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The Bridge Club

Chapter 04 – Out Of Town Wedding 

“I’ll take this one. Thanks for your help.”  I grinned at the sales girl, who had been so helpful, holding the gown up to her body to let me see how it would look on Joanne.

“Shall I wrap it as a gift?”  

“No, that’s not necessary,” I replied.

“More exciting gift wrapped,” she said seductively.

“Aha, right!  You talked me into it.”

“Want to write a card?”  

I thought for a minute and then began to scrawl on the card.  “Hope this pleases all your many boy friends, you sexy devil!”  The girl took the card and went off to wrap it. She was soon back with a handsome box with the pink Victoria’s Secret logo and ribbon.  “ 

“Someone’s a lucky girl, what‘s the occasion?” she asked with a big smile.

I thought a minute, then laughed and said, “A wedding!”

Well, in a way, it was true.  We were invited to a big wedding in one of those nice northern suburbs of Chicago.  It would be one of those splashy extravaganzas with a cast of hundreds, as they say.  Tonight, Friday, would be the kickoff of a long weekend, beginning with the rehearsal dinner. Tom and Barb, long time neighbors, who had moved to Chicago several years ago, had invited us to the rehearsal dinner, too.

I was home early and Joanne was still packing.  I presented the gift and waited for her to open it.  

“Good grief, a present?  I don’t think it’s our anniversary is it?  Or did you forget the last one and the present is late?”  

She laughed and eagerly tore at the ribbon, then lifted the gown out and held it at arm’s length.  

“Wow, I love it.  How pretty!” She looked at her hand through the see-through fabric.  “Aha, you dirty old man, I can see why you bought this!”

I turned away to do my own packing and heard her tearing open the card.  I waited for the reaction.

“ALL my boyfriends?  ALL my boyfriends!  That’s a laugh.  What does that mean?”

“Well you have so many admirers, I thought you might give them a thrill too!” I said, laughing and biting back a grin.

“Where would I ever wear this where anyone but you would see me?” she wanted to know. 

“Well, you never know, do you?”

She smiled and held the diaphanous gown up once more.  “You’d be shocked if I did, wouldn’t you?  Well, maybe I should shock you!”  

We had a quick bite to eat and  were quickly on the road with happy expectations for a big weekend.  The thought of Joanne’s naked body through that new gown had me thinking.  I was hoping for a repeat of our last fantasy adventure.  It might be tricky, but I was hoping for an opportunity to lead her to drop some of her inhibitions.  The thought of our last adventure parked on a dark wooded lane had me aroused already.

“Are Janet and Bill coming to this extravaganza?”  I asked the question innocently as I negotiated the entrance to the expressway.  

“Of course they are,” she replied quietly.

After a few minutes, I continued the conversation.  “Are they bringing Danny?”  I glanced over at her, my face full of innocence.

“Now don’t start teasing with that again.”  She stared straight ahead, a small smile playing at the corner of her lips.  You know that was all silliness.  Don’t start in again, Jack.   Honestly, you are rotten to the core.  I can’t believe the things you suggest. Just put it out of your mind!”

I put my hand on her thigh, feeling the warmth of her leg under the nylon.

“Don’t start what?”

“You know what!  Danny is a nice boy.  You shouldn’t make jokes.”

“Who’s joking?” 

I glanced again to see if I was pushing too hard.  Her face showed that in spite of the words, she enjoyed the vicarious thrill of the flirtation with our 18-year-old neighbor.  She remained silent, but the hint of a smile remained.

“You want me to model the new gown for Danny?  You had better be careful, you know, I might just do it!  It would serve you right!”  She said it with mock firmness that she knew would encourage rather than put me off this line of teasing.

“Is Danny coming to the wedding, too?”

“I don’t know.” She replied.  “He might be. He was good friends with Nancy, I think.  Maybe he will.”  Joanne shot a quick glance at me and caught me with a little smile on my face, too.  “You better be careful, Jack, Danny is getting too grown up for the kind of teasing you are always proposing.  You better be careful, you know, I might just take you up on it some day!”  She giggled and nudged me in the ribs.

“Where is the hotel?” I asked, as we approached North Brook.

“Oh, didn’t I tell you?  Sally Caruthers called and offered their house.  They are in Cancun for two weeks.  I said we’d love it.  OK?”

“Oh? Yeah, Ok, I guess.  Not too far from the parties, is it?

“Heavens no, it’s on the golf course  where the reception will be. Is that close enough?  You can walk home if you drink too much!”

Sally and Ed have a gorgeous big house built in the French Colonial style.  I recalled that it had high cathedral ceilings in the entry, with a balcony on the second floor overlooking a huge living area below.  It was gorgeous.  I thought I would still miss some of the party atmosphere around the hotel, but it would still be pretty comfortable.  

It set me thinking of how I might induce a fantasy activity for my lovely wife.  In fact this would be a lot easier than if we stayed in the hotel. I began to think how I might throw our young friend into the arms of his fantasy lover, Joanne.  You can’t plan everything.  I would just play it by ear.  

“Sally left the key with the neighbors.  I’ll go get it,” Joanne said as she strode across the street.  

I began unloading the trunk and surveyed the elegant curving street lined with huge oak trees.  We would be rattling around alone in this huge house if I didn’t come up with a plan.  My mind was working on a scenario in advance; but how to make it come together, that was the problem.  No pun intended.  The U-shaped drive curved in front of an impressive entrance, covered by a cannonaded brick walk.  I unlocked the door and pushed it open.  The large open entry was impressive, fireplace on the north wall, huge windows looking out over a long green swath of grass to the clubhouse in the distance.

We found our bedroom, directed by a note left by Sally.  It was upstairs along a long balcony that overlooked the living room.  I watched Sally dress and lounged with a magazine in a large overstuffed chair.  Fresh from the shower, she slipped on a pair of white panties that looked fresh and new.    She turned to give me a view as she tucked her breasts into a French cut bra that teased her breasts into delectable twin curves.  She struggled into pantyhose, very sheer, warm tan in color with a mock lace panty decorating the key area veeing down between her legs.  Her long skirt parted half way up her thigh and the blouse was frilly with a neckline that gave a glimpse of her breasts pouting out of the bra.

“You look lovely, sweetheart!” I muttered and feigned a low whistle.

“Thank you, dear.” She smiled warmly and signaled she was ready with a little twirl that let the skirt show her flashy legs and high heels.

“I better hope Danny stayed home.”

She looked up at me impishly, “Why’s that?”

“He’s only made of flesh and blood, you know.  Sometime he is going to break with your teasing!”

“Oh, don’t be silly.  Can’t happen.  You are such a tease.”  She swept off down the hall and onto the staircase, then glanced back over her shoulder.  “Are you starting that silliness again?  You are so naughty!  I wish you’d stop!”

But, I knew better.  She enjoyed our fantasies much, much more than she was willing to admit.  I had discovered that her resolve diminished after a good wine and dinner.  These fantasies fashioned around Danny’s crush on Joanne were fun and yielded wonderful  sex for Joanne and I.  I was eager to find a subtle way to enjoy a fourth thrilling fantasy.  So far it seemed to have no downside.  Joanne always denied culpability, I accepted the blame and we both enjoyed it.

The wedding rehearsal was the usual confused debacle that seems to precede every wedding.  The dinner was held at a nice restaurant nearby.  Bill and Janet were there and I soon spotted Danny looking a little self-conscious on the other side of the room.  I began thinking of a way for his presence to play into a sexy scenario.

“Poor Danny, he isn’t too thrilled being stuck with Ma and Pa.  The hotel suite has two rooms but his bed is a hide-a-bed.” Janet told me, rolling her eyes in his direction.

“Oh, really?”  An idea had started to form in my head.

“Oh the poor thing!” Joanne joined Janet in commiserating about Danny’s plight.

“Look, I don’t think Sally would mind, why doesn’t he come with us?   Plenty of room!” I said. 

Joanne looked sharply at me.  Then, her face relaxed and she said.  “Yes, I’m sure it would be alright.  Would he want to do that, Janet?”

“Joanne, you’re his favorite ‘aunt’ he’d follow you anywhere,” Janet laughed, casting a loving eye toward her shy but handsome son.  “Would it be too much trouble?” Janet wondered.  

Joanne looked suspiciously at me as my reply came a little too willingly.  

“No trouble at all, he can come with us tonight and we’ll find him a comfortable bunk.  He can come and go as he likes.”  Was that a suspicious look Joanne gave me, or was it slightly tinged with guilt?   Joanne’s upbringing required that there be some guilt over such a fantasy.

There was a combo playing in the lounge and we gravitated to the darkened room.

“Hey, this is just like bridge night.  Anybody bring cards?” Janet said gaily.  The four of us were in our normal positions reminiscent of our regular night of cards at one house or the other.  In fact it was at such a bridge night that the first of the Danny fantasies had started.

“Right, just like home!” I said, “With Danny across the way, it’s just like the old days!”

Joanne glanced across the room to where Danny stood against the bar with a group of young people.  He seemed to be looking over the shoulder of one at Joanne.   I noticed her turn a little more toward him and smiled to myself as her skirt parted half way up her thigh.  Intentional or innocent, she was giving him a look at her long luscious legs.  She swung the sling pump from her toes.  There was no question in my mind that she was teasing him. I was sure that my plan was going to work out perfectly.

“Here’s your chance girls, extra young guys for dancing.”   I pointed to the bar.

“Good idea, no point in sitting here with you old stick-in-the-muds!” Janet was just nicely happy from the dinner wine and stood up with a show of exuberance.  “Want to?” she said to Joanne.

I watched as they cajoled the young men, two of whom were quite happy to dance with the attractive older women.  I noted that Danny was left staring after them.  His eyes followed them  as they made their way around the small dance floor.  The next tune, it was Danny who Janet led onto the floor and had a motherly swing around the floor.  I was certain that Joanne was leaving Danny until last as a matter of appearances.  

Ed and I continued our conversation, but my mind was on Danny and Joanne.  At last they found themselves together just as the combo played a slow, romantic tune.  Their was something different, though, in the way they danced; the way they moved together, their bodies a little closer than with the others.   But, maybe it was just my lascivious mind playing tricks on me.

It was near midnight as we headed back to the house, Danny in the back seat with his bag.  Joanne was in the front, turned toward him in her seat, the evening of wine talking animatedly.  I glanced at the expanse of thigh visible through the slit of her skirt and smiled to myself in the darkness.  I could just make out the hint of white panty at the top of her thigh.

Joanne went upstairs while I fixed myself one more drink.  I could hear Danny and Joanne quietly selecting a room for him and finding fresh sheets in the hall linen closet.  

Danny came back down almost immediately and I handed a beer to him as we sat in the big comfortable leather couch in front of the fireplace.   

“Well, we’re a little short of young girls for you to chase after!  I mean compared to weddings of people your age.”

“Oh, no problem.” he said.

“Joanne and your mom seem to like the extra attention though.”

He laughed a little.  “They’re pretty good dancers, too!”

“Hope they aren’t driving you crazy?” I said quizzically.

“Oh, no. No, not at all.”

We were silent for a moment. Then he continued, as if it was an afterthought.

“I mean, ..... Mrs. Williams is great.  A good dancer, I mean.  You’re a lucky man.  …. I always thought.” He stumbled in his speech a little, but pressed on, urged by perhaps one beer too many.  

I smiled at his embarrassment over the compliment.

“I’ll lend her to you for the weekend.  Take the pressure off me!”  I looked at him with a grin.

“Oh, no, … oh, you’re kidding.  Right!” he managed to mumble.

Joanne came to the top of the stairs and gazed down on us.  “Oh still partying, eh? I thought we were going to bed!  No fair!” 

“Come on down, we’re having a nightcap and telling lies!” I said.

“I’ve already got my ‘jammies on.” She said.  

“We don’t mind.” I jibed.  “Wow, look at you!”  I had turned and found Joanne standing in the new gown with a light behind her.  Her body looked shapely, shadowed against the nylon.

“You can come down, it’s just family!” I urged.

She thought about it for a minute.  “I don’t have a robe with me.”  But then she started down the stairs.  

“Will you excuse my appearance?  My husband gave me this as a present, Danny.  It’s too pretty to hide.  What do you think?”

Danny nearly choked.  Joanne looked wonderful. The long pleated gown floated out around her long legs as she swept down the stairs and then turned for our approving glances.

“You look beautiful, Mrs. Williams.  Like always, I mean.”  He was recapturing his composure.  

I could see the outline of her panties and bra under the gown.  Even I felt a stirring in my loins.  Poor Danny might blow a gasket, though.

“Who is going to dance with me?”  Joanne seemed to be wide-awake again and lubricated by the wine.  She had overcome the concern over the gown showing off her considerable charms. 

I turned the music up a little and took her in my arms.  We did a few steps and I slipped my hand from the small of her back down over her bottom, teasing back and forth lightly with my fingertips.  Joanne pressed her mound against the top of my thigh as we turned and I felt my cock press against her softness.

“Here, you take over, Danny, my wife prefers good dancers to my heavy footed stomping.  Besides, you’re the guest here.”  She  pinched my arm and her eyes opened wide at me.

In spite of the reprimand to me, Joanne snuggled into Danny’s arms and pressed close to him, pulling his hand in close to their bodies the way she likes to dance.

“You need atmosphere!” I said, turning off a couple of lights.  “I’m off to bed.  You two youngsters turn off the lights when you come up!”  

I turned and walked up the steps and into our room, making a point of closing the door a little louder than necessary.  I waited a few minutes, turned out the lights, and then quietly opened the door and listened.  The music continued to be romantic and soft.  Frank Sinatra was singing “It Had To Be You.” 

I could hear Joanne giggling and then more quiet words as I slipped down the hall and peered down from the balcony.  I watched silently a shiver of excitement running down my arms setting the hair on end.  As they turned I could see her panties plainly visible and taut band of her bra arching across her back.

I crouched and crept closer, then laid down flat so as not to be caught watching.  I could see them well now, as they slowly turned, hardly moving.  Joanne was pressed close now, her thighs slightly astride Danny’s leg and I knew how her mound must feel against him as she moved slowly back and forth against it.  I imagined how hard Danny’s cock must be and wondered if she was feeling it.

Her face seemed buried in his neck and his head was down and pressed against her hair.  I watched as they turned slowly.  Danny’s hand was still on the small of her back, but his fingers were temptingly straying lower each time I looked.  I watched closely as his fingers toyed with the elastic of her panties for the first time.  Joanne nuzzled closer in response, letting him know it was all right.  Her hand tucked his hand closer and I could see that she was pressing his hand close against her breast now.  They stayed in that position, not moving, just scintillating against each other’s body.

I couldn’t quite understand why this was making my heart pound the way it was, but it was.  I watched fascinated as I saw the young man’s hand cover my wife’s ass, watched as she reached to cover his hand for a moment, then slowly pull it higher.  She didn’t pull his hand away though, just pulled it so that it rested a little higher on the curve of her ass and left it there.  He had moved a little too fast for comfort.  Why was it so thrilling to lie here and watch Danny fondle the lovely roundness of my wife’s ass?

I reached to adjust my cock to a more comfortable position, and continued watching their loving movements.  My heart was pounding so loudly, that I thought they must hear it as well as I could.  Danny’s hand was on her bottom now, fully extended over the crease of her body, teasing her with little tickling sensations. I knew how much she would be enjoying this.  With a start, I realized that it would be making her pussy wet with the cream of her vagina.  The thought thrilled me, as I imagined those delicate folds bathed in her juices, slipping against each other as she made the tiny little dance steps. I thought about how the young man’s hard cock was prodding against her tummy and how her nipples must tingle, hard from that prodding. My cock swelled against the constraint of my pants.

They laughed together, and he swung her away.  She twirled back into his arms, her back to him.  I watched as their hands slipped together up her stomach and then cuddled under her lovely breasts.  They dipped from side to side, and then his hand surrounded the orb of her breast.  Danny squeezed as her hand trailed down to touch his thigh, leaving his hand exploring on its own.  He was still tentative, though, just holding the wonder of her breast as if it might break, or that she might stop him.  But she didn’t.  He continued  fondling it, caressing it, loving it.

As the song ended, he smilingly bowed and then knelt at her feet, as if bowing before his queen waiting to be knighted.  They laughed happily as I watched the scene.  But the queen did something even nicer.  My heart leapt into my throat as she swirled her skirt and lifted it over his head.

“I dub thee Knight!” Joanne said, her voice betraying the nervousness I knew she must be feeling.  The skirt of the gown came down around him.  He was left facing that delicious mound in her white lace panties and completely swathed in a gossamer world full of the scent of her perfume and the perfume of her pussy .  My heart would not go out of my throat and my eyes must have bugged out of my head as I waited for what was next.

Slowly, slowly, his hands moved.  I realized that his hands were now on her legs, slipping slowly, in their caress, upward as he moved closer, both knees on the floor now.  Completely covered by the gift gown I had presented to her today.  His body looked ghostly under the nylon.  Joanne looked down at him and then, just as slowly, her hands went to his head and pulled him closer still.  I could see that his head was turned to the side so that his cheek was pressed against the silkiness of her panties.  Her mound would be pressed against his cheek, her tummy against his temple.  The warmth of her body would be teasing him and making him just like a Knight of old.

Awestruck, I watched as his hands found her bottom once again, this time with only her panties between him and her flesh.

Joanne stood still, caressing his head and turning it against her body.  Her eyes were closed, listening to the music, feeling his kiss against her pussy.  She cradled him like a mother, but it was really the nurturing hands of a lover.  I could see her hands directing him lightly.  After a long time in this position, after letting him find the pleasure of her mound against his lips, his cheeks, his ears, his nose,  I saw her hands lifting him.  Danny got to his feet slowly, his body pressing and following hers to a standing position.  Her gown slipped reluctantly back into place, until it reached the point where Danny’s hard cock pressed against her panties.  

Their lips found each other and their bodies continued to writhe in pleasure, touching, twisting, pressing.

Joanne slipped the sleeves of her gown off her shoulders and her breasts were revealed.  I could hear him gasp as Joanne drew his head down until it nestled against the shelf of soft breasts pressed high by the cut of the bra.  As he nuzzled her breasts, Joanne slowly slipped one of them out of its cup and guided it toward his waiting lips.

“Oh, yes, Danny. Yes. …. That’s what they’re for..” she said quietly, almost whispering.  

Her sigh became a quiet moan of pleasure as the young man’s lips nursed at her nipple.  

They stood that way for what seemed like a long time, and then slowly, they resumed their dancing.  She had   guided his head reluctantly up along the long slope of her breast to her neck again and began their dancing as if it had not stopped.

“Oh, Danny,..  I’m being so unfair…” she said in a hushed voice.

“No, it’s OK.” He said quietly.

“Yes,.. yes, I am.” She said as she kissed his lips once again.  I could see that her tongue slipped past his lips this time and could almost see his body tremble at the thrill of it.

Joanne turned to go, but he pulled her back.  I began to retreat quietly down the hall.  I saw her turn and let him kiss her once more before I disappeared from the view below.  I quietly closed the bedroom door.

Joanne came in quietly and leaned next to the open door for several moments.  I pretended to be asleep, faking slow breathing, and waited.  My heart was large in my throat with the things I had watched.  I didn’t know what to say or what to do.

Slowly, she moved across the room, groping through the gloom.  Her hand found the tiny bed lamp and she shook me gently.

“Honey?” she said quietly.  “Jack, wake up, sweetheart.”  

She lay across my body and I felt her kiss my cheek.  I faked awakening from a sound sleep.  

“Wha? ..  what?” I said.

“Hold me.” She said.

I sat up and put my arms around her.

“What’s wrong?”

Joanne said nothing.  She shook her head into my neck.

“What happened?  Did Danny ..” I stopped.

Slowly, she nodded her answer into my neck, her kisses soft and inviting there.

My heart was pounding again.

“Did you let him..”

She nodded against me once again.

“You mean he fucked you, darling?”

She shook her head violently.

“Just touched you?”

She nodded again.

“Did you stop him?” I asked.

Slowly she shook her head and then took my hand and put it on her breast.

“Do you think I’m terrible?” she said.

“No.”

“I love you.” She said.

“Did you enjoy..?” I said.

“Yes.” She said.  “Yes.”

“Tell me about it?”

Instead, she pressed her lips to mine and I felt her tongue against my lips.  Her tongue traced them, then teased them open.  The taste of lipstick and the chocolate mousse dessert from dinner mingled together in our mouths.

Joanne stood up and pulled my hand.  We danced snuggled together in low light of the tiny lamp.  She guided me down to her feet.  As I knelt, she swirled her gown over my head and pressed my face into the silky softness of her pussy and held me there.  I could smell the scent of her perfume and also the scent of her pussy waiting for me there.  It was just as Danny must have found it.   I breathed deeply and let my hands slip up her thighs to find her panties.  

Instead of panties, I found the soaking wet naked folds of her pussy.   Puzzled, I slipped my finger between them into the creamy juices to find her clitoris hard and erect.  What had happened to the lacy white panties?

I slipped two fingers easily into her vagina and fondled her G spot, pressing it between my thumb on her clitoris and the two fingers.  The firm spongy spot felt luxurious under my touch and I felt Joanne tremble as a tiny orgasm coursed through her body.

“Did Danny do this?”

“Oh, no,.. no!” she said.

“What then?”

Her hands guided mine to the round cheeks of her ass where I fondled and toyed with her curves.  I pressed my lips against her mound and kissed gently.  

“Like this, then?”

“Yes, like that.”

“And then?”

Joanne slipped the sleeves of her gown down and I ogled her beautiful breasts and the lacy bra that held them like ripe fruit.  She slipped both of them out of their cups and I watched passionately the way the nipples were extended now, looking hard and brown and ready for me to suckle.

“Do you like these, Danny?”  She said, her eyes devouring mine.  “Do you think about these,.. “ she choked a little.  “Do you ever think about me.. ?” she said.

“Yes,.. Yes, I think about your breasts a lot.  They’re beautiful and so big!” I said.  “Sometimes I cum thinking about them, too, Mrs. Williams.”

My hands lifted her breasts.  With one hand I squeezed her nipple.  I let her feed the other breast into my lips.  I sucked deeply on her nipple and let my hand squeeze the heavy weight of it, milking her toward my amorous lips.  

“And then?” I said, a catch in my voice. 

“That’s all. …… But, I thought about doing more.  I had to force myself to come up to bed.  My god, I was so close.”

“What?”

She guided me to my feet and then knelt before me.  Joanne unzipped my pants and slipped her hand inside to find my cock already very hard.  She slipped it out and the night air was cool against the soaking precum on the head of it.  She took it warmly into her mouth.  Her hand circled my cock.

Her brown eyes stared up at me as she began to suck, moving her head from side to side.

“You wanted to do this, too?’ I asked.

She nodded her head, still holding my cock with her lips.  

“Do you think I am terrible?”

“No, of course not.”

Her eyes blinked expressing relief that it was OK with me.  I am not sure I was completely sure myself, but for now it was the right thing to say, I decided. After all, it was all my fault.

Joanne stroked my cock and the head of my cock was filled with such pleasure, it is impossible to explain in words.  I started to pull away but she held me tight.

“Cum in my mouth, Danny.  Cum for me.” She said urgently.  She returned to my cock, stroking it rapidly now and swirling around it with her tongue.

“I want you.”  I said urgently.

“Cum in my mouth, Danny!” she said again.

I felt her other hand squeeze my balls and suddenly realized that I was not going to last long.  I looked down into my wife’s brown eyes, and spread my legs slightly.  

“Be careful, Mrs. Williams.  I think I’m going to..”

Joanne’s excitement rose as she heard me join in her fantasy.

“It’s beautiful, Danny.  Just beautiful.  Give it to me, sweetie.” She urged me to fuck her mouth.  Play-acting the role of young Danny was a turn on.  I watched her lusciously lipsticked mouth made a soft circle around the head of my cock and the deep pools of her dark eyes urged me on.

“You’re so.. beautiful … Mrs. Williams..  so … so…”  I wasn’t acting, it was true.

Joanne fondled her pussy with her own fingers now as she sucked my cock deep into her mouth.  My rigid cock glistened as she let it out to speak.  Her tongue flicked out to touch it between the words.

“.. do you ..   do you think about .. fucking me, Danny?”

My cock was aching for her.  It was swollen and hard. The skin felt like it might burst if I expanded much more.  I had maintained a constant erection since she came down the stairs more than an hour ago.

“Yes! Yes! … Yes, I want to fuck you Mrs. Williams.  Please let me fuck you?”

At last, Joanne rolled backwards on the floor, her legs spread.  Her hands reached out for me and I leapt between her thrilling thighs   She spread her legs wide and in one quick stroke, my cock leapt into the wet well of her vagina.  Her warmth suffused my body with my cock probed the furnace-like heat of her tight pussy.

We rocked back and forth together, my cock sliding in and out of her creamy vagina.  I could hear our bodies slapping together in passion, and feel my balls slap her bottom at the bottom of each stroke of my cock.  Joanne moaned with pleasure and I watched her pinch her nipples in time with my thrusting passion. 

I felt my balls tighten and my legs straighten tense behind me as I thrust mightily and my sperm shot hot and creamy into her body. Again and again, I spurted into her.

Ohhh, fuck me hard, Danny, fuck me hard, sweetheart!” she said loudly in my ear. 

“Do it some more, .. more, darling, more.  Fuck mummy!  Give me that good hot stuff from your balls!  Fill me up, baby!”

We moved to the bed  and lay recovering our strength.  We nuzzled and fondled each other.  I slipped my hand over her wet pussy once more and let one finger slip between her lips to tease her clitoris.  She held my limp cock in a tender grip as I fondled her pussy.  

I realized that the bedroom door had not been closed while we had made love.  Had she left it open intentionally?  I concluded that she had done just that.  Leaving it open meant that Danny had the thrill or the torture of listening to her pretend it was him having her body.  I tried to recall what I would have thought of that as a teenager.  I decided that I would have enjoyed it a great deal.  I imagine Danny was the same way I was at his age.

And what had happened to the pretty white panties?  Questions were bouncing around in my mind.  I caressed her delightful bare bottom and mused over the loss of the panties.  When had she let them down?  It was a poser of a question full of ripe sensual moment.

When she seemed asleep and my arm had definitely gone to sleep under her head, I got up and started toward the bathroom.  I heard the toilet being flushed and paused a moment to let Danny get back to his room  It was dark, but I noticed that Danny’s door was slightly ajar.  Could he have also been watching in addition to listening?  He could not have helped hearing us, I was sure of that.  Had my quiet little wife arranged the whole thing that way?  I was slightly puzzled.

I was washing my hands when I suddenly realized that the white panties had mysteriously appeared on top of the pretty pile Joanne’s pantyhose made on the vanity.  I stared at them. I was sure that they were not there earlier. I picked them up and looked more carefully.  The crotch of her panties was damp, of course.  But wait, there was more than that.  A huge wet spot covered the front of the panty.   I could smell Joanne’s juices, but also there was also the decided odor of fresh sperm.  Suddenly the mystery was solved.  The new stain was not my wife’s, but Danny’s.  I returned the sodden panties to the pile and went to bed.

I began to think that I was no longer the arranger, but just a simple passenger being carried on by Joanne’s scripts.  I shook my head, smiled into the darkness, and put my arm around her with a slow, happy caress.

As I lay there musing over the lovely sex we had just enjoyed, Joanne awoke and very quietly slipped from under my arm and out of the bed.  I listened as she padded down the hall and then heard the bathroom door close quietly.  I strained to hear every sound now, wondering what would happen next.  

The bathroom door snapped shut again, like the sound of someone being very quiet.  Joanne reappeared like a ghost, her gown rustling quietly.  She crept into bed and slipped once again under my arm.  I slipped my hand down to the voluptuous curve of her bottom and found that she had slipped into the panties.  Feeling my sensuous caress, Joanne slipped her leg between mine and pressed her tummy, and the wet spot, against me where it remained warm between our bodies.

“You’ve got to stop doing this to me.” She muttered against my chest.













  








  

