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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 Book 5 of our story – the final events, the final conclusions about what we’ve become and wat we now need!


Chapter 1

Saturday morning, Nov 27, 2020

“You mind if I make us an omelet for breakfast?” Alan asked, “I make a mean omelet. And I brought along a special ingredient… if you know what I mean,” he said, smiling at me.

My stomach did a little flip-flop, thinking I suspected that I knew what he meant. “You mean like the ingredient in the brownies?” I asked him.

He chuckled, “Better,” was all he answered.

“Make away,” I told him, “sounds good.”

“Oh, it is… most definitely is.” He let out a little chuckle, adding, “Probably not something I’d serve in one of my restaurants, though.”

We went in the kitchen and I got out a pan, eggs, cheese, bacon, tomatoes, and several other ingredients he asked for. We didn’t have any green peppers, he said he could do without. I showed him where the spices were, and he got out several.  I wondered what he was adding that was going to make them even better than the brownies. I presumed that I knew what ‘better’ meant… and was looking forward to it.

Just as Alan said he had everything he needed, we heard the girls on the stairs. We went back in the living room, and oh my! April was coming down first, holding Dani’s hand behind her, just like they had the night before. At least Dani looked like herself, not a twenty-year-old, but she was wearing the wedding night, transparent babydoll she’d worn to bed, nothing else, totally naked underneath. I’d thought maybe, this morning… ‘normalcy’. At least a little bit, anyway. Maybe, she wasn’t quite ready for normal… me either, I deduced at that moment.

Her eyes, natural as they looked, were still April’s eye patches.

April, on the other hand, had actually dressed, wearing just about the shortest skirt I’d ever seen, more like Dani’s cheerleader skirt or a sexy tennis outfit. Her top was a matching, very low-cut ‘V’ tank top, very thin and clearly nothing underneath. The skirt – what was under?

Alan greeted my wife, “Babygirl… you know what you do to me?”

And now… she was his ‘Babygirl’, just like in my dreams.

“I’m thirsty, can I get a drink of water, please?” Dani asked, awakening me from my ruminations. At least her voice sounded like my Daniella.

Alan led her into the kitchen and picked her up, setting her on the counter next to the sink. My heart thudded, knowing what was coming, from another dream, another time.

April stepped over to me, and gave me a quick kiss on my lips. “You look beautiful,” I told her, “love your outfit.”

She backed away and did a little pirouette, “Hoped you would,” she said. God, she was gorgeous when she tried. Even when she didn’t.

Alan found the drinking glasses, filling one with cold water, bringing it to Dani’s red, polished lips, the same lips that had… the night before, a vision that will never leave my mind. As she was drinking, he lowered one of the straps of her little gown, and sucked a nipple in his mouth.

I couldn’t help it, I looked down… fuck, I’d have thought maybe under those loose pants it wouldn’t show quite so obviously. I was wrong, just as big as I remembered from last night.

“Ooh, ooh,” Dani moaned, her tit firmly entrenched in Alan’s mouth.

I knew what was going to happen, I’d seen it in a dream, that first morning in Tampa. But still, this was real, not a dream, and that was my wife sitting on that counter. My heart was pounding, anticipating.

Dani was writhing, thrusting her tits out, her hands digging in Alan’s scalp. Yeah, I’d say it was pretty clear – my Daniella hadn’t had her fill of caviar, not yet.

Caviar – April’s correlation of what sex is like with Alan.

He dropped her other strap and switched to her other tit, Dani moaned anew.

She hadn’t known about this part of my dream, no one had. I hadn’t mentioned that morning to anyone.

I squeezed April’s nipple as I whispered in her ear, “He’s going to fuck her but not let her come. I saw it all in one of my dreams.”

“Just watch,” I added. God, how much of this was I going to be able to take?

He kissed my wife, hard and Dani kissed him back just as hard. At the same time, he was pushing her legs apart. My heart was pounding, my hand squeezing April’s tit.

We moved inside the kitchen where we could see better.

Alan pushed his pants down, his dick popping out, a solid shaft, every bit as big as last night. He held it to her, the head touching her bare pussy lips… and pushed… pressing himself inside her.

I’d seen Alan fucking Dani last night, but that was in the dark of the night, all the excitement from the evening. This seemed totally different, and I was mesmerized, couldn’t move, couldn’t breathe.

“Nngghhh,” Dani moaned as he began to impale her. She threw her head back, her mouth in an ‘O’.

He kept pushing, steadily pressing inside my wife, Dani’s arms wrapped around him, her hands not knowing what to do with themselves. Fuck!!

Last night it had seemed to take forever. Not this morning, it seemed only seconds and that dick was fully impaled inside my wife, his balls pressing against her pussy lips. I wondered, how many times had they done this during the night?

Dani was panting, groaning.

“Oh, Babygirl, this is gonna be hard, but…” and he slowly slid out of her, pulling his pants up. “We gonna do this different today.”

“Nooo, fuck meee!” Dani squealed.

He helped Dani down off the countertop. I don’t think I could have, my heart beating too fucking hard and my legs too rubbery. April was helping me to stand. It was my dream all over again,

Alan looked at me and April, “You ever have that feeling during the day, so fuckin’ horny that all you want to do is fuck? And can’t? Well, that’s gonna be me and your wife today, we not gonna come til tonight, no matter what, either of us.” He looked back and forth at April and me, “You in?” he asked, “come tonight, you’ll be glad you did, promise… ‘sides, be fun today too.”

Fuck! I was already almost past the point. April looked at me, a smile on her face, “We can do it,” she said, “be fun.”

Normally, one day wouldn’t seem that much. Hell, Dani and I do it all the time. But today wasn’t going to be any ‘normal’ day.

April, the minx, in her micro-skirt and braless top, Daniella in that fuckin’ sexy thing she was wearing with her ‘caviar’ lover, no telling what they were going to be doing today, and I knew the hot tub was going to be on the menu later. Speaking of ‘menu’, whatever Alan was going to be putting in that omelet, too, ‘better’ than the brownies he’d said. And God, those brownies!

Fuck, it was going to be a long day!

April looked out the window at the snow, “Beautiful,” she said, “sometimes, I wish we’d get snow, I love the stuff.”

Dani was still blinded with the fake eyes April had brought from Tampa, so April helped her back to the dining table and got her a cup of coffee, directing her hand to show her where it was on the table.

I was helping Alan with the omelet, fetching pans, turners, and whatever he asked for, feeling kind of like an assisting nurse in surgery might feel, watching a professional at work, and handing him his instruments. When nearly done, he pulled a little flask from his pocket and sprinkled quite a lot of a powder over the omelet, most assuredly not salt or pepper.

I didn’t know what it was, but knew for damned sure what it was going to do – make today much more ‘interesting’.

He asked me to set the table, then brought the omelet pan to the table, set it on a hot pad I’d put in the middle, and we all sat. Alan did a little ‘adjusting’ of himself, then asked Dani to sit on his lap so he could help her eat.

He scooted back, Dani stood and straddled him, facing the table, and began to slide down on him, whimpering, “Ooh, ooh!” as her body slowly descended, obviously swallowing his dick inside her. She paused, her mouth gaped open, and let another loud moan, “Oh fuck, how much more?”

“Just a little, Babygirl, almost there,” Alan told her, a satisfied grin on his face.

Dani groaned, gritted her teeth, and pressed herself down those last inches until she was sitting on him, fully impaled, panting like her life depended on those breaths. “Oh fuck!” she moaned, doing some final squirming.

“Oh, that’s nice, Babygirl, very nice,” Alan said, in what must have been a monumental understatement.

My wife’s body was shaking, sweat on her forehead, her body rocking back and forth, rubbing her babydoll-clad body back against him. I wished I could see her eyes.

I tried to imagine again what it must feel like to Dani, having that thing inside her, stretching her. The jealousy overwhelmed me, threatening to call off everything, overwhelming the excitement. I nearly screamed. But still… I couldn’t look away, couldn’t say what I knew needed to be said. My wife was sitting on this dude’s lap, skewered by his cock… and I was powerless to… fuck, I was fucking loving it!

“This is going to be so tempting all day, to just give in to it and fuck this nymph, make her come all over my dick... let myself go inside her,” Alan said, looking straight at me. “You and April should try this, it feels sooo good, what a way to have breakfast!”

“What you think, Babygirl, should your husband let April sit on his dick for breakfast? Think they’d enjoy it?”

Dani was gripping the edge of the table, grinding herself down on Alan “I think… only if she was blindfolded, not fair, otherwise,” she said, in between her moans of pleasure.

“My nightstand, there’s a blindfold,” Dani told me.

I hurried upstairs, our bedroom smelled with the strong scent of sex and Dani’s perfume, making me wonder again, how many times had they fucked during the night?

There were two blindfolds, the red silk cloth I’d put on Dani in Reno, and a regular black one with elastic that I’d bought in Castle for a little playing in our bedroom. I picked the red silk one, then hurriedly changed my clothes to a pair of lounging pants and top, skipping the underwear, then back downstairs looking forward to this!

I tied the blindfold around April’s head, covering her eyes, and asked if she could see anything. “Nada, nothing,” she answered.

So I sat back down in my chair across from Alan and Dani, ‘adjusted’ myself a bit as Alan had, pushed my lounge pants down, scooted my chair back, and told April I was ready. She stood, stepped one leg over straddling my waist, and sat down. I discovered very quickly what she had on under her skirt - nothing at all.

I was friggin’ hard, having watched her in the shower that morning, watching Alan with Dani on the counter, and now, knowing that Dani was sitting across the table with Alan’s cock firmly embedded inside her. And if a guy needed any more enticement, having April sliding down my dick was all the stimulant I needed.

I held myself in position, finding April’s ‘hot spot’ as she sat, then couldn’t help but groan as she lowered herself down, down, down. Oh crap, she felt good, especially when she began to work herself around, finding that perfect position before she pressed herself down on my legs, and finally was still, my cock buried inside her. It was a friggin’ good think I’d come numerous times the night before, no way would I have been able to sit there, my hard dick inside this girl without exploding.

“Time to eat,” I suggested, needing to have something to take my mind away from the girl firmly impaled on my cock.

Thankfully, Alan had cooked the omelet in our good cast iron frying pan that stays hot, especially with the lid that was on it. He took the lid off and split it into four portions, scooping one on each of our plates. I was almost afraid to eat it, knowing what it was going to do to my libido, that was already being sorely tested.

“Dani had a suggestion while you were gone, why don’t you tell your husband, Babygirl,” Alan told her.

She squirmed a little, and let out a couple ‘Oohs’ before speaking, “I suggested that if we’re going to be doing things like this, there should be a prize or something for the couple that lasts the longest without  either one coming. Would need to be something that would be a real inducement. You know, a penalty or prize that really means something.”

“You mean other than just the orgasm that’s going to come, that’s gonna be a pretty big prize in itself,” I said.

“Yeah, there is that, but something else, something that would be even bigger.”

“Well… I had one idea while we were waiting,” Alan said, “this would be kind of ‘big’, I guess you could say. What about… if Robert or Dani comes first, Dani goes home with me and April for a week. If April or I do, I go home alone, and my future bride stays here a week.” Then, while my mind was reeling, he added, “No, bad idea, the girls would cheat, they’re the prize, shouldn’t be part of the bet. Let’s amend that to just Robert and me, whichever comes first his girl stays with the other for a week.”

Uhh…! Fuck!


Chapter 2

Dani looked shocked at his suggestion, Apri was… what, smirking? “I think it’s a great idea,” she said with a chuckle, “either way, I’d get to play with Dani, something I’ve wanted to do since I met her.”

I about choked. The thought of Dani… Fuck, just fuck! No fucking way! A week? Fuck, I remembered that week in my dream, the torture. Do something like that for real? With me not there? Fuck, fuck, fuck!

And, shit, my dick was already almost ready to explode inside April, just the thought of it.

And the realization hit me, the thought of Dani and Alan… a week… alone… to do… whatever… and my dick was ready to explode?

“No, no fucking way, too much! Dani?”

She sat there, quiet, not saying a word, and I realized she was working her body around on Alan’s lap, working him deeper inside her. Fuck, the idea was turning her on! “It would… be an incentive,” was all she said.

I remembered in my dream, the excitement, the overpowering fear that night, the night of Alan’s grand opening, when I’d invited Alan up to our hotel room, how he’d undressed and fucked her that night, the first time in thirty-plus years. It wasn’t real, none of it was real, but in my dream it had been. Then, the next morning, I’d suggested she stay the rest of the weekend with him while I flew home. It had been the hardest thing I’d done in my life, and I remembered it like it had happened yesterday.

Why’d I do it? I needed to prove something to Dani… and to myself. I loved her, she loved me, and I wanted her to know how much I trusted her, enough to bet my life on it. My question now, did I trust her that much in real life? Now, when it truly could cost me everything? I’d thought it was real in my dream, but it wasn’t. Now is real.

And I did trust her. No. Matter. What!

How many fuckin’ times do I have to say it, after those months at my bedside Dani doesn’t have to prove anything to me! Or is that just something I was just trying to convince myself of?

The sexual tension in the room had ratcheted about a hundred-fold.

“I think… from the feel of Robert’s twitching and how he’s growing inside me, that he’s pretty turned on by the idea,” April said, adding with a giggle, “it’s quite an effective truth detector, isn’t it?”

“Uhh…” my intelligence and wit clearly on display.

And then… something Alan said a couple minutes ago… “Your ‘what’ will stay here a week?”

He chuckled, April blushed, “I believe I said something to the effect, ‘my future bride’.”

“We’re going to be married! It’s what I’ve been trying to tell you the last couple days, I always got interrupted,” April gushed, with pride and happiness in her voice.

“Annddd, Dani, I’ve been aching to ask you, would you be one of my bridesmaids? May, my middle sister is going to be my maid-of-honor, she’s three years younger.”

April – May, “You have another sister, I suppose… June?” I asked.

April giggled, “She’s another year-and-a-half younger, going to be another bridesmaid.”

Dani sat there, her mouth gaping. I wondered if she was thinking the same thing I was… if ‘thinking’ is something you actually do when you’re told the girl whose pussy is impaled with your dick is about to marry the guy whose dick is inside your wife, how fucking surreal is that?

Speaking of which, my dick was throbbing, begging for some release. This concept of being inside April, her just sitting still on me was torture. Pretty sweet torture but torture, nonetheless.

The other thing, April’s twenty-nine, Alan twenty years older. I guess when you’re Alan fucking Ryder, age isn’t so important. Especially, when you’re ‘caviar’ in bed. I also realized that there’s the same age difference between April and me, another year, actually. Of course, she wasn’t planning a permanent relationship with me, big difference. Not that I was jealous or anything… at least not about that.

“April, I’m… I’m thrilled for you! Of course, I’d be honored to be a bridesmaid. And when?”

“January second, June and May are planning a bachelorette party on New Year’s Eve, and we’ll have a rehearsal New Year’s evening. We don’t want to wait any longer than we have to. We’ve been planning it for a couple months. I’ve been so anxious to tell you.”

So this was why April was so sure that Alan wasn’t out to take my wife.

But, still… could I, a fucking week? Literally, a ‘fucking’ week!

Rationally, it was idiotic, rationally, it was a crappy bad idea. ‘Bad’ didn’t even begin to cover it, even ‘crappy bad’. So, why the fuck was the idea such a friggin’ turn-on?

“Okay… but under the circumstances… is… this really appropriate?” Dani asked, squirming on Alan’s lap, letting out a little moan in the process.

April smiled at her, doing her own little squirm, pressing herself down, “I think it’s fair to say that we’re going to have a fairly open marriage, at least where our good friends are concerned, one couple in particular.” Fuck, I didn’t know how much of this I was going to be able to take – and then I remembered the little ‘bet’. Double FUCK!

Even if I hadn’t actually agree signed onto it.

“Omelet’s getting cold,” Alan said, “not polite to let a chef’s food get cold.” The omelet had been nearly forgotten.

“I might have to kill him if he ever involves anyone else, though,” April added.

Alan laughed at that, “No worry, love, I think you’ll keep me busy.”

Well, except for when we’re eating breakfast with my wife’s pussy firmly impaled on his dick. Not that I could complain much with the situation on this side of the table. Speaking of which, eating with April’s pussy very firmly encasing my dick? Not exactly the easiest thing I’ve ever encountered.

I sliced off a small bite of April’s omelet, picked it up, and gently fed it to her, then took a bite myself. Fuck, this was freakin’ good! “What’d you do with this? It’s the best omelet I’ve ever tasted,” I asked Alan.

“Chef’s secret,” he said, “can’t give away my secrets, would put me out of business.”

We finished the omelet, me alternating bites with April, Alan doing the same with Dani. Even before that little announcement, this arrangement had seemed weird. Now, though, it was just totally unreal!

April pushing herself up and off me was another torture in itself. There were moans coming from both sides of the table as the girls extricated themselves.

I’d completely forgotten that little ‘special’ ingredient that Alan put in the omelet until Alan and I were working on the dishes. We’d helped our girls to the couch in the living room, and they were sitting there quietly talking, probably wedding stuff. My dick reminded me, painfully hard, the ‘wanting’ just as strong.

“What’d you put in that omelet, anyway?”

All he did was chuckle, “Working is it?”

Fucking yeah, it was.

It was hard not peeking every chance I got, Dani still wearing her next-to-nothing, and knowing that April was bare under that skirt and blouse. Just April standing up off me was hard after my dick being in such a warm place for so long.

“Can I take off the blindfold for a little bit? We don’t get to see snow that often, would love to watch it,” April asked, so I took the blindfold off her, and she went to the back patio door to watch. It had probably snowed another inch or two in just the little while since we’d gotten up. It was starting to let up, though, the snow coming down much lighter.

I checked the forecast, it was supposed to quit completely by the afternoon, an accumulation of eight to twelve inches, then down to six degrees during the night. I’d never seen a Thanksgiving weekend that cold or snowy.

My Accord was buried under the snow. Thankfully, Dani’s ’92 Mustang that she’s so proud of was safely tucked away in the garage. I guess, under the circumstances that kinda seems like a weird thing to be worried about.

After letting April gaze out at the snow for several minutes, I wrapped the silk back around her head, tying it behind. Alan and I led our respective girls to the living room and we sat, Dani and Alan on the couch snuggled together, and April and me on the loveseat.

I knew at least part of the reason it was happening, the omelet, whatever Alan had added, but fuck, I was feeling horny! April’s tank top had three buttons between her breasts. They weren’t hiding a lot, but… now they were undone. And fuck, she smelled good!

We kissed. I don’t even know who started it, doesn’t matter. All I knew was that this girl’s lips were on fire, same as mine. It was a matter of seconds before we were groping, nothing ‘gentle’ about it, my hands all over her, mauling her tits with one, between her legs with the other, hers reaching down my pants.

Realization suddenly hit me, the bet. I pulled away, panting hard, my heart pounding, “April, I… oh fuck!” I groaned, barely able to stave off the imminent. I didn’t know, was the bet even real? I’d never actually ‘agreed’ to it, had I? But Dani… it sure seemed that she had, all she’d said was that it’d be an incentive. Yeah, it sure as hell was that!

And, fuck, I was feeling horny!

My dick was hard, my heart was pounding, every sense seemed alive with wanting. If this feeling was going to last all day, I was in deep, deep shit.

But one thing Alan said earlier was true, I liked the feeling.

“Anyone want to try the hot tub?” I heard Dani ask through my haze.

“I think it sounds like fun,” April answered.

“Umm, you do know it’s…” I got up and looked at the thermometer, “twenty-one degrees out.”

“So, the water’s hot, you said a while ago,” Alan reminded me.

“You guys bring swimsuits?” I asked

“No, do we need one?” April wondered.

I chuckled, “Not on my account,” I assured her.

“Sweetheart, can April take these eye patches off me, please? I want to be able to see when we go outside.”

I hesitated before answering, already knowing what my answer was going to be, “Okay with me, long as Alan’s good with it. After all, he is your date this weekend. April, you too, you’ll have to take yours off to get Dani’s patches off.”

I’d left the decision in Alan Ryder’s playing field. That seemed appropriate as he was the original instigator of the eye patches, even if he hadn’t known it.

“Yeah, take them off,” he said, “I do kinda want you to watch April fucking your husband so that you can come back to Tampa with me.”

It was almost fifteen minutes later when Dani and April came back downstairs, this time the eyes real. The first thing she said, looking outside was, “Wow, the snow is real, so much.”

“Did someone mention hot tub earlier?” April asked.

I got up and checked the thermometer again, “Down to nineteen,” I said, “you sure you want to?”

“I’m game, long as the water’s hot,” she answered.

That’s how both Dani and Alan answered too, so I donned a coat, went outside in the cold, brrr, and folded the cover, setting it off to the side, the steam rolling off the water.

“Yep, hot,” I confirmed when I came back inside, “and yep to it’s cold outside, too,” I added, “thermometer seems about right.”

I dunno, but when Dani shimmied out of the little thing she was wearing, naked, right in front of Alan, and April began unbuttoning her blouse, there was no doubt that whatever Alan had put in the omelet was fully taking effect. My libido had taken a leap into the stratosphere. In other terms, I was horny as fucking hell!

Yeah, I know, I’d just spent the night with a very naked April, but watching her slip that blouse off, then her skirt did something to me. Whether it was the after-effects of the omelet or not, it was damned real. My heart was pounding, my dick at full mast-and-a-half, and my entire body was shaking with lust.

Watching my naked wife with a fully clothed Alan Ryder, the passionate kiss they were sharing, was only adding to the moment. From the looks of the tent in his pants, he was in the same condition as me, except a whole hell of a lot more endowed.

April sauntered toward me, “You going in the tub with all those clothes on?” she asked me in the sultriest, sexiest voice.

April watched me as I tugged the pullover over my head then pushed down my lounging pants, nothing underneath.

Maybe it was the sight of Alan’s dark-skinned hand on my wife’s butt pulling her tight to him, but very suddenly April and I were together, lips interlocked, and nearly desperately clawing at each other.

I came to my senses, thankfully before it was too late, suddenly remembering the ‘bet’, and pulled away, both April and I breathing hard. I already felt like it was nearly imminent and stepped outside in the cold, rather instantaneously shriveling my dick and bringing me back to sanity.

“Damn, it’s cold out there! You sure you want…?”

By then, Alan was naked too, so all four of us were sprinting to the tub, climbing in and sliding down in the hot water in relief at the warmth. There was still a danger of our breath fogging the whole neighborhood, though. I wondered if this was what Dani had had in mind when she surprised me with the thing.

“Feels great!” Alan yelled once he was safely ensconced in the hot water.

Yeah, right, every breath was turning to steam. Actually, I guess, it did feel pretty good, especially the girl scooted next to me. Maybe that was what Alan said felt good, Dani right beside him.

“Umm, sweetheart, the pump,” Dani reminded me.

I looked at her with the dumb expression on my face. Fuckkk! The switch wasn’t far, on the wall on the opposite side from where April and I were scrunched, not nearly close enough to reach without getting out. And those were going to be an excruciating ten feet. I was sure parts of me, some very important, would certainly freeze and break off before I could get back into the water.

I took two deep breaths, trying to ready myself, thinking of the Indians – sub-zero weather, their sweat lodges then jumping into an icy river or lake. If they could do it…

I stood, stumbled out, and sprinted to the switch, flipped it, and back again, not so gently lowering myself into the hot. Sorry readers, but I didn’t take the time to stop and contemplate the weather conditions. All I knew was that it was FUCKING COLD! Not supposed to be that cold two days after Thanksgiving.

But oh my, that hot water felt good. Now the problem was that the girls were scooted down so far we couldn’t even tell that they were naked under the bubbles. Damn!

I could feel, though, April’s soft skin pressed against me, her naked tits, she leaned over, her lips on mine, her tongue exploring…

Dani was doing much the same on the other side of the tub, kissing Alan, swallowing his tongue, Alan cupping a breast, teasing a nipple. If you’ve never watched your wife, naked, in the throes of passion with another guy, you’ve never known the simultaneous agony and euphoria going through my mind, even after… It was like the fireworks going off in my head were never-ending.

I wondered if Alan was feeling the same emotions with April and me. I doubted it, nowhere close, they didn’t have a thirty-year monogamous marriage in their background. Hell, not even thirty weeks. Not any weeks.

And thinking of Dani with him for a week, without me… No. Fucking. Way!

Except it sounded so friggin’ hot.


Chapter 3

I felt April’s hand wrapping around my cock, her lips whispering in my ear, “Don’t let yourself come,” she reminded me. But when she began rubbing up and down, pumping it, a little special attention to the head, then pressing her encircled hand all the way down to my groin… me watching Dani making out five feet away, just… holy shit!

Dani sat back against the edge of the tub, ‘that’ grin on her face, staring straight at me. Alan was also leaning back, his eyes closed. The look on his face told me everything I needed to know, Dani’s hand wrapped around his cock, sliding up and down…

April’s hand was feeling so fucking good. I have to admit, this little game we were playing, not letting ourselves come, was fun. It made what we were doing seem even sexier and enticing. I wrapped an arm around her shoulder and pulled her to me, enjoying her hand sliding up and down in the hot water.

She turned her head and nibbled on my earlobe for a bit, then telling me, “I can’t wait till tonight. Know what I really want you to do… take me inside, bend me over the couch like last night and fuck me… except harder… after I fuck your wife.” Then she kissed me, a scorching hot, no-holds-barred, no-misunderstanding-the-intent type of kiss.

Fuckkk!

Except for one thing, as turned on as I was, I had absolutely no doubt that the instant my cock came in contact with that pussy, it’d explode. Maybe that was what she wanted, for Dani to go home with them for that week. Hell, she’d said as much. God, though, I’d love to do what she’d just said.

Would she? Wouldn’t she? Go with them. I just didn’t know if I could take it, so… “You know how bad I want to do what you just said,” I told her, groaning. “But… but…”

She giggled, gave me another kiss, not a short one either, then backed away just a bit and… her head disappeared under the bubbles, and I felt her lips on a really sensitive spot, taking the place of her hand, sliding up and down.

Oh fuck! If I’d thought her hand felt good…! And I was watching my wife go back to kissing Alan, looking for all the world like his fingers were doing to her what April’s lips were doing to me. Can you say sensory overload!

And me, willing my body to not react as it so desperately wanted.

I couldn’t believe that April could stay under the water that long, but I finally had to pull her off me just an instant before I was too far gone and disaster struck. As it was, I had to pinch the head like instantly after she pulled her mouth off me.

April’s head popped out of the water and the first thing out of her mouth was, “Cold, it’s cold out here!” She chuckled, “I liked my mouthful so much better.”

Yeah, I could imagine, so did I, her head coming straight out of that hot water into… our outdoor thermometer read seventeen frickin’ degrees. At least the snow had stopped. The forecast was for six tonight. I totally believed it.

She scrunched down in the water as far as she could, barely keeping enough out in the cold air to breathe.

I thought of one sure way to tame my flaming libido, at least for a few seconds. I stood up, just not for very damned long.

It worked too, at least until I felt April’s hot, slippery skin next to mine. And Dani… she’d stretched out in the water, laying back against Alan, her feet across the tub, between my legs, her feet rubbing me, Alan with one hand doing more than just rubbing between her legs, that lusty smile on her face that I’ve loved for so long.

It didn’t take long for my libido to be right back where it had been before the little ‘cold’ therapy.

“Suck her tit,” Dani said, in between her little moans from what Alan was doing to her, “I want to see you sucking her tit.” Besides his one hand under the water between Dani’s legs, his other was playing with her tit, rolling her nipple, getting those moans out of her.

She was trying to kill me, what Alan had said about girls cheating. Dani was doing her best to… well, you know what.

April chuckled, “I like this girl,” she said, leaning over me with a nipple tickling my lips. Resistance was futile, not that I tried too hard. Between the cold and being turned on, I wasn’t sure which was the reason her nipples were so hard and protruded. It didn’t matter so much, just that it seemed so fucking sexy.

I rubbed up and down her wet, slippery back, pulling her in, not that she needed it, the way her breasts were thrust out. To say that I was aroused would be a major, major understatement, Dani’s toes still playing with my dick.

It was like these two girls were conspiring to make me come. What next, Dani encouraging April to sit on my dick again? Not that I didn’t want that to happen but in my current condition it’d probably take a matter of seconds, and it would be ballgame over, Dani off to Tampa.

“I hate to say it, but as much as I’m enjoying this little party, I can’t keep this up. I’m going in. Anyone else?”.

We all looked at the distance between the hot tub and the patio door, not far but seemingly a lot farther than it had been the last time we’d been in the tub. The temperature was now showing to be sixteen degrees. Getting out was going to be excruciating.

“Let me go first,” I suggested, sacrificing myself, “I’ll get some towels.”

And why hadn’t at least one of us thought of towels before? Maybe the two naked women in the tub with us had something to do with the lack of foresight.

Anyway, I sat there a moment longer, mustering some courage, calculating how long it’d take to reach that door, trying to deduce if there’d be any permanent damage, especially to certain parts. Hell, if the Indians could do it, from their sweat lodge to an icy lake, I could make those fifteen feet or so. Besides, I’d done it once before, to the switch and back. Of course, this time there’d be no climbing back into the hot, bubbling water next to a beautiful, naked girl.

I took two deep breaths, building my courage, climbed out, and made a mad dash to the door. Damn thing was stuck, frozen shut. One of the freakin’ rollers on the screen had broken. I spent several agonizing seconds jimmying it open and was finally inside, still shivering my you-know-whats off, dripping all over the floor, and ran upstairs to our bedroom to get dried off and some clothes on.

I hurried but it was still several minutes until I was back downstairs with four big towels, including one for the floor, looking out the patio door… at my wife and Alan Ryder in one of the hottest make-out sessions ever, like a couple of teenagers in the back seat, having just discovered the joys of the opposite sex. They were all over each other, lips locked together, mouths open, Dani sucking his tongue, naked bodies pressed together, hands roaming…

It was like my wife was making up for all those months of sexual frustration making the movie, that night of the premier, her frustration from wanting him thirty years ago.

I stood inside the door, watching. April was on the opposite side of the tub totally submerged except her head, a smile on her face as she watched her fiancé with my wife.

I, on the other hand, was sporting a woody that I was damned glad was tucked away inside my jeans. I was sure that even a touch would have caused an explosion of cum. I’d seen a lot in the past twenty-four hours, but somehow, in the light of day… in our house… that kiss was creating that burning sensation in the pit of my stomach, my dick throbbing right at the edge…

Seeing how Dani could give herself so completely was so fucking hot… but damn, it was scary, too.

A couple taps on the glass door caught April’s attention. I held up a towel, and she smiled, shook her head, and went back to watching, the same as I was.

It was maybe another minute or two when April suddenly stood and ran to the door. I opened it, letting her in, then wrapped the towel around her shivering body. Before closing the door again, I stepped out, and just around the corner, on the side of the house, flipped the switch shutting off the pump.

The water settled, cleared up, and revealed what was happening under the surface. Dani was sitting between Alan’s legs, her neck bent to allow lips together, Alan’s hand between her legs. I know he had five fingers on that hand, I’d seen them many times. Only three of them were visible, though, the fingers between his thumb and ring finger were bent and out of sight… and from the way Dani’s hips were humping, not much doubt what those two fingers were doing.

Like I said a minute ago, watching this now was so different than last night, even from breakfast with Dani sitting on Alan’s lap, his dick up inside her. I don’t know, I can’t explain it, but watching Dani kissing and simultaneously being finger-fucked was throwing me for a loop I wouldn’t have expected, at least after what I’d watched last night.

Maybe it was Alan’s omelet.

April had snuggled up to me, still shivering.  I wrapped my arms around her, pulling her tight, cupping her tits, and wished I hadn’t gotten dressed.

I pulled one hand away from its prize and knocked a little harder on the glass, then harder still, until Alan looked my way. I’m not sure that until then, he (or Dani) had even noticed the pump was off or that April and I were gone.

He whispered in Dani’s ear, and she looked our way too, blowing me a kiss. Damn, she looked hot and flustered with Alan removing his fingers and hand from between her legs. He whispered in her ear one more time, and they both looked toward April and me. Dani smiled and extricated herself from Alan’s grasp. I couldn’t hear through the patio door, but she and Alan talked for just a moment before Dani suddenly jumped out of the tub and made a mad dash to the door, Alan right behind, waving his very substantial ‘flag pole’.

I slid the door open, and both rushed inside, shivering from the cold. A quick glance at the outdoor thermometer showed the temperature was still at sixteen. I doubted there’d be another foray to the hot tub. The steam was coming off it in waves.

Dani and Alan wrapped themselves in the towels I’d had ready, and Dani said she was going upstairs to a hot shower to warm up. “Mind if I tag along, sounds good,” April asked her.

Dani nodded, and the two girls were off, up the stairs.

“I’m getting dressed, we should check on them. You do know that April’s very bi, don’t you? Things might get interesting up there,” Alan said.

I’d sorta gotten that impression. Yeah, could be interesting.

A moment after the girls went up, we followed. Conveniently, Alan’s clothes were in the master bedroom that he’d shared the night with Dani. So too, the shower was already running in our bathroom… with the door open.

Unlike the guest bath’s frosted glass, our shower has a curtain rather than a door. The view was muted by its translucence, but it was still obvious what was going on, April and Dani, both naked, Dani pressed against the wall, April kissing her as the water streamed over their bodies.

I thought about that shower scene in the movie, Dani with her ‘husband’, Josh Brolin, both naked, how turned-on she would have been.

The need to grip myself was nearly overwhelming. Dani and April… Every guy’s wet dream.

Alan stepped beside me wearing a pair of boxer shorts. At least that ‘thing’ was covered. It reminded me of what Dani and I had talked about in my dream, that New Year’s Day when we’d first talked about her contacting him, that he was probably pudgy and fat by then. That, sure as fucking hell, hadn’t been the case. The guy looked like he could still take the field in the NFL.

We stood watching as April took one of Dani’s tits in her mouth, Dani’s hands twisting in April’s hair, pulling her harder onto her tit.

I didn’t know how much more I’d be able to take, fighting the urge to relieve my hard dick. I just couldn’t forget what we’d talked about at breakfast. Would Dani really go home with them? It was one thing I  didn’t want to find out.

Alan and I watched, my resolve to not ‘do myself’ shrinking with every second.

The two kissed, suckled each other’s tits, hands everywhere, the water streaming down bodies, and finally shut the water off, grabbing a towel each.

A moment later, they were on the bed, sixty-nine, Dani on top facing us, her face scrunched up with April ravaging her pussy with her mouth. The ‘urge’ was becoming unbearable. I’d never even imagined what I was seeing on our bed, not even in my dreams.

Dani let out a loud moan, with April’s hands around her naked butt, pulling her down. She looked up at me, straight into my eyes, that face in a cross between anguish and ecstasy, and I knew I couldn’t stop the inevitable. When she lowered her mouth to April’s lips, hips bucking up to greet her, the dam burst, flooding my pants with semen. My hand flew inside, around my cock, and I squeezed, the moans filling the room.

A moment later, when it was done, at least temporarily, Alan leaned over and whispered, “Looks like someone will be packing her bags.”

Oh God, what had I done!

I didn’t have time to ruminate in misery, as Alan dropped his pants, freeing that ‘thing’, fat and long, climbed on the bed behind Dani, over April, and pushed it inside her. Every. Fucking. Inch. It hadn’t even been twenty-four hours since that first time, not even remotely time to become inured to the anguish and exhileration of seeing this man ravishing my wife.

Dani looked up and let out a loud moan, her eyes glazed over, her face in a hard grimace.

Alan hesitated, watching me, his cock totally buried inside my wife. I dropped my pants and climbed on the bed, straddling April’s legs, and rubbed the head of my cock on Dani’s lips. She opened her mouth, and Alan took that as his cue to withdraw and thrust inside her, pushing her lips around my steel rod.

I closed my eyes and let out a long breath, enjoying the exquisite feeling of Dani’s lips enveloping my hardness. And then… he started fucking her, bouncing her forward, pushing her lips farther and farther down my shaft. I felt the vibrations of her silent moans, saw the rippling of Alan’s muscles as he pounded into her, his contorted face only a few feet from mine.

He’d withdraw, then plunge his ten-inches back into her, forcing her down onto me. I felt her swallow with one of his plunges and I was into her throat. Oh God! Fucking indescribable!

I felt her body tensing, Alan still pounding, his face taking on a whole new look, seemingly every vein and muscle stretched to their fullest. He let out a loud bellow, gripping her hips with a death-grip, every millimeter of cock inside her, and I felt Dani’s body reacting to his ejaculations with her own spasms and mouth tightening, the obvious waves of her pleasure spreading through her body like a tsunami, and felt myself spewing hot lava into her throat.

I grabbed at Dani’s hair, pulling her face hard onto my scrotum, and shook with the forcefulness of the orgasm, something that I’m sure every guy dreams about but rarely achieves. But that wasn’t what I was thinking at the time, just survival, realizing that if I died that instant, it would have been worth it.

I collapsed on the bed next to the ‘group’, realizing I’d experienced something that maybe one in a thousand men would ever know.  Dani’s face dropped down solidly between April’s legs, her tongue slowly working up and down her pussy, Alan on top of the duo, his cock still impaling my wife. I strongly suspected that Dani felt, or at least would once recovered, that she, like me, had been one of those ‘one in a thousand’ women.

I guess the ‘no coming until night’ had gone astray. Except I’d e the battle. Dani to Tampa?

I crawled up on the bed a little more where I could see the cum still oozing from Dani’s pussy, Alan’s balls still firmly pressed against her engorged lips, and April’s tongue licking at the ooze. Talk about fucking obscene!

And it was MY Daniella that was the primary object of the scene. This was a vision that would be burned into my brain for a very long time to come, as in to the day I died.

“Guess we didn’t quite make it until tonight,” Alan said, noting the obvious, “have to restart the clock,” he added, as the four of us flopped over on the bed, mine and April’s bodies intertwined, Dani’s and Alan’s just the same.

I don’t know how long we’d have lain like that if Dani had had the foresight to turn off the damn ringer on her phone. Her shrill ‘Twilight Zone’ ringtone broke the mood completely. I nearly fell off the bed on my head getting to it. It was Jenny telling us that the hotel’s parking lot was being plowed and they should be able to get out within an hour or so, and asked about our street. I told her that I’d check and call her right back.

She chuckled, asking if she’d interrupted anything, maybe telling from my voice that yeah, she had. I hmmed and hawed just enough to let her know for sure that she had, thanking the stars that she hadn’t called just a few minutes earlier.

I pulled on my pants and shirt, telling Dani, Alan, and April that the rest of our group would likely be here in a little bit, that I was going to check out our street, and see if it was passable yet.

I rushed downstairs, taking a peek outside. There were tracks where it was packed down but not a place to park. I went back up and told them I was going outside to start shoveling. Alan climbed off the bed saying he’d help. I was sure from the look on her face that Dani was sorely disappointed. Not that our friends would be coming but to lose that feeling inside her, even if it would be only temporarily.

I finished dressing, found boots, then another pair I hoped would fit Alan, at least close enough, and coats, then dug out the snow shovel from the garage. Fortunately, while I was in the hospital dreaming of Dani and Alan, Jon had bought a new one to keep the walk and driveway cleaned for his mom.

I took the old one with the cracked blade and gave the new one to Alan and we set to work. I’ll say one thing for Alan, maybe he wasn’t used to shoveling snow (not much in Florida), but he didn’t flinch, and not long after, we had our walk and driveway both cleared off.

I’d been thinking of getting a four-wheel-drive pickup, one like we bought in my dream. We’d often talked about it and a travel trailer for camping but didn’t want to spend that much money. The snow storm, along with the fact that money wasn’t going to be a serious detriment for quite some time had revived the idea.

The warm house felt good after being out in the thirteen-degree weather, especially seeing Dani and April in nothing except a couple of Dani’s thin robes.

Unfortunately, they’d dressed, at least mostly, by the time Jenny, Richard, Janet, and Jason arrived. I say ‘mostly’ - the lack of bras.


Chapter 4

Saturday, November 26

I found boots, then another pair that I hoped would fit Alan, at least close enough, and coats, then dug out the snow shovel from the garage. Fortunately, while I was in the hospital dreaming of Dani and Alan, Jon had bought a new one to keep the walk and driveway cleaned for his mom.

I took the old one with the cracked blade and gave the new one to Alan and we set to work. I’ll say one thing for Alan, maybe he wasn’t used to shoveling snow (not much in Florida), but he didn’t flinch, and not long after, we had our walk and driveway both cleared off.

The warm house felt good after being out in the thirteen-degree weather, especially seeing Dani and April in a pair of pants and thin blouses, sans bra, nipples quite evident.

Jenny, Richard, Janet, and Jason arrived shortly, the girls dressed much more appropriately for the cold; heavy coats, slacks, and warm-looking shirts, Janet’s was obviously borrowed from Jenny.

“So, what’ve you all been up to?” I asked Jenny once we’d sat in the living room and had a drink in our hands. God, she looked nice, even bundled up as she was.

Maybe I haven’t mentioned it, at least for a while, but Jenny’s a dancer, she was once offered a contract with ‘Dancing With the Stars’ way back when it premiered but didn’t want to move. She still has that sexy, lithe body as she owns her own dance/fitness studio. Dani and I have been going to one of her classes three times a week pretty much since the movie’s filming was finished, one of the reasons Dani looks so good. It hadn’t hurt my ‘figure’, either. I was in better shape than I’d been in decades, we both were.

She laughed, “Nice girls don’t tell,” she said.

“Operative word ‘nice’,” I told her, “I’m guessing you haven’t been exactly nice, come on – tell.”

“You first,” she answered, “what have the Shores been up to?”

“Well, let’s see…” Dani started, “fucked all night, Alan fixed the most scrumptious omelet… then we girls sat on our boyfriends’ dicks during breakfast.”

“Special ingredient included,” he added.

“Best part was that we learned that… April?” Dani looked toward her new friend.

April grinned, “Alan and I are… getting married!” she squealed, excitedly, “January second, and you’re all invited. Dani’s going to be a bridesmaid, Janet… will you?”

There was a moment of stunned silence, then Jenny and Janet jumped up, hugging both April and Alan, the whole thing seeming just a bit surreal since April was snuggled up to me on the loveseat and Dani with Alan on the recliner. I’d already concluded that we were going to have to get used to ‘surreal’, with this relationship, this group of friends. Not that I’m complaining, mind you.

Once we’d all settled back down and the girls’ chatter died down, Janet wanted to hear about the rest of our day so far.

“Welll,” Dani drew out the word, “I think I’d forgotten our little bet, whichever guy came first today, his girl was going to go with the other for the next week…”

That drew a surprised look from both Jenny and Richard, glancing back and forth between Dani and me, naturally noticing my flushed face. Fuck, I’d forgotten the stupid bet… that I’d already fucking lost!

“And then we all braved the hot tub in the cold… naked… with a little ‘making out’ fun thrown in…”

“A, umm, LOT of making out,” I added.

“Mmmm, and Alan is sooo much fun to kiss,” Dani added, giving us a not so brief demonstration, Alan pinching her nearly bare nipple just for good measure.

“Geez, get a room, you two,” Janet said, rolling her eyes.

“I think they already have a room, not that they’re going to run off to it,” I told her.

Dani and Alan pulled apart, “Have to practice, might be in another movie together some day,” Dani explained.

Yeah, a porn, I thought.

“You were telling us about your day,” Jenny asked again.

This time it was Dani looking up at the ceiling, like she was in some dreamworld. “After we got out of the tub, April and I showered… together, then, ummm…” hesitating, drawing it out, like she was scared to say what came next.

We all waited, some with baited breath, “A foursome, April and I starting it, Alan and Robert joining in and finishing it,” she finally said, adding, “poor April and Robert never got fucked though.”

“Oh, but your mouth more than made up for it,” April chimed in, “that orgasm was fiiine,” drawing it out to emphasize.

“Yeah, more than, never had a blow job quite like that before either,” I added.

“I think we missed quite a lot,” Jenny said, “by the way, who lost the bet?”

I groaned, that was all the answer she needed.

“Then you’re going to Tampa for a week… with them?” she asked Dani.

Dani just looked at me, Alan, then Jenny, a sexy grin on her face, not saying a word.

She was fucking going to do it!

“Then Alan and I shoveled the driveway and walk,” I threw in. “So, back to the original question… you guy’s, your night and today?”

The four of them looked back and forth between each other, “I think it’s safe to say that we spent the night finishing what we started at the house,” Jenny finally said, “our day, though, wasn’t nearly as exciting as yours,” she added.

“Details, girl, details,” Dani demanded.

She let out a little moan, “All I’ll say is that Richard and I didn’t sleep together. Neither did Janet and Jason… and we, all four, enjoyed the night very much.”

“Same room though, right? And you watched each other?” April asked.

Jenny rolled her eyes, “Yeah to both, kind of hard not to when the two beds are two feet apart… and very enjoyable too, we could get used to this,” she giggled, batting her eyes, “couldn’t we, Richard.”

“I think… yes, we could,” he answered, pulling Janet to him with a long, lingering kiss.

“And to think, how long ago was it you were complaining to me?” Dani asked the best friend she’d ever had.

Jenny laughed, “Think maybe you’ve converted us… you’re such a baaddd influence,” drawing it out to emphasize just how ‘bad’ an influence we’d been to them.

“Speaking of bad influence and watching, I don’t know about you girls but I’m really horny. You girls up for a little show for the boys?” Dani asked.

April giggled on my lap, “Oh, that sounds like fun, what are we going to do?” she asked.

Dani stood from Alan’s lap, “Come on girls, let’s go plot,” she said.

“Don’t go away,” April told me right before planting a kiss on my lips and getting up, the four of them heading upstairs.

We four guys sat in our chairs looking at each other like the dummies we were, like we were all wondering the same thing, what the fuck had just happened?

After what must have been several minutes of silence, I finally asked, “Anyone want a refill?”

“Yeah, sure,” seemed to be the consensus, so I got up and took our four glasses into the kitchen, and it dawned on me that I had no idea whose glass was whose, so got out four clean ones.

And then… inspiration struck, “Alan… can you give me a hand, please?” I shouted into the living room.

When he arrived a few seconds later, I asked him, “You by any chance have anything to add to these drinks that might make them a little more…” I batted my eyebrows, letting him know exactly what I was thinking without actually saying it, “appealing?”

He got a grin on his face, “I might,” he answered, “maybe you better get four more glasses for the girls,” he added.

I showed him where the alcohol and mixers were, not that we had a lot. Neither Dani nor I drink much, just a little on special occasions. I guess this was one of those occasions.

Then I went back in the living room and sat with Richard and Jason wondering what you say to guys who’ve seen each other’s wives naked… and more.

Not to mention the other who-knows-how-many millions of people have seen and were going to see Dani naked this weekend and the coming weeks, probably ninety percent or more of the Tri-cities where we lived. I wondered how it was going to feel going in a store and virtually everybody we see will have seen her naked body. Kind of exciting, in a way.

Anyway, after several minutes of listening to ice clinking, the blender, and other sounds, Alan returned with a serving tray and eight filled glasses.

“Just a warning, Richard, you might want to avoid a drug test for a couple days after drinking these,” then he chuckled, “of course, after those brownies last night too,” he added.

I took a sip, it tasted like a sweet, fruity, alcoholic slushy. I laughed, thinking it was perfect for a thirteen-degree day... NOT! I guess Alan was used to making drinks in warm, sunny Tampa, Florida. Of course, when the ladies came back downstairs, I expected the temperature would go way up.

“Janet told me a little, but tell us more about this dream you had,” Jason asked, “was Alan really a part in it?”

I closed my eyes a moment, remembering, it was still so vivid, even now, more than nine months after I’d awakened from the coma. “Yeah, he was, it started last year, October, the twenty-seventh to be exact. I never even knew I’d had an accident, just went out for a pizza and everything was different, back to 1987, Dani’s senior year.

“I’d been asking her to tell me about her first time with a guy but she never would. “That night, when I went for the pizza, it was like I went back in time; my parents’ old clunker car that I drove my first year of college, an old wool jacket that had shrunk and I’d given away decades ago in the back seat, the housing development we lived in was nothing but a wheat field, the football homecoming game and dance; the town was different, everything just like it had been back in 1987. Dani was one of the princesses, crowned queen that night, Alan was her escort, put the crown on her head, then kissed her on the cheek. Someone took a picture, and it was in her yearbook, that was the picture that made me start to wonder.

“Later, I was at the dance, Dani and Alan dancing together, she was so pretty. She whispered to him that her parents were out of town, that she’d have the house to herself, so they left the dance. I followed, and…”

That’s when Dani, Jenny, April, and Janet came back down the stairs, all four wearing my oversized shirts and seemingly nothing else, except each had on a pair of Dani’s heels. And my eyes fixed on Dani’s; a black-burgundy color, ankle straps, about four-inch heels, the exact shoes Alan had bought her that first weekend in my dream.

Four beautiful women, and what is sexier than a woman wearing nothing except a man’s shirt? And where do my eyes go? To Dani’s heels, but those weren’t just any shoes. I didn’t remember even mentioning them to anyone.

I’d bought Dani a fake, knock-off, red, and Jenny was wearing those, but Dani’s…

How could I forget those heels, Gianvito Rossi, four-inch heels, crisscrossed ankle straps, three diagonal straps across the toes, kind of a black-burgundy mix, the EXACT same as in my dream, Alan had bought them that first weekend Dani spent with him in Tampa, they’d cost $536.99, discounted from $894. I’d bet my next paycheck that these, that Dani had bought, had cost her within a penny.

“A couple of rules, boys,” Dani started when they were standing in front of us, arms across each other’s shoulders. “one, you guys are going to get naked; two, you touch only when we say you can; three, no penetration of any kind and no orgasm. I repeat, NO ORGASM, not until tonight…”

I had to ask, “Umm, what if…?”

Jenny answered, “Simple, you’ll sleep alone tonight.”

I groaned, imagining what may be in store for us between now and bedtime, also imagining bedtime.”

“Any questions?” Janet asked.

God, those four looked good, bare legs, shirts barely covering their private parts, pretty clearly no bras.

And I was really feeling the effect of whatever Alan had put in the omelet and drink, even after that little interlude earlier where I’d lost the bet.

“Are we clear?” April asked, “need an answer.”

“Yes,” all four of us guys chimed in simultaneously. The ladies were in charge, ‘cept I had a pretty strong feeling that they weren’t going to be ‘ladies’ much longer.

“While you guys are getting naked…” Dani said, the girls pairing off, Dani and Janet, April and Jenny, coming together and kissing… and not just any old kiss, full, open-mouth, French kisses.

It was a voyeur’s wet dream come true; Dani and Janet, April and Jenny, hands roaming, pulling shirts up showing off their tiny panties, pressing tits against each other, and those lips grinding against each other’s. God, if I hadn’t been hard before!

I wasn’t alone, either, not the only one who forgot that we were supposed to be ‘getting naked’, that this was only an interlude. But fuck, it was sexy, and coupled with Alan’s little concoctions…

Janet started to push Dani’s shirt up, nothing but a thong on underneath, and I mean NOTHING. Dani held her arms up, and slipped it off, those glorious tits bare for all to see.

I know, I know, we’d been there before, all of us naked together, but still… seeing my wife, my Daniella, in nothing except a tiny thong in front of three other guys was giving me a thrill I can’t even begin to describe, one of those things I’ll NEVER get used to. I think the tiny thong only added to the eroticism of the moment. To say that I was aroused is so lacking in any degree of context. Even super-aroused doesn’t even come close. My dick was so fucking hard!

The admonition to not let myself come was getting harder, much harder. I finally had the wherewithal to take off my shirt and drop my pants and shorts. Looking around, it appeared the other guys had the same recognition as they were all doing the same, and a moment later, we guys were all sitting back down, all four of us stark naked, hard dicks all around. And Alan… fuck!

Of course, by then, all four girls were down to heels and panties, all borrowed from Dani. And yeah, they were feeling each other up, rolling nipples, kissing, Jenny even sucking one of April’s tits.

Dani broke away from Janet, announcing, “We drew straws… girls, it’s time.”

Time? Time for what?

We soon found out, Janet sitting down on my naked lap, straddling it, pushing my dick tight between us, and pressing her tits against my chest.

Oh God, I thought, I can’t do this!

Oh fuck!! We kissed, Janet’s panty-clad pussy rubbing against my cock, driving me fucking insane. It was sensory overload to the extreme.


Out of the corner of my eyes, I saw Jenny on Alan’s lap, April on Richard’s, and Dani on Jason’s, all of them making out. Janet apparently saw me looking and told me, “Jason’s been fantasizing about her ever since he met her and saw her in the movie that night,”

“And I’ve wanted to do this ever since you started telling me about your dream, was so hard to stay professional,” and her lips were back on mine, her tongue probing my mouth, her naked tits pressing against my chest.

“Don’t let yourself come,” she told me, rubbing her panty-clad pussy against the underside of my swollen dick, “I want my all-nighter.”

I wrapped my arms around Janet’s bare back and pulled her tight to me, our lips grinding together. Fuck, I’d never guessed… not that I hadn’t admired her too from way back then. Maybe ‘admired’ isn’t exactly the right word, but I’d tried to stay dispassionate too.

Not any fucking longer!

My hand crept down to her butt, feeling those silky panties, fingers sneaking under… and I don’t know what the signal was but she suddenly backed away, as all four girls did. “You boys need to get cleaned up, we’re going to The River’s Edge for dinner,” Dani told us, “Hon,” she added, looking at me, “get some nice clothes and take them in one of the guest rooms, we girls are using our room.”

‘The River’s Edge’, I thought, watching four fabulous, panty-clad butts walking up our stairs, that was where I took Elle that night. It seemed so long ago, but was only six months ago. It made me wonder about her and her husband. She’d gone back to him after our brief liaison. I haven’t heard from her since, guess she’s thought that her relationship with her husband was more important, not that I blamed her.

But still, I missed her. Maybe, at some point…




Chapter 5

Enough daydreaming, time to get dressed for the evening ahead. Alan and I had our clothes here, Richard’s at his house, and Jason’s at the hotel. I thought that Janet and Jenny would probably need to get something too, so suggested they take our car, my Accord, not Dani’s Mustang.

We’d already put the old clothes back on, and I went upstairs, lightly knocking on our bedroom door. Dani opened it slightly, poking her head out. “Do Janet and Jenny need to go get some clothes?” I asked her, “Richard and Jason are taking the Accord to get ready.”

“Thanks, but no, we’ve got it covered,” she answered, “and I put some clothes for you in the other room,” then she closed the door.

Okay, I thought, that seemed a little weird, but what the heck, it’s up to them. I went back downstairs and gave the car key to Richard. “We’ll call an Uber later,” I told him, “the girls said they’re fine, have everything they need.” We looked outside, noting that the snow had been plowed from the street, leaving just packed snow. Bless the City, they were sure prompt with their plowing.

“Dani said our reservation’s for eight,” I told Richard and Jason, “meet you there?”

They agreed, and a moment later pulled away. That left Alan and me to get ready. “You go ahead, take the bathroom first,” I told Alan.

We went upstairs, and I saw that Dani had laid out my tan slacks and turquoise shirt. I hoped that meant she’d be wearing her turquoise dress she’d bought a month or so ago, one of those that she’d never have worn before this little change of direction in our lives.

Alan and I took turns showering and all those other little niceties a guy has to do to go out with a pretty girl, you know, about ten-percent of what a girl has to do. Then we waited downstairs in front of the TV. It reminded me of the times he and I had waited for Dani in my dreams. This time it was four of them we were waiting on, so we settled back for what we anticipated to be a long wait.

Thankfully, it was Saturday night, the Washington – Washington State football game was on, and I was a huge Washington State fan. It was just a bit of a downer that the game would still be going when we left for dinner. I could only anticipate, though, that the planned evening would be much more interesting. I wondered how we’d be partnered for dinner, although I had my suspicions.

Dani yelled downstairs to call an Uber, that they’d be ready in half an hour. I made sure to note that there were six of us, so they’d know to send a van.

Oh, did I mention that I was fucking horny!

Naturally, the game was in the third quarter and fucking tied when the girls came downstairs, all four wearing coats, all Dani’s. Apparently, our friends hadn’t exactly been prepared for ten-degree weather, probably had never been in ten-degree weather, being from Florida.

Our Uber, a Honda minivan, was twenty minutes late because of the slick roads, and we headed out to The River’s Edge, the three smallest, Jenny, Dani, and April in the far back seat, Janet and I in the middle seats, and Alan the front passenger. Our driver was a man roughly our age, fifties maybe. “You were in that movie,” he said, looking in his mirror, “wife and I enjoyed it, never thought I’d be giving a ride to a famous person.”

Dani laughed, “Not exactly famous, just a small-town girl who got lucky,” she answered him.

“Well anyway, can I get your autograph before you leave? Wife’d love it.”

I was watching her, her smile a mile wide. “I’d be honored to sign something for you, what’re your names?”

“Henry and Laurie,” he answered.

“Well, Henry, when we get to the restaurant, find me something to sign, it’ll be my first official autograph.”

He was still watching her in his mirror, like he was trying to figure something out, “Was you a teacher? Kennewick High?” he asked.

She smiled, “I was, physics, biology, and math - algebra and trigonometry.”

“Thought so, think you taught our daughter few years back, remember you from a parent-teacher conference. Ally loved you, you not teaching anymore?”

There it was, that look on Dani’s face, she still missed teaching. “No, afraid not, I had to resign after my husband had his accident last year, then the movie.”

He frowned, “Too bad, best teacher in school, Ally told us, it was… couple years ago.”

That brought back the smile, “What was her last name, I try to remember my kids?”

This was something we sure hadn’t anticipated with an Uber.

“Peterson, Allison Peterson, think it was trigonometry.” He laughed, “You ever hear the joke about the back woodsman, sent his kid off to school and told him to take that triggernometry class, cause he was the worst shot in the family.”

We all laughed at his funny. Dumb but funny.

“I do remember her, pretty girl, smart. What’s she doing now, her aim any better?”

More laughter.

“She went to Columbia Basin Community College two years, now at Washington State, going to be a veterinarian. She’s home for the weekend

“Good for her, I remember she used to talk about her pet goats, tell her Daniella told her hi.”

“You said your husband was in an accident, what was that?”

“He fell and hit his head, spent four months in a coma.”

“Wow,” he said, “you look fine now, musta recovered okay?”

“Yeah, totally recovered from it, it was pretty hard on Dani, though,” I answered, “she spent almost the whole four months at the hospital with me.”

We were just pulling into the restaurant’s parking, and he stopped by the front door. We didn’t see either the Accord or Richard’s Mercedes. Jenny drives a Midnight Blue Jaguar F, but Richard likes his Mercedes. We’ve ridden in it numerous times, some car!

Henry pawed through his jockey box and pulled out a little notebook and pen, handing it back to Dani. She spent a couple minutes writing in it and handed it back.

We all thanked him for the ride, and Alan and I both handed him a twenty dollar bill, “Need a ride in prob’ly a couple hours, love it if you can,” I told him, “oh, and if it works out, bring your wife and daughter, we’ll probably have a couple less.”

“That’d be great, they’d love that! Add me to your favorite driver list, then you can request me if I’m free.”

Richard and Jason showed up about ten minutes later, after the rest of us had a drink at the bar and enjoyed the music.

A hostess seated us, and the view out the big picture window of the lights reflecting off the snow and river was beautiful. Only thing was, that I was anxious to get back to the house… and what came after.

Dinner, except for the fantastic food, was pretty ordinary, lots of friendly conversation, nothing sexual – we were out in public. The place was pretty full, like us, people were out enjoying the first snow of the year. Several stopped by to ‘meet the stars’, tell us how much they’d enjoyed the movie, and ask for an autograph from Dani and Alan, who were only too happy to give them.

Our waiter, Daniel, who looked like a kid earning his college tuition, seemed especially smitten with the ladies at our table, especially Dani, who he told how much he’d enjoyed her movie. Of course, she was the one whose naked boobs he’d seen… and everything else. By the look on his face, I suspect he was wondering if she actually looked like that sans clothes, or if her body had been airbrushed somehow. For the record, she hadn’t been, that was my Dani, exactly the way I see her every night. Well, maybe she had on a little more makeup but you get the picture.

Both Dani and Alan signed one of the menus for him, Dani giving him a little extra, i.e. a hand-drawn kiss emoji, really making his evening, I was sure. I thought that by the time we left he’d have completely forgotten the check if we hadn’t reminded him.

I suspected this was only a miniscule sample of Dani’s life to come, my school teacher wife had instantly become a major celebrity.

I requested the Uber when dinner was nearly finished, and did as Henry had suggested, hoping we’d get him again.

Richard and Alan said they were heading back to the hotel, Jenny and April along with them. I imagined their hotel room would be quite entertaining before the night was over. I certainly had high hopes for our house.

Then Dani and I, and Janet and Jason waited, hopefully for Henry. It was only a few minutes later when I got the text that our Uber had arrived. Alan had already taken care of our bill and had scoffed when the rest of us offered to share, at least the tip, but Jason and I left another twenty at the table when we left. I imagined the kid would have been happy with just his autographed menu with the kiss on it, but still…

We found Henry’s Odyssey waiting just outside. As we walked the few steps to the car, the doors opened and Henry’s wife and daughter climbed out, their faces alight with excitement. His wife was a little overweight, not bad but definitely a few extra pounds. Of course, the heavy coat didn’t help either, nice looking, though. Their daughter, Allison, had to have been a cheerleader, her pretty blonde hair and already obviously bubbly personality.

Her arms wrapped around Dani in a mutual hug, “I couldn’t believe it when I saw your name,” she gushed, “and then it was you, really you!”

She babbled on about Dani’s movie before finally calming down and Dani got in some words, asking about her, and she told Dani about her goals to be a vet.

I don’t think anyone even noticed the cold.

When we finally climbed in the Odyssey, Dani and Janet sat in the back seat with Allison in the middle, Jason and I in the middle seat, and Henry’s wife in the front. It’s a little hard to communicate front to back, but the back seat was alight with chatter and laughter, I couldn’t help but smile.

At our house I invited the trio in, but Henry said he was still on duty and had to take his family home to be ready for his next ride.

To be honest I was relieved, I had ‘other’ things in mind.

We hugged and exchanged phone numbers and promised to get in touch another time, what a surprising turn of events from a simple Uber ride.

Inside, we took off our coats and Dani and Janet went in the kitchen, returning a few minutes later with four steaming cups of hot chocolate. This time when we sat, it was Janet and me on the couch, and Jason and Dani on the loveseat. We sipped the chocolate, nervous energy building, at least mine was. Finally, Dani set hers down, turned, and leaned in, one hand on Jason’s face, pulling him to her, and kissed him on the lips, a kiss meant to convey a lot more than ‘friendship’.

My dick was resuming its more natural state of late, hard and throbbing. I think Janet and I were too enthralled watching our spouses to copy their action.

“Let’s go to the bedroom,” Dani finally said when she pulled away, both of them panting.

My hot chocolate wasn’t nearly finished but it was the last thing on my mind. Our cups got sat down, I didn’t even know where, and the three of us followed Dani to our bedroom.

Dani and Janet sat on the edge of our big kind-sized bed, “It’s our turn,” Dani said, “strip… and make it sexy!” And she fiddled with her phone a bit before a song began on our stereo system, ‘Save a Horse, Ride a Cowboy’, Big and Rich.

Jason and I looked at each other, not exactly what I’d been planning, but what the hell… if it got us to the goal.

Dani and Janet just sat, big grins on their faces. I began gyrating to the music, Jason following along. The thought briefly went through my mind, wondering what Henry’s family would think if they saw us now.

This was a time I was thankful for all those evenings going to Jenny’s dance and exercise classes.

I began unbuttoning my shirt, and Dani and Janet began chanting, “Take it off, take it off!” really getting into the mood of the thing.

I hoped the song was a harbinger of what would come, ‘Ride a Cowboy’. Maybe Jason and I weren’t exactly cowboys, but you know what I mean. I know my cock was sure anticipating playing out that song.

Jason and I were in sync, unbuttoning our shirts, and Janet stood, stepping right in front of me, licking her lips and spreading my shirt open, running her soft hands over my pecs, “Make it good, cowboy, I’ll see if you ride as well as your horse,” as her lips nibbled on my earlobe while she undid my belt and jeans before pushing my shirt off, backing away and sitting back down.

Fuckkk! I don’t exactly have a horse, but that’s kind of a technicality.

She’d just doubled the size of my already hard dick!

Except I wasn’t sure if it was all Janet, as Dani was currently giving her husband a treat, her hand inside his slacks, rubbing what was inside while she nibbled on his nipples.

She sat back on the bed beside Janet, the two of them leaving two guys with raging hard ons. “Continue,” was all she said, but that smile…

My body was shaking with the extreme carnality coursing through me. I slid my pants and shorts down and Janet smiled, staring straight at my fully engorged cock. She finally looked up and cocked a finger in that ‘come-hither’ motion. This kid, for damned sure wasn’t gonna give any resistance.

Dani stepped up and took Jason’s hand, also stark naked, and led him to the other side of the king bed, pushing him down on it, the same as Janet had done to me.

Neither girl had shed even a shoe.

Jason and I were on our backs, a couple feet between us, when Dani and Janet, their moves seeming choreographed, each sliding their mouths over our dicks, Janet mine, and Dani Jason’s.

Oh fuck, it was good! Janet’s lips were hot and oh-so-soft. I let out a loud moan when she began sucking, rolling her tongue around me, and I felt that familiar, fantastic feeling of the imminent orgasm deep in my body. And then her lips slipped off, leaving me hanging, desperate for the finish, thinking ‘don’t stop, please don’t stop!’

She slid up my body and whispered in my ear, “Not yet Cowboy,” and her lips were on mine, her tongue deep in my mouth, and we kissed… I have no idea how long… and I’ll swear, I’ll never get used to seeing Dani kiss another man as she was Jason. Not that I noticed with Janet making love with my mouth.




Chapter 6

I’m not sure exactly how it happened, my mind was a little fuzzy, but Janet had pulled away, pulling my arms above my head, tying a rope around my wrists, and pulling them to the top of the bed, securing them tightly.

I glanced over, Dani doing the same to Jason. They obviously had planned this out in advance, and I realized the ropes had been hidden under the pillows.

Then they were tying our feet to the bottom of the bed, and my first thought was ‘kinky’, trying to pull my hands free to no avail. The weird thought went through my head, remembering the Stephen King book I’d read, ‘Gerald’s Game’, the woman handcuffed to the bed in an isolated cabin, her husband lying dead on the floor with a heart attack.

Except in this case, there were two, so we wouldn’t be left alone with no means to escape.

But still, it was kinky, Jason and me tied to the bed, only a couple feet apart, me, and I suspect Jason as well, in an ultra-horny state of mind.

I wasn’t going to complain though, anticipating what was to happen in a very short while, Janet straddling me, lowering her pussy down onto my dick, impaling herself. The thought only made me throb harder, especially when I thought of seeing Dani impaled on Jason’s cock, something I will NEVER get used to, not that I’ll ever get used to my dick inside another woman, either.

And then… the black blindfold, Janet pulling the elastic strap behind my head and covering my eyes putting me into a helpless, total darkness.

My world just got a whole lot kinkier.

I heard kissing, whispering, except it wasn’t Jason, he was right next to me, and what I was hearing was at the foot of the bed, “Undress me,” I heard my wife say.

The rustling of clothes and more sucking noises, then Janet, “Oh yeah, right there… don’t stop.”

My dream, that night tied to a chair in this very room, Dani and Leslie, except I didn’t know… just had to listen.

I listened, it sounded like they were on the floor, the rug at the foot of our bed, Dani moaning, Janet moaning… driving me out of my mind. I pulled at the ropes, was sure I felt Jason doing the same.

“No, don’t come, I want to watch you come on my husband’s cock…” That was Dani speaking.

Janet moaned, at least I thought it was her, it was kind of hard to tell. “Oh God,” it was Dani, “suck that clit!”

Fuckkkk! I pulled at the ropes, almost frantic wanting to see. Where in hell had that girl learned to tie knots like those?

I felt movement on the bed, not Jason – on my other side, a pair of silky, wet panties stuffed in my mouth, not Dani’s taste.

She was straddling my legs, my cock in her hand, and I was holding my breath, my heart pounding, what I’d been anticipating all day, especially the last ‘forever’, it seemed. She rubbed my cock against her pussy lips, and my body tensed, waiting… waiting… and I began to feel the slightest pressure on the head as she lowered herself… an inch… another inch… my heart was pounding, the feeling so exquisite, “You know how I’ve wanted this since that very first meeting, those two days you tortured me, telling me about your dreams… I had to pretend it wasn’t affecting me… I bought a vibrator that first night, know how many times I used it?”

She pulled back up off of me, and I wanted to scream. “I don’t know how many, either, but it was a lot. And tonight, I want to make it last…”

She pulled the panties from my mouth, leaning over, and pressed a tit in my mouth, “Suck it, bite it, like you’re watching Alan do with your wife, like he sucked Dani’s tit… like my husband is doing to her right now.”

Fuck, how could I not have heard, the sucking noises only feet away, Dani’s moans.

I sucked, Janet moaned. She pulled away and pressed her other nipple in my mouth, both nipples rock hard, pulling my head up, tight to her breast. “You should know, Dani’s pressing down tight to my husband’s pelvis right now.”

My breath caught, visualizing Dani, straddling Jason’s waist, his cock fully inside her, maybe not as big as Alan, but still…

“Ohh,” I groaned, biting down on Janet’s nipple. I desperately wanted to be inside her, for her husband to see her impaled on my dick… like he and my wife were right now.

But it wasn’t to be, at least not yet. Janet seemed content to tease, to drag this out, get as much pleasure as she could squeeze in. Not that I was doing a lot of complaining, with her tit in my mouth, sucking for all I was worth.

But, damn I wanted more, like her pussy encapsulating my cock, to be able to watch Dani be fucked.

A moment later it became evident that wasn’t going to happen, at least not yet. Janet had sat up and was scooting up my body, her legs spread wide apart, the scent of her pussy becoming stronger until she settled herself down on my face, “Eat,” she said, “… and then we fuck.”

Oh God, she was wet, Janet’s pussy was soaked with her juices. I buried my face, licking the juices out of her. She was squealing, “Oh fuck, oh fuck!” grinding her pussy down on me. God, how I wanted my hands free to explore her luscious body.

I felt her stiffen, then begin to shudder, her fingers digging in my scalp, frantically pulling… the screams, and her pussy gushing, coating my face…

Fucking good thing I’d spent the night before fucking!

I felt her shaking hands untying the ropes from my wrists, and I pulled the blindfold off while she was working on my ankles. I glanced to the other half of the bed, Dani naked on her back, Jason on top of her driving his cock in and out of her, with Dani’s legs wrapped around him. God! How the hell had I not felt the bed bouncing?

Maybe I was a bit distracted.

Janet finally freed my legs, “Trade places with me,” she said, and I expected her to lay on her back like Dani, but she climbed on the bed on her knees and elbows, looking back at me. “Fuck me… hard!” she demanded.

Who was I to argue? I climbed behind her, lined up my stone-hard shaft, and plunged it inside her hot, slick pussy.

“Ooh,” she groaned very loudly, and I thought back briefly to the prim and proper Janet Robinson who’d interviewed me and taken us on that publicity tour.

And then I fucked her! Driving my cock deep into her pussy, again and again, my fingers digging into her hips pulling her back with each thrust, not that I needed to with her rocking back and forth.

“Oh fuck, oh fuck!” she repeated over and over, her body shuddering

How hot she was, her pussy squeezing me in what seemed like an ongoing, body-shattering orgasm.

I was barely conscious of the triple-X-rated drama taking place on the other side of the bed.

My orgasm was imminent and I pressed inside her, this woman who I’d known but had never even fantasized about, never imagined myself with – my cock exploded inside her and I let out the loud groan that had been building along with my orgasm,

We spent the rest of the night in the spare bedroom, leaving Dani and Jason in ours. We kissed, snuggled, I sucked her tits, and we made love twice more, there was very little sleep. She told me again how she’d been fantasizing, and giggled when I told her I’d never suspected. “Maybe I’m a better actress than I thought,” she told me.

Dani, too, I can always tell when she’s ‘had a good night’, how she seems to glow in the morning. Well, she was glowing when she came into the dining room that morning!

Shortly after she’d had her morning coffee and a bagel, she asked if I wanted to help her pack. “Our flight leaves in just a couple hours, so have to hurry a bit,” she said.

Pack? And then it hit me – the wager with Alan yesterday; whichever one of us came first during the day, their partner (wife, in my case) would spend a week with the other. I’d lost, watching Dani and April, first in the shower together, then their sixty-nine on our bed, my resolve abandoned me, and the dam had burst.

Alan had taken full advantage after that, thoroughly fucking my wife with Dani’s mouth still buried in April’s pussy.

Yet… I couldn’t believe that Dani was going to go through with it. My thoughts went to that week in my dream, Dani and me in Tampa, the ultra-sexy clothes she’d worn, the times I watched them fuck, even making love, that night with Alan’s neighbors watching, fucking on Alan’s new boat, rolling with the waves, and on and on, and I knew… that would be the kind of week they’d have, with April thrown into the mix for a little ‘extra’. I’d been there, seen it all, my dick voluntarily locked inside a chastity cage nearly the whole time.

Except this time I wouldn’t be there, would be home, imagining.

And my dick was already hard from thinking about it, imagining Dani with the two of them – alone, with April.

“Hon… you going to help me pack?” Dani asked again, pulling me out of my trance.

We went upstairs to our bedroom, and I pulled the big suitcase out of the closet, setting it on the bed. Dani pulled open her lingerie drawer, pulling out several pairs of panties, “Not sure if I’ll need these, but what do you think?” she asked, holding up a lacy g-string I hadn’t seen before, and several thongs, folding each and carefully putting them in the suitcase. She let out a laugh as she did so, “It’s going to be a little warmer in Tampa,” she said.

Yeah, that was a safe bet, although it had unexpectedly warmed quite a bit, up to twenty-seven degrees, a far cry from yesterday, down to thirteen.

“I don’t think Alan will let me wear a bra, so I’m not even going to bother with any, maybe not even the panties,” she said, opening another drawer and holding up some of her skimpiest, sexiest nightgowns. “I’ll probably sleep naked but all men like these,” she said, and giggled, “not that we’ll be doing a lot of sleeping,” handing each one to me to fold and put in the bag.

I know she was torturing me on purpose, sweet, fucking torture!

I couldn’t let her do this, could I?

Fuck, I about half wanted her to. The other half…?

She got out the sexy, gold-lame dress that I’d bought her, the one she’d worn in Reno, then again at the movie’s premier in Tampa. “Alan said he’d buy me some dresses and clothes, but I especially want to take this one.”

She would, it’s the sexiest thing she owned, it’s straight from my dream, exactly like one that I remembered Alan buying her in Tampa for our first night there; backless, short, so thin it doesn’t conceal anything. I’d found the dress in a shop here, a story in itself.

There was a blouse she packed, one I hadn’t even seen before, almost totally sheer, and an ultra-short, leather skirt.

That was the gist of the kind of clothes she packed. Oh, and the shoes, the Gianvito Rossi heels, the ones I’d found exactly like what Alan had bought her in my dream. Before that dream I’d never even heard of Gianvito Rossi shoes.

She packed her makeup kit, her other toiletries, and the kinds of things a girl can’t do without, then closed the suitcase. “You can bring it down in a little bit, I might think of something else,” she told me as she retired to the bathroom to get herself ready.

My heart was pounding, imagining my next week… and what Dani’s would be like.

I was downstairs with Janet and Jason when Dani came down later. “Jenny called and said that they’d meet us at the airport,” she said.

I trooped up to our room, my stomach churning in… something, I was scared, excited, my dick hard, emotions broiling through me. I’ve always said, ever since I awoke, that I trusted Dani implicitly. But still… a fucking week? Fucking this guy who she’s always had this major crush on?

I carried her suitcase down and out to my car, thankful that Alan and I had shoveled the snow yesterday. Somehow, though, that didn’t seem so important today knowing that Dani was leaving.

We drove to the airport, the roads had all been cleared, just down to packed snow, so it wasn’t a problem. The Pasco Airport is small and nothing like the big city airports, their security line was exactly zero people long, so the wait wasn’t going to be forever. We met the rest of our group, Alan, April, Jenny, and Richard, and went to the ticket counter. Alan told the clerk that he needed to purchase one more ticket to Tampa.

I stood there, holding Dani’s hand while the clerk began the paperwork, and… I couldn’t do it, couldn’t let her go, “Hon, I can’t… I don’t want you to do this,” and looked at her, holding my breath, expecting… hell, I didn’t know what I expected, just that I couldn’t let Dani go to Tampa.

She looked over at Alan, “Guess you won’t need that ticket,” she told him. He looked… I’m not sure, disappointed, I guess, surprised? Maybe not so much.

We all hugged, proper, family-friendly hugs, and we watched the four of them go through security. I can’t even begin to describe the relief that flowed through me.

Jenny, Richard, Dani and I all group-hugged, Jenny and Richard, and Dani and I drove home. I didn’t even know what to say, and apparently, Dani didn’t either, so our drive home was quiet.

Once home, I carried her suitcase back to our room, Dani following. “You were going to go with him, a whole week,” I said, kind of to myself and kind of to Dani. I guess I was a little disappointed in her. I’m sure it was in my voice.

She smiled, “Open the suitcase,” she said. I did, putting it up on our bed so she could put her things away, and opened it.

I was confused, inside was just a bunch of my old blue jeans that I never wore anymore but haven’t gotten around to throwing out. “I wasn’t going, no matter what,” she said, “but I wanted you to stop me.”

I stared at that suitcase full of jeans, “It needed a little weight in it to make it seem real,” she said. We came together, a kiss… then began to undress each other.


Chapter 7

Monday morning, November 28th

Dani’s phone rang, the middle of the friggin’ night. She rolled over and answered it, “Hello,” in a very groggy voice, it had awakened both of us. I looked at my watch, six-fourteen in the morning, and groaned.

It was the third night in a row with not much sleep. Dani and I had been doing a lot of ‘reconnecting’ from the time we went to bed until wayyy late, then again during the night. Sleep hadn’t been the priority. I couldn’t say the same at six-fourteen in the morning, sleep sounded awfully good, a lot better than the damned telephone.

“Have you looked at the news this morning?” It was Amanda, Dani’s agent, Dani’d turned on speaker phone.

“Uh, no, you know what time it is?” Dani asked, sounding barely awake.

I heard a laugh, “Oops, guess I kind of forgot you’re three hours earlier than us, but now that you’re awake, get your computer, look up ‘Thanksgiving box office’ on Google.

Dani grumbled a little, then climbed out of bed and retrieved her laptop, sliding back next to me, both of us leaning up against the headrest. She followed Amanda’s instructions, looking up the box office for Thanksgiving weekend. There it was, the words ‘Second Chances’, and the number… two hundred… “This can’t be right, can it?” Dani asked Amanda over her phone, stuttering in disbelief

“Two-hundred-eighty-seven-million dollars, blowing the Thanksgiving weekend record out of the water, yes, it’s right!” Now, Amanda’s voice was relaying her excitement. Dani’s hand went to her mouth in incredulity. “You know what your share is… a little over eleven million dollars!”

“And that’s one weekend, it’ll be in theaters until after Christmas, probably at least triple that amount… and then when the video comes out…”

The phone slipped out of Dani’s fingers, and she turned to me, silently mouthing, ‘Oh My God!’

Amanda was still talking, but neither Dani nor I were listening, just looking at each other, our mouths agape. I picked up my phone, my HP calculator app; $287,000,000, four-percent - $11,480,000. I showed the number to Dani, and maybe triple that by the end of the year?

I think we were both numb, realizing that Dani’s movie, mostly BECAUSE of her, was the hit of the decade, maybe even longer.

My alarm went off, six-thirty, my long vacation weekend was over. I needed to get up and open the store in Pasco, except my brain was still in a daze. I climbed out of bed and straight into the shower, leaving it nice and cold, hoping it’d shock me back to the real world.

It worked, all I was thinking when I got out of the shower was that it was so damned cold in the house!

As the day went on, and numerous of our customers commented on Dani’s movie and how wonderful she was, some wanted to know how they did that barrel-racing scene, and I told them it was exactly like it seemed, Dani on a top barrel horse. I was relieved that none asked me about her love scenes, those would be a little embarrassing.

I also thought about Dani and teaching, how she missed it. I could relate because I loved the auto parts industry, and would be devastated if I suddenly had to give it up. I knew the school wouldn’t take her back, even with her teaching and people skills, she’d just be too distracting, the boys and maybe even other teachers would likely be constantly thinking about her naked. But an idea came to me that I wanted to discuss with her.

Five o’clock finally came, and after our last customer left, I locked the doors. Honestly, it felt good that life was back to normal. I guess as normal as it could be being eleven-million dollars richer than when we went to bed last night.

I know that a lot of couples have a ‘mine and yours’ philosophy with finances, keeping their incomes  separate and sharing expenses. Dani and I had never taken that approach, everything was ‘ours’, our checking and savings accounts in both our names. I didn’t anticipate any change, although, I was going to leave that to her since this windfall was truly hers, she’d earned it.

Having Dani greet me at home, looking beautiful, was a stark reminder of what could have been if she’d gone to Tampa. I’d be coming home to a cold, lonesome house. Instead, my wife met me telling me how much she loves me, both with her soul-searing kiss and telling me in so many words.

After dinner he suggested calling Mark, the financial planner we’d met in Reno, the guy who took her phone and actually called the number I’d given him, Amanda Browning, that agent from my dream. He’d jokingly said to call him when she became famous and rich. Somehow, I knew Amanda’s name and phone number from my coma, but Dani thought it would be silly to call her as she wasn’t an actress and never would be. Ha!

I guess that time had come.

He was the first guy I ‘saw her with’ after I awoke from my coma; we were in this nightclub part of the Silver Legacy Casino, Dani in that sexy, gold lame dress and blindfolded (kind of a fetish of mine), and when I came back from the restroom, she was dancing with this incredibly good-looking, distinguished, older guy – awfully close, his hand wandering on her bare back, and Dani snuggled tight to him smashing her almost-bare tits to him. I stood, watching, almost enraged jealous but damn, it was hot. Except eal life was different than my dreams, I couldn’t take it, I tapped his shoulder, letting him know it was MY wife he was getting a bit too close with.

Next day, I saw him in the hotel restaurant at breakfast and introduced ourselves… and the fateful phone call happened.

He was single and alone in town, and seemed like a nice guy, so we (I don’t remember if it was me or Dani) invited him to spend the day with us until his flight home that afternoon. Dani wanted to ride the giant swing in Reno, and promised Mark a ‘treat’ if he’d go with her, since she knew there was no way I could (I did anyway, the scariest thing I’d ever done). Her ‘treat’ turned out to be a very ‘beyond-friend’ type of kiss in our hotel room, fucking hot! He had such a crush on her. I’ve always suspected it would likely have gone further (maybe MUCH further) if he hadn’t had a plane to catch.

And now, if we called and saw him again, what then?

The other interesting thing about Mark was that there was another man, ‘Marcus’, a guy we’d met on a plane in one of my dreams, almost an exact look-alike, also a financial advisor, also single and lonely, having lost his wife to breast cancer, also from Seattle, fifties, maybe sixty, Mark was sixty-three when we met him, another one of those anomalies from my dream, a coincidence that couldn’t happen but did.

Setting my ruminations about Mark aside for a little bit, trying to banish the lewd images that were fluttering through my mind, “I thought about something today, about your teaching,” I told Dani, “I saw your reaction when you were talking with Allison, you miss it… a lot. I know there’s kids who struggle, could you volunteer to tutor outside school?” and something else popped into my mind at that instant, “or maybe… you always wanted to teach a calculus class, could you do that privately?”

Dani cocked her head like she was thinking. “I… why not? I’m still certified… and besides, it wouldn’t take the place of school, just be supplemental. I know private tutoring is legal, why wouldn’t teaching a class as long as the student is still in school? I like it.”

“I wouldn’t even need to charge for it, and we could buy the books,” she added.

“You have any idea how many kids there might be?” I asked.

“In my algebra two and trig classes, I’d guess there were maybe five or six bright enough. That was why the district wouldn’t do it, there just weren’t enough kids for calculus.”

Dani’s smile grew wider, “I want to do it, I love the idea, I could tutor kids two evenings a week, and have a calc class two evenings. I’ll go talk to Troy (the superintendent) tomorrow, see what he says,” and the thank you kiss she gave me – wow, just wow!

All that ‘practice’ with Alan Ryder was paying off.

“Come on, come to bed,” she told me, “after that idea you need a reward… so do I.”

Who was I to argue? It turned out to be another very nice, very sexy evening. On second thought, maybe ‘nice’ isn’t exactly the right word to use, Dani was most definitely not a ‘nice’ girl that night. Lol.

The next day, Dani said she was going by the school to talk to Troy about our teaching idea, and during a lull in customers, I took a break and called Mark to discuss our finances, our first contact with him since we took him to the airport in Reno that day last March.

“Horizon Financial, may I help you?” a lady answered.

“Hi, is Mark available?” I asked.

“May I tell him who’s calling.”

“The name’s Robert, I’d like to discuss some possible investments.”

“Thank you, please hold, I’ll put him on.” She had a pleasant voice, very professional too.

I waited, at least he was real, not like ‘Marcus’, that was a figment of my imagination.

“This is Mark, how may I help you?” he answered in that smooth, ‘distinguished gentleman’ voice I remembered from Reno.

“Mark, this is Robert Shore, we met last spring in Reno, you might remember my wife, Daniella, you rode that swing with her,”

“Yes, of course I remember, what a wonderful surprise,” he chuckled, “I presume you’ve come into a little money… I saw her movie, breathtaking!”

“Well, yeah, and you said…”

“I’d love to handle your account, could we meet sometime?” He took a moment, I heard paper shuffling, “I’m free Thursday afternoon, would four work? I could take you to dinner afterward.”

I thought about my schedule, we could be back Friday, I want to be at the store Saturday, it’ll be so busy now, right before Christmas. “I don’t see why not,” I told him, “I’ll double check with Dani and let you know if she has a conflict. Otherwise, we’ll plan to be there.” I checked his card, “Address still the same as on your card?” I asked.

“Yes,” he answered, “fourth floor, suite 428, I’ll be looking forward to it.”

Suite 428, I wrote it on the back of his card then realized it was already on the front, along with the address.

And I was back behind the counter, waiting on a customer, wondering…

That evening, Dani was bubbling over, like she couldn’t wait to tell me her news. Troy was supportive, he told her that he’d talk to the math teachers and get some names, ‘No more than five,’ Dani said she’d told him. “I’m going to do some research, find the best beginner calculus textbooks I can find,” she told me, then added, “I’m so excited, this is the best idea you’ve ever had.”

Well, maybe not ‘the’ best, I thought that phone call to Amanda Browning was right up there.

Then I told her about my conversation with Mark, how he was eager to meet with us again. It was only last March when we met him in Reno, eight-plus months, and it’d been just thirteen months since my accident. So much had changed since then, our lives so different.

Dani agreed, that would work for her. She didn’t act like it meant anything more than a business meeting, but I watched her eyes, how they sparkled. Maybe I was reading too much into it, but I’d make a bet that she was looking forward to much more than ‘business’. I know she was dying to know if he’d met someone yet. When we left him, he’d said that Dani had encouraged him, that he might try dating again, the first time since his wife had died several years earlier.

That night we slept instead of fucking, the first time since… hell, I didn’t even remember the last time that we’d actually used the bed for sleeping. It was nice but still… I missed the ‘other’.

Dani was already disappointed by Thursday morning that she hadn’t heard anything from Troy about the schooling. I laughed and told her to have just a little patience. She frowned and stuck her tongue out at me. Yep, a ‘mature adult’.

We packed and left at eight that morning. It’s about a four-hour drive, but with the snow-packed highway over Snoqualmie Pass, it would likely take at least another hour, and Dani wanted to have a chance to check into our hotel to get cleaned up from the trip before we met Mark. Thankfully,though, it was supposed to be warm in Seattle, low sixties, so maybe the highway over Snoqualmie would be thawed by then.

Dani wanted to take her Mustang, but I’d had snow tires put on the Accord, so we were committed to it. With lunch and no, the packed snow hadn’t melted, so it was nearly two when we arrived at our hotel, the Four Seasons overlooking Elliott Bay.

The weather was certainly different than it’d been in Kennewick over the weekend, a far cry from thirteen in Kennewick five days earlier to sixty-two in Seattle.

Oh, maybe I should mention, Dani’s first royalty payment was in our checking account Wednesday morning; after Amanda’s ten-percent fee and Federal taxes - seven million, four hundred, eighteen thousand dollars, plus a few hundred.

We could afford the $528 at the Four Seasons.

A porter carried our luggage to our room, and I pressed a twenty in his hand before he left us. The view of the city and bay was beautiful, we were looking forward to the sunset. At least, that’s what I told Dani, when in reality, I was anticipating… something else.

Dani took her toiletry and garment bags in the bathroom, and I brushed my teeth and shaved in the lavatory just outside the bathroom then dressed in a pair of slacks and nice shirt.

After waiting another fifteen minutes, I yelled into the bathroom, “You know, this is just a business meeting, right?”

“You said we were going out to dinner afterward, didn’t you?” she answered.

“Yes, Dear.”

So, I sat on the bed gazing out the window at the amazing view.

Finally, at about twenty till four, I heard the bathroom door opening and turned to see, my eyes gazing at my wife from top to bottom. She was wearing the Giovanni Rossi heels, a short burgundy leather skirt, the hemline at least eight inches above her knees, and a beige blouse that had to be silk, with just a faint glimpse of her black bra poking through, her long, auburn hair brushed to a sheen, lips were beautiful with the Rose Petal Peach lipstick, cheeks barely shaded, and her eyes and brows darkened ever so slightly.

In short, she was beautiful.

“Wow!” was all I could think to say. And that perfume! Enough to drive a man insane.

If I’d thought for a minute that this was only a ‘business’ meeting for Dani, I’d been quite mistaken.

And my dick was responding quite enticingly, it had only been three days, but after what he was used to quite frequently, that seemed a long time. And now, seeing Dani like this…

It took us about fifteen minutes to find Mark’s building, took the elevator to the fourth floor, then down the hall to the right to Suite 428. I could feel Dani’s trembling hand as I pushed open the door, then followed her inside. There was a small waiting room with an attractive woman sitting at her desk, “May I help you?” she asked, very politely.

“We have an appointment with Mark at four,” I told her, “Robert and Daniella Shore,” I added.

She checked her schedule, then smiled, “He’s with someone, it should be just a few minutes, please have a seat.”

So, Dani and I sat, and I noticed how tightly Dani held her legs together. I didn’t blame her, the way her skirt rode up her legs. I held her hand, still trembling, and whispered to her, “You remember this is a ‘business’ meeting, right?”

She smiled back at me, kind of a feeble smile, squeezing my hand in the process, her hand hot and clammy. I was quite bemused as I couldn’t think when the last time Dani had acted so nervously. She leaned over and whispered in my ear, “I should have worn pants and a different blouse.”

I chuckled, “You look beautiful,” I told her.

She only squeezed my hand tighter. It seemed clear that she wasn’t comfortable with the impression she was going to give Mark.

I found it quite amusing… and arousing, especially after the previous weekend we’d just had. How many times had she fucked?

We sat quietly and it took about another minute for a man to leave, Mark right behind him, heading straight toward Dani and me with a huge smile on his face.




Chapter 8

“I’m so happy to see you both,” he said, shaking my hand and giving Dani a brief hug, “come on in,” he said, leading us into his office.

Once inside, he gave Dani a much more intimate hug, even a brief hug to me, “Needed to keep it professional for Kelly, she’s kind of… you know.”

“I’d been hoping to hear from you, I saw you both on Good Morning America, then saw the movie, impressive to say the least.”

“We’d been planning on calling you for some time, just didn’t have the excuse until now,” I told him, noticing the blush on Dani’s face. Maybe she hadn’t remembered just how good-looking the man was, black hair with silver streaked through it, and obviously kept himself fit, especially for a man sixty-three, maybe even sixty-four now. If he hadn’t told us his age in Reno, I’d have guessed him at least ten years younger. He was wearing a tan shirt, dark brown suit jacket and slacks, no tie, easy to see how a woman like Dani could be attracted to him. And she had been, big-time.

He sat at his desk, clasping his hands together, “I assume the studio paid you well, I certainly hope so for the actress they got. Just how much are we talking about that you’d like to invest?”

I looked at Dani, her face back to normal, and gave her leg a squeeze. “Well,” I answered, “her first royalty payment was a little over eleven million, seven-and-a-half deposited in our checking account after her agent and federal taxes, and her agent’s expecting at least triple that by the end of the year. Dani’s contract is for four percent of the gross, and it’s already set the Thanksgiving weekend record.”

He cocked his eyebrows, “Wow, but I’m not surprised, with your story there had to be an immense amount of curiosity and then when the movie was so good, I could imagine how well it’d do.”

“We hear so much about people who get big windfalls, then are broke after a few years, don’t want that to happen to us,” I told him, not that I was really worried about it. Of course, those people probably weren’t either.

“Wise decision, it’s easy to do. So, how much of that do you think you want to invest?” he asked, “and how much risk do you want to take? The higher the risk, the higher the profit potential.”

Dani looked at me to answer him, “It’s your income,” I told her, “and you know we can live comfortably just off the stores, so… your call.”

She frowned at me, but I just shrugged, and she looked back at Mark, “I know that Robert wants to replace his old Accord, and… seems to think he needs a truck, one of those great big things…”

“Just a Ram 1500, Sweet,” laughing at her dramatics, “something to pull the travel trailer…”

“Oh yeah,” Dani started again, “forgot, he wants to buy a house, too, one of those great big things on wheels.”

I rolled my eyes, at least Dani had calmed down a bit, enough to play around a bit, a little joking.

“And we just bought a little farm, Dani’s grandparents’ place when she was growing up, we fixed up the house for her parents, that came out of her initial payment last July. That all came to about a half-million.” Maybe information he didn’t need, but oh well.

Mark was on his computer, chuckling, “Okay… I have a suggestion, let’s put a half-million in a savings account that you can access any time, then half of the rest in a mutual fund that’ll be safe but still give a pretty good return, and the other half to get the biggest return we can. The stock market is low right now, a good time to buy, great actually, because all the experts predict it to go way up. I can’t make any promises but it is a good time to invest.”

Then he asked, “Is that four percent going to include digital sales too? Or just the theater receipts?”

“According to the contract, it’s everything, blu-rays, digital, and any other medium… forever,” Dani answered.

That brought another smile, “So, you should have a steady income from it, even after it’s out of the theaters. Then let’s make it eighty-twenty high return, that’ll still give you plenty of safe money, with lots of potential for profit, and you can still cash out whatever you want, it’ll just take a little time, probably a day or two,” and he looked back and forth between us.

“Sounds great to me,” I said, and Dani agreed. This whole discussion just seemed surreal, discussing what to do with millions of dollars when only a few months ago we had to take out a big loan for the new store.

He stood, “Great, I’ll have Kelly draw up the contract in the morning, can you come in at… say around ten, before you go home?”

We both nodded our approval.

“Okay, taxes, do you want me to help with that, or do you have an accountant?”

“No, any help we can get, I’ve always had them done because of the stores, but I’m not overly confident in them with this much money,” I answered.

“Good, you can send everything to us, we’ll get them down as much as anybody’ll be able. That’s what Kelly’s good at, she’s our tax expert. We do hire some people at tax time, but for something like this, Kelly will handle it.”

“Now, you were my last appointment of the day, can I interest you in dinner? I know a wonderful steak house I’d love to take you… and it’s on me, no argument.”

Dani and I both agreed, it was the reason she’d dressed up. “Let me just finish this up, it’ll only take a little bit,” working on his computer, “and I’ll send it to Kelly so she can have the contract ready tomorrow morning.”

He asked for both our social security numbers, full names, and our address, and we gave it to him.

About two minutes later, “There, done, she has everything she needs.”

“Would you mind riding with me?” he asked, “the traffic this time of the evening can be brutal.”

“Lead the way,” I told him. I had no desire to drive in the Seattle evening traffic.

Of course, the guy would drive a Jaguar, I told Dani to take the front seat and I’d sit in back. I was still hoping…

When I sat down in that plush seat and he pulled out on the street, I thought that I could live with something like that.

After we were on the road, I closed my eyes and remembered that first time I’d seen Mark, dancing with Dani almost like lovers, and how jealous I was, then that kiss the next day, his hand under her blouse. Dani’s passion hadn’t been faked, and how I’d nearly lost it completely… and I knew, if something did happen, it was going to be completely different than with Alan, or Jason, or Richard, it was going to be excruciating. And I wouldn’t have an April, Janet, or Jenny to distract me. Yeah, COMPLETELY different.

The ring on his finger was the same one as he had in Reno, funny how you remember something like that. The only picture on his desk was of his late wife, Jan too. I knew because he’d shown us her picture in Reno. So clearly, there was no new woman in his life. He’d been taken with Dani then (that’s a freakin’ understatement) and was now, I could see it in his face the way he looked at her, even though he’d tried to hide it.

I noticed her resemblance to Dani when he showed us her picture in Reno, but didn’t think that much of it. But that picture on his desk showed it so much more. She’d been younger than Dani when it was taken, but still… It might have been a picture of a cousin, no – closer, maybe a half-sister, her smile, her eyes… and her hair, it was about Dani’s length, a redder red than Dani’s auburn, a true redhead, but… damn! I was sure that Dani hadn’t seen the resemblance, but Mark did, I was sure of it. Likely, that was what had attracted him to her in Reno, at least initially.

And Dani, how nervous and scared she seemed, there was only one reason, Mark’s ‘crush’ or whatever it was in Reno, was mutual. Ha, I thought she pretty much proved that with that kiss!

And whatever happened, I was NOT going to interfere, difficult as I knew that was going to be.

I wished I had sat on the other side of the car, behind Mark, so I could see between the seats, see how far Dani had allowed her skirt to ride up her legs.

He was right about the traffic, we’d have been lucky to be able to follow him, it was bumper-to-bumper.

“You’ll enjoy this restaurant, the Metropolitan Grill, it was voted the best steak in Seattle,” he told us. We were behind a line of cars, stopped at a red light up ahead, and I noticed Mark glancing down and to his right, looking like he was trying to be surreptitious. Dani had been studying his face, and no doubt she’d seen it too, him looking at her bare legs.

Was he wondering, like I had been all night, what she had on underneath that short skirt? A thong, g-string… nothing? Wondering like me, how wet is her pussy? Maybe wondering if he’d find out later?

“You’re a beautiful woman, Daniella, as beautiful as Lynn was in your movie, she can’t compare with the real you… it’s a little hard to keep my eyes off of you.”

He looked in the mirror, moving slightly so that he could see me, perhaps to see my reaction to his flirting. I smiled at him, giving him a little nod… a green light.

“You’re a lucky man, Mister Shore, very lucky, indeed,” he told me, still looking in the mirror.

Dani leaned over and gave him a peck on the cheek, “Thank you, Mark, you’re a sweet man, I’m surprised some lucky girl hasn’t plucked you out of the water yet.”

He shook his head, “Since Jan died…” and he took a deep breath, “I just haven’t been able to. Kelly’s even fixed me up with a couple of her friends, but…”

“I thought maybe, after Reno, after you seemed to hit it off with Dani,” I suggested.

“Ah yes, that evening and the next day with you and Daniella were the most enjoyable I’d had in a very long time. After I got home, I did go on a couple dates, Kelly’s friends, but there just wasn’t anything there. I don’t know… maybe never.”

Dani put her hand on his thigh, squeezed it, rubbing it, “Mark, you can call me Dani, Daniella seems way too formal, hardly anyone calls me that anymore.”

And Dani, now she’s openly returning his flirts. How did I feel about that? Excited… scared… Much as I’m kind of anticipating… later, yeah, I’d say a lot scared. I had to say it again to myself again, ‘I… will… not… intervene…’

I also thought back to those minutes after I awoke from my coma, Dani in the hospital room, her excitement when she heard my voice that first time, her tears of joy. I didn’t understand then where I was or what was happening, but I do now. My wife had been sitting in that chair by my bedside for nearly the entire four months, day and night. I was confident… no man could take away that kind of love. Not Alan Ryder, not Jason… not Mark Richardson.

That thought was comforting, it made my ‘no-intervention’ vow seem much easier. I hoped. But when the time came… if it became more than ‘just flirting’…

Not ‘if’, but ‘when’.

We pulled into the parking lot, Second Avenue and Market Street, an old, historic, brick building, the Metropolitan Grill. Dani waited, and Mark opened her door, getting a very nice glimpse, I was sure, of her legs as she climbed out. It was like the two were on a date; the distinguished, slightly older gentleman with a younger, very sexy woman on his arm.

Inside, the restaurant reeked of history and beauty, each table and each booth with a tablecloth, an authentic-looking ‘old west’ deco, and a flower arrangement. The bar was a battle-scarred wood, looking like it’d probably been there since the Civil War, maybe before.

The hostess greeted Mark as if she knew him and seated us in a somewhat private booth, probably a little newer than the bar but not much. At least it had a newer cushion on the seat and back. Dani sat beside me, straight across from Mark. I felt the heat coming off her… and the scent of that perfume!

“I know it seems expensive but I’ll be offended if you don’t order exactly what you want. I assure you, it won’t damage my finances,” he said.

The hostess, Lisa, her name tag said, asked what we’d like to drink.

“I’d like a wine with my dinner, do you have a suggestion?” Dani asked.

Mark smiled, “Oh My Dear, I most certainly do, try the Cabernet Sauvignon from Napa Valley, I think you’ll love it,” he answered.

I looked at the menu, a glass, single glass, was thirty-four dollars. From the looks of his office and that Jaguar, he was probably right, thirty-four dollars wouldn’t bankrupt him. Likely not even if she ordered a second glass.

“Excellent choice,” Lisa said, “the Napa Valley is a wonderful red,” and she turned to me.

I chuckled at the names of some of their drinks, “I’d like to try a Nokesy, and where did you ever get that name?” I asked.

She laughed with me, “You’ll have to ask Rob, the bartender, about that one,” she answered, “I have no idea where it came from, but it’s one of his specialties, very good, I’ve been told.”

Yeah, from the description, it sounded good. But ‘Nokesy’? Someone had a sense of humor.

“What would you like, Mark, your usual?”

So, they do know him, he apparently comes here often.

“Please,” he smiled.

“I’ll bring your drinks.”

“Your lack of dating, it’s Jan, isn’t it?” Dani asked after the hostess was gone, “Do you ever talk about her?”




Chapter 9

Mark took a deep breath, “It’s so hard, I loved her so much, it seems like it was only yesterday that she died.” From his voice, I almost expected tears.

Dani reached out to him, her manicured fingernails rubbing across the top of his hand, “I know,” she said, so softly, “it’s hard to imagine what it would be like. When I came home that night and found my bloody husband on the bathroom floor, it was like my world ended that night. I’ve always thanked God that Jenny, my best friend, went in the house with me that night. Then later in the hospital, all those months when the doctors didn’t know…” and she wiped away a tear, “but I vowed to myself that if the worst came to pass I’d talk about him, let everyone know what a wonderful man, husband, and dad he was, that I’d never let him be forgotten,” and once again, she had to wipe tears from her cheeks.

“So please talk about her, tell us about her, how did the two of you meet?” she asked.

Mark smiled, hesitating before answering, “It was our freshman orientation in college, remember the movie ‘Charades’, with Audrey Hepburn and Cary Grant? That scene where they were lined up boy-girl-boy-girl, passing an orange back through the line from under their chins? I guess the school was trying to break the ice, make us a little less nervous around the opposite sex. Whatever, it worked. Jan was behind me, the prettiest girl there, and after we dropped the orange and had to try again a couple times, she kissed me on the cheek, ever so gently. I got her phone number, and the rest… we married the following summer, no way could we wait until after college.”

He was finally smiling, “I’ve always been thankful she hadn’t been standing in front, instead of behind me, it might have been some other guy that she fell for.” And he hesitated a moment, “Funny, isn’t it, I’d never thought about it before, but what a difference in your life such a little thing can make, her standing behind me instead of in front. She majored in journalism, wanted to be a reporter, turned out to be a good one too, she worked her way up and was working for the Seattle Times when the cancer…”

Our waiter, his name was Roy (I was disappointed it wasn’t Lisa, she was pretty), brought our drinks and took our orders. Dani went first - crab and prawn fettuccini, me - boneless ribeye, wagyu beef (a hundred-eighteen dollars, but he’d said…), and Mark – the eight-ounce filet mignon, both steaks medium rare, all of it a little (as in a LOT) more expensive than what Dani and I were used to.

Then Dani told a little about her and me, a little too much, I thought, “The first time Robert and I made love, we were already so in love. I’d never met anyone like him, kind, fun to be with, and I could tell how he worshipped me…”

Yeah, I did. I remembered that night, something I hadn’t even imagined before then.

“He was a virgin, I wasn’t, and he was so gentle with me, like he was sure I’d break. It was so sweet, and I loved it,” and she giggled, “even if it didn’t last long. But still, it was better than any of the times before, and there had only been a couple, but all those boys wanted was… the very first guy was a jerk, I’d had a crush on him, was half drunk and stupid and let him fuck me at a party. Then he spread it all over school that he’d scored with one of the cheerleaders, and since I was the only cheerleader at that party…”

Dani’s always been a very outgoing woman, but I thought she was going, maybe just a bit too far. I looked around, wondering how many had just heard about my wife stupidly letting herself get fucked in high school.

It had been a New Year’s Eve party her senior year shortly after she’d turned eighteen, an asshole kid on the football team, Vince was his name. Of course, when she told me the story, she’d loved the fucking, just not how he’d bragged about it afterward, pretty much ruined the whole experience for her.

She’d told me that story after I told her about the New Year’s Eve party in my dream, how Alan Ryder had fucked her, and how she’d loved it. Of course, she was regularly getting fucked by him then - just a dream. In real life, she’d told me that he did have a girlfriend, Marci something, she never did tell me Marci’s last name, a hot blonde that he was fucking, and she was jealous as hell. She also told me that she’d have happily been in Marci’s shoes if she’d had the chance.

Speaking of just turning eighteen, Dani had a birthday coming up, the big five-o. I chuckled to myself, maybe I’d get her a new truck for her birthday.

“And then at Washington State, I was a sophomore, and Robert a junior, we met at a dance, discovered we’d both gone to the same high school, and we were both in love before the dance was over, I didn’t have a doubt in my mind after I’d gone back to my dorm who I was going to marry… and I’ve never regretted it a day in my life.”

I squeezed Dani’s hand, “Twenty-nine years now and every one has beens better than the last,” I said.

“I told you that because…”

“Excuse me, really sorry to interrupt, but were you in that movie that just came out?” It was a young girl, late teens, probably, who’d been sitting at a table.

Dani turned to her, not acting at all put upon for the interruption, which had been a little rude, “I was, yes,” she said.

Her eyes grew wide, “You were Lynn? HOW did you do that?”

“Uhh, I’m sorry, do what, exactly?” she asked.

“Just everything, all of it. I don’t think I’ve ever seen anything like it.”

“A lot of hard work, mostly, our director insisted everything be real, so we all had to pretty much live our parts. We were on the ranch for a month before they started filming.”

The girl looked in awe.

“And you really did that barrel race? It was awesome. Any chance… could I get a picture?”

Dani smiled, “Yeah, that was me on that horse, I must have ridden around barrels thousands of times, practicing for those fifteen seconds, and sure, I’d be happy to give you a pic,” and stood, her arm around the girl while an older man, probably her dad, took several pictures of them in different poses.

“Thank you so much,” he said, “Lisa can be a little impetuous at times.”

Dani grinned, “It’s fine, I was a teacher for twenty-some years, I know what young girls are like.”

“Well anyway, it was nice of you, and you were really good in that movie.”

Yeah, I thought, he was probably drooling over those naked love scenes.

They sat back down and he whispered something in her ear, probably admonishing her for interrupting Dani.

Anyway, I was proud of my wife, the way she’d treated the girl with such respect.

“Now, where was I?” Dani began again, “oh, I was just saying that I told you all that because…”

And Roy, our waiter brought our salads, “Your entrees will be just a few minutes,” he very politely said.

We all laughed, he’d probably bring them about the time Dani started to talk again.

Their salad, and especially the tomato, tasted like it’d just been picked out of the garden, damn, it was good. It made me more eager than ever to see what the steak would be like.

As we were eating, Dani started again, “Okay, for the THIRD time…” and she looked all around to see if there was another interruption coming, “I told you about Robert and me because I want to hear more about you and Jan, it only seemed fair that I tell you about us first. So… Jan, tell us about the first time you made love with her.”

Wow, that was getting right to the point, I thought.

“I want a happy memory,” she added.

Mark closed his eyes and smiled. Maybe Dani knew what she was doing.

“It was the first time I took her home to meet my parents, Thanksgiving weekend. They fell in love with her the same as I had…” and he chuckled, “well, maybe not quite… the same, but they did like her a lot. They had me put her things in the guest room and mine in my old room.”

“Later that afternoon, Mom and Dad had to go out, I don’t remember what the excuse was, it didn’t really matter. But I still remember Dad winking at me when they left, they both knew exactly what they were doing.”

“Are your parents still alive?” Dani asked.

“No, they were almost forty when I was born, they passed away quite a while ago,” he answered, “Mom went first, and Dad a few years later. He was ready. I miss them like anyone misses their parents after they’re gone, but they had really good lives, certainly no regrets.”

“Okay, so they left the two of you alone, what then?” she asked.

That was when Mark got a huge smile on his face, “Jan happened, she wrapped her arms around my neck, and whispered in my ear, ‘Let’s go to your room’.”

He closed his eyes for a moment like he was reliving it in his mind.

While he was telling this, we’d been slowly snacking on our salads. Hungry as I was, I hoped our waiter didn’t interrupt this story with food, not yet.

“She asked me to undress her… she was so beautiful, perfect in every way. Then she kissed me… I still remember that kiss, forty-three years later.”

I saw our waiter, a cart of food, NO, not now, I thought. He stopped at another table.

“She unbuttoned my shirt, pushed it off, then my trousers, and led me to the bed…” That was when he paused, a minute – maybe it was longer, “we kissed again, and she told me she wanted me inside her…”

His stop at the other table was for water. A couple seconds later, he wheeled the cart to our table and began setting our food in front of us.

Damn, it all looked good, our steaks sizzling, browned to perfection, baked potatoes, asparagus stems, and a loaf of fresh-baked bread.

But damn, I wanted the rest of Mark’s story!

We sat eating, probably the best steak I’d had in my life, which is saying a lot considering my own pellet-grilled steaks, and Dani raved about her fettuccini. Personally, I thought ordering fettuccini in the best steakhouse in Seattle was kinda weird, but, that’s Dani. Mark, for once, looked happy. Maybe Dani’s ‘plot’ to get him to talk about his wife had done something to him, I hoped so.

During dinner, we talked about much less consequential things, like Mark asking Dani about that barrel race at the Calgary rodeo.

“It was the scariest, most exciting thing I’ve ever done, I was petrified before the ride,” she said, “all those people there, and just knowing that the whole movie that we’d been working on for so long depended on those few seconds. If I’d fallen… but once Rocky, he was my horse, took off, it was the most exhilarating fifteen seconds ever… and then when he announced my time just like I was competing for real, I couldn’t believe it, the third best time of all those professionals! And the girls who were competing for real were so supportive, it was like they were in a club and they welcomed me in with thrilled, open arms.”

“And watching it from the stands with our friends, we were all up, screaming our heads off, giving each other the most excited high fives ever,” I said.

“And some of those scenes,” he began, turning to me, “were they hard to watch, I mean, really… Josh Brolin… Alan Ryder…?”

“We’d talked about it a lot, Dani and me, I knew there were love scenes, even nude ones, but she’d never told me anything about them, so yeah, it was hard, especially watching that first time, but damn… what an incredible turn-on!” I chuckled, “Dani and I were on Skype almost every night when they were shooting, and she was so horny… kinda no wonder, huh.”

He laughed, “Jan would have LOVED that movie, I don’t think she could have played in it though. She was always a sap for love stories, and that had to be one of the best ever.”

We finished our meals, Dani regaling us with more stories from Montana, Mark telling us about some of Jan’s experiences with the Times.

When dinner was done, Mark told us how much he’d enjoyed the evening and said he’d take us back to our car. Dani pouted and said she wanted to go dancing. “Sounds good to me,” I said, “we’re in no hurry.” ‘Have all night,’ I nearly said before catching myself.

“Good, sounds like fun, I know just the place too, the Aura, Jan and I used to go there quite a bit. It’s a little more ‘mature’, if you know what I mean, they play the kind of music us old people can dance to. It’s not far either,” and then he added, “they have a band on weekends but it’ll be a DJ tonight, at least that’s how it used to be, I haven’t been since Jan passed. Doubt we’d find live entertainment anywhere on Thursday night.”

Dani laughed, “Good, not sure I’d be up to the…” and she waved her arms over her head, shaking her body, both Mark and me laughing. I guess Dani realized what she’d done when half the dining room turned and looked, her face becoming instantly flushed.

“Oops, guess I got a bit carried away,” she said, and Mark and I laughed again.

‘Not far’, in Seattle terms, I guess, is a little different than in the Tri Cities. At home, it would have been through the dale, across the creek, and all the way across town. Here, it was still downtown.

This time, when we got there, I insisted on paying the twenty-dollar cover charges. I guess we could afford it too, considering we were in Seattle to invest seven million dollars, and a half, mustn’t forget that half-million dollars. Some people might even consider that a lot of money, and I chuckled at my own silly joke. Mark and Dani looked at me like… maybe I’d gone a bit loony.

“No, nothing,” I said, “just something stupid I’d thought to myself.”

He was right, there was a DJ on the stage, a lady DJ, and it wasn’t the hard rock one expected to find in so many nightclubs. More like… I don’t know my music well enough to describe, it was just a nice, soft music, lots of couples out on the dance floor, dancing like normal people, like Mark had said, music us old people could dance to. Except, I didn’t really consider Dani and me as ‘old’, Mark, either, at least not yet.

We found an empty table and sat, Dani’s oh-so-feminine, sexy perfume wafting to me… and Mark. A young lady was there a moment later, bringing napkins and to take our order. I looked at Mark for a suggestion, alcoholic drinks I don’t know much about, Dani either.

“You ever have a Singapore Sling?” he asked.

Dani and I both laughed, “Never heard of it,” I said.

“It’s gin and brandy, some fruits to give it a fruity flavor and very sweet, it was always Jan’s drink when we came here,” Mark said, then went on, “it’s pretty strong, she couldn’t drink many.”

“Sounds good,” Dani said, and we ordered three.

It was strong when she brought it. For me and Dani who drank only rarely, it definitely wouldn’t take many, as in maybe one, to be feeling no pain.

Dani took my hand and tugged, “Come on, let’s dance,” she said.




Chapter 10

“Why don’t you and Mark go ahead, I’m happy to just sit here and watch.”

So, Mark took Dani’s hand and led her onto the dance floor. They began in the traditional ‘old people’s’ pose; Mark’s right, Dani’s left holding hands, his left on Dani’s waist, her right on his shoulder. That didn’t last long though, the next song they’d moved together, Mark reaching around her waist over the silkiness of her blouse, exploring her sensual back, hers around his neck, pressing herself to him. together. In short, very quickly, their dancing had gotten very sexual.

I remembered that first dance, the first time I saw this guy in Reno, Dani’s arms around him, his around her, slowly working their way down to her ass, Dani in that sexy, thin, gold lame dress I’d conned her into wearing, no underwear; I was furious, jealous, scared… turned on, not in that particular order. It was just too far, wayyy too far, and I lost my cool completely.

Watching my wife now, every one of those emotions were reemerging, except this time, it wasn’t going to be as easy as tapping him on his back to reclaim my wife.

I remembered thinking earlier that this was going to be different than Alan, Jason, or Richard. I had no idea how different, and I knew that over the next few hours it was going to be climbing exponentially. Much as I wanted what I thought was going to happen to actually happen, it was going to be excruciatingly maddening.

I sat at our table, drinking my Singapore Sling, and watching my wife, cheek to cheek, her arms wrapped around Mark Richardson’s neck, her chest pressed tightly to his.

I broke up their dance in Reno when his hand wandered a little too low, nearly cupping Dani’s ass, I couldn’t take it then and tonight, it was happening again, and I still couldn’t take it… but was going to, my eyes riveted to that hand.

They sat back down, both breathing hard even though the dances had all been slow. “I’m ready to go if you are, Sweetheart?” my loving wife asked.

We hadn’t even finished our one Singapore Sling.

“Sounds good to me,” I answered.

“Great,” Mark said, “I can either take you to your car, or I’d love to show you the house,” looking back and forth between Dani and me.

And there it was. I looked at Dani, totally noncommittal, looking down into her drink as she sipped it, quite intentionally giving me no indication.

My heart was suddenly pounding, my throat dry, certain that my face had gone totally white, not sure I could even speak. Could I do it? I’d watched Alan Ryder’s cock shooting a load all the way down my wife’s throat, the lump from his shaft in her neck; watched Dani sitting, naked, on his lap eating breakfast, his cock buried deep inside her; watched him fuck her hard from behind… and none of it had prepared me for even watching Mark’s hand on her ass, her arms around his neck, for what I was feeling at that moment. No. Fucking. Way!

“I think,” I said, knowing I had to answer, afraid to answer, “we’d love to see your house.” And if I hadn’t been sitting, I’d have collapsed, every drop of blood draining from my head.

Dani glanced up at me, a slight smile on her face. I wondered if she had any clue as to the turmoil going on in every ounce of my body. I will NOT intervene, I told myself one more time. If I said it enough, maybe I’d come to believe it.

Mark waved to the waitress, and moments later she brought our check. “I’m getting it,” I told him, picking it up before he had the chance. Maybe partly because I had to do something with my hands, use my head for something other than let it be filled with the trepidation of the coming hours.

My hands were still shaking when I signed the receipt. I felt then that they might shake forever. At least my signature didn’t have to be legible, it normally isn’t, but not quite like the scribble I left.

It was fairly quick getting to Mark’s house, since at a quarter-after-ten at night there’s not a lot of traffic. His house was right on the shore of Lake Washington with a large circle-driveway leading to the garage. My first impression was that it was impressive; two story, brick façade, three car attached garage.

The financial advisor business must be lucrative.

“This was Jan’s dream house,” he said, “she went past it and saw the ‘for sale’ sign eight years ago and brought me to see it. We made an offer the next day.”

I remembered, ‘Marcus’, in my dream told Dani that he lived on Lake Washington, a little detail, one of the few, that I’d forgotten.

He parked his Jaguar alongside a Corvette in the garage, Jan’s car? The farther bay of the garage looked like a commercial woodworking shop. He saw my interest and led us over, “This was Jan’s, she was the artisan,” and showed us some of the things she’d been working on before she died. One was a beautiful solid walnut dining table and chairs. The table and three chairs were completed, absolutely beautiful. There were pieces for five more chairs that looked ready to assemble. Dani and I both ran our hands over the table, smooth and shiny as a mirror.

Another was a huge entertainment center made of oak, again, not quite complete. “I haven’t had the heart to sell any of it, but a carpenter, I am not, much less an artisan like Jan was. I helped but she was the artist.”

“She certainly was an artist, it’s all so beautiful,” Dani told him.

“Thank you, I’m sure she appreciates it up in heaven, and yes she was. I’ll show you some of her things in the house.”

“How long did it take to make something like that table?” I asked him, “I’ve never seen anything so beautiful.”

“She worked on that and the chairs off and on for probably eight months before she got sick,” he answered. “It was one of her biggest regrets when she understood she wouldn’t be finishing it.”

“Funny, the things you worry about,” he added, with real sadness in his voice.

“Let’s go inside and I’ll show you the house,” he said.

God, beautiful! was all I could think when we first stepped inside. “Jan redid all the woodwork.” There was a floor to ceiling bookcase along one wall that he said she’d made, gorgeous.

We went in the kitchen, and like everything else, it was beautiful. “She was going to redo all the cabinets, just… didn’t have time.” With that, the wistfulness showed in his voice.

“The cabinets? But they’re beautiful, they look like oak,” Dani said.

“That’s what I thought too, I told her that I liked them, but they weren’t up to her standards. She redesigned the whole layout, and was researching what kind of wood to use when the doctor found her cancer. She’d decided on solid Zebrawood, and the estimate she put together was going to cost over a hundred-thousand just for the wood, then she anticipated at least two years to have them ready to hang, but they would have been beautiful if she’d been able to finish it.”

He led us up the winding stairway, “She did the handrails, steamed them to bend them, then jointed them to make each side a solid piece top to bottom.”

“They’re just unbelievable,” Dani told him. And they were, incredible, it looked impossible.

He showed us the three guest rooms, then led us into the master bedroom, his bedroom, where he and Dani… later…

And it came rushing to me why we were there. He didn’t say anything, didn’t even hint, but I knew, we all knew.

The outside wall was a giant, glass sliding door, nearly the whole wall. He led us out onto the deck overlooking the back yard and turned on the lights, it had to have been designed by a landscape architect, a huge kidney-shaped pool, dark green lawn, beautiful flowers, even in December. “She did the gardening, I’ve had to hire a gardener ever since… but it’s still not as pretty as she had it.”

Back inside, he closed the door, then the drapes, and Dani stepped up to him, kissing him on the lips, the first time that night, “Mark, we’ve seen enough of the house, it’s not what we… I… came here for…”

She kissed him again, this time a little longer, eyes closed, open-mouthed, and pulled away, softly telling him, “I want you to make love to me,” and resumed the kiss, this time wrapping her arms around his neck and pulling him tight.

The near panic washed over me like a massive flash flood. Yes, I knew that was why we were here, but hearing Dani say it… asking him to make love to her…

“Dani, I haven’t… not since…”

“Shh, I know, but I think you’ll remember… and I want this, pretty sure you do too…”

Mark looked over at me, and I tried hard to control my runaway emotions, not that I was succeeding.

That decision had been made when I’d agreed to come here, and… I. WILL. NOT. INTERVENE!

I took several deep breaths… and nodded, giving Mark Richardson permission to fuck my wife!

He looked back at her, rubbing his hands up and down the sides of her silk blouse, the hunger now showing on his face, showing on Dani’s face.

“Can I… watch you undress?”

She stood where she was, “Mark, no… I want you to undress me, and Mark… let your hands do what they want, let your lips do what they want. I want to feel you… everywhere… and I want you to remember the wonders of a woman’s hungry body.”

I felt… fuck, I didn’t know how I felt, didn’t know what to do! I was standing only feet away from my wife, a front row seat of front row seats. Mark Richardson was going to make love with my wife!

Somehow, this felt like the culmination of all the dreams from my coma, all those times that Alan Ryder had fucked my wife, all wrapped up in a single moment, every emotion I’d felt in those months, now, right this minute!

Except, this time – real, So. Fucking. Real!

Mark’s fingers were uncontrollably shaking as he reached for the top button of Dani’s silk blouse. She stood there, looking down, watching him try to push that button out through the little hole. ‘Why won’t she help’, went through my mind, but I knew why, she wanted him to do it… like he’d said Jan had let him undress her their first time.

Except, this wasn’t Jan, his ‘girlfriend’, this was Daniella Shore, my wife. I knew I should be dragging her out, back to our hotel, but… I. WILL. NOT. INTERVENE.

Again, if I say it enough…

The first button was done, he was working on the second.

He was breathing hard, his fingers still shaking, but that second button was much easier and he went on to the third

And my stomach almost betrayed me, I was feeling sick… it wouldn’t dare! Would it?

Dani pushed Mark’s jacket off, he let it fall to the floor.

Her third button, the fourth… Dani’s black bra, Mark’s hands found their way under her blouse, caressed her breasts over the bra. “You can take it off me later,” she whispered to him.

Even I could smell her perfume, it had to be driving Mark mad.

Dani pulled his shirt out from his slacks, running her hands up underneath. I felt like turning and running, couldn’t.

I stood there, watching, feeling the torment.

He pushed Dani’s blouse off her shoulders, down her arms, still a couple buttons holding it from falling, leaned over and kissed one of her breasts, over her thin, lacy bra. Dani moaned, “Ohh, Mark…” I heard, and the panic overtook me, I had to get away, anything, my stomach rumbled…

I watched, suffering as I’d never suffered before, unable to move, my eyes transfixed.

“Unsnap my bra,” I heard my wife say, ever so softly. Mark reached his hands around her, the two of them looking straight into each other’s eyes. A few seconds later, I heard a soft click from behind Dani’s back, and Mark spread her bra open, looking down at her, watching as it fell away from her breasts.

And suddenly, my wife’s breasts were exposed, her pinkish-brown nipples standing at attention, swollen and hard. Mark leaned over and sucked a nipple in his mouth, then his mouth engulfing her whole breast, sucking hard. Dani let out a loud moan, “Ohh fuck, suck it Mark, suck it hard!” frantically wrapping her hands through his hair.

My cock exploded in my pants, nearly doubling me over, and I heard a loud groan, my own.

She pulled Mark’s shirt apart, ripping buttons, pressing her hands to his own little nubbins, breathing hard, scratching at his skin.

After my explosion subsided and I was able to think again, at least a little, I marveled at Mark’s endurance – how?

“Hurry Mark, I can’t take any more, I need you inside me… now… please!”

Dani reached to her side, now it was her fingers shaking, and found her skirt’s zipper, pushing it down, then the skirt to the floor, standing in nothing except the tiniest black, g-string panties and her heels.

Now, we knew, and I understood why she was so self-conscious with her short skirt in his office.

Simultaneously, Mark’s slacks and underwear were down, pushed aside with his foot, and the man was naked except for socks. He wasn’t huge, nothing spectacular that you wouldn’t expect from a sixty-something man, not that I had a vast experience with many sixty-something’s engorged dicks, but it looked hard, very hard.

She climbed on the bed and lifted her hips for Mark to pull her panties down, and I saw his intake of breath when he saw for the first time, Dani’s totally bare, soft-as-a-baby’s-skin, waxed pussy lips.

Seconds later, he was pressing inside her, and Dani began wailing, “Oh fuck, oh fuck,” repeating gibberish, over and over again.

I ran for the bathroom, dropping to my knees in front of the toilet, and lost every bit of that wonderful steak dinner. I thought I’d known how different this would be from Alan and others, but had no friggin’ idea!

I stood back on shaky legs, washed my face with cold water, rinsing my mouth, and opened the bathroom door again… and stepped back into the bedroom.

Dani was writhing on the bed, constant moans coming from her mouth, legs wrapped around his butt, body shuddering, and Mark was driving his cock in and out of her. How the fuck… had he not come inside her?

Dani, on the other hand, was in a constant state of orgasm, as I could tell from her body’s shuddering, the hard grimace on her face, and the noises coming from her mouth.

My legs felt like they were going to buckle, almost unable to breathe, and Mark’s body arched, pressing hard inside her, his face twisted in orgasmic bliss. Dani’s face twisted, eyes rolled back in her head, her fingernails digging into his ass… and she screamed, her body violently convulsing.

Dani had told me many times, after an especially good fuck, that she can feel the cum spurting inside her and how the sensation blows her mind.

And this man, who I was sure had already fallen in love with my wife, and who I was also certain Dani could, possibly already had fallen in love with him… that man was now, at this instant, ejaculating inside my wife. From her reaction, I hadn’t the slightest doubt what his cum inside her was doing to her.

I felt sick, my stomach twisting in knots, and my dick… added to the stain on my slacks from minutes ago, this time not ‘almost’ buckling me over. I collapsed on Mark’s floor, curled into the fetal position, my hand going inside my pants to my cock, pumping, forcing more hot lava from my insides. So. Fucking. Intense!

I lay there on the floor trying to recover some strength, listening to the noises coming from the bed, at least no longer Dani’s screams. It took a few moments, I had no idea how long, but I finally managed to at least sit up. Mark was still on top of her, likely still inside her, and they were kissing, their naked bodies entwined, Dani’s arms around his back, her hands up on the back of his head, lips together, twisting, tongues dancing, that kiss from Reno… times ten!

I stood and stumbled out into the hall, into the first of Mark’s guest rooms, and collapsed on the bed.

I recalled hearing a recording of President Roosevelt’s voice proclaiming ‘A day of infamy’. Well, this had been Dani’s night of infamy.

I pushed my pants and shorts off, embarrassed as to what I’d done in them. I’ve said countless times in these little scribes, I trusted my wife. I still did, that had not changed, she’d sat by my bed, day and night, for four months. One night of passion, no matter how extraordinary, was not going to override that kind of love.

I lay on the bed, exhausted. It had been a very long day, driving from Kennewick to Seattle, the meeting with Mark, dinner, dancing, although I’d only watched. And then… Dani and Mark. I’d known that it would be different, but what I hadn’t known was just HOW different.




Chapter 11

I’d left the doors open, to both Mark’s room and my guest room right across the hall, I wanted to be able to hear. I lay there, listening to the silence, presuming that there would be no sleep in either room. But the silence, it was maddening!

I threw the covers off and looked in the closet, hoping. And there they were, both a men’s and women’s robe, no doubt Jan’s doing. The brief thought went through my mind wondering about Jan’s full name, Mark had never used anything except ‘Jan’. Nor had Marcus in my dream. Was it actually Jan, or maybe Janet, Janice, or even Janelle? Why that name popped into my mind, I had no idea, I don’t ever remember hearing it before. But that was her name, I was certain of it.

Anyway, I put on the robe and crossed the dark hallway to peek into their room. Funny, earlier, after my initial hesitancy, it had seemed natural to be in the room, watching. Now, I felt like I was intruding into something private, a pervert.

Dani and Mark were under the covers, which, in itself, seemed more intimate. Mark was scooted down slightly, sucking on one of Dani’s breasts, making love with it, going from her nipple only to her entire breast in his mouth, back to her nipple. I do that sometimes with Dani and she loves it, she’s told me it’s like I’m ‘making love’ with her tit.

I stood watching, Mark going from one tit to the other and back again, making love with her breasts. I watched until he finally pulled his mouth free, scooted back up, and they were kissing once again, Dani’s naked breasts pressed against his chest. It was like… they were going to sleep in that position, lips pressed together, bodies pressed together, arms around each other.

I went back into my room, took off the robe, and climbed back in bed, still laying there awake, seeing Mark’s lips on my wife’s breasts, seeing his cock sliding inside her, ‘that’ look on her face.

I must have finally dozed, because I awoke with a start, not knowing where I was, bright sunshine streaming in through the window. Why was I naked in a strange bed? Where was my wife? And it gradually began to return, my mind remembering, at least part of it. My first memory was that we had an appointment with Mark at ten to sign papers, then… Dani… she was in the other room, in bed with that same Mark. I was naked because last night… I’d… had an accident, twice, as a matter of fact.

I climbed out of bed, donned the robe from last night, and, taking a deep breath, walked across the hall, looking into the other bedroom.

I was confused once again, the bed was rumpled but empty. Dani… or was it Dani? She was sitting at a vanity, beautiful, probably hand-made by Mark’s wife. It was all coming back, how they’d made love the night before, slept together. And now, he was doing her makeup, except she looked different, her hair, it was a deep red like in Jan’s picture.

Countless times I’d lain in bed watching Dani put on her makeup, how sexy it was to watch her. That was nothing compared to watching this man brushing her cheeks, Dani closing her eyes while he shaded her eyelids, adding mascara to her brows, making her even more beautiful.

And what she was wearing, a cross between a robe and babydoll nightgown, held together by a single clip at her breasts, perfectly sheer, green lace barely covering her bare breasts, and a tiny, just as sheer, matching g-string around her waist, laid open by the babydoll falling away from it. It had to have been Jan’s, who I’d now come to think of as Janelle.

He finished with Dani’s eyes, and began working on her lips, carefully applying a liner like he had done it many times before, then red lipstick, and finally brushing on a lip gloss. I had seen Dani follow nearly the same procedure so many times.

She rubbed her lips together, then looked in the vanity mirror, smiling, and I shuddered, realizing what he’d done. My wife had gone from a ‘half-sister’, to full sister, maybe even twin… that picture on his desk at work, the big portrait we’d seen on his wall, the 8x10 on her vanity - he’d transformed his lover, my wife, into Jan, almost a clone of his late wife!

What are the odds? ‘We’ meet a man in my dreams, Marcus, then virtually the same man in real life, the same… everything. His late wife and my Daniella are nearly twins, Dani, with a little makeup…

She saw me, through the mirror, standing in the doorway, watching her. She stood and walked toward me. My God, beautiful! That negligee, the g-string around her waist, her bright red, long hair carefully brushed in front of her left shoulder, exactly as in his wife’s picture, her makeup done to perfection. I felt… fuck… again, I didn’t know how I felt, this woman was my wife, my wife of twenty-nine years, not only my wife, but my life, my everything! As Mark’s wife had been his.

The way she walked, crossing her legs in front of each other with each step, the swivel of her hips, the smile on her luscious face, her breasts – nipples rubbing back and forth against the lacy material…

“What do you think, you like?” she asked me, “Mark used to do Jan’s makeup for her, he had a tube of her left-over hair dye.” She did a little twirl in front of me.

“He told me I looked like her.”

I nodded, “You do… did, I saw it in the picture on his desk yesterday. Today… you ARE her, she was beautiful, you’re beautiful, you saw it in the mirror and her picture on the vanity?”

“I did, and he said this was her… their favorite nightie, that they always made love when she wore it… and I’m going to make love with him now, like they used to.”

Once again, my heart was suddenly pounding a hole in my chest. Dani turned and walked away, toward Mark. She pulled open the knot on the belt of his silky robe. It opened, and she pushed it off his arms, revealing his nakedness.

I was suddenly rock-hard, the blood rushing to my groin, leaving me light-headed.

Dani kissed him, a lover’s kiss, pressing her body against his, wrapping her hand around his neck, Mark’s hands around Dani’s ass, pulling her to him, pressing fingers… where only mine should go.

She moaned, their kiss intensifying, mouths open, Mark’s fingers pressing inside her…

Dani pulled away, pulling her lover by the hand to his bed ‘their’ bed, and pushed him down on it, his engorged cock straight up, straddled his waist, pushed the panty to the side… and, her face in a grimace, biting her bottom lip, slowly, ever so slowly, impaled herself on his hardness, finally coming groin to groin.

Dani looked over at me, I’d stepped closer, right to the edge of the bed, “It was their favorite position, he says I even sound a lot like her,” and she looked back at Mark, beginning to rock back and forth on him, cooing, moaning in pleasure.

“Don’t let yourself come, Sweetheart, I want this to last, it feels sooo good.”

She called him ‘sweetheart’, just being Jan… or being herself?

They made love, Dani – ‘Jan’, gently rocking on him, Mark moaning, “Oh, Jan, it’s been so long, so good!”

I couldn’t even begin to imagine the torment the man’s been through, could I even survive if Dani…? I couldn’t even say the word, couldn’t even think it.

They made love for the next ten-fifteen minutes, alternating between Mark sucking her tits, kissing, and ‘Jan’ sliding up and down on his cock, the moans coming from both their mouths, Mark’s hands always on the move, somewhere on her body.

Mark was making love to his wife, maybe finally getting to say goodbye.

But all things had to come to an end, and in this case, it was a glorious ending. I closed my eyes when their mutual orgasm began, imagining it was me, how Dani’s pussy would pulsate, squeeze and release me, my imagination feeling what I knew Mark was feeling for real.

And it was over, Dani rolling off, kissing him, and telling him, “Goodbye, Sweetheart, I have to go now.”

She picked up her things that were still strewn on the floor from last night, took my hand, and led me to my guest room. When we sat on the bed, she looked up at me with tears in her eyes and said, “We can never do this again.”

She went into the bathroom, each room had its private bath, and washed her face, washing away ‘Jan’.

Shortly, we were all dressed, Dani and I in our original clothes, and Mark was driving us back to his office. “Can we swing past our hotel, The Four Seasons, first? Dani and I need a change of clothes, and to brush our teeth,” I asked. He agreed, to which I was more than pleased, my pants were… shall we say ‘soiled’. Ugh!

We stopped at the hotel, and I invited Mark up, but he said he’d wait in his car. “We won’t be long,” Dani said, “I just have to take a quick shower and a change of clothes,” Dani’s a simple pair of slacks and turtle-neck sweater. She’d packed away her Giovanni Rossi heels too.

“No rush, I’d called Kelly earlier and told her we’d be a little late.”

Dani was true to her word, for once, her shower was maybe five minutes, and she’d put her hair in a shower cap so no need to dry it afterward. I changed my clothes, brushed teeth, and quickly shaved, and we were back to Mark’s car within twenty minutes.

And it was over, Dani rolling off, kissing him, and telling him, “Goodbye, sweetheart, I have to go now.”

She picked up her things that were still strewn on the floor from last night, took my hand, and led me to my guest room. When we sat on the bed, she looked up at me with tears in her eyes and said, “We can never do this again.”

She went into the bathroom, each room had its private bath, and washed her face, washing away ‘Jan’.

Shortly, we were all dressed, Dani and I in our original clothes, and Mark was driving us back to his office. “Can we swing past our hotel, The Four Seasons, first? Dani and I need a change of clothes, and to brush our teeth,” I asked. He agreed, to which I was more than pleased, my pants were… shall we say ‘soiled’. Ugh!

We stopped at the hotel, and I invited Mark up, but he said he’d wait in his car. “We won’t be long,” Dani said, “I just have to take a quick shower and a change of clothes,”.

“No rush, I’d called Kelly earlier and told her we’d be a little late.”

Dani was true to her word, for once, her shower was maybe five minutes, and she’d put her hair in a shower cap so no need to dry it afterward.

I changed my clothes, brushed my teeth, and quickly shaved, and we were back to Mark’s car within twenty minutes.

Dani’s new wardrobe was a simple pair of slacks and turtle-neck sweater. She’d packed away her Giovanni Rossi heels too

On the way out, I stopped at the front desk and asked if we could get a few minutes leeway on the eleven o’clock checkout, to which he agreed, “But no later than twelve,” he stressed.

I did a little quick math in Mark’s Jaguar on our way to his office, we were in our five-hundred dollar room less than two hours, we could just as well have stayed in a seventy-five dollar Motel 6.

As Kelly had promised, the contract was printed and on Mark’s desk when we arrived. Dani and I read through it and made one small correction to our address, our house is on McAdams Place, not Street. It was reprinted and we all signed.

We stood, Mark and I shook hands, and he and Dani hugged, a long, lingering hug, then Dani gave him a brief kiss on the cheek, “Thank you, Mark, I had a wonderful night,” she told him.

He took her hand, kissing the back of it, “It is I who am thanking you, you have no idea what the night meant to me,” he replied.

Those were the only references to their night of passion, no doubt his cum still leaking from my wife’s pussy.

Dani softly closed his office door on our way out then stopped at Kelly’s desk. “He loves you, you know, please take care of him,” Dani told her.

Kelly looked up at Dani in surprise, “He… told you that?”

She smiled, “Not in so many words, but a girl knows… and yes, he did say it, he just didn’t realize it.”

And we left, returned to our car, returned to our lives.


Chapter 12

Friday afternoon, Dec 4

“Okay, tell me, I want to know… everything,” I told my wife.

We’d just passed the SeaTac exit, Seattle airport, off I-90, after that, the traffic had begun to lighten considerably and conversation would be a little easier. Actually, a lot easier, it was why I hadn’t asked her before, I’m not used to driving in the heavy Seattle traffic.

Dani looked over at me with an inquisitive look on her face, “Everything? That’s kind of broad, isn’t it, you want to try and narrow it down just a bit?”

Yeah, it’d be easier to work through it a little at a time, “That’s fair, a couple specifics come to mind, let’s start with what you told Kelly about Mark, what was that about… ‘not in so many words but he did say it’? What, that he was in love with her, he said it but he didn’t? Seemed kinda cryptic to me.”

“That’s an easy one, we’d gone to sleep, and I woke up horny, not that that was much of a surprise, I’ve been that way since getting dressed at the hotel yesterday until… still am, anxious to get home. Anyway, when I woke up during the night, I was horny, and Mark wasn’t exactly hard so I thought I’d help him out a little…”

Oh, I could see where this was going! “And? Don’t leave me hanging, here, Babe,” I told my wife.

“I… sort of… took him in my mouth…”

“And he got hard, I assume?”

Dani nodded, “Uhuh, but something else too, he was still asleep, I was pretty sure, and moaning. But he said something… Kelly, like ‘Oh Kelly’,”

I looked over at her, “You mean… like she’d done that to him before?”

She shook her head, “I don’t think so, it was more like he was wanting it to be her. And he said some other things too, little things that I don’t even remember now, but he has a thing for her, a serious thing, a girl knows.”

“He’s too much of a gentleman to do anything, she works for him after all, it was why I told her. I’m hoping she’ll take some initiative, because I’m pretty sure she feels the same way.”

“Even with the age difference? She’s what, probably fifteen-twenty years younger than him?”

Dani smiled, one of ‘those’ smiles, “Sweetheart, I can only hope that by the time you’re in your mid-sixties that you can fuck like he can. I’m willing to bet that she'd be well satisfied for a long time.”

Then she added, “You want to hear what happened after he woke up from my little…?” and she sexily licked her glossy lips.

She was teasing me, and it was fucking well working! I’d had those two little ‘accidents’ the night before, but they’d not relieved the pressure, not one iota. God, I wanted her to pull my hard dick out and warm it inside her hot, wet mouth, but somehow, while driving up this slushy, half-slick highway it didn’t seem like such a great idea.

I’d just have to bear it until home. I guess we could stop somewhere, but what we could do at home sounded a whole lot better.

All that went through my mind in a lot less time than it took to write it, a lot less words too.

“Yes,” I told her, my anxiety level rising to at least a ten.

“I kind of got the impression that he and Jan didn’t… he is older and all, maybe they were a little naïve together. But anyway, after he woke up and we’d kissed a while, I directed him behind me and got on my knees. He acted a little confused at first but when I spread my legs apart and he got the idea… I discovered that he wasn’t a ‘gentleman’ at all. Oh my, how he fucked me! Pretty sure it was just me he was thinking of then too. When we get home, we’ll see if his fingernail scratches still show on my hips. Pulled hair too. I had to stuff a pillow in my mouth to muffle the screams, but I was still surprised we didn’t wake you.”

I groaned, fuckkk!

“I’d love to be a fly on the wall when he does that to Kelly,” she added, snaking her hand to my groin, “You’re all hard,” she said, squeezing.

“Trying to drive,” I grumbled.

We stopped at the Red Horse in Ellensburg for a late lunch. “About how much longer to home?” Dani asked before we left the car.

I checked the Nav system, “Couple hours,” I told her.

I ordered a Desoto Dip (roast beef sandwich) and Dani a Daytona Chicken (Teriyaki chicken), and Dani spent most of the time waiting for our food by texting and giggling. “Just Jen,” she said when I asked who she was having so much fun with. Amazing how a woman never seems to outgrow the giggles.

“You know,” I told her, “you could just call her instead of texting, makes a conversation a lot easier.”

She smiled, “I know… but sometimes this is so much more fun.”

Then she added, “You mind if we stop by their place on our way home?” she asked me, “she has something she wants to show me.”

NO! I did not want to stop at Jenny’s, I wanted to get my wife home!

Lunch was good, I’d recommend them anytime. Well, anytime I wasn’t in a hurry to get my wife home, that is. They weren’t quick, shudda stopped at McDonald’s. The food was a lot better though.

And now, Jenny and Richard’s. Dammit!

“What was the deal with this morning,” I asked Dani once we were back on our way, “and I love the new hair color, you should keep it that way.”

She flipped her visor down and looked at herself in the mirror, “I like it too, it’s Madison Reed, Vesuvius Red, think I’ll order some.”

“I’d like that,” and I had to laugh, “have to order enough so the carpet will match the drapes,” I told her.

She smiled, “I think, in my case, we’ve taken out the carpet and left the floor bare,” she said, “you want to recarpet?”

Now I did have to laugh, “No, you’re right, people do seem to enjoy bare floors these days, I know I do. But the drapes color reminds me, tell me about this morning.”

She chuckled (different than her ‘Jenny’ giggles), “I can tell you one thing that I already mentioned, I hope that when we’re in our mid-sixties you can still fuck like he can, that was the third time within about nine hours. You know how much cum I had inside me?”

I looked at her, incredulous, “Not EXACTLY what I meant… but I do see your point. Sooo… this morning?”

She was looking out the window at the big hops fields along the highway, they fascinate me every time we’re on this highway, those series of thirty-foot poles and ropes, cables, whatever they are… It has to cost a fortune to grow those things.

“He was spooning me when we woke up, told me how he used to help Jan with her makeup, so I asked him if he’d like to help me. It never occurred to me that he’d make me ‘her’. And then he asked me to color my hair first, said he still had some of her hair dye. Her portrait was on her vanity and when I sat down there, I saw it, and understood… he was making me into Jan.”

I nodded, it had to be emotional for him, and I had a thought, “Did he ever tell you her full first name, it wasn’t ‘Jan’ was it.”

“No, he used her name a couple times, it was Janelle.”

I nodded, “Pretty name,” I said, exactly what I’d thought. I wondered if Mark in my dreams had made some comment about his wife’s full name, probably Janelle. I had to have gotten it from somewhere, it’s not a common name. I don’t remember ever hearing it before

“It was Jan he was making love with that morning,” she said, her voice pensive, “I think it was his goodbye to her, his closure, at least I’m hoping it was…”

She looked over at me, “And I meant it when I said we can’t do it again, I’m afraid as much as we look alike he’ll transfer his affection to me, and that can’t happen. He has Kelly now.”

We took exit 5B to George Washington Way, left on thirteenth, right on Queensgate Place, and Jenny and Richard’s house was on the left. There were still patches of snow from the storm the previous weekend, but the streets were bare, the snow being a stark reminder from ‘that’ weekend.

“You coming in?” Dani asked me, “she wants to show you too.”

“Show what?” I asked her. All I wanted to do was get my wife home!

“Just… come,” she told me again, after I’d balked at getting out.

I groaned and we went inside with her. I don’t think Dani had knocked on Jenny’s door a single time in her life, at least not since we’ve been married – twenty-nine years. “You here?” Dani yelled when we didn’t see her.

“Upstairs,” Jenny yelled, “come on up.”

She dragged me along with her up the stairs and stopped at Jenny’s bedroom door, looking back at me, smiled… opened the door, stepped aside… and closed it behind us.

Jenny was inside, wearing a pink babydoll, totally sheer, the panties tiny and oh so sheer, hiding nothing… “Your gift to me… and Mark… your turn,” Dani said, “Jen wanted to do this, she wanted it last weekend.”

The blinds were drawn, lights off, candles burning…

Jenny began to step toward me, her hand cupping a breast, fingertips rolling her nipple, a seductive smile on her face, “If you don’t have that shirt off by the time I’m there, I’m ripping it off you,” she said

Her scent was intoxicating, seductive, not her usual perfume. And how this professional dancer can walk. – she doesn’t ‘walk’, she glides, so alluring.

My heart was pounding, and all I could see was that body, barely covered in the sheer lace coming closer, and I began to pull my shirt over my head, unable to take my eyes off her, her glossy lips, her tits… dancer’s tits, small and oh-so perky, pinkish nipples, hard and protruded.

Jenny handed her phone to Dani, “Record… for Richard,” she told her.

She wrapped her arms around my neck, pressing her body against mine, pressing me back against the closed door, her lips against mine. My arms went around her back, to her waist, the material of her babydoll was so soft, my hands sliding lower… lower, pressing her ass to me. Her mouth opened, her tongue exploring… moaning into my mouth, as I was into hers.

And I was lost in her firm softness, our two bodies shaking with excitement.

Her lips moved away and she looked up at me with that beautiful face inches from mine, and breathing heavily, told me, “You’re going to fuck me… and then I’m taking you to my bed and make slow love with you…” Her voice was soft, silky, feminine.

I couldn’t speak, my dick was rock hard.

I am not going to go into the deep philosophical thoughts that were roiling through my brain about how we’d arrived at this time and place. I believe they could be summed up by a single word… Fuckkkk!

Jenny reached down and undid the button and zipper on my blue jeans, pushing them down, my shorts with them. Then, with that smile on her face, looking up at me, she dropped to her knees, and… oh fuck… began licking the precum off my dick, slowly enveloping the head in her mouth. “Oh God,” I moaned, “that’s…” and I couldn’t even begin to put into words what was in my mind.

She slid her mouth down my shaft, sucking… my eyes rolled back into my head, a loud groan escaping. If I hadn’t been hard before…

She wrapped her tongue around me and slowly slid her wet mouth off. “Now,” she said, “fuck me!” and stood back up, her mouth on mine once again.

I was still leaning back against their bedroom door, spun us around, and pushed Dani’s best friend face first against the wall just alongside the door, legs spread apart… and in a single motion, slipped all the way inside her slickness, pushing her satin panties aside.

Her white-hot pussy enveloped me, silky and throbbing, tight, her moans turning to whimpers.

I saw out the corner of my eyes, Dani sitting on one of Jenny’s dining chairs only a few feet from us, one hand inside her slacks, the other pointing Jenny’s phone straight at us.

“Oh God, you feel so good,” I muttered, my cock buried deep inside Jenny’s vagina.

If Jenny wanted to be fucked, I was damn well going to accommodate her! I pulled out, and thrust back inside her, nearly lifting her off the floor, practically losing my mind, Jenny pushing back. I grabbed at her tit, squeezing, feeling her hard nipple against my palm through the soft material. Everything about this was so fucking mind-blowing, how horny I’d been all day, that thing she was wearing, Dani watching, hell, just the fact that this was Jenny I was fucking!

Sorry to say though, that it was a pretty short while before I was exploding inside her. Happy though, that Jenny was right there with me, her pussy squeezing, her body shuddering, incomprehensible jibberish from her mouth, and I’d forced her up on her tiptoes for the grand (and it was FUCKING GRAND!) finale.

Moments later, as we came back down from the waves of ecstasy, our bodies soaked in sweat, I glanced over at Dani, her slacks and thong were down around her ankles, fingers working in and out of her pussy, her other hand holding the phone, pointed straight at her pussy… for Richard!

Jenny and I watched Dani right through her orgasm, and I didn’t know if it was intentional or she’d just sort of lost track of it, but through her orgasm it was pointed straight at her grimacing face.

Jenny was true to her word, leading me to her bed. We lay down together, resuming a kiss that soon became more than white hot, hands caressing and exploring.

Dani was right there with Jenny’s phone, now naked from her waist down

At least I was able to think a little, remembering that night with Jenny in my dream that I’d dared not mention to anyone, how it’d finally gradually come out, then that evening in our hot tub… and our bed the next night, last weekend, Jenny with Jason, Janet’s husband, how I’d been so jealous of him, even with a very naked April on my lap.

Maybe not more than Dani and Mark, as far as bittersweet jealousy, I was certain that would be at the top of my jealousy list until the day I died.

But nothing had prepared me for this evening, what I’d always remember as ‘THE fuck’.

And at that moment, Jenny was whispering in my ear, “I want you inside me.”

We rolled over, me on top, supporting myself on my elbows, looking down at Jenny’s face, her smile, as I slowly pushed inside her, her satin panties once again pushed aside.

We kissed like that, Jenny’s legs wrapped around me, pulling me deeper inside her. Her soft lips, tongue probing, thin but curvy body… for a moment, I felt a twinge of jealousy for Richard before remembering that he was also jealous of me, for Dani.

I don’t know how long we lay like that, bodies smashed together, conjoined, lips sometimes softly together, other times pressing, probing…

Jenny rolled us over, and she sat up, still fully impaled, and closed her eyes, beginning to rock her body back and forth, grinding her pussy down on my groin.

I felt my cock growing with the sensations of her pulsing around me, and sat up, pushing her skimpy negligee away, admiring her naked tits before taking one in my mouth and sucking. Jenny wrapped her fingers through my hair, pulling me harder to her tit and moaned, all the while grinding her groin against mine.

Dani was right there with Jenny’s phone, moving it from one part of our bodies to another, to our faces, leaving no doubt as to the identity of the participants.

I held Jenny in place and swung my legs down on the floor, “Turn on the shower,” I asked my wife.

A few seconds later, she yelled from the bathroom, “It’s hot,” and I carried my wife’s best friend into the steaming hot shower…

ooOoo

“You enjoy our little off-the-path sojourn?” my wife asked me.

We were back in the car just pulling onto George Washington Way, on our way to Kennewick and home.

I looked over at her, watching me closely, “That a real question?” I asked her.

Her grin grew, “What about that shower?”

I closed my eyes, remembering, just for an instant, I was driving after all. Jenny and me in the shower, the steaming hot water running over our bodies, my cock impaled inside her, and how we kissed before she came, squeezing me, her nails digging into my back, and then my own orgasm… “You should have joined us,” I told my wife, “would have been so hot!”

She chuckled, “I was thinking about my shower with Josh Brolin, how I would’ve liked that to have ended that way, just give me another chance!”

I cocked my brows at her, she hadn’t talked about her scenes with him. “I liked the one with you under the covers with him naked, THAT was hot!”

I watched her out of the corner of my eyes, licking her lips, “Except he wasn’t really naked, he had on shorts, it was all faked.”

I looked over, the traffic be damned, “But… how?” I asked, “it was all one continuous scene.”

“Amazing what the editors can do to make it look continuous, I’d never realized. He took off the shorts after I came out from under the covers.”

I frowned, “Now you’ve ruined it for me, I thought you…”

“That I was playing with his dick?” she chuckled.

“Well… yeah, it sure looked like it.”

“Was supposed to look like it, guess it worked, huh. We were both naked in the shower though, if it’s any consolation.”

“Was he… hard?” God, this conversation was getting interesting.

She batted her lashes at me, “Let’s just say… a girl doesn’t tell,” and giggled.

Fuck, seriously!

We pulled into our driveway and sat in the car, me thinking that a hell of a lot had happened since we’d left just the day before. “Think we should build a house out at the farm?” I asked my bride, a change of subject.

I watched her, thinking, “I like this house,” she answered, “maybe put a pool in the back yard?”

I nodded, “Good, I like our house too, and yeah, let’s do a pool.”


Chapter 13

Monday morning, Dec 7, 2020

The first thing we did when we awoke was check the box office receipts. ‘Second Chances’ had gone down but was still nearly triple the second rated movie, $149,482,397. Dani’s four-percent – nearly another six-million dollars!

The rest of our week was relatively routine. Well, I might add to that a bit and mention that our ‘routine’ love life had become fuckin’ awesome! Twenty-nine-year married couples are not supposed to be having the kind of love life that Dani and I were having. Those visions of Dani and Mark, and me and Jenny were damned powerful aphrodisiacs, for both of us. We’ve both been on fire and damned thankful that the kids are out of the house.

The back of the couch, kitchen counters, and Dani’s knees have all taken a beating. Hell, even the hard, kitchen floor became a victim Wednesday morning.

I am not going to go into detail on those ‘encounters’, it would take several chapters, use your imagination.

Dani spent a lot of time on the phone and texting with Jenny too, probably a lot more than I knew about since I was at the store most of the day. Funny, how she’d be giggling with Jenny over texts one minute, and the next, climbing all over her hapless husband. Not that the said hapless husband was complaining, mind you.

Anyway, hard as it may be to believe, there were other things in our lives besides sex, such as; When Troy, the school superintendent, called. He had a list of six names of kids that the math teacher had suggested for beginning calculus, and four others for tutoring. Dani’s excitement was through the roof!

She began making calls to parents, introducing herself and explaining the reason for her call, either the tutoring or the calculus. One by one, I listened as she explained the reason for her call, then, ‘Yes, I am the one in the movie,’ and shortly after, ‘thank you.’ That’s paraphrased a bit, but virtually every call had some variation of those comments. In the end, usually after a return call, all four of the tutoring students were going to sign up and four of the calc students. Dani was ecstatic, and called our attorney to put together an agreement, starting the week of January third. She’d already found her calc textbooks online and ordered ten, just in case she added more kids later, a little over three-hundred dollars, while the tutoring kids will bring their own.

Thursday afternoon, we had a bit of a surprise, a delivery truck backed up in our driveway. I was at work and Dani called me asking if I knew what it was. “No freakin’ idea,” I told her, so she told me she’d find out and let me know.

I’d have offered to run home but the store was busy, it always happens before Christmas, not that I was complaining about that either. I’ve always loved the days before Christmas in the store, and my favorite is the toy aisle that we do for every Christmas. Every. Single. Toy. Made in AMERICA! Cars, trucks, tractors of all types, farm implements, every single one metal and with a lifetime warranty from our store. If it breaks, bring it back with the receipt, and we’ll replace it or refund the money if we can’t. If you’re curious how many we’ve taken back over the years - three, fourteen years and three toys returned. Know how many people buy the toys? Hell of a lot, that’s how many. I wouldn’t even hazard a guess how many toys we’ve sold over the years

.

Dani called me back a little over an hour later, “You won’t believe what was just unloaded,” she told me, leaving her statement hanging

“Ookay, you going to tell me what it was?” I asked her.

She chuckled, “A… no, I think you’ll have to wait till you get home.”

Aahhh! I was planning to go shopping after work. It’s Dani’s fiftieth birthday Monday and we’ve been planning a dinner for Saturday so that Jodi could make it, coming home from Pullman. “I’ll be a little late,” I told her, “something I have to pick up at the store.” I’d ordered her gift and wanted to pick it up.

“It’ll be waiting when you get home,” she said, “I don’t think you’ll miss it, not for long anyway.”

That was how she left it, a total mystery. I guess turnabout is fair play, I think she’ll be a little surprised with her birthday gift too.

It was half an hour after closing when the store finally cleared out, and I knew this would be typical until after Christmas, probably even more so as it got closer. I stopped at the mall and picked up Dani’s present, beautiful! They offered to wrap it but I like to wrap my own presents, it makes them seem more personal.

Dani was right, it was hard to miss as soon as I walked in the house, a beautiful, hand-made walnut dining table and eight matching chairs set up in our dining room. Mark, our financial guru, had sent it, made by his late wife Jan, Janelle.

She showed me the note that he’d sent along with it, in a flowing hand-written script,

‘Robert and Daniella, I cannot thank you enough for the gift you have given me, not only my most wonderful night since Jan’s passing, but the freedom I now feel, the freedom to ‘enjoy’ once again. Jan will always be a huge part of my life but I realize now that my life may go on. The table and chairs were Jan’s most prized creations, and I am happy to have finally found a home for them. One of my clients is another woodworking artisan who was most happy to finish the chairs. The remainder of her creations and ‘shop’ will be donated to Wounded Warriors, her favorite charity.’

‘On a more personal note, Kelly, my assistant, is coming to dinner this coming Friday night.

Mark.’

“Wow,” I told Dani, “sounds like Mark has made a turnaround.”

“I hope so,” she said, “he’s a good person.”

I smiled, “Good in more ways than one, huh.”

She smacked me in the arm.

Dani picked out a Thank You card and hand-wrote a note,

‘Mark, at your house was my pleasure, I should be thanking you. And the dining set, we will cherish it forever as a reminder of both you and Jan. I am attaching a note to the bottom of the table so our family will always know from where it came, Thank you so much for the gift! PS, my husband enjoyed that night as well. We’re happy to hear about your dinner with Kelly, here’s hoping it works out for you both. XOXO, Dani’

Then she wrote out the short note explaining the origin of the table and securely taped it to the bottom of the leaf.

ooOoo

Dani’s birthday dinner on Saturday turned out great, our typical group was there, our two kids, Jon’s wife, Tammy, both sets of parents, and Jenny and Richard, except that Richard was once again at the hospital.

Jodi took it upon herself to fix dinner, lasagna, one of Dani’s favorites. Dani’s mom had made ice cream, and mine baked a cake. Jenny brought the wine, so it had been a group effort, and it couldn’t have been better, “A lot better than last year,” Dani said, quite an understatement. That had been in the midst of my coma, no one knowing if I’d ever awaken or what might remain if I did. Thank God, that was in the past!

There was a lot of exclaiming how beautiful the dining set was and questions about where we’d gotten it. Dani explained about Mark and his wife, Jan, leaving out the part about ‘that night’.

“Hard to believe it was fifty years ago that our baby was born. Your dad and I were so excited that day, and you’ve made us proud every day since,” her mom told Dani, making her cry.

“Best mom and dad a girl could ever have,” Dani told her, and the three of them gave a long, tight group hug.

After the cake and ice cream, it was time for Dani’s gifts. Fortunately, Richard had been able to get away from the hospital and came in just in time for Dani’s gift opening. Mine was the last that she opened, a larger box with three smaller ones inside. After she opened the first one, the larger of the three, her hand flew to her mouth and she exclaimed, “Oh my God, it’s so beautiful, an emerald and diamond heart-shaped necklace on a gold chain. When she’d recovered enough to take it out and look at it, her eyes were glowing, and I couldn’t have been happier for her. She loves jewelry but had never had anything even remotely like it. She opened the other two boxes, matching earrings and bracelet, quite different than the typical costume-jewelry we usually buy.

She looked beautiful wearing them with her light pink, satin blouse. Maybe I was a little prejudiced but from the raves she got from the rest of our family, I thought it was a fairly common sentiment. I done good!

Jodi went home with Jon and Tammy, and when she kissed me goodbye on the cheek, told me, “I’m guessing you and Mom will want a little alone time.”

A few minutes later, it was just the four of us, Dani and me, Richard and Jenny. “Sorry, but you’re not going to get that alone time,” Jenny told Dani, pulling her in for a kiss, not a ‘friend, good-night’ kiss either. We were very soon in our bedroom, Dani and Jenny undressing each other, Richard and me watching. “Think we’ll want a chair,” I told Richard.

But first, neither of us wanted to miss even a second of the ‘unwrapping’, not the way the two girls were caressing each other’s bodies, taking turns sucking each other’s nipples, and the moans… oh, the moans!

I’ve watched Dani get naked thousands of times over our almost thirty years together. It’s never gotten old, especially the last nine months or so, but throw Jenny into the equation… and fuckkkk!

Richard and I quietly decided that we didn’t need chairs, neither of us were going to step out of that bedroom.

The two girls laid down on the bed, still caressing each other. Jenny scooted down just a bit, taking one of Dani’s nipples in her mouth, and her hand inching down below her navel, between her legs, her fingers pressing between Dani’s lips.

Dani moaned, her hips bucking, encouraging Jenny’s fingers inside her…

Richard and me? My dick was hard like a steel rod, my heart pounding a hole in my chest. I didn’t know about Richard’s heart but from the lump in his slacks, his ‘man part’ was just as swollen and hard as mine.

They rolled over, Dani climbing on top, Jenny turning around so that her head was at the foot of the bed, Dani straddling her, lowering her mouth to Jenny’s pussy and her pussy to Jenny’s mouth, and the two girls…

Fuck, I nearly lost it!

They were intermixing the groans with the licking, Jenny’s hands on Dani’s ass, pulling her down, Dani’s face between Jenny’s legs, mouths and tongues working with intermittent moans,

I was doing my best to keep my wits about me, not letting my dick explode in my pants, when Jenny pulled away from Dani’s pussy, and looked out at her husband, “What you waiting for, Babe, get over here, fuck this bitch in heat.”

Then I heard my wife’s bated breath, “Yeah, fuck this bitch!”

Richard wasted no time shedding his shirt and dropping his pants. In the space of about two heartbeats, he was on his knees behind Dani, his wife, Dani’s best friend, gazing up at her husband’s cock coming closer to Dani’s pussy.

Jenny’s face was right there, inches away. She reached up, gripping her husband’s dick, holding it right there, at Dani’s entrance, and my heart and breathing stopped, just waiting…

“Now, push, hard,” she told her husband… and Dani screamed, Richard’s cock suddenly buried inside her… a birthday to remember.

Richard rested right there, letting Dani squirm, rocking back, gasping for air. Richard might not be an Alan Ryder in the dick department but he wasn’t a dwarf either. The cock that was now impaled inside my wife was bigger than mine, at least fatter, maybe not longer, and it was making quite an impact inside Dani.

Or maybe, it was the fact that her best friend was underneath her at that same moment staring up at her husband’s now fully buried cock. Whatever it was, Dani was in full groaning mode, and when he pulled nearly out of her and slammed back in, his fingers digging into her hips, it turned into more of a wail, Jenny’s pussy seemingly fully forgotten.

Our friend was fucking my wife… hard! He grasped her hair, pulling her head back, slamming inside her. This was Richard, gentle Richard, the pediatrician?

“Think you should fill her other end,” Jenny said, tearing her eyes away from the fucking her husband was giving my wife for just a moment to look at me, “seeing as it’s her fiftieth birthday party and all.”

Hell, I wasn’t above sacrificing myself.

Richard had just set a new world speed record for getting his clothes off and his dick inside my wife, it was up to me to break it.

Not sure if I did or not but it was at least a tie, and with Richard pulling her hair like he was, her mouth was in the perfect position to be fucked… and I felt every one of Richard’s thrusts and the vibrations of Dani’s moans, and in no time her lips were on my groin, my dick in her throat throat, and on the brink of…

Fuck, it hit me all at once, all of it, Dani being pushed onto me by our friend, Jenny and Dani with each other, Jen still naked underneath, “Dani, I’m…” and that was all I could get out before it hit, the orgasm wracking through my body, gusher after gusher down Dani’s throat, all of which started a massive chain reaction.

Dani’s body froze up in spasms, gurgling noises coming from her mouth, and I knew from experience what that was doing to Richard’s dick inside her pussy. He bellowed out obscenities, and Jenny underneath started squealing and spasming as well.

“I trust you had a good birthday party,” Jenny told Dani some time later after we’d recovered and dressed.

She laughed, “Think it was the best party ever, especially the ending,” Dani told her.

“You know I have a birthday coming up before long,” Jenny hinted.

We all laughed, “Halloween isn’t exactly ‘before long’, and I’m not sure exactly how it’d work since your parents are almost always overnight guests,” Dani told her.

She frowned, “We can make it a delayed birthday party then, after they go home.”

So the planning was already underway for Jenny’s next birthday in a little over ten months.

ooOoo

It was Dani’s first Christmas at the farm in thirty-plus years, my first ever, and it was wonderful. We bought decorations and had the whole place lit up from the gate, the barn, and especially around the house. Nobody paid attention to the cost but we must have spent over a thousand dollars for decorations and lights. Dani said that her grandparents usually had a tree, a wreath on the door, and a few miscellaneous decorations inside.

We went through old trunks and the only original decoration we found was the old Christmas angel tree topper, so it went on top of the tree. None of the lights worked, and those type of lights were nonexistent well over half a century after it was new, but no matter, the angel took her rightful place atop the tree once again after all those years.

Dani’s mom couldn’t have been prouder. She took a picture of the tree with the angel on top, had two copies printed into 8x10s, bought frames, and we took them to the cemetery where Grandma and Grandpa were laid, leaning one against each of the stones. We were all sure that Grandma and Grandpa were proud.

Our only problem was that we had two sets of parents and Christmas has always been hard to accommodate both. This year the problem was solved, my parents were at the farm as well, sleeping in one of the guest bedrooms, with Dani and I in the other.

Jon, Tammy and Jodi set up a tent in the barn, complete with those big, deep air mattresses from Costco and an electric heater. I offered to help with the tent but the three of them said they were sure they could handle it. Our Christmas family problem was solved, once and for all. Thankfully, it wasn’t going to be nearly as cold as Thanksgiving had been, the forecast was for thirty-four degrees, no precipitation, not exactly balmy but a heck of a lot warmer than five or however many degrees it had been.

Christmas Eve was magical, the tree piled high with gifts for all of us, and Jodi, being the youngest, was Santa, handing out the gifts one by one. I won’t get into what the gifts were, it’d take at least the next ten pages, except Dani’s gift to me. I saved it for last, a fairly big box, about two feet cubed.

I opened it, carefully ripping the paper to shreds, and it was just a cardboard box taped closed. I wasn’t even able to imagine what Dani might have gotten. Mom brought a knife, and I cut the box open, expectantly pulling out the wadded paper. Another box, wrapped just as carefully, minus the bow.

I opened four boxes before getting to what had to be the last, about three inches square and an inch deep. “If there’s another box in here, I’ll…” I told Dani, no idea what I’d do except open another one. Everyone was laughing with every box I opened.

That last box contained a silver and black key fob. “Your real present was a little too big to wrap, it’s in the barn,” Dani told me, so the nine of us put on our jackets and trooped out to the barn, my heart pounding, now knowing what was out there and why the kids wouldn’t let me help with their tent.

I stood there, barely inside the door, gawking, inside was a shiny new, green and silver Ram 1500 Limited pickup. “Hope you weren’t just kidding about what you wanted…”

I couldn’t even speak, just walked around the thing in a trance, cream-colored leather upholstery… “Jon helped me pick it out, we both thought you’d like the color.”

“Uhh, yeah,” I mumbled, still hardly able to speak. I opened the door and the power running boards lowered. I climbed in, it was like sitting in Richard’s Mercedes, so plush, not exactly like the old pickups from when Dani and I were kids.

I pressed the start button and heard or felt virtually nothing, just saw the tachometer show that the engine was running, then realized we were still inside the barn so shut it off. The computer monitor on the dash looked more like my seventeen-inch laptop screen.

I climbed out and kissed Dani, the kind of kiss one doesn’t normally do in front of eight other people, but I didn’t give a damn about that, they could turn away if they wanted.

“Thank you, I LOVE it,” I told Dani when I’d recovered a little breath from the kiss.

Somehow, the ankle bracelet I’d bought Dani seemed a little… little. She seemed to love it though, when she’d opened it, diamond, gold and emerald to match the jewelry I’d bought for her birthday. Funny, the sales girl when I ordered it, asked me if I knew what it signified. “It matches the others,” was what I told her. She laughed, and I must have looked exactly like I felt, no idea what she was talking about or laughing about. I still didn’t.

She told me to never mind, that it wasn’t important, “But be sure to tell her to wear it on her left ankle.”

Then the expression on both Tammy’s and Jodi’s faces when Dani put it on, like there was some inside joke that neither Dani or I had any idea of.

Dani loved it though, she thought it was beautiful, emerald, and diamonds in a heart shape, gold chain, matching the others, and it looked so sexy on her ankle. Still, it was pretty piddling compared to a new pickup.

Christmas dinner was stupendous. My dad had a prime rib he cooked on his portable pellet grill, there were salads, baked potatoes, carrots, and four pies. The only thing was that we needed a bigger table. I decided then and there that Mark’s walnut dining set would be a much better fit in this house than ours, and now I had a way to haul it, if I could figure out how without scratching the pickup bed, lol. Maybe without scratching the table or chairs would be a more appropriate concern, I thought as I chuckled.

After dinner was my first opportunity to take the pickup for a drive, unfuckingbelievable! Maybe not up to Mark’s Jaguar standards, but close enough to not be able to tell much difference, except so much bigger. Plus, that ‘baby diesel’ was getting twenty-eight miles per gallon.

It was after the drive that I parked the pickup back in the barn, didn’t want it to get sunspots on the paint, ya know. Jon and Dani went in the house with our parents, leaving me, Jodi and Tammy in the barn. They motioned me to join them in their tent for a few minutes, so we sat in the camp chairs inside with the electric heater full on, “Dad, I love the anklet you got Mom, but I’m guessing you don’t know what it signifies, do you?” Jodi asked.

There was that question again, ‘what it signifies’. “Well, I’m even more curious now, the girl at the jewelry store mentioned something but wouldn’t explain, just told me to be sure and have her wear it on her left ankle.”

The girls giggled, both rolling their eyes, “Dad, when a woman wears an anklet on her left ankle it means she’s a… hotwife.”

“Well, what’s wrong with that, your mom’s a wife and she’s definitely hot, so…?”

Snickers, that’s what I got, leaving me more confused than ever. “Dad, it’s a hotwife, one word, not hot wife,” intentionally exaggerating the two words, “like you’re thinking of Mom. A hotwife is a married woman who sleeps with other men with her husband’s permission.”

Well, I guess the first question that went through my mind was, ‘And my daughter knows this, how?’ Dani and I had practically been living it the last couple months and we’d never heard the term. How the hell did Jodi and Tammy know it, and how would they know what the bracelet meant? Secondly, Dani kinda, sorta does qualify, except I didn’t think that the girls knew about it, we’ve tried to be discrete around the kids.

“I… wow… That’s what that sales girl wouldn’t tell me? What about the right ankle, same thing?”

“Right ankle, it’s just a piece of pretty jewelry, maybe you should suggest she wear it that way instead of her left.”

Actually, I liked the left ankle thing, not that I was going to tell Jodi and Tammy that.




Chapter 14

We flew to Tampa, the four of us, Dani and me, Jenny and Richard. I’d suggested driving the new truck, how much fun it’d be to take a long road trip with it, but it was the end of December. While we were sitting in the living room talking about it, I checked the weather along the route we’d take, an ice storm was forecast in Wyoming, all the way through Kansas, not exactly ideal cross-country driving conditions. It was disappointing but reality had its place, we were NOT driving. Besides, the store was always especially busy the week after Christmas, so it was for the better that I not be gone all week.

We made the trip on Wednesday, the thirtieth. Alan and April’s wedding rehearsal was to be on New Year’s Eve, then an after party for the men and another for the women in the wedding party. That’s all we knew, nothing about the parties.

But that was the next day, Wednesday when we arrived, the four of us were tired, we’d made a single-room reservation, two queen beds, at the Marriott, the hotel where Dani and I had stayed on the occasions we were in Tampa.

They have two-bedroom suites but we opted for the one room, two bed thing, I’m guessing you probably know why.

We had dinner in the Marriott’s restaurant, not exactly Ryder’s Bar and Grill (no fried ice cream) but passable. Admittedly, their rib steaks were pretty good.

After dinner, up in our room overlooking the Hillsborough River, Jenny asked Dani, “You too tired?” I had no clue what she was talking about but knowing Dani and Jenny, was eager to find out. After all, we did have one room, two beds.

Dani smiled at her, “Never,” she answered, the two of them rummaging in their suitcases, each pulling out a small bag and disappearing in the bathroom. Apparently, whatever it was had been preplanned. Richard turned on the TV and we settled back for what we both knew would be a long wait.

Dani and I were in Tampa with Jenny and Richard, and I couldn’t help but remember a conversation in our new hot tub months ago, I’d told them about Anna, ‘Onna’, in her Swedish accent. I’d actually met her when I was here with Elle, my short-time girlfriend, while Dani was off in Montana filming her movie. ‘Onna’ was exactly as I’d met her in my coma, beautiful, long golden-blonde hair, the most beautiful woman I’d ever met, a part-time, amateur stripper at a very exclusive strip club where every one of the performers is an amateur with a real job, there just for the excitement of stripping.

What I hadn’t known then was that in her real, daytime life, Anna was a defense attorney with a nearly perfect win record. She enjoys ‘unwinding’ by occasionally taking her clothes off in front of a crowd, ALL of her clothes. Also, enticing others, like Dani in my dream and Elle for real, to take theirs off as well.

Anyway, what I started to say when I got off on a tangent was that Dani and Jenny went all wowzi when I told them about Anna and the strip club. They both wanted to go there and take part in the action, and I was hoping to hell and back that it would happen at some point on this trip. God, my dick was solid steel just thinking about it, envisioning Dani and Jenny on that stage, maybe even with ‘Onna’.

I was surprised, our girls were only gone a few minutes until the bathroom door opened, and they popped back in the room, both naked except for a VERY skimpy thong, Dani’s tits bouncing when she walked, and Jenny’s smaller ones holding firm as she glided across the floor. Perhaps I’ve mentioned once or twice before, Jenny’s career was as a professional dancer and she doesn’t just walk, she glides, like there’s no such thing as gravity, her feet not even touching the floor. Sexy as fucking hell, especially when she’s wearing nothing except that thong.

Jenny began to explain, “Okay boys, here’s what’s happening, Dani’s holding two brand new, unopened toothbrushes. One’s hers and one’s mine. You guys decide who’s going to pick a toothbrush and that’s who’s going to fuck you.”

Hearing Jenny using the ‘F’ word was just mind-blowing, something I’ll never get used to.

“So, who picks?” she asked again after several seconds of Richard and me just staring at two nearly naked, sexy women.

I whispered in Richard’s ear, and he finally said, “The red one.” I think it’s Jenny’s favorite color, except she’d know that he knew, so…

Our wives smiled, “Time for you boys to get yourselves naked,” Dani told us, “pick your beds, we’ll be right back,” and they disappeared back in the bathroom.

I whipped off my clothes and laid down on the bed closest to the window, Richard on the other, both our dicks hard and pointing straight up. It was only a matter of seconds before they were back, this time holding a black blindfold and two fuzzy handcuffs each.

Dani straddled my chest and secured one hand to the corner of the bed, the other to the opposite corner, Jenny doing the same to her husband, “For your own good,” she told me, “I know you’d get handsy with boobs, probably mouthy too, and it’d be a for-sure giveaway.”

She was right, we would and it would, Dani’s tits are much more generous than Jenny’s smaller ones, not that I thought they could hide other obvious differences anyway. I sure wasn’t going to spoil the fun though. Also, just as a backup, I memorized Dani’s perfume, different than what Jenny had worn during the day. Then she put the blindfold over my eyes and the world went completely dark.

She leaned over me, “One last kiss from you-know-who,” and I felt her lips on mine, her tongue probing, and I opened my lips to welcome her. It had been a long day of travel and now Dani…

She pulled away just as the kiss was getting good, very good, and climbed off of me onto the floor, leaving me alone, my dick screaming for attention, my arms instinctively pulling at their restraints, writhing to get free.

I had a pretty good idea what was coming, just not when… or who, or is it ‘whom’? Those are two words that leave me totally flummoxed, and what a stupid time to worry about ‘who’ or ‘whom’.

A few minutes later (when you’re horny, naked, blindfolded, and tied to the bed, time has a whole different perspective), “We’re going out, boys, be back a little later… maybe,” and I heard the door open and close.

What the fuck?

“Rich, you there?”

“Yeah, was just about to ask you.”

“You know anything, what’s going on?”

“Same as you, Buddy.”

Had our wives gone out of the room wearing nothing except those thongs? No fucking way, but what a hot thought.

Rich and I laid there in the dark, blindfolded and handcuffed to the bed, struggling, pulling at the handcuffs, and I couldn’t help but think about Stephen King’s book and movie, ‘Gerald’s Game’, the woman struggling to free herself from her handcuffs in a remote mountain cabin after her husband suddenly died during their sex games.

Maybe we weren’t in quite that dire of a situation but you won’t convince a horny, irrational man of that. When the door creaked open again, and we heard giggling girls, it was a huge relief, our lives had been spared. It probably hadn’t been much longer than a couple minutes.

And then I felt warm lips on one of my nipples, then an ice cube pressed to it, the warm, sexy lips and ice trading back and forth until it was just the lips. Not a word, nor hint whose lips they might be, except the same perfume as Dani had been wearing earlier.

I let out a little groan in enjoyment of her ministrations and felt her lips and tongue moving lower on my body. Her mouth stopped, the tongue tickling my navel for just a few seconds, and then moved further down. Every muscle in my body was tensed, anticipating… and there it was, her tongue, her lips on the head of my cock, tongue swirling, lips sucking. I couldn’t have been harder, God it felt good.

Fuck, and I seriously had no idea, Dani or Jenny.

She climbed on the bed, straddling my legs, scooting up… and I heard Richard moaning on the other bed. Was he moaning to my wife? Or his? Did he know?

A moment later it was me moaning, her pussy sliding down my dick, enveloping me in her wet, slippery heat, not a sound, not from either girl. She was sliding up and down, her hands on my chest, and I could visualize either Dani or Jenny biting their lip, trying to keep their moans inside, and damned well succeeding.

I still had no fuckin’ clue. My guess was that it was Jenny fucking me, she felt different than Dani, but I also knew that if it was Dani, she’d be trying to make herself feel different, as would Jenny.

Either way, it wasn’t long, the not knowing, and I wasn’t able to hold back, pulling at my arms, my hips bucking, she pressing herself down on me. Her muscles clenched, both our bodies shuddering, and I knew, for certain.  It was Dani fucking me… or Jenny, certainly one of the two, no fucking doubt.

I was panting afterward, so was she when she climbed off of me, and it was several more minutes before Dani, and I was sure it was Dani because she pulled off the blindfold with that sexy, slutty grin on her face.  I looked over at Jenny just having taken the blindfold off her husband.

“So, which?” I asked of whichever one might answer.

“You’ll never know, not unless one of us gets pregnant,” Dani told me.

Yeah, right, Dani had had a tubal ligation twenty-one years ago after Jodi was born. Rich and Jen had never been able to have kids. It used to be a serious issue with them but not for the last many, many years, besides Jenny had turned fifty on Halloween, and Dani just a couple weeks ago, not much chance of pregnancy, as in none, zero.

Dani’s perfume was the same as my ‘whoever’ lover had been wearing. Of course, Jenny was wearing the same perfume, so…

Dani clicked the handcuffs free then snuggled in with me, both of us still naked, and morning came, New Year’s Eve, wedding rehearsal day.


Chapter 15

Dec 31, 2020, Tampa

The day had arrived! Well, not THE day, wedding day, but Alan and April’s rehearsal day, New Year’s Eve. The four of us were in Tampa, Jenny and Richard’s first time. They’d never been to Florida before, so Dani and I gave them the tour, what we knew of it anyway; the waterway, Pirate Water Taxi, Princess Ulele, and so on. We ate lunch at Jackson’s Bistro, the same place where Alan, Dani, and I had dinner that night in my dream, the place where Dani had collapsed on the ladies’ room floor, begging Alan to fuck her.

I explained to Richard and Jenny how I’d seen all of these without ever having known that any of it even existed. Richard, ever the doctor, again told me I should see a specialist, that maybe they could determine how all of it happened. I politely agreed that I should, not that I ever would. I do NOT need to be psychoanalyzed. Besides, some things are just meant to remain a mystery forever.

We stopped at the Candle Pour and the girls made pretty, scented candles as a souvenir, then Francesca’s, where Dani and Jenny were on cloud nine, buying pretty clothes. Dani found a dress that she fell in love with, the exact dress from my dream that she’d bought to wear to Alan’s restaurant’s grand opening… that he later took off her in our hotel room. “I need something nice for the rehearsal tonight,” she explained.

Jenny found a dress too, even a bit more risque than Dani’s. I was anxious to see both girls dressed up later, and I hoped… hope, hope, hope, that we’d eventually visit Anna’s strip club, where Dani had ‘performed’ in my dream, later fucked by Alan, leaning up against his truck in the parking lot. Now, THAT would be fun. From the look on Richard’s face, he was thinking much the same thing. I’d told them both about that little trip, maybe leaving out the part about Dani being so thoroughly fucked afterward.

Our girls looked absolutely gorgeous in their new dresses, sexy as hell, and Dani brought back the memory of that other night in my dream, meeting Alan for the first time after thirty-some years. And later, in our hotel room…

We met April’s two younger sisters – May, her middle sister, and June, her youngest at the rehearsal. All three looked interchangeable… and all three were accomplished flirts. I wondered what their parents would have named a boy. May was April’s Maid of Honor, and June, Dani, and another girl, Luna, who worked under April at the studio, were bridesmaids.

We also met Brad Johnson, Tampa Bay’s Super Bowl quarterback, Joel Peterson and Chris Davidson, also of the Super Bowl team, and Alan’s cousin, Kevin (as opposed to Tevin in my dream). Brad was Alan’s best man, the other three his groomsmen.

Jenny, Richard, and I were all bystanders, twiddling our thumbs and girl-watching, while the wedding consultant situated everyone just as she wanted them.

I wondered aloud to Richard about Alan’s parents, I’d have thought they’d be at his rehearsal. Some other guy sitting alongside me leaned over and whispered to me that his parents had been killed in a car crash, a drunk driver, seventeen years ago, “It’s why he’ll never serve alcohol in his restaurants,” the guy explained. He looked vaguely familiar but I never did find out who he was, probably another football friend.

At least they’d gotten to see their son win that MVP award at the Super Bowl, what a thrill that’d be for any parent.

The rehearsal lasted well over an hour. Afterward, we were invited to Alan’s bachelor party, which I’d been looking forward to since that Saturday morning when Alan and April told us about their engagement. Suddenly, though, without Dani and Jenny there, it didn’t sound nearly so appealing, or to Richard either.

Instead, he and I spent New Year’s Eve watching The Shawshank Redemption, then Gone with the Wind. Midnight, passing into 2021, came and went without even a notice… and without our wives. Exciting, huh?

It was two-eighteen in the morning when the two giggling women came through the door. I remember the exact time because I’d just looked at the clock radio two minutes before, wondering if they were coming or not.

Dani stood beside the bed and dropped her dress right there, nothing at all underneath it, then climbed into bed with me, her breath smelling strongly of whiskey. You have to understand that Dani doesn’t drink, some wine, but that’s all, and a VERY occasional mixed drink, one only. Her breath that night was a LOT more than one drink.

“Wanna fuck,” she announced in a voice that half the Meridian must have heard.

Now, I’m not one that would typically take advantage of an inebriated woman, but this was my wife, and the way she was crawling all over me by the time I even caught up with what she’d said, it didn’t seem exactly like ‘taking advantage’. I guess it wasn’t exactly me taking advantage when it was Dani who crawled up between my legs and sucked my hard cock all the way down her throat in about half a nanosecond.

Jenny, on the other hand, seemed to have passed out the instant she hit their bed.

My eyes rolled back in my head, and I groaned. This was fucking epic, the way that Dani’s tight throat felt!

She pulled off me, slobbering all over me as she pulled her mouth off, looked over at Richard, who was intently watching her… and why not, naked, her tits hanging free, pussy wide open, her lips up against my balls, or at least they had been. “Come hither,” she muttered, “’elp my hubby fuck me!” and then she motioned toward her passed-out best friend, “she’dwantchato,” and she swiveled her ass, going back to her task of swallowing my dick.

Richard, ever loyal to whatever his Jenny would want, assuming that Dani would know, I guess, climbed off his bed, dropped his jammie bottom (why the fuck was he wearing jammies?), and climbed on the bed behind Dani.

It didn’t take a rocket scientist to figure out what had transpired when Dani’s body jerked forward, and I felt a rumble coming from inside my wife.

Her body jerked over and over, and I felt every one through her mouth. If anyone ever tells you that you’ll eventually get used to your dick down your wife’s throat while some other guy is fucking her from behind, tell them they’re out of their fuckin’ ever-lovin’ mind!

Suffice it to say that three bodies were spasming in unison, Richard and I shooting cum inside my wife from both ends, her body writhing uncontrollably.

When it was over, Richard climbed up on the bed and snuggled against Dani’s naked body. I rolled off the other side and climbed in the other bed next to Jenny, still about eighty-seven percent turned on, doing a lot of wondering what had transpired at April’s bachelorette party.

What I truly wanted to do, though, would have been taking advantage of an inebriated woman for real, so I just snuggled next to Jenny and wrapped an arm around her, pulling her naked body to me.

It was nearly ten the next morning when Dani started to stir. Richard was up and in the bathroom, and I was awake, still in Jenny’s bed, but had let the two of them sleep, hoping that more sleep would alleviate some of the misery that I knew they’d both be feeling when they awoke. I couldn’t vouch for before we were married, but was fairly sure that neither had any experience with a next-day hangover.

I was watching Dani waking up when her eyes suddenly shot open, she sat up in bed, and announced in a panicked voice, “Oh my God, Jen, wake up, we’re supposed to be at the venue by noon to get ready for pictures.

Then she looked around, shocked that I was in bed with Jenny and the other side of her bed had obviously been slept in. “What… happened last night?”

I rolled my eyes and chuckled. I’d been sober and knew exactly what happened. Well, after Dani and Jenny got back to the room, that is, I had no clue about their before. My guess, though, from Dani’s reaction when she’d climbed in bed with me, was that whatever it had been, it’d been sexy.

I was a little confused, though, because Dani was in the wedding party and Jenny wasn’t. Why did Jenny have to be anywhere before the wedding? Ah well, not my place to question, my wife was on a mission.

Jenny was just as frantic when she regained consciousness, first begging for a whole bottle of Tylenol, then the two of them taking turns in the shower, working on hair, and all those things a woman has to do to become presentable after a night of debauchery?

One had had her share of debauchery just in our room. Not that I was complaining, mind you, Richard either, I imagined.

By eleven-eighteen we were down in the hotel’s dining room, Dani and Jenny carefully holding their heads and eating a salad, Richard and I a giant three-thousand calorie bacon-cheeseburger and fries. Don’t tell me it’s not fair, it is what it is.

Dani and Jenny were at the wedding venue fourteen minutes late, twelve-fourteen. It was a big outdoor site and relatively small building, more like a park than anything else, although I hadn’t seen many parks quite that opulent; green grass, palm trees, flowers, it was more like an elaborate outdoor arboretum. There must have been a thousand chairs set up in front of the huge gazebo.

Richard and I made ourselves scarce, the wedding wasn’t until seven. We drove around, past Alan’s house, and I remembered the city park that was a block down his street then across Bayshore Boulevard, the park Alan took Dani that night in my dream, blindfolded and in the harness contraption he’d fucked her in right before.

I didn’t mention any of that to Richard, though, just that I knew the park was there from my dream. The walking path they followed and met another couple on was there too, just as I remembered it.

Richard and I were there at six-thirty, and those thousand or so seats were already about two-thirds filled. Alan and April apparently know a LOT of people. Of course, Alan’s football career, his two restaurants, and April’s career with the studio, translates into lots of friends and acquaintances.

Jenny’s role turned out to be the guest list, making sure that each guest signed the book and taking care of the gifts. She wore a gorgeous, but modest off the off-the-shoulder, floor-length dress, except there wasn’t a floor, just grass.

We saved Jenny a seat next to her husband, which she claimed when it was time for the wedding and her duties were done.

At seven sharp the music started playing. A preacher and Alan were standing in front, Alan looking happier than I’d ever seen him, dressed in a turquoise tuxedo.

Luna, April’s co-worker and Joel Petersen walked up the aisle arm-in-arm, followed by Dani and Kevin, Alan’s cousin. He was tall and very good-looking, exactly like Tevin from my dream. Dani and all the bridesmaids were wearing lavender, knitted dresses, stretched so that you can see through it to bare skin in all but the most crucial places where the knitting was much tighter, almost like the dress Dani wore that night to Anna’s strip club.

The three couples, including Chris Davidson, of the Bucs and June, April’s youngest sister split up, the men on the right, women on the left.

I stared at Dani, trying to see if I could detect panties or a bra through the knit fabric. No such luck but she looked radiant and beautiful, her red hair flowing freely, obviously done that day, and when she turned toward the crowd I saw her beautiful face, still impossible to tell about either bra or panties.

Then the best man and maid of honor, Brad Johnson and May, April’s middle sister, a slightly darker lavender to set them off from the others.

The wedding march followed with two children, a boy and girl, scattering flowers along the pathway, followed close behind by April, dressed in what looked like a silk dress that I won’t even begin to describe, other than what you’d expect and more, ravishing, and her grinning dad by her side, their arms linked together.

The ceremony seemed long but was beautiful, every part of it. April and Alan had obviously written their own vows, they exchanged rings, and the ‘You may kiss the bride’, was NOT PG-rated.

After the ceremony, everyone was jubilant, more pictures were taken, the line congratulating the bride and groom was long, so that Richard, Jenny, and I skipped it entirely. We knew we’d get an opportunity to congratulate the bride and groom later.

We must have met the entire Buc’s team from that Super Bowl, along with team members from before and after. Jon, back home, would have been ecstatic to meet so many of his childhood heroes.

It was after ten when all was done, over three hours. We’d joined the wedding party in a small area set off just for a little quiet and privacy, and Alan suggested we go out to celebrate. I guess he and April didn’t feel any great rush to consummate their marriage as they’d been living together since before Thanksgiving, and no doubt ‘consummated’ it nightly.

Most of the group bowed out, one reason or another. Alan’s football buddies and their wives had already gone home, somewhere else, anyway, and April’s sisters and Alan’s cousin, Kevin, left. Even Janet and her husband had left, so it ended up Alan and April, plus Jenny, Richard, Dani, and me. I was looking forward to a fun night ahead, maybe even a semi-reenactment of Thanksgiving weekend.

April was still in her gown, Alan in his tux, and Dani in her loosely knitted and very sexy bridesmaid dress, with Richard and me wearing nice sports jackets and slacks.

We all piled in our cars, Alan and April in his big Ford King Ranch truck, even the same polished, two-tone blue and white as it had been in my dream, the four of us in our rented Camry. Alan led the way, and my senses were on full alert, certain that I knew where he’d be taking us.

I’d been there twice, once in my dream and the other in real life with Elle, my temporary girlfriend while Dani was in Montana filming her movie. Janet took us, she wanted me to meet Anna, the gorgeous attorney/amateur stripper, and yes, Anna had convinced Elle to take her clothes off on stage.

Elle went back to her husband, and the last I’d heard, they were doing well together now that they understood each other a little better. I talked to her occasionally in the bank where she’s the prettiest loan officer in the Tri-Cities.

Would Anna be there tonight, I wondered? She’d told us that it’s what she does after a stressful day in court, defending some miscreant, ‘always innocent’, she’d told us with a laugh. Obviously, there was no court on New Year’s Day, so…?

I started recognizing things when we got closer to the industrial area the club is in, and my heart rate began spiking. This was actually going to happen, what I’d imagined for so long. Dani and Jenny had initially been excited about the possibility, then had unmercifully teased each other about stripping. Plus, knowing April, I was sure she’d be up for it too, a fun and exciting night ahead!

Alan stopped in front of the building, a nondescript, industrial building in an industrial park, no signage, but I knew what was inside, and it was NOT industrial, the only building in the park with a huge parking area.

April walked in alongside Alan, as of about three hours ago, her husband. He leaned over and said, quite loudly enough for the rest of us to hear, “Who do you suppose is gonna fuck who before the night’s over?”

You’da thought that Alan would be bedding his wife on their first night as husband and wife. Apparently, you’da been wrong, maybe.

The same as Janet had done that night when we were there with Elle, Alan entered a code on the front door and then pulled it open.

“My wife and friends,” he told the muscle-bound guy at the counter, probably more than just a counter-guy. I remembered the criteria to get in, you were either a member, who had to be recommended by another member, then voted on, or a guest of a member. Random people were NOT allowed. It was why they could do some of the things they did. I also recalled that membership was not inexpensive.

He turned to the rest of us, “I got this,” he said, handing over his credit card. When Janet, Elle, and I were here, it didn’t cost a thing as we’d been guests, invited by none other than Anna herself. Janet had gotten in touch with her at her attorney’s office, and she wanted to meet the man who’d had the dream about her.

There was a big sign on the wall behind the guy, the same sign as before, ‘NO RECORDING EQUIPMENT PERMITTED INSIDE, VIOLATION WILL RESULT IN CONFISCATION AND IMMEDIATE AND PERMANENT REMOVAL.’

I watched the guy behind the counter, relatively sure that it wasn’t every day that a new bride and groom and one of her bridesmaids came in straight from their own wedding, still dressed in their wedding clothes, the bride still in her beautiful, white dress. The way the guy was looking, I could just imagine how he was undressing the girls with his eyes.

We all had to show our ID, just to prove we were who we said, I guess, and then sign a release that repeated those rules and gave some very severe penalties for any violation, such as granting permission for a severe beating. Well, maybe not that, but we’d never see the inside again.

It made sense, these ‘dancers’ were normal girls with normal jobs and I’d guess they didn’t want a lot of people outside the club knowing what they did in their free time. YouTube videos were NOT on the agenda.

Once the guy was satisfied, he had all of us leave our cell phones, all bagged and put in a locker, Alan with the key in his pocket, then he gave Alan a numbered placard to put on our table so the waitresses would know who to charge drinks to, and told us to go on in.

I had to ask, “Is Anna here tonight?”




Chapter 16

He smiled and nodded. ‘YES!’ I thought.

I probably wasn’t the first person who’s asked that question. She is the star of the club and would be of any club.

We went through the first of the two interlocked doors. Once the second door was opened, it was like stepping through a wormhole into a whole, ‘nother world, one you couldn’t even imagine from the outside appearance, even from the entrance lobby; loud music, dim lighting with several disco balls, and spotlights on the stage, a long bar, tables and seating for I don’t know how many hundreds… and girls. These girls weren’t teeny-boppers either, they were mature-looking young ladies.

But away from here… I remembered Anna telling us, back then, one girl was an accountant, another a nurse, they’d even had a doctor for a while. I’ve already mentioned that Anna is a defense attorney.

Knowing these ‘girls’ were women you might meet in a business meeting, wearing a modest pantsuit, maybe the nurse giving you an EKG in the emergency room, or the college librarian, her hair in a bun, sternly telling an unruly student to be quiet, only added to the appeal of the club.

In Anna’s case, when Janet took me and Elle to court that day, she’d been destroying a witness in divorce court wearing a demure, slightly above the knee, blue leather skirt and silky blouse with those pretty, floral designs, both just tight enough to hint at her curves underneath, both that she’d taken off on this stage a few hours later… and the tiny red string-thong she’d had on underneath, hidden from all until revealed that night. I’d been there, seen it, both the questioning in court, and taking off later. Well, actually, I personally had done the taking-off of the red thong. THAT had been a thrill!

How had I remembered exactly what she’d been wearing that day? I guess when you see a woman like Anna, you remember those things.

At the courthouse, she’d been an ultra-beautiful, professional woman. Here, her long, gorgeous, blonde hair down out of the courthouse bun… Brooklyn Decker, SI cover girl, would eat her heart out, wishing she had half the looks and sex appeal of Anna Jenkowski.

We were met just inside the door by a hostess wearing the tiniest micro-skirt and skimpy little top. I wondered where she might be tomorrow, a cashier at Walmart? Dressed in a pair of blue jeans and demure blouse taking an order at the corner cafe? Maybe even a junior executive at some major corporation. More likely, she’d be the CEO’s personal assistant or secretary. Her name tag said ‘Tara’, and Dani commented how she loved that name.

Three girls were dancing on the huge stage, two at poles, one on each side, and another girl center stage.

The girls at the poles were both wearing tiny thongs, the kind that I love when Dani relents to wearing one, only a few times though, on special occasions. Maybe tonight? She complains bitterly about the string up her ass though, how uncomfortable it is and ‘how and why do women wear these things?’ She phrases it like a question but it’s not, just a statement that some women are crazed.

It was New Year’s night and not busy, I guess the real partying had probably been last night. The hostess pulled together two tables for us right in front of the stage, and we all ordered a drink. I had to laugh at Dani and Jenny, rolling their eyes when someone mentioned alcohol, barely having gotten over their little bout from last night, which, by the way, they still hadn’t told Richard and me what had happened at that party. They both did order a glass of wine, and I ordered something stronger, a Singapore Sling, ‘sinkapore sink’, I called it after about the first half was gone.

The elephant in the room was the conversation that Dani, Jenny, Richard and I had way last March in the hot tub that Dani and Jenny had surprised us with. Dani and Jenny, their eyes wide when I told them about ‘Onna’ in my dream, the two of them saying that we WERE going to Tampa and find that club. The implication was more than just implied, that they both were getting on that stage!

Now, we are here, I thought, and I couldn’t have been more excited about ‘what next’.

Dani, even Jenny, taking their clothes off on a stage in front of people, the stuff dreams are made of. This time though, it would be real, not just a dream… if it happened.

We sat, talking, drinking, watching and yelling, “Take it off, take it all off.”

It was more than enough to get a guy’s dick hard and keep it that way.

I was beginning to wonder about ‘Onna’, as we’d watched eight other girls on the stage, and then… she stepped out, every bit as beautiful as I remembered, maybe even more so.

The place erupted with the announcer’s voice, “And now… Annnaaa!” and she stepped through the curtain at the back of the stage, again carrying a wireless microphone. There are no words to describe this woman! Brooklyn Decker, eat your heart out!

“Good evening,” she said, drawing out her words in that super sexy, Swedish accent, “My name is Onna, and we are so proud you are sharing the new year with us…” She looked around, noticing our table, “And we even have a wedding party tonight, double welcome to you,” and I saw her eyes on me, inquisitively at first, then the recognition growing, then to Alan, “Welcome, Alan, I’m sure you all recognize the famous Alan Ryder, who brought our little town a Super Bowl win not so many years ago… Your wedding?” she asked, and Alan stood, pulling his bride, a very blushing April, now Mrs. April Ryder, to her feet also.

“Your bride is beautiful,” she said, “welcome… and congratulations to both of you.”

She changed the subject, and from the looks of it, it was to April’s relief as she sat back down. “Please give a round of applause to the beautiful Amber, on my left,” pointing toward the girl on one of the poles wearing nothing except the pink panties she was then pushing down. “If you happen to be traveling and stop at the right travel agency, she will be there to help you plan your trip. Someday, she plans to own her own agency, and Amy on the other pole, a wife and mom who operates her own licensed daycare.” She let out a giggle, “Amy really needs the stress relief of our little club. All our girls, including me, are here because we enjoy it, because it relieves the stress of our daily lives,” and another little giggle, “and because we get VERY turned on and our husbands or boyfriends, sometimes girlfriends, will fuck us silly when we get home,” then she added, “sometimes we don’t even make it home, check out the scratches on the hood of my husband’s car.”

‘The hood of her car,’ fuck, it brought back memories!

She set the microphone back in a stand at the edge of the stage where I hadn’t even noticed, the music began, and Anna began doing a little ‘dance’, toying with the buttons on her blouse.

I was sure that every guy in the building had a hard dick, like I did, anticipating, just waiting for that body to come into view. She was wearing a red and black, ruffled blouse and skin-tight blue jeans, maybe the only person on earth who wore those jeans even better than on Jenny’s dancer’s body, clothes you’d expect that any nice-looking woman might be wearing down the street, albeit not looking even remotely the same as on Onna.

If Mister Webster ever had a definition of ‘perfect woman’ in his dictionary, I’m sure it would include a photo of Onna.

She danced across the stage, still toying with the buttons, and stopped directly in front of us. “Excuse me, I believe your name is Daniella?” she directed straight at Dani, who was now in full blush mode, nodding.

“If anyone out there hasn’t seen Daniella’s movie, Second Chances, you MUST see it, it is inspirational, emotional, and so hot, SMOKING hot!”

I watched Dani with amusement, squirming in her seat, her face bright red with embarrassment.

“But now, I have a huge favor to ask of you, Miss Daniella…” and she hesitated, looking down at herself and playing with her buttons a bit more, “these seem to be sticking, I can’t seem to get them undone, may I borrow your husband to help me out with them?”

And my mouth dropped open, the full-on blush suddenly mine.

Dani giggled, her face returning to normal, I guess having transferred the red to mine, “Miss Onna, you may do whatever you wish with him,” she said, “as long as you return him when you’re done.”

I sat in my chair, dumbfounded, while Anna stepped down the couple steps from the stage in her high heels and took my hand, “Come,” she said, like a little puppy, kind of how I felt. She tugged one more time, and I stood, following her back up the steps.

“I would be remiss if I didn’t mention how this man had an accident and was in a coma for four months. His wife, Daniella, sat by his bedside the entire months, with no idea if he’d ever recover until he suddenly woke up one day. That, my friends, is true love.”

“But now,” she was looking at me, “he is mine for the next few minutes,” looking down at her blouse, “would you please be so kind?”

Fuck, my fingers were shaking! I reached up to a button, just touching it and Anna stopped me, “No, no, go behind, reach around so people can see,” and then whispered to me so that others wouldn’t hear, “but be very careful, do not touch my titties… it is forbidden.”

So, I stood behind her, reaching my two arms around this sexy woman with a scent like heaven must be, opened two buttons, and she pressed her body back tightly against me, “Ooh, there is something very hard pressing against me, I wonder whatever it might be?” and she reached around, wrapping her dainty fingers around my slacks-enclosed dick. “Ooh, I think I have found it, whatever it is,” she said, and I nearly collapsed.

She picked up her microphone again while my shaky fingers were unbuttoning, “This man, while he was in his coma, said that he dreamed about our club, even me, with everything exactly as it is, even though he’d never been in Tampa before.”

Talk about embarrassing!

I did manage to undo the rest of the buttons on her frilly blouse, and pulled it off her shoulders, revealing the sheer little bra she had on underneath it.

She wiggled her arms a little, and her blouse fell to the floor. “Now, the bra,” she told me, and I fiddled, looking for the clasp on her back, “No, it is in front,” she told me, “but remember, you cannot touch my little titties, it is forbidden.”

‘Little’ titties?  I wouldn’t say she had ‘big’ tits, but they fit her petite body perfectly, maybe a little bigger than Jenny, smaller than Dani, but they were perfect. God! I reached around, feeling her soft skin, and I think my dick doubled in size in the span of about a nanosecond. I found the clasp, buried in the cleavage of those ‘little’ titties, undid it, and she let the bra fall open, shrugging the straps off her shoulders, my fingers ‘accidentally’ rubbing against her pink nipples.

“This is so much fun,” she said, taking my two hands in hers and placing them firmly over her now naked tits, “Remember, it is forbidden,” she said, pressing my hands onto her.

I closed my eyes, enjoying, imagining what Dani might be thinking, her husband groping this ‘perfect’ woman, unbelievably forty-fucking-seven years old! She’d told us when I was here with Elle and Janet many moons ago.

When I opened my eyes, I took a quick glance at said Daniella, my eyes going wide. She was sitting on Alan Ryder’s lap, his hands inside the hem of her dress, doing God knows what. Well, actually, I did know what he was doing with those fingers, but the flushed pink on Dani’s face said it all.

I was pinching Anna’s velvety hard nipples between my fingers right in front of Dani, our friends, and Lord knows how many people, and she was letting out these sexy, light moans.

“Ooh, they like that so much, my husband will be in for a real treat when he gets me home tonight. He’s here, you know, Nils, will you please stand and show these people the hunk that will soon have a large part of his anatomy making me come so hard.”

A guy in the back waved his arm, I barely noticed him, my attention elsewhere.

“Your wife seems to be enjoying someone’s attention,” Anna observed, “Perhaps… we will get her on this stage?”

I nearly came in my pants at her suggestion. Dani and Jenny, in the hot tub that night that I told them about ‘Onna’, how they were so excited to sometime come here, the implication…

“Now, my jeans and my panties,” she whispered, again just loud enough for me to hear.

My fingers were so shaky, and naturally, her jeans were the type that had a row of buttons, rather than a zipper. I guess they thought a zipper might break from the strain of the tightness.

Four buttons in all, and I managed to get them undone, struggling with each one, and when I started pushing her jeans down, Anna began gyrating her hips… still pressing back against my dick… her ‘tight-fittin’ jeans’ slowly inching their way down her hips, revealing her tiny, satin panties, how I’ve daydreamed about Dani wearing panties like those, no more than a string with a teensy-weensy dab of cloth in front. “They look soooo uncomfortable,” Dani’s always said.

“My heels, you’ll have to take them off,” Anna told me, as her jeans were about a third of the way down her legs, those panties in the wide open.

So, I went around front, knelt, and tried to ignore the obvious while I unstrapped a shoe. Tried to ignore, that is, until Anna pressed her damp, fragrant panties into my face.

Ooh fuck! Her scent, her… fucking everything! She had to be trying to kill me, “I think… you should pull them down just a little bit,” she said in that voice, every bit as feminine perfection as the rest of her.

So, I did, I abandoned her shoes and slipped my fingers under the straps on both sides of her hips and pulled down…

“Too bad it is forbidden,” as she ground her now-naked, bare pussy in my face.

“Shoes,” she said, “I very badly want these nasty clothes off of me.”




Chapter 17

I was beginning to both love and hate those words.

Now though, my fingers were really shaking when I tried to unbuckle the other shoe’s strap from around her ankle. Whatever happened to simple slip-ons? Finally, she balanced herself with a hand on my shoulder, lifted one foot after another, letting me slip them off her feet, followed shortly after by those tight, stretched jeans… and her panties, leaving this beautiful woman, every inch of her perfect body, completely naked.

She helped me to my feet, kissed me on my lips, hers opening, her tongue tickling me, and as soon as I opened my mouth to let her in, she teasingly backed away. “Thank you so much for helping me,” Anna said, giving me a small push back down the step.

My wife was sitting on Alan’s lap, his hands still under her dress, with her little moans leaving no doubt what his fingers were doing. April moved over to sit on mine with her long, satin wedding dress, and wrapped her hand around my cock, “Someone had fun, didn’t they,” she observed. My dick was so. Fucking. Hard.

Anna was doing a little dance, hugging her naked body, and teasing her hard nipples before picking up her clothes and prancing off stage, replaced by another girl.

I think we were all ready to go after Anna’s performance, I know I was, I needed to fuck, God, I needed it after my share of Anna’s little display. However, that all changed when she came out wearing a sexy, little black dress that left NOTHING to one’s imagination, and walked straight to our table. “Would you like to accompany me to the back for a little private show?” she asked, and not a single one of us hesitated, getting up and following like ducklings trailing their mama duck.

Her dress… oh my! It flowed like silk, totally open back, not even a thin strap, nothing except the halter around her neck, clinging to her curves, and Anna curves were off the chart, especially how it clung to her breasts and hard nipples, showing every tiny detail, the hemline barely long enough to hide her femininity parts. If I hadn’t been already, she would have made me hard just following along behind.

Dani would look magnificent in that dress, but Anna… NOBODY could look like her in it.

We’d just gone a few steps when she stopped, turned, and asked, “Do you mind if my husband joins us? It will be fun.”

This was April’s party. After all, she was the one who’d just gotten married a few hours earlier, so we let her answer, “Fine with me,” she said once she realized no one else was going to.

Anna looked back at the audience, motioning to her husband, who began walking our way. He looked tall from a distance, maybe six-six, kinda broad in the shoulders, good-looking, the kind of man who’d be able to attract a woman like Anna, almost a taller version of Alan Ryder, except white.

He met us as we were about to enter a hallway, and Anna took his hand, leading us back through the hall to a room ‘Champagne – plus’ the sign above the door read. Inside, it was like a living room, couches set up in a semicircle around a tiny, round platform, maybe three feet in diameter, set up just a few inches off the floor.

“I would like you to meet my wonderful husband, Nils, who lets me come here to play whenever I feel randy or in need of a little stress relief. Tonight, it is randy, I am so turned on right now…”

He rolled his eyes, “Let her?” he muttered, “as if she needed my permission.”

“And who will fuck me so hard when he gets me home tonight, maybe even before.”

At that, he smiled, who wouldn’t?

We sat, Dani, me, Jenny, and Richard on one couch, Alan, April and Nils on another.

“I so love your gown,” Anna told April, “and your dresses, too,” motioning to Dani and Jenny, “but they would look so much better on our stage floor,” and she scanned Jenny and Dani, “all your dresses would be better on that floor, don’t you think? Boys?”

Alan, Richard and I all agreed wholeheartedly, Nils was licking his lips like he was already doing some undressing.

Anna slipped a strap off her shoulder, then the other, and shimmied just a little, letting that LBD fall to the floor, nothing under it except that little pair of panties.

Then she sat on Alan’s lap and tickled his lips with a nipple. “Don’t nibble, it is forbidden,” then she arched her body backward, holding Alan’s lips to her breast. I guess he wasn’t a rule follower because somehow his mouth opened and Anna’s nipple slipped right in.

Her husband, Nils, sat next to them, watching, his pants tented the same as Richard and me.

Anna ground her thong-covered pussy against Alan’s slacks and moaned, “Ooh, ooh, oh my, it is too bad this is so forbidden,” as she pulled her swollen nipple from his mouth.

She stood and stepped over to Richard, who was sitting just on the other side of Jenny from me, “Please… my panties,” she asked him, his eyes wide, and his head snapped back and forth between his wife and the rest of us, that look of panic on his face.

I had to keep my chuckle inside myself when Richard reached for Anna’s panties. This man does surgeries on tiny babies, even once an emergency prenatal surgery when there was no time to transfer to a larger hospital (he saved the baby’s life, one of his proudest moments), his hands are steady as an aircraft carrier. Not tonight, they were quivering like dominos in an earthquake. I have an excuse, I’m a nervous wreck around pretty girls, and someone as beautiful as Anna…!

But Richard, I expected steady from him. I was wrong, he could barely control his trembling hands that had cupped her breasts, her nipples between his thumb and forefinger…

“Ooh yes, they like that!” and his mouth replaced one of his hands, his lips wrapping around her nipple.

“Mmm, variety is so nice, don’t you agree, husband?” and her fingers wrapped through Richard’s hair, pulling him on a little harder, Jenny watching in rapt attention.

“But now… ohh my, it feels so good, … but you have a task,” and she pulled her swollen nipple from his mouth,. “My panties.”

She backed away, standing once again. Richard’s eyes scrolled her body, ravishing her. His hands a little steadier, he hooked a finger over the straps on each of her legs, and began pushing down…

He cheated, two fingers wrapped around her leg, sinking inside her femininity, and she bit her lip, sucking in a little moan before announcing, “It is forbidden,” and pushed his now damp fingers away to continue their ‘allowed’ push down her legs.

God, when she stepped away from the thong at her feet and spread her legs just a little, giving us all a very good peek at her glistening private part, “Okay boys, time to return to your table, your girls and I have things to discuss.”

Oh God, Oh God! Is this really going to happen? Not that I was eager to leave the room… and a naked Anna.

But Dani, Jenny, and April on that stage? Fuck yeah, it’d be worth it!

So, Richard, Alan, and I trooped back to the table we’d been sitting at earlier.

“Think they’ll do it?” Richard asked neither of us in particular.

“April’s talked about it,” Alan answered, “she’s been excited about coming here. So… Yeah, I think she’ll do it.”

“Jen and Dani sounded like it in the hot tub that night, but she hasn’t said anything since. I think… being here, getting on that stage is going to be a lot different than talking,” Richard said.

I closed my eyes, remembering my dream, “Yeah, lot different. Dani did it in my dream, April was here, too, but she wouldn’t, just Dani.”

Alan got a funny look on his face, “April… in your dreams? How’d that happen, you hadn’t met any of us, never even knew we existed?”

I rolled my eyes, “Yeah, I know, you tell me how, then we’ll both know, there were some things different, but it was the same April, makeup artist for the studio, except I didn’t know the name of the studio. Looked just like her too. Anna was exactly like she is, the club…how she pronounced her name, ‘Onna’, everything.” I didn’t mention what had happened afterward, how Dani had begged Alan to fuck her, how he’d accommodated her across the hood of his truck, me watching, then April and me afterward at her house. A shiver went through me, wondering about later… here, now.

A girl named Katrina was the current entertainment, a redhead beauty, her bright red hair flowing down her naked back, obviously her natural color. Either that or she dyes her nicely trimmed pussy too. Any other circumstance, she’d be mesmerizing, the standout in the room, probably the star of any other club. I wondered about her job, laughing to myself, probably an accountant or some such thing.

“Give a big hand to Katrina,” the announcer said as she started gathering her clothes that she’d scattered across the stage, “and now, a first in our little club, a real treat, a newly married bride on her wedding night, one of her bridesmaids, and a friend, all at the same time…” and the noise drowned him out as Anna led our trio onto the stage.

Now, my full attention was riveted on that stage. I couldn’t breathe, anticipating… This was fucking happening! I glanced at my two compatriots, they were just as riveted. The girls were lined up, Jenny on the (their) left, Dani in the middle, and April on the right. All three looked scared out of their wits, all three sexy as fuck.

Anna was moving from one of the girls to another, quietly whispering in their ears. I had no idea what she was saying, most likely encouragement. Dani, for her part, her eyes were glancing around the room, then locking on me, looked like she was about to faint, trembling, her face white. Jenny and April looked somewhat better, still shaky.

Anna had put on a short halter dress. She stood in front of Jenny, letting Jenny pull the string behind her neck, and shimmied a little, letting her dress slide off and to the floor. Underneath, she had on a pink, matching bra and thong, both looked like satin. I couldn’t help but remember from seconds ago what that bare skin had felt like, think how it would feel to…

Not even going to say what, but it was ‘it’.

Anna picked up the microphone, “This dress was my first, my first time on stage. I was so scared, the same as these three girls.”

Dani gave a short smile as my eyes fixated on her, hardly believing that this was actually going to happen.

Then Anna moved behind Jenny, and in her soft, Swedish accent, asked, “Are you ready?”

Jenny, the woman who’d made a career from performing, often in very revealing dance costumes (never taking them off, however), nodded her head. This was so different from the girl who’d been sitting with Dani in the hospital room when I opened my eyes that February and asked where we were. It seemed like a lifetime ago, not even a year.

Now, Anna was unbuttoning the back of her silky, lavender dress in front of I don’t know how many people, but a LOT.

After the final button, and Jenny’s dress was draped open in the back, Anna started pushing the sleeves down her arms, first one, then the other, Jenny holding it over her breasts. Anna, a smile on that beautiful face, still standing behind her, reached around and gripped Jenny’s wrists, and gently pulled them away, letting her dress fall away, leaving her dressed in only a sheer lace thong and bra set, her face flushed a bright red.

Anna whispered in her ear once again, probably telling her how beautiful she was. And she is, her thin, dancer’s body, her breasts small but perfectly matching her body—the rest of her, fit and tight, a thirties body at least.

Richard was wide-eyed, his mouth agape, seeing his wife nearly naked on a stripper’s stage.

And in only seconds, it was going to be my wife’s turn.

Anna stepped over in front of Dani, facing the audience, letting Dani unsnap her bra. She slid it off her shoulders, once again revealing those delicious-looking tits – zero sag, even on a forty-seven-year-old woman. They’re a little larger than Jenny, smaller than Dani, maybe a smallish C-cup, her nipples kind of upturned, perfect for sucking, just… perfect.

She stepped away from Dani, whose hands were still shaking, down the two steps to the main floor, then handed me the bra, “A souvenir,” she said.

Fuck, I would NEVER get tired of looking at that body! I’d say how lucky her husband is but they’re a perfect match for each other. And this will be framed!

She stepped back onto the stage, then behind Dani as she’d just done with Jenny. “You ready?” she asked.

Looking at Dani, I wasn’t so sure, she looked like… I don’t know, but like she wanted to be anywhere else but on that stage. She nodded and let out a little squeak, “Yes.”

Dani’s dress, too, had a zipper in back that was nearly invisible. Anna began to slowly lower it, and the panic on Dani’s face…

I remembered that other night, the one in my dream, Dani up on that stage, how frightened she’d been, how excited I’d been watching her. That had been nothing like tonight, this was REAL! My Dani, my wife of twenty-nine years, about to…

And suddenly, she pulled away, “I can’t… just… can’t!” and ran down the steps, throwing her arms around me, burying her face in my embrace.

At that point I wasn’t paying attention to the stage until I heard Anna’s voice over the loudspeakers, “It’s okay, most people can’t do this. Thank you for trying, though.”

Dani wiped her cheeks and turned to watch our friends. “Zip me?” she asked as she was sitting on my lap. I did, just as April was pushing Anna’s panties to the floor.

When Anna stepped behind April and asked if she was ready to lose her beautiful dress, Dani whispered in my ear, “I’m sorry, I wanted to… just couldn’t do it. But I’m so turned on right now.”

I gave her a squeeze, “It’s okay…” I started to say, when Alan reached over, rubbing Dani’s thigh, “You mind if I borrow her for just a bit?” he asked

I shrugged, “Up to her, not exactly mine to lend,” I told him.

So, Dani transferred from my lap to Alan’s, and we all watched as his new wife doffed her wedding gown, down to her garter, stockings, panties, and bra. I had never seen a woman in a garter before, Dani’s stockings just stayed up when she wore them, which wasn’t often.

It was sexy as fuck! The other thing that was sexy, other than a LOT of other things going on, not to even mention a very naked Anna, was that Alan’s hand was once again inside Dani’s dress and between her legs, with her biting her lip trying to maintain some degree of calmness, especially after just admitting how turned on she already was.

I’m not sure if it was the stage that was distracting me from Dani and Alan or them distracting from what was happening on the stage.

Whichever, my mind and eyes were flying back and forth, the next ten-fifteen minutes were intense, between the girls, especially Jenny, getting naked on stage, and what Alan was doing to my horny wife right there in front of people, I felt like my dick was going to burst. How she’d managed to stave off the orgasm that I knew had to be tempting her with its demands I’ll never know.

When Jenny and April rejoined us, April in a borrowed dress (VERY short, both the top and bottom) from Anna I presumed, we were ready to get out of there. I think it was unanimous that we were ready for… something.

We, all six, practically ran for the cars, well, Alan’s truck. When we got close, Alan took Dani’s hand, and she knew exactly what he wanted, and I’m guessing it’s what she wanted too. She gave me a look that said better than words could have ever said, ‘Watch this’.

She turned, facing his truck, spread her hands out on the hood, positioned her feet about a foot-and-a-half apart, looked back at Alan, and, “Well, you going to fuck me or what?”

Alan smiled, and muttered, “Oh Baby!”

Richard stepped over to April, an arm around her, I did the same with Jenny, my hand cupping her breast, all four of us watching intently, the woman, my wife, sprawled across Alan’s truck, legs spread apart, him dropping his tux pants right behind her.

“Ahhh!” Dani screamed, her dress pushed out of the way, Alan’s thrusts lifting her feet off the pavement, Dani’s screams echoing… and I knew the size of that thing inside my wife.

Her body was sprawled across the hood of the truck, legs spread apart, dress up past her waist, “Aaah, aaah… going to…“ pushing her head up, screaming, her body convulsing, jerking, Alan’s thrusts becoming short, hard, so fucking hard, a roar coming from his mouth befitting the size of man he was.

It was a replay of the scene straight from my dream, a scene I’d never revealed to a soul.

Jenny turned in my arms, tipped her head back, and kissed me. God, I was hard, having just witnessed that night coming true right in front of us, something I had not expected. Well, maybe I had, sort of.

“You going to fuck me? I’m horny, you know, after that little thing a few minutes ago… and watching your wife.”

My daddy didn’t raise no idiot! What a girl wants… I will NEVER get tired of doing it with Dani’s best friend.

And apparently, April and Richard had the same thing on their minds after Jenny and I shuddered to a mutual orgasm.

The rest of the night was spent with our respective spouses, a VERY enjoyable rest of the night. Fifty-year-old guys can do it more than once a night with the proper incentive, more than twice.


Chapter 18

Thursday, January 14, 2021

I got the call at three-fifteen in the afternoon, Dani, asking if there was any chance that I could come home early. “Amanda (Dani’s agent in Tampa) called, she says she needs to talk to both of us at the same time, and asked me to call her back.”

Amanda hadn’t given her a clue what it was about. We both thought it was likely that she was going to tell us about another movie the studio wanted her for, but why wouldn’t she have just told Dani?

Dani doesn’t often ask me to come home early, as in never (well, there was once for a dinner with Jenny and Richard which was preplanned, much different than this), so I presumed it was important to her. It hadn’t been a particularly busy day, so I told LeRoy that something had come up at home, and I needed to take off. He said that he was sure he and Scott could handle the store for a few hours.

The perks of being the owner.

Dani was loving her new teaching gig. We’d converted one of the spare bedrooms into a classroom, and she has kids Monday, Wednesday, and Thursday, kids that need one-on-one help at six, then her calc students at seven for an hour, except it often goes long beyond. Those calc kids are engrossed in their math.

After we got home from Tampa (THAT had turned out to be quite a trip!), we started going to Jenny’s hour-long exercise classes on Tuesday evenings and Saturday afternoons, a full hour of hard work each time, not that Dani needed it. Damn, she looks good for fifty, much better than ‘good’. The workouts were more for me than anything, not that I was in bad shape, chubby, or anything like that, just not at Dani’s level.

I’d been disappointed New Year’s evening at the strip club, but the ‘after’ had more than made up for it. And now, seeing Dani and Jenny, and some of the other women, in their gym tights was just a bonus. So far, every Tuesday we’ve continued our ‘exercise’ at home, sore muscles notwithstanding, sometimes in the living room, sometimes in the bedroom, even occasionally on a dining room chair, but always, ALWAYS very enjoyable.

If there was one thing Dani was unhappy about, it was Honey, her horse in Montana, she missed her. She’d come to love that horse and according to her, the feeling had been mutual.

But I digress; back to Amanda’s phone call. It was after four by the time I managed to get home, construction and backed-up traffic on the Columbia River bridge. Dani called her back as soon as I came in the house, nothing anxious about her.

“It hasn’t been published yet, but I wanted to tell you before you saw it,” Amanda told us, “so… both of you sitting down, your phone on speaker?” she asked.

Dani and I looked at each other, like ‘what the heck?’

“We weren’t, but we are now,” Dani told her, after we’d sat on the couch.

“Okay… I suppose you know that this is always the time of year that the Academy Award nominations are announced,” Amanda said, “and you, my dear… have been nominated for Best Actress… you’re going to the Oscars!”

Silence.

“Can you repeat that?” Dani asked, “not sure we heard you right.”

Amanda laughed, “Oh, you heard me all right, but just to clarify, there are five nominees for Best Actress, you are one of the five. The movie was also nominated for Best Movie, Best Director, Best Cinematography, Best Makeup, and Best Original Song. Sunday, March twenty-first, you will be at the Dolby Theater in Hollywood. I won’t say that you’ll be there to accept your Oscar, but…”

She got off the phone, and Dani and I just sat there, looking at each other, hardly believing that that phone call was for real, yet knowing it was. Suddenly, Dani jumped up off the couch, practically ran into our bedroom, and seconds later was back with her laptop. Her fingers were shaking so badly that she could hardly type, having to backspace and correct over and over again. Finally, there it was, a list of 2021 Oscar categories, about an hour old. She clicked on ‘Best Actress’;  Charlize Theron… Daniella Shore - Second Chances… Renee Zellweger, Scarlett Johansson, Saoirse Ronan.

Dani looked away from her computer, at me, “It’s real,” she said, “Best Actress, Best Movie… We have to call the kids… Mom and Dad, your parents, Jen.”

Dani still had her phone in her hand, she looked down at it, and her hands were shaking uncontrollably, no way could she make a call. I asked for her phone, she handed it to me, and I found Jodi’s contact, our daughter, clicked the green button and the speakerphone. She was in Pullman, Washington State University.

“Hi, Mom, what’s up?” Jodi answered in her cheery voice.

“Hi, Hon,” I interjected, “something have to be ‘up’ for us to call you? Can’t we just call cuz we love you?”

“Wellll, but you don’t, usually, there’s always some ulterior motive,” she said, laughing.

“Hon…” Dani spoke up, her voice still shaky.

“Mom… you okay? You sound… weird.”

I could tell, Dani was close to coming completely unglued, so I helped out, “Jo, Mom’s fine, she’s just having a little hard time talking right now, you’ll get why when she gets herself together a little better and can talk. Don’t be scared, it’s a good thing, but I want her to tell you.”

“Hon,” Dani was a little better, “you sitting?”

“Oookkayy…”

Dani took a deep breath, I held her hand, squeezing, “You can do this,” I told her.

“What is it? You’re being so mysterious,” Jodi asked.

“I have been nominated for… Best Actress, the Oscars,” Dani finally said.

“… Mom!?”

I clarified, helping Dani out, she still wasn’t speaking so good, “Mom’s agent called us just minutes ago, Mom’s still pretty much in shock, there’s five nominees, your mom’s one of them, but what Amanda said… she kind of hinted that she thinks Mom’s a shoo-in to win, can you even imagine… win or not?”

Jodi sounded like she was in a state of shock like Dani still was.

We got off the phone, more calls to make.

Dani started to call Jon, but I interrupted her, “Let’s wait and drive over.” I checked my watch, he’ll be home from the store in another hour or so.

Dani groaned, “The math kids, they’ll be here in a little over an hour, I don’t know if I can do it tonight.”

Damn! So much for going to Jon and Tammy’s. “Sure you can, it’s what you love. I’ll call Tammy and ask her to be sure they don’t watch any news tonight, we’ll go over after your kids go home.”

So, I called Tammy, she was full of questions, none that I could answer, but I told her that we’d be over shortly after eight and explain all. “It’s a good thing so don’t be worried,” I told her, “just something we want to tell you in person.”

Then Dani called her mom and asked her to turn on her speaker so Dad could hear and be sure they were sitting. Moments later, she’d explained, and her parents weren’t even a little bit surprised. “We saw the movie, didn’t have any doubt that the Oscars were in your future,” her dad told her. “We are SO proud of you, Honey!” he added.

The next call was to my parents.  Unlike Dani’s parents, Mom and Dad were aghast, totally blindsided. Those things simply do not happen to ‘normal’ people like us. I had to agree, but pretty much none of what’s happened since my coma has been normal.

Our last was to Jenny, who was awestruck, almost as shocked as Dani and I had been. She wanted to know all the details of Oscar night, none of which we knew, obviously.

It seemed only minutes later that the kids started showing up, four of the five that she’d been tutoring to help bring them up with their class, and I loved listening through the partially open door. Dani has such a way with kids. They laugh at her silly little jokes, and it seems that none of them are afraid to participate. She is so patient in her explanations that even I could understand them, and I was terrible at math.

Especially tonight, it amazed me how Dani had partitioned off the whirlwind in her mind about the Oscars and was able to interact with the kids as though nothing was different.

After their hour, the other group of four calculus kids had arrived, and Dani seamlessly switched gears and was on a whole ‘nother level. This time I didn’t understand a word of it, but the kids did, and they seemed to be loving it.

I know that Dani would have loved to get back in a real classroom, but with her ‘distractions’, I feared that would never happen. These kids, though, they didn’t seem affected by any of that.

After the kids left, shortly after eight, Dani was eager to get to Jon and Tam’s. It had cooled off earlier in the day, down to the mid-thirties, nothing like it had that Thanksgiving weekend, and it was starting to spit snowflakes when we piled in the new truck.

Jon and Tammy were anxious by the time we arrived, telling them to not turn on the news had certainly piqued their curiosity, a bit of worry too. We sat on the couch, and I let Dani take the lead. She pulled up the website that she’d found earlier and handed her phone to Jon, telling them to read it together. It was fun watching their faces change as they saw Dani’s name right behind ‘Best Actress’.

“Mom… is that for real, you’ve really been nominated for Best Actress?” Jon asked

She nodded, “Amanda, my agent called shortly before I called you, the movie’s been nominated for five others too, including Best Movie.”

“Wow… I don’t know what to say,” Jon said. Tammy reiterated the same thing, ‘speechless’ was her term.

“You know when the awards are?” Jon asked after he recovered, at least a little.

“March twenty-first,” she answered, “it’s in Hollywood and yes, your dad and I will be attending, a lot of other people from the studio too, it’s their first nominations, ever.”

I hadn’t thought about it before, but, “You know, Best Makeup… that means April too, since she’s the head of makeup and did yours, it’s probably because of how she made you and Josh Brolin look so young in those first scenes, that was incredible, I thought.”

“Well, you WILL win, Mom, you deserve it,” Jon told her.

“I don’t know, I doubt it, you saw those other names, those women are real actresses, they know what they’re doing, and I felt like I was just stumbling around,” Dani said.

We talked about it for another hour until Dani and I decided to go home, and guess what… by then the snow… it was white outside, it had decided to dump, there were at least two inches and still snowing hard, big heavy flakes.

But oh my, it was beautiful outside, with the street lights reflecting off the snowflakes, and fresh white everywhere. I was glad we’d brought the truck, not that we’d have gotten stuck in Dani’s Mustang, it just felt so solid on the slick highway. Plus, Dani would have been more than a little upset if we’d skidded and put a scratch on her car. A dent would have horrified her.

Oh, I hadn’t mentioned it before, but we’d given the Accord to Jodi right after we got home from Tampa, it’s much nicer than the old clunker she’d been driving, and we’ve been concerned about her driving it between here and Pullman, about a hundred-fifty miles. Besides, we didn’t have room in our driveway for two cars, it would have been a pain in the ass, always blocking Dani’s from getting out of the garage.

That night… it was fun making love with the ‘best actress’ of the year. Dani seemed to think so too, as she was quite animated.

It had apparently quit snowing shortly after we got home, by morning, there wasn’t any more snow, and what there was… it was a dirty, sloppy mess, so much different than when we’d come home from Jon and Tammy’s. Then by noon, it was gone completely, what a disappointment. We love the snow, except not quite like it had been Thanksgiving weekend.

That day and what seemed the next forever, almost every customer in the store wanted to talk about Dani and her Best Actress nomination. It’s what happens when you have a small, family business and you take an interest in your customers, they become friends.

One thing out of the ordinary happened only days later, I think it was Monday the eighteenth, a team from a dress designer met us at the house to take pictures of Dani, take her measurements, and study her hair. Don’t ask me who the designer was, but obviously someone big, probably famous if you knew about those things. They were there probably three or four hours, but I had to leave for the store shortly after they’d arrived, right after they measured me for a tux. I was pretty sure that I wouldn’t be getting out of it this time, like I had for the premier. This was a bit bigger deal than that had been.

Dani told me about her experience later, how she’d had to disrobe completely, but at least it was women doing the work. They wouldn’t give her any clue what she might be wearing, as the designer would be working with the studio to design the dress. Dani and I hadn’t watched the Oscars for years, but we had looked at some of the pictures from the red carpet, some of which, the dresses were HORRID. We were both a little worried about what they might try to dress her in.

That evening, after they’d left, Dani called Amanda and expressed her concern. Amanda let out a little laugh before, “Honey, I know exactly what you’re talking about, I’ve seen them too. I’ll call the studio and let them know that any design has to be approved by me, it’s part of what you pay me that outrageous fee for. I will make sure that whatever they dress you in will be beautiful, not just some grand statement by the designer. But…” she added, “I’ve seen some of the work from this designer, and the studio picked well, I’m confident that whatever it turns out to be you’ll love it… scratch that, I KNOW you will because I’ll have approved it first.”

Those next several weeks seemed surreal, with the studio getting Dani ready for the big night. Let’s see, there was a hairdresser that flew to Kennewick and spent most of the afternoon with her, cutting Dani’s hair just the way she wanted it, “We’ll trim again that day, but cutting it now and letting it grow back just a little will make it look more natural.”

There was a skin specialist, not a dermatologist but an esthetician, a skin ‘appearance’ specialist, who went over every square inch of Dani’s body, giving her different creams and instructions, freezing off a couple small warts.

We asked if all this was normal, “Honey, you aren’t getting ready for prom night, this is the Oscars, EVERY actress spends weeks preparing.

There was a dietician who gave Dani a very strict diet, a fitness expert who met with both Dani and Jenny, going over her exercise routines.

Through all of it, Dani kept her Monday, Wednesday, and Thursday evenings clear for her teaching. All-in-all, it turned out to be a VERY busy couple of months. There were a lot of frequent flyer miles earned by a lot of people flying to Kennewick to work with Dani, all for one night.




Chapter 19

By that fateful third weekend of March, Dani had never looked so beautiful. Of course, I am a little prejudiced, and her slightly unofficial ‘workout’ routine had included a very frequent bedtime activity which was quite inspirational to both of us.

The weekend finally arrived. Early Friday evening, we had a large family dinner at the Olive Garden, the kids, both our sets of parents, and Jenny. Richard was at the hospital, imagine that, one of the perks of being one of a very few pediatricians in town. Babies didn’t seem to have a set schedule when they needed medical care, other than practically always.

We’d have loved to have the whole group with us in Hollywood, but we both knew that Dani would be busy. Likely, even I wouldn’t be seeing a lot of her, and Amanda had already told us that only the two of us would be able to attend the ceremony, so it was just me and Dani. We had dinner early because we had a late evening flight to Seattle, then at eight-seventeen, our flight to Los Angeles departed, and at eleven-fifteen, we were on the ground in LA.

“Finally, it will be OVER,” Dani mentioned shortly after we’d lifted off from Seattle.

Amanda met us at the airport and drove us to our hotel, the Hilton Garden Inn, a beautiful suite on the top floor. That afternoon, our room was bombarded with people taking Dani into the bedroom and spending at least three hours working with her to be ready for the big show Sunday evening. “Making sure the dress is ready, my hair, and my nails,” she told me after.

Later, the studio arranged dinner at Miceli’s Italian, a reunion of many of the players from the movie. Josh Brolin and Alan were there, although neither were nominated. Most were the brass, producers, Tony, the director, Janet, another guy, obviously a bigwig, Dani said she’d never met, April and Alan, and others that I’m sure you don’t care about their names.  Neither did I.

There were more hugs and congratulations than any ten people should have to endure. The unnamed bigwig introduced himself as Brian Etheridge, the President of Artistre Studios. “These are the first nominations we’ve gotten, and it’s all a credit to you, young lady,” he said, “you were simply brilliant. We expect to be congratulating you even more tomorrow evening.”

Also, hopefully congratulating April, Tony, and a few others.

Later, when the dinner had concluded, Alan and April suggested that Dani and I join them in their room. I knew, it was obvious what the night would entail if we did. I looked over at April, wearing a short skirt and satin blouse, beautiful and sexy. That Thanksgiving weekend with the eight of us, it had been good, so, so good.

“I think,” I began, “we appreciate the offer, but Dani and I need some alone time tonight. We’ll ride back to the hotel with you, but we need to go to our own room, just the two of us.”

Dani nodded slightly, smiling at me, it was what she wanted as well, just her and me.

On the short drive back to the hotel, Dani told Alan that he should have been nominated too. He scoffed, “My character was a prop, so was Josh Brolin, there was only one real star. No, they got it totally right, I’m just happy that April’s getting the credit she deserves for her masterful work.”

“You’ll win too, you have to,” I told April “how you made Dani and Josh Brolin look in those opening scenes, it was incredible.”

She smiled, “Thank you,” she said, “it was so much fun.”

“You’re doing my makeup tomorrow, right?” Dani asked her. We’d heard rumors that they’d hired someone.”

She shook her head, “No, they hired someone, her name’s Georgina. I’m trained to make a person look like Tony wants them to look, not necessarily beautiful.”

“But you can… and you are, it’s my face, and I want you, not some stranger. Who do I go to?”

April bit her bottom lip, “Umm, that would be… me, I’m in charge of makeup, and I’m the one who brought her on. I’ll be there with you, but I really do recommend you let Georgina do your makeup, it’ll be so much better than what I’d be able to do. She’ll be doing mine, too,” she added.

Dani stared at her friend, “You’ll be there, supervising?”

“Not sure about ‘supervising’, but I will be there, promise,” she said.

“Okay… I guess, reluctantly. When will they be starting?”

“You and Robert need to be at the Dolby by one, one-thirty at the latest, it’s when they start shooting the red carpet shots, the show starts at four-thirty. We’ll start working with you at eight. It’ll be a long day so be sure and get plenty of rest tonight,” and she winked, knowing…

We’d already been sitting in the parking lot for a few minutes, so Dani and I retired to our room. Dani and me… alone… nuff said.

Room service with breakfast knocked on our door at seven. We were awake, still in bed, but fortunately, not in a ‘compromising’ situation. Dani quickly put on a robe, me a pair of pants, and we ate our fruits and cinnamon cream cheese bagel.

I think it was finally starting to catch up with Dani what the day was going to bring, she was a nervous wreck that morning.

Shortly after breakfast, people began arriving, an older lady who was introduced as Georgina. Again, Dani and her entourage retired to the bedroom. Hopefully, it didn’t have too much of a lingering odor from our night’s activities. Right after we got up, we’d opened windows just in case.

Alan and I were left in the living room while the group took Dani into the bedroom. Fortunately, it was the second round of March Madness, the NCAA basketball tournament, and there were games all day to watch, so Alan and I sat together, watching. I wasn’t too much up on any of the teams but it was fun picking a favorite and cheering them on while Alan and I bantered back and forth. It reminded me of that first time I met Alan at the movie premiere, and our wives were downstairs spending the day getting ready for Dani’s first public appearance. It was something to do to settle my nerves and take my mind off the evening.

They brought carts full of food at twelve, it was the first time the bedroom door had opened since that morning. Both Dani and April were wearing a robe. They took about a half-hour for lunch, then back to work. I was anxious to see Dani’s dress, which I discovered later wasn’t going to happen yet.

Other than the lack of Dani’s dress, which was hidden away in a garment bag, Dani looked absolutely fabulous, wearing a normal blouse and skirt, even more so than she had at the premiere. Of course, this had been a two-month regimen of exercise, diet, skin, nail, and hair care. I had no clue so much could go into a single night’s ceremony.

We left the hotel at quarter-till-one, arriving at the Dolby right after one. There are separate dressing rooms for the men and women, not that it seemed to matter that much as the woman who’d helped us at the hotel followed Alan and I in. It was separated off in separate areas by privacy curtains, and Alan and I changed into our tuxes then stepped out and let Maggie do the last-minute touches. “You ready to see your wives now?” she asked once we were ready.

Uhh, yeah! This time it was me a nervous wreck. It didn’t seem to bother Alan at all, since he was more used to the limelight. We waited in a meeting room only about twenty minutes before Dani and April appeared.

Dani looked… there are no words! Her dress, emerald green silk that flowed like liquid over her body, a dark jewel-toned river in a deep green forest, catching the light with every movement, the silk whispering against her bare skin, gently following every curve. It had a high neckline only hinting at her braless cleavage. The silk of the skirt draped and flowed, draping to the floor with a slit high on her left hip, adding sensuality to her every movement. The long sleeves contrasted with the back, totally bare to the bottom of her spine.

Her shoes were a beautiful metallic gold with slender three-inch heels, fully visible beneath the flowing skirt.

Dani’s red hair flowed over her shoulders and down her back. Put all together, with her newly slimmed body, she was beautiful, more beautiful than she’d ever been.

Dani’s concern about an ‘ugly’ gown was put solidly to rest. What she was wearing couldn’t have been more beautiful.

It was only minutes until she was on the famed ‘Red Carpet’, being photographed by what seemed like dozens of photographers. I was even asked to stop in at her side for a series of photos, but it was obvious who was the star of the evening.

The next few hours seemed to fly by, with Dani and I hobnobbing with celebrities we’d never have imagined actually meeting, Julia Roberts, Brad Pitt, Tom Hanks, Jennifer Anniston, even Steve Martin… virtually all of them gracious and congratulating Dani on her fabulous movie.

And then we were being seated, our contingency from Artistre Studios in a block of seats. We sat, Dani adjacent to the aisle, me, April, Alan, then Josh Brolin and his wife, the others in front and behind, not that any of that matters. I just thought it was interesting, don’t ask me why.

Dani and I have rarely watched the Oscars, but being here… wow, just friggin’ wow! The host was Steve Martin, our very favorite actor of all time, him and the late John Candy, ‘Planes, Trains, and Automobiles.’

His opening monologue was a stream of jokes that helped to calm my nerves, and I’m sure Dani’s, too, “A homosexual poet, a drunken artist, a man who has a relationship with a volleyball, a sexual deviant, a guy who likes to wear gladiator outfits… but enough about me.”

He segued into the reason we were all there. Soon a couple presenters were announcing the nominees for hair and makeup. There were four others, along with ‘Second Chances’, and showed a short clip of the young couple, ‘Lynn and Todd’, Dani and Josh Brolin, the marriage proposal on the dance floor at the Calgary Stampede. I’d still love to know how they did that, there were NO cameras, not visible, anyway. Yet, it was all so perfectly clear on the big screen, like it had been filmed with one of those giant cameras.

The envelope was torn open, and the winner announced, “Second Chances.”

April squealed in excitement, this was her Oscar, she’d been the one changing Dani’s and Josh’s faces. She stood, getting hugs from all around, especially Dani, they’d become such close friends. And then she was on the stage accepting her award, thanking so many people.

The dominoes began to fall; Best Original Song, ‘Second Chances’, the clip playing the song, ‘Second Chances’, as Dani and Alan kissed that first time on horseback; then Best Cinematography and Best Director, all won by Second Chances.

Finally, it was Halle Berry and Jessica Chastain on stage with the envelope for Best Actress. The clip at the cemetery was shown, Lynn at her husband’s gravestone, “I didn’t mean for it to happen,” she sobbed to her dead husband, the night after Lynn and Caleb (Alan Ryder), had made love that first time.

I’d asked her how she’d been able to show such emotion, the tears, “You know how emotional I can get sometimes. I just put myself in Lynn’s shoes, like it was real, and I couldn’t help it, it was just so… and I remembered how it had been when you were in your coma and I thought you weren’t going to come back to me. I couldn’t have stopped myself if I’d had to,” pretty much the same as she told me about that other scene when the sheriff came to the house telling Lynn that her husband had been killed.

Dani had a death-grip on my hand when Halle Berry tore open the envelope, looked at it, smiled, and handed it to Jessica Chastain, “Daniella Shore, Second Chances!” she practically squealed in her excitement.

I think it was what nearly the entirety of the Dolby Theater had been hoping.

Dani sat there, a disbelieving expression on her face. Two months of preparation is entirely different from the actuality. I whispered in her ear, “Hon, you have to go up there.” She looked over at me, the look on her face changing as if what had just happened had finally dawned on her. She stood and stepped out in the aisle as the entire audience broke out in cheers and applause.

I could imagine the reaction back home, our family and friends watching on TV, no doubt thousands of people back home cheering on ‘one of theirs’, so many jumping to their feet and screaming in celebration.

Halle Berry handed Dani her little statuette, both women giving her a warm hug, then standing back, leaving the stage to Dani.

“This is just… unbelievable! Amanda, my agent, told me to have a speech ready, you know, just in case. And now, I have no idea what to say, except thank you to so many people.” She looked around the room, “I can’t believe this happened to me… I’m just a teacher.”

The room was silent, tears were flowing down Dani’s cheeks, “I’ve gotten to know so many wonderful people, I can’t even begin…” and then she looked at me, straight into my eyes from the stage, “I guess mostly thank you to my husband. Sweetheart… if you hadn’t come back to me that day…”

And then I was crying. Dani looked at the silly little statue in her hand and started off stage, stopped by the man we’d just met the night before, Brian Etheridge, President of Artistre Studios.

He picked up the portable microphone, “Daniella, when you walked into our studio that day, almost exactly a year ago, a total unknown, no acting experience, and did that first stage test… we were on the verge of abandoning the movie as we’d been searching for an actress for so long. We had no idea why or how you’d suddenly appeared out of nowhere, but we knew that very minute that you were going to be special.”

He paused, then went on, “You’re going to receive some very nice gifts, all the nominees do, but we wanted to make this night a little extra special for you,” and he showed her the manila envelope he was carrying. I hadn’t even noticed it before. “We all saw how much you loved your horse, Honey, in Montana, and how much she loved you as well.”

He pulled papers out of the envelope, “We know about your old family farm that you bought back. We thought maybe that you’d want some livestock on the farm. This is a bill of sale for Honey, her new owner… Daniella Shore… and since we didn’t want her to be alone in her new home, here’s one more, “Apollo… and before long, probably about eight or nine months, give or take, your new little family will grow. There’ll be a baby, she’s pregnant.”

Dani was crying all over again and threw her arms around him, hugging him tightly.

Minutes later, Best Picture, clips from the five nominees were shown, one more scene from Second Chances, I don’t even remember what it was, but the winner was announced… Second Chances.
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