes at eight on Sundays, let’s go shopping,” I told Dani.

She looked at me with that face she has when she thinks I’ve gone bonkers, quite often, actually. “For?” she asked.

“Find out when we get there,” I told her, “let’s go.”

She struggled to her feet, “Give me ten minutes.”

Okay, I had to change, too. This was going to be fun.

Twenty minutes later, we were in the mall. I knew the store I was looking for, I’d seen it Saturday when I was there. It was a more informal young women’s store, hopefully with the kind of things I was looking for.

First, I went to the rack with blouses, Dani following along. Yes! I found just the one I was looking for, lacy, flowery, totally sheer, holding it up to the light, you could see completely through it. Heck, even without the light you could see through it, both layers, front and back together.

“Hon,” Dani said, “I… umm… that’s not something I’d ever wear.”

“Oh, don’t worry, we’ll find a camisole to go with it,” I told her. So Dani found a pretty, cream-colored camisole that she said would look wonderful under it. When she held them both together to see how they’d look, she got a big smile on her face. “Okay?” I asked her.

“Beautiful,” she responded.

“Now we need a skirt,” I told Dani. She went to one rack, I went to another. She picked out a skirt, probably about twenty inches long, I saw one just a bit shorter, closer to ten-eleven inches. I took hers and told her I’d get them paid for if she wanted to wander around a bit more.

“Think I’ll check out the shoe store just down the mall,” Dani told me.

“Find something that’ll match, something sexy,” I told her.

I stood there, watching Dani leave the store, then put her skirt back on the rack, and picked out the one I’d seen, got them paid for, then followed Dani down to the shoe store, my purchases safely hidden away in the bag. She found a pair, red, sexy-looking heels with a strap around her ankles, a lot like I remembered the ones she’d bought with Alan in Tampa. These weren’t exactly Gianvito Rossi, though, funny that I’d even remember that name, I hadn’t ever heard of it before Dani told me, and hell, that was only a dream. These weren’t quite five hundred dollars, either, although they were $149.95, expensive enough.

Next stop was Victoria’s Secret. Again, Dani picked out a bra and panty set, and I saw another, red ones, advertised as ‘very sexy embroidered bra and thong’, they were as advertised! I suggested she check out the costume jewelry in a kiosk we’d noticed earlier just down the mall while I paid for the lingerie, switching them as soon as she was out of sight. The ones I liked were about triple the cost, too. It didn’t seem fair, with about a third of the material. The salesgirl chuckled when I paid for them, she’d seen the ones Dani had picked out and these were most assuredly not them. “I like these better, too,” she said with a giggle.

I’d have loved to take Dani to Classic Curves and see if Rebekka was working, except that I know she would have mentioned what I’d bought the day before, and I didn’t want to give it away to her just yet. I figured I’d tell Dani about Rebekka after next weekend and then take her there.

Once we were home, I told Dani that this shopping trip was to reenact her New Year’s Eve with Alan back in 1987. I explained to her that she’d bought an outfit to wear to his house, just for him and her, ‘Something he liked’ as she’d described it to me. She giggled and said it sounded like fun, going to her vanity to work on her hair and makeup.

“Make it sexy, a little slutty… for Alan,” I told her, chuckling to myself. Yeah, this was going to be fun! “Remember you’re planning to seduce him on New Year’s Eve,” I told her.

Then I sat and watched Dani doing her makeup, this time a bright red lipstick to go with her rouged cheeks, then some spray perfume. When she finished, she turned toward me, naked tits and all, and asked, “Think Alan’s going to like?”

I could smell her femininity across the room.

“Uhh, yeah!”

“Okay, clothes.”

I handed her the bag from Victoria’s Secret, awaiting her reaction.

She reached inside, pulled out the set, her face blushing, “Ummm, this isn’t what I picked out,” looking at me, “you switched?”

“Yeah, but… actually, it is, it’s exactly like you told me you’d worn that night.”

She held up the bra, “I wore this? It’s barely there.”

I nodded, “The matching thong, too,” I told her.

She put them on, hooking the bra, turning it around, then the thong, and stood, looking at herself in the mirror, brushing her fingers over her breasts, over her nipples. My breath quickened, my resolve was just going to have to wait one more night. I had never seen my wife in a thong, or a bra like that, either, at least not for real. ‘I liked’ would be a major understatement.

I handed her the other bag, holding my breath. The lingerie was the easy one. She sat beside me on the bed and lay her, i.e., ‘my’ purchases out beside her. She picked up the skirt, the blush back in her face, “Ummm… “

“I think it was shorter that night, the way you described it, but this was the shortest I could find,” I told her.

“I guess… as long as we’re not going anywhere,” she said, pulling it up. She giggled when it was on, the elastic waist holding it up, “I couldn’t sit,” demonstrating by sitting back down on the bed, the skirt pulling far up her legs. The only way she could hide her panties was to hold her legs tight together.

She started to pick up the camisole, and I stopped her, holding it down, “No, we only bought that because you’d said you wished you would have when you bought the blouse so it wouldn’t have been so embarrassing to buy, but you only wore the blouse.

She held it in front of her, looking down, “Ummm…”

I laughed, “That’s three ummms, think that’s the limit for one set of clothes, don’t you? Bet you didn’t ‘ummm’ when you dressed for Alan. From all you told me, this was pretty modest for what you usually wore with him… and besides, he was the only one going to see you.”

In any case, Dani’s face was still a very cute shade of red. She slipped the blouse on, arms through the sleeveless ‘sleeves’, buttoning up the front. “It’s… different,” she said, standing up to look in the mirror. It was every bit as sheer as it had looked, her tits showing through it with little more than a red tinge covering them, sexy as hell, more so than if she’d been stark naked on top.

I got up and brought her shoes, “You’ll need these to go to Alan’s,” I told her. She sat back down and slipped them over her dainty feet. I’ve never thought of Dani’s feet as ‘dainty’ before or noticed how sexy they were. Any thoughts of my morning resolve had long since been abandoned.

She put on the shoes, “At least it was just to his house,” she said.

“Well…” I began, “not exactly… it was the original plan, what he’d told you, but when you got there, he was getting ready to go out, said you and him had been invited to a party, he SAID the guys’ girlfriends would be there, turned out the only girl was Alan’s girlfriend, you.”

“Dressed… like this?” looking down at herself, about as close to topless as you can get without actually being topless and a short skirt like I had NEVER seen my wife wear, even when we were younger in her ‘short skirt’ days, going to parties.

“How you described it, you sounded like you enjoyed yourself… especially the spin the bottle game, being the only girl.”

“Oh yeah,” Dani said, “but some of those guys were really lousy kissers… I spent so much time teaching!” getting into the story herself, beginning to toy with the top button of her blouse, undoing it, then the second button, “they made up for it in other ways, though,” glancing back and forth between the front of her blouse and me.

She got up, rummaged in her closet, pulling out a light sweater, slipping it on, leaving the two buttons undone, “What… are you doing?” I asked her.

“Shame to be dressed up and just stay home,” she answered, “you’re taking me out.” My jaw dropped, nearly to the floor.


Chapter 7

We took the Mustang, and I followed her directions, “Going to a place Alan often took me,” she said. We parked in a parking lot of Columbia Park, a four-and-a-half-mile-long wooded park along the bank of the Columbia River, developed forty-some years ago into a beautiful parkway. It was a beautiful, spring Sunday evening, the temperature in the mid-sixties, and consequently a couple dozen cars in the lot, no doubt people walking the trails along the river.

“Want to take a walk?” Dani asked me. I couldn’t believe that she would, there would be people on the paved trails, Dani was… Hell, I’d never imagined she’d go out in public like that, it hadn’t been my plan at all.

She waited, and I opened the door for her, helping her out. “Thank you,” she said, “Alan was always a gentleman that way,” grinning at me, that devious grin, “Other ways… not so much.” Scooting out, her skirt slid up her leg, giving me a nice view of her sheer, red thong… and taking the sweater off, dropping it back on the car seat.

We walked slowly, occasionally passing a lone person, sometimes couples, all of them noticing Dani. I said a bit ago that I was surprised what I was learning about her, this was taking new experiences to a whole fucking new level!

After, maybe a quarter-mile, there was a bench set a few feet off the trail with a nice view of the river in a wooded area, beautiful with the stars and moon out. We sat, and Dani snuggled up to me, “We used to come here,” she said, turning her face toward me and kissing me like we were a couple of horny teens on a third date. Our kiss quickly grew, Dani moaning and pressing one of my hands to her breast, “Alan kissed so much better than any of those guys at the party… course,” she said, “he had lots of practice, not as shy about playing with my tits, either… or my pussy,” she said.

The way she was talking; hell, if I hadn’t known better…

I undid the third button, enough to reach my hand inside… a couple was walking up the trail, just a few feet from us before we realized it. Dani hurriedly moved away and did the button back up, not that it hid anything. “Take me home, now!” she said, “I’ll show you how Alan fucked me that night after the party.”

Like I said, my resolve had evaporated long ago.

Again, the second night in a row, the second time ever, I felt Dani’s lips sliding up and down my cock as I drove home.

My heart was pounding, my body already shaking when Dani pushed me up against the wall inside our house, kissing me. “Those guys made me so horny!” she said, backing away after three or four minutes of… a just fucking wow kiss!

She led me to the couch, “Sit,” she commanded. Who was I to argue with the lady? She backed away, closed her eyes, and began to sway, playing with the buttons on her blouse. “Alan always liked me to strip for him… he especially did that night,” she said in that seductive voice. That was what she’d told me in my dream, how she’d done a striptease for Alan that New Year’s Eve.

“Vince, one of Alan’s football buddies, one of the guys who could really kiss… and wasn’t so bashful, I told Alan how Vince had finger-fucked me while he was fixing us drinks. God, I was about to come when Alan came back in the room. After that, I was a walking… or I guess, sitting slut for the guys. I just wanted to fuck!”

She licked her lips, biting her bottom lip, slipping her blouse off, “They had my nipples so hard, pinching them, I didn’t think I was going to survive until Alan got me back to his house,” as she slid her thin bra from her arms.

“I told Alan I was glad he’d made me go to the party but wished he’d brought a couple friends back home with him… he said he wasn’t going to share my cunt with any of them, ‘let them spend their night beating off’,” he said.

I closed my eyes, trying to imagine that this was my wife sliding her skirt down her legs, that it was her making up this story, Vince ‘finger-fucking’ her, imagining that she wasn’t making it up.

“I asked him if he had any Vaseline, he said he did, and I asked him to go get it.” Then she opened her eyes, looking at me, “Get the Vaseline,” she told me, as she pushed her thong to the floor.

I had no clue, what the hell? But I did as she’d asked, realizing she hadn’t ‘asked’, she’d told me, wondering what the significance of that was. Dani ALWAYS asked, no matter the errand. She wasn’t there when I got back after fetching the Vaseline, so I practically ran upstairs. Dani was on the bed, on her hands and knees, one hand back between her legs rubbing herself, groaning, rocking back and forth.

“Get naked,” she said, then when I was about to climb on the bed, “Vaseline on your dick, then fuck me!” I didn’t know why the Vaseline, she was already so fucking wet, I knew how wet and slippery her ‘cunt’ would be.

When I climbed behind her, getting in position with my cock at her entrance, my body already shuddering in anticipation, she said, “No… that’s not how he fucked me.”

I stopped, the realization of the Vaseline finally hammering me between the eyes, she wasn’t serious, was she? She looked back, her knees barely spread, “Fuck me the way Alan did that night… in the ass!”

I hesitated, I couldn’t, Dani interpreted my hesitation exactly, “Yes… do it! Now!” she demanded, sexy desperation in her voice.

We’d never… not a single time, ever…! I got up a little higher on my knees, my body shaking, holding my cock in my hand… at her back door… and pushed. Dani took a deep breath, grunted, rocking forward, then back. “Go slow,” she panted, “it hurts… a little.”

I held her hips, pushed a little harder, the head of my cock about an inch inside her, so tight! I couldn’t believe what we were doing! What Dani WANTED me to do!

“He went slow, but pushed hard,” Dani grunted out, “was so big!”

I groaned at her words, wondering if…

But no, it was just her imagination playing a game with me, teasing… wasn’t it?

I pushed harder, Dani’s body tensing, “Told him…” she was panting, “… was my first time…. He…“

And all of a sudden, I slid inside her, “Ohh God!” she groaned, panting, “wait… just a little bit… let me… catch my breath.”

My hands were on my wife’s hips, my cock buried inside her ass, fucking unbelievably! I didn’t know how long I could… felt so goddam strange… sooo good… throbbing inside her!”

“Bet… Leslie never let you…” she groaned.

Ohh, fuck!

“Fuck me…” she said, “I’m ready.”

I started to pull out, the friction… pushed back into her, “Ohh, GOD!” Dani practically screamed, “Again! Do it!”

This time I was forceful, about halfway out of her and suddenly thrust back into her, Dani screamed!

Again, and her body began shuddering, “Fuck me! Fuck me! Fuck me!” almost incoherently, at the top of her voice.

Another full thrust into her and my orgasm exploded with no warning, Dani rocking back, screeching, totally incomprehensible. My fingers dug into her hips, pulling her back and forth, my body making short, stabbing thrusts, unloading copious amounts of cum inside her, Dani’s body completely out of control, shuddering violently, “Oh, Oh, Oh,” coming from her mouth.

Until, like before, it was over, our children would probably find our bodies in a few days, still coupled together, our last hurrah on earth. What a fucking way to go!

Minutes later, lots of minutes, I realized we were both still alive, both our bodies drenched in sweat, Dani underneath me, making rambling noises, then, “That was… better than Alan ever did it.”

Again, I wondered… If not, Dani was a damned good actress!

The next morning, I was up before her. She was still sleeping when I got up, her long hair flared out on the bed, looking so gorgeous, her body naked. I wanted to run my hands over her, feel her soft skin, especially between her legs where her bareness was still so new to me. Instead, I snuck out and showered in the guest bathroom to not wake her. It was hard to believe that what I remembered from the night before had actually happened. I almost wondered if it could have been another dream until I saw the clothes, Dani’s new ones scattered on the living room floor. I picked them up, amazed that she’d even worn them, much less that trip to the park. I chuckled to myself, remembering the couple that had caught us making out with my hand inside Dani’s blouse, the people that had seen Dani’s near-naked tits.

I had a thought, wondering about something Dani had said. Her senior yearbook was still on top of our dresser, not yet put back up. I sneaked into the bedroom and picked it up, trying hard to not wake Dani. When I was back downstairs, I opened it to a picture of the football team, checking out the names underneath. There, standing next to Alan Ryder was one Vincent Colby. Dani had mentioned a name, the boy who had finger-fucked her at the imaginary party, ‘Vince’.

I stared at the picture wondering the significance, then went back to the portraits. He was a nice-looking kid, curly brown hair down to his shoulders, a cute dimple on his face. At least, I guessed it would have been cute to a girl.

I went back to Dani’s clothes that I’d picked up, her panties, sniffing them. God, I couldn’t imagine her wearing something like that with a skirt that short. Those people who’d walked past us, making out on the park bench, would have had to be able to see them, as bright as it was with the stars and moon out. They still smelled like Dani’s arousal, like she smells when I have my tongue in her pussy; a little crusty, too, where her juices had dried. God, my dick was starting to get hard all over again. I freakin’ couldn’t believe any of it! Dani and I hadn’t had sex like the last couple weeks since… ever!

I peeked back in the bedroom, Dani was squirming, waking up, so I went in and sat on the bed next to her, running my hands through her soft, beautiful hair. She let out a contented little sigh and opened her eyes, smiling at me. I wondered, now, in the light of day, what was she thinking about last night, what we’d done.

I leaned over and kissed her gently then asked if she was ready for breakfast in bed. I wasn’t ready to ask her about Vince just yet. She told me she was and started to get up to go to the bathroom, “Oh God, I’m not going to be able to even walk today,” she said, “what did you do to me last night?

Then she smiled at me and, without waiting for an answer, very gingerly walked to the bathroom, closing the door behind her. I took that as my cue to go fix my bride’s breakfast, popping a couple potato patties and sausages into the air fryer, and three eggs in a frying pan.

She was back in bed, sitting up with a pillow propped behind her back when I took in her breakfast, “Thank you,” she said when I handed her the plate and a diet Pepsi, Dani’s drink of choice on sleeping-in mornings. I nodded, smiling at her, then started back downstairs to my breakfast. “Love you,” she said just as I was leaving her room.

“You, too,” I answered, having a hard time reconciling the woman of this morning with the one from last night. Not that I was going to complain, far from it.

I ate, cleaned up my little mess, then checked on Dani. She was up, in the bathroom, so I picked up her plate and finished cleaning up. Dani came downstairs several minutes later, still walking gingerly, dressed in a loose-fitting blouse and pants. The first thing I noticed, other than how carefully she was walking, was her ponytail, the first time I’d seen that for at least a decade, probably lots longer. “Love your hair,” I told her.

She shook her head, “Thank you, I used to love wearing it this way, hasn’t been long enough for so long, “One good thing from your coma, I guess, I never had time to get it cut,” she laughed, “now, I’m not cutting it, going to let it grow long again.” Dani used to wear it halfway down her back. I loved it, so sexy, but she was always complaining how hard it was to keep it looking nice. If she lets it grow that long again, I hope this time she’ll keep it.

“You want to go for a drive?” I asked her, “there’s something I want to show you.”

She laughed, “Think we did that last night.”

I chuckled, “Yeah, we did, but this is different, don’t think this will quite propel us to those extremes,” I told her, “at least not that type of extremes.”

We took the Accord, across the river into Pasco, down Franklin Avenue. I parked across the street from a building that had been vacant for the past several months. “I’ve been thinking,” I began, “Jon’s running the store now, and I don’t want to disrupt that, he seems to enjoy it so much and doing a great job,” I pointed across the street to the vacant building, “There, is where I think I’d like us to open a new store, you and me before you go back to school next fall.”

I watched Dani, the smile spreading across her face, “I think I’d like that, too,” she said, “think we’d make a good team. You know who owns it?”

“Not yet, I wanted to talk to you about it before I did anything. I’ve just been thinking about it the last few days.”

She giggled, “You mean you had time in-between our fucking?”

I let out a little laugh, “Was tough, but squeezed it in.” The Dani I used to know did NOT use that word!

On the way home, my mind was on our new store… yeah, right! It was on sex! Wondering what kind of panties and bra Dani had on. She was all modest and proper on the outside, but underneath…?

“You mentioned a name last night, Vince?” I asked Dani once we were home.

There was something, the way Dani’s face blushed, turning reddish.

“He was… was a jerk!” Dani answered.

I cocked my head, looking at her, hoping she’d explain without prompting.

Finally, she let out her breath, her eyes looking toward the ceiling, “There really was a party that night, New Year’s Eve our senior year. Jenny and I went, and there were several other girls there, too, lots of drinking, and… I guess I got a little drunk, I don’t think I drank much, but it didn’t take much. Someone mentioned that we should play truth or dare… and, naturally, it didn’t take long for it to turn sexy.” Dani hesitated a long time, I kept my mouth shut, letting her deal with her feelings, “Yeah, I know you’re wondering, Alan was there with Marci, several of his friends were there, too.”

“We all knew what Alan and Marci were doing, that they were having sex. Someone… it might even have been his friend, Vincent, but I don’t remember for sure, dared her to let him fuck her in the ass… in front of the rest of us.”

“Jen wanted us to leave but I was horny, I had a crush on Alan, and I wanted to watch… wishing it was me.”

“Even…?”

“Uhuh, even that, guess I was a virgin slut.”

“So, last night…?”

“Was I thinking about doing it with Alan? Maybe… a little… but it wasn’t him, it was you… and I loved it.”

That made me smile, “But Vince?”

Dani let out a little groan, “I wanted to forget that, forget him, I thought I had, I don’t even know why I mentioned him last night, he was a jerk, a real asshole!”

She hesitated, it seemed like forever, “So, what…?” I started to ask

“I’m not sure how it happened… you remember how before your coma you were always asking me who was my first?” I nodded, beginning to understand. Dani’s breath quickened, her face changed, like… she was afraid… “It was him… Vince… that night… he fucked me, it was really good, too, hurt just a little, then I couldn’t believe how good it felt… I thought, maybe, I’d be his girlfriend, he was cute with that dimple… and then, at school, he started bragging about fucking the cheerleader on New Year’s… and everyone knew I was the only cheerleader at the party.”

Dani started crying, “All I was to him was a willing pussy… a cunt, he told his friends… even Alan told him to shut the fuck up. I never again… until you…”

I held her, her trying to smile, wiping the tears from her cheeks. “I love you, you know that!”

“It’s why I never wanted to tell you, I was so ashamed,” she said, “I knew you thought it was Alan, I didn’t want to tell you differently. I guess… it was because I wanted it to have been him, too.”

“I never knew his name before that night, never connected him with the football player you used to follow,” I told her, “but yeah, I had thought it was him.”

She wiped her eyes one more time, “I’m fine,” she said, “have something else to do now, Karen should be on a break, going to call her, see if she has an idea about finding Leslie.”

I eavesdropped on Dani’s end of the conversation. After the “yes, he’s doing wonderfully, thank you,” and other small talk, Dani got around to the purpose of her call, asking for help in finding a person who she didn’t know her current last name. There were a lot of ‘ok’, ‘uhuh’ and other noncommittal words, absolutely nothing of substance that I could interpret to mean anything.

“She suggested a search site, ‘peekyou.com’,“ Dani said after she got off the phone.

She opened her laptop, I was sitting beside her, watching her type in ‘peekyou.com’ and before she hit the ‘enter’ key, she told me, “No eavesdropping, let me look.”


Chapter 8

Okay, I got up and went into my little office, a bedroom converted to my office with my desktop and file cabinets, doing my research on the vacant building in Pasco. I found an owner and a real estate company that was handling the building. A quick call confirmed that yes, it was available to lease, that the building was ready for any renovation a new tenant might need, and move in.

I was excited, it looked like a perfect location for an auto parts store, there weren’t any nearby, and it was on a busy, main street, Franklin Boulevard is one of the main thruways in Pasco. I had no idea why the building was vacant, but I was excited about the possibilities. We’d have to take out a loan, but we had the credit rating to do it through our bank. I agreed to meet the realtor the following morning, nine o’clock.

I knew I’d need to get a contractor for counters, shelving, and whatever else we needed in the building, probably the same guy who’d helped us on the Kennewick store years ago. I did know he was still in business. Dani and I could paint, I’d want it to match the décor of the other store.

I was off the phone, kind of basking in the thoughts of a new store when Dani came into my office, a big grin on her face. “Found her!” she beamed, “she moved to Spokane with her husband, then after their divorce, moved back here.” She hesitated, letting that little tidbit sink into my pea brain, like she was going to relish what was next, “She’s a personal banker… at our bank!”

I stared at Dani, what she’d just said hitting me between the eyes, “Elle, our banker!” Dani said, just as excited as I was

Yes! I knew I recognized her from somewhere; small, very pretty face, no glasses now – she’d worn them in high school, hair shorter, curled around her face – Leslie’s was long, almost to her waist. “But ‘Elle’?” I asked Dani, “Why that name? That’s why I didn’t recognize her.”

“Elle is a nickname for Leslie,” Dani explained, “one of the girls at school’s named Leslie, goes by Elle.”

“She didn’t then,” I told her.”

“Well, she obviously does now.”

“She hasn’t gained two hundred pounds,” I said, marveling at what we’d just discovered.

Dani laughed, “No, not quite.”

Now that we’d put two and two together, it amazed me that I hadn’t realized it before, she looked so much like she had in school, a lot more mature, has boobs now, but still a small, thin body.

“You going to talk to her?” I asked my wife.

She nodded, “Not sure exactly how…” and then her face lit up, “the new store… we’ll need a loan for it,” She let out a little chuckle, “Been divorced three years, wonder if she’s been laid since then?”

I couldn’t help laughing at that comment, ‘Been laid,’ a term I never thought would come from my wife’s lips.

I listened while Dani called the bank to make an appointment with ‘Leslie’. When she hung up, she told me, “She’s on vacation this week, will be next week, made an appointment with her eleven on Monday… I’ll mention that she used to go to school with my husband,” and that smile on Dani’s face, “see if she’d like to go to lunch.”

Our next few days seemed busy, we met with the realtor Tuesday morning and walked through the building. It definitely needed new paint, and I called the contractor. He made an appointment to look at it the first of next week, and we discussed some lease terms, she (the realtor was an older lady) said she’d draft it for us to review and take to our attorney. All in all, we were well on our way to another store. Dani even spent the afternoon drafting an ad for new employees.

We didn’t discuss either Alan or Leslie the rest of the week, and for the first time since we’d started having sex after my coma, we went several days without. I made a reservation at the Silver Legacy in Reno and told Dani we were going there for the weekend. She was excited and was the one who suggested we refrain from sex the rest of the week to ‘maximize our enjoyment’ of the trip. That was probably why neither of us brought up our old crushes or our restraint would have dissipated like a mud puddle in a heatwave.

By the end of the week, we were both very heavily fuckstrated, and Dani, sweet Dani, on Thursday night wore the black negligee that had been so instrumental in our fun Friday night, the night she’d shaved her pussy, just to ramp up the ‘fuckstration’, talk about hard to keep my hands off her! (I love that word!)

Before that, though, on Thursday, Dani was going to lunch with Jenny, then a hair appointment later so I took the opportunity to go to the mall and pick up her dress from Classic Curves, even more excited about the possibilities after what had happened Sunday night. I was disappointed that the pretty Rebekka wasn’t there, it was her day off. The lady who helped me was Vicki, she assured me she’d checked the dress and it was perfect. “Lucky girl,” she said. I was thinking more along the line of ‘lucky me’.

Dani’s hair, by the way, when she got home was beautiful!

We landed at the Reno-Tahoe airport a little after three-thirty, then took the shuttle from the airport to the Silver Legacy. We’d talked about renting a car, but decided it wasn’t worthwhile since everything we’d need is right there, either in the series of connected casinos or within a few blocks down Virginia Street. We’d been there in 2002 with Jon and Jodi when they were kids, so had at least a little familiarity with the area. This trip, I anticipated, was going to be slightly different than that had been.

We checked into our room and it was beautiful, the twenty-third floor, overlooking the snow-covered Sierra Nevada Mountains and lights of the city. I’d rented this room, a ‘Premium Executive’ for one primary reason, the king-sized four-poster bed. The beautiful view and other amenities in the room were just a bonus.

It was only about four-thirty when we got there and the dinner reservations I’d made were at eight in the Aura Lounge of the Silver Legacy, so we took an opportunity to wander the casinos and try our luck at some slots. I was anticipating my ‘luck’ to come later in the evening, not in the casino, planning to ‘get lucky’, very lucky!

The two-story-tall mining machine in the middle of the casino that we’d enjoyed in 2002 was still there, as were the ‘Silver Legacy Girls’, very pretty young ladies dressed in period dresses from Nevada’s gold mining days, i.e., ‘ladies of the night.’ Dani and I took turns taking pictures of each other snuggling up to one of the girls. I imagined they probably got tired of the tourists ‘snuggling’, but Dani and I enjoyed it. We were respectful, keeping our hands to places where they belonged.

I won a small jackpot, three gold bars, on a twenty-five-cent slot, paying a hundred-twenty dollars, a nice surprise, I hoped a harbinger of the night to come. Dani promptly lost her twenty dollars we’d allotted for each of us on this first visit to the slots.

After Dani lost her money, we enjoyed walking the connected mezzanines, hand-in-hand, enjoying the different character of the three casinos, Circus Circus, Silver Legacy, and the Eldorado. My favorite by far was the Silver Legacy with its old-fashioned mining atmosphere. The, umm, Silver Legacy girls didn’t tip the scales in its favor. Really.

It was disappointing we wouldn’t have time to visit Virginia City like we had with the kids, but hopefully, another time. This trip was for another reason.

I’d been watching the time on my watch. There are no clocks in the casinos, no windows, no indication whether it’s three in the morning or three in the afternoon. At six-thirty, I suggested to Dani that we’d probably better get back to our room to get ready for our dinner reservation at eight. My heart was pounding, anticipating what was very shortly coming, totally unknown to Dani, what I’d been anticipating ever since the idea popped into my head a week earlier.

As usual, when we’re getting ready to go someplace, Dani had me shower first. I can typically shower, shave, brush my teeth and get dressed in about the same time as she takes getting undressed. Maybe that’s a little exaggeration, but not much.

I’d bought a new red, satin shirt, much like the shirt Alan Ryder had on in his senior portrait, put it on, and left the top two buttons undone, the same as his picture that was ingrained in my mind. My slacks were black, and new black, patent-leather shoes. Clothes for this one evening, including Dani’s, had cost a small fortune, but I was sure it was going to be worth it. I’d skipped the Rolex that Alan wore in Tampa, but hopefully, Dani wouldn’t notice. One other thing I’d added to my ‘wardrobe’ was a cologne that the sales girl assured me the ladies would appreciate very much, “It’s what my husband wears when he wants to seduce me,” she told me with a smile.

Dani was still in the shower while I dressed, the first time I’d ever worn black, silk boxers, and they felt good. My little man was certainly enjoying the feel. It was easy to understand why women enjoy their sexy underwear.

I heard when Dani turned the shower off, and my excitement level raised another notch on the scale, the ‘time’ was fast approaching. I glanced in the closet at the garment bag from Classic Curves. So far, I hadn’t actually seen it, taking Vicki’s word that it was perfect. After the last five days now, my fun-shaft was standing at full attention, just imagining, waiting for its time.

Dani had consented to my request that she wear the lingerie we’d bought last Sunday; the red, sheer bra and thong set. “At least this time, my dress will hide it,” she’d said when I suggested it.  I tried to hide my chuckle, if only she knew!

After I was fully dressed and spent time lying on the bed for what had seemed like forever, Dani emerged from the bathroom, wearing nothing except the lingerie, my heart nearly stopped seeing her.

Our room had an oak vanity table with lights and a mirror designed specifically for a woman putting on her makeup. Dani sat down in the cushioned chair and began brushing out her long, beautiful hair. “Love your outfit, by the way,” looking toward me with a smile on her face, “sexy!” A moment later, she added, “Mmm, smell nice, too, what is it?

“Thank you, bought it for you, just something a pretty lady told me you might like,” I told her, then let out a little moan, watching her, my cock doing its best to escape its pants entrapment, since it knew what was coming in a very few minutes that Dani didn’t.

“Love this makeup,” she commented again, “wish I’d found it years ago.”

“Winsome Naturals Cosmetics, isn’t it?” I asked her.

She put down the little brush she was using, looking at me, surprise on her face, “How did you know that?” she asked.

“You were their spokeswoman,” I told her, “I’ll tell you the story later.”

It seemed that nothing I said about my dream shocked Dani anymore.

I LOVE watching Dani putting on her makeup, especially tonight!

The last was her lipstick, her new color, ‘rose petal peach’, a gorgeous pinkish color, like a beautiful, pink rose.

Then sprayed perfume, rubbing it into her inner wrists, throat, cleavage… and I recognized it, “New perfume?” I asked her.

“Uhuh, took a little shopping trip, loved this, she said you’d like it.”

It was the same as I’d bought Dani in Tampa that night we met Alan Ryder for the first time at his restaurant. I still remember what that salesgirl said, “It will drive you and your man crazy with lust.” She was proven a hundred percent right, too. It drove me out of my mind, Dani and Alan Ryder, too, in our hotel room. I’d almost quit being surprised when the little details in my dreams became reality.

But this, I closed my eyes and inhaled, enjoying that sexy scent, and remembered the effect it had that night with Alan Ryder making love with Dani the first time, how the scent had driven me wild all night.

She turned toward me, looking radiant, beautiful, the sexy scent, “Can you be a dear and bring my dress?” she asked me.

The time had come! “Love to,” I told her, getting up. Dani had brought the dress she intended to wear, a very pretty, pink, wrap-dress. Sexy, too, just not quite... “But first, I have something for you… close your eyes…” She did, I walked across the room, my hands shaking, opened my suitcase and pulled a piece of cloth, red satin, very soft, nothing too soft for my Daniella, about three inches wide, three feet long, thick lining in the center twelve inches. “Do you trust me?” I asked her, stepping over to where she was sitting.

Dani smiled, eyes still closed, “Of course I do, why would you even ask?” she asked in return.

I stepped behind her, took the blindfold and wrapped it around her eyes, tying it behind her head.

“Hon… what?” she asked, sounding confused.

“That night, your first night in Tampa when we went back… we were there a week… you were Alan’s woman that week, he was yours… he blindfolded you, not quite like this but it was the best I could do.”

I felt Dani’s body shivering, maybe imagining being with him. I hoped so. I moved my hands down, caressing her breasts, working my fingers under her bra. “Ohh, that feels so good,” she said, followed by a little moan. “But the blindfold…”

“Leave it, you’ll like it, promise,” I told her, pinching her nipples gently. “Alan… he loved your breasts… you loved him feeling them, turned you on so much… like now.” Dani moaned, maybe imagining it was her crush’s hands on her breasts.

I moved my hands around to her back, rubbing it gently, slowly moving down to her bra strap, unclipping it, “But he especially liked you without the bra, naked on top,” slipping it off her shoulders.

“Hon… I can’t… no…”

“Shhh, yes you can, you’re so beautiful. You did for Alan… you loved it, so did he.” I moved around to her front, kneeling and taking a nipple in my mouth. Dani thrust her breasts out, letting out another moan, “Ohh yes,” she said, her hands mussing my carefully combed hair.

I sucked, pulled her entire breast into my mouth, then back to just her nipple, rolling it between my lips that has always driven her crazy with lust. “It was Alan Ryder sucking your tits that night, not your husband, your hands in his curly hair,” as I switched to her other, repeating, feeling it hardening in my lips, her fingernails digging into my scalp, turning me on even more.

Dani was breathing hard, moaning when I pulled away, “Getting your dress,” I told her.

I retrieved the dress I’d bought out of the closet, taking it out of the garment bag for the first time. Beautiful! I thought, Vicki was more than right, it was perfect.

“Stand up,” I softly asked Dani when I returned.

“The bra…” Dani asked once again.

“Arms up,” I said, ignoring her. I gently bunched it, slipping it over Dani’s arms, then let it fall. It must have felt more like a cloud enveloping her body than a dress. It was virtually the same gold lame dress that she’d worn that first night in Tampa; short, very, very short, the hemline maybe six-inches at most below the ‘V’ of her legs, bare back down to her thong strap. The only difference from the Tampa dress is the cutouts, round cutouts about three inches in diameter up both hips, rather than the slit the other had, sexy as fuck! I clipped the gold choker around her slim neck, holding up the two tiny gold chains, the only things holding the dress up.

“Hon… this isn’t…”

“I know, I found it for you. It’s the dress you wore for Alan, the first night we were in Tampa. You were so beautiful… are so beautiful!

She felt the material, the deep ‘V’, nearly to her navel and barely covering her areola.

“I can’t wear this,” Dani said, “It’s too… I feel so naked!”

“Sweetheart, you… are beautiful! Every woman will be envious and every man will want to take you home with him.

“But,” I began, regretting my next words with all my soul, “if you really can’t… if you want… I’ll get the other dress, the one you brought.”

She hesitated, took a deep breath, “At least can I take the blindfold off, just for a minute, so I can see…”

“And spoil the fun? You never got to see the dress in Tampa, but I’ll take it off later, promise, you’ll see it… or you can change now.”

She felt the hemline, the cutouts up her thighs, under the ‘V’, cupping her bare nipple with her fingers, hesitating… I was holding my breath, hoping… “I… I’ll wear it,” she finally said, her voice quiet, barely audible.

I was elated! She must have heard my breath of relief. I’d feared, almost certain, that she’d insist on changing.

I helped Dani to sit on the edge of the bed, then went back to my suitcase, pulling out the rose gold twisted-hoop earrings, matching bracelet, and an anklet with a heart pendant I’d bought for her. These alone cost a small fortune but when I clipped them to her pierced ears, over her wrist and right ankle, they were worth every penny. And yes, I understood the significance of the anklet, hoping others would as well. Perhaps some man… or woman, might…?

With Dani’s beautiful jewelry in place, I pushed the thin gold material of her dress aside and kissed one of her breasts, sucking her nipple in my mouth. The other nipple, I rolled between my thumb and finger, switching for just a moment eliciting moans of pleasure from my woman, before returning her dress to cover her now hardened nipples.

God, I love gold lame! Her nipples, the dimples of her areola, virtually every detail, showing through that ultra-thin material.

“Stockings and shoes, you need,” I told her, retrieving the red heels we’d bought last Sunday from the closet and the sheer, red silk stockings I’d brought, and kneeling on the floor, stretched the stockings up her legs, the lacy top barely covered by her skirt, then the heels, adjusting the straps around her ankles, then pulled her to her feet. “Think we’re ready to go to dinner now,” I told my gorgeous bride, taking her hand, leading her toward the door.

Dani was shivering, looking stricken at how she thought she must be looking. However, she thought, it probably wasn’t enough. God, she was sexy-looking, sex on steroids, every inch of her!

She took a few steps, my hand guiding her, “It’s hard walking, not being able to see,” she said, walking tentatively along with me.

“Oh, one more thing,” I told Dani right before I opened the door, “Alan thought you’d look better without…” I knelt in front of her, running my hands up her legs to her thong, fingering the elastic, starting to slide it down, “this… he was right, it’s very distracting to the dress.”

Dani’s dress was short, very thin gold-lame, a deep ‘V’ to her navel, backless, no bra, and round cutouts up the outside of both her legs, all held up by spaghetti straps to a gold choker. It was very nearly a copy of the dress she’d worn the first night of our week in Tampa, the only difference being the cutouts up the sides instead of a slit.

Dani had a red, satin blindfold around her eyes, she hadn’t seen the dress, had no idea just how fucking sexy she looked! She had NEVER worn anything like it, much less in a crowded place like this casino.

“Hon…!” sounding almost panicky, but when it hit the floor, she stepped out of it.

While there, I couldn’t resist, lifting her dress, nuzzling her bare mound with my mouth, Dani stepping her legs a little further apart, moaning when my tongue touched her, “So smooth, like a baby,” I said, barely able to control myself, all my plans nearly evaporating in an instant.

“I… waxed… yesterday… was no hair appointment,” Dani moaned, “Ohh God!” as my tongue penetrated her slit, finding her clit, tasting her dampness, my tongue inside her.

Her legs were shaking, hands on my head pulling me into her when I stood, channeling all the willpower I could muster, “Dinner,” I said and led her out the door, down the hall to the elevator.


Chapter 9

Friday night, March 20

I’d bought her gold jewelry for this evening, earrings and bracelet, including an anklet with a heart pendant, hoping that maybe, some enterprising guy… or girl might take it as an invitation…

Walking down the hall, Dani’s nervousness was evident in the way her fingers were gripping my hand. “Honey,” I whispered to her, “anything you really don’t want… or to go back to the room… just say so, okay.” I wanted Dani to know that she wasn’t being forced, she always had a way out, I just hoped she wouldn’t use it.

She squeezed my hand, “No,” she said, “I… I like the feeling… no control… I trust you… don’t let me…”

We’d arrived at the elevator, I squeezed her hand back, and pushed the ‘M’ button with the other.

I sensed Dani getting more and more nervous as the elevator dropped. By the time it had begun to slow, she was crushing my hand in hers, “We’re there,” I told her, just as the elevator stopped, “you okay?”

“No!” she squeaked, moving closer behind me, “take me upstairs!”

I pushed the ‘close’ button, “Hon?” I asked, knowing full well what she’d said upstairs, but…

She took a deep breath, “No… let it open,” she said.

I took my finger off the button, letting the doors separate, sliding open. Dani took another breath, “Okay,” she whispered, staying tight to me.

We walked down the casino mezzanine, Dani doing her best to stay close, a death grip on my hand, people on all sides, virtually all turning their heads to watch her pass.

“Are people looking?” Dani whispered in my ear. I wasn’t sure if it was hoping or fearing.

“Everyone,” I told her, “there’s not a set of eyes that haven’t followed your every step.”

I felt her body shiver when I said that, excitement?

“They all know you’re naked under that dress, too,” I whispered into her ear, “the guys are looking jealous that you’re with me, not them.”

“The lounge where we have our reservations is just a little further,” I told her.

When Dani and I were here in 2002 with the kids, I was surprised – and a little disappointed; In all the casinos we’d seen on television, they were filled with dressed-up and often scantily clad, beautiful women. The reality had been nothing at all like that, most were in jeans looking more like we see in our Walmart, only a few even in a dress or skirt, and the only sexily dressed were the Silver Legacy girls.

I think that’s part of the reason that Dani was getting all the stares, she was not only dressed sexily but ‘wow’ sexy! And the only one on the mezzanine, maybe the whole casino who was.

“We have a reservation, Robert Shore, I told the maître d’, after we’d gotten to the lounge. I know they’re supposed to be impassionate, polite but professional, but he was a man. His eyes lingered hard and long on Dani, scanning her up, down, and back up again. I guess he felt that he could since she was still blindfolded and couldn’t see him. There wasn’t a thing about Dani that wasn’t exuding sexy, from her fuck-me heels (I hadn’t even heard that term until my coma dream) to her beautiful, silky hair.

When we’d stepped inside and those massive doors closed behind us, it was like stepping into a completely different world. Outside, in the casino, it was loud, the sounds of the slot machines and people, bright lights; inside, the lights were turned low, almost like moonlight, barely any sound except the pretty young lady singing on a small stage, the song an Anne Murray song that I loved, ‘Make Love To Me’, and muffled voices of people talking softly.

There was a dance floor directly in front of the stage, several couples taking part. I’d guess there was probably seating for maybe a hundred or so, and all of it filled, except for the empty tables from the people dancing.

He seated us at a table right next to the dance floor. We’d barely sat, side-by-side, facing the dance floor, when a waitress wearing a short skirt and tan, silky blouse emblazoned with the Silver Legacy logo was there, leaving us a dinner menu and asking what we’d like to drink. Her name tag said ‘Athaena’.

“Athaena, what a pretty name,” I told her, “unique, too, I’ve never seen it before.

A smile spread across her face, “Thank you, I’ve always loved it,” she said. Her voice was just as pretty as her name; soft, very feminine.

Dani looked toward her voice, “It is pretty, I can imagine you’d like it, how’s it spelled?”

“Love it,” Dani said after Athaena had spelled it for her, “mine’s Daniella, everyone calls me Dani, and this is my husband, Robert,” She let out a small chuckle, “he’s called Robert.”

Her smile was very pretty. I checked the menu, and there it was like I was sure it would be, “Dani would like a Passion Fruit Colada,” I told Athaena, “I’ll have the same.”.

She wrote down our drink order, then, “Love your dress,” she told Dani, her eyes roving up and down, “your jewelry, too,” and then just before she walked away with our order, “wish I had the courage…”

Dani smiled, “Thank you, presents from my husband,” she said. I’d have loved to see into Athaena’s mind, see what she was really thinking.

I rested my hand on Dani’s leg, rubbing up the inside, stopping at the top of her stockings, about where the hem of her skirt was, my fingers teasing just a little higher, “That’s what you ordered in Tampa, too,” I told her, “you liked it.”

I felt her squeezing her legs together, she didn’t dare try to cross them, she’d flash the dancers and probably the lady singer as well. There was an overlapping white tablecloth offering a small degree of under-table privacy, although I didn’t think it’d be enough.

“No, don’t,” I told her, “in Tampa, you told Alan how the warm breeze on your naked pussy made you horny, just pretend there’s a breeze and how it’d feel.” My hand slowly worked higher, and I felt her legs inch just slightly apart, but her muscles still clenched in nervousness. “Mmm, moisture on your legs, does that mean what I think it does?”

“I’m so turned on right now!” she said, her body beginning to squirm as my fingers inched closer.

“Mmm, good, I want you soaking wet when we get back to our room.”

Dani squeezed her legs tight together and let out a soft groan when a finger tickled right at the edge of where her thong would have been but wasn’t.

“I… told Jen,” she said, “Thursday at lunch, right before our hair appointment that wasn’t,” then she let out a little giggle, “guess it sort of was, wasn’t it?”

I was confused, “You told Jenny… what?” I asked her.

“Everything, we’re so close… about us, your dreams… Alan… Tampa, what you’ve shared with me so far…what it’s done to our sex life… last Sunday night… she’s sooo jealous, Richard’s always so busy, she told me it seems that every time they start to get amorous his hospital phone rings… she wants what we have.”

Jenny? I’d never have imagined, she’s so beautiful… always so sexy. “There was something in one of my dreams… about Jenny,” I began to tell her, my mouth moving before my brain engaged to stop it.

Dani cocked her blindfolded head, turned toward me, “What?” she asked, “About Jenny?”

Ah shit! It was a good thing that Dani couldn’t see the way my eyes rolled, and most likely how white my face was. I’d vowed that the name ‘Jenny’ in my dream was never going to cross my lips, now what the hell do I do?

“Nothing…” I stammered, wishing I could take it back.

Athaena brought us our drinks, interrupting, thankfully, leaving them on our table. I helped Dani with hers, putting her two straws in it, then directing her hand to it.

“Mmm, good, no wonder I ordered this in Tampa,” she said after taking her first sip from the straws. I tasted mine as well, even remembering the taste. It was good, I liked it, heavy on the rum!

“Want me to tell you some more of my dream from Tampa?” I asked Dani, hoping to change the subject.

“Mmhmm, do,” she said, giving me a little bit of relief. I opened my mouth to tell her about April and the eye patches when she added, “After you finish telling me about Jenny.”

I groaned, hesitating, trying to think of a way out of it, hoping it wouldn’t ruin our evening. But I knew Dani, she wouldn’t let it drop. If anything, my clamming up would be the thing that would ruin it. And if I was anything except honest, she’d know that, too, what the fucking hell have I done!

“After… you came home from Tampa that first time, you invited Jenny and Richard out to dinner with us… I never suspected… Richard couldn’t come, he had an ‘emergency’.” I emphasized the word, letting her know that it obviously hadn’t been, “After, we went to a new place in Pasco for dancing.” I let out a little gulp, knowing that these next words… “You said you felt bad for Jenny, that Richard wasn’t there… asked me to dance with her, a slow song. She… she…” I looked around, seeing if anyone was overhearing, not that it mattered.

Dani was blindfolded, not able to see a thing, but I could tell, she was ‘watching’ me, intently, “Honey,” I started again, “it was a dream, I’d never…”

“Will you stop beating around the bush and just tell me! What did you and Jenny do?”

“She… you told her…” Oh fuck, damn the consequences! “wanted her to seduce me, you wanted to know what it felt like… watching… then she kissed me… like, really, really kissed me,” holding my breath, waiting for the explosion.

But nothing, Dani just cocked her pretty head before finally asking, “She fuck you?”

I still didn’t know, was she pissed? “It… was just a dream, it doesn’t mean anything,” I told her, still trying to be calm.

“Just like all the rest of your dream hasn’t meant anything?” She hesitated a long time, “Details, give me details, I assume you remember, like everything else?”

I nodded, then remembered she couldn’t see me, “You want to go? Talk about it in our room?” I asked her, holding my breath once again. I was sure I’d completely wrecked our evening.

I also was wishing Dani’s blindfold was off, so I could see her eyes, maybe give me some clue, “No, we’re fine here, I’m not going to throw a tantrum if that’s what you’re worried about. You are right, though, it was just a dream, not exactly something you had a lot of control over. So… details…”

I let out a breath, still hoping, “We went back to our house, she said she liked lots of foreplay… naked… let her dress fall off, all she had left on was her thong and stockings…”

“Was she as beautiful as you’d always imagined?”

“Dani… hon…”

She smiled, the first I’d seen since we started this conversation, “Don’t try to bluff, I know what you’ve always thought about Jen… I do too, she’s about the most beautiful woman ever… so was she? Live up to your imagination naked?”

“Uhh, yeah!”

“So, you guys kissed? You suck her tits? Where was I?”

My face must have turned bright red, this was my wife asking these questions! I looked around again, wondering how many were listening to this conversation. I know Dani couldn’t see, but no doubt she could hear that a couple was sitting right alongside us at the next table.

I started to nod again, then realized… again, “Yeah, we kissed… and her breasts were…” I started to say were the best I’d ever seen, “Yeah, I sucked them, Jenny liked it.” I tried to remember, hesitated, what was Dani doing? “You… there was this stretchy bodysuit, kind of like a straitjacket… Alan had given it to you.” I took Dani’s hands, placed them crossing around her waist, “the sleeves were stretchy, tied in the back, holding your arms like this, you’d put it on yourself while Jenny and I were… you said you wouldn’t have been able to stop from playing with yourself otherwise.” 

She’d parted her legs, just enough for my fingers to begin a slow creep toward their destination, Dani let out a soft groan, taking a sip of her drink. There was the white tablecloth overlapping the edges, but I was pretty sure it wasn’t enough. I wondered just what someone on the dance floor was able to see. At least they were all standing, so that helped our privacy a little.

“Hurry up, tell me how you fucked her,” Dani said, this time her voice was radiating excitement, encouraging me that perhaps the night might not be lost yet.

I closed my eyes, remembering how real it had been, Jenny’s pussy pressing down, enveloping me inside her, “It was more… that first time, we were on the couch, you were on the loveseat, Jenny pushed me down on my back… and… and… oh God, when she let herself down on me…” my fingers were right at Dani’s newly waxed slit, barely pressing inside her, “she was so hot, so wet… like you are now….”

Dani’s pussy was soaked, my fingers slipped inside her so easily, I didn’t give a damn about what people were seeing, she let out an “Mmfff,” trying to be discrete. “She fucked me on the couch, we both came… so fucking hard!”

I felt Dani’s pussy lips beginning to clamp down on my fingers. I didn’t want her to come, pulling my fingers out of her, eliciting another groan, “Don’t stop,” she nearly was begging, still trying to muffle her noises.

I hoped we wouldn’t get thrown out, but even if we did… hell, it’d be worth it!

“And then on the bed, you were on the other side, watching, I think you were crying with your frustration, we started with me on top, burying myself in her… then she rolled over on her hands and knees… and screamed when I entered her… you said you’d gotten what you wanted, to see what it had been like for me watching you with Alan.”

“Are you ready to order?” Athaena was back at our table, we hadn’t even talked about what we wanted. I wondered how much she’d heard, I hadn’t even realized she was close until she’d spoken. My fingers were still soaked with Dani’s juices, wiping them on her inner thigh.

“Dani would like a crab salad, and I’d like a rib steak, rare,” I told her, “with an appetizer of the oysters,” I added. We went through the sides we wanted, and finally, she left.

Dani was breathing hard, her face flushed, like she’d just been finger-fucked very nearly to orgasm. “I think,” she started to say, “I might have to adjust my little fantasy… Jenny instead of Leslie…”

I opened my mouth, started to say something, I wasn’t even sure what. Instead, I leaned over and kissed her, like we’d never kissed in public before, passionately, lots of tongue, long… “That… would be my ultimate fantasy…” I whispered into her mouth, oblivious to the impossibility, the problems it could, probably would create.

I sat back up, both of us breathing hard from what had been another of those ‘wow’ kisses, this one even… from the simple fact it had been with people all around us.

Dani and I sat quietly the next few minutes, me alternating between watching the dancers and pretty woman on stage and Dani, her hard nipples still poking through her dress. The dress code in the lounge was a whole lot more formal, beautiful dresses, than on the casino floor, especially the singer in her short, western-style short skirt and blouse, but Dani was still the standout in the room.

“The blindfold,” I started to tell her, “Alan was friends with a makeup artist from a studio, her name was April. He asked her to come over right after we got there… after he brought out the plate of brownies, marijuana brownies, I think. He told me how the same brownies turned you into a real nympho when you were teenagers… especially with a little alcohol… how hard you’d fuck him. That night, you were already horny, the brownies just… intensified it. Anyway, April took you upstairs to Alan’s bedroom, along with a plate of the brownies to share.”

I watched the people dancing for a few minutes, Dani and I holding hands. The girl had a beautiful voice, not exactly Anne Murray, but very pretty. “Wonder if she has a CD,” I wondered aloud.

“April, what about April?” Dani asked, getting impatient.

I sighed, remembering, like everything else it was so vivid in my mind, “You were up with her a long time, then she led you downstairs. I didn’t understand, until I saw your eyes… they were you… except not blinking. He told me they were patches, your eyes painted on them, they were so real. They were glued over your eyelids so you couldn’t see anything… and you were sooo turned on, not sure what else April might have done to you.

“Afterward, April was over several times, helping you with dressing and your makeup.”

“So, the patches weren’t just for that night?”

Athaena came back to our table, carrying our tray of food, setting everything in front of us. It looked good, we were hungry, even with all the extracurricular. I helped Dani get started, showing her where everything was, making sure everything on her salad was distributed, and putting the dressing on her salad for her. She giggled, trying to stab her food with her fork the first few times, getting hardly anything, but got the hang of it very shortly.

We sat for the next several minutes, quietly eating. My steak was heavenly, lots better than I would have had any right to expect in anything less than something like a Ruth’s Chris Steakhouse, and Dani raved about her salad, saying she wished she could see it, though.

Athaena came by several times checking to make sure all was good and brought us a second drink, being sure to place Dani’s exactly where the other had been. I was liking that girl, and Dani teased about taking her home with us… or at least back to our room later.

When we finished, Athaena cleaned our table off, and I finally got to ask Dani if she’d like to dance.

“I don’t know, I’d feel so… exposed out there. I still feel almost naked,” she said.

She was still blindfolded, so I felt kind of emboldened for just a tiny, little fib, “Hon, you fit right in in here, it’s not like on the casino floor,” I told her. Maybe part of that was the truth, but, “Several of the women are dressed up just as much as you are.” That part was just a scrunch out of bounds. They were dressed up but not even close to being as provocative as Dani was. This lounge was certainly a ‘people watcher’ heaven, and Dani was the prime target.


Chapter 10

Anyway, it worked, Dani reluctantly followed me the few steps onto the dance floor and we snuggled together, arms around each other, cheek-to-cheek. The feel of Dani’s bare back and seeing how everyone in the room was watching her was turning me on, as if I needed anything. My hand certainly enjoyed roving her back. This was mostly a ‘mature’ crowd and the music reflected that, the girl’s voice slow and seductive.

The thought went through my mind what we’d talked about Jenny, Dani’s comment from earlier, when Dani suddenly whispered in my ear, “You never answered my question, the eye patches, they weren’t just that night?”

Other than the Jenny part of the conversation I’d been enjoying myself so much that I’d forgotten that this evening had anything to do with my dreams, her question was a reminder, “No, they were on you for several days, lots of adventures… like the night in Alan’s backyard, you and him making love and the neighbors watching. He’d told you it was dark so nobody could see, but he wasn’t exactly honest, you were centered in a spotlight.”

I felt a little shudder go through Dani’s body when I told her that, and her body squeezed to mine a little tighter. Naturally, I reciprocated. She certainly gave the impression that the thought of someone watching was turning her on, it sure as hell had me, watching her and Alan!

After that dance, I told Dani that I needed to use the bathroom and helped her back to our table. “You okay?” I asked her, “need to use the restroom?”

She shook her head, “No, I’m fine.”

Before I left, I whispered in her ear, “If someone asks you to dance, you don’t need my permission, but still have it… have fun, I might be a while,” I was hoping that was exactly what would happen as soon as she was sitting alone. After all, that anklet on her left ankle was there for exactly that purpose, although Dani didn’t realize it.

I took my time, I hadn’t really had to go, but managed a little as long as I was there. It’s a bit hard when your dick’s as hard as mine was. I don’t know how long I’d been gone, maybe ten minutes or so when I started back, wondering what I’d see, my heart pounding in nervousness.

I was mildly pleased, mildly disappointed when I saw Dani still sitting at our table, except a guy was sitting with her in my chair; an older guy, maybe sixtyish, graying hair, good-looking. I found an inconspicuous place, at least I thought it was, leaning next to a column, and waited. The guy almost reminded me of the imaginary guy on the plane home from Tampa, the financial guy, Marcus from Seattle.

They were sitting, just talking. I wondered what he thought about Dani being blindfolded, but stupid me, with the dress she was wearing, he probably hadn’t even noticed. And then he said something to her with a smile on his face and Dani giggled.

Somehow, just that giggle sent shivers through my body, nothing like my dreams. I was scared as shit, my stomach twisting in knots. I started to stand on my shaky legs when Dani and the guy stood, her hand in his, big smile on her face, and followed him onto the dance floor. I’d suggested she do exactly that, but still… especially, after her hesitation to dance with me earlier.

I sat back down and tried to catch my breath that I’d lost from just watching. The guy, I’m going to call him Marcus, put his arms around Dani, his hands on her bare back, Dani’s went to his shoulders, and they moved to the music. My hands were in a fist, my breathing ragged. I tried closing my eyes but couldn’t for more than a few seconds. This wasn’t feeling at all like I’d expected; ‘Marcus’ whispered in Dani’s ear, her arms gradually creeping tighter around his neck. I wondered what he expected, no doubt a lot with the heart anklet.

I’d told Dani to have fun if someone asked her to dance. At that moment, I was regretting it; the anklet, especially. Dani’s hands kept creeping around his neck, her so-close-to-naked body pressing against him, Marcus pulling her tighter, and he kept whispering to her, bringing smiles to her face, what was he saying? When they turned so that Dani’s back was toward me, I saw his hands rubbing her, one hand barely above where her thong would have been if she’d been wearing one.

Every second seemed like minutes, minutes like hours. My body was shaking in a combination of jealousy, fear, angst, and a degree of turned-on excitement, too. But it wasn’t something I could take. Finally, when Marcus nuzzled his cheek against Dani’s, and she didn’t pull away, I stood on my shaking legs, walked onto the floor, and tapped his back, “Mind if I dance with my wife?” I asked him very politely. I wasn’t sure what my voice might have sounded like, but I knew how it felt.

He released her, backing away, “Thank you for letting me borrow her for a few minutes, your wife’s a beautiful woman, intelligent, too,” he said

Crap, he almost made me like him… almost.

“And thank you so much for the conversation and the dance, Daniella, I enjoyed it very much, the first time I’ve enjoyed a woman’s company for a very long time.”

I nearly froze when he said that, could it… could he…Marcus… my dream…?

He stepped away and I took his place, wrapping my arms around my wife. “Enjoy yourself?” I asked Dani, trying hard to not let slip the jealousy I’d been feeling.

She smiled, “Very much… he’s a very captivating, seductive man.”

“Disappointed a little… that I cut in on him?” I asked her.

She snuggled her head into the crook of my neck, pressing herself to me, “Maybe… a little, to be honest… but it had gone about as far as I would have let him. I wasn’t going to do anything with him.”

I held her close, a little ashamed that I’d overreacted. Hell, I’m the one who’d put Dani in the situation, but after the dreams, I thought I could handle it, like it, guess I was wrong, except… now that it was over, I had to admit that I had sort of liked it, I just couldn’t…

“He tell you his name? Anything about himself?” I asked her.

“Mark…” and I felt myself stiffen, “honey, you okay? Did I say something wrong?”

“No… sorry,” I told her, “it’s just… I’d met someone by that name, no big deal, anything else?”

“He’s from Seattle, a financial consultant…”

“And his wife died a few years ago from cancer…” I mumbled to myself.

Dani looked at me, even though she couldn’t see, “Yes… how did you…?

“Kind of like… I almost started to say Marcus… Mark that I used to know.” I was stunned! This was the man we’d met on the plane home that time in my dream. Dani had no idea, how could she?

I looked around, finding him, he was just getting his check from his waitress, getting ready to leave, I needed to talk to him. I let go of Dani, taking her hand, “Come,” I told her, “I’d like to visit with your friend a little, too, maybe get to know him.”

Dani stopped, pulled on my hand, “What? You sure?”

I kissed her very briefly on the lips, “It’s okay, yes, I’ll tell you about it later, come,” I didn’t want to miss him.

Which we very nearly did, he was just signing his check when Dani and I reached his table, “Mark, I’d like to apologize, Dani told me a little about you… would you like to sit with us a few minutes?”

He looked up with a surprised smile, “Yes, thank you, I’d like that very much,” he said.

He followed us over to our table, then sat, “Thank you for inviting me, but I’m the one who needs to apologize… I’m… not accustomed to the company of a beautiful woman. I’m afraid I let my emotions get a little carried away.”

He was contrite, but Dani stepped in, “Mark, you were a perfect gentleman, you didn’t do anything I didn’t enjoy immensely… maybe a little too much…”

My hand was on Dani’s inner thigh, just about at the top of her stocking, feeling the heat emanating from her.

“We’re from Kennewick, not so far from Seattle,” I interrupted Dani, “here for a little adventure… it’s a long, long story. I’m afraid… maybe we’ve both misled you a little, anything that happened… and Dani explained to me that it was nothing… certainly wasn’t your fault, it was ours, probably mostly mine,” I said, squeezing her leg.

He smiled and I went on, “But I wonder, do you have a business card? Maybe after we get home…”

He pulled a cardholder from his billfold, handing one to me and one to Dani, not sure where he expected Dani to put one, “I’d like that,” he said, “call me anytime.”

“We’d enjoy it, too, I’m sure,” Dani added.

“But now, I really have to be going,” he smiled, “have an appointment at a poker table… unless you’d like to join me?” he asked, looking rather hopeful.

“Sorry,” I told him, “We… umm… have plans for the rest of our evening”

He chuckled, “Understand, and if I was with this beautiful, young lady, I’d have some very unmistakable plans as well.” When he said that I felt Dani’s body tense, squeezing her legs together, and her face turned cherry-red. He stood, picking up our tab, politely ignoring Dani’s embarrassment, “Allow me, please, in just a few minutes, you’ve made my evening so much more enjoyable than I anticipated.”

I started to object but saw the look on his face, and instead, simply told him, “Thank you.”

“Perhaps I’ll have the pleasure of meeting you again,” he said, as he left our table.

“Yes, I hope we will,” Dani whispered as he left.

“Shall we go, too?” I asked Dani, watching her. Even without seeing him, Mark had made quite an impression on her.

She smiled, looking toward me, “Yes, please… I am sooo ready!” she said.

I slid my hand up her leg, feeling how wet she was, “I think someone liked her new friend,” I said to her in my low, husky voice, rubbing between her silky pussy lips, eliciting a low growl from her.

I left a twenty-dollar bill on the table and we got up to leave, taking Dani by the hand, leading her back out onto the casino floor. Again, she commanded attention as we walked toward the elevator. Once reaching it, I had another thought, “Let’s go outside a bit, walk down the street, maybe check out another casino or two, okay with you?” I asked Dani.

She squeezed my hand, “I’d really rather…”

“Here, I told you I’d let you see your dress,” stepping behind her and untying the blindfold, “better close your eyes, it’ll be pretty bright,” I suggested. “You ready?” I asked once I had it untied, just holding it in place. She nodded.

The elevator doors were stainless steel, polished to a near mirror shine. I lowered the blindfold, baring Dani’s eyes, and told her she could slowly open them. She blinked several times, adjusting to the bright light for probably half a minute, then looked at herself in the elevator door.

Her eyes got big, her face blushing, “Oh God!” she mumbled, “I…”

“Look beautiful,” I told her, finishing her sentence for her. Dani’s nipples had been swollen all evening, displayed prominently under the exquisitely delicate material.

“You took me out in this?”

“Like I told you upstairs, love, you’re beautiful in it.”

“But… but…” she mumbled, “what that man must have thought!”

“What he thought,” I told her, “was that he was privileged to dance with the most beautiful, most sexy woman in the City of Reno and from what he said, wanted nothing more than to take her to his room and make love with her.” He acted like a ‘make love’ kind of guy, instead of a ‘fuck’ guy. Dani wouldn’t mind that at all from a stranger, if she’d let herself, which I was sure she never would.

Dani stood, looking at herself in the ‘mirror’ of the elevator doors, the blush slowly receding from her face, replaced with a smile.

“Let’s go upstairs, I want to drop off the blindfold,” I suggested to my bride.

As the elevator door closed with Dani and me inside, I nonchAlantly said to her, “You’re wet just thinking about him, his arms around you, what he said he wanted to do with you, aren’t you?”

Dani didn’t answer, but I felt her grip tighten on my hand and a small shudder go through her body. Tonight has certainly been one for revelations, and I hoped for more before the night was over.

“I hoped you were watching us,” Dani said just as the elevator slowed to a stop on our floor.

“Oh love, I most definitely was!” I responded.

I opened the door with our key card, and Dani and I entered the room, closing the door behind us. Almost before the door clicked, Dani was pulling at me, meeting my lips with hers, almost frantic with her lust… and mine. I pushed her back to the door, both our bodies shaking with almost a madness, carnal need.

We kissed, Dani’s naked back pressed hard against the door, her tongue deep inside my mouth. She pulled away, breathless, “Fuck me, Robert, fuck me!”

I cupped my lips around one of Dani’s breasts, pushing the material away, sucking hard, biting her nipple, “Ohh, fuck me… now… please!” she wailed.

I pulled my lips away, “Say his name… who do you want to fuck you?” then switched to her other tit, Dani’s fingernails digging into my skin through my shirt. “Say his name, who…” I repeated again.

“Mark… fuck me, Mark…” she moaned.

My body was in every bit a need as Dani’s, the evening had been… hell, I don’t even know the words to describe it. I frantically pushed my pants and silk boxers to the floor, turned Dani around, and pushed her up against the door. Never in our twenty-eight years had we fucked like this. In my dream, yes, but real life… never!

“His name,” I repeated, “tell him what you want.”

She spread her legs apart, backing her feet just enough from the door. “Fuck me, Mark… my husband wants you to… hard… please!” Her body was shaking, trembling with her lust.

I pushed Dani’s dress up out of the way, holding my dick, lining it up with her pussy lips… and pushed… so fucking hot! Her insides were literally steaming, “Ohhhh!” Dani wailed.

“You… felt him… dancing… didn’t you!” as I pounded inside her.

“Yesss! Ohh, God!” digging, clawing holes through the door.

And I didn’t know if I could do it, remembering that night in Tampa, Alan Ryder fucking her in that restroom… until he…

I pulled out of her, supporting myself, my hands against the door around Dani, breathing so fucking hard, my steel-rod-hard dick suddenly cold from the wet, the heat it’d just left, like those fools who run from a sweat lodge into an icy river in subzero temperatures, except this had to be so much worse.

“We’re…” I tried to talk, “going for a walk… don’t want cum running down your legs.”

“Nooooo!” Dani wailed, “Oh God, nooo!” her dress falling back down covering her once again.

Except I was already pulling my pants up before my willpower failed me again.

“Yes… that night, in Tampa… it’s what Alan Ryder did to you.”

Dani’s legs were as shaky as mine, I helped her, each of us helping the other, her to her makeup desk, and me to the edge of the bed. “You better take a look at your lipstick, think it’s a little smeared,” I told Dani.

She tried, but her hands were so shaky, “Can’t, I have to use the bathroom,” she said in her wavering voice, getting to her feet.

“No cheating,” I told her.
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She glared at me, walking into the bathroom. A moment later, I heard the toilet flush, then she reappeared, washing her hands in the sink outside the room. When she sat again, her hands were much steadier, doing that magic that females do with their faces. When she’d finished, I retrieved the blindfold from where I’d dropped it on the floor, and placed it back in its rightful place around Dani’s head, covering her eyes once again, tying it snugly in place.

“Do you like the blindfold… or not?” I asked her

“It’s okay,” she answered, “makes me feel… I don’t know how to explain… the mystery, I guess the mystery feels sexy.”

“You want to wear it out on the street? It’ll be different than sitting in the lounge.”

She hesitated, feeling it, then putting her hands over her breasts, feeling her hard nipples through the nearly non-existent gold material.

“Yes,” she finally said, “I like the feeling that I have to trust you completely, that you’re in control, wondering about people looking at me… except…” she turned toward me, “I’d a lot rather stay here and spend the rest of the night fucking… I can’t believe you did that, studmuffin… I am so fucking horny!”

I chuckled, “Neither can I, actually, but it’ll come, I assure you!”

“That night in the park… it seems tame after this,” she said.

I stood, took her hand, and gave a little tug, “Shall we go, then? Who knows what adventure might await,” I told my beautiful wife.

A few minutes later, we were stepping out onto Virginia Street. It was cooler in the evening, “You feel that cool air on your pussy?” I asked her.

She answered by squeezing my hand and pressing the side of her body against mine. The sidewalk was crowded with people, virtually all of them we walked past, male or female, taking long, lingering looks at Dani.

We finally had a little opportunity to talk, even if the sidewalk was crowded, “I need to tell you about Mark,” I told Dani.

“Okayyy, what?” she asked.

“In my dream, our flight home from Tampa, after that week, you were in the center seat, a man sat beside you, you flirted with him, he flirted back. He was enamored with the outfit you were wearing, and you were with him.” I hesitated, thinking about it, thinking what an unbelievable coincidence it had been meeting Mark. “He was from Seattle… a financial advisor…  lost his wife to cancer three years ago…”

I could tell from Dani’s expression that she was enthralled, I was describing so much of Mark, “Her name was Jan, his was Marcus…”

That was when Dani nearly lost it, the big gasp, “Jan… Mark said his wife died from breast cancer… her name was… Jan… I never told you that. How?”

I shook my head, “I don’t know how, but remember what he said about you tonight? That you’re a beautiful woman? That he hadn’t had female companionship since his wife died?”

Dani nodded, and I went on, “Marcus, in my dream, used those exact words.”

We stopped walking, people chatting as they walked past us, long, lingering looks at Dani, but oblivious to the turmoil in her mind from what I’d just told her. I didn’t even know what she might be thinking.

“We have to… call him,” she said, “after we get home.” Then she added, “But you know, I hope, that what just happened in our room was just fantasy, role-playing, it’d never happen for real. I’d never let another man…”

“I know, it’s meant to be, we need to talk to him.”

I knew what she was saying and that she meant it. Still, though, I had to wonder. The thought made me shudder. I remembered how it’d been in my dreams; exciting, erotic, hot as hell. Scary and jealousy ridden, too, but that had been overridden by the ‘hot’ aspect. But, I also knew how I’d felt just watching Dani dancing with the guy, the emotions just reversed, the jealousy far overriding everything else. No way in hell could I watch him or anyone else actually ‘do it’ with Dani.

I was scared to death that if we did actually call him and meet him again, that Dani’s conviction… and my jealousy might be sorely tested.

Still, though, I almost wanted another chance, wondering what might have happened if I’d been away another fifteen minutes, but I didn’ tunderstand exactly what is ‘meant to be’. I shivered with the thought of what it could mean, almost hoping, and even more scared, that I already knew.  “I don’t understand any of this,” I told Dani, “my dreams, how I could have dreamed about real people we’d never heard of, then meet them in weird ways, all those things that I couldn’t have known about, how they could be so real.” And then something else popped into my mind, “There’s something else, too, not with Mark… or Marcus… maybe something important, but it’s for tomorrow, I’ll tell you tomorrow… for now, let’s enjoy our evening.”

She hit my arm, except being blindfolded, she missed, “You! You can’t say something like that, then not tell me! What?”

The next thing that went through my mind surprised me. I thought it would, in all likelihood, be easier to watch Alan Ryder or someone more like him with Dani than it would be a Mark; older, distinguished, someone a woman could easily fall in love with, rather than just lust.

I shook my head, trying to get the thoughts out of it. No, no way, NOT Dani!

We were just walking past Fitzgerald’s Casino, I steered Dani inside, a way to clear my head of weird thoughts, “Tomorrow, tell you then, promise,” I told her, “but now, let’s make some money, pay for our trip.”

She chuckled, “Dreamer,” she said.

“Hey, I’ve already won over a hundred bucks, Mark bought our dinner, I have the sexiest woman in the city alongside me… and she’s horny! I’m feeling it, tonight, it’s gonna happen!” I rubbed my hands together, “What better time to win a big jackpot?”

She let out a long sigh, like she thought I was crazy. I remembered Fitzgerald’s from the time we were here with the kids, it has a big ‘free’ slot machine on the second floor, ‘winner guaranteed’, it’s advertised. So, what the hell, we’ll go upstairs and win.

I did win, too – a second free spin. I let Dani pull the lever that time… and she won a twelve-dollar jackpot! We were well on our way. Of course, the Fitzgerald’s guy who was overseeing the machine won, too, just watching Dani reach up high to pull the lever, what it did to the hemline of her dress!

Half an hour later, we were back out on the street, minus Dani’s twelve dollars and minus another hundred as well, my winnings from that afternoon - gone. Their ‘free’ spin had done its job.

It was another block to the big neon sign stretching across Virginia Street, ‘Reno, Biggest Little City in the World’. I had Dani stand under it on the sidewalk and took the picture on my cell phone, quite a different picture than the one I took in 2002, Dani in a pair of slacks and blouse holding on to two little kids. Back then, I couldn’t have even remotely imagined the picture I’d be getting eighteen years later.

And I’d had enough of this walk, my libido was catching up with me, just the simple thing of looking at Dani through my phone camera was tipping me over the edge.

“Think it’s time to go back to our room,” I suggested to Dani, guess you can imagine that I had something other than sleeping in mind.

Dani squeezed my hand, her recently discovered habit of showing me she was in full agreement, “Yes!” she said, “I’ve been ready since before we left our room before dinner.”

So, we headed back down the street. It wasn’t far, thankfully; my heart was pounding… anticipating!

There are gift shop after gift shop on Virginia Street, on our way back to the hotel. I teased Dani on one that looked kind of interesting, tugging at her hand, that I’d like to look around. She pulled back, saying something silly like, “No, we need to get back. I need to fuck!”

So, we skipped the gift shop, other big casinos, too. Then we came to a store that hadn’t been there in 2002, and I hadn’t noticed from the other side of the street, Adam and Eve. No way in hell was I skipping that one.

Again, Dani tugged back when I pulled her into the store, “What’s this?” she asked when I pulled her inside.

“Just another store that I wanted to check out,” I told her. There were a lot more customers in this one than when I was in Castle, obviously; Friday night, Reno. And like everywhere else we went, Dani stood out, every customer we came close to following her with their eyes, male or female. I had no clue what I might be looking for, nothing in particular, it was just fun being there, looking at all the sexy things, watching people watching Dani.

I saw something, a big black dildo, natural-looking as hell, probably ten inches, about the size of Alan Ryder’s dick in my dreams, hard rubber, tilted up at the end, feeling natural, too. “You want to know what the store is?” I asked Dani, putting it in her hand, “maybe that’ll give a clue.”

She felt it, wrapping her hand around it, not that it reached all the way around, “Oh my God!” she said, wayyy too loud, pulling her hand back like it had burned her when she realized what it was.

“Yeah, it’s a sex store, very upscale, anything you been a hankerin’ fer?” I asked her, in my best hillbilly.

“No! Let’s get out of here!”

“No, not yet, there might be something we might want,” I told her, “I want to look around a little more,” putting the black dildo back on the counter. Then an evil thought crossed my mind… a very evil thought! I picked up one of the boxes, grinning. The box said ’10 Inch True Feel’.

We walked down the aisles, such a bigger selection of things than Castle had. I found a teddy, bright purple, totally transparent, sheer mesh, except a lacy little skirt, almost a half-bra to hold her tits up and out, leaving the nipples exposed under the mesh. God, I shuddered imaging Dani in it. I couldn’t resist, picking it up as well.

I found a couple more things, too, Dani had no idea that I was buying anything, much less what they were. I thought about a vibrator but decided against it, I had enough to keep us amused. And I was still eager to get to our room, maybe even more than I had been… that dildo…

I told Dani that I had to go to the restroom really bad, so took her out by the front door and asked her to wait while I went, maybe just a tiny, little white lie. Instead of the bathroom, I went to the checkout and paid for the toys I’d picked out. This was another thing, Dani and I had never experimented with sex toys. I’d have never imagined it in our lifetime before my coma, even a couple weeks ago. I hadn’t seen a single Rebekka in the store, either. The checkout girl’s name was Susie, I don’t know why, but it seemed a strange name for a girl working in a sex store. Sue-Ann maybe, but Susie? What strange things can pop into a man’s brain when he’s horny.

After I ‘used the bathroom’, I picked up Dani by the door and we walked the remaining two blocks, then across the street to the Silver Legacy. “Almost there,” I told Dani as we entered the casino. I was quite literally shaking. Dani was excited, too, the way she was squeezing my hand, it was like I could feel her heat coming through her hand. I had no doubt she was anticipating this as much as I was.

Back in our room, we kissed just inside the door like last time, but this time, there was no turning her around and pushing her up against the door, except I had the feeling that’s what she wanted, the way she was pulling at me. God, some of this was going to be hard! Especially, after that little episode a couple hours earlier.

I pulled away from Dani, both of us breathing hard from our kiss, and led her over in front of the couch. “Wait, just a minute,” I told her.

I got my laptop out of its case, opened it and the files I’d made were all ready. They were from a voice conversion app I’d downloaded earlier in the week, that could convert a voice to sound like another. I’d found an old video of an interview by Alan Ryder after the Buc’s Super Bowl win, loaded it into the app as the ‘target’ voice, then recorded my own words and hit the ‘recast’ button. A moment later, I listened to my words in near-perfect, Alan Ryder’s voice, genius! Then followed with a multitude of phrases, converting them all to Alan Ryder. That app had cost me a pretty penny but was going to be worth every bit. Maybe it wouldn’t pass a direct comparison test but was pretty damned close, close enough for someone who probably hadn’t heard his voice for years. I’d even bought a good speaker instead of the cheap, little laptop speakers.

I know Dani had watched probably every interview Alan Ryder had done, she’d recognize his voice anywhere, I was sure. I still felt dumb for never connecting the famous NFL football player to the kid in Dani’s yearbook, kissing her on the cheek.

I sat down on the couch, my laptop and portable speaker beside me, and clicked on the first phrase in my set of recordings. And there, in Alan Ryder’s voice were the words, “Ahh Babygirl, you’re just as sexy as I’d always imagined. Now… time for a little show… I want you to strip for me, nice and slow and sexy.”

Dani froze, something I’d anticipated she’d do.

Actually, I’d tried to anticipate anything she might do, had created several different scenarios and phrases, and practiced this several times, so I’d know exactly how to play whatever I wanted. The app even let me type in the words so all I had to do was move the pointer to the phrase I wanted and click on it.

“Whatsa matter, Babygirl, you don’t remember me? Well, I remember you, I’d always wished it was you instead of Marci.”

Dani was looking frantically around, I could barely contain myself, my plan was working perfectly… so far!

“Alan? Alan Ryder? How?”

“Yes, it’s me, Babygirl, and I want to see what I missed all those years ago, remember our prom? I always wished it had been you with me in the back of my truck… remember the mattress?  I was thinking about you when I put it there.” Another planned hesitation, then, “Now, your husband wants you to strip for me?”

Dani was still frantically looking around, obviously unsure what was happening, how Alan Ryder was in our room. “Would some music help?” I asked her, I think your friend would enjoy it more with music.”

By then, Dani was shaking, looking scared out of her mind. I pushed the play arrow again, then made it a point to get up, let her know I was moving around, “Yes, a little music,” Alan Ryder’s voice said, then quiet.

I had an older laptop already set to play ‘Drunk in Love’, Beyonce, pressing play when it came to life. Another speaker, too, bought just for this one song.

I sat back down next to ‘Alan’, ready to watch, wondering if Dani would do this.

And I wasn’t disappointed, she began moving, getting into the beat of the music, using her hands, rubbing herself, moving her hands under her dress over her tits, squeezing, pinching, moaning…

“Ahh, Babygirl, love ya,” Alan’s voice said.

Dani turned around, still gyrating her body, unhooking the choker around her neck, the only thing holding her dress. I was, like… holy shit this was sexy! I had no clue if she thought ‘Alan Ryder’ was for real or somehow figured out what I’d done. She’s not a dummy, but damn, she was getting into it!

She let her dress start to fall then turned back around facing ‘us’, her arms holding it across her tits, holding the front of her dress, and began the slow progression, letting her arm fall, inch by agonizing inch, little groans coming from her mouth as she slowly exposed herself.

Another thing I’d at least hoped for, “Babygirl, let me see those tits… and that naked pussy, I been waitin’ a long time!” his voice said. My fingers were starting to shake, making it difficult to control my computer, hadn’t planned for that. And was my dick hard? Uh, yeah! Stupid question.

Dani moved her arms, letting her dress fall to the floor, just a slight hesitation as it slid over her hips. “Oh Babygirl, you don’t know what you’re doin’ to me.” God, I was loving that app!

Dani’s hands started roving her body, pressing a hand between her legs. I’d never seen Dani like this, her sexual psyche in full bloom.

I waited, my finger on the next phrase I was just aching to play, my heart pounding a hole in my chest. When she spread her legs just a little and began rubbing a finger in-between her pussy lips, I hit that play button, “No, Babygirl, don’t touch that pussy, that’s all mine.”


Chapter 12

She hesitated, pulling her fingers away, and began rubbing her breasts, stretching out her nipples with her fingers, her body still gyrating to the music, all of this like two feet in front of me, still blindfolded. It was time for the next phase, “Ahh, Babygirl, you need to lay down on the bed for me,” his voice said.

She did, feeling her way the few feet from where she’d put on this little sexual display, laying down on her back, naked except her heels and sheer, red stockings. The music was over, I hadn’t even noticed when it stopped.

I quietly got up and went to my suitcase for one more set of things, the hand and ankle cuffs. I’d reserved this specific type of room because it has a four-poster, king bed. I never said a word, just went around the bed putting the fur-lined cuffs on Dani’s wrists and ankles, pulling them to the corners of the bed, and securing the straps around the posts, another thing we’d never done before.

I looked at my handiwork, Dani spread-eagled on the bed, tugging on the straps, twisting her head back and forth. I left her alone for just a few moments, letting her imagination run, then clicked my computer on another phrase, “Anything too tight?” Alan Ryder’s voice asked.

She tugged, I’d made sure nothing would be too tight for any pain but snug enough. “I… No… guess not,” she answered.

Now, the one I’d been looking forward to all night, actually, a lot longer than that, “You’ve been a good girl, and your husband has been a sport, letting me enjoy you like this… so I’m giving him a little reward… he can have you for the next little while… just can’t have your cunt… that’s going to be mine.” These were almost the same words Alan Ryder had used that night in my dream, I still remember it so vividly, what those next minutes had been like.

I’d made that one with a long delay, ten minutes, before his next words. I approached Dani like I had that night, beginning to rub her body, “You okay, hon?” I asked her, “you know I love you, right?”

Her head twisted toward me, “How? How did you do this?”

“Long story,” I told her, “We’ve been planning it for a long time,” rubbing a hand over one of Dani’s breasts, rubbing her nipple between my thumb and forefinger. The other, I bent down and took in my mouth, sucking. She arched her chest, letting out a loud, long moan.

I let my fingers wander, down past Dani’s navel, just to the top of her slit, Dani’s hips bucking, “Please… I need…”

“Can’t… he’s sitting right there, watching…”

“Ohhh!” she moaned.

I kissed up her neck, captured her lips, our tongues entwined in an intensity that we hadn’t felt in the twenty-eight years before my coma. I kissed back down Dani’s body, sucking her other breast in my mouth, then down her stomach to her navel, exploring it with my tongue, then lower, teasing right at her apex but following ‘Alan’s’ strict admonition that her pussy belongs to him, Dani whimpering and thrusting her body.

I continued the next several minutes, alternating sucking from one nipple to another, rubbing her in all those little places, all except that one reserved place. Dani’s noises varying between groans, sighs, whimpering.

We finally heard the last half of my recording, “Ok, enough, my turn,” ‘he’ said.

“Just a couple minutes,” I requested, moving away, retrieving the contoured pillow I’d gotten from Adam and Eve. “Lift, just a little,” I told Dani, pressing the pillow in place under her bum, elevating her hips so much better than our normal pillows ever could. “He’s going to fuck you,” I told her, “so hard.”

Dani sounded stricken, “No, I… can’t…” she whimpered

“Shh, yes… you can… you want him to, I know… don’t you?”

Dani just whimpered anew as I sucked a tit one more time, “Say it, say you want Alan Ryder to fuck you,” I told her.

Dani groaned, “Yes… fuck me… Alan, fuck me… please!”

I moved away, leaving Dani for a moment, washing my face, tearing my clothes off, then putting on a different aftershave, one I’d never used before, my heart thumping out of my chest. Back in the bedroom, I opened the box I’d bought from Adam and Eve. Not only did it feel so realistic, but it also had an internal battery-operated warmer so it’d feel even more like an actual dick. I’d bought the battery and the clerk showed me how to turn it on in the store, so it was already warm, on high, a few degrees above normal body temperature.

This, I hadn’t planned, not until I saw it in the store and couldn’t resist. I’d also bought lube, not that it’d need it, Dani would be wet, very wet, but ‘he’ was huge, a hell of a lot more dick than had ever been inside my wife, so I spread the lube generously.

It was in my hand, and I kissed the inside of Dani’s thigh, kissing up from there, trying to be different than ‘Robert’, trying to think WWAD (What Would Alan Do)?

I realized, Robert would kiss up Dani’s thigh, gently working closer to her pussy. Alan Ryder would go for the prize, so that’s what I did, suddenly driving my tongue inside her, clamping my lips on her clit and sucking. Dani’s writhing hips, jerking body, and loud, “Ahhh!” were my reward, God, she was wet! Desperately, I wanted to just plunge my dick inside her!

Which, is exactly, I was sure, What Alan Ryder would do. So, it’s exactly what I did, sort of. I took the dildo and pressed it to her, teasing up and down her slit just like I thought a real, live big dicked guy might do. Then I began pressing it inside her, remembering how he’d gone slow that very first time, just a little in at a time, then backing off and a little more inside her. “He’s going slow, he’s so big,” I told Dani. All she could do was groan.

I continued to push ‘Alan’ inside Dani. Logic would have told me, if my brain was working right, which it wasn’t, that she’d know, but her groans were sure as hell real. I guess I assumed that the feeling was just too intense for her to realize… About two-thirds in, already deeper than I’ve ever been inside her, I stopped and pulled back. Dani was panting, pulling at the straps holding her arms and legs, and I suddenly pushed it in, right to the fake balls. “Aaah,” she wailed, “fuck me, Alan, fuck me!”

Followed by a long, low wail. I held it there, just pulsing it like a real person might before… pulling out and fucking her in earnest, slamming into her time and time again, Dani screaming with every thrust, until her body began shuddering, and she screamed out her orgasm. At that point, I pressed it hard inside her and pushed the little button I’d been shown in the store, spraying a warm cum-like ejaculate out the head, a substance I’d been assured was designed specifically to trigger a woman’s nerves. It seemed to work as Dani’s pelvis began jerking and spasming, the pitch of her wailing increasing at least three octaves.

When I pulled it out and Dani settled back down from her hormone-fueled high, able to breathe again, I dimmed the lights a little more in the room, had her lift her head, and untied the blindfold. “It’s pretty dark in here, so you can open your eyes,” I told her as I removed the blindfold.

She looked up at me and her first words were, “What the FUCK was that? How did you do that?”

I chuckled and told her, “I already told you, lots of planning,” and retrieved my laptop from the couch. I sat down beside her, showed her the monitor, and began clicking on some of Alan’s phrases, ‘ Ahh, Babygirl, love ya’, ‘Oh Babygirl, you don’t know what you’re doing to me’.

“It’s an app I found, just uploaded some of his speech from an interview, then recorded what I wanted it to say. The app made my words sound like his.” Then I showed her what had been inside her, chuckling, “It’s from the store earlier.”

“That thing felt so real! I knew, just didn’t know how,” Dani told me.

I held ‘Alan’ up where she could get a good look at it, “This is about how big he is, you know how many times he fucked you that week?” It was a rhetorical question, of course, she didn’t and didn’t try to answer, either. “Just imagine what the real thing would feel like inside you,” I told her, “you even swallowed it all the way down your throat more than once, too.”

She shuddered, “Gawd!” was all she said.

“Babygirl, that was his pet name for you, what happened tonight… was that night in Tampa, except for one thing,” I told her.

She laid her head back down on the bed, “Babygirl…” she softly said, “another thing I’d forgotten… it’s what he called Marci.”

We both hesitated for a long while, letting that soak in, another one of those things that I couldn’t have known. Finally, Dani opened her eyes again and asked, “And what was that one thing different?”

“That I’m going to fuck you! I didn’t in my dream… the whole week.”

She smiled, “Then you better get to it, doncha think… I need a real man inside me!”

I chuckled at that, what a way to stroke a man’s ego. I guess maybe she’d noticed that I was hard as a steel rod. And anxious as hell to do exactly that. First, though, I took the ankle cuffs from her legs. “That strip, that was just… wow! You could be making a whole lot more than teaching. You have some experience you’ve never told me about?”

Dani giggled, “I have my secrets,” she teased.

When I didn’t move toward her wrists, she pulled at them and asked, “Aren’t you forgetting something?”

I looked around, “Don’t think so,” I told her, “what?”

She pulled at her arms some more, “These!... you… you…”

I smiled, “Ohhh, those. Nah, I think I kind of fancy them. Wudda left the legs, too, except for other plans.” I got up off the bed and retrieved the bag from Adam and Eve, sitting back down beside Dani. “Amazing how things I dreamed about that I’d never even imagined might exist keep popping up,” I said, taking the stainless-steel hoop out of the bag, “like this, whoda thunk it that this would be an actual thing?”

Dani was craning her head, watching, “What… is it?”

I looked it over, feeling how smooth it was, “Just a hoop, has an amazing use, though. Alan sent one home with you that first time we went to Tampa… some other things, too, that we’ll have to see if we can find, I imagine they exist, too. But this hoop, you’re the one who showed me how to use it, I had no idea… you seemed to have liked it when Alan used it, and then we liked it when we tried it together. I thought it might be fun to see if it worked as well in real life.”

“I still don’t…”

“Oh, you will Babygirl, you will.” I’d decided I liked Alan’s name for her.

Dani rested her head back down on the bed, “That’s… what Alan called Marci… I hadn’t remembered, but it was.”

I looked at Dani, “Somehow, sweet, I think it really was you he wanted… I wouldn’t have had that dream if it hadn’t been… so much has come to be.”

“I wonder… we’ll never know, though… will we.” She didn’t say it like she was asking, just making a statement, even if kind of wistfully. Made me wonder, if given the opportunity…? That was one reality that I was pretty damned sure I’d never be ready to actually find out. Not that I was too worried about it, he was three-thousand miles and a lifetime away, a whole different world. The ‘almost’ with Mark had been more than enough for me, remembering how I’d felt watching him and Dani dancing together. Fantasies are enough!

My thoughts came back to the present, the hoop, “First thing, love, bend your knees up against your chest.” I helped Dani push her knees up. It helped that she’s always been so flexible, I couldn’t have done this even back in school. Then I pushed the hoop over her back and legs up to the back of her knees like I remembered, trapping her in that position. Then I pulled out the matching steel bar from the bag, “This is the gem that makes it work,” I told her, slipping it in-between her waist and legs, snapping it onto the hoop, holding the hoop from slipping off, trapping her legs in that position, tight together inside the eighteen-inch hoop.

“Now, I think we’re ready,” I told her, “good thing you’re a contortionist,” I chuckled.

“Ready… for?”

I leaned over, sucking on the edge of Dani’s tit, not quite able to get to her nipple with her legs pressed against her chest like they were, “To fuck you, Babygirl, to fuck you! It’s my turn now.”

Dani let out a little moan, “Ohhh.”

I moved around below Dani, getting myself in position, feeling her with my fingers, pressing two fingers inside her, “Oh, you’re so wet, babygirl… and so hot and slippery… and tight!” Dani let out another moan with my fingers inside her, this time much more forcefully. “So tight, too!” I told her, with her legs held tightly together. I’d been imagining this instant ever since… over a week ago when I’d dreamed up this little excursion, minus the hoop, though, that was only a tonight discovery, like the dildo, I’d had no idea…

My fingers slipped out of her and I replaced them at her entrance with my cock, pressing, barely entering her, “Ohh God!” I moaned, feeling her exquisite tightness, her heat. I’m sure Dani was groaning as well, but I wasn’t hearing anything. I clenched my eyes, gritted my teeth, and pushed into her, “Ohh, Ohh, Shit!” Never felt anything like it! I became aware of Dani’s hips bouncing on the pillow, the noises coming from her.

I pushed hard… and was inside my wife, the cum already rising inside me, that delicious feeling… times ten!

So much that night… everything focusing in that one instant, I pulled myself nearly out, plunged back in… and the cum exploded deep inside her, my fingers digging into the skin of her buttocks, pulling her. All I could do was short jabs, pressing deeper, my orgasm going on and on, through my entire body… even with the incredible sex we’ve had… never like this!

I had no consciousness of anything else, no idea if I was screaming, or Dani screaming… nothing except that orgasm that went on and on!

When it was finally over, I collapsed back on the bed, “Holy. Fuck!” I heard come from my mouth.


Chapter 13

Saturday morning, Mach 21

I awoke the next morning, our naked bodies spooned together, Dani snuggled to my back, one arm around me. She hadn’t given any indication that she was awake yet, so I didn’t move, just savored the experience from the night before and the feel of her naked body pressed against mine.

It was still hard for me to believe the night before, no one deserves the pleasures we’d had. There was so much to revel in. I don’t know how long I lay there before squeezing Dani’s hand that had been around my shoulder and snuggled into me. She let out a little, “Mmm,” and I felt her naked tits pressing a little harder into my back.

I assumed I’d inadvertently awakened her, starting to feel her begin to stir, so I rolled over, and just looked into her peaceful face, realizing how lucky I was to have this woman as my life’s partner, my wife. As I watched, her eyes began to flutter open, waking up, “Was last night real?” she asked, the first words of the day.

“Think so,” I told her, “pretty incredible, huh?”

A smile spread across her face, “Mmhmm,” she said, “except I gotta go pee!”

I chuckled, that didn’t take long. “Me too, I didn’t want to wake you, I’ll wait for you.”

She climbed out of bed and scampered into the bathroom. Watching Dani’s naked body this early in the morning was a treat I’ll never take for granted again, like I had the last many, many years, before my accident. I rolled over on my back, my hands behind my head, watching the ceiling, waiting for Dani to finish. When she did, several minutes later, I marveled that this woman was forty-eight years old. If I didn’t know her, I’d have guessed her closer to thirty-eight, and sexy as fuckin’ hell!

I took my turn in the bathroom, washed my hands, and climbed back in bed next to Dani, both of us leaning back against the headboard, a pillow behind our backs, Dani’s naked tits distracting me, “You said you had something to tell me today,” she reminded me.

It took me a minute to remember, “Yeah, April and Amanda,” I started, “Alan’s friend, April, she’s the one who did your eye patches, Alan finally let her take them off so you could see again, then.she took you out shopping, I think it was Tuesday, The two of you left, and that afternoon when you got back you had on a new flowery skirt and blouse, and was all excited.”

Dani’s eyes got big, and she jumped out of bed, going to the closet getting out the garment bag she’d brought. She pulled out a short skirt and matching blouse, yellow flowers on a blue background, short ‘almost’ sleeves, kind of flaring out, and the bottom of the blouse flaring like the sleeves, “Anything like this?” she asked, holding them up in front of her, “it’s what I planned to wear today.”

I couldn’t believe my eyes, “Uh, yeah… that’s them!” I told her, “You… umm, bring a special bra to wear with it?” I asked, remembering what she’d worn in Tampa.

She blushed, “I was… uhh… not planning on wearing one, thought you’d like that,” she said, “did bring pretty, blue panties to wear with it, though.”

She’d been braless that day in Tampa as well, wearing nearly that exact skirt and blouse set.

“Maybe we should get dressed and go find breakfast,” I suggested. “I’m hungry… last night took lots of energy,” I said, a big smile on my face. “I can finish telling you at breakfast.” I wanted to see Dani in her new clothes… not that there was anything wrong with seeing her without them… heh, heh.

Dani showered and came out of the bathroom with one of the hotel’s oversize towels wrapped around her. I wanted to just lay there and watch her, but I needed to shower, too, badly. When we’d finished with our little ‘activities’ last night, I was soaked in sweat, probably still stunk, Dani’d been just too polite to mention it. Of course, she’d been just as sweaty and I hadn’t smelled anything except sex emanating from her, so maybe not. Still had to shower, though.

By the time I’d showered, shaved, and brushed my teeth, Dani was standing, looking into the mirror, her skirt on,  at least eight inches above her knees, and was putting the blouse on, letting it slither down over her naked tits. I closed my eyes only briefly and let out a little shiver at how she looked, God! Need I say it? Fucking sexy!

They were in two layers, a thin camisole and slip-type layer covered with the lacy, flowery, ultra-sheer outer layer, none of which made any effort to hide her body’s feminine, braless figure, her tits and nipples shapes showing through in all their sexy glory.

“You look ravishing!” I told her, as I reached around her, cupping the wonderful feel of her breasts in my palms, getting a surprised jump from her, “I thought you were still in the bathroom,” she said, “sneaking up on a poor defenseless girl!”

“Sorry, didn’t mean to scare you, but I meant it… that outfit is… stunning!” reveling in the feel of her soft tits and hard little nipples. Yeah, heads would turn today, too, for damned sure.

“Mmm, you keep that up much longer and we won’t make breakfast,” she said, watching me knead her tits in the mirror. “Except, I’m hungry, you’re just going to have to wait till after,” she said, reaching up and pulling my reluctant hands away, turning around and giving me a much too brief peck on the lips.

“I’m ready for breakfast, you just going to stand there, naked, gawking?”

Oh, yeah, I was still naked with a very hard dick poking into her. “I’d much rather do this, though,” I told her, running my hands up her legs under her skirt. She slapped them away before I could get nearly where I wanted – finding out what was under that short skirt, “Food,” she said, “I need food.”

Reluctantly, very reluctantly, I dug a pair of socks, undies, shorts, and shirt out of my suitcase and hurriedly put them on. I figured if it’s warm enough for Dani’s skirt, it’s warm enough for my shorts. Besides, I was hoping to come straight back upstairs after breakfast and resume where we’d left off the night before.

“Shall we go, Babygirl, your breakfast awaits,” I told my sweetheart, giving her a small bow.

“We shall, my studmuffin, this should be fun.”

We were both still giggling when we got to the elevator. This was turning into the best trip of our lives.

“Buffet or sit down breakfast?” I asked as the elevator dropped out from under us. This was a little faster than any elevator we’d been in in the Tri-Cities, like a  LOT faster.

She looked at me like she does when she wants me to decide something. “Oh no,” I told her, “this is your decision.”

“Buffet, then,” she said, “I remember how good it was with the kids.”

“Buffet it is,” I agreed. Plus, which I hadn’t mentioned to Dani to influence her decision, our upgraded room came with two complimentary buffet breakfasts. Besides, there’d be more people to admire my sexy bride. I absolutely loved watching the heads turning toward her as she walked past!

We’d filled our plates with sumptuous-looking food and were heading toward a table when I saw a gentleman in a booth sitting by himself. “Hon, see that guy sitting alone at the booth reading the paper, know who he is?”

She looked where I was pointing, “No, no idea, should I?” and then the realization hit her, “it’s… is it…?”

“Uhuh, it’s Mark from last night, you want to sit with him?”

I saw the blush on her face, “Would he want us to, you think?”

I chuckled, “After last night… you’re seriously asking that?”

We changed our course to his booth, “Would you mind if we sat with you?” Dani asked him.

He looked up from his paper, a startled look on his face, very quickly changing to a very pleased-looking smile, his eyes clearly feasting on the sight of Dani in that blouse and skirt, roving up and down her body. After all, she was very obviously braless, and her skirt was short, if not as short as the night before. “Please, I’d love it!” he answered, his pleased-sounding voice leaving no doubt.

We sat on the opposite side of his booth, “You’re even more beautiful than last night,” he told Dani (I’m just kind of assuming he was talking to her), “now that I can see you, all of you.”

Dani blushed, “You’re a very handsome man, too,” she answered. “I’m surprised some lucky girl hasn’t swallowed you all up,” her face deepening its blush like maybe she’d just realized what she’d just implied.

Mark didn’t seem to notice Dani’s little inadvertent faux pas, “Like I said, since my Jan died, I haven’t been interested in a woman… until now,” he added, “and she’s already taken, just my luck.” He said it with a smile, staring straight at Dani.

God, I was wishing I’d waited that extra fifteen minutes last night! Or maybe it was a damned good thing I hadn’t.

“How was the poker last night?” I asked him, changing the subject.

He laughed, “I’m not much of a player, it’s just for fun, so it’s the low stakes table for me, only lost a couple-hundred dollars… and how was the rest of your evening if I might ask?”

“I… we… uhh…”

“We had a wonderful rest of our evening… “ Dani said, finishing my stuttering, “went for a walk down the street, a little gambling… shopping,” looking at me with a smile on her face,” maybe we should have invited you along,”

He chuckled, “Don’t think I’d have wanted to impose, I’m sure a little privacy was in order.”

“Maybe we should check that store out again, what you think, Babygirl, invite Mark along?”

Dani seemed to be showing blush quite frequently. Mark’s eyes darted back and forth between us, like he was trying to ascertain what had inspired her red face.

Speaking of Dani’s red face, I’d have loved to tell him about our short fuck against the door after we’d left him, him as the unknowing subject of our VERY exciting role-playing. I was sure there would have been bloodshed if I had, mine.

I did want to explain to Mark about last night, though, my rudely cutting in on his dance with Dani, “I… need to explain something,” I began, “Last night… Dani and I… when I cut in on your dance…“ I wasn’t sure how to do this, “Maybe I better start in the beginning… I had an accident last October, fell and hit my head, didn’t wake up until last month…”

“The doctors weren’t sure if he’d ever wake up, it was pretty bad,” Dani went on, “or how he might be like if he did…” I held her hand, feeling her go tense as she said it. I couldn’t imagine what she must have been through those months, probably never would.

Mark’s thoughts were coming across loud and clear in his expression, ‘and this has something to do with dancing?’

“But I did wake up and was fine, much to everyone’s amazement… except that while I was in the coma, I had these dreams that have turned out to be… not sure exactly how to say this… but very prescient, I seem to… have seen things that I couldn’t have known, even many that hadn’t even happened yet. Like on a flight home… after dreaming of a rather ‘interesting’ trip, Dani and I visiting one of her high school friends, a man sitting beside Dani on the plane, he looked to be in his mid-fifties, very nice looking, distinguished guy… a lot like you, actually. He and Dani flirted quite heavily and we learned a lot about him…” I took a deep breath, “His wife had passed away three years earlier from breast cancer…”

I had Mark’s full attention, he’d set down his fork and was watching me intently, “Her name was Jan, very beautiful, he told us.”

“I…”

“No, let me finish… he showed us a picture of her…”

He got out his billfold, looking through it, “A picture?” I asked him. He nodded, and I suggested, “Let me tell you about the picture he showed us first, “It was an older picture, she looked to be probably in her late thirties or thereabouts, very pretty… she was a redhead, just to her shoulders, green eyes…”

Mark finished taking the picture from his billfold, looked at it a moment, then showed us, “How,” he asked, “did you know?” I’d just described Mark’s wife’s picture.

“His name was Marcus… he was a financial advisor from Seattle,” I added, “sixty-four years old, hadn’t been interested in any woman since… until he met Dani… as she was in him.”

Mark simply stared at me, wide-eyed, “When I saw you with Dani last night, your hands on her bare skin, I knew then… you were Marcus… It was why I freaked out, had to get her away from you… not that you were doing anything wrong, it was me, just me.”

He was quiet, simply staring, finally saying, “I’m sixty-three, Jan I were married…”

“Thirty-nine years,” I interrupted.

“That’s… that’s…”

“Unbelievable?” I finished his thought, “I can’t explain it, any of it, we’re realizing one thing after another, Dani hadn’t known anything about Marcus yet, I hadn’t told her, until last night… after.”

which reminds me, another thing I haven’t told her…”

“After?” he asked, “did you and Marcus interact after the flight?”


Chapter 14

I shook my head, “No, we had a layover in Salt Lake, had a snack together in the airport, which is where he showed us his picture of Jan, but our seats weren’t close from there to Seattle, we never hooked up again… but Dani had just signed a big modeling contract, a lot of money, so I’m sure we would have… he was a financial guy… like you. Besides,” I went on, “Dani liked him, so did I, too, but I think for different reasons, so I’m sure we would have. And he’d given us his business card.”

“And then last night, I saw Dani with… him… and you were wearing the same cologne, too, his cologne.”

Dani and Mark were both silent, I guess no idea how to respond. Hell, I didn’t either. Finally, Mark spoke, “Yet, here you are, having breakfast with me this morning.”

I smiled, “You know things always look more logical in the light of day… and with what Dani was wearing last night…”

His eyes glanced over toward, Dani, scanning her once again, “As opposed to this morning?”

My eyes sort of followed his, making note of Dani’s very revealing blouse. Last night, he very openly ogled my wife, not that I could blame him, he knew she couldn’t see him. This morning, he was trying to be a bit more discrete, not succeeding too well.  Dani didn’t seem to mind, though, I thought she was rather enjoying it.

“Yeah, but it’s morning, my head’s on a little straighter than last night.” And to be honest with myself, after all that happened last night, I realized that I’d sort of enjoy it if… perhaps, things were to go just a bit further?

Dani blushed all over again, which seemed to be a common occurrence. Most likely, Mark’s eyes constantly glancing toward her braless breasts had something to do with it

Dani interrupted my thoughts, “What about a modeling contract? What was that?”

“It’s what I started to tell you this morning.” I began again, telling Dani about April taking her to the studio, setting her up to do an ad for Winsome Cosmetics after asking the planned model not to show up and their reaction to it, how they’d all been blown away by her performance.

“Winsome Cosmetics?” Dani asked. It was the name of the company that she had just begun using their makeup.

I nodded, “Then they called and asked you back to do another shoot,” I went on, “and it was even better. Remember what I mentioned about your lipstick, ‘Rose Petal Peach’? That day in the studio, you raved about it, you loved it so much.”

This time it was Dani’s turn to be shocked, sitting there in awe, but I wasn’t finished, “They wanted you to be their spokeswoman, the face of Winsome Cosmetics. April suggested you contact a talent agent… Amanda Browning. She negotiated a six-figure contract for a few weekends’ modeling work… and she had a movie she wanted you to audition for. It’s what I’ve been wanting to tell you but have been afraid to. I remember Amanda Browning’s cell number, you, the real Daniella Foster, need to call that number.”

“Call a number you remember from a dream? Sorry, hon, but that doesn’t make much sense. and even if there was an Amanda, tell her what?” she asked, “I’ve never acted, don’t know anything about acting, even if such a movie existed, they’d be looking for an actress, not a teacher.”

“Judging from what your husband has told us,” Mark spoke up, “something is going on here, I admit it’s strange, but how could he have known about me and Jan? I think if he has a phone number, you should call it, see what happens, what is there to lose? if you’re interested in acting, that is. Worst case, you can just hang up – wrong number.’

Dani was watching him speak, then she turned to me, “You know what this alleged movie is about? Besides, it’s been over a month since you’ve woken up, they’d already have found someone.”

“I don’t know, all I do know is that they wanted someone new, same for the leading man. And the movie… I never heard many details, except a woman’s husband is killed in an accident, she eventually falls in love… it’s all Amanda told you… except that she said you were perfect for the part.”

Mark got out his cell phone, “What’s the number?” he asked.

I told him, 813-248… and he began pressing the numbers into his phone, “Mark!” Dani said, “no… I… can’t!”

He finished with the number and hit the ‘call’ button, then the speaker button, sliding the phone across the table in front of Dani, “If it’s her, you’ll know… talk to her.”

It started to ring, Dani complaining again, “I can’t!” she said.

A woman’s voice answered, “Hello,” she said.

Dani’s face had turned white, “I… hello… is this… Amanda Browning?” she asked.

“Yes, this is she, who is this?” she asked.

We all three glanced back and forth, unbelieving. Even I was shocked that this number I’d wondered about for so long was actually to a real person, much less the person I’d said. That I even knew her name was so fucking implausible!

Dani began stammering, “This… this is Daniella Shore… and this is too incredible to even comprehend… please don’t hang up…but my husband… he was in a coma and woke up knowing your name and phone number.” Dani was rambling, talking so fast, “He said there was a movie… you’re looking for someone… for a movie, an actress?”

There was silence, I was sure Amanda had clicked her phone off, racking it up as a crank call. Finally, she spoke, “Your husband, you say, he was in a coma?”

“Yes, for four months.” Her voice now sounded scared to death.

“And he knew my name and phone number? How?”

“We don’t know how… he just… did, same as so many things, we don’t understand.”

“There is a movie, the casting director is looking for the female lead, she’s already found her male lead, did your husband tell you anything about the movie?”

“A little, he said it’s about a woman whose husband is killed, then eventually falls in love again.”

Another long silence, “You said he woke up from this coma, when?” she asked.

“February nineteenth, I’ll never forget that day,” she said.

“That’s roughly what this movie is,” she said, “it’s going to be a major motion picture, but they didn’t even think about casting until the first of March, nobody knew until then. So, how could he have?”

Dani looked at me again, “I don’t know!” She was almost crying, “We just don’t understand… he just… knows things… things that hadn’t even happened yet.”

“Have you ever acted before?” she asked.

Dani hesitated, was Amanda actually thinking about this? “No… yes, she corrected herself, a play in high school… but it was just a small part,” she said.

“And how old are you?” Amanda asked.

“Forty-eight.”

Another long silence, “And you want to audition?”

Dani looked at me, at Mark, back to me, “I… I didn’t even know any of this until a few minutes ago. He… just now told me.”

“Well, you called, so I’d assume you probably do. Do you have a picture you can send me?

“Umm, I think so… Hon, can you look and see if you can find one?”

I knew exactly the picture I wanted, it was one I took of Dani last Sunday night when she wasn’t paying attention, wearing that sheer blouse and mini skirt. She still didn’t even know I’d taken it. It wasn’t hard to find, one of the last I’d taken, and texted it to Amanda Browning.

There was a long pause, then Amanda came back on, “Can you be here in Tampa, Monday morning?” she asked. She must have liked what she saw.

Again, Dani looked toward me, I nodded to her, this was unfuckingbelievable! “Yes… my husband says we can,” she said.

“May I ask where you’re located?” Amanda asked.

“Washington State, Eastern Washington.”

“Okay… but before you come that far, you need to know something that might change your mind, it does with a lot of actresses, especially new actresses… it’s a love story, there will be nudity… frontal nudity, intimate love scenes, it’s one of the reasons they’re having trouble finding their female lead. I would have someone there with you, though, to watch out for your interests, make sure they follow the rules, although I know this director and I’m not worried about that.”

Dani looked at me again, her mouth agape, “Can I… call you back? I need to talk to my husband.”

“I understand… but don’t wait too long, they’re looking at a woman another agency sent over, just not sure.”

“I’ll call you back,” Dani responded before pressing ‘end’ on Mark’s phone.

“I can’t,” Dani started to tell me, “you heard her, there’s nudity, love scenes, I’m a teacher for God’s sake, not a porn star!”

I held her hand, tried to steady her shaking. “Babe, it’s not a porn movie, you heard her, you’ll have someone there to make sure the rules are followed.”

“Rules? What rules?”

“I don’t know, just… rules. All I know is that they have strict rules on nudity and love scenes.”

“You want me to do this, don’t you?”

“I want you to do what YOU want to do, just know that I’ll support you, no matter what,” I tried to reassure her.

“Our lives could change, you know that, don’t you?”

I smiled, “I think our lives have already changed quite a bit… for the better,” I told her.

“But… my teaching, and nudity… would they…?” And she looked at me, “Could you? Can I?”

“They fire you? I don’t have any idea, guess you’d just have to talk to the superintendent if they offered you the part. As for you and me, guess it’d be a guy’s dream come true, to watch his wife, and it’s just pretending, not like… you know… And you’d have to decide for yourself if you could do it or not.”

“Can I say something here,” Mark said, “if you were offered a leading role in a major movie, which is what this sounds like it is, you’d undoubtedly make enough to financially never have to teach again.”

“We’d have to fly home today,” Dani said, “our flight isn’t until tomorrow.”

She was thinking about doing it! “We either change the tickets or buy new ones, it’s not a big deal,” I told her.

“I… think I’d like to do it,” she finally said.

Mark took out his phone again and hit the redial, again setting it on the table by Dani. A moment later, we heard Amanda’s voice again. “I want to do it,” Dani told her.

“Wonderful,” Amanda said, “I’ll let Carla know she’s got another audition Monday. I have a good feeling about this,” she said, “they’ve already chosen the male lead, you might have heard of him, Alan Ryder, he’s pretty famous here in Tampa.”

If Dani and I hadn’t been sitting…! Dani just sat, staring at the phone like it had turned into some kind of venomous monster. “Daniella? You there?” Amanda’s voice said.

Dani’s voice was shaking, her face had gone completely white, “I… yes…” was all she could say.

“I’ll pick you up at the Meridian Hotel, eight o’clock, Monday, okay?”

“Yes,” Dani managed to get out.

“I’ll have your room reserved, you won’t need to worry about that, just give them your name. It’ll be paid for… oh, I’ll have someone meet you at the airport, just let me know your flight.”

I realized… that was the hotel Dani and I stayed in the time in my dream that we went to Alan Ryder’s restaurant opening.

“Amanda… this is Dani’s husband, she’s been calling you from a friend’s phone, let me give you her number, 509 783 …, She’ll be there, eight, Monday.”

After Mark pocketed his phone, Dani looked at me, “Hon, you heard what she said… love scenes… nudity… with Alan Ryder! I can’t… can I?”


Chapter 15

Mark was looking inquisitive, he had no idea what Dani was talking about, why that name, Alan Ryder, had affected her like it had. I tried to explain, “I told you we were on our way home from visiting one of Dani’s high school friends in my dream… well, it was more than that, a lot more. The friend’s name was Alan Ryder… and it was a very, guess you could say… intimate visit… for a week… in my dream, he and Dani had been high school lovers… just reunited… with pretty, umm… explosive results.” I went on, “Last night… we were recreating her first night in Tampa… a night with Alan Ryder, not me, including the after-dinner activities.” I was trying to avoid coming right out and saying that Dani had fucked Alan Ryder, but from his expression, Mark had gotten the point.

“And it was only the first night of an entire week,” I added. Dani’s white face had been replaced with red. “They weren’t lovers, though, not for real, only in the dream world my unconscious mind created, but Dani told me since then that she had a major crush on him in school, he’d even been her escort when she was named homecoming queen and her crush has never gone away, she still fantasizes…” I couldn’t believe that I was telling all this to a perfect stranger, except it seemed like we’d been forever friends.

“I remember him, wide receiver, Tampa Bay Bucs, I watch football, too. So, now… I see the dilemma,” Mark started.

“I just don’t know if I can, I’m scared,” Dani said, looking at me, a look of near panic on her face, “it’d be with Alan Ryder for God’s sake!”

“Hon, this all hit you too fast this morning, you can call her back and cancel if you want, but I think we should plan to change our flight to today, you sleep on it until tomorrow and if you’re sure, you can call her back to cancel. But you said a minute ago you want to do this, I think it being with him could be fun for you. We can fly down and if nothing else, get a little vacation out of it.”

She looked across the table at Mark, “I’m sorry Mark, we haven’t been very good tablemates this morning, this is so scary.”

“Nonsense, I’ve enjoyed this little drama immensely, and I know I don’t know you well, but I do think you should do this, how many have an opportunity like this? And from what I’ve understood about your husband’s dreams, it seems very likely that this part will be yours for the asking.”

“Exactly, thank you for putting it into words,” I told him, “Hon, you can do this, don’t let an over thirty-year-old thing stop you from taking an opportunity like this.”

Dani smiled, looking more at ease already, “Guess we better call the airline about those tickets, huh,” she said.

“Which airline is it?” Mark asked. I told him it was Delta and he found the number on his phone, giving it to me.

I called and they were very helpful, changing to the only available flight back to Pasco, through Portland,  leaving at two-fifteen that afternoon, only a few hours away.

“Guess we better get packed and checked out of our room so we don’t have to pay for another night,” I suggested, “what are we going to do with our things, though?” I wondered, “we don’t even have a car.”

“You’d be welcome to bring everything to my room, if you’d like,” Mark said, “and I have a rental car, be happy to take you to the airport later.”

Dani smiled at him, “Thank you, Mark, but you don’t have to go to that trouble, you barely know us.”

“Like I said last night, it’d be my pleasure… helping a beautiful damsel in distress is one of my favorite pastimes – not that I’ve been able to do it much, lately,” he said with a smile.

We finally managed to eat our breakfast, getting some hot food after ours had gotten cold, thank you to the buffet. It was unbelievable how our future may have changed in the course of a single breakfast. Afterward, the three of us returned to our room, Dani and I packed our things, and we followed Mark to his room, me pushing the cart carrying our luggage.

“What are your plans until your flight?” he asked, “you are still in Little Sin City for another few hours, you know.”

I shrugged, my weekend plans had pretty much concentrated on the night before, not beyond. “I know what I’d like to do today… if I can get my husband out of his comfort zone,” Dani said.

That statement had me instantly nervous, “What?” I asked her, very apprehensively.

“Remember the Ultimate Rush, the swing?” she asked, “where we took the kids, and you wouldn’t go on it with me?”

My face must have turned white, hell yeah, I remembered that monstrosity! A pair of 200-foot towers, one with a giant swing attached, the other to pull the victims 180 feet in the air and drop them. “No!” I told her, “I can’t do that!” Hell, I’d have rather she said she wanted to spend the rest of the day in bed with Mark, which gave me a thought, “Maybe Mark would go on it with you.”

He laughed, “No, I don’t have a death wish, either. I’ve seen that thing. These feet stay on the ground.”

Dani looked at me with her baby eyes, “Hon,” she started, “you think I wasn’t scared last night? But I wore your dress, didn’t I? And this movie thing, you know how terrified I am?”

Ahh shit! My heart was suddenly pounding like it had last night, maybe worse, “But you enjoyed last night, didn’t you? Big difference.”

She agreed, “I did, but that didn’t make it any less terrifying, especially at the beginning, same with this, you’ll enjoy it.”

I shook my head, no way in hell, but… “I’ll… try,” I told her, absolutely petrified. And then had a thought, maybe one that might save my life, “We don’t have a car, though, how do we get there?” The thought that taxis exist, Ubers exist didn’t even cross my mind.

“Like I said, I have a car, happy to take you,” Mark said.

I glared at the asswipe! Mark just chuckled. “Thank you,” Dani told him, “we’ll accept,” kissing him on the cheek, leaving a smudge of her ‘Rose Petal Peach’ lipstick. Seeing that lipstick on his cheek reminded me of our night before, role-playing with him as Dani’s fantasy lover… and how I’d felt when I watched her dancing, his arms around her. My body did a shudder at the thought and how he’d suddenly become so entwined in our lives.

We checked out of our room, then I let Dani ride in front with Mark in his rental Lexus, noticing how her skirt rode up her legs as she sat. My fear of the swing was, at least temporarily, forgotten.

Forgotten until Mark pulled into the parking lot of the Grand Sierra, those two-hundred-foot towers looming alongside the building. The terror came rushing back. I do NOT like heights! I remember the time we went to a family reunion near Coos Bay, Oregon, and explored a pair of nearby waterfalls, Golden and Silver Falls. The trail to Golden Falls traversed about a four-foot-wide ledge cut into a vertical bluff, probably fifty feet above the creek below. Dani, Jon, and Jodi loved it, crawling to the edge, peering down to the creek. I was terrified, hugging the rock bluff. And that trail was fifty feet above the creek, four feet wide. This fucking swing was four times that! With no four-foot-wide trail, either, nothing but friggin’ air below.

“If I do this,” I told Dani, “you’re going to that audition! No backing out.”

She laughed, “I think last night was payment enough for one little joyride,” she said.

“Nuh-uh, you agree to the audition here and now, no taking it back, or we get back in Mark’s car.”

She sighed, “Fine,” she finally said, “the audition is on, I won’t back out, promise.”

Crap! I was almost hoping she’d renege and let me off the hook. “No matter what,” I told her.

She rolled her eyes, “Well, kinda hard to say that, I mean the plane could crash or some such thing, but short of some such disaster, yes, no matter what.”

I looked again at that swing, two people were currently being pulled up on the tower in the back, disappearing into the clouds. I held my breath, waiting, trying to imagine what it might be like looking straight down with absolutely nothing underneath except the ground far, far below. Sheeit, I thought, I can’t do this, no way in hell! I’ve been scared before, but not like this, this was pure terror! And I hadn’t even left the ground yet, hadn’t even bought the fuckin’ tickets yet.

There had to be something… something I could bargain with my wife, to make her see how crazy this was.

“Come on,” my wife told us, “Let’s get our tickets.”

I followed her into the office, maybe our credit card would be declined, fucking anything! Mark followed as well.

“You sure you don’t want to do this,” I asked him hopefully when we were at the counter.

“No, this is all yours, I told you, my feet stay right here on the ground.”

“We can set it up for three,” the girl behind the counter said.

“Think I’ll wait in the car,” Mark said, starting toward the door.

“I’ll make it worthwhile for you,” Dani said, just before he got to the door.

He stopped, turning around, “What did you say?”

I looked at Dani, what the hell? I’m sure she saw the look on my face.

She brushed her hair behind her ear, “Do you think you could do it for a kiss?” she asked, “a very nice kiss?” giving him that ‘look’, so fuckin’ full of promise, that a woman does when she wants something from a man, really, really bad and knows damn well what she can bargain with. Gawd!

I paid the girl for three swing tickets, seventy-five dollars, we all had to sign a liability waiver, then we went out on the deck to watch and await our turn to die. While we waited a guy met us and began fitting each of us into a harness contraption, then said he’d be back when it was our turn.

My heart was pounding a mile a minute, almost as hard as last night, legs shaking to the point I could barely stand. Mark looked every bit as scared as I was. Dani? Hell, she just looked excited, not a fear in the world. Must be nice!

What are you supposed to say right before you die? Especially, when you do it on purpose, for ‘fun’?

Nah, I knew we wouldn’t die, or at least didn’t anticipate it (however, that waiver we’d just signed seemed to raise the possibility) but I was still petrified. I think I’ve mentioned that heights and I are not the best of friends. This swing thing had not been on my bucket list, a fuckin’ long damn ways from it! But there are some things you just do for your wife, like it or not.

The couple of kids in front of us managed to walk away, with no apparent damage, which was at least somewhat reassuring. They were chattering and giggling when they walked past us, “So much fun!” the boy yelled at us old people.

Like the guy said he would, he was back, leading us to the little platform centered under the pair of steel posts of the swing. I held one of Dani’s hands and Mark the other, Dani reassuring me, at least, that I could do this. We stepped up onto the platform and it raised about six feet, letting him clip the cable to the back of our harnesses, then another cable from the winch on the other tower. When he was ready, he pushed a button, and the platform lowered, leaving the three of us prone, face down, ready to splat, head-first into the ground.

Dani’s hand must have been hurting as tightly as I gripped it, “Better be a VERY nice kiss,” Mark squeaked out. He sounded even more petrified than me, if that was possible.

Dani looked at him, “I’m sooo looking forward to this!” she said.

What the hell have we gotten into? And I wasn’t thinking of the swing. I wasn’t so sure she was, either, that ‘kiss’.

And then we started being pulled and I WAS thinking about the swing. Nothing else!

The ground slowly got smaller and my panic grew exponentially. “Really, really nice kiss!” Mark reiterated from Dani’s other side. It was probably a minute or two of pure terror as that thing dragged us higher and higher, looking straight down at absolutely nothing under us except the receding ground. I was rapidly reassessing my thoughts about the likelihood of dying. It was seeming pretty damned inevitable once we’d reached the top and were dangling there, upside down, looking straight down a thousand feet or so.

“You ready?” Dani shouted.

“NO!” Mark and I yelled back, our terror-ridden voices perfectly synchronized.

Even Dani screamed when she pulled that lever! Those first few seconds were no doubt the most terrifying seconds of my forty-eight years! But God, it was exhilarating, swinging that big arc toward the ground, then far beyond. Reaching the top of the arc, we began the long swing backward. Feeling the rush of air, the thought quickly went through my mind, what the hell was happening with Dani’s skirt?  What kind of view was she giving anyone watching? No way I could see, though, and the thought was quickly displaced by the sheer excitement of the swing. I felt like Superman flying through the air.

We swung back and forth for what seemed like forever, and when we finally stopped the swing guy asked if we’d like to go again, only ten bucks each for the second ride since we’re already harnessed and ready to go. Hell yeah! I thought, that was fuckin’ fun! I had no idea what Mark might have thought about it, he was quiet, but Dani voiced it, “Yes,” she said, excited as hell.

So the guy reattached the winch cable and it dragged us back into the air. This time I told Dani I wanted to pull the release. I’m not gonna say it was better than Dani and I fucking the night before… nothing could be better than that, but it was pretty damned awesome.

When we were done and out of the harness, walking back to Mark’s car, I had a little better perspective of how Dani might have felt last night, the initial terror turning into exhilaration.

We needed to head to the airport soon so went back up to Mark’s room to retrieve our luggage. Once inside, Dani stepped over to Mark, “I believe I have a debt to pay,” she said, scooting closer to him and tickling the front of his shirt with her fingers.

“Dani,” he said, “you don’t have to do this, I never expected…”

“Mark, shut up and kiss me, I said that because it’s what I wanted to do… and it was a good excuse. Besides,” she said, looking up into his eyes, “I pay my debts,” moving her lips closer and closer, seductively licking her bottom lip.

Dani, my wife, stood before Mark, stretching up on her toes, hands on his shoulders, her skirt riding higher on her hips, her braless chest against his, and closed the inches, gently pressing her lips to his.

It took a moment, a very short moment until Mark began to return Dani’s kiss, his arms going around her and hers around his neck. That jealous terror I’d felt watching his hands on Dani last night came rushing back with a vengeance. Yeah, my dick swelled, my breath quickened, and I clenched my fists watching my wife and this man… the first man she’s even looked at crosswise since we married, far as I knew, anyway.

Dani let out a little moan, their lips locked together, mouths open to allow exploring tongues, eyes closed. Mark pulled her body tight to him, Dani ground her pelvis against his, her arms tight around his neck.

I don’t know how long it went on, I was barely able to stay seated on the bed, desperately wanting to break it up as I had the dance the night before. Those few minutes from last night seemed an eternity ago with what we’d learned and had happened in the less than twenty-four hours since, but the fear I’d felt was fresh in my mind and repeating itself times ten.

Dani’s moans were steady, and she took one of her hands, finding one of his, encouraging it under the bottom of her blouse on the bare skin of her waist under her blouse. A second later, I realized what she was doing, encouraging his hand up under her blouse. I could barely breathe, my mind slowly comprehending his finger’s destination. Dani’s eyes were closed, their lips mashed together, the bulge of Mark’s fingers under her blouse slowly working themselves higher, the bulge in his pants unmistakable, pressing against Dani.

Until… until, Mark’s hand wrapped around Dani’s bare breast, her letting out a loud moan, muffled by Mark’s mouth on hers.

My breathing stopped, panic enveloping my being. I couldn’t move, feeling welded to the bed. Mark’s hand was fondling Dani’s breast, rolling her nipple, Dani clutching at the back of his neck, their lips never separating, strangled, feminine moans coming from her mouth.

I was panicky, completely frozen, barely breathing… and my dick so fucking hard! I wasn’t even thinking about where this might end… when Dani pulled her mouth away, “Mark… no… we can’t. I’m… sorry!”

She backed away, Mark’s hand retreating from underneath her blouse, his breath ragged, “I think your debt’s paid… plus interest,” he said.

Dani sat down on the bed beside me, still breathing hard,  her skirt’s hemline high on her hips, she leaned into me, and kissed me for a very passionate minute or two, and then… “We have to get to the airport,” she said, then looked toward Mark, “Mark, go home, find a woman to love, it’s time… Jan would want you to,” she said, so quietly I could barely hear her, “she’s out there… looking for you, too.”

Thirty minutes later, we were arriving at Reno-Tahoe International Airport. Mark drove us to the dropoff-pickup parking, and I got out the back door. Again, Dani had ridden in the front seat of the Lexus. I opened her door and waited. Dani leaned over, kissing Mark on the cheek, “Invite us to your wedding, Mark, it’s time to let go.” He wiped a tear from his cheek, “That’s it, Mark, one last cry for Jan… then go home and rebuild your life.”

“Thank you,” he said, “for everything.”

Dani climbed out, and Mark popped the trunk to let us get our bags. I pulled them out, then went to his window and shook his hand, “Thanks, Mark, you made our trip special, do what Dani says, you deserve someone.” There were still remnants of tears on his cheeks.

He smiled, “I’ll try… and thank you both!”

As he rolled his window up, I told him, “We’ll be in touch, let you know about Dani’s audition.” Funny how I didn’t feel any ill will toward him for what he and Dani had done.  I’m guessing that had anything even remotely like that happened before my dream with Alan Ryder and Dani, that I’d have come completely unglued at both the guy and Dani.

As he drove away, leaving Dani and me standing on the walkway, I told her, “I think you changed someone’s life today.”

“Hope so,” she answered and we headed inside to our check-in.

On our flight home, after we’d taken off, I told Dani, “Hon, that promise you made me about the audition, it’s up to you, I’m not holding you to anything.”

“No way,” she answered, “I made a deal and I’m keeping it, going to that audition, even as much as it scares me.” She turned to look at me, “I pay my debts,” she said, with a big smile.

I chuckled, “Seems you enjoyed paying off your other debt.”

She let out a sigh, I watched as she smiled, closing her eyes, and leaning her head back against the seat, “You have no idea,” she said, “the man can kiss!”

“And grope, too,” I added.

“Mmhmm, that too,” Dani agreed, her smile widening.

Was it just my imagination or did her braless nipples seem to poke out just a little more under her blouse?


Chapter 16

As soon as we reached home, Dani was on her laptop looking for flights to Tampa, Florida. I know I’d wondered about that part of my dream, Amanda and the movie, but never in my wildest imagination did I think we’d actually be flying to Tampa for Dani to audition to be the lead actress in a major movie, for God’s sake! With fucking Alan Ryder as her leading man. Somehow, my dreams had skipped right past that part!

“It’s a long flight there,” Dani said, showing me a group of itineraries on her computer. It looked like the best would be leaving a little after eight in the morning, a two-hour layover in Salt Lake City, then arriving in Tampa at almost ten that night. The three-hour time difference didn’t help, either.

“You’re sure you want to do this?” I asked her again, before she purchased the tickets.’

“What, do you not want me to now?”

“No, not at all, I just want you to be sure,” I told her. “I want you to do it because you want to, not for me.”

“Thank you, I did a lot of thinking on it on the flight home yesterday, and yes, I do, I’m excited about it, like a dream come true that I didn’t even know was .” She giggled, “Does that even make sense?”

“I’m just a little worried about my teaching, but I’ll cross that bridge if it ever comes.”

“Okay, you better get those tickets while you can.” The site showed there were only two seats left on the plane. She entered her credit card information, and a moment later we had two airline tickets to Tampa, Florida, leaving early Sunday morning, arriving late in the evening.

We emptied our suitcases and repacked for much warmer weather, not that it had been cool in Reno, but Tampa, Florida, is much warmer.

Then Dani called Jenny, her best friend in the world, on her laptop, facetime, telling her what I’d told her about Amanda, the movie, and that she was going to Tampa to audition ‘for a real live movie!’ as she put it. The two squealed their excitement, laughed, and chatted for the next twenty minutes. I noticed she didn’t tell Jenny about the part of my dream I’d inadvertently revealed Friday night about her.

Later that night, in bed, me laying flat on my back, Dani moaning with my cock buried deep up inside her, her hands on my chest, rocking back and forth, eyes closed, I asked her, “You’re thinking of him, aren’t you… wondering what he might have felt like… or maybe that audition, if it’ll be a sex scene… with him?”

“Mmm, maybe… guess you’ll never know, will you…? but ohh, this feels sooo good.”

And then she started to fuck me in earnest, like she meant it! And God, that image of Mark’s hand on Dani’s tit…!

The next day was long, very long! We were at the airport at seven, the plane departed at eight-fifteen, and we got into Tampa at ten-fifteen that night. Dani and I have never been on that long a flight. Matter of fact, that flight to Reno and back was our first of any kind, other than in my coma, and that hardly counted. We drove when we wanted to go somewhere, including that previous trip to Reno in 2002. So, it was a totally new experience, exciting but tiring as hell. We were too damned tired to even make love in the hotel Sunday night.

After we landed in Tampa, we saw the guy Amanda had told us would be there at the gate holding a sign saying ‘Daniella’. We went up to him, introducing ourselves and he said he was driving us to our hotel.

Dani texted Amanda after we got to our room, and she answered back, reaffirming that she’d be there at eight, also suggesting that I not come along as it might be a distraction. That was a little disappointing as I’d have loved to watch, but I did understand.

Dani tried to sleep that night but was too nervous, keyed up, wondering what the next day might bring. She woke me up a couple times, needing to talk about it.  She was scared about seeing Alan again after so long, I think partly afraid that he likely wouldn’t even remember her. And even worse if he did. And she didn’t even know if he’d be there at all. “How do they do auditions?” she asked me. How the hell would I know, not something I’m exactly an expert in.

I tried to reassure her but it was hard as I had no more idea what she should expect than she did. She was up at six, putting on makeup and getting dressed, a blouse and slacks, nothing sexy but very attractive, and we went down to the hotel’s continental breakfast at seven, which was quite good. Dani just nibbled at her food, though, too nervous to eat. I was nervous, too, but nothing like her, I think we both realized that this could be a major life-changing day for us.

About a quarter till eight, a sixtyish, slightly overweight woman came into the dining room and headed straight toward our table. “Daniella? Robert?” she asked.

Dani answered, “Yes, that’s us, you must be…”

“Amanda,” she said, pulling out a chair sitting down. “Long flight,” she said, then asked Dani “Are you ready for this?”

“No! I’m scared out of my mind!” Dani answered.

Amanda chuckled, “I think I’d be worried if you weren’t,” she said, “I’ll try to explain what’ll happen, maybe that’ll help.”

She hesitated, Dani gave her a feeble smile, “You’re just as pretty as the picture, they’ll love you, I’m sure,” she said, and then went on to explain, “the audition today will consist of two scenes, the director will be there to help you through them, it’ll be just like shooting the actual scenes in the movie, except for the clothes. It’ll give him a good idea of how you are at following his instructions, besides looking at your abilities. Each one will be about a ten-fifteen minute scene, that could take up to half the day to do, each, so the full day is scheduled.”

Dani’s hands were shaking, from her nervousness, I held her hand, listening to Amanda go on, “The first will be the one where the two of you realize you’ve fallen in love, a very intimate kiss with your costar, except there won’t be any disrobing like the real scene in the movie. You okay with that?”

Dani nodded, nervously, realizing that it’ll be with Alan Ryder… today!

“In the movie, it’s scripted that he takes your clothes off, you’ll both be nude for the actual kiss but not today… oh, and at some point, if all goes well, Carla will need to see your nude body. That’ll be private, just you and her.”

Dani smiled, a very nervous smile, I imagined what must be going through her mind. “The second will be from a scene much earlier in the movie, when your character finds out her husband has been killed. They won’t do that one first because it’ll be a very emotionally demanding scene, even the audition and would likely detract from the love scene.”

Amanda smiled at Dani, reassuringly, taking her other hand, the one I wasn’t holding, “I know you’re nervous, but try not to be. This director is very, very good with new, inexperienced talent, it’s the reason they hired him, he’ll work with you, and you’ll love him before the day’s over… And I’ll be there with you the whole time. Oh, and maybe I should say that if they have you back in the afternoon for the second scene, it’s a very good sign. They’ve only asked a couple girls back.”

She smiled at Dani, “But don’t worry about it, just do the best you can, if nothing else, it’ll be a fun experience… and you’ll get to smooch it up with Alan Ryder.” She smiled, “He’s a real heartthrob!”

She looked at me, “Any questions? I hope to have her back to you late this afternoon or early evening, and don’t worry about the hotel room, it’s paid for another night, and a third if you want to spend the day exploring Tampa before you go home.”

“You ready?” she asked Dani, taking her hand and helping her up.

“Love you,” I told Dani, giving her a thumbs up, “you’ve got this, Babe, they’ll love you!” giving her a big, confident smile.

Once Dani was gone, I sat back down, my nervousness finally starting to exert its ugly self. It was going to be a long day for me, too, waiting, wondering. Even if it went no further than this morning, Dani would be doing a love scene with Alan Ryder, a real ‘heartthrob’ according to Amanda. Guess he probably hasn’t gotten fat and saggy, chuckling to myself remembering how Dani and I had had that conversation in my dream world.

I brought my Kindle, a book by Tom Clancy that I’d downloaded on it, one I’ve wanted to read, ‘Without Remorse’. It appeared I’d have a lot of reading time, no way I was going anywhere.

I did explore the hotel a little, though, remembering what it had been like that weekend in my dream. It was the same horseshoe shape, the swim pool in the center courtyard, and from our room, the deck door overlooked Tampa Bay the same as in my dream. We’d been too tired to notice the night before, but looking out, I could imagine how it would look with all the lights. And I could get used to the luxury of our room, not the kind we’d ever been in before.

I got out my Kindle, made myself comfortable on the big king bed, and began to read. Except, I hadn’t taken into consideration how hard it is to read when you’re as nervous as I was, what was happening with Dani? God, I’d have loved to be there! What about that first meeting with Alan Ryder, would he recognize her? Rush madly into each other’s arms? Would knowing him disqualify her from the part? Gawd!

After half an hour, I put my Kindle down and closed my eyes, not realizing how tired I was. Before I knew it, I awoke, two hours later and began to read again. At least, by then, I was engrossed enough in the book to be able to read it without stopping every sentence, wondering about Dani.

At noon, I got a text, ‘lunch, coming back this afternoon.’ No clue on how it’d gone with Alan, but I realized, they’d asked her back for the second scene.

I went down to the hotel’s restaurant for lunch, then back to our room, read some more, dozed off for a while again, and finally decided to go for a swim. We hadn’t brought swimsuits, but I knew from my dream that the front desk had loaner suits, and sure enough, they did.

I floated on my back in the pool, chuckling, remembering the little trick I’d played on Dani in my dream, telling her the skimpy, little bikini was the only one her size when there had been several others, wondering if I could pull it off for real.

I noticed the clock on the wall, five-thirty, so figured I’d better get back to the room, since I had no idea when Dani might get back. I wrapped myself in a towel, then hurried down the hall to the elevator. Twenty minutes later, I was dressed again, reading my book, anxiously waiting.

My watch seemed to barely move, the nerves showing themselves again, more by the second it seemed. It was seven-eighteen when I heard the click of the door latch, then Dani entering the room, followed by Amanda, a smile on both their faces, “It went WONDERFULLY,” Amanda exclaimed, excitedly, “your wife has talent she had no idea of!”

Dani’s face blushed, turning a deep red, like she does when she’s majorly embarrassed. “No one has said anything, but I’m expecting a call any time. In the meantime, I’d love to take you both to dinner, I know a perfect place to celebrate a newfound star.”

Dani didn’t say too much at that moment, except, “The makeup girl’s name is April,” knowing the significance of that. It was ‘April’ that had first taken the dream-world Dani to the studio. “She was so nice… everyone was nice!” Dani said.

“Why don’t I leave you to get ready, I’ll be downstairs waiting for dinner,” Amanda suggested.

Dani gave her a hug, “Thank you!” she said, “we’ll hurry.”

I had so many questions, but they’d just have to wait. Dani quickly showered, I shaved and brushed my teeth, then Dani dressed in a pair of shorts and silk blouse, and we met Amanda downstairs in the hotel lobby.

“Before we go,” she said, “I’d like you to look over this talent contract, I feel almost certain they’ll offer you the part and you’re going to need representation. It’s a standard contract, obligating us to look out for your interests and negotiating on your behalf. Our fee is ten percent, which is standard.”

She spat all this out in a few seconds, and handed Dani a manila envelope, I presumed containing a copy of the contract.

“You can look it over later and email me your authorization or we can go over it tonight.”

I heard this spiel before, in my dream, I knew what was in it, exactly what she’d just described, “If you want, Dani, you can sign it now, it’s exactly what was in my dream.”

She looked at me, then at Amanda, “You have a pen?” she asked, “I trust my husband, if he says it’s okay, I’ll sign it.”

“Without reading?” Amanda asked, acting rather taken aback.

I nodded, “In my dream, you signed her to a contract, then with Winsome Cosmetics as their non-exclusive spokeswoman, you were excited about it because you knew she’d be perfect for the part in this movie. You’d even scheduled an audition for her, it would have been the first week of April.”

Amanda looked at me like she’d seen a ghost, “Winsome Cosmetics? They’re looking for someone for their advertising campaign for their new line of cosmetics. How could you have known that?”

I laughed, “Amanda, Dani and I have asked that exact question probably a hundred times or more since I awoke from that coma. We’ve given up, there is no explanation, it just is what it is. Whatever went on in my head during the months of that coma is an unsolvable mystery. How could I have known your phone number? About this movie?  Or that Dani would be perfect for this part? Even that you existed, for God’s sake?”

She got the contract out of the envelope, handed it to Dani along with a pen, and Dani signed it. “There, now can we go to dinner and not worry about it?” Dani asked.

Amanda just shook her head, “Your story is absolutely unbelievable!” she said. “The studio will love it… the publicity!”

Dani and I both laughed, looking at each other, and said in unison, “Tell us about it!”

“There’s still probably about a thousand things I haven’t even gotten around to telling Dani yet, too,” I said, “it’s all there, like it’s written in a book, just waiting to be read.”

She took us to the Tampa Waterfront, the Pirate Water Taxi. “Let me guess,” I told Amanda, “we’re going to Jackson’s Bistro Bar?”

Again, she looked at me like I was a freak of nature, maybe I was. “You’ve been here before?” she asked,

“Only in my dream, we’ve never been to Florida before this, never even talked about it. Jackson’s is where Dani and I had a dinner in my dream.” I wasn’t about to tell her about Dani’s interaction with Alan Ryder. I could have described Jackson’s in minute detail to her, too.

“I have a feeling I’m going to be asking how you knew quite frequently, aren’t I?” she said.,

Dani and I laughed once again.

We were in the water taxi when Amanda’s phone rang. She answered it, turning away from us. About all we heard was, “Okay, I’ll tell her,” in a rather dejected sounding voice.


Chapter 17

Tuesday morning, March 24, 2020

"I think it goes without saying that we loved your scenes," Carla, told Dani the next morning, "or we wouldn't be here." Dani, Amanda Browning, and I were sitting in a large office at a studio in downtown Tampa with several of the movie executives: Carla, the casting director; Anthony, the director; Kathleen, the executive producer, and several others. Each introduced themselves but those were the only names I remember. Name remembering is not my strong point, I'm pretty proud to remember those three.

.

"Tell us about this dream your husband had," one of the women who'd introduced herself as a publicist asked Dani.

Dani took a deep breath, she was so damned nervous, her hands, one of them gripping mine, were shaking, "Last October he had an accident, slipping in the bathroom and hitting his head..."

She went on the next ten-fifteen minutes relaying the anguish, the doctor's prognosis, and how I'd finally awakened four months later. Everyone in the room sat quietly, just listening. She finished with, "It was the most horrible four months of my life!" squeezing my hand when she finished. She followed that with, "I'll let my husband tell you about his dreams during those four months," she said.

I sat at that big round table, all these high-powered movie executives looking at me, I had no idea how detailed to get, do I even mention Alan Ryder's name?

~~~~~    

The night before

We were on the water taxi on the way to dinner when Amanda's phone rang. She'd talked for a few minutes, sounding depressed, then clicked off her phone and turned back toward Dani and me with a serious frown on her face, 'What the hell?' I thought, she'd sounded so confident earlier. Dani looked stricken, her face going white, "What?" she finally asked.

Amanda took a deep breath, giving Dani the bad news, "That was Carla, the casting director," she hesitated what seemed like forever, Dani and I both holding our breath, "She asked me to tell you..."

"That they'd like to see you tomorrow at nine," breaking out in a huge grin, "She didn't outright say it, but they want you for that part, I know! They wouldn't be asking for you again, otherwise."

Dani jumped up, throwing herself around Amanda, then me, almost tipping the boat.

"We have something to celebrate tonight!" Amanda finally said, her excitement coming through in spades.

A few minutes later, we were sitting at a table outside Jackson's Bistro and Bar. How does someone who had never been here before or never looked it up on the internet know what it looks like? That it even exists? How did I know there was such a thing as a Pirate Water Taxi? How the FUCK did I know any of this shit? Funny thing was that I didn't know anything past that night of Dani's party where Betty told me to open my eyes.

The only reason I knew that Dani would get that movie part is that Amanda had been so certain about it in my dream. Even the fact that there was a real-life Amanda, just like in my dream. Hell, she even looked like I remembered, except that I'd had no clue that Alan Ryder was going to be the costar in that movie, no idea about the movie beyond the little bit Amanda had told me.

I ached to ask Dani about him but didn't know yet what Amanda knew.

There wasn't long to wait, as soon as we sat, Amanda told Dani, "I was amazed that you and Alan knew each other. You really went to school together?"

Dani nodded, "He hardly knew I existed, though, except for being my escort homecoming night, he probably hadn't said ten words to me other than that night."

Amanda laughed, "Sure didn't seem that way, the way he greeted you, I thought you might have been old lovers or something."

Dani blushed, glancing at me, "It was just the surprise," she told Amanda, "after so long. Almost our only interaction was that he was my escort at the homecoming game and dance our senior year, nothing more... oh, and he was at a New Year's Eve party that I was at, but he was with his girlfriend."

I noticed she forgot to mention the crush she'd had on him back in school and all those years after.

"Well, whatever, but the producers loved the instant chemistry between the two of you," she said.

~~~~~    

Later that night, in bed, Dani's body was on fire. "That kiss..." she started to say as she ground her pussy down on me, "it was like... oh God!"

I couldn't take it, rolling us over so that I could fuck my wife. I pushed Dani's legs up on my shoulders and plunged inside her, once... twice... three times. Then, breathing hard I hesitated inside her, Dani whimpering, "Like... what?" I asked her. I remembered my dream, that first time in our hotel room, this very hotel, one story below where we were, 'I've dreamed of this for years,' were Alan Ryder's words as he'd kissed my wife that night in my dream.

Dani groaned, "Fuck me!" she demanded.

My cock was aching to do exactly that, yet... I'd asked her, "What was it like, his kiss," before we'd climbed in bed, right after our soul-searing kiss. She'd slowly taken off her clothes, slipped her bra off, and her thong down her long, sexy legs, and given me that sexy 'come-hither' look as she'd climbed on the bed.

"No... not until you tell me, like... what?" I repeated, giving her short, hard jabs, pressing her head against the headboard.

"Like what?" I asked her again more forcefully when she didn't answer.

She let out another whimper, "His lips... so soft and sultry... it was like... bringing back the memory... what I'd wanted him to do that New Year's Eve... like that high school girl with a giant crush on the boy she knew she couldn't have... except he's a man now, not the boy he was then. The power in him, I could feel his strength... and even more handsome," whimpering, her breath panting between virtually every word, "I could tell... he was as turned on as I was. That made it so much... more!" she exclaimed. "I was just aching to be touched, his hands... his mouth... everywhere... wanting so much more."

I groaned, thinking about Dani's kiss I'd witnessed with Mark just two days earlier, and how much more Alan Ryder had affected her. I should have been jealous, infuriated, I knew. But Dani wasn't telling me anything that I didn't already know... and was secretly hoping for. I knew, from my dream, she was mine, no matter what, and I was just plain, fucking turned on! "And you're going to be kissing him naked... on camera... aren't you?"

Dani screamed, her pussy squeezing the cum from my cock, my orgasm exploding inside her, both our bodies shuddering together.

"Aren't you?" I asked again after we'd collapsed on the hotel's bed and regained enough strength to talk.

She groaned, obviously thinking about that very thing, being naked with her wannabe lover that she'd fantasized over, unknown to me, for so long.

"Dani?"

She was trembling beside me, "Yes..." she finally said, and I rolled over kissing her, cupping her naked breast, pinching a nipple like I could envision Alan Ryder doing to her.

A few minutes later I was inside her again.

~~~~~    

I tried to answer the question, took a deep breath, probably more nervous than I'd ever been in my life. I knew we were here because of Dani, not me, and what I had to say wouldn't make a whit of difference in whether or not she got this gig, but still...

"It's a really long story..." I knew I could go on forever but was sure they had no idea the dream involved Alan Ryder, "We were visiting one of Dani's high school friends here in Tampa, he introduced us to a woman named April, a friend of his, the makeup artist at a big studio..."

They looked around at each other, a surprised look on their faces. Dani said the makeup person who'd worked with her yesterday was named April. "She took Dani to the studio a day that a model didn't show up and... " I went on, explaining how Dani sat in for an advertisement for Winsome Naturals Cosmetics, how well it'd been received, and that April had sent her to Amanda Browning, who'd signed her to a contract and told her about this movie to audition for.

By the time I finished, they were all asking the same question that had been asked so many times, how had I known?

I shrugged, "I have no idea, Dani and I have asked ourselves that dozens of times since. There are so many things that I couldn't possibly have known."

The publicity woman, I have no idea her name, said, "We can use that, that publicity will get us tens of thousands of curious moviegoers." Then she looked directly at me, "I'd love to spend time with you, explore that dream, how it all came about, I want every detail."

Every detail? Damn, I wasn't ready for that! I nodded to her, "Okay," I said, "it'll take a while, though, there's a lot... I think I could write a thousand-page book."

"You might someday," she said, looking around the room, "It might even make a good movie," she added.

I shuddered at that thought, that would be an XX-rated movie!

"Okay, Daniella, or do you prefer to go by Dani?" Anthony, the director, asked.

"Well, my friends all call me Dani," she said, "but either is fine."

"I hope we'll be friends then, Dani it is. You know there's some nudity in the script, don't you?"

Dani looked at me, nodded, "Yes," she said.

"And you're okay with that? There will be options if you're not, your agent can go over those with you, Amanda's well aware."

"I'm... I'm fine with it... I think, depending..."

She was getting smiles all around, "Be great if you were, but Amanda will go over it with you." Then, he asked, "Do you ride?"

Dani looked confused, "Ride?" she asked.

"Horseback, the movie's set on a ranch in Montana, your character is a retired barrel racer, married to a rancher. Matter of fact, that's how the two of you met. So being able to ride like you were born on a horse is going to be critical... so the question, can you do that?"

"I... guess so... think so, anyway, my grandparents had a farm, I had a horse till I was eighteen, rode a lot back then, but not since... kind of like riding a bike, I don't think you ever forget."

"Well, that's more than Alan has, he's the ranch foreman. We've already planned on riding lessons for him, you can take them, too, you both'll learn to work cattle, too, like you'd been all your lives. We can use a body double for the barrel scenes, they're too dangerous, but you'd need to do the final sprints so we can get the closeup of your face. Alan won't have any scenes quite like that, but he'll be working he just needs to be comfortable on the horses and be able to work the cattle."

There was quiet for a few minutes, like silent communication between the people. Finally, Kathleen, the producer spoke, "We're prepared to offer you the part, we can go over the details and finances with Amanda if you're sure you want it. We know it's going to make a major impact on your life, filming probably three or four months starting in May, you'll need to plan for at least going through the end of August. So... you want the part?"

Dani looked at me, squeezed my hand, I know we expected it, but hearing the words was so different than just 'knowing'.

"And then there'll be publicity tours for you and your husband since he's such a part of why you're here," she added, "there'll be TV talk shows, the late-night shows, when the word gets out how you got this part, everyone's going to want you," she smiled, "and we're going to be sure that everyone gets the word, too. Will you be okay with that?"

I felt Dani's body shivering, no matter what we might have expected, this was fucking unbelievable! It would also preclude her teaching, at least this coming year.

"Who's going to play the part of the rancher husband?" Dani asked.

"That's going to be the one part played by a known actor, we think we have him but can't say yet until he signs a contract. But yes, you'll have a love scene with him, too, to show the depth of love between your characters, although it's not planned to be nude."

She looked at me, knowing what I thought, but this needed to be her decision, not mine. She looked back toward Kathleen, "Yes," she said, "I want the part."

Grins all around, "Wonderful," Kathleen said, "We'll finalize a contract with Amanda. You'll stay in town the next couple of days?" she asked.

Dani and I both nodded, "We can stay however long it takes," she said.

"And we'd like you at the ranch in Montana next Monday for those riding lessons," Anthony said, "we'll have an acting coach there, too, just for pointers, since neither of you has acted before."

Dani squeezed my hand again, this was going so fast. Three days ago, she had no idea of any of this, today she was the star of a major movie, and six days from now, that new career would start... with the man who'd just turned her on so much with one kiss.

Everyone got up to leave, it was a happy group that shook Dani's and my hands, lots of 'welcome aboard', and so on, before filing out of the room. Amanda hugged Dani and whispered to her to wait a bit.

"Let's go somewhere, get a coffee or something, we can talk about your contract proposal," she suggested, once we were alone.

She led us to a Starbucks three blocks down the street from the studio. Neither Dani nor I especially like coffee, but they have ice tea as well, very good ice tea as a matter of fact, to our pleasant surprise.

"I'm making an assumption here that you probably don't have any clue what a contract like this should entail, am I right?" Amanda asked.

Dani and I led normal lives, me a small store owner and Dani a teacher, we both shrugged, This whole thing was totally foreign to both of us. Dani answered with a little laugh, "I think that would be safe enough to assume," she told Amanda.

Amanda smiled, "I'll deal with it, you don't have to worry. I'll call Kathleen and set up a meeting with her this afternoon, perhaps we can have dinner again this evening, I'd expect to have an agreement by then."

I couldn't stand not asking, "What... kind of numbers would you be expecting?" I asked her.

She smiled again, "I don't want to speculate, but I'm sure you'll both be pleased."

We spent the next hour-plus talking about little details of ourselves, our family, my store... wanting to open another. I told her that the 'high school friend' we'd visited in my dream was none other than Alan Ryder but didn't get into any of the 'intimate' details.

She smiled at that, "I suspected that was the case," she said. "You'll want to be completely up-front with Janet, she'll help you with your narrative for the talk shows."

"Janet?" Dani asked.

"Oh, I forgot, you don't know names yet, do you, Janet's the publicist."

Finally, Amanda concluded our little impromptu 'coffee', "I have some prep to do for this afternoon," she said, "Go out, enjoy Tampa this afternoon, it's a beautiful city," she said, before adding, a smile on her face, "and I don't think you'll need to worry too much about spending money."

I had a thought, "Is there a mall named the Westshore Plaza in Tampa?" I asked Amanda. It's the name of the mall that Alan took Dani to that first weekend.

She acted pleased, "It's a beautiful mall, I love it," she said.

Another 'how the hell did I know?' The strangest thing of that was that those couple of days that Dani spent alone with Alan after I'd flown home, I'd seen through her eyes. Everything else, I'd been there, seen and experienced myself, but that weekend had been different, all through Dani's eyes and thoughts. It brought a shudder through me, remembering how Alan Ryder had treated her that night: the strait-jacket leotard; the leather collar and harness attached to her ankles; how he'd taken her out that night; Jerry, Alan's friend, fucking her... and then the trip to the sex store. I hadn't told Dani about any of that, either, there was still so much I hadn't told her, like probably ninety-five percent of what she'd done with Alan.

The strip club, how was I going to tell Dani that she'd been a stripper with a beautiful blonde, 'Onna', as she'd pronounced her name? And how the hell would that one ever come true? God, I'd love to see that for real!


Chapter 18

One of the first mornings Dani and I were in Tampa over spring vacation in my dream, Alan showed me the video he'd recorded that night in his bedroom, when she'd been in that stretchy strait-jacket-type leotard and harness. All the rest of Dani's couple days of that first weekend I'd seen through her feelings and thoughts.

Until that minute, just about to go to that mall, I hadn't even realized what I was remembering then. Fucking weird! Except for the trip to the sex shop, I'd known that, it was the impetus for the sex shop that night in Reno, even if I hadn't realized it at the time.

I shuddered at what my mind was doing to me, almost afraid that I might go insane from the memories that were flooding my mind from that four-month-long dream.

I saw Amanda putting her phone away. I hadn't even realized she'd been on it, but she'd been texting someone during the time my memory was screwing around inside my head.

"Are we finished?" I asked, "I'd love to take Dani to that mall," except I realized we had no transportation. Amanda had picked us up that morning like she had Dani the morning before. They'd even picked us up at the airport so we didn't have a rental car, either.

"Just a couple minutes," Amanda said, "one of my assistants is bringing a car for you to use."

Minutes later, true to her word, a man came into the Starbucks and handed Amanda a key fob, who, in turn, handed it to Dani, "You two decide who drives, it's right outside, the Tesla, we have it for our out-of-town clients... see you at seven, your hotel," adding, with a smile, "and remember, don't worry too much about your spending habits... it may adjust quite a lot after today."

Forty minutes later, we were pulling into the mall's parking lot, or I should say, the car was. It's a miracle of modern technology. We'd gotten in, Dani behind the wheel, she pressed the 'start' button, and after a short, two-minute lesson from Amanda's helper, she pressed the button for the voice-activated navigation system, and said, "Go to the Westshore Plaza." From there, we sat back and let the car do its thing, taking us to our destination.

Actually, it wasn't fully self-driving like the ads say, Dani had to take the wheel a couple times, once for an unexpected detour for an accident, and the other when some jerkwad cut us off on the freeway. It might have managed both but instinctively, Dani took over. Other than those, though, it was perfect, and so quiet! Not a sound, ever.

The mall was beautiful, palm trees everywhere, even inside in little courtyards. I didn't remember those from my dream about the place. Dani found a knick-knack store where she bought some things for Jon and Jodi, and I told her I'd love for her to buy a leather skirt. She has a leather dress at home that she hasn't worn for... God, years, but she'd loved it until it seemed to shrink just enough to be uncomfortable.

I knew exactly what I had in mind but wanted to see what Dani might pick out. We found the leather loft, the same store she'd shopped in with Alan that day. Dani picked out several skirts from the racks, holding them to her, laughing about what the 'kids' wore these days. And then she found one she seemed to like, "Think this is too much?" she asked me, "or maybe too little is more appropriate," she added with a giggle, holding it to her waist, coming a little more than halfway down her thigh. "Feel how soft it is," she said. Ahh yeah, and that two-inch-wide laced gap up one side, too!

"No, I love it," I told her, it was the same red burgundy skirt that Alan Ryder had picked out for her in my dream, "get it," I told her.

When we left the mall, Dani was wearing the leather skirt, so tight and sexy over her hips; a black, silk blouse over a red lace bra; sheer, black stockings; and a gorgeous pair of fuck-me, red, Gianvito Rossi heels, all that we'd bought in various stores. I didn't coach, she picked them out, just as she'd picked out the same shoes in my dream world, only the colors were different. She complained about the prices, too, but I reminded her what Amanda had said about spending. It was time to ignore the 'frugal' in our lives, at least for one day.

You may have noticed I didn't say anything about the panties Dani was wearing. There's a reason for that... she'd foregone them completely. "They just don't look right under the skirt," she'd said. "Besides," she added, "I've gotten to like the fresh air on my damp pussy... and it makes me feel so sexy!" You think my dick wasn't standing at attention?

Oh yeah, there was some very pretty, jewelry as well, Black Hills gold earrings, a matching necklace and bracelet. We'd spent well over a thousand dollars on clothes and shoes and just weren't quite comfortable with another few thousand more for the jewelry that I'd have loved to buy her, but the Black Hills gold jewelry was beautiful, too. That can come after Dani has check in hand... and we know how big that check is.

None of it would be quite appropriate for teaching, which neither of us had any idea if she'd ever be doing again.

Dani looked... like a Goddess!

It was still early afternoon after we'd done our shopping and had a late lunch. During lunch, I had a hard time pulling my eyes away from my wife, she just looked so... I can't even think of a word. Beautiful, sexy, are the two most obvious, but those just seemed too inadequate, she was so much more than either. Heather Locklear came to mind.

We made the executive decision to spend our afternoon exploring the Riverwalk on the Hillsborough River. On the way there in the Tesla, I told Dani that she and I had gone there the first day we were in Tampa for Alan's new restaurant grand opening, that we could drive to it or park up the bay and take the Pirate Water Taxi. I explained that it had been a big part of my dream in Tampa, that Alan, she, and I had had dinner in the same restaurant as we'd had dinner in the night before with Amanda, that I'd known what it looked like, what was on the menu, all about the water taxi, and one other thing that I'd forgotten, Princess Ulele, "She saved a Spanish Soldier's life in the fifteen-hundreds, there's a statue of her in front of the Ulele Restaurant. And don't ask me how I know that, I have no fucking clue, except that I do!"

She laughed, "I've quit asking," she said.

Well, I hadn't quit asking myself that question. "But it reminded me of something... not sure exactly what the connection was, but it did, what's this about you and your grandparent's farm? Having a horse and all? You've never mentioned any of that to me."

She looked at me, "I don't know, guess it just never came up, her name was Taffy, a big palomino. I loved her. She could outwalk any horse in the county, I think, run forever, too. We had to give her to some friends when Gram and Gramps sold their farm, it was about the time I went away to college."

"Where was their farm? How come you never mentioned it?"

She shrugged, "Guess it just brought back too many memories, I was pretty depressed about them selling it... and then especially when they passed away so young not long after. Maybe we could drive out there sometime, it's about forty miles out of town, up toward Moses Lake. I think I'd like to do that, see what it's like now. I haven't gone back since it was sold."

I nodded, "We'll do that, I'd like that, too... and something else I just thought of, that I've been wanting to do, you remember that trunk you said was in your parent's attic, the one with a bunch of your old things in it? We were going to get it down but never have. Let's do it when we get home?" I wanted to see if some of those clothes I remembered might still be in it.

"Yeah," she said, "let's do that."

We were quiet the next several minutes while the Tesla drove us to the river, past our hotel, and parked in one of the big Water Taxi lots. "You sure you want to wear the heels?" I asked her, "there might be quite a bit of walking."

"Yes," she answered, "I love them, and I've never had high heels that were so comfortable."

Perfectly wonderful to me, they looked so good with that skirt and made her legs look sooo sexy.

I bought us two arm bracelets for the water taxi, we waited probably five minutes, and I helped Dani to carefully step aboard. It seemed so weird that this was all so familiar to me when we'd never been there before except that one time with Amanda last night.

I was really curious about that store where I'd bought the sexy dress for Dani, the one she wore to Alan's restaurant. I chuckled to myself remembering how she hadn't taken along any sexy clothes at all on that trip, not even anything very attractive, because she'd been afraid to tempt either him or herself into something that she knew they'd both want; how I'd unwittingly thwarted her good intentions with that dress, the perfume, and the sexy lingerie. Except I'd wanted her to seduce him, and God, how it'd worked!

We got off the taxi at the Riverwalk, a different stop than the night before for dinner at Jackson's. Talk about beautiful! Virtually everything was just perfect, flowers, greenery, palm trees, architectural shade structures, the beautiful river, colored brick walks. I could go on and on. Tampa clearly takes pride in the beauty of its city.

Our stop was very near the Hyde Park Village, which we discovered was a group of wonderful little shops. The one that caught Dani's eye as soon as she saw it was the Candle Pour. Dani loves scented candles, don't think I'd mentioned that before, but it seemed a pretty minor thing until she saw that shop where she discovered she could craft and pour her own candles.

We spent the next hour making candles, something that wouldn't have been on the top of my 'to do' list, but Dani was in candle heaven. By the time we left we had candles that I admit were pretty and smelled very nice for the kids, Jenny and Richard, and some of Dani's other friends, even the wives of my employees. If she'd had her way, we would have needed a wheelbarrow to haul them back. It turned out okay, though, as we could have them shipped home instead of carrying.

I was on the lookout for the clothing store we'd shopped at in my dream and was sure I'd found it,

Francesca's. I remembered it as being similar to Victoria's Secret except more into skirts, blouses, dresses, things like that, along with lingerie, but everything very, very sexy. They also had swimsuits, which I didn't remember. Seeing those reminded me of the pool at the Meridian and Dani in that bikini. "Let's get you a swimsuit so we can go swimming later tonight," I suggested to Dani.

"Sounds like fun, wish I'd brought one," she said.

Yeah, but hers at home weren't exactly what I had in mind. "Let's check them out, see if there's one you might want."

We were back at the hotel at five-forty-five, getting ready to meet Amanda at seven. We showered and Dani put on new makeup before dressing back into the skirt and blouse from the mall. I loved that since I awoke from the coma and started telling her about my dreams, Dani has embraced her femininity so much more than she ever had and seemed to be enjoying her newfound freedom to be a sensual woman. What can I say about how Dani looked that night that I haven't said a kazillion times before?

Amanda was waiting in the lobby when Dani and I came down. She looked Dani up and down wide-eyed, "Wow, Daniella, I am going to tell Tony and his costume designer to dress you in leather. My dear, you look absolutely stunning!"

"Thank you," Dani responded, her blush returning in full force.

"Okay, shall we go then, I thought I'd take you to Ulele's, it's probably the best restaurant in Tampa, and I have a small room reserved for us where we can go over this contract." She looked over at me, "or do we even need to go over it? Maybe you already know what's in it?" she asked.

I chuckled, "Not this time, I have no clue, we've been kind of anxious about it," I told her, hoping that she hadn't misled us after the money we'd spent that afternoon.

On the way there in Amanda's BMW, she proceeded to tell us about Princess Ulele, of the Tocobaga Tribe, how she'd saved the life of the Spanish sailor, Juan Ortiz, not once, but twice in the fifteen-hundreds and become a heroic legend in Tampa, pretty much a longer version of what I'd told Dani that afternoon, none of which I had any reason to have known.

This time, Amanda didn't take us to the water taxi but directly to the restaurant. The statue, a huge bust of a beautiful Indian girl, was in front, just off to the side of the restaurant's entrance. Amanda gave her name to the hostess, a young lady dressed in what looked like an authentic Indian maiden garment, hair in two long ponytails, (real hair? Sure looked like it) and we were escorted through the restaurant to the private room Amanda had reserved.

"May I have your waitress bring you anything, an appetizer, drinks?" she asked, dropping off menus.

"I liked the drink we had last night," Dani said, "a... what was it?"

Amanda chuckled, "Passion Fruit Colada," she told the girl, "three of them. And I think my guests would like an appetizer of gator tails," she added.

Dani and I both sputtered at that. "Gator tails!?" we both exclaimed at the same instant. Good thing we hadn't been just taking a drink!

Amanda laughed out loud and the Indian-clad hostess let out a chuckle, "My guests are from the west coast," she told the hostess, "not too familiar with our cuisine."

"Understand, we get that all the time," she said with a laugh, looking at Dani, "they are good, though, I think you'll like them... anything else for now?"

No one wanted anything more. "I'll have your waitress bring them," she said with another chuckle, "hope you enjoy."

As soon as she left, Amanda opened her briefcase on the table, taking out papers, "We can go over this while we're waiting," she said, "The basic contract will be for seven-hundred-fifty thousand..." she obviously noticed two jaws dropping to the table. "I know it's not what many actresses would get, but you are an unknown. After this, if the movie's as successful as I anticipate, we'll be able to name your fee... plus... there is an additional four percent of the gross, including digital and streaming sales. That's double what they wanted to offer, but I reminded them that your story alone is going to generate probably millions in ticket sales. I'd anticipate your four percent would likely be three to four million in the initial release, then who knows about the digitals." She let that soak in a moment, "This director and producer have never done anything that hasn't been a major hit, they don't all come out of Hollywood... so you'll be able to anticipate hefty residuals, probably ongoing for years."

Dani's eyes were wide, her jaw working up and down, no noise coming out, "No... it's... I..." she finally began to stammer. I was just as tongue-tied.

"A little more than you expected?" Amanda asked, smiling, "well, there's more. The intimate and nude scenes... they can have a stand-in, but it's always better if it's done by the main actors. If you decide to do the intimate scenes with your costars instead of deferring to a stand-in, there'll be a fifty-thousand dollar bonus. If you allow back nudity, another fifty-thousand, and if frontal nudity, another hundred-thousand, all-in-all, up to an additional two-hundred-thousand."

She paused, letting it all soak in. Never in our wildest dreams...!

"There are pros and cons as to what nudity might do for your career, we'll discuss it before you have to decide... and it'll be solely your decision, that'll be later after you see the script and know all the circumstances of the scenes, exactly how they'll be done. Obviously, they'd rather have the star doing those, but a stand-in will be an option... like I said before, if you do them, I'll be there to assure the rules are followed. With all the recent revelations, they've adopted very strict rules, not that I'm worried about it with this director... and we'll have the final approval on the edits."

Dani and I were just... fucking awestruck! Damn, she's talking nearly a million dollars, PLUS that four percent!

That was when our waitress set three plates and a plate of... gator tails on our table and asked if we were ready to order. Amanda asked for a few more minutes since we hadn't even looked at the menu yet. Gator tails! They looked almost like fried chicken strips with some weird-looking sauce. Dani and I put a little on our plates and we took a bite together. It wasn't chicken! Tasted like... gator tails I guess, I have no idea how to describe them, not like anything I'd ever eaten before. Good, though, to be honest.

The Indian maiden returned a few minutes later, and we ordered; Dani the Ulele salad, me Gouda Grouper, some kind of fish. I would have preferred a rib steak, but that we can get at home. It's kinda hard to get Gouda Grouper in Kennewick, Washington, probably anywhere in the Northwest. But, when in Rome... I have no clue what the heck the thing was that Amanda ordered.


Chapter 19

While we waited for our meal, Dani signed the contract. She was officially an actress! "They'll want you in Montana at the ranch for riding lessons next Monday," Amanda told her, "they'll take care of the airline, all first-class, you'll stay at the ranch house, it'll allow you to get over your nervousness." She hesitated, then went on, "This movie... you'll have the two costars, but it's basically your movie, the whole pretext revolves around your character... and I just know that you'll be perfect for the part."

"Monday," Dani interrupted, "this is all so fast. One day I'm a teacher making seventy-thousand a year, the next day an actress making a million for a movie!" She let out a little shudder, "You know how long? How long I'll be there?"

"Just so you know, Alan will be there, too, for the riding lessons, I assume you'll be together a lot, it'll give the two of you a chance to get reacquainted before the hard work of filming," she said, then answered Dani's question, "for now, you'll be there however long your riding instructor says, until you're ready. I quote Tony, 'she needs to be able to ride and interact with the horses and cattle like she was born to it,' then filming will start on the fourth of May, it's scheduled for three months, but I'd plan for four, there's always delays." She hesitated, seeing the 'look' on Dani's face, the trepidation, "There'll be some short breaks, it's not like you'll be away from home for three solid months. And I'm sure there'll be shooting in other locations as well, there always are."

The thought was racing through my mind, that neither of us had anticipated, probably should have but didn't. Three months away from home? Away from each other? 'Maybe' some breaks.

"And Robert can fly there now and then, too, there's a couple lodges the crew will be staying in, the Deer Lodge and the Fairmont Hot Springs Resort where the crew will be staying, I'll be sure that one of them has a room reserved for you, too," she told me.

That helped!

"What about this ranch?" Dani asked, "what's it like?"

"I'm told it's beautiful; about ten-thousand acres, a working cattle ranch, the Bar M or M Bar, I don't remember which, an old, historic ranch house sitting in a valley with a lake and mountain ranges on both sides. The owner's absentee and the real foreman and crew have their own, so it'll be just you and Alan in the ranch house, possibly your other costar.

It's just out of the little town of Anaconda, about thirty miles from Butte -- that's where you'll fly into Monday. They'll have someone there to pick you up to take you to the ranch. He said that by the time this movie is filmed, you'll think you are a rancher's wife."

Dani looked at me, took my hand and squeezed it, mouthing, 'I love you.'

This was scary as hell, Dani in that ranch house, three months -- maybe four or five including the riding lessons, all with Alan Ryder there, who she has a major lust factor for already... and going to be doing love scenes with him, likely naked ones! And we don't even know who her other costar is, but it's a safe bet that he'll be some sexy hunk, with at least one love scene with him as well. Damn!

"There will be publicity tours as well," Amanda said, "shortly before the movie's released, they're hoping it'll be in theaters this November, shooting for Thanksgiving weekend."

The rest of dinner was pretty much anticlimactic after Amanda dropped that contract bombshell on us. The food was, shall I say... different, but admittedly pretty good. I'll order the steak next time, though, the hell with 'when in Rome'. And I still had no fucking clue what the hell kind of fish Gouda Grouper is.

On our way back to the hotel in Amanda's BMW, she asked when we wanted to fly back home, that she'd make the arrangements and that this time it'll be first class.

"I guess tomorrow," Dani said," there's going to be lots to do before Monday." I nodded my agreement.

When she dropped us off at the hotel, she got out and hugged Dani, "Congratulations, Daniella, I have no doubt you're ideal for this part... and I'm a pretty darn good judge." She smiled and whispered, "It's why I'm the best talent agent in Florida."

Upstairs in our room, "Can you believe this?" Dani asked, the excitement just oozing from her, "just four days ago I had no idea of any of this!"

"Yeah, pretty cool, huh," I agreed.

Dani was shaking from the excitement when she sat on the bed. "How about a swim, it'd do us good... and you need to try out that new suit," I suggested, "the pool's beautiful." And I really, really wanted to see Dani in that suit!

"What about you?" she asked, "you didn't bring one, either."

"Ahh, but yesterday when you were gone all day, I went down and borrowed one from the front desk... just in case, so I'm all set."

She got up, found the bag from Francesca's, and got the suit out, holding it up, "I don't know why I let you talk me into buying this, I can't wear that!"

It wasn't a thong, just a very skimpy bikini top and bottom, a beautiful, embroidered ivory lycra and lace that hugged her curves when she tried it on, held on by strings around her waist, dangling bow-tied knots on both hips and the back of the top just tempting some enterprising male to give them a little tug.

Dani rolled her eyes and took it in the bathroom. I changed, too, as quickly as I could. A few moments later, she emerged looking like... oh God, I can't even say, my brain had instantly transferred to my dick.

"Ohh, yeah!" I told Dani, "I like it! Except..."

And I tugged the bra a little bit, working the removable foam padding out of it, "Now THAT is perfect!" I told her when I was done, the shape of Dani's breasts and nipples showing through much more naturally. Can I express how fucking anxious I was to see how it looked in the water!

No way in hell that the Daniella of last October would have worn that swimsuit outside our bedroom, even with every blind in the house closed.

She slipped on the matching shorts and coverup, and we headed out into the hall toward the elevator.

The pool was like everything else in this city, beautiful. It's located in the center courtyard of the horseshoe-shaped hotel, rooms on three sides overlooking it. There are palm trees (there are palm trees everywhere!) and a beautiful pool deck with several small hot tub pools. It was a Tuesday evening, not overly busy, only ten other people, three older couples, and a young couple with two kids. Who knew how many were sitting in their rooms, just watching for a beautiful lady in a skimpy ivory bikini to appear? I wondered if any of the guys in the pool might get a tongue lashing from a jealous wife.

I climbed down the ladder and floated on my back, watching the beautiful aforementioned lady taking off her shorts and coverup, wondering if there were any perverts (like me) up in those rooms with binoculars just for that purpose. Dani might be forty-nine, but you ever see Heather Locklear in a bikini at forty-nine? She don't got nothin' on my Daniella!

And Dani's not a 'ladder' type of person to get into a pool. She walked to the deepest end and dove, gliding several yards under the water before surfacing. It's not a particularly big pool so she still wasn't far away from me or anyone else. When she stood and that unlined swimsuit top...!

I float kind of like a big ocean liner, nothing moving too fast, and Dani can swim like a mermaid, except she likes to float on her back, relaxing with her eyes closed, me pulling her around. So that's what we did after she swam to me, her arms outstretched behind her, me tugging her around the pool, not able to take my eyes off that bikini top. I noticed the other guys doing their fair share of ogling as well, how could they not? There was only one 'Dani' in the pool.

We played our tugging game, splashed each other like a couple ten-year-olds, and Dani did her fair share of swimming, letting me float around doing my ocean liner imitation.

All the while, my dick was hard, anticipating getting back to our room, remembering what had happened in our room in my dream after an evening of swimming, more than ready to make it a reality. Besides, after the events of the last twelve hours, my libido had soared through the... I almost said 'roof', but the stratosphere is closer, and that doesn't even seem adequate to express how I was feeling.

Watching Dani climb out of the pool in that skimpy bikini with her newfound sexual confidence and nonchAlantly slip that semi-sheer coverup over her head was pure, unadulterated joy, then pulling her wet hair out from under it, and how it hugged her wet body. Maybe it 'covered', but it sure as hell didn't 'hide'!

If my dick hadn't already been at full mast, it would have grown with every step toward the elevator, walking alongside Dani in her bikini bottom, carrying her shorts, and observing how that wet swimsuit and coverup 'hid' her assets. The guy at the check-in desk didn't even try to hide his admiration. I suspected he was more used to seeing the other type of bathers that had been in the pool with us.

Once we were inside the elevator, the door closing, Dani turned to me, pressing her body to mine, and whispered in my ear, "I hope you're ready to fuck me! We are NOT going back out tonight," and then her lips were on mine, her tongue inside my mouth.

I thought that elevator was fast, but those fifteen floors seemed to take forever. And then our room was at the far end of the fucking hall!

And when we got to our door, I didn't have a fucking key card!

I groaned, almost frantic. No, not 'almost.'

I left Dani standing at our door, alone, ninety-three percent naked, and sprinted toward the elevator. Hey, I might be fifty, but I wasn't dead. In those circumstances, I could sprint and then waited for the fucking elevator! There might have been four, but every fucking one must have been on the ground level.

I tried to calmly walk to the front desk, "Could I please get a key to room 1518," I asked the guy who'd moments before been ogling my wife.

He smiled, clicking his computer and watching his monitor, "Mister?"

"Shore, Robert Shore," I told him, trying to maintain some semblance of composure.

He looked up at me, "Do you have some ID, Mister Shore?" he asked, his face a study in seriousness.

I glared at him, what little composure I had dissipating rapidly. This was the same fucking asshole that I'd gotten the swimsuit from! Fucking YESTERDAY!

He smiled, with a little chuckle, no doubt noticing quite clearly the look of his pending death on my face, "Perhaps I remember you," running a card through his machine and handing it to me.

I dunno, maybe my humor had stayed behind with my nearly naked, very horny wife outside our door on the fifteenth floor. "Thank you," I muttered, trying to be polite, maybe not quite succeeding. Maybe not trying very hard.

When I stepped from the elevator lobby into our hall back upstairs, there was no Dani at our door. The panic hit me instantaneously. This time was a real sprint to the door. I tried putting the card in the door lock with my shaking hand, dropping it on the floor, tried to calm myself, picking it up and trying again. This time the little light on the latch blinked green and I pushed the door open, "Dani?" I screamed, rushing inside.

There was no Dani! My state of pure panic multiplied ten-fold. I had no idea what to...

And my swimsuit was suddenly jerked down. I turned, almost falling from the swimsuit tangled around my ankles, a warm mouth suddenly engulfing my deflated dick... Dani's mouth! Her coverup and top gone, tits naked, my cock coming back to life and a huge groan escaping my lips, both from the gigantic relief and the feel of her hot mouth so suddenly emanating from my nether region.

I closed my eyes, gripped Dani's head through her hair, and just stood there groaning, thrusting my hips, pushing my cock into her mouth. I could ask her how... afterward.

Dani had sucked my cock before. Not often, but oh so skillfully when she had, but never... NEVER on her knees like this! In and out her head bobbed, trying to suck the life out of me with each bob. All I could do was stand there and groan, wrapping my fingers through her hair, watching her... her lips alternating, back and forth between my pelvis and head of my cock.

Until it wasn't. She looked up at me, that gorgeous, sexy face, still on her knees, "I need you inside me... fuck me!" she said with an urgency that belied her state of emotion.

I pulled her up, pushing her back against the door, and pulled the dangling ends of those bow-tied knots, like I'd have loved to do in the pool, letting the remaining half of her suit fall off her, burying my face in her beautiful, waxed pussy. Now, it was her turn to groan as I pushed one leg, then the other up over my shoulders, my tongue reaching inside her soaked cunt, tasting her juices supporting her weight on my shoulders.

She writhed over me, her pussy pressed tight against my mouth, a position we'd never experienced before... whimpering as I tongued her, finding her swollen clit and wrapping my lips around it, sucking, sucking...

"Ohh, God!" Dani wailed above me. I wondered... was she imagining Alan Ryder doing this to her?

I glanced my eyes up, Dani's face in a grimace, her fingers pinching her nipples. I was struggling to breathe with her pussy wrapped around my face. Couldn't... had to...

I extricated myself out from under her, my body trembling, Dani's body convulsing in a tongue-induced orgasm. I stood, Dani wrapping her legs around my waist, and was inside her, totally buried in a single thrust, hearing myself letting out a huge moan... Dani a loud, "Uhhhh!" as I buried myself inside her.

Dani and I just held each other, breathing hard, our bodies pressed tight together, my cock throbbing inside her.

"How did you get in the room?" I panted.

"Ohhh, this feels so good!" she said, "had a... a key in my shorts pocket... forgot."

I grunted, pressing Dani back against the door, working my cock inside her a little more, "Did you feel him... when you kissed him yesterday... was he hard?"

She let out a groan and I felt her pussy contracting.

"Was he?" I asked her again.

Her arms wrapped around my neck, pulling me to her, our lips meeting, Dani's tongue pressing my lips apart, all at the same time as her body was writhing. We kissed, her naked tits pressed against my chest, and I carried her like that over to the bed, setting her down on the edge. Her lips were so soft and demanding, her tongue insistent, her pussy hot.

"Yes..." she finally said, "I felt him." Her naked body squirmed against me.

"You imagine him... like this?"

"Yesss! Now shut up... fuck me!"

Instead, I sucked her nipple in my mouth, working it back and forth with my tongue and lips, "You know," I started to tell her, releasing it, my tongue just flicking her nipple, "when you're alone in your room at night in that ranch house, lonely and horny after flirting all day, thinking of him in another bedroom... I wouldn't mind your fantasizing about him sucking your sensitive nipples while he's inside you."

And I couldn't do this any longer, the visions from my dreams, my imagination of what was to come too strong, my cock about to burst inside her, "Roll over... hands and knees," I told my wife.

She climbed further up the bed and did as I asked, spreading her legs apart. I scooted up behind her, lined my cock up with her pussy, and pushed, sliding inside her so easily. So fucking wet!

I let out a loud moan, Dani pushing back against me, grinding her ass against me. "He... " I pulled out, plunging back into her, getting a loud 'Ohhh' from her, "He fucked you so many times in my dreams... I... watched... like this..." and proceeded to fuck my wife until we both came, our bodies ignited, the realization what I'd just told Dani hitting me like a ton of bricks... fear... and jealousy overwhelming my senses.

"I have to shower," Dani said after several minutes of recuperation.

I lay on the bed, alternatively reliving parts of my dream-world and the fear of what I may have just done when Dani climbed back in bed with me, wearing the teddy that I'd bought that night, only four nights ago, in that Reno sex store, bright purple, totally transparent, sheer mesh, except a lacy little skirt, almost a half-bra to hold her tits up and out, leaving her nipples exposed under the mesh.

"I thought we might have some more fun later tonight," she suggested.

And we did, yeah!


Chapter 20

Friday evening, March 27

“Mom…? Is this real?”

We’d invited Jon and Jodi for dinner Friday night, along with both our sets of parents, intending the big ‘reveal’, Dani’s movie contract. We hadn’t said anything to them, just that we’d met an old friend in Reno, who’d invited us to his home in Tampa for a couple days.

Our flight home Wednesday was so different than the flight to Tampa, first class is… well, first-class! My only complaint was that there was no ‘Marcus’ for Dani to flirt with, and it was still long. We didn’t get home and in bed until nearly midnight, too late and too tired for any shenanigans.

Thursday was a busy day, we called the kids and our parents, asking them to dinner Friday, Jenny and Richard on Saturday. As close as Dani is to Jenny, she still insisted we tell our family about her acting contract first, and in-person with time for some degree of explanation.

Dani said she’d call Leslie at the bank to reschedule an appointment to discuss a loan for the new store in Pasco, for which we hadn’t abandoned the plan. “Why don’t you invite her to lunch or dinner, you know, to reminisce… just to see what happens,” Dani said with that devious smile on her face, “I still think you-know-what would be fun… and while I’m gone you might get lonesome.”

“Uhhh!” was my intelligent response.

Dani chuckled, “What, you thought I’d forgotten? I thought maybe you could get to know her, then when I’m home we could invite her over and maybe… your dream…“ batting her eyes at me, letting me know exactly what she was thinking.

“I… uhh… you know I can’t do that, not without you here,” I was stammering, groping.

“Well, I’m not suggesting you do THAT without me, just spend some time with her, get to know her, then after I get home, maybe… that…”

“You know she was your friend in my dream, I didn’t even know who she was,” I told her.

“Now you do, though, all the better, just ask her to go to lunch, I’m guessing she’ll be thrilled.”

I sighed, I wasn’t going to win this argument… except… “Okay, I will… if you promise you’ll call Mark, make an appointment with him first chance you get, we’re going to need the financial help, anyway, and maybe…”

Dani rolled her eyes at me, “Fine, I’ll call Mark, he’ll want to know about the movie… but I am NOT going to try and seduce him. He needs to find someone to love him, someone who can fill his emptiness.”

“You’re right, but don’t you think… until he does…?”

“I’ll call him, I’m not sure when we’d be able to meet him, though.”

“Kinda like Leslie, then, I guess, just to get that ball rolling down the lane, huh,” I told her, hoping for an eventual strike.

“And Alan?” I asked, “sounds like you’re going to be spending a lot of time with him, maybe…?”

She shook her head, “That would be a definite no,” she said, “much as I know I might be tempted, I’m not going to go there.”

“But…”

“No, I’m going to have to work with him, what you’re suggesting could ruin everything,” she hesitated, looking straight at me, “and I mean ‘everything’. I’m not going to risk that.”

She seemed to mean what she said, not leaving any wiggle room in her tone.

“After the movie’s finished?”

She just glared at me in silence.

I thought about that night, Dani and Leslie in my dream, me tied to a chair, blindfolded, listening to their lovemaking, what a fucking experience that had been! Remembering, too, the night with Jenny and what Dani had said about her that night in Reno but I wasn’t going to mention it, that would be too weird. She’s Dani’s best friend, and she’d said that about Jenny during a time when neither of us was thinking too clearly… if you know what I mean.

So, I guess it was settled, I was asking Leslie out on a ‘date’ and we’re going to eventually meet Mark, for what, exactly, other than financial, I had no idea. But that avenue didn’t seem nearly as closed as Alan Ryder. Now, all I had to do was work up some courage before that bank meeting with Leslie, next Tuesday, ten o’clock. A LOT of courage!

After that conversation, I suggested we get Dani’s trunk from her parents’ attic. We went to their house and struggled to bring it down the narrow pull-down stair. It’s big, and it’s heavy.

After picking up the chest, Dani wanted to go on a little drive, out toward Moses Lake, and she directed me toward her grandparents’ old farm, “I’m kind of surprised I still even remember the way,” she told me after turning on several side roads, each one a little rougher than before, finally down a long gravel road to a driveway leading off to a very old barn with a sagging roof, shop, and house nestled amongst a grove of ancient-looking elm trees, all of which looked like it’d been abandoned for years, the corral outside the barn completely overgrown with weeds, and a rusted hulk of an old crawler tractor beside the barn. The driveway was protected by a padlocked gate at the entrance off the county road. “That’s it,” Dani said, pointing to the group of buildings.

“Can we just stop here a little while?” she asked, which is what we did. Dani stared, and I saw a tear rolling down her cheek, “It brings back so many memories,” she said, wiping her face. I was wishing I had some Kleenex, napkins, or anything. “Grandpa used to farm these fields,” she told me, pointing to the rolling hills of grass, “he grew wheat, looks like they haven’t for a long time.”

“I rode Taffy all over these hills, our neighbors didn’t care, we never even had fences between the properties, it was like one big happy family in those days. I used to climb those trees when I was a kid. My dad even built a little treehouse in one… wonder if anything of it’s still there.”

Dani’s grandparents have been gone for many years, her granddad died of cancer before we started going together when he was way too young, and her grandmother lived in a nursing home with Alzheimer’s for several years after we married. We used to visit her a lot, but Dani had had never told me about the farm.

Seeing it for the first time brought forth a strong emotional reaction from me, too. This had been my wife’s childhood, many of her happiest memories from what she’d said, hidden away for all those years.

“How big was it?” I asked her.

She let out a little laugh, “Seemed pretty big to me when I was a kid,” she said, “couple hundred acres, I think. Guess that’s not so big, but to a kid…”

We sat there another several minutes until Dani directed me down some other roads, pointing out different things, an occasional house, telling me about the neighbors who used to live there. “Wonder if it might be for sale?” Dani asked, looking at me expectantly, “maybe…?”

I squeezed her hand, thinking that it might be the ultimate gift, both to her and to her mom and dad, especially her mom who’d grown up on the farm. It was a little hard to grasp the concept that within a few months we may even be able to afford to buy a farm. Between Dani’s teaching and my store we’ve made a pretty good living but not for that kind of expense. I saved the location in front of the house on my phone and made a note of the address marked on an old post just to help with a little research later.

We stopped for dinner at a tiny pizza café the ‘Time Out’, in the little town of Othello, a few miles from the farm. We’d seen the sign pointing toward the town many times, off the main highway about a mile, but had never stopped. Their pepperoni and sausage pizza with a crunchy, sourdough crust was to die for, so much better than the chains.

Once back home, we wiped the dust from the top of the trunk and carried it into our bedroom, then left it, watching one of our favorite shows, ‘Bull’, before we went to bed, figuring it would likely be more fun to explore what was in it at bedtime. I don’t know if Dani was feeling the anticipation like I was, but it was hard to concentrate on Bull’s legal troubles.

To be perfectly honest, the anticipation was driving me out of my mind knowing that trunk was in our bedroom, aching to know what might be in it. I knew that in my dream, it had been her homecoming dress, her prom dress, her cheer outfit, the New Year’s Eve outfit, prom pictures, and a few other odds and ends, most of which were figments of my dream, not real life, so I didn’t know what to expect from the real trunk.

I undressed and lay down on the bed, waiting for Dani to get ready for bed in the bathroom like she often does. This time turned out to be different, though, as the only thing she was wearing when she came back into the bedroom was her birthday suit, “There might be something I need to try on in there, this will make it that much easier,” she said, giving me a little pose of her naked body, a naked body that the entire world may be seeing in a few short months, one that I vowed to never, ever take for granted again like I had before my accident.

I got up and walked around to the end of the bed with Dani, in front of the trunk. Dani put a hand on one front corner of the lid and me the other. “I haven’t opened this since before we started going together, kind of forgot about it,” Dani said, looking up at me, “you ready?”

She counted down from three and together, we pulled the top open.

There, on top, was a carefully folded garment bag. I could see Dani’s hands shaking as she picked it up, carefully laying it on the bed, beginning to unzip it. Inside was a beautiful, baby-blue dress, almost turquoise, but not quite. She took it out of the bag and held it up in front of her, “I haven’t worn this since Homecoming night,” she said, “I put it in the garment bag in my closet that night and never took it out until I put it in the trunk. I haven’t even looked at it again until now.”

“Try it on?” I asked her

She giggled, “You think it’ll fit? My boobs have gotten quite a bit bigger since then, I’ve gained some weight, too.”

I laughed at that, “Yeah, maybe five pounds,” I told her. And she was right, much of that was probably in her tits, only making her sexier. It’d probably been ten pounds, too, that she’d gained, not bad for thirty-some years and two kids. “You said you were going to try some things on, pretty sure you meant the dress, so…”

She stepped back from the bed to give herself a little more room and unzipped the dress, slipping it on over her head. I hadn’t even realized it but was holding my breath. She turned around, her back to me, “Zip me?” she asked. I did and she took a couple steps then turned around and… wow! I let my breath exhale.

It was a little tight, which only added to the allure, spaghetti straps over her bare shoulders, a gentle ‘V’ between her breasts, and that slit – even higher than I remembered in the picture. Dani looked down at herself, “I was wearing a bra that night, panties, too,” she said.

“Too bad, their loss,” I told her. That night of the ‘party’ before I awoke from the coma, she’d been wearing this dress. “Hon,” I began to tell her, “you’re wrong, you wore this another time, too… that night I woke up… there was a party, you wore this dress… you were so beautiful that night, no bra that night, either… and you’d taken your panties off during the party.”

“A party? You never told me.” She sat down on the bed pulling me down beside her, and I felt how soft her dress was against her skin. “Tell me about that night,” she asked.

I let my hand wander… that slit… I couldn’t resist, my hand pushing it aside, “There were six of us: You and Alan Ryder were together; Jenny and Richard, Jenny was wearing her homecoming dress, too; me and…” I realized that I’d never told Dani about Betty.

“And? Who?” Dani asked.

I took a breath, looking at Dani, “And… Betty… from the store…”

Dani’s let out a little, “Ohh,” then, “Betty? Frumpy Betty?”

I looked at Dani, neither of us had ever said those words together before, it’s what I’d thought before that night, the exact words in my head. I nodded, “Yeah, but ‘frumpy’ she wasn’t.” Betty’s the store’s part-time bookkeeper, who wears nothing except sweats, top and bottom, hair in a bun. “She was… uhh… gorgeous, a tight satin dress, hair down, no glasses, makeup. I thought, when she came in… that it had been her… that night, not Leslie until she told us it hadn’t been.”

Dani sat quietly, letting that soak in, “Betty… so you and her…“ She gripped my leg, squeezing, sliding her hand up my groin, “So, you and Betty… what exactly did you and Betty do?” she asked.

“We were playing a game, all six of us, one you said you’d played with Alan Ryder on your graduation night, a sex game.” I took a breath, it was time to tell her, “You’d kissed Richard, a long kiss, you made it clear that eventually that night you were going to fuck him.”

“Richard? And Jenny was going to be okay with that?” Dani sounded shocked.

I nodded, “Uhuh, pretty sure it was eventually going to turn into a sex free-for-all… you’d made some marijuana brownies, Alan’s recipe… we were all horny.”

I pressed a finger inside Dani, then another, finding where I knew her g-spot to be. She did a sharp intake of breath followed by a loud, “Oh!” her hips thrusting into my fingers.

“Betty and I kissed, long and hot,” pressing my fingers inside her to the knuckles, flexing them, rubbing.

“And then it was your turn to turn a card, a jack… you could tell anyone to do whatever. You said… Betty… you wanted her… naked… and me to… suck her tits…”

My fingers were still inside Dani, but still, her squeezing her legs together. “And you…?”

“We all went upstairs to our bedroom, Betty was bashful, wanted the guys all blindfolded. She undressed, then… told us to take off our blindfolds, okay to open our eyes… I opened mine… and was in the hospital room… you and Jenny sitting by the bed.”

Dani let out a gasp, much more pronounced than the fingers had generated. “So…”

I nodded, “It was Betty… she told me to open my eyes… to wake up.”

Dani wrapped her arms around me, and her tears started flowing, “I love you so much!” she blubbered, kissing me. “That day… I can’t even begin to tell you how happy I was. I heard your voice, thought I’d been hearing things, then you asked where we were, and I couldn’t believe it… you were awake! I’ll never forget those few seconds.”

We kissed, we hugged, Dani cried, and it was contagious, I cried, thanking God that this woman was my wife!

She pulled away, wiping her eyes. This time, I wasn’t so helpless, I jumped up and found one of her hankies, bringing it to her. She smiled at me, wiping her eyes and cheeks, “I think we have a trunk to look through,” she said.

Dani and I stood for a moment, just looking at each other, feeling our love flowing back and forth.

She moved to the trunk, breaking the spell, but not the emotion.

Dani held up her old cheer costume, barely there, “I can’t believe they let high school girls wear these,” she said with a giggle.

“Put it on,” I told her, “I want to see.”

She held it in front of her, another giggle, then turned her back to me, “Guess you better unzip, then,” stepping back, directly in front of me.

“Guess I better, but first…” I reached around her, her breasts in the palm of my hands, and kissed her neck.

“Mmm, they like that,” she said, cocking her head to the side giving me access to her neck at the same time as tweaking her nipples through her thin dress like I’d imagined Alan Ryder would have done before he took the same dress off the eighteen-year-old Daniella that Homecoming night.

She turned her head toward me and our lips met once again our tongues pressing together, my hands still on her braless breasts. “I think,” she said, pulling her lips barely away from mine, “you’d better pull that zipper down.”

I reluctantly released her breasts and backed away just enough to get my hands between us, pulling down the offending zipper, letting Dani’s dress fall to the floor. She picked it up and carefully put it back inside the garment bag, driving me mad with her deliberate slowness. My dick was in serious need inside my boxers.

When the dress was finally safely hanging in her closet, Dani picked up the cheer costume and pulled it up her naked body, “Usually wore a bra with this, too,” she said.

“Usually?” I asked, wondering if that was just a misused word or if she’d meant what she said.

She giggled once again, it seemed there were a lot of giggles that night, “Uhuh, ‘usually’, probably a good thing cheer coach didn’t know, huh… or Mom and Dad.”

The thought of Dani, the real Dani, not my ‘dream-world’ Dani, not wearing a bra with the costume, in front of hundreds of horny high school boys was another immense turn-on. Especially when I saw what she looked like in it, sans bra. Oh my! I know her boobs were a bit smaller then but still…

I wasn’t sure how much longer my dick could take this! “Let’s see what else is in the trunk,” Dani said, clearly not oblivious to my condition, as it was rather obvious. Those little built-in panties were barely covering her private part… and that little ‘pretend’ skirt sure as hell not hiding the panties. Like she’d said, how could they have let a high school girl wear that!

There were some knick-knacks that Dani had accumulated back in school, then that picture, an 8x10 of Homecoming night, the kiss on the cheek from Alan Ryder that had started my quest, the impetus for all my dreams, “I think this is the one you liked,” Dani said, stating the obvious, both of us staring at it for a few moments.

She set it down on the edge of the bed, then looked through the trunk again, pulling out another 8x10, the second picture, the one that didn’t exist other than in my dream, Dani’s face turned toward Alan Ryder, him kissing her on the lips, “I don’t even remember this one,” she said, her face blushing.

My face must have turned white, “I remember,” I told her, “I saw it in my dream, the second picture, the exact picture, his dimple, and everything.” I looked up at Dani, “And you think this guy didn’t have a crush on you? Look at that face, eyes closed, the look of lust covering every square inch of his face.” Dani’s face just looked shocked that he’d kissed her like that in front of the whole school.

Dani’s hands were trembling, holding the picture, “I think… I need you inside me… now!” she growled.

I was thinking the same fucking thing!

Dani frantically pulled off her sexy cheer costume, and I pushed down my shorts, both of us standing in front of her chest, naked, trembling in anticipation. I turned her around, pushing her down, leaning over the chest, arms outstretched, supporting herself on the still-open top.

She spread her legs apart, and I lined my cock up with her pussy, pressing inside her, “Ohhh,” she groaned as I entered her, thrusting into her from behind.

“Fuckkk!” came out of my mouth, feeling her hot, slickness engulfing me. My hands on her hips, I thrust in and out, Dani pressing herself back with each thrust.

After three or four hard thrusts, I paused deep inside her, “Tell me,” I panted, “that you don’t want Alan Ryder doing this to you!” I told her.

Dani just let out a loud groan, more a wail, “You do… you want him… don’t you?”

She let out another groan, her body shuddering.

“Don’t you… say it… you want him!” I punctuated that with a full withdrawal and hard plunge back into her, her body shaking.

“Yesss!” she screamed, “I want him!”

I couldn’t take it any longer, I plunged into her twice more and exploded deep inside her, Dani’s pussy convulsing, her screaming to awaken the neighbors.


Chapter 21

“I said I wouldn’t and I meant it, much as I might want to when I’m there,” Dani told me after we’d recovered and were snuggled together in our bed.

We lay together a long time, arms wrapped around each other. “What else?” Dani asked me

I looked at her, “What else? What do you mean?”

“Your dreams, what else happened in your dreams?” Dani asked again.

I shuddered, pulling her closer, feeling her breasts pressing against me. “So much, I’ve barely touched the surface. We were there a full week, you with him, every night something new…”

She put her finger on my lips, hushed me, “Shhh, no, start at the beginning. I know you told me about that night, the night of your accident, what happened after? How did I come to be with him?”

I closed my eyes, remembering, those days, the confusion, “You were home when I got there, worried about me, you’d been waiting since getting home from your dinner with Jenny. I told you all about it, we didn’t understand, thought it had to have been a dream, until next morning… my old wool jacket from way back then was hanging by the front door, acid hole and all, right where I’d hung it the night before… and then later we discovered the video from your parents’ security camera; when I left their house after… watching… it was back to the present, I was recorded on their camera leaving… not arriving, because we’d all gotten there in 1987.

“I started asking you about him, you fed me little bits and pieces, you knew how much your stories about you and him turned me on. He had a cousin, Tevin, same age as you, but Alan told you how shy he was. He… you… inaugurated him into the pleasure of the fairer sex… you gave me all the details how you seduced him… how you fucked him… and you enjoyed reliving it… kind of like tonight.”

She giggled, “Guess I was quite a wanton girl, huh,” and I felt her fingers working their way over my thigh to my dick that was already getting hard again, “and you liked it, didn’t you, that your wifey was that kind of girl before we met?”

I nodded, there was no way to deny it, “Then, New Year’s Eve, at midnight we kissed and I commented that you’d probably kissed Alan on New Year’s Eve way back then, too. Your answer, and I quote, ‘We did a lot more than kiss’.”

“And did I tell you about what ‘more’ we did?”

I shook my head, “No, you left it there, just to tease and let my imagination run rampant.” I let out a laugh, “When you finally told me later, about the outfit you’d worn, and the games you’d played with all the guys, then what you and Alan did when you were back at his house, I realized that my imagination hadn’t gone NEARLY far enough.”

“But that was when I started teasing you back, that you still had the hots for him but wouldn’t be brave enough to track him down. Matter of fact, I double-dog-dared you to find him and contact him.”

“Double-dog-dare, huh, wow! I couldn’t turn that down, could I?”

“’Still think I won’t do it?” you asked me. Took you two minutes to find him on Facebook. Next thing I knew, you’d clicked on ‘add friend’.”

“Mmm, wished I’d been in that dream, you were having lots more fun than I was,” she said. Yeah, no doubt, sitting by the bed of her comatose husband, no clue what had been going through his mind.

“It was New Year’s Day afternoon when you showed me the message from him, how thrilled he was to hear from you, called you his ‘babygirl’, said your pictures were even more beautiful than he remembered. You wrote a response, telling him how you remembered all the good times you’d had.” I chuckled, “Wasn’t much doubt what you meant, the good times fucking him.”

“Oooh, bet that got a rise from him.” She giggled, like she realized what she’d said, “Probably a rise right about… there,” wrapping her hand around my hard cock, that she’d definitely been getting a rise out of.

I rolled over, “I’m sleepy, I’ll tell you more later,” I told her.

She slugged my arm, a little harder than I thought necessary, “You’re awful!” she said, “I wanna hear it now,” she said with her pouty voice.

“Go to sleep,” I reiterated, “there’s probably about thirty or forty hours telling left, not gonna happen tonight.”

Friday morning, when I watched Dani climb out of bed naked and walk to the bathroom, I wondered how I’d react if, one morning, Dani in that ranch house in Montana, called and said she’d given in to the temptation, slept with Alan Ryder. I remembered the evening in Reno when she’d met Mark, how I’d kind of ‘hoped’, and then how the panic had engulfed me just from seeing his arms around her naked back.

The next day when he’d kissed her, and she’d encouraged him to grope her bare tit under her blouse, how intense the pain had been, how badly I wanted to stop it, almost to the point of panic all over again, unable to move my body, desperately wanting to stop it… and how fucking hard my dick had been, how fucking turned on I’d been!

Dani has said over and over that it’ll never happen, and I believe her. But what if… the premier night, or whatever the movie people call it, the first showing of the movie, I could see Dani dressed in some ultra-sexy dress, watching herself with her on-screen lover, a celebration party afterward, a few drinks, Alan Ryder accompanying us to our room… and a real-life reenactment of that first night, after his restaurant’s grand opening in my dream, in our room, her dress sliding down her otherwise naked body, pooling at her feet... just, what the fucking if…?

“Come shopping with me?” Dani asked after we’d had breakfast. She knows I’m not a fan of shopping and rarely asks, so there must be a reason.

“Love to,” I told her. She rolled her eyes, knowing better.

Have you ever been lingerie shopping with your beautiful bride of twenty-eight years, in Victoria’s Secret? Well, that was my experience that morning. “Just because I’m not going to be doing anything doesn’t mean I don’t want to feel sexy,” she said as she was picking out panties and bras, even a couple silky nightgowns. “Besides,” she said, “if Alan wants to undress me with his eyes, I want him to have something nice to see.”

Oh yeah, she just had to paint that picture for me. I envisioned Dani’s time in Montana being long and miserable for her husband.

“I want some nice western clothes for Montana, too,” she added. There’s nothing like that in the mall, so I suggested Ranch and Home. They specialize in everything western, including clothes.

She frowned, crinkling her nose like she does when she doesn’t like one of my suggestions, “I was thinking of Hamley’s in Pendleton,” she said.

“You serious?” I asked her, “that’s an hour-and-a-half away, aren’t there stores here?”

“Probably, but I’ve always heard so much about it, even when I was a girl…”

“As opposed to… what? You’re not a girl anymore?”

She slugged my arm, “You know what I mean, when I was a kid… now, can we go there?”

“Course we can,” I told her, “can we stop at another store here, first, though? There’s someone I’d love you to meet.”

Dani looked at me quizzically. “Come on, I’ll show you,” I told her. I carried her Victoria’s Secret bags, holding her hand, down the mall to Classic Curves Boutique. “This is where I bought the gold dress, the salesgirl, Rebekka… spelled with Ks, said she’d like to meet the girl that was going to wear it.” I let out a little laugh, “See, you are still a ‘girl’, at least Rebekka thinks so.”

Oh, by the way, I told her you’re my girlfriend, not my wife… just so you know.”

We went in the store, and Dani started innocently looking through the racks of dresses. ‘Bekka’ was there, at the opposite end of the store helping a customer. Dani pulled out a dress, black… and little, very little, “Think Alan would like me in this one?” she asked, “you know, just in case we have to go out dancing or some such thing. Course, I wouldn’t be able to wear anything under it,” holding it up in front of her, modeling it. “My size, too,” she added.

One of the other salesgirls, Tammy, her name tag said, stepped over to Dani, asking if she could help her with anything. “Can you show me a dressing room?” Dani asked. I looked at her, seriously?

“We were kind of looking for Becca, too, if you could ask her, please… when she’s free,” I asked Tammy as she was leading Dani to a dressing room.

And then I was left alone, Dani in the dressing room, Tammy going across the room, and whispering in Rebekka’s ear. She looked my way and gave me a bright smile. I smiled back and gave her a little wave, then looked through some of the blouses on the rack closest to the dressing room. I could hear Dani shuffling around inside it and was anxious to see her in that dress.

But before I did, ‘Bekka’ was there, “Hi, she said, “looking for another dress? Your girlfriend like the gold one?”

“Oh yeah,” I told her, “she loved it, matter of fact, she wanted to look for another.” I nodded toward the dressing room, “Trying one on now.”

“You brought her this time, good,” she said.

While we waited, I couldn’t help but admire Rebekka. She was probably in her late twenties, early thirties, and surprisingly, no ring on her finger; long, blonde hair, a couple inches shorter than Dani, and very, very nicely curved, very much like the ‘Rebekka’ in my dream, although a bit older, I thought.

The dressing room door began to creak and a couple seconds later, Dani stepped out, and… oh fuck! I’d read about ‘little black dresses’, but Dani hadn’t ever worn one before. And this one… oh my! There was certainly no doubt she’d taken her bra off… and short… yeah, I’d probably say that! Spaghetti straps over her shoulders, and when she turned, they were nothing except those crisscrossed straps.

“Think Alan will like it?” Dani asked and then noticed Rebekka standing beside me, also admiring her.

My dick had already gotten hard. “Dani, this is Rebekka, she sold me the gold dress, I thought she’d want to meet the gorgeous girl who got to wear it.”

“Hi, nice to meet you… your boyfriend’s a lucky guy,” Bekka said, and I noticed she had glanced at Dani’s left hand with the wedding ring.

Dani noticed, too, holding it up for Bekka to see, “Oh this,” she said, “Yeah, I’m married, just not to Robert… but he’s one of my favorite lovers, always buying me nice things.” Then she lowered her voice to barely a whisper, “He likes me to dress sexy.”

Rebekka’s eyes had gotten quite a surprised look, I’m sure mine did, too, with Dani’s ‘one of my favorite lovers’ comment.

And Dani couldn’t let it pass, “Oh, sweetie, you didn’t know I had other lovers… besides my husband?” She turned back to Rebekka, “There’s Tom… and Alan…“ She rolled her eyes, “Oh my God… Alan! Lucky my husband’s a very understanding man, a bit boring in bed, but otherwise pretty wonderful.”

My head was about to explode, I should NEVER have told Dani that I’d told Rebekka that she was my ‘girlfriend’ instead of wife.

“But this dress is for Alan… isn’t it, Robert?” with a sexy grin across her face, “he’ll like it, I’m sure.”

While I was buying the dress, Dani asked Rebekka if she had a piece of paper. Rebekka pointed to a tablet, Dani tore a sheet off and wrote on it, then folded it and handed it to her.

Outside, Dani began to giggle, then outright laughing, “That was so much fun!” she said, trying to suppress her giggles, not succeeding well at all.

On our way to Pendleton, I remembered, and asked Dani, “What was on the paper?”

Her giggling started all over again, “Just my phone number,” she said, looking out the window and snickering.

I glanced over at her, shuddering. In my dream, it had been the other way, Rebekka had given Dani her phone number.

“Who’s Tom?” I asked, remembering Dani’s other ‘lover’.

She continued to look out the window, telling me, “No one, just a name that popped in my head.”

No way in hell was I believing that, “Don’t you work with a Tom, another one of the science teachers? Seems I remember you introducing me to him at a Christmas party a couple years ago, young guy, nice-looking.”

Even turned toward the window, I could see the blush in Dani’s face, “It is him, isn’t it? What, you got a crush on this guy or what? He did seem kind of enamored with you.”

Dani was chewing on her bottom lip, something she does when she’s upset. I squeezed her hand, wondering if I should pull off at the next exit, about another ten miles. “Hon, it’s okay, just tell me,” I told her.

“He… I’ve known he… had a crush on me almost since he got here two years ago… and I’ve kind of flirted back a little, too… and math, not science.” She looked at me, “I’m sorry… I never told you… but it’s never gone beyond a little flirting, promise. I don’t even know why I mentioned his name earlier, it just kind of blurted out without thinking.”

I fucking couldn’t believe this! Well, I could, it seemed to fit everything else, but still…

“I need to tell you something else from my dreams,” I told Dani, squeezing her hand again, “There was a Tom, and yeah, he was a math teacher, not science. After you came home from that weekend trip in Tampa… and there’s a lot I have to tell you about that, too, but later. Anyway, I knew that this guy had a thing for you, so I teased you about the sexy panties you’d started to wear, how much he’d like to see them. And to make a long story much shorter, you started flashing him, making a game out of it, even to the point of no panties… your naked pussy.”

Dani turned, looking at me as I was telling her, her face unreadable. “I even tried to talk you into inviting him for dinner, but you kept telling me he was a coworker and you couldn’t go that far… we both knew why I wanted you to invite him.”

“So, when you mentioned his name to Rebekka… oh, there’s something more about her from my dream, too, but later. Anyway, I didn’t connect the name with my dream until later, but then I knew… it was your math teacher friend who had a crush on you… and I still think you should invite him over someday.”

“No, the only one I want to invite to dinner is Leslie… and maybe Rebekka,” she added, barely audible.

I almost ran off the highway. “Rebekka?”

“She was fun, single, too, at least she wasn’t wearing a ring. I got a vibe from her, we’ll see if she calls me. If she does…” Dani looked across at me with an evil smile on her face. Who in the hell was I to object!

“You remember what I told you about Rebekka in my dream?” I asked Dani.

She looked across at me, her mouth agape, “Oh my God, I do! I’d forgotten. That’s her, isn’t it, the girl in your dream. No wonder I had the feeling about her.”

“Except she worked at Castle, not in the mall, but yeah, I have no doubt. How many Rebekkas with a ‘K’ are there? And now, she has your phone number. Be interesting to see if she calls, my money is that she will.”

Dani let out a shudder, “I can’t believe this! How much more is there? How is all this happening?”

“Lots more, and I have no idea how it’s happening, except that it is. None of it makes any sense. I’m almost afraid to tell you more, so much of it’s been happening… and there are parts I can’t even say out loud.” How the hell would I tell Dani that she performed in a strip club? About ‘Onna’? How the hell could that ever happen in real life? Hell, the way so much of my dream was happening, I was half afraid it might… the other half hoping! But I sure as hell would never tell her, at least not before it did.

And that’s when we came to exit 209 into Pendleton. Pendleton’s a rodeo town with one of the biggest rodeos in the world, since 1910. Hamley Saddlery and Leather Goods came into existence in Pendleton in 1905. Now it’s in the same two-story brick building as it began. I know this from the plaque just inside the door and pictures of the saddles and queen/princess outfits Hamley’s has made for the Round-up through the years.

And Dani was like a kid in a candy store, she loved it. According to the plaque, all their leather clothing is made upstairs in their leather shop. She picked out skirts, pants, blouses, even a pair of chaps. Not all of them leather, but all very, very western, and also very complimentary to her femininity! Nothing was overtly sexy as it wasn’t that kind of store, but still, on Dani, pretty much all of it, even the blue jeans were sexy (ever hear Mel McDaniel’s song, ‘Baby’s Got Her Blue Jeans On’? That’ Dani). Besides the clothes, she bought a nice pair of dress cowboy boots and a pair of work boots.

“You know, you’re going to have to charter a plane just to take your clothes to Montana,” I told her.

“Ha, eat your heart out, you naysayer! You’re just paying the bill, but I want to get in that ‘western girl’ mood,” she answered as she picked out a couple pairs of Levis.

I’m not going to say how much we spent in that store, just suffice it to say that it turned out to be a VERY expensive day! I could see mortgaging the house. But there was no doubt Dani was going to be well dressed in Montana. “You do know, the studio’s going to be providing clothes, don’t you?”

“Only for the movie, not till then,” she answered.

We grabbed a burger at the DQ on our way out of town, I told Dani it was all we could afford after her day’s shopping.


Chapter 22    

My mom brought her pork roast to dinner, and Dani’s mom brought our favorite cake. It’s a recipe that a friend from Finland had given her many years ago, unique among cakes – American cakes, anyway, and so, so good! It doesn’t fall in any category we can think of so it’s just become her ‘furriner’s’ cake. Dani made a salad, baked potatoes and veggies.

“Mom, is this real?” Jon and Jodi were in unison shock after we’d given each of them, and our parents a copy of Dani’s contract. Our parent’s jaws were on the table, kind of in a stupor as they were reading.

“A hundred percent,” she told them, “I’m leaving for Montana Monday to learn to ride like a rancher and barrel racing champion. The movie’s shooting starts the first of May.”

“Seriously? How?” Dani’s dad asked.

“It’s kind of hard to explain,” she answered, “it was something from Robert’s dream during his coma, it’s why we went to Tampa this week, he’d dreamed I met this talent agent and when we checked she was real and the movie she’d wanted me to audition for in his dream was real, too… so, we went to Tampa to check it out. I auditioned and this was the result.”

“Uh, what’s this?” Dani’s mom asked, “these references to nudity, intimacy? Seriously, Hon? And what, exactly, does it mean by ‘intimacy’?”

“It’s not a Hallmark movie, Mom, it’s a love story, a man and woman doing what comes naturally when falling in love.”

Her mom was blushing, I guess thinking of her daughter… “Is there… you know…?”

“Kissing, very intimate kissing… yes. That was one of the scenes I auditioned, except it wasn’t in the nude… which I’m told will be in the movie. Sex… not for real but simulated… I don’t know to what extent,” Dani told her mother.

“Says that they might use a stand-in,” her dad said, “so, are you going to let them?”

“No,” she answered, “I’m going to do all of it, I’ve already decided that.”

“Oh my!” her mom exclaimed, “and you’re going to be okay with that?” directing her question to me.

I nodded, “It’s going to be up to Dani, I’m supporting her, yes.” I didn’t think I needed to mention the fact that I encouraged her.

There was silence at the table, when Jodi finally spoke, “Good for you, Mom! You can show the world how beautiful a normal, mature woman can be, I’m going to be so anxious to see it!”

Dani’s mom and dad glanced at each other, and he told Dani, “So are we, Honey, we think it’s wonderful what you’re doing. A little… surprising but we’ll support you, too.”

“Mom, you said that was ‘one’ of the scenes you auditioned. What else?” Jon asked.

Dani looked at her son, “I don’t think I should say, it’d give away too much of the movie. All I’ll say is that it was pretty intense.”

“Probably the one that got the part for your mom,” I suggested, “but, she’s right, it’d give away too much,” I agreed.

The rest of the evening was a pretty normal after-dinner family get-together, everyone going home before ten. Dani and I went to bed and… need I say? I could probably count on one hand the nights we hadn’t fucked or made love at least once since I’d recovered enough. That night was not one of those that needed counting.

Saturday started with a normal breakfast; eggs, sausage, and potato patties, both cooked in the air fryer. We’d gotten to love that thing. Then, after breakfast, Dani got all weird on me, telling me that I had to clear out of the house for at least four hours, gone by ten, back any time after two, “Not a minute before!” she stipulated. When I asked why, all I got back was that stare that means in no uncertain terms ‘do it!’ I had no friggin’ clue what was going on, but I knew for damned sure that I was gonna ‘do it'.

I went by the new store in Pasco, that I hadn’t even talked to the owner about yet, and looked through the window, drooling, imagining what it could be like inside as my store. It was in a perfect neighborhood, maybe a little bigger than I’d need, but that’d be okay, and best of all, it had a ‘For Lease’ sign in the window, along with a phone number. I didn’t remember the sign when Dani and I had been there a couple weeks before. God, so much had happened in those two weeks!

I went back to my car, got in, and dialed the number.  A woman answered, giving a realtor’s name. I told her who I was, that I had an auto parts store in Kennewick, and was interested in another. We set up a meeting for Tuesday at three. That’d give me time for my meeting with Leslie at the bank and possibly lunch with her. My only disappointment was that Dani and I had wanted to do this store together. That wasn’t going to happen.

On the way back across the river, I wondered what was going on at our house, why I’d been kicked out for four hours. Hopefully, I’d know when I got home.

Which, I didn’t. Dani was in the kitchen making lasagna. She’d been cooking, I smelled the Italian sausage she’d browned for the sauce but nothing was out of the ordinary. She didn’t say anything, either, just gave me a quick kiss and reminded me that Jenny and Richard were coming over for dinner at seven and assured me that for once, Richard wasn’t on call. I can’t even begin to know how many times he’d been called away from one of our get-togethers for some medical emergency, the perils of being a pediatrician, probably any physician.

I’d stopped by the store before going home, getting a little homesick for it. Jon wasn’t there, and there was a steady stream of customers at the counter, so I didn’t get a chance to visit with anyone but did get some very friendly greetings. I had to chuckle at myself a little when I walked past the bolt cutters, which I did intentionally, remembering that night in my dream when I had to cut the handcuffs from Dani’s wrists behind her back. Alan had sent the handcuffs home with her, omitting the key. Accidentally, right? Yeah, sure. But I wasn’t complaining, it had turned a spectacular night into something more like ‘holy shit!’ That was the night we’d met Rebekka later at Castle, the sex store, Dani dressed in almost nothing.

“You need to get dressed,” Dani told me, waking me up. I checked my watch, five-thirty. After I got home, I’d offered to help Dani get things ready for dinner, but she said she had it all under control. So, I did the only sensible thing under the circumstances, took a nap. After all, our nighttime ‘sleeping’ time had been cut pretty drastically by other, much more pleasurable activities. I had a pretty good feeling about later that night, too. A little afternoon nap sure wouldn’t hurt.

I showered, cleaned myself up, and dressed in one of my nicer shirts and slacks. It’s always enjoyable when Jenny comes over for dinner, and this was the first time since Dani’s little discussion with her about our newly invigorated sex life. I still couldn’t believe she’d talked about that with her but she had. And after my and Dani’s discussion in Reno about Jenny, telling her about that night with Jenny in my dream, I had no idea what to expect but wanted to look nice. I even splashed on a little after-shave, something I rarely did.

After I finished, Dani had already set the table, and the lasagna was in the oven, so Dani said she was getting dressed. I still had no idea what those four hours of me being kicked out of the house earlier had been about, she hadn’t given even the tiniest clue.

I had nothing to do except wait. At quarter-to-seven, the oven chimed, so I checked the lasagna. It was bubbling and browned on top, looking yummy, so I took it out and covered it with aluminum foil, putting it on the table on the hotplate Dani had already put there.

A few minutes later, Dani came downstairs and my jaw dropped open. We had company coming over and Dani was dressed like that! It was the sheer blouse, no bra underneath – breasts and pink nipples proudly on display, and short, silky skirt, both that we’d bought a couple weeks earlier, the ones Dani had told me about in my dream, that the high-school Dani had worn to that New Year’s Eve party with Alan Ryder, complete with her new Rose Petal Peach lipstick and makeup.

“Think Richard and Jenny will like it?” she asked.

Duhhh!


Chapter 23

Saturday evening, March 28

Dani had dressed for our dinner with Jenny and Richard, wearing her ultra-sexy ‘New Year’s’ outfit; sheer blouse, no bra, ten-inch silky skirt, and red heels. God, the thought of her wearing that with Jenny and Richard in the house raised an instant hard-on.

It was only a few minutes later, time spent drooling, that Jenny opened our front door. She’d long since ceased bothering to knock, knowing that she and Richard were welcome in our house, any time, same as we were in theirs.

Richard’s eyes were instantly on Dani. Not that I could blame him, not in the least. He had never seen my wife dressed like this before. Hell, until I awoke after my accident, I hadn’t, either. She was fucking sexy! And I was dying to know what, if anything, she had on underneath that skirt. If you’d asked me before my accident if Dani would ever dress like this for a dinner with Richard and Jenny, I’d have laughed you out of town. Not a fucking chance in hell!

My thoughts were on Dani, Richard watching her, when Jenny took off her jacket. If I’d thought ‘holy shit’ before, this was quadruple ‘holy shit’! Jenny, sweet, beautiful Jenny, dressed exactly as Dani was; same skirt, except black instead of red, same transparent blouse, same… nothing on underneath it!

My heart rate instantly doubled, my already hardness must have hardened another point or two on the hardness scale… and, Richard, from the look on his face, was just as shocked with his wife as I was.

I’ve mentioned before that Jenny is one of the most beautiful women I’ve ever known, if not the most beautiful. Dani knows it, too, and between her exercise classes and her professional dancing, her body is nothing short of exquisite, even at forty-nine. It’s just that I’ve never actually seen her body… quite like this before. Those long legs going on forever. Yeah, she’s worn short skirts and dance costumes many times, just… nothing even remotely like this. I’ll admit that I’ve used my imagination, trying to picture what was underneath, but one’s imagination can only go so far, it doesn’t do reality the justice it deserves. I’m sure that Richard was thinking the same about Dani, too.

Maybe I’d figured out what Dani had been doing that morning, shopping with Jenny? Even so, why would I have had to be gone for that? Unless I hadn’t even been supposed to know she’d gone out with Jenny. It still didn’t make any sense.

Jenny put her arm over Dani’s shoulders, “Are we going to have dinner… or are you boys going to just stand there and gawk?”

Richard, quiet, reserved Richard, looked at me, then back at his wife, “I’m okay with gawking,” he said. We all broke into laughter. Hell, I was perfectly okay with it, too. What the hell was going to happen tonight?

But dinner awaited. Dani led the way into the dining room, and Richard put down a pan of what looked like Jenny’s homemade garlic bread wrapped in foil, along with two bottles of red wine, likely expensive. Jenny and Richard are much more attuned to wine than Dani and me.

The dinner, the wine, and the view, not particularly in that order of preference, were fabulous. It was a little hard to keep the staring from being quite so obvious.

Jenny told us about a funny thing that had happened at her exercise class that afternoon. Apparently, one of the women had a ‘wardrobe malfunction’, and a boob accidentally popped out. When Dani pressed her, teasing, Jenny insisted, “No, it wasn’t me, remember Cheryl?” Cheryl was a little older than us, overweight but very energetic and bubbly, VERY big boobs.

“She was mortified, but I told her she was fine and finally got her to laugh about it with the rest of us. Thankfully, probably the only thing saving her was that there weren’t any guys in the class.”

After dinner, Dani got up and brought each of us about a two-inch square of chocolate brownie, and poured another glass of wine. I looked up at her as she handed the brownies out, and received nothing back except a smirk when I mouthed the words, ‘are they?’ Surely, she wouldn’t have… would she? I’d mentioned Alan’s brownies to her and imagine there are recipes on the internet and as for the ‘good’ ingredient, there are shops everywhere.

Was that what the four hours kicked out of the house had been about?

Before Dani sat back down with her brownie, she gave a copy of her movie contract to Jenny and Richard.

“What’s this?” Jenny asked.

“Just skim it,” Dani told her.

As they both nibbled on their brownies and read, their eyes and expressions showed their reaction, almost the same as our family's last night, total disbelief.

When Jenny finished ‘skimming’, she looked up at Dani and asked in a most incredulous voice, “Is this real?” Dani and I both burst out laughing, they were the exact words and reactions as the night before.

“What’s so funny?” Jenny asked.

Dani was still giggling, trying to stop, “Tell you later,” she said, “but to answer your question, yes, it’s real. I’m leaving Monday for Montana to learn to ride for the movie. My character’s a retired barrel racer and rancher’s wife, so I have to ride like I’d been horseback all my life.”

We spent the following ten-fifteen minutes of dessert time answering questions. The question of the nudity and love scenes never came up, which kind of surprised me. Much of the conversation was me explaining about the part of my dream meeting April, the makeup girl, Dani’s subsequent impromptu modeling, meeting Amanda, the talent agent and then calling her from Reno, subsequently meeting her for real, all the time trying to be vague about the real details around those events.

By the time we felt we’d answered their questions to at least some satisfaction, I was feeling more than a little amorous. I had been all evening, ever since first seeing what Dani was wearing, compounded by Jenny, but by the end of our question-answer session, it was full blown. Dani’s brownies and wine? Or just the ‘view’ and anticipation, not knowing what Dani and Jenny might have planned next? Whatever, it had hit hard – in more ways than one.

When Dani suggested to Jenny that she wanted to show her something upstairs, and they both left, Richard and I were both disappointed. “You know what they’re doing?” he asked me as we moved into the living room.

I shrugged my shoulders, “Not a clue,” I told him. “She’s been mysterious all day. This morning, for instance, I got kicked out of the house for four hours, no idea why.”

He laughed, “Sounds like a female, speaking of which, my wife left me alone this morning for a couple hours, too, no explanation.”

“Aha! Then that’s what Dani was doing, conspiring, probably when they coordinated their outfits… speaking of which…” I rolled my eyes.

“Yeah, that was a bit of a shock, seeing Dani like that, then Jen, I hadn’t seen what she was wearing until then, never seen her in anything like that,” he told me.

“Dani, either, at least not until recently, she’s been pretty… adventurous since my coma,” I told him.

Okay, I’m going to admit something here. I was curious and tried to inconspicuously glance at Richard’s groin (No, I am NOT gay! Not even remotely). I was just curious whether he had a tent in his pants like I did and yeah, he did.

“It’s nice that we could have dinner and an evening without you getting called away,” I told Richard, “it’s kinda rare.”

He laughed, nodding in agreement, “For once, not on call for the entire weekend. Pretty cool about Dani and that movie,” he said, “must have come as quite a surprise.”

I just nodded, not telling him it hadn’t been a surprise to me at all.

Holy…!! That was when Dani and Jenny made their reappearance back down the stairs. And what a fucking reappearance it was! They’d both changed; Dani into her ivory bikini we’d bought in Tampa, and Jenny into a leopard-print one-piece.

I’m sure you’ve heard the expression ‘less is more’? Well, sometimes, the opposite is true, too – more is less. Which was so true with Jenny’s swimsuit. Yeah, it was a one-piece but the way it was so tight around her you-know-what, then high, high, high on her hips with little straps around her waist, and the deep ‘V’ of her cleavage, it was sexy as fucking hell!

Dani’s was sexy, that skimpy top and bottom, embroidered ivory and lace that hugged her curves like they had made it specifically for her, but God, that thing Jenny was wearing!

But the bigger question was, ‘What the fuck! Why the hell swimsuits?’ Not that I was complaining! I’d never imagined, other than in my dream, to ever see Jenny in something like that suit. Hell, Dani, either at least in the company of our friends. But it was still March, not exactly a hot summer night.

I hadn’t noticed the little bag Dani was carrying, not until she dug into it, pulling out two little somethings, handing one to each, Richard and me, “Here, your turn, swimsuits, put them on.”

I looked at what she’d handed me with horror. It was the tiny Speedo swimsuit like she’d made me wear that morning on Alan’s yacht in my dream.

Richard looked at his, too, then at his wife, “You can’t be serious, this?”

As they were stepping outside through our patio door, Dani told us, “Join us when you’re ready,” and closed the door behind her.

Richard and I looked at each other, at those tiny nothings, and burst out laughing. This was fucking ridiculous! And what the hell did she mean, ‘join us’? It was still March, not cold but cool, sixty-eight according to the thermometer. Too damned cool for what they’d been wearing or those ludicrous things they’d given us to put on.

I wasn’t about to change into that thing in front of Richard, “You can use one of the spare bedrooms,” I told him, and we trudged upstairs. I wasn’t too damned crazy about him seeing me in it at all, but it’d be mutual, we’d both be ridiculous, so that helped.

I undressed, down to my birthday suit, and pulled that thing on, not a hell of a lot more than Dani’s bikini bottom, and stretched just as tight, too. I guess to be fair, it was a little more, but still… I wasn’t even a little thrilled with the idea of anyone seeing me in it, but especially, ESPECIALLY Jenny!

I met Richard out in the hallway, looking every bit as absurd as I did. The bulges from our hard dicks weren’t exactly flattering, either.

“You ready for this?” I asked him when we were downstairs in front of the patio door.

“No,” he answered, rather emphatically. Neither was I.

Downstairs, I opened the patio door, we stepped out and… what the hell?

“Since when do we have a hot tub on our patio?” I asked Dani, who was immersed in the thing along with Jenny, on opposite sides.

She didn’t even look up, looking like she was enjoying the rapidly bubbling water, “Since about two o’clock,” she said, “almost regretted not telling you to stay away another hour, but they made it in time, barely. Getting the truckful of preheated water in it took a little longer than they’d expected.”

She finally opened her eyes and looked toward us, “Ooh-la-la,” she said, along with a wolf-whistle, “what you think, Jen, should we let those hunks join us?”

Jenny gave another wolf-whistle, kind of degrading, I thought, I felt like a stripper, wearing not a hell of a lot more than a little sack hiding my junk. And in front of Dani’s best friend, too! Naturally, Dani was checking out Richard’s package, like Jenny was checking out mine. I think I’d have felt less naked if I was naked.

Richard and I stepped in the hot, churning water and sat on the seats beside our wives, about four or five feet from the opposite couple. There was room for four more, too. Like Dani, the bottom of Jenny’s suit was under the water, but that top, tight against her breasts… that deep ‘V’… oh my!

And Richard was getting the same view of my lovely bride!

As soon as I settled down beside her, Dani’s hand was feeling between my legs, “Mmm, like it, shoulda gotten you one of those long ago,” she said.

There were benefits! However,I was thankful for the churning water and bubbles hiding what was going on below.

She leaned over and kissed me. Dani’s never been one to show public displays of affection, at least not like that kiss, never before in front of other people. After maybe half a minute of making love with each other’s mouths, Dani backed away, “I want you to tell Jen and Rich about your dreams,” she said, “all the juicy details.”

My mind was in an instant whirl, I hadn’t told anyone about ‘all the juicy details’, not even Dani. All I’d told her so far was little bits and pieces.

“Starting? Where should I start?” I asked her.

“Why don’t you start with that night of your accident,” she said, “then maybe skip around a bit, I want Jen and Rich to have a clear picture of what was going through your mind all that time.” She looked into my eyes, “And nothing’s off-limits,” she added.

I knew exactly what she meant by that, that night with Jenny. But, could I? I cringed at the thought… and how would Richard feel about it? But damn, the idea was exciting, too… especially in this hot tub, all of us about ninety-eight percent naked.

I began, no idea where it might go, what might eventually pop out of my mouth, “Have you ever had a dream that was so vivid and real you were confused when you woke up… usually just when the good stuff’s starting, convinced that it was real, not a dream?” I waited, both Jenny and Richard kind of nodded, mumbling their ‘yeahs’.

“Well, this was that way, except I didn’t wake up, it went on and on, for four months… longer, really, because in my dream it was April when I finally did wake up. It was the weirdest thing ever, I remember everything, like I would if it had happened just yesterday… and more real than anything I’d ever dreamed before. I still have a hard time accepting that none of it was real.”

Dani, her hand under the water gently massaging the outside of my swimsuit, added, “Strangest of all is so much of it’s been happening in real life. Like the movie, he knew this talent agent’s name and even her phone number… and all about this movie that wasn’t out in the public at all... all the ‘coincidences’, even my new favorite cosmetics, Winsome Naturals, their lipstick, the Rose Petal Peach, it’s who I modeled for in his dream, the lipstick I liked… and there’s so many more, I could go on and on.”

“Wow,” Richard said, “have you talked to any medical professionals, psychologists about it? They’d be fascinated,” he asked.

I shook my head, “No, don’t intend to, it’s all too personal,” I told him.

“But the studio wants to use it. They think it’d be great publicity for the movie, they’re going to sit down with him for however long it takes to get the whole story,” Dani said.

“Tell them about that night, love, how it all started,” Dani said, getting impatient, pinching my very tender part, a little prodding to get to the good parts, I guess.

I looked at her, “And you’ve already told Jenny… what, exactly?” I asked her.

“Nothing about your dreams, just a little about… the now.”

“She told me how you guys’ fucking has gotten so exciting, that it’s because of your dreams… and yeah, that’s the word she used, too. I wanna know the background, how it all came about,” Jenny reiterated.

Wow, the language she used! I’ve never imagined Jenny using that language. “Okay… but this is going to be pretty abbreviated. After all, it went on for over four months. You remember that homecoming night, your senior year?” I didn’t wait for an answer, “Well… and this was before my accident, I’d been trying to get Dani to tell me about her first time and she wouldn’t talk about it. In her yearbook, there’s this picture of a black football player, her escort that night, kissing her on the cheek after she was crowned queen. I guess I assumed…”

I took a breath, “You and Dani,” I said, gesturing at Jenny, “went out to dinner that night. I was hungry so… and this all happened in my head after my accident, was dreaming then but didn’t know it. I went out for a pizza, except when I left the house everything had changed, back to 1987, everything in town the way it was back then… the football game was going, homecoming night, I stopped to watch… and there was Dani in her sexy cheer costume.

“And then it was halftime, the princesses, you, Dani, and another girl…”

“Marci,” Jenny interrupted, “she was so jealous and mad that night!”

“THAT was Marci? Alan Ryder’s girlfriend?” Both Jenny and Dani nodded.

I went on, “I didn’t know who he was then, except he was this good-looking black kid, who I’d been wondering about, escorting the eighteen-year-old Dani. He kissed her, first on the cheek, then when she turned to say something to him, kissed her on the lips… and I knew… he was the one.”

“I followed to the dance, it was like I was a ghost, no one could see me, Dani was so sexy in that dress… which she still has, by the way…”

Dani’s hand had slipped under the Speedo. I couldn’t believe she was doing this in front of our friends. And then I realized both Jenny’s and Richard had a hand under the water, too. I wondered…

My hand went to the inside of Dani’s thigh, God, I was fucking horny!

“After, I followed them to her parents’ house… and upstairs to Dani’s bedroom. He was… sucking her tit… and she was liking it.”

I felt Dani’s hand squeezing me, sliding up and down on my hardness. I moved mine a little closer to between her legs.

“That was when she used his name, the first time I knew who he was, Alan… I found out later he was the famous football player, Alan Ryder… I watched them make love that night, three times… he was big, enormous, and Dani enjoyed it, a lot.”

“Oh my,” Jenny said, “don’t you wish that had been real?” she asked Dani, “I think every girl in school wanted to be in Marci’s shoes. We all knew they were… more than just dating.”

“Yeah, so Dani’s since told me, how she had a crush on him… still has, all those years, how she was so jealous of Marci.”

Richard looked at his wife, “What, you had a crush on this guy, too?” he asked her.

She laughed, “Richard, EVERY girl in school had a crush on Alan Ryder, football jock, nice guy, handsome…” She rolled her eyes, ‘who wouldn’t?’ Then she looked back at me, “So, what then?”

“After I told Dani about that night, she teased me about the things they’d done after, like the mattress in his truck…”

I knew by Jenny’s look that I’d just struck a nerve. “The mattress… you knew about his mattress?  I think everyone in school knew about the mattress and Marci, but… you weren’t there that year. How did you know?”

“I didn’t, not until Dani told me in my dream, but it was with her, not Marci. It’s one of those things that I couldn’t have known but did. We’re still discovering so many things like that.”

Dani reached under the elastic of my Speedo, leaned over, and whispered to me, “You need to take that off,” as she pushed it down.

I looked at her with that ‘are you serious’ look. When she continued pushing it, I told her, “Yours first,” then pulled the strings tying it around her waist. She lifted her butt and let it float away.

“Now you,” she said, pushing mine down. I couldn’t very well say no, not after she’d shed hers. A moment later, mine was also floating. Jenny giggled, watching our two swimsuit bottoms bobbing around the tub. I scooped both up and gave a toss. Thankfully, the bubbles were obscuring the underwater view. Except… eventually, we’d have to get out and… what the hell then? Shudda thought about that before tossing them!

“Oookayy,” I started again, “now that that’s settled… where were we? Oh yeah, Dani’s teasing… I started teasing back, and she called my bluff, contacting him on Facebook… and the fucker answered her! Still, obviously with the hots for her. And her for him.

“So, he invited us to his new restaurant’s grand opening in Tampa… and we went. To make a long story much shorter, I convinced him to come up to our hotel room after we’d gone to dinner with him in his new restaurant.”


Chapter 24

I closed my eyes, remembering that night.

I kept my eyes closed, visualizing it, that night happening all over again in my mind, “He kissed her, like you’d imagine two lovers after years apart, pulled her dress’s halter tie from around her neck… Dani wasn’t wearing a bra under it. I remember his words… ‘Babygirl…’ that was his name for Dani, he told me later he’d started calling her that after a particularly hot night, ‘I’ve dreamed of this for years…’ and sucked her breast in his mouth.”

And the real Daniella sitting beside me let out a huge groan from my fingers pressing inside her. She didn’t even try to hide it.

“She told me later that she intended to tell him to stop, that she was married and couldn’t… until she felt his warm lips sucking her nipple in his mouth. Instead, she stood there, moaning, her arms around his neck… she’d lost the battle with herself.”

I looked at Dani, her watching me intently, her hand wrapped around my shaft, squeezing, “Like… in Montana, you losing the battle with yourself,” I told her.

“No,” Dani answered, “that’s a battle I won’t lose… can’t lose.”

“He switched to your other breast… then kissed you again… pushed your dress down, then your panties… then picked you up and laid you down on the bed.”

The only other sound was the hum of the tub’s water jets, the water’s rushing noises. All eyes were on me, “He undressed. God, I’ve never even imagined a cock the size of his. You’d told me he was big, but that big…? And his broad chest… rippling muscles… You’d suggested that he’d probably gotten fat and sloppy after retiring. You were wrong.

“I heard him, ‘So tight… hot’ as he pushed inside you, ‘Don’t want to hurt you, Babygirl,’ he said. You were breathing deep, groaning, as he ever so slowly pushed inside you.”

Dani was beside me, little moans coming from her, “Touch yourself,” I told her, “pretend it’s him.” I looked across the tub, Jenny, too, was breathing deeply.

“You had your eyes clamped shut, grimacing. He told you he’d never stopped loving you, then to open your eyes. You did, you started meeting his thrusts, scraping your fingernails across his back, wailing, screaming how good it was.”

I paused a long time, watching Dani, her face in a grimace, nearly the same grimace I’d seen that night. I felt between her legs, her fingers deep inside herself. “Don’t let yourself come,” I told her. “You told me to not leave anything out, this is what it was like,” I added, “what it would be like in Montana.

“You felt his ejaculations inside you, you spasmed for so long…”

Dani’s hips under the water were thrusting onto her fingers. I pulled her hand away, not wanting her to come.

“He told you he wanted to make love with you again, so you rolled over across him, straddling him, him on his back. You told me later that you realized then that you were still the girl who’d fucked him so often when you were younger… you took his big cock in your hand and sunk down on it, rocking back and forth, putting his hands on your breasts. This time was long and slow, your rocking up and down on him… until you couldn’t take it any longer and told him to fuck you… and he bounced you up and down on his cock until you orgasmed, screaming.

“After that, he rolled you over on your hands and knees and fucked you… hard… while you watched me, your eyes on mine.”

When I finished, Dani’s body was shuddering. “I… oh fuck! I need to come… let me come… please!!” the real-life Daniella was whimpering.

“Richard, would you mind getting Dani something to drink, maybe just some ice water?”

“My guess is…” I told Dani, “that’s what it would be like… you know… if you did… you’d come so fucking hard!”

Richard was back with a glass of ice water. Dani took it and thanked him, taking a big drink. “Feel better?” I asked her.

She nodded, “Better, but that story… you’d never explained it like that before. It’s… I guess… a little more than I’d expected.”

“You said don’t leave anything out.” I’d already told Dani, so spoke to Jenny and Richard, “She stayed with him the rest of the weekend, I talked her into it. I knew how badly she wanted to, but I was terrified…” I looked at Dani, “But I trusted you. I went home, the hardest few hours of my life. What happened that next night, I haven’t told you any part of yet, it’s a whole ‘nother story, fucking out of this world!”

“Then Alan invited us back to Tampa over spring vacation, both of us.” Dani glanced at me, knowing I’d skipped so much, including… Jenny… that night. I knew that Dani had said to not skip anything, but I was NOT going to go there! Not ever!

“Guess you can imagine that week, but like I said, use your imagination, then multiply by ten. That first night after his grand opening… that was just a beginning… That second trip, every night was something new… and I was there for all of it.

“We met April that week, I already told you a little about her, a friend of Alan’s. He had come over the evening we got there, she’d had made a set of eye patches, painted to look like your real eyes… spooky as hell, but when I first saw you, those patches glued over your eyelids, completely blinded, holy shit, they looked real… everything except blinking.

“I haven’t even told Dani a lot of this, but those were over her eyes the first several days, and she couldn’t see the sexy clothes Alan had her wearing, the kinds of clothes she’d never wear. Then he fucked her every night, teasing her during the day…”

My fingers began teasing, rubbing Dani’s naked pussy. God, I wanted that bikini top off, too! No way she’d go that far.

“It was Wednesday when Alan had April take the eye patches off, then she took Dani to the studio with her… and tricked them into using her as a model… it’s how she got involved with the talent agent.”

Jenny and Richard were both listening to this raptly, totally enthralled. “There was so much just that week,” I told them, “we could be here all night… and probably tomorrow, too.”

“Okay,” Jenny said, “what stands out the most, though?” she asked.

I stopped and thought for a minute, so friggin’ much! “I guess three things, although all of it was pretty incredible: The night of the accident; that very first night in Tampa, that reunion in our hotel room; and…” I was almost afraid to say it, I’d vowed to myself to not say anything about it, but…

“Our last night in Tampa, Friday, I… uhh… had a date with April.” I checked Dani, I hadn’t mentioned to her about ‘me and April’. She looked quizzical, but otherwise okay. “Dani was going out with Alan… wearing the sexiest knit dress, you know, the type of loose knitting that when it stretches a little, you can see through it, poke a finger through it… well, you could see virtually everything through this dress… nothing underneath except a red thong.”

Dani looked at me and mouthed the words, ‘I want that dress’. At least that’s what I interpreted her as saying. Maybe what I wanted her to be saying.

“April and I went to dinner, then met Dani and Alan back at his house, he said the evening would be worth our while to delay… our plans…

I hesitated, “And… what?” Jenny insisted, getting more than a little impatient.

“He took us to this club, no signs, no name, just an industrial building… outside. Inside was different, it was a… strip club…”

“Ooh, bet I know where this is going, and I like it!” Jenny said

“Mmm, me too,” Dani said, “he hasn’t told me any of this.”

“We found an empty table in front, right by the stage. One dancer, her name was Anna, was beautiful, probably the most beautiful woman I’ve ever seen. During her performance, she locked eyes with Dani, it was obvious… and Dani was seduced by her…”

Dani leaned over and whispered in my ear, “That’s so hot!” and kissed me, like before, except hotter, her tongue inside my mouth, sucking mine, lips so fucking hot!

I pulled away, “Need to finish this, then… we go upstairs…”

I looked back across the tub, Richard and Jenny kissing as well, just as fucking hot! Until they noticed Dani and I had separated, they did as well. I resumed replaying the dream, “Anna went backstage, got dressed, then came straight to our table, introducing herself. She pronounced her name ‘Onna’, with the sexiest accent, asking if we wanted to go to a backroom.

“If anything burned itself into my mind, it’s the rest of that evening, starting with ‘Onna’ dancing just for Dani, grinding on her, Dani undressing her, touching her sexy breasts, sucking her… ‘Onna’ kept repeating ‘it is forbidden,’ with that sexy accent, at the same time encouraging Dani to go further, telling Dani how good her mouth felt on her.

“I still remember Anna’s words, ‘I think… any woman who wears such a dress must be dying to take it off…’

“Dani denied it, her face turning red, but it was obvious… Anna’s fingers were massaging Dani’s breasts, pressing her nipples out through the gaps of the knitting. At first, she thought Anna meant the tiny stage, just a raised platform, really, in the room we were in. ‘No, not there, out there, on the center stage,’ Anna told her, pointing back in the direction of the main room’s stage.  Dani said she was a teacher and just couldn’t. Anna laughed, saying she was a defense attorney, that all the dancers were professional women, none of them were ‘strippers’, that this club was very private just for that reason… no one outside would know, no one dared record.”

Dani was nibbling on my ear, her hand wrapped around my cock, driving me out of my mind. But this story… it had to be finished!

“She was married, too, said her husband was out in the audience, she danced once a month… and fucked so hard afterward… ‘you would love it, too,’ she told Dani.

“After a moment, Dani let out a squeaky, little ‘yes’, and Anna was thrilled… telling Dani to find that one person in the audience who she’d love to have eat her pussy… to make love with him from the stage. ‘It is how… I found you,’ she said.”

Dani was barely breathing, her eyes wide. Jenny, too, neither saying a word.

“A few minutes later I watched as my Daniella on stage, undressed Anna, kissing her, running her hands over her body… over her breasts… a nipple in her mouth… Anna’s words again, ‘it is forbidden,’ holding Dani’s head…

“And then it was Dani’s turn, Anna standing behind her, nuzzling her neck, slowly pulling her dress up over her head, cupping her breast, Dani locking eyes with a good-looking man sitting alone at a table.

“That scene will be locked in my eyes until the day I die, real or not… it was real at the time. With Dani standing on the stage, nothing on except that red thong, her naked nipples swollen. Anna whispered in her ear, Dani nodded, then Anna started pushing Dani’s thong down.

“When Dani was naked on stage, Anna moved to her side and took a nipple in her mouth… right in front of us. I heard Dani ask Anna, ‘I thought you said it was forbidden.’ She looked up at Dani, giggled, and told her in that sexy accent, with a couple hundred people there, ‘it is, but nobody is watching,’ and sucked her other breast into her mouth.”

My hand had moved up, massaging Dani’s breast through her swimsuit top, Jenny and Richard watching intently, still silent, Dani letting out little moans.

“Anna took a moment away from Dani’s nipple and told her, ‘Spread your legs apart, let your man in the audience see his prize’.”

I told Dani, “You did, spread your legs, your wet, swollen pussy in full view, never wavering your smile from your guy in the audience.”

Dani was squirming, moaning, like before, oblivious to the couple on the other side of the hot tub.

“Anna took you backstage, you put your dress back on, and came back out, sitting by Alan, shaking. You told him to get you out of there, and I quote, ‘I am so fucking horny… need you inside me!’

“We were just getting up to leave, I was going home with April, you with Alan, when Anna came out to greet us again, except she went to your guy’s table first, handed him your thong that you hadn’t put back on, then to our table and took your hand, leading you back to him, taking both of you to the back room.

“It was probably twenty minutes later, you were back, walking unsteadily, your face flushed, your nipples red and distended poking through your dress… ‘go… now!’ you demanded.”

“What… happened?” Dani asked, her face almost as flushed as she had been that night. This was why I hadn’t wanted her to come earlier.

“You never said, but when we were outside, you were still shaky, you leaned against the hood of Alan’s truck, facing it, supporting yourself on your elbows, spread your legs, and told Alan to fuck you.”

“Oh, God!” Dani moaned, moving around and straddling me, lowering herself over my rock-hard cock, letting out a loud groan as she impaled herself.

She was wailing, grinding herself down, our pelvises tight together. I was just as excited as she was, reaching behind her and pulling the strings of her bikini top, pulling it off, and engulfing a breast in my mouth.

I suddenly remembered the other couple in the hot tub, “Turn around,” I told Dani. She did, both of us letting out another moan as she settled back down on my cock, facing our friends.

When Richard and I climbed in the hot tub, I’d noticed the location of the switch on top, just off to Dani’s side. I reached around, flipping it off, letting the sight obscuring bubbles subside. I reached around Dani, pulling at her nipples, rubbing them between my fingers, her head back alongside mine, “Fuck me,” I told her, “let them watch.”

Dani opened her eyes and looked at her best friend and her husband, beginning to rise and fall, my cock burying inside her with each thrust.

As we fucked, Jenny slipped her swimsuit off as well, and I saw Richard’s Speedo floating, his dick sticking straight up, long, thick, and hard.

It didn’t take long under the circumstances until I felt that familiar, wonderful feeling beginning. I held Dani’s waist, helping her to pump up and down, slamming her down on me with all my muscles. “Ooh, ooh,” Dani began, as her vaginal muscles started contracting. I pinched her nipples hard. She craned her neck around and we kissed, my cum pumping deep inside her. On and on it went, a ‘super-orgasm’ as I’ve come to call them, at least compared to anything before my accident. And this one was of the upper echelon of those.

Several minutes later, after we’d recovered enough to be aware of our surroundings once again, Jenny and Richard were on the opposite side, doing exactly what we’d just finished, Jenny facing us as Dani had been them. My dick was still inside Dani, growing again as we watched our best friends frantically fucking on the opposite side of the hot tub.

Dani and I watched in fascination. Neither of us had ever watched another couple, not in real life, anyway, only in my dreams. We both realized what they’d been able to see, Richard’s cock sliding in and out of her in the clear water, the look on Jenny and Richard’s faces as they neared their orgasms… Jenny’s naked tits bouncing, her face as her orgasm hit, mouth dropping open with a silent scream, eyes glazed over, Richard’s in a hard grimace.

And then the wailing started, the noises coming from deep inside Jenny, nothing like I remembered from my dream-night with her, the “Aah, Aah,” from Richard, then his roar.

A moment later, Jenny opened her eyes and looked straight at Dani, like she was looking into her soul. Dani scooted across the tub and kissed her, smashing their naked breasts together, Jenny still impaled on her husband’s cock.

I’m not sure that my dick has ever recovered quite as quickly, but was already hard again, watching my Daniella and Jenny. I knew from the way they kissed that their tongues were playing together. Then Dani pulled away, and her mouth dropped to Jenny’s breast, sucking it in.

I scooted over behind Dani, lined my cock with her pussy, and pressed inside her, my full, hard length in a single thrust. Richard, too, had apparently hardened again, as he was thrusting into Jenny, her arms wrapped around Dani, fingernails digging into her skin.

I thrust into Dani, over and over again, hard, her beginning to whimper, Jenny wailing along with her, their arms wrapped around each other, tits pressed together, both being fucked from behind. Dani was the first to come, oblivious to the neighbors. We had a fence for privacy, but it did absolutely nothing to muffle the screams coming from the two women… or the groans from their two men.

~~~~~    

“We are going to find out if that place is real,” Jenny said, later, attired in one of Dani’s silk robes in our living room on the loveseat with her husband. Her laying across the loveseat with her legs up over Richard’s waist gave the term ‘loveseat’ a completely new meaning.

Dani, who was wearing nothing except the nightgown I’d bought that night in the Reno Adam and Eve, was on the recliner, sitting on my lap, her nearly bare breast pressing up against my chest, both Richard and me still in our Speedos, zippo else, both of us playing little games with our wives’ bodies with our fingers.

She looked around the room at each of us, “I mean it, we’re going to Tampa, finding that club. I know it must be real. You have no idea what a fantasy that’s always been with me.”

Dani took her hand, “And me,” she added, “we’ll find it… and I’m betting there will be an ‘Onna’ there, too.”

Richard and I were like, holy shit! For real? Our wives?

“You know the best part,” Dani said, “those nude scenes in the movie, the love scenes, you know who my co-star is going to be?” She looked around the room, “Of course you don’t… it’s… Alan Ryder… he’s the one I’m going to be ‘making love’ with.”

“What? How?” Jenny asked, “can you… and not…?”

“I’ve already had the pleasure of his company… it was one of the scenes I auditioned, one of the love scenes. Not nude like it will be in the movie but it was…” Dani closed her eyes for a moment, then reopened them looking at her friend, “How do you say… I’ve already tried to give Robert an idea what it was like… the man’s a living, walking aphrodisiac… and so big… I felt him pressing against me. I can’t even begin to imagine what the real scenes might be like.

“We’ll be staying in the ranch house, together but separate bedrooms… they’ve said three or four months for shooting. Robert will be able to visit occasionally, but I’m sure there’ll be weeks at a time, alone… nights with nobody in the house except me and him… and I know I’m going to be very, very horny… especially after… that reunion story… and our love scenes. But… I can… and I will. I love my husband too much. I promised him… I’m going to keep my promise.

“Later, with Robert there, like in his dreams… I don’t know.”


Chapter 25

Later, Saturday evening, March 28

My heart was pounding. Jenny and Richard were still at our house, sitting on our loveseat, Jenny wearing one of Dani’s silk robes, no idea what, if anything, underneath it, her bare legs across Richard’s waist; Dani in the very, very sexy negligee that I’d bought her at Adam and Eve in Reno, sitting on my lap on our recliner, the four of us with another glass of wine and a brownie.

“There was another thing, a fourth thing that stood out above the others,” I said, not believing that I was actually going to tell this part of my dream, “it…” I took a deep breath, looking back and forth between Jenny and Richard, “It involved… you…” I told Jenny.

I looked at Richard after I said it, he looked inquisitive, nothing else. I couldn’t believe I was going to reveal this. It was one of those that I’d vowed to NEVER utter a word about. I already had, inadvertently, to Dani, but this was different, totally different

“His dreams have had a way of coming true,” Dani said, knowing what I was going to say, or at least part of it, her hand working its way underneath, to my groin. Despite what we’d just done, or maybe because of it, plus the current situation in our living room was making me very, very turned on!

I took another deep breath, my body shaking. I don’t think I’d ever felt quite the terror of that moment, mixed in with the horniness, it was a potent combination. “It was the next weekend… after Tampa, the first time. Dani and I were going out to dinner with our best friends, you and Richard. We stopped at your house to pick you up… and you said Richard had an emergency, a caesarian with twin preemies. I didn’t think anything about it, it was such a common occurrence.

“We offered to reschedule dinner, but you said no… and I didn’t really want to, anyway, neither did Dani. Dani was wearing a short, leather skirt… you know how she likes leather, and you a silk dress, sheer black stockings... lilac perfume. You were both so sexy, and after that weekend with Alan and Dani, I was… shall I say, more than a little horny… going to dinner with two beautiful women. To be honest, I was on cloud nine.”

I watched Richard, looking for any reaction from him, watching with a very bemused smile on his face, rubbing his wife’s thigh, and starting to develop a tent in his tight Speedo… as was I. Either of these women, dressed as they were, were more than enough to send any man into overdrive, but with Richard’s hand working higher on Jenny’s thigh and Dani in that babydoll, her hand where it was…

“We went to the Black Angus, both of you flirting with me, flirting with our waiter, not pulling your dresses down after sliding in the booth, the scent of your perfume.”

“I think I know where this is going, except he hasn’t told me any of the details,” Dani said, her hand slowly working up and down on my member, slickened by the oozing precum.

So far, it seemed Richard seemed to be approving of the story, evidenced by the bulge in his Speedo. Of course, he didn’t know where it was going, either.

“Dani told you about the…” vibrator, the one I’d surprised her with the night before. No, I wasn’t going to mention that. Who knows, I might want to try that for real sometime. “Never mind that, it’s not important. But after dinner, you suggested this new place over in Pasco, you said the dancing was great.”

“Mario’s?” Jenny asked, “it’s a new, small nightclub that one of my students mentioned a couple weeks ago. She thought it was hot.” She giggled, “Young people, everything is ‘hot’.”

I thought a moment, trying to remember the name on the sign outside, “Yeah, I think that was the name,” I told her, “on Lewis Street? I remember this one was on Lewis Street, a couple blocks past Griggs, red neon sign in front, ‘Mario’s’”

“That’s it, how could you have known about that? They’d just opened when Nance told me about it, two weeks ago. It didn’t even exist until after you came out of your coma.”

I shrugged my shoulders, “Welcome to my world,” I told her, “just another mystery, I could practically go on forever telling you the things I couldn’t have known about.”

“They had live music, country, a couple, very good, pretty girl, good looking guy, like they should have been on American Idol or some such,” I said.

“It’s what Nance raved about, the duo of country singers,” Jenny added.

“Yeah, we were enjoying their music,” I said, “we ordered drinks and sat listening for a little while until you drug Dani out on the dance floor…” I rolled my eyes, “so fucking sexy! You both were driving me crazy in your short skirts, grinding against each other, whispering sexy secrets.”

“Maybe we should try this place,” Dani said, “sounds like fun,” as my hand was tweaking her left nipple.

“I like the idea of the strip club better,” Jenny said, “but yeah, we should.”

The strip club, yeah, that’d be a dream come true! “You two danced a couple songs before you sat back down, and Dani pulled me out on the floor for a slow song that the girl, wearing a short western dress, was making extra sexy… that sultry voice… Dani was wearing the perfume we’d bought in Tampa, the sexiest ever, it drove everyone crazy, nibbling on my neck… just trying to drive me wild… and damned well succeeding!”

“Mmm, wished I’d been there,” Dani said, “lucky you!”

“Yeah, lucky me!” I agreed, “especially when we were walking back to our table and you whispered in my ear that Jen would want to dance with me, too.”

“We ordered another drink and you and Jenny danced another couple fast songs together, and when another slow song came on, I’d had enough liquid courage to ask Jenny.”

Richard still seemed to be enjoying the story, I’d been afraid he might get a bout of jealousy, wouldn’t blame him. His hand had worked its way between her legs, getting her to squirm on his lap.

“You know how Jenny dances, like she’s gliding on air… flowing like liquid. I have no idea how she does that,” I said, to no one in particular, just an observation, “but to me, that night, it was like she was floating in my arms, so smooth, her arms wrapped around my neck, all my blood going to my dick…”

I took a deep breath, the next could change everything, I knew that.

“I’d never danced with anyone so sensual,” I was looking at Jenny, “your perfume, your cheek against mine, arms around my neck, breasts pressed against me. I was… mesmerized, so aroused by Dani’s best friend… and then your lips, tickling my ear, whispering to me, ‘Dani asked me if I wanted to seduce you.’”

I hesitated, my heart pounding, unsure of anything after what I’d just said. I’m not sure what I’d think if the positions were reversed, if Richard had told me that about my Dani? Well, that’s not true, I’d be excited as hell, but before my accident? Before my dreams of Alan Ryder and Dani? That would have been totally a different story. What would I have thought, then? But what I might have thought wouldn’t mean squat, I’m not Richard… Dani isn’t Jenny.

“You going to go on?” Jenny asked me, surprising me.

I looked at her, “You sure? I’ve been afraid to tell this part, even to Dani. It just kind of accidentally came out in Reno last weekend… and none of the details.”

“We’re sure, finish it, all of it,” Richard said, “it was just a dream.”

“Wait… Richard, the thing you have to know… these weren’t… just dreams. What they were, I don’t know, none of it can be explained, but… ’just’ a dream… no. It might turn real, might not…. But, in one way or another, almost all of my ‘dreams’, virtually all that I’ve told Dani so far, and so much that I haven’t even mentioned yet, have been coming true, one way or another,… so, do you really want to hear the rest of this?”

Dani, bless my wife, raised the stakes of the game we were playing, “Or maybe…” she said to Richard with a smirk on her face, pressing her breast into me a little harder, “you might want me and Jen to trade places… would make the rest of this story a lot more fun…”

“Hon?” I asked Dani, not believing what she’d just said.

“You want us to trade?” climbing off my lap, stepping over to the loveseat and offering Jenny her hand.

“Richard, now’s the time, yes or no, no hard feelings if you don’t want to,” Dani said, standing in front of her friends.

Jenny was watching her husband, making no move to take Dani’s offered hand. Poor Richard’s face was white, his mouth working, nothing coming out, looking back and forth from his wife to Dani. As a doctor, he likely makes life or death decisions frequently, but this… this was completely different, he acted wayyy out of his element. “No… no, that’s not what I meant, no, I don’t object… want you to… trade, yeah,” he finally stammered.

Jenny put her hand in Dani’s, and began to stand. I was shell-shocked, this had gone from madness to ‘holy shit!’ in a matter of seconds. Was something that had been lurking in the back of my mind, a hidden fantasy, for decades about to happen in real life? I was suddenly shaking uncontrollably.

Jenny took Dani’s offered hand, standing up with her. Dani whispered something in her ear, too quietly for us to hear, Jenny nodded. “I think…” Dani started, “the evening may get interesting,”

Understatement of the fucking century!

“But first,” she untied the robe’s sash from around Jenny’s waist, letting her robe fall open, then pushed it off her shoulders, letting it fall to the floor. Jenny was wearing nothing under it, her birthday suit, her pussy shaved… or waxed, bare, like Dani’; her thin, dancer’s body beautiful… perfection; small, upturned breasts matching the rest of her body perfectly; brownish-pink, hardened nipples. I’d often let my mind wander, seeing her in her relatively skimpy dance costumes, never imagining that she’d ever be standing nude in front of me, about to… to… sit on my almost as naked lap!

As the two of them stood watching each other, Dani pressed her negligee’s straps off her shoulders and let it fall to the floor, standing just as naked and bare as Jenny.

I caught myself holding my breath, watching these two women about to do the unthinkable. I took a glance at Richard, his face still white, jaw open. I wondered… was my face as white as his?

The recliner and loveseat had maybe six feet between them, with our very naked wives roughly in the center of that space. “You ready?” Dani asked. Jenny nodded, each looked back toward their respective spouse and then Jenny at me, Dani at Richard, each taking those couple steps toward… what, exactly? How the hell was this going to play out? It had already gone so far beyond what I’d have ever believed it ever would…

“I believe this is my seat,” Jenny said, sitting her naked body down on my nothing-but-Speedo-covered lap, facing me, her devastating perfume overwhelming my senses. Well, that along with her naked body! Dani, likewise, sat down next to Richard, snuggling up next to him. At least not on him, her legs splayed apart like Jenny’s, her pussy pressing up against my barely covered, overstimulated dick.

“You have a story to finish, I believe,” Jenny said, tickling my chest with her fingernails. Lord help me, I could not have avoided looking down at her chest, breasts, and nipples pressed against me more if she’d been a beautiful mermaid instead of a perfect woman. One arm was around her and I didn’t know what to do with my hands, kind of flailing in a conflagration of wanting and fear. Dani and Jenny had renewed their perfume after cleaning up from the hot tub, she smelled like lilac, the same as she had that other night, so fucking feminine… so sexy!

“It’s okay to touch, you know, be kind of offended if you didn’t,” she said, with a giggle. I glanced at Dani and Richard, he seemed to be in the same quandary, not knowing what to do with his hands. I finally settled on my hand wrapping around Jenny’s back, pulling her to me. She intertwined her fingers in mine, and we sat, not knowing exactly what to do.

Dani had pulled Richard’s hand up, cupping one of her breasts, smiling, and watching me. “The story,” she said, “we’re waiting, I believe Jenny had just told you that I wanted her to seduce you.”

The fucking story had left my mind completely, somehow a dream didn’t seem quite so significant when the real-life woman was sitting on my lap, her naked breasts pressed against my chest, putting a hickey on my neck. But… they wanted to know what had happened in the dream, so…

“Yeah, that’s what she said, that you wanted her to seduce me.” I closed my eyes, going back to that night in my head, trying to ignore the naked woman whose lips were doing that to me. “I was… was… guess it’d be safe to say a little incredulous… caught off guard… mumbled something, thinking I hadn’t heard what I’d just heard. Jenny… let out a little giggle and… kissed me, just briefly, ‘seduce you,’ she repeated, ‘like this’ and kissed me again… told me she told Dani she’d love it, that if I wanted her to, I needed to kiss her… like I meant it.

“I looked, Dani was watching, no expression on her face… ‘three… two… one… ‘ Jenny counted down… and I kissed her… like she said, like I meant it… and I did. God, I wanted her!”

“Was it… kind of like this…?” Jenny, on my lap, said, bringing her lips to mine, her hand on my opposite cheek pulling me to her, her lips so soft, mouth open, her tongue… oh God!

And it went on forever, Jenny’s lips on mine, her body against mine, our arms around each other, Jenny’s breasts pressed against me. I have never, ever… kissed another woman besides Dani like that!

We broke, both of us breathing hard, looking at Dani and Richard. They were watching us, Richard’s hand cupping her tit, hers over his, together massaging it.

“Have to tell you boys… Dani and I agreed… we’re not sleeping with you, not tonight,” Jenny said, “but we want the story… all of it,” she added, “and maybe a little real-life fun to go with it.”

I moaned, my dick was so fucking hard! But I understood, this was not to be taken lightly, not a ‘spur of the moment’ thing. And then the rest of what she’d said hit me, ‘not tonight’. Did that mean…? Fuck!!!

“You told me…” oh crap! Jenny had one of my nipples between her lips, sucking it.

“Told you what?” and she switched to my other nipple.

“Oh shit… that feels so good! God, Jenny, you’re driving me crazy!” She let out a little giggle and sucked harder.

“Told me… told me…” Oh, those lips! “that… Dani wanted to watch me make love with you… feel what I’d felt when she was with Alan.”

“Mmm, and I was okay with that?” I groaned, her tongue… her lips… down my stomach… fingers toying with the elastic of the Speedo, “Know what I want to do? Bet you do…” as her lips hovered just above my groin. She’d scooted down my legs and off my lap, “This has to go,” she said, beginning to slide the Speedo down my legs, “want you just as naked as me and Dani.”

She got on the floor, working the Speedo down off my legs, then her tongue on the tip of my cock, “I do this to you that night?” she asked, sliding her lips just over the head. I was… oh hell, I can’t even begin to describe!

“That’s all you get… ‘It is forbidden’,” she said in her best fake ‘Onna’ accent, followed by a giggle and climbing back on my lap, “too bad, too, Richard loves it when he comes in my throat.” She pointed to a spot about halfway down her long, slender neck, “About there,” she said, “that’s where he likes his cock when he comes.” She giggled again, “makes quite a lump sliding down,” she said, “perhaps we’ll let you and Dani watch sometime… maybe…” and she let that ‘maybe’ dangle, just fueling my imagination.

Ooohhh! Nuff said ‘bout that!

I groaned, breathing was hard. I’d already come twice that evening, damn good thing or I’d have exploded the instant Jenny’s lips touched me… down there. On the couch, Richard had one of Dani’s nipples in his mouth, sucking for all he was worth. She was laying back, a huge grin on her face, massaging his scalp.

And then Jenny’s tongue was flicking my ear, “What then,” she whispered in my ear.

“We made it back to the house…”

“Speak up, Dani and Richard need to hear, too.”

I don’t know, did this woman have any fucking idea what she was doing to me? At that moment, her fingers were playing with my balls, fingernails barely touching them.

“You told me you liked lots of foreplay before we made love.”

“Mmm, you might have guessed, I do,” she said, pulling my head down to one of her tits, thrusting her chest out.

“Dani said she was turned on,” I said in-between mouthfuls of tit.

“You and I sat on the couch, Dani in the loveseat… it was closer then, right over… there,” I told her, pointing to a place beside the couch. “We kissed…” and Jenny kissed me again, this time like ‘she’ meant it, even more than a moment ago. Her tongue was in my mouth, she sucked mine into her mouth, her hands clawing at my hair, mine exploring her naked back…

“Dani put on this thing… a leotard thing she’d brought back from Tampa,” I started to tell her in-between kisses all over my face, “it held her arms, she said she was afraid she wouldn’t be able to control herself otherwise.

“You sucked me… like you just said, down your throat… except you wouldn’t let me come, you wanted me… inside you.”

I was seeing the couch, a little hard to ignore. Dani and Richard were kissing like we had been a moment earlier, his hand between her legs, her hand over his.

“We hear you, your story, keep going… ohhh, Richard, don’t stop!” Dani was practically crying over on our couch, writhing with Richard’s hand rubbing her.

“You… Oh God, Jenny, I don’t know how much of that I can take,” her grinding her pussy on me, my dick trapped between her pussy lips and my stomach… desperately wanting to be inside her!

She backed off a little, “You had me on my back… you scooted up my body… spread your legs over my face… and…”

“Ohh God,” Jenny moaned, I felt her hand, her fingers between our bodies, and a huge moan as she pressed fingers inside herself, “did I taste… like this?” she asked, pressing two wet fingers in my mouth.

“Yesss!” I told her, sucking her fingers clean, “yours was the first pussy I’d ever tasted that wasn’t Dani!”

“You scooted back down my body, lifted yourself, held my cock at your entrance… waited… torturing… and let yourself down… oh so slowly.”

Dani and Jenny groaned in unison. “You rocked back and forth… I couldn’t stop myself… I came inside you… you spasmed and came, too.”

And the real-life Jenny on my lap bit down on my shoulder, another hickey. I felt her hand between our bodies again, thrusting into herself… and I exploded a third time that night! Dani was on the couch, fingers inside herself, same as Jenny, her body shuddering on Richard’s lap.

Minutes later, after we all had caught our breath, I told her, “After that first time we went to bed, the three of us, Dani was still in her costume, you in one of her babydolls, the black, flowery one.” I realized then the babydoll Jenny had worn that night… it was identical to what I’d bought for Dani in Reno, “That one,” I told her, pointing to the one Dani had taken off, just minutes earlier.

“We fucked again on the bed, you on your hands and knees, doggy style. Dani was in misery, she hadn’t been able to come all night and was sooo horny!” I looked over at Dani, still naked, sitting beside Richard, telling her, “You’d satisfied your curiosity, now you knew how I’d felt watching you and Alan… you seemed to have liked it.”


Chapter 26

Richard and Jenny stayed the night in our spare room. You may have noticed I said ‘stayed’, not ‘slept’. I don’t think there was much sleeping from the noises we heard during the night. Not that Dani and I did much sleeping, either. We went to bed and fucked, Dani on top, cowgirl, a very loud moan coming from her when she dropped her pussy down onto me, plunging me so fucking deep inside her, not even the slightest effort to muffle.

“You wanted… the rest of your dream…” She put her hands on my chest, pushing her hips back off me, slamming back down to my pelvis, “to fuck her… tonight.” I groaned, my orgasm exploding inside Dani’s cunt.

She was struggling to speak, to keep her eyes on mine. I was beyond anything except strange noises coming out of my mouth.

“You know,” she added, grinding down on me, “they’re still here tomorrow…”

~~~~~    

I was up early (if you consider 9:45 ‘early’) fixing breakfast when Dani and our guests came downstairs. Guess it was the smell of frying bacon that brought the crowd. We’d stayed over at each other’s houses numerous times but never quite like last night, not even close to like last night!

“So, what’s on the agenda today?” Jenny asked as she popped into the kitchen.

‘What’s on the agenda?’ That question reverberated through my mind, along with what she’d said last night, ‘not tonight’, and then Dani, ‘still here tomorrow’.

“Bacon, you like bacon?” I knew they did, “fried taters, uggs, camelope,” I told her, afraid to voice what I was actually thinking.

“Mmm, sounds good, but I believe that’s what’s sometimes known as a MENU, not an agenda,” she laughed.

In my defense, she did have me a bit off guard, wearing one of Dani’s silky spaghetti-strap nightgowns coming about to her upper mid-thigh. She’s several inches taller than Dani, so naturally, it comes a bit higher. No complaint from me! Seems I’m saying that a lot these days. It was going to be a long, long day!

Dani was wearing one of her long silky blouses. Far as I could tell, nothing else.

“Well, I dunno about an ‘agenda’ then,” I told her. Other than thinking that today is not ‘tonight’ as in ‘no fucking tonight’ they’d said last night. Maybe today…? Does that even make sense? I shook my head, it was not gonna happen, I was pretty sure. Of course, I’d been much more than ‘pretty sure’ that last night would never happen in this lifetime, either. “You girls can dream up an agenda if you’d like, seemed to do pretty well with one last night.”

She chuckled, helping me carry breakfast into the other room where Dani and Richard were already sitting at the breakfast table. I’d had plates and silverware out before anyone else was up.

After we all sat, I asked Dani, “Umm, Hon, just curious but was there anything in those brownies that we should know about? After all, Richard is a doctor… some things might not be too acceptable.”

She chuckled, “Whatever would you think? Let’s see – chocolate brownie mix, walnuts, vanilla, oil, eggs, that’s about it, I think.”

“No, umm… special ingredients?” I asked

“No, why would you ask, I just thought brownies were a good dessert… other than… you know…”

I rolled my eyes. Of course, I shouldn’t have thought she’d give something like that to Jenny and Richard without their knowing.

“So… speaking of last night… everyone good with… last night?” Dani asked as she handed the plate of bacon to Jenny, “personally, I enjoyed every second.”

“I thought last night was rather phenomenal, love the new hot tub,” Jenny offered.

“Hey, I think you know what I thought, was a bit scary, I’d never intended to talk about any of that,” I said, enjoying the morning’s view as well, wondering what more surprises today might bring.

All eyes turned toward Richard, he was the one I was most worried about, hearing, and now knowing, my fantasies toward his wife. “I was… shall I say… surprised,” he said, “never saw any of that coming… but have to admit that it was fun… a little jealous,” he chuckled, “LOT jealous,” he corrected, but under the circumstances, was a little hard to complain. The company was… quite enjoyable!” he added.

“So,” Jenny began, “do we… or was last night a one-time thing?”

“Richard?” Dani asked, “that’s a question I think you need to answer, you want last night to be a one-timer or… explore it a little further? And, like we said last night, no hard feelings from any of us if you’d rather keep it as only last night.”

She looked back and forth between Jenny and me, getting our confirmation, we both agreed – no hard feelings. But I was hoping…!

He thought for a couple minutes, eating a bite, “I think… as long as we can still say no… I’m okay… maybe not… but like last night.” I knew how he felt, it was a little hard to say it… to fuck each other’s spouse, that was a big step. I had the benefit of my dream, the ‘reality’ or what I’d ‘thought’ was reality, already.

“How about,” Jenny began, “I’d kind of like to hear a little more of Robert’s dream… if that’s okay with you guys,” she said.

Dani nodded enthusiastically, “I’d kind of like to hear about your date with April,” she said.

“Umm, yeah… okay…” I told her, but I had another idea churning through my mind as well, something I thought would be fun with Jenny and Richard.

After the breakfast dishes were all put in the dishwasher and the kitchen and dining room cleaned up, I suggested we go for a drive before getting into the story again. We piled into our Accord, us guys in front and the girls in back, Jenny asking where we were going. “Have to show you,” I told her.

Dani figured it out within about ten minutes of leaving the house. Neither Jenny nor Richard knew until about forty minutes later, we stopped in front of the driveway, where Dani and I had stopped just three days earlier, the entrance to Dani’s grandparents’ old farm.

“I remember this place! Thought I recognized where we were but it’s been so long,” Jenny said, “we were just teenagers last time I was here.

“This was my grandparents’ farm, way back when we were kids,” Dani explained to Richard.

“That barn… we had so much fun in there,” she laughed, “we were lucky we didn’t kill ourselves…” she looked over at Richard, “it has big roof beams we used to climb on. If we had fallen… and speaking of falling, remember that loft,” she asked Dani, “how we used to jump off it into the hay below?”

Dani smiled, remembering. “Yeah, we had a lot of fun in there, didn’t we. I’d kind of forgotten.”

“Anddd…” Jenny said, drawing it out, “I suppose you’ve forgotten about those two boys…?”

Dani’s face turned a bright blush, “Oh God, Yesss, forgotten… and you just had to mention it, didn’t you?”

She giggled, I love hearing that sexy giggle, “Uhuh, how could I not… remember that night… that we made out with them in the hay… let them play with our little boobies,” Dani said.

Dani groaned. “What? You never told me about that before, details, details, girl!” I told my wife.

She looked at me, “Seriously? I don’t know, we were kids, high school, over thirty years ago. We kissed, they felt us up, we rolled around in the hay.”

I couldn’t help but grin, imagining my wife and Jenny rolling around in the hay with a couple boys, “Just once… or was this a recurring thing?”

She rolled her eyes, “They were visiting,” she pointed down the road, “the next house down, I never saw them again… just happened to be one of the times that Jen was visiting, too.”

Jenny giggled, “It was fun, though, wasn’t it,” she said.

“They get your tops off?” I asked. Richard was grinning, too, probably thinking about the same thing I was.

“Nooo!” Jenny said, “at least not all the way,” she added with a little chuckle.

“We’re thinking of trying to find the owner, see if it might possibly be for sale,” Dani said.

“Wow, now that would be cool,” Jenny said, “maybe we could… you know… reenact that little scene in the hay… ”

“Jen! I suppose you’ll want us to find some cute stray guys to do it with, too!”

“And Robert and I’ll hide in the loft to watch,” Richard added, with a laugh. Jenny bopped him on the back of his head with her open hand, eliciting a sharp ‘OW!” Kind of a fake expression of pain, though.

“This time, you need to take your tops all the way off, though,” I suggested.

“Maybe everything else, too,” Richard added.

“Perverts! You guys are warped!” Jenny and Dani said almost in tandem.

We stopped in the same little pizza place in Othello, the ‘Time Out’ (where did they get that name?). Both Jenny and Richard were just as impressed with the pizza as Dani and I had been.

We got home a little after three, and I said I wanted to talk about another part of my dreams, maybe a little ‘show and tell’. “Ooh, yes!” Jenny quipped, “go for it!”

I was a LOT braver about it than the night before!

“But first, we need to do a little shopping,” I said, “Rich, you wanna go shopping?” I asked him.

“Sure, what are we shopping for?”

“Can’t say now, just have to show you when we find it,” I told him.

An hour and a half later, we were back home. Richard had seemed to enjoy our little shopping expedition, buying a couple things himself. If you guessed that we went to Castle, the sex store on Columbia Center Boulevard, you’d be right. It was the second time I’d been there, Richard’s first. He was surprised when I pulled into their lot, then embarrassed when we went inside. He got over it fairly quickly as we laughed over some of the ‘treasures’ we found and what we might want to do with them to our wives.

When I saw the remote-controlled bullet vibrators, I asked Sally, one of the sales ladies, if something like that could be inside a woman for a day without her realizing it. I know it had worked that way in my dream but real life?

“Has she ever used a vibrator before?” she asked.

“No,” I told her, “I just thought it might be fun to introduce her to one… by surprise.”

She chuckled, “Get her nice and excited then just slip it inside her,” and she showed me how it went in. No, not on herself! Dammit. “And yes, a small one like these can be inside her all day without her even noticing, kind of like a tampon… except lots more fun,” she chuckled. Then she explained to me (us, because Richard had decided to get one, too) how to use it to drive our wives to distraction.

I just didn’t know when, since Dani was leaving for Montana early tomorrow morning.


Chapter 27

Richard and I had gotten home, stashed our purchases and I’d grilled a wonderful rib steak dinner that we’d stopped and bought at Safeway. The persistent sexual innuendos at dinner were more than a little intoxicating, leaving all of us in a state of acute enhanced libido.

“Remember,” I began with the dream event after dinner, “I said that Dani’s first night alone with Alan Ryder was a whole ‘nother’ story?

“This one was different, kind of weird,” I said, realizing that they were ALL ‘kind of weird’. “For all the rest I was there, this time I wasn’t. It was like I was seeing it all through Dani’s eyes, I even knew her thoughts. But anyway…”

“Dani had been with Alan all day, they’d gone shopping, and he’d bought her a couple sexy, leather outfits. You know how much Dani loves leather. Shoes, some lingerie, manicure, pedicure, the works to make her look and feel glamorous. By the time they were back at his house, she was… shall we say… a little more than randy, like a LOT more. Climbing the walls, to be more accurate.

“When they got to his house, he asked her if she remembered the night he’d tied her to the bed… guess that was a story she’d never gotten around to telling me. Anyway, he asked Dani if she wanted to do something like it again.” I looked at Dani, “You were more than receptive, thinking about being spread-eagled on his bed, at his mercy.”

The plan that had been forming in my feeble brain during the day, “Why don’t we go upstairs for this, maybe a little show and tell.” I chuckled, “Perhaps a little different than the show and tell back in kindergarten.”

So, Richard and I grabbed a dining chair each, and we followed our girls up the stairs to our bedroom. Was tonight the night? Dani with another man? Jenny and me? My heart was pounding, my tummy full of butterflies, my excitement level had reached a fevered pitch. We’d been with Jenny and Richard all day, anticipation growing, all four of us knowing that something was going to happen later, but no idea what. Now that it was starting, my dick was responding, quite favorably, I might add.

Once inside our bedroom, I dug out the blindfold from Dani’s drawer that I’d bought a few weeks earlier, “First thing he did was blindfold you,” putting it over Dani’s eyes and giving the one I’d just bought to Richard for Jenny.

“See anything?” I asked. Both girls answered that it was total black.

“He made you undress yourself… so, girls, we’re waiting… and you made it sexy, so I guess… this can be practice for when we find that club in Tampa.”

“Richard,” I said, “Alan Ryder enjoyed these next few minutes a lot. I think you and I will, too… maybe even… probably, our girls.”

And we did! From that first button, seeing the looks on our girls’ faces, how apprehensive they were, so much different than last night. It made it seem more… enticing. Dani was a little quicker than Jenny and watching her reaching behind herself and unlatching the snap on her bra right in front of Richard was, and I’ve said it before, just holy shit! My dick was so fucking hard, straining to burst through my pants.

He’d seen Dani’s tits the night before but my heart was pounding as her bra straps fell off her shoulders and she held her hands over herself, not letting it fall off completely. I wanted to pull her hands away or at least tell her to move them but didn’t want to spoil the mood in the room, which was so charged with sex. What the hell would it be like, if it ever happened in that strip club in Tampa?

While Dani stood there, looking like she had no idea what to do next, Jenny was pulling her blouse off, letting us see her sheer, lacy bra, one she’d borrowed from Dani that morning, one of Dani’s favorites from a long time ago that she just hadn’t been able to throw away after nursing the kids and it not fitting any more. It was very sheer, letting Jenny’s nipples show through, sexy as hell! Her boobs might be smaller than Dani’s but on her thin frame… I can’t even begin to put into words how sexy that forty-eight-year-old woman’s body is.

Dani let her bra fall to the floor, still covering her now naked breasts with her hands. If she’s this frightened of undressing in front of one man, Richard, what the hell will it be like when she knows that millions will be watching… in theaters with fifty-foot screens, at home on their big-screen tvs?

It was hard to know where to watch, there were two sexy women undressing in front of us. Dani was still hiding her tits when Jenny took her bra off and laid it on the bed behind her, her upturned nipples hard and aroused. She felt behind her, finding the end of the bed and sitting to take off her shoes, then her socks. Never in a million years would I have expected to be watching the gorgeous Jennifer Garland, Dani’s best friend, undressing in our bedroom. Hell, same thing for Dani, undressing in front of Jenny’s husband.

I glanced at the window, realizing how stupid it had been to leave that blind open. How stupid it was that I still wasn’t going to close it. It was dark outside, but bright lights on in our bedroom. If the neighbors, a couple about our age, happened to be in a room on that side of their house, they’d have a clear view of the excitement in our bedroom.

And I realized, like in my dreams, the thought that someone might be watching was a fucking GIANT turn-on for me. It was a hell of a temptation to call the neighbor and tell them they might want to watch our window the next half-hour or so.

I could do a blow-by-blow of our girls getting naked but suffice it to say that they were both ready for the big time. That club in Tampa is gonna be blown away!

Both were sitting on the end of the bed, down to their panties, matching their removed bras, by the way, which I’d suggested they keep for now. I didn’t have any particular plans for them, just thought later, maybe one at a time, would be more fun. Most likely, Richard would find taking Dani’s panties off a very enjoyable task. I could sure as hell live with having to take Jenny’s off!

You have any idea how badly I wanted to reach out and touch? My body was trembling in anticipation. I only wished… No doubt Richard had the same wish, only in reverse. 

I remembered what Alan Ryder had told Dani that night, “You girls have to use the bathroom? Now would be the time to do it,” I suggested. Dani nodded and took Jenny’s hand. I got up, leading Dani to the bathroom door. They’d just have to struggle in their dark inside to find everything. A few minutes later, the door opened again, and I suggested to Richard that he help them find the way back.

“Okay… I want you to spread your legs, play with yourselves.” Alan hadn’t had Dani do that, but hell, the girls didn’t know that, and I sure as hell wasn’t above taking advantage of the situation.

“I… never…” Jenny started to say.

“No argument… unless you want to be spanked,” I said, almost feeling guilty with myself… almost.

Dani and Jenny both looked back and forth with their blindfolded eyes, like they were trying to see what the other was doing. Dani was the first, her fingers going between her legs over her panties, spreading her legs apart, just a little, rubbing herself, letting out a moan. Jenny followed.

“Under the panties,” Richard prompted, surprising me. He was getting into this. Yesss! Richard’s a very competent doctor, more than competent, actually, from the stories I’ve heard. I know he’s even saved several babies’ lives. What a fucking feeling that must be! But away from work, he’s always been reserved, a little shy, even around Dani and me, and now, he’s here telling his wife ‘under the panties’!

“Oh God, I haven’t felt like this since… one time before Richard,“ Jenny said as her hand disappeared under the lace of her black panties. My heart was pounding, watching these two beautiful, nearly naked women, lifetime best friends, fingers disappearing, first under skimpy panties, then… elsewhere, in front of both their husbands, a soliloquy of moans, legs squeezed together.

Jenny’s little inadvertent admission caught Richard’s attention from his staring at our almost naked wives. “And what might that have been, dearest?”

Her face got a deep blush, “I… uhh…” stammering like maybe she regretted what she’d just said. She looked so fucking sexy with the blush on her face and her fingers inside herself.

“You.. uhh… what?” Richard asked again, wanting an explanation of ‘before Richard’.

“Do I have to tell?” she squeaked, fingers working in and out of herself.

“Unless… I’ve never spanked a girl before, but now might be a good time to start,” he answered. This was the Richard I’ve known for nearly thirty years?

Dani was… I wasn’t sure of her expression, but suspected she was glad it wasn’t her and that we’d already discussed her ‘before Robert’ assignation, New Year’s Eve with the creep. Apparently, Jenny and Richard had never had ‘the talk’.

“It was…” her blush had only gotten redder.

“Wait… “ Richard interrupted, “you girls need to be sitting on our laps for this.” He stood and extended his hand to his wife to help her up. Her hand… with the damp fingers, looking for all the world like they’d been in a very, very private place. Then the couple steps to the chair and onto his lap. Likewise, I helped Dani to mine, my arm going around her tummy and up to cup a naked boob, pinching her nipple, groaning when she sucked the juices off her fingers. I’d never imagined how exciting and arousing it could be doing something like that in front of another guy.

“You already know what she’s about to say, don’t you?” I whispered to Dani.

“MMhmmmm,” she drawled out her affirmative response, just as quietly.

I glanced over at Richard and Jenny. He was sitting there with her on his lap, rubbing his hand over her silky panties, motioning to me… like… fuck, like he wanted our girls to trade places?

I know we’d traded the night before… only to whet our appetites… big time! But tonight seemed different, this time it was Richard making the suggestion. I only hoped what I was thinking that meant!

I nodded, he smiled, and I whispered in Dani’s ear. She stood, reached out, groping for Jenny’s hand, “Jen," she finally said when she couldn’t find it, “give me your hand.”

Jenny reached her hand toward Dani’s voice. Richard gripped it and led it toward Dani’s until they were finally gripping together. Dani gave a little tug, and Jen stood, Dani telling her, “Our guys want us to switch places again.”

This time, I was pretty sure the end result would be different than last night, much different, and my dick was reacting… anticipating!

I reached out to Jenny, gripping around her waist, and guided her nearly naked body to my lap, her back to me. It was a little hard to resist cupping both tits and rolling her nipples between my fingers. So I didn’t… resist, that is. Jenny’s tits were fucking sexy. And those hard little nubbin nipples! Just touching her sent shockwaves through my body. How damned long could I do this before…? Not very!

“Mmmm,” she and Dani cooed, almost in unison. I’d almost forgotten in my excitement, but Richard was tweaking Dani in almost the same way. I’d put money that he was just as hard as I was. Doubt I’d get many takers, though.

“You were about to tell us something?” I asked Jenny.

She squirmed on my lap, spreading her legs apart, grinding her panty-covered pussy on my hardness. Those fucking jeans were going to have to go! As it was, I let out my own little moan. Seeing Dani, so close to naked, sitting with Richard was doing nothing except enhancing my lust, too. If Dani and I hadn’t done what we had the night before, I’m sure I’d have come in those jeans right then.

“Tell us,” I told her again, pinching and pulling a nipple to reinforce my words.

“Okay, okay… just don’t stop doing that,” she said. Richard was watching her, his hands still cupping Dani’s breasts, her nipples poking through between his fingers’. “He was in my dance squad in college, Jason. He was a senior, two years ahead of me, a really good dancer. Anyway, every time we touched, I got… tingly all over… I’d had such a crush on the guy, ever since the first time I saw him. I’d had a few boyfriends, two that I’d even slept with but never had the hots like for Jase. I know he did on me, too, but we…” She paused, what seemed like forever, like she was thinking what to say next… or whether or not she even should say it.

“We… what?” Richard finally asked.

“Sweet,” she started again, “you know you don’t have to be jealous of him. When I met you… you were the kind of guy a girl falls in love with, that she wants to spend her life with, my Prince Charming. Jase was… kinda hard to explain…  different… looking back now, being all grown up, it was silly. But he was the guy any girl wanted nothing more than to be in his bed… naked. And I did… sooo bad!

“Except… we weren’t supposed to date in the group, Coach told us it was instant dismissal, so we just didn’t. Well, after opening night of a new routine, that night we all went out to celebrate, and… I guess… we both drank a little too much.  When he invited me back to his apartment… I knew I shouldn’t have, but I did. I was so on fire… kinda like… right now!

“He had this really soft rug in his living room… you really want to hear this?” she asked, I presume asking her husband. I sure as hell did. This was a new, and as I discovered, a very exciting experience; thinking of Jenny with some other guy, other than Richard. She’s always been so strait-laced; beautiful, yet someone I’d never in a quadrillion years expected to… That was why it was such a surprise. That evening in my dream hadn’t been real. But this…?

Richard laughed, a very nervous laugh, “No… but I can’t NOT hear it.” I knew what he meant, it’s kinda like I’d felt in some of my dreams, Dani telling me about some of her escapades with Alan. Kind of like that night in Reno, Mark in our room… that kiss. Impossible to say no, to look away, bad as I’d wanted to.

“We’d been dancing together for over a year by then… almost two years, hot for each other since that first day. I couldn’t have stopped myself for anything. That night… we lay down on that rug and kissed… it was our first kiss ever. I knew then we were going to… and we both knew we’d probably get kicked off the squad if Teri ever found out, she was our coach, Teri Evers.”

My right hand started the journey down Jenny’s muscled tummy, destination… known. Her breathing got a little ragged, knowing where that destination was. By the time she started speaking again, I was just tickling her skin under the elastic of the top of her panties.

“It was… it was… Richard, stop me any time you want. Otherwise, I’m going to tell it like I remember… how I felt it.”

My fingers sneaked about an inch inside her panties, then when she started to squirm, they moved to the outside and rubbed lightly, teasing… barely pressing the silk inside her.

“He unbuttoned my blouse… I wasn’t wearing a bra… didn’t much back then because… it felt sexy… and my little boobs. I liked it.” Shit, I didn’t ever remember Jenny not wearing a bra, guess it was quite a bit later when I knew her. This would have been long before Dani and I were together.

“And then I felt him sucking. He wasn’t the first, but… oh my!”

God, I wanted to do exactly that!

“It was then I told him, ‘Jase, make love to me.’ God, I haven’t thought about that night for so long! Now, it’s all coming back like it was yesterday.”

And God, Jenny’s silk panties felt so good to my fingers… almost as good as her naked nipple. She let out a little moan and another squirm when I pressed a little harder.

She gave a little shudder, spreading her legs a little wider… an invitation.  God, I wanted to shed my pants and boxers, letting myself slip inside her. Not… yet, though.

Jenny was wet when my fingers did their thing, where my dick wanted to be. Richard, too, his fingers doing what mine were doing, except inside my wife.

“And then I felt him pushing inside me… oh yes, like that…” Two fingers pressed themselves into her, feeling her slickness, her heat, to the knuckles… and then further, pressing hard, flexing inside her, those little movements that have always driven Dani crazy. Jenny appeared to be enjoying it, too, thrusting her hips and letting out the little “Ohhs.” For the sake of letting her finish the story, I paused, letting those fingers just rest there.

“Mmm, wish you wouldn’t stop that,” she admonished.

“Seemed to be distracting you from your story,” I explained.

She let out a groan, “Think it’s about finished… he fucked me on the floor, then again on his bed, then in the morning on the kitchen counter while we were making breakfast. Sooo good!”

“And I presume that probably wasn’t the only time?” Richard asked.

Jenny shook her head, “Nuhuh, that was in March. His graduation was the first of June. We did it… I have no idea how many times in-between. And Coach never found out, far as we knew, anyway.”

“So, what happened?” Richard asked, “guess you didn’t marry him.”

Jenny let out a little laugh, “He was from LA, went home after graduation. Besides… other than fucking, he was kind of an asshole. And he picked his nose. Gross!”

After the laughter died down, I asked, “Okay, with that, you girls ready for these outfits Richard and I bought today? Like Alan had for Dani that night?”

“Wait a minute,” Jenny said, “I told you guys my deep, dark secret, I expect the same from you.”

Richard and I looked at each other. I sort of suspected he was a lot like me in that regard, pretty much a non-existent sex life… before.

“I don’t know what to say, I had some dates but Dani was my first… and only,” I said.

“What about... your dream, I know there’s a lot more you’re not telling us,” Jenny suggested.

“Yeah, you said something about the rest of the night after the strip club, something about April, what was that?” Dani asked.

I rolled my eyes, “After… the strip club, we’d already planned that I was going home with April, her husband was out of town and she wanted to play. Apparently, he knew about it but they’d never done anything like it before. I was so fuckin’ horny, I hadn’t had any sex for so long, and after watching Dani with Alan so many times… then that strip club! So was she. That strip club, said she was going back with her husband, I think she was jealous of what Dani had done, wanted to herself, but not without him there.

“At her place, I think it took me about a second and a half to come in her mouth.” I shuddered, remembering, “God, her mouth and her throat felt so good, sucking me, thinking about Dani on that stage. I came so hard. We were still in the living room, hadn’t even made it to her bedroom.”

“She followed that with her own strip tease, ‘practicing,’ she said, teasing me with her dress, pretending she was taking it off, then not, finally letting it fall off just as she closed her bedroom door, leaving me panicked in the hall, thinking she was through for the night, had just been mocking me the whole time.”

Jenny stood up, turning around and sat back down across my lap, facing me, teasing my lips with a nipple. No, I didn’t even try to resist, my mouth opened, sucking her nipple in.

“What then? Don’t leave us hanging out in the hall,” Dani interrupted.

Jenny was squirming on my lap, my hands on her butt, pulling her tighter, my lips wrapped around her, trying to suck her whole tit in my mouth. ‘Out in the hall’ wasn’t high on my worry list at the moment. However, I’d started this… my mouth reluctantly releasing her succulent body part, “I waited… seemed like forever, afraid she’d just been teasing me, was going to leave me there. Then… she told me to come in… she was sitting on her bed wearing a pink babydoll, nothing else. She said it’s what she’d worn on their wedding night, thought I’d like it, too… yeah… did!

“She started to push the straps off her shoulders. I told her I liked it on, was so fucking sexy! We kissed… and then she said she wanted me to fuck her, that she’d been waiting all week.”

“Ohh, God,” Dani moaned, “that’s how I’d want to seduce Alan… tease him, put on something ultra-sexy… and on the floor, maybe in front of the fireplace, a roaring fire, a big bear rug… like Jenny said… him behind… fucking me so hard! Except… I’m not… I won’t!

That vision went through my mind. I know what she says now, but…

“How, how’d you do it, fuck her?” Dani asked, sounding… almost frantically needing to know.

I groaned, that vision of Dani and Alan Ryder had gotten the better of me. I was past the point of endurance, not sure if I could relive more of that night. “She… pushed me down, on the bed… straddled me,” God, that night had become so vivid, “let herself down, her pussy slowly engulfing me…”

“I can’t do this any longer,” I mumbled, boosting Jenny up, motioning to Richard to follow me. Maybe I’ve said it before but I was so hard! We left our wives sitting on the foot of the bed. I pulled out the two body suits from the bag from Castle. Richard looked at me inquisitively, “I’ll show you,” I told him. Another one of those ‘mysteries’. I’d never seen or heard of anything like this before my accident. Now, I knew exactly what it was and how to use it.


Chapter 28

“Time to lose the panties,” I said, after we’d returned to our girls. I glanced at Richard, wondering if he still intended the switch. He knew exactly what I was thinking, nodding his agreement. With that, we knelt in front of each other’s wife, and I ran my shaking hands up Jenny’s slim, sexy legs. Maybe I’ve mentioned it before, but everything about this forty-eight-year-old dancer is sexy. I would NEVER have expected to find myself in this position.

I watched the other couple in the room as my shaking fingers hooked over the top of Jenny’s panties. She pushed herself up so they’d slide down and I tugged… My heart was pounding, anticipating… not trading back. I was suddenly struck by the immensity of what we were about to do and my heart rate must have doubled, the bile rising in my throat. Jenny… could I actually go through with this? Could she? And most of all, could I actually allow Dani to be fucked by another man? Even Richard? We were minutes from finding out!

If there’s one person I could trust with Dani, it would be her best friend’s husband. Even though he and I aren’t the closest friends like Dani and Jenny, we’ve all known each other long enough to know that he’s the one person on earth who I would trust unequivocally. It wouldn’t be the soul-searing fear and jealousy like I knew watching her with Alan Ryder, Mark, or some other guy would bring. But still… Could we, the four of us… actually do it?

I could tell Jenny was tense, too, bllindfolded, not knowing. Neither she nor Dani had any idea what was coming. This was going to be a first for all of us, Dani and Jenny since before we were married twenty-eight years earlier, Richand and me forever.

God, Jenny is beautiful! So fucking sexy, flat, tight dancer’s tummy, slim legs, her skin so soft… smooth, hairless, glistening pussy lips, the scent of sex so strong. I pulled her thong to her knees and leaned forward ticking her navel with my tongue. Jenny shivered, a little moan, her hands in my hair, pressing down, letting me know what she wanted.

Instead, I slowly worked my way up, little nibbles, sucking on her soft skin, all the way up to her right nipple, sucking it in, rolling it between my lips, feeling Jenny’s hands massaging my head, listening to her moans of enjoyment. Out of the corner of my eyes I saw Richard’s mouth between my wife’s legs.

I switched to Jenny’s other tit, sucking it in, all the way into my mouth, doing my best to swallow it. Jenny’s ‘massaging’ has taken on an urgency. It was my cue to begin the long journey down… down… down, never taking my mouth off her skin, pushing her legs apart… and tasting for the first time in my life a woman other than my Dani, forgetting momentarily the bodysuits I’ve planned for our wives. It was so fucking tempting to just fuck her, skipping the stupid thing. My dick was throbbing, every cell in my body on fire, the adrenaline, testosterone, or whatever surging through me, pushing me nearly out of my mind. Jenny too, from the way she was responding, her hands pulling me into her, the moans, the…

I gave one last suck of her clit and backed away, getting a loud groan.

Dani, too, was on her back at the edge of the bed, legs spread apart, Richard intent on making her come.

“Going to get you dressed appropriately,” I told Jenny, “too bad you can’t see how much your husband is enjoying my wife right now.” Dani was quite literally wailing with Richard’s mouth and tongue working on her. As far as I knew this was her first time, her pussy being eaten by another person.

“Ohhh,” she moaned, “think he’s… always wanted to do that… always had a thing for her,” Jenny said.

“Well, I have had for you,” I admitted, especially since I awoke. But if I was honest with myself, it had been a LOT longer than that. What she’d said about Richard having the long-time crush on Dani hardly made a dent in my crazed mind.

Jenny’s tall, the leotard-body suits were a one-size-fits-all. Except, it seemed tiny when I opened the package. No way could that go on either Jenny or Dani. I didn’t remember it being quite so small when Alan put it on Dani in my dream. Thankfully, it was stretchy, very stretchy, spandex. Jenny was sitting on the end of the bed, and I pulled it up her legs. Richard was watching, not knowing how it went on. .

When I directed her arms into the spandex sleeves, she asked, “What is this, it’s weird?”

I chuckled, “You’ll see in just a couple minutes, you’ll like it.” I hoped!

Richard began following my lead, pulling the other on my Daniella. I wondered if he was as nervous as I was.

God, so fucking sexy. It stretched over every curve of Jenny’s body like a second skin, so thin, nearly transparent. We could see the dimples of her nipples, the indention of her navel, the little rolls of fat, or would have if there had been any. Richard was a little behind me, not knowing exactly how it went on, so he was watching me put it on his wife, then became mesmerized at how it looked on her.

The sleeves were about six-inches longer than her arms with no hole in the ends for hands. Remembering from my dream, I pulled one of the sleeves so that Jenny’s arm was across her tummy just below her tits, and stretched the sleeve behind her back, pulling it very tight so it would reach the big button on her opposite side, then followed with the other sleeve, so it held her arms in place tight to her body kind of like a strait-jacket. Except this was stretchy so she could pull her arms, just not out of the sleeve, the spandex pulling them back. I don’t think Harry Houdini could get out of the thing.

The best part? The open crotch, perfect for fucking. And we weren’t switching back!

And then Richard’s phone rang. I think the four of us all groaned in unison. He looked at it, “The hospital, I have to answer it.” He listened for a couple minutes, then his only words, “I’ll be there in ten minutes.”

He clicked it off, then with a very disappointed groan, told us, “Brenda, Dr Holloway, was sideswiped on her way to the hospital, and there’s a set of twins about to deliver. She has some minor injuries and obviously can’t attend. I have to go.

It killed the mood in the room completely. “We’ll get Jenny back in her clothes and take her home,” I told him, as Dani voiced her agreement.

And then Richard was gone, it was just the three of us… like in my dream. Except, we weren’t doing this, not without Richard here. I took off Jenny’s blindfold, she squinted and very gradually began to open her eyes. The room wasn’t bright, but it was lit up and after being blindfolded as long as she had been…

Then I began to undo her arms, “Wait,” she said, “you and Dani… I want to stay and watch. Rich probably won’t be home for hours.”

I started to say something, I wasn’t sure what, then saw the smile creep across Dani’s face, “I think… that would be fun,” Dani said. My excitement that had been temporarily killed a moment earlier was coming back strong.

“I like it,” Dani said, “we’ve never been watched before.”

“Except,” I reminded her, “last night.”

“Yeah… last night..” as her body began to tremble, remembering. Me too. Last night was hot but different. Jenny and Richard were participants, it was mutual. This was strictly voyeuristic on Jenny’s part. It was hot as hell! And Dani was feeling it, too.

“You want to lose the suit?” I asked Jenny, helping her over to one of the chairs. I was disappointed but not to the point that I wasn’t going to enjoy the hell out of the rest of the evening.

“No,” she said, pulling at her arms, “I kinda like it. It’ll keep me from… you know, taking the edge off before Richard and I… later.”

I chuckled, “What, you don’t want to say the word ‘fuck’?”

Jenny’s face reddened, her only reaction. It was enough.

I turned back to Dani, intending to begin where Richard had finished when Jenny interrupted once more, “Umm… if you wouldn’t mind, would you set up my phone on video… for Richard, since he can’t be here?” Jenny asked.

“Oh yeah,” I answered, “good idea, I’m sure we’ll enjoy it, too.” I didn’t have to ask Dani, this I was going to do. I liked it!

I found Jenny’s pants where she’d dropped them earlier, reminding me of her sexy stripping, her phone was in a pocket. I pressed the power button and it came to life asking for a password, “What’s your password?” I asked.

“Jenny,” she said, “J E…”

“God, girl, I know how to spell Jenny.” She laughed, lightening the mood. Dani and I both gave a chuckle, too.

It came on, and I pressed the phone icon, looking around the room for a good place to put it. Dani’s dresser, it’s a little taller than her armoire and in a perfect spot just past the bottom of the bed. Dani has a pretty seashell on a little stand that she’d bought at the Oregon coast several years ago. I moved the shell and replaced it with Jenny’s phone, positioning it just right to pick up the bed, then pressed the video icon and hit the record button. I’d noticed her battery was nearly full so that wouldn’t be a problem, either. Plus, it was an iPhone 12, so it was going to take excellent videos.

I suggested to Jenny that we move her chair so she’d be in view of the lens as well. She stood and I scooted her chair over, then checked her screen to make sure, perfect.

“

“Why don’t you open your legs a little to give your husband a little view of what he’s missing,” I suggested to her. She did and my heart gave a little flip-flop, taking in the view as well. It was Sharon Stone, Basic Instinct, times ten! Pink, engorged pussy lips, glistening with her juices. And that look on Jenny’s face, too, no doubt how horny that girl was! I hoped her phone camera did her justice.

“Hope when you see this, you’ll enjoy it as much as we’re going to.” I told Richard into the phone.

I turned my attention back to Dani. I was NOT going to let the lack of Richard spoil our fun. Just having Jenny watching was plenty to spice up what was still going to be a very enticing evening.

Dani’s leotard was pulled up, everything except her arms in the sleeves dangling on each side. I pushed it back down her shoulders enough to get her arms started then helped push them through. “Isn’t there an end to these things?” she asked when her hands never reached the arm holes, still trapped inside the spandex. Like Jenny, the rest of her upper body was so mouthwatering, tucked away inside with every curve and bump showing through the sheer material.

I wrapped the ends of the sleeves around her back the same as Jenny, pulling them tight and fastening in place with the big buttons. She instinctively pulling at her arms, trying to get them loose, the same as Jenny had done, but the material just stretched, pulling them back into place.

“You can sit,” I told Dani, “I’ll be right back.” The leather neck brace was hidden in the closet in our dressing room. This thing alone had cost nearly three-hundred dollars, but it was worth every penny; stiff leather, flaring out at the shoulders, heavily padded for comfort, lacing up the back

“What’s this?” Dani asked when I pulled it apart and fitted it around her neck.

“You’ll see,” I told her, “it’s something Alan did with you in Tampa, something I’m sure he’d love to do to you for real when you’re both alone in that ranch house in Montana,” I chuckled.

I went behind and threaded the laces through the holes. The salesgirl also told us that the laces were unbreakable so they could be pulled tight, “Don’t be afraid, it’s cushioned enough it won’t hurt, or choke,” she assured. “You can’t get it too tight, the tighter the better,” the salesgirl had said when Richard and I were at the store.

Just to be sure, I told Dani to tell me if it was hurting her, as I began pulling tight at each set of holes. “Hurt?” I asked.

“No, but… I can’t move my head.”

“I think that’s kind of the point,” I told her, “there’s going to be a reason for that.” Yeah, and I was damned well looking forward to that ‘reason’.

“Ohh, this feels so weird,” Dani said, her head straight ahead, when I’d finished lacing and tied a bow-knot in the top, “I can’t move it even a little bit.” I positioned her, her butt just back from the end of the bed where I wanted her and helped her to lean back, her legs dangling off the bed.

“Now, the fun part,” I told her. I’d also retrieved the straps and slippers along with the brace. I put the slippers on her feet, a small hook on each side of each one, then long, leather straps clipped to the hook on each side of the neck brace. She had absolutely no fuckin’ clue what I was doing.

The opposite ends of the straps split into two a few inches from the end, with a clip on both ends. Those clips hooked into the hooks on each side of the slippers, and once straps were secured to both feet, I lifted her feet so that her legs were straight and began pulling the tightening straps for both, simultaneously.

“Ohh, ohh,” Dani muttered as her legs were gradually pulled up, “what…?” I glanced at Jenny, watching with wide eyes. “I can’t…” Dani mumbled when I’d pulled the strap so that her legs were winched straight up in the air, “can’t… hold them…”

“That’s the point, love, let your legs swing down to the sides.” All she could do was let them swing in an arc… and oh, did that open up the view! Her pussy glistened wet with her juices, lips pulled apart, exposing her innermost feminine secrets. I ached to fill that void, but first…

I knelt down at the foot of the bed, careful to not make any noise to avoid letting Dani know where I was, leaned in, and touched between her lips with the tip of my tongue, wriggling it up and down. “Ohh, Ohh, God!” Dani moaned, trying to thrust her hips up to my mouth. All I gave her, though, was the tip of my tongue, listening to her whimpering. Her taste, oh, I love the taste of her when she’s like this. Mouthwatering!

“More… deeper… pleeese!” she whimpered.

That was my cue, back away, again quietly, listening to Dani’s whimpering. I glanced at Jenny, sitting, squirming, her mouth open, pulling at her arms.

Jenny’s phone, the video, it’s what Alan Ryder had done. He showed me the video one morning, what a fucking experience that was on his wall-sized TV and sound system. ! I picked up the phone off its stand and zoomed it in on Dani’s face, hoping it was picking up the sound of her whimpers. I tried to be very quiet, not giving anything away to Dani, she had no idea what I was doing. I got nice pictures of her in the bodysuit, showing off her sexy curves, zooming on her tits, then… down, down… to between her legs, how they were spread out, zooming once again on her wide open, juicy cunt. How wet she was, quite literally droplets leaking onto the bed. Richard was going to enjoy this video! Eat your heart out, buddy.

I stood there a moment, at the foot of the bed, taking it all in, getting her on video, Dani so fucking turned on, how her pussy was so engorged, so wet, her clit… and then pivoted to Jenny, eyes temporarily closed, squirming in her chair, pulling at her arms, legs still apart, her pussy probably just as wet as Dani’s. If Richard didn’t love this…!

I quietly tiptoed back to the dresser and replaced the phone on its stand then undid my pants, trying to not make a noise. My dick was so fucking hard, after everything that had been said and done, I was afraid I’d come the moment it touched Dani’s pussy. Thankfully, I’d taken my shoes off long ago. My shirt followed my pants so that I was naked, except a pair of socks. They’d just have to wait, the rest of me was through waiting.

I crept to the foot of the bed, watching Dani’s face staring through her blindfold straight up at the ceiling, still little mewls coming from her mouth. I lined my dick up with her open lips, her legs splayed wide to each side, careful to not touch, careful to not make any sound giving my presence away… and pushed, embedding myself deep inside her in one long, hard thrust.

Dani screamed, her trapped arms flailing, trying to free themselves, unable to move her head any direction. I pulled all the way out of her and thrust in again, getting another scream, certainly not a scream of pain.

This time I stayed inside her, grinding, pushing deeper, amazed that my orgasm hadn’t already hit. I don’t think I’d ever been this deep inside my wife, not ever. Dani’s ongoing wail had intensified about tenfold from earlier. Hopefully, our insulated walls were enough to muffle her screams and wailing. I glanced at the window, the blind still wide open. It was dark outside but the light still on in our bedroom. If anyone was watching…

In the excitement, I’d forgotten about Jenny. Until, that is, I saw her struggling to climb up on the bed, her arms still firmly anchored in her stretchy suit. I gave Dani another hard thrust, then another, and watched in amazement as Jenny, on her knees, crawled to straddle Dani’s head and lowered her pussy to her mouth, letting out a loud moan as she found her mark, grinding down on Dani’s face.

I watched in amazement as Daniella Shore, my wife of twenty-eight years, was eating pussy for the first time in her forty-eight-year life, her best friend’s pussy, clearly enjoying it!

As was Jenny, the look on her beautiful face was priceless, the concentration, the ‘O’ of her mouth… her hips rocking back and forth on Dani’s mouth.

I gradually pulled out, then just as slowly pushed back into her, grinding, not wanting to interrupt her meal of Jenny’s pussy.

As I watched Jenny’s face, she slowly leaned forward, her face upturned, eyes closed, lips slightly open, inviting. I leaned as well, meeting her in a kiss. Her lips opened, massaging mine, her tongue in my mouth. I returned her kiss just as fervently. As we were kissing, I was moving my cock in and out of Dani, so deep. I began to feel her body tensing, shivering, her pussy clenching my cock. I wrapped my arms around Jenny, our kiss having truly become a kiss of lovers.

Dani began whimpering once again, her noises muffled by Jenny’s pussy. I began to fuck her hard, feeling my orgasm rising to almost unbelievable heights before it suddenly released, shooting rope after rope of cum inside her.

Jenny’s body was trembling in my arms, our kiss finally releasing its hold. She moved back off of Dani, both women panting for breath, all three bodies damp with perspiration. It had been the fuck of a lifetime! Having lost the support of Jenny’s body, I collapsed onto Dani, tasting the pungent, sweetness of Jenny’s pussy on her lips.

As soon as I broke the kiss with Dani, Jenny’s lips replaced mine. Other than in my dream, I’d never seen two women kiss before, not like this, anyway. Jenny still had to be tasting herself on Dani’s lips. If you haven’t seen two women kiss in passion, you have missed out on one of the most erotic scenes imaginable. My dick was already growing hard at the sight. By the time Jenny pulled away, I could easily have fucked Dani all over again. Instead, I knew I had to help Jenny out of the leotard, let her dress and take her home before Richard arrived. I thought we probably had plenty of time but who knew for sure.

At least I was still a one-woman man… and Dani a one-man woman, albeit a little pussy on the side. The way last night and this evening had unfolded, it was seriously in doubt. I’d kissed Jenny like I’ve never kissed any woman besides Dani but that hardly counts in the overall scheme of life. Nor did Dani’s enjoyment of Jenny’s pussy. I climbed off the bed and started the search for the clothes I’d taken off. It wasn’t a hard search, a pile at the foot of the bed.

“Umm, before you go, you might want to… undo this contraption… maybe lose the blindfold,” Dani suggested as I was putting on my jeans. I looked at her, still spread-eagled on the bed, so scrumptious-looking with cum oozing out of her wide-open pussy. I grabbed Jenny’s camera, not wanting to miss recording this sight, our very own porn show, already horny after watching that kiss.

I turned off the video, set Jenny’s phone down, and finished dressing, then reluctantly released the tension on the straps, letting Dani’s legs down, then had her sit up so I could remove the neck brace. She flexed her legs and twisted her neck back and forth, I guess making sure everything still worked. The rest of it, the leotard and blindfold, she asked, “Nah, I told her, I like them. ‘Sides, I might wanna bring home a friend after taking Jenny home.”

“You wouldn’t do that.”

“No, prob’ly not,” I agreed, “but it sure sounds fun.”


Chapter 29

I picked up Jenny’s clothes, putting them on the bed beside Dani, then helped her back up out of the chair, going behind her to undo the buttons holding the sleeves. “No, leave them, I’ll wear it home, Richard will like it,” she said.

Dani was listening to her, “I have a dress she can put over it, in my closet, the blue and white striped one.”

I knew the dress, it’s one that Dani likes to wear around the house, kind of a lounging dress, one she’s never had the courage to wear out of the house. I like it cuz it’s short and very clingy, shows off LOTS of skin. Usually, Dani doesn’t wear any undies with it, either. Very sheer, too, one that Richard will enjoy finding on his wife, then taking off his wife and finding his present underneath. But at least it’ll hide her enough to get her home without making an exhibition of herself, at least too much of an exhibition.

Something else just popped in my head as well, kind of silly but I was curious, “I just remembered, you missed your dance class Saturday, what’s with that?”

Jenny laughed, “Uhh, yeah, was sort of preoccupied. I’d sent a message to everyone that we canceled it for one day. What brought that on all of a sudden?”

“Dunno, just popped in my head.”

“Well… would you be a dear and send Rich a text, ask him if he has any idea when he’ll be home.”

“Yup,” I picked it up, curious about the video, “We’ll want to watch that video with you sometime,” I told her. I wondered what Richard was going to think about his wife having her pussy eaten… and that kiss. I knew I was anxious to see it, all of it.

“We’ll invite you over, it’s set up to wirelessly connect with our TV, so can watch it on the big screen.”

Yeah, ‘big screen’ is right. Theirs is like an eighty-inch TV. Not quite like Alan’s in my dream but at least it’s real, and damned big, nonetheless. “That’ll be fun!” I told her. While that thought was tumbling around in my head, I found her messaging app and sent Richard the text asking when he might be home. A moment later, she got a response, ‘Babies fine, should be home in about a half-hour’.

I showed it to Jenny and she smiled, “Perfect,” she said, “we better get going, then.” I gathered her clothes, the neck brace, straps, and put all in a bag, letting her wear the special slippers.

“You need to video whatever happens, fair’s fair,” I told her.

“I wouldn’t dare not,” she answered, “we can watch both together.”

“Yeah, whenever that might be, Dani’s leaving early tomorrow morning for Montana, who knows how long.”

The girls kissed once again, making me wonder if a relationship had permanently changed. I was looking forward to it if it had.

A few minutes later, I’d helped Jenny into Dani’s dress, retrieved her purse, and we were on our way. I took Dani’s Mustang, not that I was trying to impress a pretty girl with a sexy car, but…

Jenny was quiet on the drive home, theirs is about ten minutes from ours. “Going to be lonesome for you when Dani’s gone, isn’t it?” she finally said when we were nearly there.

“Yeah,” I agreed, “it is. I have a lot to keep me busy, though, I’m going to open a new store in Pasco, a lot of work to do on that.”

She looked over at me, a big smile on her face, “That’s wonderful, good luck with it. In the meantime, if you ever get lonely, and I know you will, you know you can come over any time.”

I glanced, the smile on her face, I wondered if there was a hidden meaning in that invitation… especially after this weekend, “Will, I promise.”

When we arrived at their house, I helped her out, then retrieved the house key from her purse, and opened the door. Inside, she asked if I’d open her bedroom door, as that’s where she wanted to wait for Richard. Even opening a closed door was a bit hard for her with her arms and hands encased in the spandex.

I got her situated in their bedroom, the ‘goodies’ on the bed, and told her I needed to get back to Dani. Yeah, I definitely needed to… bad!

Jenny stood before me, a veritable goddess in that short, sexy dress, especially knowing what was underneath it. I had a brief pang of jealousy toward Richard, the treat awaiting him at home, a little regret that we hadn’t… “Thank you for a wonderful weekend,” she said, “too bad tonight was… interrupted.”

Yeah, I thought, too bad. The fantasy of fantasies cut short by a fluke. I started to leave, but she stopped me, “No goodbye kiss? I think after this weekend, it’d be appropriate, don’t you?”

I smiled, leaning into her and touched my lips to hers for a moment too long, then pulled back. “No, I meant a KISS, not a peck,” she admonished with that lustful smile I’d seen earlier. “Don’t you want me horny when Richard gets home?”

Ooookay! So, I gripped Dani’s best friend’s arms and pulled her to me, our lips mashing together, pressing my hardness to her stomach, our tongues mashing together, her breasts pressed against my chest. We stood there kissing for… I have no idea how long, until we heard the front door opening and closing. I backed away, catching my breath, leaving Jenny… eyes closed, her mouth still in that ‘kiss’ mode, apparently not worried that her husband will any second walk through the door.

I really needed to get back home to my Dani!

“Gotta go,” I told her, wishing I didn’t.

“Next time,” Jenny said, “we finish what we started. Your dream was right… I want to…”

Oh God!

“Nice and slow, just like your dream… that’s how I want to do it.”

Oh God!

I stepped out just as Richard was putting his things down in the living room. “You all have fun after I left?” he asked.

I nodded, “We did, your wife is still a virgin, though.” Dammit!

He chuckled, “Somehow, I didn’t think she’d probably rush right home.”

“Yeah, she has some things to show you,” I said, shaking his hand, both of us knowing our relationship had changed considerably over the course of a very interesting weekend.

“Tell Dani goodbye for me.” He smiled, “And to not do anything rash in Montana.”

After a short drive, I was home once again. I parked on the opposite side of the street to not make any noise, then went in through the garage, taking my shoes off. That door can be opened and closed with virtually no sound. I was getting good at the noiseless sneaking. And thankfully, it was a relatively new house with no squeaky floorboards or stairs. Fortunately, I’d also left the bedroom door open when we left, pure happenstance.

Dani appeared to be sleeping when I snuck into the bedroom, on her back, blindfold and leotard still firmly in place, her feet flat up on the bed, knees bent, spread apart, pussy wide open and accessible, little bits of cum still evident. Perfect!

I crouched at the foot of the bed, and like before, leaned in, touching between her pussy lips with the tip of my tongue, gently pressing just a little deeper, flicking inside her, slowly working up to her clit.

“Mmm,” she let out a low moan, instinctively spreading her knees a little wider apart. It was my cue to back away for a moment. When she hadn’t appeared to be awakened, I resumed, this time licking the tip of her clit, slowly engulfing it in my mouth, gently sucking.

“Ohh, Ohh God! What?”

Now, there was no doubt she was awake and I gave her the full onslaught, sucking her clit, pressing my tongue as deeply into her as I could. She arched her body, the moans coming fast and furious. “Robert, honey, I hope that’s you… ohh, ohh fuck that’s good!”

I was enjoying this immensely, almost wishing I was Rich Little or some such, that could mimic other people’s voices, make her think it wasn’t her husband enjoying her pussy.

As much as I was enjoying eating Dani’s pussy, my dick was begging for attention, telling me I needed to fuck her! I pulled away, ripped my clothes off… and remembered the hoop, the one I’d bought that night in Reno. The hoop was in our closet in the dressing room. I sprinted, naked, to that closet, and retrieved it off the top shelf right where we’d put it… hell, only a week ago? It seemed like forever, so much had happened since.

A week ago, we hadn’t yet been to Tampa, hadn’t met Amanda Browning, hadn’t… so much! Now, she was leaving to prepare for being the star of a major movie in… like eight hours!

Hoop and bar in hand, I hurried back to my bride, my dick bouncing with every step. Dani was already almost in the right position, I pushed and prodded her knees together until I could press the hoop over her back and up in the crook of her knees, pressing the bar in-between her bent legs and tummy, snapping it in place, holding her knees tightly together, revealing that luscious pussy. Dani was virtually helpless, her arms in those stretch sleeves and her legs in the most delectable position, knees tight together against her chest, held in place by the hoop and bar.

I grabbed some lube out of my nightstand drawer, not that I’d need it, but as tight as I knew her pussy was going to be, it…

And I didn’t even let myself finish the thought before I was pressing inside her… so tight… so fucking good!

“Ahh, ahh, ohhhh fuckkk!” Dani started grunting the obscenities as I pressed inside her.

My own groans nearly blurred hers out from my ears. This was… oh fuckk! The heat, the velvety tightness! It was too much! I fucked my wife, her hips bucked, both of us in the throes of ecstasy. That last kiss with Jenny, watching Dani eating Jenny’s pussy, the vision of Alan Ryder fucking my wife… of Jenny and Jason, the thoughts blurred together and my orgasm exploded just as Dani let a gigantic scream, her body shuddering and clenching even tighter around me.

It was hard to breathe, both our bodies drenched in sweat as we lay side-by-side, Dani still trussed as she had been. It was several minutes until I had the strength to begin unraveling her.

“If this is our last before I leave tomorrow, guess it’s one we can remember, hunh!” she said in her panting breath.

Minutes later, all had been removed, including the blindfold, and Dani and I just lay together, holding each other. The realization hit me that this very well may be the last time we had sex for possibly weeks. After the intensity, I wasn’t sure I’d be able again before she had to board her plane leaving at seven-nineteen tomorrow morning.

We kissed, massaging each other with our hands, both of us realizing the immensity of the voyage we were about to take, the voyage we’d begun this night.

I got up, closed the blinds. No more voyeurs, not this night.

“I want… you and Leslie…” she began at one point during the night of no sleep, “take her out, romance her. When I come home, I want you to want her… badly enough to get over your shyness… and ask her to sleep with you…”

I knew I heard those words, but how to process them?

Then she added, “I’m glad last night we didn’t… with Jenny and Richard… not yet. I want Leslie to be your first.”

And we kissed… to seal the deal?


Chapter 30

Monday morning, March 30

I had Dani to the airport by six-thirty. Pasco, Washington, isn’t quite like big airports where one needed to be hours early before your flight. Ten-fifteen minutes was plenty of time to check in and go through security, but we allowed forty-nine minutes. Her flight was scheduled at seven-nineteen.

We’d been right, last night with the hoop was to be our last memory of our sexual endeavors for an unknown time. That particular part of this actress thing didn’t seem like it would be a lot of fun as we’d gotten in the habit of ‘fun’ nearly every night, sometimes two or even three times, as the last two nights, especially.

Dani had also planned to pack her bags over the weekend. That sure as hell hadn’t worked out. It was why we’d had to get up at five, for Dani to pack all those nice, sexy, new leather clothes, dresses and blouses in a garment bag, and two suitcases of other things, including six, count-em–six, very sexy nightgowns. “Just because I’m not going to be having sex doesn’t mean I don’t want to feel sexy,” she’d told me. Yeah, sleeping in the same house… alone… with a sexy hunk that she has a major crush on… wearing those!

Likewise, her underwear. She took along a few undies that could be considered ‘practical’, but mostly, matching sets of lace and silk. I remember she’d once told me that a woman wearing a matching set is ‘on the make’. So, what was I to make of all those matching sets?

Not that I was complaining, I wanted her to be sexy, feel sexy, to call me at night and tell me how hard it was to keep her hands to herself… to keep Alan’s hands to himself, too. Especially after they’d both been there working together for a week or two and her lack of sex was having a major effect on her libido. I was hoping she’d be horny as hell, soaked panties every time they were together.

I was a bit more than concerned about how the coming weeks were going to impact my libido, too.

One thing I snuck into her suitcase containing her underwear when she was in the bathroom was the big black dildo I’d bought in Reno. I would LOVE to be there when she discovers that wrapped inside her thong.

Anyway, even at a small airport, once she went through security, there was no point in my sticking around. We kissed one last time, held each other for what seemed far too brief a time (anyone watching may have disputed that), and said our goodbyes. The last thing I said to Dani as she was about to go through security was, “Don’t eat any brownies that Alan might offer.”

She laughed, gave me a quick kiss on the lips, and said, “I love brownies.”

I watched her go through the security check, thinking that I should have snuck some innocent thing, metal, on her so they’d be forced to take her into a separate room to disrobe. I’m bad! And then she was gone. The only thing I could do was return to my car. I imagined the studio was probably paying a fortune for her luggage on that flight.

I drove to an adjoining street where I could see the runways, sat and waited, watching. At precisely seven-nineteen, a sleek, miniature jet, (certainly not one of the big boys from a major airport) powered onto the runway, its engines screaming, and a moment later was in the air, out of sight in minutes.

Jenny had said to come over if I got lonely. Hell, I was already lonely! During our twenty-eight years, Dani and I had never been separated for more than a day or two when one or the other of us had to be gone to some conference. I couldn’t even remember the last time when we’d had one of those. Of course, this couldn’t even begin to compare to Dani sitting by my bedside week after week not knowing if I’d ever awaken again, but still…

I drove home thinking about her flight. She was going to Butte, Montana, which was Northeast of us by way of Salt Lake City, far South. She had a two-hour-plus layover in SLC, and was scheduled to get into Bert Mooney Airport, Butte, at one-thirty-six, a little over three hours total flight time, plus an hour for the time zone change, and the two-hour layover. The ranch is twenty-six miles west of Butte. The studio said there would be someone at the airport to pick her up. I knew there was nothing to worry about, that she’d be well taken care of, but this was so new to both of us. I’ll be damned glad to hear from her that she’s at that ranch.

The house seemed interminably quiet when I got home. Our oldest, Jon, and his wife, Tammy, invited me over to dinner, knowing it’d be my first night alone. At least that was something to look forward to. In the meantime, I had things to do, to keep myself busy

I drove to the Courthouse, the Recorder’s office, and gave them the coordinates of Dani’s grandparents’ farm, discovering that it belonged to David and Loretta Alvarez, and gave an address in Moses Lake. After a little more research, I’d discovered that they owned several tracts of land around Eastern Washington. I wondered why, since, this one anyway, wasn’t in any kind of production, just a tract of land, 247 acres, and an old vacant house and barn to pay property taxes on. I hoped, hoped, hoped that they’d be amenable to selling it.

I did a little more digging at the Courthouse and found their deed. They’d bought it in 2007 for $128,000. It didn’t do anything to allay the mystery as to why they’d bought it just to leave it empty. After I left the Courthouse, I realized I should have followed the deeds back and found out when Dani’s grandparents sold it. Of course, it didn’t really matter, as I had the information I needed, it would have just been curiosity.

Once home again, I looked in the Eastern Washington phone book for a David Alvarez in Moses Lake. Zip, nada, nothing. It looked like I may be driving to Moses Lake, about three hours one way. At least I had an address.

While I’d been looking for David Alvarez, my phone buzzed – a text from Dani. She’d arrived safe and sound in Salt Lake City and has a two-hour-thirty-eight minute layover.

I tried to think how I could get a phone number, then thought about Dani’s friend at school, Karen, the computer whiz who had given Dani the website she’d used to find the information on Leslie, except, I’d forgotten the website. Dani had told me but it went in my right and out my left ear without jiggling a thing in between. I tried to think what Dani had said Karen’s last name was, since I was pretty sure that in a school with sixteen hundred or so kids there’d be more than one Karen on staff. Karen… Karen… I wracked my brain, I knew Dani had mentioned it some time ago, it was a funny name – Dunkin Donuts, that’s what I remembered. Except her name was Dinkin, not Dunkin, Karen Dinkin Donuts. 

I checked my watch, nine-thirty. It had been about ten when Dani had called her to ask about helping her find Leslie, she’d said Karen would be on a break then, so I had to wait another half-hour.

If you’re wondering why I didn’t just call Dani and ask her, since she’s probably just sitting in an airport lobby, you obviously don’t understand the brain power of a man whose wife has abandoned him, even temporarily. I have nothing to say to you. Except… I have no freakin’ clue!

While I waited the half-hour, I called the realtor for the store’s building, asking if she’d prepared a draft of the lease yet. She had, so I asked if she’d email it to me. She put me on hold, came back on, and said it was done, then proceeded to tell me the basics of what was in it. It was a bit more than I’d have liked to pay, but the fact of where the building was, in such an excellent location, made it seem more than worthwhile. I told her I’d review it and get back to her.

And then, since she was a very likable person and seemed like she knew her business well, I asked her about the property we wanted to buy, if the owners agreed to sell, would she assist us in the purchase?

I left that phone call very pleased, she said she’d get it appraised if necessary, assist with any paperwork, even help us in negotiating with the owner, all for what seemed like a very reasonable fee. I liked this woman.

The email was on my computer, and I perused the draft of the lease. It seemed very straight-forward and I had enough business knowledge that I didn’t feel there was any need to involve our attorney, that’d save a few hundred bucks spent for telling me what I already knew. There was an option to renew every five years at a nominal, specified increase.

By then it was ten o’clock, so I called Dani’s school, told the receptionist who I was, and asked if I could speak with Karen Dinkin. I had to keep a straight face, not let the humor of ‘Dinkin’ come through my voice. But if she hadn’t had a rather unique name, I’d probably never have thought of it.

“We all were so happy when Dani called and let us know you’d come out of your coma,” the receptionist said.

“Thank you, all’s good now, I’m fine, thank you all so much for supporting Dani while I was out,” I told her, “she told me later how much you’d all done.”

She put me on hold and a couple moments later another woman came on. I recognized the voice, probably from one of Dani’s school get-togethers, I’d gone with her to them frequently. I explained that I was trying to find someone and remembered she’d given a search website to Dani a couple weeks ago but I didn’t remember it, and Dani was out of town for a few days. I didn’t know how much, if anything, Dani had told the school about her new acting gig, and that was up to her to tell them, so I didn’t want to mention it.

Thankfully, Karen didn’t ask any more about Dani, just told me the site was peekyou.com. We had a few more pleasantries, and I thanked her for the information, and for helping Dani during my coma.

I was excited when I went to my computer, opened the site, then saw that I had to create an account, complete with a credit card. Dani hadn’t told me any of that. After entering the information, it went to the search engine, and I typed in David Alvarez, Moses Lake, Washington. One hit popped up along with a box to agree to the fee of twenty dollars or I could pay a fee of a hundred dollars and search for names for a full year, or five-hundred dollars for lifetime searches. Decisions, decisions! I clicked the one-time fee.

And I started reading: David Alvarez, born in 1949, married to Loretta in 1978. His main occupation is speculating in real estate, buying and selling. Well, that was good news, I thought, ‘selling’ of real estate. And it gave a phone number, obviously a cell phone from the number, which explained why it wasn’t in the phone book, along with a home address, the same as the County had. This site was worth its weight in gold, I thought. We’d have to take Karen Dinkin Donuts (the chuckle was safe now) out to dinner, too.

So, I called the number and got a voice mail asking to leave a message, which I did, giving my name and phone number and that I was interested in purchasing a property he owns. It was a little disappointing that I couldn’t talk directly with him, but was hopeful I’d soon get a call back.

My next call was to the contractor who’d done my other store, wondering if he’d been able to put together a cost estimate for that store in Pasco. He said he had been working on it and would have to me by the afternoon. “Perfect,” I told him, “I’m meeting with the bank tomorrow morning.”

That left me with exactly nothing to do except watch the clock, wait for a call from David Alvarez, a call or text from Dani that she’d arrived in Montana, and an email from Wade, my contractor. The morning had actually been fairly productive, I thought. Oh, one thing I could do, prep for tomorrow’s meeting with Leslie, gather together financial documents on my Kennewick store.

At two-thirty-seven, I got the text from Dani, she was in Butte, in an old pickup headed to the ranch with one of the ranch hands. ‘It’s so beautiful here!’ her text said. Well, I was glad to hear that she’d landed safely and someone was at the airport to meet her. But I needed to hear her voice, hopefully, after she’s settled, she’ll call. One more thing to wait for.

I also got the email from Wade, a copy of his cost estimate, $174,000, including everything – removal of old, new flooring, painting, shelving, counters and a sign out front. I could save about $12,000 if I did the painting, but he’d like to be able to move quickly after he starts. So would I, the sooner we can open, the sooner we could start paying the bills. Our original plan was for Dani and me to do the painting, but without her, it’ll take double the time. More, actually, she’s the artist who could give it a little pizzazz. And a hell of a lot less fun!

I’ll need about another hundred thousand for stock, too. Although I could cover that from our business account, but I don’t want reserves drawn too low. The stock in a parts store is a hell of a lot more than that, but many of the manufacturers will consign their product, so I don’t have to pay for it until sold. The thing many of my customers appreciate and are willing to pay extra for is that I make sure our parts and other stock are made in America, except where absolutely impossible. It’s irritating that I can’t get everything from America.

After going through my computer and pulling together audits and tax statements for the last several years, showing our steady growth and profits, I was confident that I’d have enough information for the bank to make the loan, at least the remodel cost, hopefully, the stocking, too.

I tried calling Alvarez again, getting the same voice message. I figured if I didn’t hear from him by Tuesday afternoon, after my meeting with Leslie, I’d drive to Moses Lake. And then it was time to get cleaned up to go to Jon and Tammy’s for dinner.

I was nervous as hell about that meeting with her Tuesday. If it was just a ‘bank meeting’ for the loan, I was prepared for that, not concerned. But what Dani wanted, me to establish a romantic relationship with Leslie, my old high school classmate I’d had a crush on, THAT is what I was scared as shit about. She’d changed so much and the name thing, her nickname she goes by, ‘Elle’, so that neither of us had recognized her before Dani’s discovery.


Chapter 31

Dinner at Jon and Tammy’s was wonderful, they’re both great cooks and share the cooking duties. Dani and I are proud of both our kids, how they’ve matured into such responsible adults. Jon’s now managing my Kennewick store since my accident, and our youngest, Jodi, is going to Washington State to be a teacher, inspired by her mom.

Dani called at a little after seven, so I put her on the speaker phone. She was excited, “This is just unbelievably beautiful,” she said, “no wonder they picked this ranch for the movie, it’s at the edge of a beautiful, green meadow, forest all around, just everything so pretty and rustic.” She went on, telling us how big the ranch is, “You’ve heard that joke about the rancher, telling his friend, ‘my ranch is so big I can drive all day without setting foot off the ranch.’ His friend answers, ‘yup, I used ta have a truck like that, too.’ ”

We all laughed at the silliness of it. But yeah, I’d had heard it a dozen times or so at least.

“Well, I think that’s this ranch,” she said, “maybe not all day, but it goes on forever, every direction.”

I didn’t mention finding the information about David Alvarez and the farm, we want that to be a surprise to all our family if we can pull it off. I did tell her about the cost estimate, though. She suggested that I have the professionals do the painting. “What, you have no faith in your husband?” I asked her.

She laughed, “Have them do the painting.”

I wanted to talk to her about more personal things: Was Alan Ryder there? What kind of sleeping arrangements? You know, important things like that. But with Jon and Tammy both listening, it was a bit difficult. She did say that they were starting riding tomorrow, breakfast at six. She also told us that she’d taken some pictures on her phone and would send them. Before she hung up, she said she’d try to call about the same time tomorrow night.

I waited, a photo text popped up, it was the ranch house. Dani was right, it was beautiful; an old log structure straight out of Bonanza sitting at the edge of a green meadow, forest behind with snow-covered mountains behind it. Another that looked to be taken from the house’s porch, corrals and a big barn overlooking the meadow, horses grazing, and a small lake a little off in the distance, more snow-covered mountains, nearly down to the meadow. I could see the possibility for the scenery in this movie to be fabulous.

Jon and Tammy were duly impressed, too.  “Looks like Mom’s going to be in paradise the next few weeks,” Jon said. Yeah, without her husband. With her wannabe lover.

That night I imagined Dani and said wannabe lover at that little lake after the weather warmed, Dani in her wet bra and panties, both hardly there, her wannabe in nothing but shorts showing off his whatsit. It took a while for sleep to catch up with me.

At eleven the next morning, I was waltzing into the US Bank, hands full of financials, scared to death. Not for the loan but the other. I hadn’t noticed before how pretty ‘Elle’ was; small, very pretty face, no glasses now – she’d worn them in high school. Her hair was long in high school, nearly to her waist, now short, curled around her pretty face. I’d thought she was hot in high school, now she’s beautiful, glamorous, curves in all the right places. She’d dressed in a very businesslike but feminine beige pantsuit, pink silky blouse combination, very nice doesn’t seem nearly adequate. I wondered… she knew we were meeting today about the loan, was this her normal dress, or did she dress so nicely for me? I didn’t remember the other times we’d met, anything special about the way she’d dressed, certainly not like this. Nah, wishful thinking, a little misplaced ego.

We shook hands, very formally, “You look wonderful,” I told Leslie, “love your hair like that.” Is that okay to say to your banker? I had no idea. I just hope she didn’t feel insulted that I hadn’t recognized her before.

Apparently, she thought it was okay from the big smile that crossed her face, making her even prettier, “Thank you,” she said, “you’re not so bad yourself, either.”

“I have to apologize,” I said, “with your nametag and how much different you look, Dani and I hadn’t even realized you were the Leslie we used to know.” All I had seen before was a banker, an attractive banker, but just a banker, nonetheless. Not… Leslie, the girl I had such a major crush on in high school, that was reigniting, majorly.

We went over my loan request, she loaded the information on her computer, printed it out, including a payment schedule, and I signed it. Then Elle (I do love the nickname, now that I know what it stands for) reviewed the financial information I brought, smiling as she did so. “I can’t imagine that there’ll be any problem, but any loans of this size have to go to the loan committee,” she said, attaching all my financials to the application. “We should have their final word by closing tomorrow,” and she stood, our meeting over.

I wanted to hug her, not for anything to do with the loan, but just because. Maybe because I never had the courage in high school. I didn’t, though, we were in an open bank, and it wouldn’t have been appropriate. I ratcheted up my courage, “Umm, what time do you have lunch?” I asked her.

She smiled, maybe thinking what I was trying to ask her? She looked at her watch, we’d been forty-five minutes. “Noon, fifteen minutes,” she said, “I have an hour.”

If that wasn’t an opening, I don’t know what was. “Would you… I’d… love to take you to lunch if…”

Her smile widened a little more, “I think I’d like that,” she said before I had a chance to finish my little prepared speech that I’d completely forgotten. “Let me finish with this,” she said, indicating the pile of my papers she held in her hand, “then I have a couple more small things I need to get done, should just take a few minutes… how about I meet you in your car,” she checked her watch again, “probably about twenty minutes.”

I told her where I was parked, the gold-colored Accord, then sat in the car waiting, a huge weight off my shoulders, looking forward to this lunch more than I had for a long time. Dani will be proud of me, I thought.

She found me in my car, and I watched her walk, a pretty smile on her face. She doesn’t float like Jenny, nobody else does, but it’s a very self-assured type of walk. I liked that. She slid into the passenger seat, and I kind of regretted that she wasn’t wearing a skirt instead of pants. Pervert! First order of business, where to go? She’s not a fast-food fan, she said, so McDonald’s, my mainstay, was out; so was Taco Bell, red salsa speckles wouldn’t look good on her pink, blouse. Neither of us are particularly fond of the Red Lobster, and I mentioned that I like lasagna. She loves Italian, so it was Olive Garden, only a few blocks away.

The hostess seated us, and I ordered lasagna, Leslie shrimp something or other – scampi, that’s what it was. Leslie asked me about Dani, and I explained that she’d just auditioned for a movie part and is in Montana preparing for it. “Wow, that has to be exciting for her, how did that come about? I never knew she was an actress.”

I laughed, “She isn’t… or wasn’t. It’s such a long story,” I didn’t want to get into the real story, that would be almost impossible to explain in an hour. No, not ‘almost’.

“It’s something we got wind of, and she had this feeling it was her,” I told Leslie, instead of the truth, it was sort of, kind of, maybe a tiny bit. “She auditioned for it, they agreed it was perfect for her and gave her the part, said they wanted a new face and she was it.” I didn’t mention about Alan Ryder being her costar/on-screen lover, either.

“She’s a rancher, she has to be able to ride like she was born in the saddle, that’s what she’s doing now, riding lessons on the ranch where the movie’s going to be filmed.”

“And she doesn’t mind you taking another woman to lunch? My ex-husband would have had a jealous fit, probably killed me… before…”

I smiled at her, “No, she was planning to be here, hoping to ask you out to lunch herself. Once she realized who you were, she wanted us to renew a friendship, you’re one of the few people from high school still around.” She wants me to make love with you. No, I didn’t say that!

I wondered if Elle had any idea just how sexy she was in her pantsuit and silky blouse. It was obvious she was going for the professional look and she’d succeeded, but it was a very ‘sexy’ professional, with her hair the way it sexily curled around her face. Or maybe it was just me. Dani had only been gone a single night but after the sex life we’d been living the last several weeks, even one night without her was turning me into… I’m not sure what, but already horny as hell. I wondered if Dani was in the same boat.

What kind of underwear was Elle wearing? I’d bet money it was a matching pair. Dani’s words came popping into my mind, ‘Matching pair – wants to get laid.’ Did her nipples get hard and pointy when she was aroused? Were they now?

“Hello, you there?” a feminine voice said, Leslie, across the table.

I blinked, “Sorry, I guess we’d talked about Dani and it made my mind wander off to Montana, I’m not used to her being gone.” Elle was oblivious to what she was doing to me. But it was Dani’s fault, she’s the one who’d put it in my head, ‘I want you to want her so bad…’ she’d said. Well, if she hadn’t meant it, she damned sure hadn’t ought to have said it!

Lunch with Elle was wonderful, she told me a little about her life, her one son that’s a career guy in the Navy. It was obvious from the way she talked how proud of him she is, he’s on an aircraft carrier somewhere in the Atlantic. I gave her a very brief, two-minute version of my accident and four-month coma, without the dreams, of course, or how it had changed our lives so much, especially Jon. I told her he’d taken over management of my store while I was ‘gone’ and was doing so well, then about Jodi, following in Dani’s footsteps to be a teacher, agricultural science, in Pullman.

Before we knew it, Leslie’s lunch hour was up, and she had to be back. When I parked alongside the bank, she spent just a moment looking in the mirror, fixing her makeup, and I walked around the car, opening her door. She smiled, “What a gentleman,” she said, “it’s been a long time since a man’s opened my door.”

I smiled, happy that such a little gesture could make an impression. I took her hand and helped her out, getting a ‘bit too long’ hug for my efforts. “I enjoyed lunch,” she said, “thank you.”

“So did I… I’d like to do it again sometime… soon,” I told her.

She smiled, taking out her cell phone, calling mine on it, then pressing the disconnect, “Now you have my number, I’d love to, too,” she said.

I wanted to kiss her – badly, but gave her another quick hug, instead, and she turned to the back door of the bank. I watched her go, wishing I hadn’t been so shy in high school. Of course, then there might not have been a Dani in my life, which I would not want to change. Sure as hell woulda made high school more fun, though!

I drove to Moses Lake. I had the address for the Alvarez’s, 4319 Quinault Street, and still hadn’t heard back. I thought about the possibilities, what we could do with the farm, as I drove past the road turning off to it. I couldn’t help but smile at the thought of teenage Jenny and Daniella cavorting in the hay with a couple of neighbor boys, letting them feel their boobs, and obviously more that neither would admit to. The thought went through my head that that was about the age when I was too bashful to talk to Leslie.

The Alvarez’s street was in a quiet neighborhood, fairly old with all the big trees growing in the yards. The houses weren’t the cookie-cutter sameness of so many newer subdivisions, either. They were all different, very nice, and nicely maintained. I knocked on the door with ‘4319’ alongside it and heard noises from inside. A moment later, a man opened it, older, probably seventies, obviously, since he’d been born in 1949. Duhh! “Mr. Alvarez?” I asked.

He nodded, “Yes, young man, may I help you?”

I smiled, pleased that I’d actually get to talk to him about the farm in person. “I called and left a message about some property… on Davidson Road, my wife and I…”

“Yes, I know the place you’re talking about. Sorry I haven’t called you back, I’ve been taking care of my wife, she just had a knee replacement surgery a few days ago. Please… come in.”

He led me into their living room, there was a white-haired woman in a recliner, a walker and an ice-pump machine adjacent. I recognized the machine, not sure what it’s called, but it circulates ice-cold water through a wrap around her knee. She had a smile and very friendly eyes. “Well, David, don’t be rude, offer the young man something to drink,” she said.

I laughed, “He was being anything but rude,” I told her, “but I am a little thirsty, I was anxious to find your place.”

“We have a selection of anything you could want, long as it’s water or ice tea,” he said with a chuckle.

“I love ice tea, that’d be perfect,” I told him, “with sweetener, I hope?” I added.

So he motioned for me to sit on the sofa and was off to the kitchen.

“I heard that you’re interested in the old Sampson place,” she said, “may I inquire why?”

“Certainly,” I told her, “it was my wife’s grandparent’s farm when she was growing up. We’d like to get it back in our family, hopefully restore the house, maybe even the barn.”

She smiled, “I loved that barn when I was little, hoped we’d be able to do the same, but my health…”

My face must have shown the shock, “You… lived there…?”

Mr. Alvarez came back in the room, handing me a glass of ice tea. I took a sip, “Thank you, this is perfect.” It was, too, lots of ice, sweet, just the way I like it.

He sat in what must have been his easy chair opposite me, “No, Lori was a neighbor, good friends with Marianne and Kirk, so sad what happened to Kirk,” he said.

Kirk would have been Dani’s uncle, if not for the fact that he was killed in an accident long before she was born. All I know is that it had to do with a boat, I’ve never heard any details.

“Your wife, she must be… Daniella?” Mrs. Alvarez asked, “I remember the little girl, precocious little thing, so pretty, Marianne’s daughter.”

“Dani mentioned their wonderful neighbors, you must have been one of them. She’ll be thrilled when I tell her.”

“So, you’re interested in buying the property, eh?” he asked.

Before I could answer, Mrs. Alvarez explained, “We bought it hoping to do the same. When Jonathan sold it way back so he could be in town, closer to Jan (Dani’s grandparents), we hadn’t even thought about it, but then it came for sale again, and we couldn’t resist. I’d have loved to buy my parents’ place but weren’t able to…”

Mr. Alvarez went on, “We wanted to do what you’re talking about, but Lori got cancer and kidney disease, and we had to stay close to a hospital. I know what I’d like to get out of it, but let me get it appraised, and we’ll let you know. I know it’s going to be up pretty significantly since we bought it, but we’d both love to see the place lived in again, you and Daniella?” he asked.

I shook my head, “Maybe… probably, eventually, but we’d like to surprise her parents, they’re retired, and I know would be so thrilled… I bet they’d love to meet the two of you, too,” I added, “I know Dani will.” We chatted another hour or so, I explained that I hadn’t even known about the farm until recently.  I didn’t mention Dani’s recent financial windfall from the movie. Mr. and Mrs. Alvarez seemed like very nice people, but he is in the business of making money off real estate. I had no doubt he’d have every intention of squeezing every penny he could from this as well.

The drive home was interminable. I was looking forward to talking with Dani later, finding out about her first full day in Montana, and telling her about mine, pretty sure she’d be thrilled. And that all made me wonder how her first day with Alan Ryder had been, any romantic revelations? I shook my head to clear it, I was driving, after all.

Dani and my adventure will continue in Book 4, which will be published on Wednesday 12thJune 2024
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