THE LAYOVER – Part Two

HedbangerSA
That weekend I tried to stay busy.  Jenna dropped off a big folder of correspondence and documents for me to sign.  Mostly I thought about the time in Cleveland and second-guessed myself over what I said to Dani on the airplane.  Being a good CEO was tough in part because it was so lonely; you had keep your distance from everyone.  They expected it.  But with Dani it felt wrong, and I was pretty sure that I hurt her feelings.    

Everything I told her was necessary; I was just reinforcing company policy, and it protected Dani, too.  That didn’t explain why I felt like punching a hole in the wall every time I thought about it.

Monday was very busy, but Tuesday was better and I decided to eat in the employee cafeteria for a change.  I figured it would be good for morale.  It caused sort of a stir though, especially with the employees at the table I chose.  I decided afterwards that it wasn’t such a good idea, especially since I didn’t see Dani.

That afternoon I was feeling restless and I walked across the complex to check in with Bill Bardison on some HR issues.  Heads came up suddenly as I entered his area, including Dani’s.  Everyone else avoided eye contact; Dani stared back at me, looking pale.  As I walked past her desk I cleared my throat.

“Um, hello.  How are you?” I said.  ‘Brilliant job, Dave,’ I thought.

“Fine, Mr. Garrett.”  Dani said, then looked away.

Bill Bardison spilled his coffee on his desk when I stuck my head into his office.

“Mr. Garrett!  I…no one told me you were here,” he said, as he tried to mop the coffee up with a handkerchief.  

“Not a problem, Bill.  Sorry I startled you.”  I settled into one of his side chairs.  Bardison finished cleaning up and then stared at me expectantly.

“The reason I stopped by was that I was thinking about that presentation you made to the board,” I said.    Bardison looked confused. 

“On the training and awareness programs?”

“Yes.  I was thinking that an update would be helpful, say this Friday morning?” I asked.

“Of course!  I’ll pull it together; not much has changed but we’ve made some progress,” Bardison said.  I stood up.

“Great.  See you Friday, then.”  I started to leave, then stopped. “Oh, Bill.  You had one of your people helping you before, right?”  Bardison thought about that.

“Yes.  Ms. Reston I think.”

“Right.  Why don’t you bring her along?  Just for consistency.  Let’s do it in my office. Say, ten o’clock?”

As I walked past Dani’s workstation again she was staring at some papers on her desk.  When I stopped, she looked up.  Her eyes looked red and a little puffy.  

“Is there something wrong?” I asked.  She shook her head.

“Allergies,” she said.

~~~  

The presentation on the HR programs went well, I guess.  I had trouble paying attention.  Dani was wearing a really nice dress; plaid all in fall colors and it went very nicely with her hair, which was down on her shoulders.  She handled her parts of the program perfectly, giving updates on numbers of employees trained and things like that.  The whole time though, she looked like she was in pain and even when she was talking to me she seemed to be looking at a fixed point a foot to the left of my head.  The couple of times our eyes met I felt some of the connection we’d shared in Cleveland.  

After Dani and Bardison left, Jenna came into my office carrying a folder.  

“Wasn’t that the girl who saved our hides up in Cleveland?” she asked.  I could intimidate everyone else in the company, but not Jenna.  I nodded.  

“She’s smart.  That videoconference was a great idea and she handled the setup better than I could have,” Jenna said, studying me.  I nodded again.

“Amazing she was able to get a room there at the Marriott.  The guy told me it was booked up; I had to threaten to pull all our Marriott business to get that suite.”

“Uh, yeah. Just lucky I guess,” I said, feeling increasingly uncomfortable.  Nothing happened without Jenna knowing about it; she probably knew about Dani staying with me.  Jenna laid the folder on my desk.

“That’s her personnel file.  I thought you might want it.  As follow-up on the presentation,” she said.   When I didn’t pick it up right away she continued.

“She’s thirty-two, in case you were wondering.”

“Really.  I thought she might be younger,” I said, feeling a little dizzy.

“Yeah, pretty girl.  And I’ve got to hand it to her; that chick knows how to keep her mouth shut.  I haven’t heard a peep about any of that in Cleveland, and if there was anything on the grapevine I would know about it.  I mean about getting stuck up there on the same flight, and the videoconference,” Jenna said.

I picked the personnel file up, but didn’t open it.

“Thanks, Jenna.  I appreciate it.”

~~~  

I didn’t get anything done after that; I just sat at my desk and stared out the window.  I couldn’t concentrate, or decide whether to feel good or bad about what Jenna said.  This was a real problem; I had a ton of work to finish on the merger.  At three o’clock I shut my door and picked up the phone.  I had memorized Dani’s extension.

“Danielle Reston.”

“Hello, Dani.  This is Dave.”

“Hello…Mr. Garrett,” she said quietly.  “Do you need something on our presentation?”

“No, that was fine.  The reason I was calling was…well; I was troubled by that last conversation we had on the plane.  I feel like I didn’t make myself clear, or at least say it in an appropriate way,” I said, floundering.   Dani didn’t say anything, so I kept going.

“What I was going to suggest was, uh…If you’re not busy then perhaps we could have dinner together this evening.  Nothing inappropriate, but I thought we could talk through what happened in Cleveland.  Not that anything happened, of course.  We’re both professionals and it might help to talk it through.  Rationally.”  I took a deep breath.

“I’m not busy.  It would be good to talk…rationally.  Do you know where I live?” she said, still talking quietly.

“I think so.  It’s on Surrey Court?” I asked.

“Yeah, Apartment 4A.  I’m in the second building.”

“Well, then.  This will work fine; say at seven-thirty?”

~~~  

I changed clothes three times, finally settling on a nice navy blazer and gray slacks, with an open collar and no tie.  Casual, but still professional.  I made a reservation at a restaurant not far from where Dani lived.  A bit obscure but it was quiet and would allow us to work out all the problems we were having.  And to reach an understanding so I could concentrate again and quit worrying about hurting her feelings on the plane.

Finding her apartment was easy.  The second building like Dani said, and a ground floor entrance. It was just getting dark but the outside light was already on. I was feeling confident as I rang the bell.

Dani opened the door.  She was wearing a crisp, white long-sleeved blouse and a blue print skirt that was shorter than normal for her, a couple of inches above her knees.  She smiled when she saw me but looked nervous.

“Dani, it’s great to see you.  I’m really glad you were available for this session,” I said.  I was suddenly feeling a little light-headed.  

“Right. So we can talk,” she said.  

“Communication is critical…to avoid misunderstandings,” I replied.

She nodded her head slowly, her hair pooling in delicate swirls on her shoulders. 

“God, you look great, Dani.”

I don’t know who took the first step; the next thing I knew I was in her foyer, my mouth pressed hard against Dani’s.  Her legs were wrapped around my hips, arms around my shoulders.  I kept moving forward until her back was pinned against the coat closet door.  Lips nibbling, sucking, tongues wrestling mightily; my hands caressing her butt as they supported Dani’s weight.  My cock was thrusting the flannel of my slacks under her ass, the head pressing against the closet door.  I was so hard that I thought maybe I could let go of Dani without dropping her; I took a chance with one hand, stroking the back of her head. 

“What about rational?” she asked, our lips touching.

“Fuck rational,” I said.  We were both struggling to breathe.

Dani’s skirt had ridden up around her waist; she was wearing the same panties she’d worn during the ballet dream, pink with the little cornflowers.  I had been daydreaming about seeing her in them all week.  I worked my hand through the leg hole and onto her butt, kneading and stroking the smooth, taut skin.  This pulled the crotch of the panties over and half of her pussy was peeking out at me, wet and flushed.  I was so aroused that I felt like my heart might stop. Dani pushed the collar of my jacket back and I shrugged it off, one arm then the other.

“Bedroom,” I gasped, still kissing her.

“What?”

“Your bedroom.  Where?”

“Up the stairs.”

I carried Dani up the short flight of stairs and headed for the open door that looked like a bedroom, managing to kick off my shoes as I went.  Dani’s were on the floor by the coat closet.  When we got to the foot of her bed, Dani let go with her legs and I lowered her feet to the floor still not wanting to break the kiss, loving the taste of her and the way being intimate with her was still overwhelmingly special.

Dani unbuttoned my shirt and then tugged it over my wrists as I worked at the catch and zipper on her skirt, both of us hurried and clumsy.   I waited as she undid my belt and slacks and let them fall, then I sank to my knees and kissed her through the fabric of her panties, inhaling deeply.  The sharp, sweet smell of her was intoxicating; I drank it in as my hands found her ass and I rubbed my nose against her mons.  

When I looked up, Dani’s blouse was gone.  She was wearing a knit, seamless bra; her hands were poised at the band on the sides, staring down at me panting raggedly.  I nodded eagerly and she pulled the bra up and over her head, her tits bouncing free.  They were more beautiful than I imagined, creamy-smooth and firm with large, pale pink areolae capping rounded tips.  

That was all the stimulation my overloaded senses could take.  I stood and scooped Dani into my arms in one motion, then climbed onto the bed.  I pulled her panties to her ankles as I tugged at my boxers with the other hand, then settled on top of her.  My mouth found hers again but neither of us could manage a real kiss; we were breathing way too hard and all my concentration was focused on getting inside of her.  Burying my aching cock deep inside that beautiful body was all that mattered, like the world would end if it didn’t happen before I drew another breath.

The head of my dick found the hot, wet center of her and plunged in.  

“Oh, Jesus! That feels so…oh, Dani.”   Her pussy was contracting; she was already close to orgasm.   The silky tightness of it seemed to suck me in until my hips were grinding slowly against her upraised thighs.  Dani started to buck and thrust against me while I was still savoring the penetration but I wasn’t far behind her.  My lower body took control and we slid into a panting, grasping, fucking oblivion.  Dani screamed in ecstasy and wrapped her legs tightly around my ass moments before the thrust that pushed me over the edge.  I gripped her shoulders and held on as the heart-stopping moment of climax hammered me, emptying my mind and sending wave after wave of cum deep into Dani’s womb.

I’m not sure how long we stayed there, recovering.  I know I felt blissfully happy and prayed that the moment could last forever.  Finally the sensation of Dani nuzzling and nibbling at my neck and ear revived me.  I rolled to one elbow and studied her face.  She was smiling.  

“Are we done talking yet?  Because I’m starved,” she said, then kissed me gently.  I laughed, then hugged her.

“I’m not even close to finished with you Dani,” I said.  “But that can wait.  Now some food would be great.”

“How about Chinese? There’s a place about a block away that delivers,” she said.  That sounded terrific; I didn’t feel like getting dressed.

We ordered soup and four different entrees because all of them sounded so good then ate dinner in our underwear on Dani’s couch.  She opened a bottle of wine and we finished it watching an old Cary Grant movie on AMC. The last hour, Dani snuggled in my lap naked except for her panties.  Without really ignoring Cary and his problems with Irene Dunne, I tried to memorize Dani’s body with my hands.  It was intimate and comfortable; a perfect time.  

“So, are you going to stay tonight?” Dani asked as the credits rolled.

“I’m counting on it.  Earlier was incredible, but this time I want to do it a whole lot slower.”

~~~  

By the time we got out of bed on Saturday morning it was almost eleven.  The days when I could screw all night were over, but I was pretty proud of three times in 15 hours.  Most of the morning we just cuddled and talked.  Having Dani’s naked body nestled against mine was amazing and I hated to give that up.  We took a long shower together and then she cooked us a late breakfast of toaster waffles and microwave sausage links.  Dani kept apologizing about the food but I’d have loved anything she made me wearing panties and a sleeveless tee shirt. The coffee was good and she set the table with real cloth napkins.  

After we finished eating we went back to Dani’s couch and she sat in my lap again.  Kissing her was a treat I couldn’t get tired of, and after twenty minutes I surprised both of us when my cock reported for duty a fourth time.  Dani slid out of my lap, ending up on her knees facing me.  She tugged my boxers down and inspected my package from a few inches away, stroking and fondling me lightly.

“Hello there, little friend.  How about if I take care of you all by myself?” she said, then looked up at me mischievously, biting her lower lip.  

I wasn’t crazy about the ‘little’ part, but was thrilled by what I figured was coming.  The last blowjob I’d had was definitely pre-Marla.  As Dani leaned in I reached down and grabbed the bottom hem of her tee shirt and pulled it over her head – I wanted to be able to see her body. 

Dani held me upright with one hand and ran her tongue up and down my shaft, drooling copiously.   She started to work me over with both hands, rotating and stroking until she seemed satisfied with the lubrication.  My own mouth was hanging open in anticipation as I watched those beautiful lips ease over the head of my cock and the warmth of her mouth enveloped me.  

She started with quick, shallow strokes mainly concentrating on the head with her tongue.  Then Dani fell into this incredible pattern; more short strokes then deeper, as far down me as she could go, followed by a hard, fast workout just with her hands, one twisting at my shaft while the other rubbed the head.  One time on the deep strokes she pulled away, fighting a gag reflex, then glanced up at me with a look that said she was okay.  Her tits were brushing against the insides of my thighs and she had to hold her hair out of the way on the deep parts.  She was making quiet little satisfied moaning noises the whole time.   

I thought having her pull off me every ten or fifteen seconds like that would be a distraction but it wasn’t.  It was like getting to the top of the next hill on a roller coaster, each cycle better than the last.  Before long I was arching my back on the deep parts, fingers twined in Dani’s hair, and my thigh muscles were jerking and twitching like I was hooked up to electric current.

“Jesus, Dani!“ I moaned.  She glanced up, smiling. 

On the next round of little short head bobs Dani held that motion, stroking the base of my cock furiously with one hand at the same time. I clenched my legs hard against her sides as I lost all coordination and control.  My heart hit its ‘pause’ button, and my balls contracted and pumped themselves dry.  Dani kept stroking me gently, sucking the head of my cock and teasing the slit with her tongue until she was sure I was finished.  I collapsed helplessly on the couch, trying desperately to catch my breath and hoping that my heart had started again on it’s own.  Dani climbed into my lap and rested her head against my chest.

“Thank you, sweetheart,” I said as my senses returned.   I wrapped one arm around her and stroked her head with the other hand.  Dani’s hair was so soft.  After a minute I pulled her face up and kissed her; her lips were still hot and a little puffy from the blowjob.  

Dani’s hair was hanging down, brushing against her erect left nipple and her panty-clad butt was wiggling around slowly in my lap making me wish I was twenty again and could go on like this all day.  But at forty-five I knew I was finished for a while.  At least until later that night and more than anything in the world I wanted to be with Dani when that time came.  Sitting there holding her warm body and waiting would have been great, but I wasn’t sure if she was planning on spending the whole weekend with me.

‘Dani, can I ask you a personal question?”

“I guess so; sure.”

“What happened with your dad, after the competition you told me about?  The one in the dream,” I asked.  Dani sighed.

“Things changed.  I stopped competing.  I expected him to tell me I shouldn’t give up but he never did.  He quit paying as much attention to everything I did and who my friends were and to my grades and stuff.  He took up golf instead and as I got older we sort of drifted apart.”

“That must have been hard on you,” I said.  Dani nodded.  I hugged her harder and kissed her on the forehead.

“One more thing,” I began.  “You said that you hadn’t had the ballet dream since your dad died.  Do you think you had it in Cleveland because I reminded you of him?”   Dani frowned.

“I don’t think so.  After you went back to your room I wanted you so badly I couldn’t sleep.  It was even worse that second night when I had my own room.  I didn’t ever feel that way about my father,” she said, smiling.  She kissed me lightly on the lips, then looked like she was struggling with what to say next.

“There is one thing, though.  You make me feel safe, like he used to.  I hadn’t felt safe in a really long time.” 

She looked like she expected me to respond.

“I’m glad, Dani.”

We’d been together for a day and a half, and had been naked and intimate for most of that time.  But it wasn’t until that moment that I realized how serious this was for her.  I was glad, but it was scary, too.  The visit hadn’t turned out at all like I planned, and I hadn’t had a chance to think through how sleeping with Dani would affect my life.  We sat on the couch cuddling for another fifteen minutes, then I glanced at my watch.

“Wow, it’s getting late.  I bet you weren’t planning on putting up with me this long,” I said.

“No, it’s fine.  You can stay.”

“I’d love to, Dani. But I’ve got some things to do; I have to get home.”

Dani stood up and rubbed her palms on her hips nervously.  “I’ll get your clothes,” she said finally, then ran up the stairs toward her bedroom.

As I left, I promised Dani that I’d call her soon.  I looked back when I got to the curb; she was standing in the doorway in her robe, waving.

~~~  

By the time I got home the situation was no clearer.  The more I thought about it, the more complicated it got.  Physically and emotionally I was more attracted to Dani than to anyone I’d ever known.  The time I spent with her was the happiest I could remember and that felt genuine to me; it wasn’t just the sex.  The sex was fantastic, but so were the hours of talking and being together.  And there was the time in Cleveland too.  Even without any sex we’d connected so intensely that I could think of nothing else the week after I got back.  

But we are who we are, and I was responsible to thousands of people who counted on me to be professional and to play by the rules I helped write.  You either live up to your commitments or your life stops having meaning.  Dating an employee, especially one as junior as Dani simply was not an option.

Problem solving was my strength and I spent most of the afternoon trying to solve this one, without success.  Dani might quit if I asked her to, and I was sure I could get her a new job; I had a lot of friends.  But if it got out, and it would, I’d end up looking even worse than if I were honest about it.  And that would hurt Dani, too.

I decided to go for a run.  The exercise would clear my head and the endorphin high sometimes led to insights.  Three miles later, I knew my answer.  I guess I’d known it before but was afraid to admit it.  Hiding things and half measures wouldn’t work; there was only one real solution that was honest and final, and fair to both of us.  Dani might not like it, but I just had to make her see that it was the only way.  

When I got home I showered and dressed quickly.  I knew that I had to go confront Dani right then, while I still had the conviction.  I thought about calling her, but didn’t trust myself with her on the phone.  So I just drove over.

The night before I felt confident as I rang her bell.  This time my stomach was hollow and I was as scared as I could remember being; worse than when I heard about the plane crash on the news and knew in my heart that it was Marla’s flight.  Dani didn’t answer right away, so I rang the bell again.  

The door opened and Dani peeked out.  She was wearing faded jeans and a bulky white sweater; her hair was in a ponytail just like that first night in Cleveland.  When she saw me she smiled instinctively, then the look on my face hit her and she paled.  

“I know, Dave. This is bad. You don’t have to explain, I understand.  Really,” she said, talking quickly.

“I want to explain, Dani.  I think we should talk.  Can I come in?”

She stepped to one side and I walked into her family room.  The hours we spent there had been unbelievably happy, but as Dani followed me to the couch she looked like she was going to an execution.  

“It’s all my fault,” she blurted.  “I shouldn’t have let last night happen, but I wanted it so badly.  It was stupid.”

“Do you really think it was stupid?” I asked.  Dani’s eyes were already glistening. She bit her lip and finally shook her head.  

“I don’t think it was either,” I said.  “I think it was terrific; I think you’re terrific, and none of this is your fault, Dani.”

“But it still won’t work…” 

“The two of us dating?  No, it won’t.  What happened last night and what happened in Cleveland will come out eventually, regardless of anything either of us do.  That’s why I’m hoping that you’ll understand that you can’t work at TransDyna anymore, Dani.”

She blanched.  “You’re…firing me?”

“No. I’m hoping that you’ll quit,” I said.

“I will…If that’s what you want, Dave.  But I need a job, I don’t have much in savings,” Dani said.  She looked scared; she didn’t seem to know what to do with her hands.

I felt as bad as Dani looked.  I was coming to the hardest part of what I had to say. 

“That’s not necessarily true, Dani.  Not if I was supporting you,” I said.  The look on Dani’s face surprised me; shock, and hurt.

“You want me to be like…your mistress?”

“No!  Not like that,” I said, and took a deep breath. “I want you to be like…my fiancée, Dani.” 

“What?”  Now she really looked stunned.

“It’s the only way.  I know it seems silly but I’ve thought it all through.  I could get you another job somewhere else but sooner or later if we were seeing each other people would start to talk and it would look bad; cheap and dishonest.  I can’t do that.  But I can’t live without you, Dani.  I know that.  I could barely function all last week, except when I was around you.  When I’m with you I’m happy, you make me whole.  On the plane on the way home you did something that thousands of dollars of therapy couldn’t do, I wasn’t at all nervous about flying.  Because you were with me.  I’m…in love with you, Dani.  I love you.”  

Dani was staring at me.  Her eyes were brimming; a single tear trickled slowly down her left cheek.

“You’re asking me…to marry you?”

“Yeah, I guess so.”  

I wasn’t very good at this; the last time Marla brought it up and the conversation had been more like a merger negotiation than a proposal.  Now the tears were running freely down Dani’s face.  

“No.”

“What do you mean?  You can’t say no.  We could be engaged as long as you want, four or five weeks, whatever.  I’ll take care of you, Dani.  I’ll love you forever, I promise.  This is our only chance, please take it with me,” I pleaded.  Now I was crying, too.  

“No, not like that.  If you want me to marry you, you have to ask me.  The right way.”

I slid off the couch, ending up on one knee.  I took her hand.

“Dani.  I’d be honored if you would be my wife.”

She wiped at her cheeks with the back of her hand.

“Okay, then.  Yes.” 

With that I was on the couch with her, pulling her into my lap and kissing her with as much abandon as when I had her pinned against the coat closet, but different.  This time was all about relief and excitement for the future and the simple joy of being with her and knowing that it wouldn’t end.  Dani finally pulled away.

“Ten weeks though,” she said.  

“Huh?”

“I need ten weeks at least to get everything organized.  I want a real dress and my mom has to come,” she said.

I laughed.  “You can have as much time as you want, and you can have whatever you want.  Get three dresses.”

“One will do.  Can we go on a honeymoon?” Dani asked.

“Of course!  Where do you want to go?” I asked.

“Well, there’s this really nice hotel by the airport in Cleveland.  I hear they have a great suite on the fourteenth floor.  That’s where I want to go.  I want to register as Mr. and Mrs. Garrett and I want a ring.  But it has to be big enough to wipe the smirk off the face of that stupid night manager, Carl.  Is that okay?” she asked. 

I kissed her again.  “Absolutely, Dani.  And I promise, you’ll barely be able to lift your hand.”  

The End

I hope that you enjoyed The Layover.  Whether you did or not, I’d love to hear from you, especially about whether you’d like to read a continuation of the story.  And be sure to vote!

