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Caitlin’s Game: Parts 1-6

At Her Friend’s Wedding

“Oh my God, I’m so glad you guys could come!”

As Charlotte spoke, she wrapped her arms around my wife Caitlin. I watched them embrace, plastering a smile on my face.

Maybe that makes it sound worse than I mean it. I was genuinely happy for Charlotte, and her new husband Joe. I’m just not a big fan of weddings.

All that formality. All that display. I wouldn’t call myself a shy person, but I’m not someone who likes to be the center of attention either. For that matter, neither is Caitlin. Our own wedding, years ago, was a much more discreet affair. Just a few friends and family, basically the smallest number of people we figured we could get away with. It’s not like either of us are religious. We had been dating for years before we got married. I don’t want to say it didn’t mean anything, but it certainly didn’t change anything. To me, at least, it didn’t seem like something worth making a big fuss over. More a legal arrangement than anything else, something you do for tax purposes and because your parents want you to, not because it has any real significance for you.

Again, I’m sounding more cold and cynical than I mean to. I love my wife, and I’m happy that we got married. It’s just that the ceremony itself doesn’t do much for me.

But I try to stay open-minded. Different strokes for different folks, and all that. Joe and Charlotte had decided to have a big wedding, booking out a trendy microbrewery to serve as a venue and inviting seemingly everyone they had ever met. I knew a few people at the wedding, but not many. Caitlin knew more. She and Charlotte had a lot of friends in common, and they were close enough that they had met each other’s families on occasion, too. Before the ceremony started, I had accompanied my wife as she did the rounds, working the room and greeting everyone she knew, and also meeting a few people she didn’t in the process.

Caitlin’s not shy either. But when you’re with someone for a long time, like we have been, you start to adopt some of their traits. We don’t go out much anymore. We prefer to stay home. It wasn’t like we had ever discussed that and come to a decision about it. It just sort of happened, the way things do in a long relationship. You settle into a comfort zone, finding a life that suits you. If you’re lucky, it suits you both.

Again, it feels like I’m not saying what I really mean. I don’t want it to sound like we were stuck in a rut or something. I didn’t feel that way, and as far as I could tell, neither did she. I’m just saying that over time, you get comfortable. You find your level. It’s not a bad thing. It’s just the way things are.

Frankly, I didn’t want to come to the wedding, either. You don’t really have a choice with things like that. If one of your wife’s oldest friends is getting married, you kind of have to go. You have to put on a suit and put on a smile and put your best foot forward, doing it for Caitlin more than for anyone else.

Not that there weren’t fringe benefits for me. As Caitlin and Charlotte pulled away from each other, I looked at them, my eyes traveling quickly but I hoped discreetly over both of them. You can’t be caught ogling the bride at a wedding. But to be honest, Charlotte wasn’t exactly making it easy not to.

Her white dress had a full skirt that ballooned out from her hips, the multiple layers of fabric falling all the way to the floor. But above the waist, it clung tight to her body.

You couldn’t really call what it had a neckline; it didn’t come anywhere near her neck. Instead, the dress was cut down the front all the way down to her stomach, showing off what seemed like miles of cleavage. Charlotte had always had a good rack, too. It was one trait of many that she had in common with my wife, in fact. But I couldn’t remember ever seeing it quite this exposed.

Already, lots of people had commented, in a kind of joking way. I’ve been married long enough to know better. I wasn’t going to say a word, at least until Caitlin brought it up with me in private. I didn’t want to get caught looking, even though, under the circumstances, it was almost impossible not to. Even though she could hardly blame me if I did. Even though if I had, I would hardly be the only guy that was doing it. In fact, maybe I was the only guy not doing it, and some, I observed, were hardly bothering to hide it.

With Caitlin, I was on safer ground. There’s nothing wrong, really, with getting caught staring at your wife. And she deserved to be stared at just as much as her friend did. A cardinal rule of any wedding is not to overshadow the bride, but Caitlin can’t help the way she looks. She can’t hide that incredible body she still has, that still turns me on more than anyone else after all these years. And she looked phenomenal. One of the biggest perks of coming to this wedding, as far as I was concerned, was that it let me see my wife dressed to the nines, something she doesn’t bother doing very often anymore.

She was wearing a purple sleeveless dress. Unlike Charlotte’s wedding dress, it had a perfectly modest neckline. Even though there’s no hiding the cannons Caitlin packs on her chest. And while the neckline may have been high enough even for a church wedding, the way the dress was cut invited plenty of sinful thoughts on my part. The purple fabric clung tight to my wife’s body, flaunting every magnificent curve of her hourglass figure. The dress came almost down to her knees, clinging tight to thighs and hips and ass, and she wore a pair of high-heeled black leather boots to go with it. The boots laced up the back in a way that kind of suggested a corset, and they added even more sex appeal to what was already quite a provocative outfit.

Naturally, Caitlin had agonized over her choice of outfit for weeks before the event, asking for my opinion and then, of course, completely ignoring it. But I wasn’t going to argue with the final results. My wife looked amazing, and if she had let me, we might been late for the wedding to give me enough time to peel that dress off her and get those tall boots in the air and make her moan and scream in sexual pleasure before we showed up for this event I didn’t want to be at in the first place.

Maybe it wasn’t much of a consolation, for having to be here in the first place, for having to give up a precious weekend to this archaic nonsense. But I would take what I get. These women looked fantastic, both of them, along with lots of other gorgeous girls at the event, and it at least gave me some eye candy to focus on during the more boring bits of the event. Plus, there was the thought of what came later. Eventually, the wedding would have to end, and at some point later that night, I would be alone with the sexy girl I had married, and then that dress would be coming straight off, and I would finally get to do something I wanted to do.

Until then, I would have to content myself with looking, the sight of my wife and her friend and the other women in the wedding a kind of appetizer to what I hoped would be a memorable main course.

“That was a beautiful ceremony, Char,” my wife said, holding her friend by both hands and gazing deep into her eyes as she spoke.

She seemed completely sincere, and maybe she was, for all I knew. I mean, I guess it was okay. They’re all kind of the same, aren’t they? The same words, more or less. Charlotte and Joe had written their own vows, and – well, let’s just say that neither of them are writers. I didn’t doubt that they meant what they said, and that they loved each other. They do. But for me, that’s part of the absurdity of it. They’ve been dating forever, living together for years. For them, just like for us, getting officially married didn’t change a thing.

“Have you met everyone?”

As she spoke, Charlotte turned her head, her eyes moving around the crowded room. She had dyed her hair red for the occasion. Actually, that was something she often did, the vibrant color suiting her slightly pale complexion and her bright blue eyes. She had gone with a deeper, richer red, and styled her hair in careful waves, her professional-grade makeup accentuating her delicate features, including those striking eyes.

She did look great. That was something I could say with sincerity. And I didn’t doubt that Joe was feeling like a lucky man in that moment, even if the ceremony itself changed nothing about their relationship. If he was anything like me, having been with the same woman for years would not have diminished his attraction to her. Most of the time, we can take almost anything for granted, but I had learned over the course of my relationship with and marriage to Caitlin that attraction can grow with time. Or maybe it changes into something else. A different form of the same thing, something that burns less hot and less intensely, but for much longer.

Of course, it helps that process a lot when your wife is an absolute smoke show, like mine is. Like Charlotte is, too.

“Nearly,” Caitlin said, looking around the busy room just like Charlotte did. “There’s a lot of people here.”

“Come on.” Charlotte pulled Caitlin’s two hands as she spoke. “Come with me. There’s some people I want you to meet that you haven’t yet. Dan, do you mind if I borrow your wife for a while?”

What could I possibly say to that?

“Sure, go ahead,” I said, as both Caitlin and Charlotte smiled at me.

My wife’s eyes were a deeper shade of blue than her friends’, her hair a honey-colored blonde accentuated by darker lowlights as it tumbled over her shoulders, and just looking at her now, all made up and dressed to kill, sent that familiar shockwave of arousal through my body. That, and the kind of surprise I often felt at times like this, especially times like this, when she actively tried to look her best. It was almost shocking that I was with her, that a woman so sexy would be willing to spend her life with me. I was here for her, and sometimes, when I looked at her, it felt like there was nothing I wouldn’t do for this woman.

The last thing I wanted was for her to turn away, to be stuck killing time at this wedding without even her to talk to. But these events have their rules.

Charlotte giggled as she led my wife away, and Caitlin laughed too, at nothing in particular. They had known each other so long that whenever the two of them got together, they had a tendency to act like teenagers. I won’t say they brought out the worst in each other. But certainly, they had a noticeable tendency to encourage each other to be more impulsive than either would normally be on her own.

Oh well, I thought to myself as I sat back down in my chair at my assigned table. Everyone needs that sometimes. What are friends for if not to allow you to cut loose and have a little fun and forget the dreary responsibilities of life for a little while?

I watched the two of them move across the room together, the center of all attention, as if they created a wave of turning heads wherever they went. Charlotte was a beautiful bride on her wedding day, after all, the main reason any of us were there in the first place. And Caitlin? Well, trust me when I say that I’m not just saying this because I’m married to her, because I love her. Caitlin could turn heads in a graveyard.

“So how do you know Caitlin and Joe?”

Absorbed as I was in watching my wife and her friend move across the room, I had almost forgotten there were other people at my table. Now I turned toward some old woman, some relative of either the bride or the groom. We had been introduced, but I had already forgotten the relevant information. And again, I plastered that fake smile on my face as I struck up a conversation with a stranger I knew I would never see again.

And all the while, I tried to keep my eyes on my wife. I could see her and Charlotte over in a corner of the room, talking to a group of men I didn’t know. Men around my own age, probably friends of Joe’s, I suspected.

I could see Caitlin and Charlotte laughing at something one of the men said, and I could see how the men, three of them, sort of clustered around the women. Imperceptibly moving closer. Maybe they didn’t even realize it themselves. Maybe it was just the natural attraction feminine beauty has for any man who notices it, even subconsciously, but I felt a little flicker of some kind of anger in my heart. No one was doing anything wrong, of course. They were just talking. But I knew what any man thinks when he sees a woman like Caitlin standing in front of him.

They could try to hide their sneaky little glances, but I knew they were taking in the shape of her body in that tight dress, admiring those intoxicating curves. They were thinking, just like I was, about how she would look without that dress on, how she would look moaning underneath them in sexual pleasure.

I was getting hot. The old woman beside me was telling some story I wasn’t listening to, and under the table, unexpectedly, I could feel my cock hardening. In a way, it had all been one long tease. Watching Caitlin get ready for the wedding, watching her transform herself from an already attractive woman into a stunning and sexy beauty. And now, seeing the way other men responded, while she seemed totally oblivious, was reminding me of that raw sex appeal she had that I didn’t need in the least to be reminded of. Somehow, it brought it home even more, reminded me what a hot piece my wife was, and I was looking at her now as if I had never seen her before, never had her, as if she was nothing more than a piece of ass to me, just like she was to the men she was standing and laughing with.

This wedding couldn’t be over soon enough, as far as I was concerned. I needed to do something about this deep, unignorable sexual itch inside me, this rising desire that my wife had caused, and only she could release.

She was going to find out all about it, the moment I got the chance. But for now, all I could do was wait.

*****

“That was a nice wedding.”

Caitlin stood in front of the mirror near the door of the hotel room, checking out her makeup as she spoke. Meanwhile, I was practically pacing back and forth over by the bed. We had just come through the door, finally able to leave the wedding. In fact, we had been among the last to leave. Caitlin had been having far too much fun with her old friends to notice how bored and frustrated I was getting, my obvious eye rolls and nods toward the door going completely ignored.

I watched her adjusting her lipstick with the fingernail of her pinky finger, picking carefully at some imaginary smudge. She still looked perfect to me. Almost too perfect, teasingly so, my desire seeming to rise and rise toward a fever pitch now that it felt like I was closer to attaining it than ever.

“Yeah, it was,” I said, trying to keep the irritation out of my voice.

Maybe irritation is the wrong word. It felt like I had been waiting for this moment forever, when in fact it was just most of today. But that’s plenty long when it comes to a woman like Caitlin. She always had that effect on me, like a drug I couldn’t do without. Being denied what I wanted, even for a few hours, was liable to drive me crazy. I always wanted her, no matter what, but now, I felt like all those other desires were nothing compared to what I was currently feeling.

“Come here.”

She stepped further into the hotel room, and I sat down on the bed, spreading my arms out toward her. A smile rose on her face. We lived in the same town, but Charlotte had arranged group rates on hotel rooms, and we had decided to make the event like a kind of minivacation. What is it about hotel rooms that makes you want to get nasty immediately? Maybe it was just being outside of our normal setting and our regular routine. That, combined with my wife’s undeniable sex appeal, was more than enough to have me vibrating with lust.

Caitlin walked slowly toward me, still smiling. The heels of her boots thumped on the carpeted floor, and her hips swayed from side to side in that dress. If she hadn’t known already what she was doing to me, she definitely did now. I could see it in the way she moved, that sexy little swagger telling me that she knew just how badly I wanted her.

She moved toward me, her blue eyes on mine, and her dress straining around her beautiful body. As she sat down in my lap, she threw her slender arms around my neck, and I wrapped mine around her waist, holding her closer. I knew that she could feel my cock pressing against her ass, that full and firm ass I couldn’t wait to get my hands on, and I slid my hands down her body to take her by the hips. Leaning forward, she pressed her smiling lips against mine, and I tasted her lipstick as I kissed her, desire growing by the second but feeling like it was finally going to be satisfied.

“Charlotte looked amazing.”

I didn’t know where she was going with this, and I didn’t much care.

“Yeah. She did.”

My wife raised one eyebrow as she looked down at me from her seat in my lap.

“Oh yeah? You were looking?”

“I wasn’t looking,” I protested. “But I’m not blind”

Caitlin laughed.

“Were you looking at her boobs?”

“Me and just about everyone else in the place.”

She laughed again. It felt like we were on dangerous ground, but so far, at least, my wife seemed more amused by playing at being jealous than she actually was. Still, as sweet as Caitlin can be sometimes, I’ve been on the receiving end of her temper too many times to underestimate it. It can change fast.

“Yeah, they were kind of out there, weren’t they? But she looked beautiful.”

“Not as beautiful as you.”

It was a clumsy, almost cheesy complement, and Caitlin laughed as I knew she would. But maybe the sincerity I said it with sold it to her, because I really did mean it. And as I squeezed her body harder, pulling her tight against me, my cock pressing even more hungrily against her ass, she squirmed in my lap, pressing closer against me, too.

I kissed her neck, moving slowly down toward her shoulder, and she sighed with pleasure.

“There were a lot of pretty girls there, though. No wonder you’re so… worked up.”

“It’s you that’s been driving me crazy all day. No one else.”

That wasn’t entirely true. Caitlin was right, after all. Some of her friends were looking really good, and not just them. Various people I didn’t even know, relatives or the wives and girlfriends of relatives, had caught my eye whenever Caitlin herself slipped out of my sight. And maybe there was some truth in what she was saying. Maybe that was part of what had me going so much, had me so worked up, as she put it. In the end, did it really matter, if it was her I ended up in bed with?

“It’s okay to look, I guess,” she said softly. “Like you just said, you’re not blind.”

“But you’re the only one I love.”

“I love you too, honey.”

Gently, she placed her hand and my chin and tilted my face up toward her so that she could kiss me full on the lips again. I felt the passion in her kiss, the desire rising between us in that hotel room, fueling my already wild excitement as I held my beautiful wife against me.

“There were some hot guys there, too.”

I froze. Immediately, my hands stopped doing their hungry little movements over my wife’s body, and she burst out laughing at my reaction.

“What? You can look, and I can’t?”

“No, it’s just…”

I fell silent after that. I didn’t really know what to say. I didn’t really know how I felt. Yes, there was a little stab of jealousy at her words, but something told me that was exactly what Caitlin wanted. A childish little game, maybe, for a couple who had been together as long as us. But clearly, that was the game she wanted to play.

As I looked up into her shining eyes, I saw the mischief and excitement that burned in them. She had had more than a bit to drink. I wasn’t exactly sober myself: that was part of why we had booked the hotel room, so that we could both enjoy ourselves. And I knew from experience that my wife can get quite frisky at times like this. I didn’t love this talk of other men, and my mind flashed back to the wedding, to those guys that she and Charlotte had been talking to, so engrossed in conversation with. But if it got her going, I supposed it wasn’t such a bad thing in the end.

“I’m just saying. Sometimes it’s nice to get a little bit of attention from someone else, that’s all.”

“Attention? You want attention?”

I reached for the zipper of her dress. She giggled as I pulled it down, the elasticated fabric parting easily, finally relieving the strain it had been under all night, trying to contain those incredible curves. I peeled the dress off her body just like I had been longing to do since she put it on hours earlier, revealing that soft skin and firm flesh underneath that I knew so well but never, ever got tired of. I could smell her perfume, mixed with the scent of my wife herself, that warm familiar scent that made me feel at home no matter where I was, as long as I was with her.

I pulled her dress down off her torso, and she wiggled her hips as I pulled it down further. To take it off completely, she stood up, and I stood up too, reaching for her bra and unfastening it. I had already shed my suit jacket, and now she began working on my tie, the silk fabric hissing as she pulled the knot apart with growing hunger.

Meanwhile, I took those magnificent breasts in my hands and kissed them. Yes, Charlotte had a great rack on her, and they had been beautifully displayed by her unusually provocative wedding dress. But nothing compared to Caitlin. No one turned me on like she did, no one excited me in quite the same way. I caressed those big boobs while she hastily unbuttoned my shirt, almost throwing it off my shoulders in her rush to get me undressed.

Once it was off, I wrapped my arms around her slender waist. She shrieked with laughter as I picked her up, tossing her gorgeous body down on the bed like she weighed nothing at all. I unbuckled my belt and unfastened my pants, letting them fall to the floor as I stepped out of them. She smiled up at me, her pretty face framed by the golden fan of her hair that surrounded it, and she looked so intolerably beautiful lying there like that, it made me feel breathless.

My cock sprang out, rock hard and ready, as I pulled off my boxers. I climbed onto the bed where Caitlin waited, reaching for the tiny panties she had worn under her dress, quickly pulling them down. As she lifted her feet to help me take them off, she reached for the zipper of one of her boots. But as I tossed her underwear to the floor, I placed one hand on hers, stopping her.

“Leave them on.”

“Oh yeah? You like them?”

“I’ve been thinking about fucking you in them all day.”

Caitlin laughed at that, but her laughter was soon smothered by my lips pressed against hers, my tongue sliding into her mouth, practically invading her. But that was nothing compared to the invasion that came next. I hooked an arm under her leg, pushing it up, spreading her for me, and she obliged, parting her thighs so I could get inside. She draped her leg over my shoulder as I pressed the head of my cock against her pussy, and I could feel her wetness, and it turned me on more as I slid inside. She moaned with pleasure, and I moaned too, finally experiencing that blissful sensation I had been waiting for all day.

The heel of her boots pointed up at the ceiling of the hotel room, shaking to the rhythm of my body as I began to thrust my hips back and forth, back and forth. And Caitlin gazed up at me with her eyes half closed now, the look of desire and pleasure on her face absolutely intoxicating. Everything I had wanted. Everything I had always wanted, from the day I met her until now, the most beautiful woman in the world in bed with me, and no one else.

The long tease she had put me through found an outlet, and I drove my frustration and lust into that beautiful, yielding body, and soon, the two of us were moaning and groaning in tandem, the music of our deep and addictive pleasure ringing out in the hotel room on the night of her friend’s wedding.


Caitlin’s Game

I lay beside Caitlin in the hotel bed, glowing with pleasure. And she lay beside me, the heat of sex radiating off her body, those drowsy hormones released by orgasm dancing in the close air of the rented room.

“Wow,” was all she said for a moment as she turned to me, her mouth open, her eyes shining, her cheeks flushed.

Unable to help myself, I grinned at her.

“Not bad, huh?”

“Not bad? Dan, that was amazing.”

What man doesn’t want to hear that from his beautiful wife when he’s just climbed off her? I took her in my arms, kissing her passionately, and she returned my kiss with the same desperate passion. Maybe even more. From the way she kissed me, you wouldn’t think she had just been comprehensively fucked. From the way she kissed me, you might almost think we were just getting started. There was still that hunger, still that desire, even after what we had just done. Even with the smell of our sex hanging in the air of the hotel room to remind us of what I knew neither of us were about to forget anytime soon.

We caressed each other under the blankets, our hands moving over one another’s bodies, almost as familiar to us as our own were after all these years of our relationship. Somehow, though, the magic hadn’t faded. It hadn’t diminished one bit. At least, not for me. Caitlin was just as beautiful as the day I met her, if not more so, and my desire for her was just as intense as it had always been. Or more. Because every time we did something like this, every time we had amazing, passionate sex, it added another layer to the desire I felt for her. The best sexual partner I had ever had, certainly, but much more than that, too. The woman I loved, the woman of my dreams. The woman who still made me crazy with lust for her, no matter what other pretty women might be in any given room at any particular time.

And with that thought, I remembered what she had said before we got down to it. About the other women at Charlotte’s wedding. About the other men.

We all say a lot of things in the heat of the moment, I know. You can’t hold that against someone. But as I looked at her now, finally lifting my lips from hers, I remembered the way those guys at the wedding had looked at her, and felt that stab of jealousy renewed. Maybe even more intensely now that I wasn’t as caught up in desire to drown it out.

And what made it even worse was that my wife seem to be thinking the same thing. Because her eyes shone with mischief and delight as she made her next comment.

“Maybe I should flirt with other guys more often, if it gets you going like this.”

I frowned at her, my hands no longer moving over that warm and glowing body, as if I was suddenly frozen to the spot. But my reaction didn’t seem to put Caitlin off. Instead, she chuckled softly as she looked at me.

“You’re so cute when you’re jealous,” she said, leaning toward me to kiss me again. I kissed her back, more out of habit now than anything else, my body seemingly running on autopilot while my mind raced. This was something new. But it seemed to be something that occupied Caitlin’s thoughts, that she kept returning to again and again. Was it something I had to worry about? Only she could answer that.

“You flirted with them?”

“Maybe a little,” Caitlin said, a new and faintly defensive note entering her voice. “It’s just a bit of fun.”

“Yeah? And what if I was flirting with other women?”

“I kind of think I’d like to watch that,” Caitlin smiled. “It would be pretty funny.”

“Funny?”

“Yeah. I’m not threatened by other women. I know how you feel about me. I mean, if I didn’t, you just showed me pretty compellingly.”

Smiling as she spoke, Caitlin reached under the blanket. Her questing hands found my cock, softened now by our sex. But as she ran her fingers gently over it, I felt desire stirring inside me again. This woman could do this to me so easily. A smile, a brush of her hand, a sexy dress, and I was ready to do everything she said. Sometimes it scared me, the desire I felt for her. Sometimes I felt glad she didn’t seem to realize just how obsessed with her I was. No relationship between humans can be completely equal, but when it came to my beautiful wife, I knew I was hopelessly outgunned.

“Want to hear something crazy?”

Caitlin’s eyes shone as she looked into mine, her white teeth showing as she bit her bottom lip. And her hand kept moving over my cock, fueling the desire. I was still soft, still needing to recover from what we had just done. But from the way she was behaving, it seemed like my wife didn’t feel the same way. The sex we had was amazing, but I got the distinct sense that my gorgeous wife wanted more. And I wanted to give it to her, just as soon as my body would cooperate.

“What?”

Caitlin paused. Her eyes flickered over my face as she looked me up and down, lingering for a moment on my lips before returning to my eyes.

Then, the bedclothes rustled as she turned away. I stifled a groan as she took her hand away from my cock, rolling over onto her back, her big breasts making a noticeable mound under the blanket as she lay on her back.

“Nevermind. I shouldn’t say.”

She stared up at the ceiling as she spoke, but once she finished, her eyes darted toward me again. I know my wife. She obviously wanted to tell me whatever was on her mind. I felt a bit nervous, considering the way our conversation had gone so far. But curiosity gets the better of us all.

“You can’t do that,” I said. “You’ve said it now, so now you have to tell me.”

“Oh yeah? Is that how it works?”

“You know it is.”

Under the sheets, I reached out for her body. She yelped as I wrapped my arms around her, pulling her toward me. She tried to struggle against me, to free herself, but I could see her heart wasn’t in it. Besides, she had no chance. And as my fingers began to tickle her sides, she shrieked in a mixture of laughter and outrage and surprise.

“Stop!”

But her face and her voice said the exact opposite to her words.

“Then tell me.”

She tried to hold out a little longer, probably more for the sake of appearance than anything else. But then she folded, just like I knew she would. Just like I knew that deep down, she wanted to.

“All right, all right,” she protested as I released my grip on her. She was still wearing the sexy boots she had worn to the wedding, and I felt the warm leather brush against my skin as she rolled over on her side to face me again.

“Promise you won’t tell anyone?”

“Who would I tell?”

“I’m serious, Dan. This is big. You have to keep it to yourself, no matter how crazy it might sound, okay?”

“Okay,” I said.

Caitlin paused for another moment, as if still trying to decide whether to go through with it. But I was in no doubt. She was going to tell me her big secret, because deep down, that was exactly what she wanted to do.

“Charlotte and Joe have an open relationship.”

I had no idea what I expected to hear, but it wasn’t that. Still, as her words entered my ears, I felt slightly relieved. Part of me, I guess, had been worried it would be something about us, something about her, something I would have to deal with. This was just gossip.

Juicy gossip, though. My eyebrows climbed my forehead as I stared at my wife, her trying without much success to suppress a wicked little smile that clearly wanted to spread across her beautiful face.

“Seriously?”

“Yeah. She’s sort of hinted at it before, but she never came out and told me, so I was never really sure. But she came out and told me tonight. On her wedding night, too.”

“So they’re like swingers?”

“Not exactly.”

Caitlin took another pause before speaking. Like I was pulling the information out of her against her will. But this was obviously too big a secret for her to sit on. And in the closeness that follows the powerful orgasm we had shared, along with the alcohol we had both had at her friend’s wedding, she was ready to tell her secret.

“She sleeps with other guys. He doesn’t.”

“What you mean?”

“It’s a thing, apparently. I mean, I don’t really get it either. But apparently, he’s into it. It turns him on. In fact, she told me it was his idea.”

“I can’t believe that,” I said, shaking my head. “What guy would want that?”

“Lots, apparently,” Caitlin said with that sly little smile again. “That’s what she says, anyway. She says it’s more common than you would think. There are whole online communities of people like this.”

“What, guys who let their wives cheat on them?”

“Guys who want their wives to cheat on them. Guys who want to watch.”

“No way.”

Caitlin giggled.

“Not for you, I guess?”

“There’s no way I could take that. I like having you all to myself.”

As I spoke, I pulled her toward me again, and this time, she didn’t resist. I felt her smile as I kissed her, my desire growing again by the second as my body recovered from the intense pleasure I had just experienced.

“That’s sweet,” she said. “But I mean, you can’t really know for sure until you try it, can you? You never know. It might be more fun than you think.”

I looked at Caitlin carefully. Suddenly, this conversation seemed dangerous. It wasn’t that I had never heard of such a thing. It was just that I had never imagined anyone I knew being into it. And certainly, not myself. I don’t consider myself a jealous guy, but I couldn’t wrap my head around the idea of anyone being with Caitlin except me. Even the slightest thought of it was enough to send a stab of jealousy racing through my heart as I lay with this incredible woman in my arms.

“I mean, I guess you could think of it as being kind of sweet, in a way. Like he just wants to see her happy.”

“That’s not how I would describe it.”

I frowned as I looked at my wife.

“This isn’t your way of pitching this to me, is it?”

“No,” she said with a giggle. “I can’t imagine doing something like that. But she loves it. I mean, I guess she would. She gets all the attention from men she wants, and gets to have as much sex as she can handle with whoever she wants. And he just loves her more for it.”

“Yeah, sounds pretty awesome for her,” I said. “I just don’t see what’s in it for him.”

“Me neither, really,” Caitlin said thoughtfully. “I mean, if I thought about that with you… Like if you were having sex with other women. Like Charlotte, for example.”

“Oh yeah?”

Caitlin chuckled a little as she looked at me.

“Don’t get ahead of yourself,” she said. “It’s not going to happen. But she’s sexy. I know that. I saw you looking at her tonight. I mean, I don’t really blame you. That was a really slutty wedding dress, wasn’t it? And now, knowing this about her, I guess it makes sense. She wanted other guys to look. Maybe she even picked up a few dates tonight.”

“On her wedding night?”

“I know. Wild, isn’t it? But I wouldn’t put it past her. She’s super into this. It might’ve been his idea, but she has really run with it. Now, she’s totally in charge of their marriage. She calls all the shots.”

“Sounds crazy.”

“I told you it would.”

Caitlin fell silent as she spoke, and so did I. I honestly didn’t know what to say in response to her little revelation, except to say that it just proves you never really know people. We had always been close to Charlotte and Joe. After all, Charlotte was one of Caitlin’s best and oldest friends. But I never would have suspected, even in my wildest dreams, that something like this was going on.

“I wonder what she’s doing right now.”

“On her wedding night?”

“I guess I should rephrase,” Caitlin grinned. “I wonder who she’s doing right now.”

I had to laugh at that. And Caitlin laughed too, our shared laughter releasing some of the tension that had entered the room following this unexpected revelation.

“You don’t think – tonight, do you? On her wedding night?”

“I’ve known Char a long time,” Caitlin said, looking at me with those cool blue eyes as she spoke. “I’ve learned not to put anything past her.”

“With him watching?”

“Maybe,” Caitlin said with a shrug as I shook my head again. “If that’s what he’s into, where’s the harm? Like I said, there were some really hot guys at that wedding. And they were clearly looking to have fun. I guess they heard that old cliché about girls being horny at weddings.”

Caitlin’s hands were moving underneath the sheets again, caressing my body. I sighed as I felt her hand once again touch my cock, her fingers and thumbs sliding over it, coaxing me back to hardness. And she was getting there. Enough time had passed now that I was steadily getting ready for more, and it was clear to me that my wife was definitely in the mood. In fact, talking about all this seemed to get her going even more. Divulging the details of her friend’s kinky sex life seemed to keep that fire burning inside my wife, and even if the implications of that made me nervous, I was ready and willing to enjoy the benefits of it.

While one hand moved on my cock, another moved over my body. Caressing my arm, my chest, my stomach, reaching toward my shoulder. And my hands were busy on her body too, feeling those amazing curves, enjoying the feel of her skin under my hands. In fact, I was so lost in it that when Caitlin pressed her hand against my cheek, sliding it along my jaw, it took me a long time to notice what, in hindsight, I think she wanted me to notice all along.

“What’s that?”

On her right wrist, a dark line of handwritten text. With her hands so close to my face, I couldn’t fully focus on it. But Caitlin smiled, lifting her hand away, her little plan coming together.

“Oh, that?” she said, looking down at her wrist. “That’s just… a number.”

“A number? A number for what?”

But I didn’t wait to find out. Instead, I grabbed her wrist, pulling it toward me. And Caitlin let me. She watched my face as my eyes traveled over the seven digits, written on her skin under a name. Adam. A man’s name and number, written in marker pen on Caitlin’s skin.

“Are you serious? You got a guy’s number?”

“Not exactly,” Caitlin said. “I mean, he tried to get mine, and I told him no, of course. I wouldn’t take his either. That’s why it’s not in my phone. So he just grabbed a pen and grabbed my wrist and wrote it down there, in case I ‘changed my mind’. But I’m not going to, obviously. You’re the only man I need. It was just… fun, I guess, to be wanted like that. To be pursued so aggressively. Besides, Charlotte was there with me, and she was flirting with them all, getting numbers, everything. I didn’t want to feel like her ugly friend.”

I stared at my wife in shock. She could say what she wanted, and maybe it was true, or least part of the truth. But even then, in the depths of my surprise on my growing jealous rage, I knew that she had wanted me to see it. That was part of why she had him write it down instead of just putting it in her phone. She had wanted this conflict between us.

Maybe she was testing me, wanting to see how I responded. And I racked my brain as I tried to think of what the proper response to something like this could be. Nothing in our relationship so far gave me any preparation for anything like this. As far as I knew, we had been 100% faithful to each other, no matter what. And any temptation either of us had encountered was just that, a momentary impulse to be ignored and forgotten.

I knew something about those guys made me uneasy. Looking at her and her slutty friend standing with those strangers at the wedding had made me feel something I couldn’t quite name, and now, it felt like my worst suspicions were getting confirmed.

Meanwhile, Caitlin’s other hand was busy under the blankets. She had never stopped stroking and teasing my manhood, and by now, she had it swollen back to full hardness. She was so sexy, lying there beside me, still wearing her boots from the wedding and nothing else. Her eyes shining with excitement, her face flushed with pleasure. She was irresistible. It didn’t surprise me in the least that another guy had tried to get with her. Frankly, it happened all the time. You can’t be married to a woman who looks like Caitlin and not trust her, or the jealousy will consume your life.

I knew all that, but she had never toyed with me like this. Never gone out of her way to tease me with what she could do, if she chose to.

“Ugly? You? You get hit on by guys all the time.”

“No I don’t,” Caitlin said.

But she smiled as she spoke, knowing she wasn’t really telling the truth. She often downplayed it, often attributed the way men went out of their way to help her to just basic kindness. In some ways, since it was all she had ever known, she maybe didn’t see the truth the way I did. But she’s far from stupid, and not oblivious. She knows the effect she has on the people around her.

I guess I just didn’t realize she enjoyed it this much.

“Anyway, I’m just playing around,” she said. “Obviously, I’m not going to call him, ever. It’s just a bit of fun, a little game to pass the time. It doesn’t mean a thing.”

“I don’t think you’d like it if I did it.”

“I think you’d be surprised,” Caitlin said, her eyes shining. And the way she looked at me as she said the words made me pause. It felt like she was showing hidden depths to herself now, a side that I had not experienced before, even in all the years we had been together. Maybe a side that hadn’t been there, until she had this conversation with her friend and discovered this whole new way of life that I still couldn’t wrap my head around.

“So if I went down to the hotel bar right now and picked up some woman, you’d be fine with it?”

Caitlin paused before answering.

“Honestly, I don’t know,” she said thoughtfully.

“I mean, it would be… Interesting. Seeing you dusting off your old pickup lines, trying to remember how to flirt with a woman again. Sounds pretty funny, actually.”

“You don’t think I could do it, do you?”

“Oh, no,” Caitlin said, her face suddenly serious as she shook her head. “I know you can do it. You’re a sexy guy. Especially in that suit I picked out. Trust me, you weren’t the only one thinking about getting back to this hotel room all through that wedding.”

The smile returned to Caitlin’s face. Her hand still wrapped around my cock, she leaned forward and kissed me, and even in the depths of my confusion, I kissed her back. She was still the woman I loved, even if I couldn’t wrap my head around where all this was going or where it was coming from in the first place.

“I have an idea.”

“Uh oh,” I said, making my wife laugh.

“Don’t worry, it’ll be fun. It’s not that late. How about we get dressed again and go down to the hotel bar? Separately, though. Like we’re not together. The game is to get somebody’s number. That’s it. Just talk to someone, flirt with them, and see if you can pick them up.”

“Why?”

“Because it will be fun,” Caitlin said, still stroking me. “Like a sexy little adventure. We’ll flirt with some attractive people, and we’ll come back here and release all that sexual energy on each other. I mean, let’s face it. No one wants their partner to cheat, but no one wants to be with someone who doesn’t have any other options, either.”

I wasn’t sure I quite followed her logic, but as my cock swelled in Caitlin’s hand, I felt like it was hard to deny that there was something exciting in the idea, even if I didn’t fully understand my own feelings about it.

“I don’t know about this.”

“Well then let me sweeten the deal. Whatever happens, I’m going to come back to this room with you and give you the best blowjob you ever had in your life. Plus, if you win the game, maybe there’ll be more rewards, too.”

“Rewards like what?”

Caitlin seemed to think for a moment.

“Well, maybe the winner gets to do something they want to do. Nothing crazy, but something the other person might not normally be into.”

“I’m not falling for that,” I said. “I know you’re going to win. Look at you.”

Caitlin laughed.

“You’re so sweet,” she said. “Okay, maybe it might be a little easier for me, as a woman. But I should get something for winning, shouldn’t I? If I can get a guy’s phone number and you don’t manage to do the same with a woman, I should have something to show for it.”

“I’ll go down on you.”

Caitlin laughed again.

“Honey, we’re married,” she said. “That’s part of the deal. Besides, I think you enjoy doing that almost as much as I do.”

“Well, what do you want?”

“I want… Honestly, I’m not sure. Something exciting. Something naughty. Maybe if I win, I get to go on a date with someone else?”

“No way,” I said, shaking my head. “I can’t believe you even want that!”

“Not like a proper date,” Caitlin said. “Like, I’ll let the guy take me out. But nothing would happen. I wouldn’t even kiss him. Just dinner, a few drinks, and a bit of flirting.”

“No,” I said again.

“You’re no fun,” Caitlin said, shaking her head. “Okay, since you think it will be so easy for me, how about I give you a handicap? If you can pick someone up tonight, you get a hall pass.”

“What does that mean?”

“What do you think? It means I’ll let you have sex with someone else. Of your choosing. It could be the woman you pick up tonight. It could be anyone.”

“Charlotte?”

“Oh, you naughty boy,” Caitlin chuckled. “Okay. Even her, if she’s into it. Honestly, she might be. She’s always thought you were cute.”

My head was spinning with this new information. And I thought of the way Caitlin’s friend had looked in her wedding dress, her boobs almost popping out of the virginal white fabric, and my cock throbbed in Caitlin’s hand.

“So if you win, you get to go on a date with a guy, but nothing physical. And if I win, I get to have sex with someone else?”

“That’s right,” Caitlin said, her hand still doing its maddening dance up and down my cock. I was so turned on by this wild idea and by what she was doing to my body that it was getting hard to think rationally. Getting her not to get caught up in the crazy sexiness of all of this, this new side my wife was revealing making me feel almost as if she was a different person than the one I knew so well.

It was hot. That was the uncomfortable truth I was trying not to admit to myself but couldn’t fully avoid. Caitlin’s wild idea had taken me completely by surprise, and I had never suspected she had such kinky ideas. But even though I knew the risk, I couldn’t ignore the excitement of what she was suggesting.

“What if we draw?” I asked. “What if we both get a phone number tonight?”

“Good question,” my naughty wife smiled at me. “I guess if that happens, we both get what we want.”

I took a deep breath that came out as a shivering moan as Caitlin continued to toy with my cock. From the way she was smiling, it seemed like she already knew she had won. I had always been a little bit afraid of the power her beauty gave her over me, just how incapable I was of saying no to her. Afraid she would find it out for herself. Maybe now, prompted by Charlotte’s revelation at the wedding, that day had come.

But I thought again of Charlotte, and what I knew about her now that I had never suspected before. She really was a sexy woman, and in some way, knowing she had this naughty side to her made her even more desirable. I found it hard to believe that Caitlin would ever go through with what she was offering, if it came down to that. Then again, it wasn’t like I had seen any of this coming.

“You get to go on a date, and I get to have actual sex with someone else?”

“If that’s what you want.”

The smile never left Caitlin’s face, as if the thought of me being with someone else didn’t bother her at all. Or maybe she was just that confident that it would never happen, that she was going to win this game of ours. And I knew that she was probably right about that, but maybe her smugness annoyed me just enough to tip me over the edge of the decision I was hovering on.

“All right, fine,” I said. “Let’s do it.”

And my wife’s evil little smile made me nervous as she stared deep into my eyes.


The Hotel Bar

Caitlin fixed her makeup in front of the mirror in the hotel bathroom as best she could. I had messed it up quite a bit, and I felt a faint glow of pride to know that. To know that I got to have this beautiful woman that every man wanted. But of course, that came with its own sense of nervousness and insecurity too. Every man wanted her. It was so easy for her to get male attention, she barely even seemed to realize it.

I already knew she was going to win this game. Or at least, not lose it. I never doubted that she would get hit on, probably from the moment she walked into the hotel bar, dressed like. But what kept me going was the thought of the handicap she had given me. I stood to gain a lot from this, if things went my way. No matter what happened, I was going to be on the receiving end of some oral sex my wife, a prospect that excited me very much. And if things went really well, I had her permission to sleep with someone else, something I had never imagined for a moment Caitlin would ever allow me.

But would I go through with it? I really wasn’t sure. The idea was so wild, so far out of our normal experience, that there was really no way of knowing how I would feel when it came right down to it. But in a way, that encouraged me, too. Caitlin could talk all she wanted about going on a date if she won this little game, but would she actually do it? In all the years of our courtship and marriage, she had never expressed any interest in anyone else, and neither had I. She was all I ever needed, and the desire I still felt for her, even after all these years, was enough to eclipse anything I might potentially feel for another woman.

Still, marrying someone, even someone you love and are deeply attracted to, doesn’t make you immune to attraction to other people. And even if I didn’t go through with it, the competitive part of me wanted to win anyway. Caitlin was so confident, almost smug. I knew she had every reason to be. If anything, I believed in her ability to attract people even more than she did. But I guess part of me still wanted to show that I had what it took to get attention, too. Even if she had never doubted that.

She emerged from the bathroom, dressed in her underwear, still wearing her sexy knee-high boots. And she picked up her dress, pulling it again over her body, smoothing the stretching fabric over her ample curves. I watched her, feeling again that hunger rising inside me. And part of my brain said that I should just forget about this game and instead take her to bed again, that there was nothing down in the hotel bar that was better than this.

But I didn’t do it. I remembered her promises, and I told myself that if things went right tonight, I could be having myself a lot of fun. Even more than we had already had that night.

So I pulled my suit back on, and Caitlin smiled as she helped me fix my tie. Having her so close to me again, feeling the warmth of her body, smelling her perfume, reignited all those same sexual feelings I had toward her, all that desire and lust that I could never quite shake. I never wanted to. I never wanted to feel anything for her except this same overwhelming attraction, this constant deep desire. It made life interesting.

“Okay, honey,” Caitlin said when she was done, smiling up at me through her face full of makeup that still, when I looked closely, showed the traces of what we had just done together.

“I guess so,” I said, and her smile deepened.

Rising up on her tiptoes, the heels of her boots lifting off the floor, she placed her hands on my shoulders and kissed me, letting me feel all the warmth and passion she felt in that moment, all the excitement that was flowing through her.

Then she stepped away.

“Remember, once we get down there, we don’t know each other. I don’t want you scaring off some hot guy who wants to give me his number.”

When she said that, I couldn’t help but look down at the number scrawled on her wrist like a tattoo. The ink had faded; she had washed her hands. But it was still very visible, the damning mark of another man’s attraction to her. I wondered what anyone she might talk to in the bar would think when they saw it. Not that it was going to put anyone off, I knew. It would take a lot more than that to put any guy off a woman like her.

“This is so crazy,” I said with a sigh. But I knew it was too late to back out now.

Still smiling, Caitlin turned away from me, moving toward the door of our hotel room. That tight purple dress grew even tighter around her body as she moved, her hips swaying with every high-heeled step she took. She was stunning, too stunning for words. Too stunning, maybe, for me, or any man, really. I followed after her, my eyes traveling again over that magnificent body, never looking away. No matter how many years we spent together, no matter how much we did together, I still wanted her as if it was the first time I was seeing her.

We rode downstairs in the elevator together, neither of us saying anything. The excitement between us was growing. I could feel it in the air. Caitlin didn’t even look at me, staring blandly up at the ceiling, that slight smile hovering on her face. And when the doors of the elevator slid open, she stepped out confidently, walking quickly away from me.

I followed after her, hurrying to keep up before I remembered the game we were playing and slowed down a little again to let her get ahead of me. We were supposed to be strangers. We weren’t supposed to know each other. I watched her step into the hotel bar, and I followed from a distance, seeing heads turning toward her as she moved toward the counter. She slid onto a stool, and it was like I could feel the air instantly change, every guy in the place noticing this new beauty that had come into their orbit.

She sat down in the bar, and half a minute later, I did the same. I found a seat at the farther end of the bar from her, from where I could keep an eye on her and see the door and get a good view of the rest of the bar. I cast my eye over the other customers, looking for someone attractive. There were a few other women in the bar, but most of them were with men already. Another advantage she had that I hadn’t thought of, that she hardly needed. Solo travelers who hang out in bars are more likely to be men.

She ordered a drink, smiling that dazzling smile at the barman who smiled back, and for what felt like the millionth time in my marriage to her, I reflected on the fact that really beautiful people like her live in a different world from the rest of us. A kinder, happier, more helpful world, in many ways. But also a world where everyone wants something from you.

Caitlin had barely managed more than a couple of sips of her drink before a guy made his move. I saw him come to the bar to make an order, stop and half-turn, staring at my wife. She either didn’t notice or pretended not to, taking another sip of her drink while his eyes traveled over her body in that tight dress, her legs emphasized by those sexy boots that she had worn in bed with me just minutes before. I felt a bristling rage rising inside me as I watched another man looking at my wife with undoubtedly lustful thoughts in his mind. He had no right even to look at her, and I clenched a fist under the bar, trying to control my anger. Telling myself that there was no point getting upset, that this was exactly what this game was about. For whatever reason, this was how my wife wanted me to feel, I guess. To feel that rush of jealousy, that possessive anger over her at the thought of her attracting someone else. It was working. It was working a little too well.

“What can I get you?”

Fixated as I was on Caitlin, I had barely even noticed the barman approaching me.

“Whiskey,” I said, tearing my eyes away from my wife for a moment to look at him. He nodded curtly. There was no smile for me, no friendliness like there had been for her. And as he turned his back on me and moved toward the shelf of drinks, I turned my attention back to her.

She was smiling. Laughing, in fact. Whatever this guy had said to her seemed oh so funny to my flirtatious wife. He had his back half turned toward me so I couldn’t see much of his face, but I knew exactly what was going through his mind. Probably he could hardly believe his luck in finding this amazing woman alone in a bar.

I wondered if he had noticed the number written on her wrist in marker pen. I wondered if he had noticed her wedding ring. I didn’t imagine for a moment that either of those things would stop him. To him, she was just another conquest, a beautiful prize to win and to possess for a night if he could say the right words with the right attitude. To me, she was everything. As the bartender set a drink down in front of me, I grabbed it tightly and took a long swallow, feeling the liquid spreading like fire through in my stomach where butterflies swarmed and danced.

At the other end of the bar, Caitlin laughed again. The man was still standing beside her, his own drink resting on the bar beside his elbow. Going nowhere. My wife was already halfway to winning the crazy game, without even trying.

More desperately now, I scanned the bar, looking for suitable targets. Over in one corner, there were two women sharing a drink together. One of them was attractive, at least, even if she was no Caitlin. She had dark hair that cascaded in gentle waves over her shoulder and was wearing a black dress that shimmered in the light whenever she moved. She was wearing makeup, too, a glamorous look designed to attract attention. That gave me some hope that she might be receptive to my advance. Approaching two women out of the blue like this wasn’t really my style, but time was ticking by rapidly, and Caitlin was already halfway to winning. I had to at least try.

I picked up my drink and made my way across the bar. The short walk toward their table seemed endless, and I resisted the urge to turn around and see if Caitlin was watching me. It felt like she was, but then again, it felt as if everyone was. As if everyone in the bar knew exactly what my intentions were, and were judging me for them.

The eyes of the less attractive woman at the table flickered toward me, then back to her friend, and she leaned forward, saying something to the pretty lady with dark hair. She glanced in my direction just for a minute, then turned back toward her friend, saying something that made them both laugh. They had noticed. They knew what was going on. I plastered a smile on my face that I didn’t really feel, and I tried to seem open and confident as I advanced toward the table. Caitlin was right. I was beyond rusty at this, completely out of practice. Frankly, hitting on someone was something I had never thought I was ever going to do again.

“Good evening, ladies,” I said, standing awkwardly in front of the table. “I hope this doesn’t come off too forward, but I noticed you from across the bar, and I just had to come and say hello. Can I join you for a drink?”

The pretty woman looked at her friend, smiling faintly. The friend looked back at her, but she wasn’t smiling. Probably this happened all the time. It can’t be easy knowing that your friends are more attractive than you, watching them get hit on all the time. That wasn’t something Caitlin had ever experienced, despite the fact that she had some beautiful friends. It never mattered what room she was in, she could always count on being the most beautiful woman there.

“Okay,” the attractive woman said, and I felt a little hit of relief at not being rejected straightaway. I pulled out a chair and sat down, already racking my brain for what to say next.

“I’m Dan,” I said. “What’s your name?”

I was talking now only to the prettier of the two women. At this point, there didn’t seem to be much point hiding my intentions. She held out her hand to me, and I shook it gently.

“Alice,” she said. “And this is Jenna.”

“Nice to meet you.”

“I’d say likewise, but I think it the minute, it’s too early to say,” Alice said, that smile still on her face. I grinned, my smile more genuine this time. It was a flirtatious thing to say, giving me at least some encouragement that this wasn’t a total waste of time.

“Well, give it time,” I said. “I tend to grow on a person.”

“Like poison ivy?”

“More like facial hair. I’m an acquired taste.”

She laughed at that, and I felt even more encouraged. I might have been out of the dating scene for years, but I hadn’t forgotten a that getting woman to laugh is the first one of the most vital steps in getting anywhere further.

And while Alice might not have been the showstopping beauty that Caitlin was, she was certainly attractive. Up close, I could see the fine lines of crows' feet at the corners of her eyes, but I don’t mind that. There was a certain sexiness to her that was only increasing the more she flirted with me, the more she laughed at my jokes and batted her eyelashes and played along with the game. It wasn’t like I needed to take her home, I reminded myself. All I needed to do was get that number, and then I had a hall pass for this or any other woman who would have me.

At the thought of it, I could feel my cock swelling in my pants, unseen under the table. And the more my desire grew, the less I questioned this whole strange game. I had no idea why Caitlin had brought this into our marriage, but I only needed a draw. There was no doubt now that Caitlin was going to get the number of the guy hitting on her at the bar, but if I could get this woman’s number, I would effectively win. I hadn’t felt this kind of nervousness in a long while, as if everything depended on what happened next. And I was doing my best, putting forward whatever charm I had, eager to get this number and stop my wife from going on a date with another man.

“The best things usually are,” Alice said, taking a sip of her drink. A vodka martini, I noticed. A classic. She seemed like that kind of woman. Sophisticated and elegant, in her way, but with a genuine edge to her too. Who knows? Maybe if I got that hall pass, it would be worth spending on her. Of course, I couldn’t stop thinking about what Caitlin had said about Charlotte, and the way Charlotte had looked at the wedding with her boobs prominently on display, teasing her husband and every other guy in the area with her incredible figure. But even though I now knew the shocking truth about Charlotte’s open marriage, there was no guarantee she would be willing to fool around with me. This woman, if I could talk her into it, might well be worth it for a night of fun.

“I like to think so.”

“Does your wife feel the same way?”

Across the table from me, Alice’s friend burst out laughing. And Alice smiled coolly as she spoke, her eyes dropping for just a moment toward the wedding ring I still wore. Inwardly, I cursed myself. I had just been thinking about the ring on Caitlin’s finger, and it hadn’t occurred to me that I was still wearing mine, too.

“We’re separated,” I babbled, feeling dirty as I said the lie. “I just haven’t got used to taking it off yet.”

“Sure you haven’t,” Alice said. Clearly, she didn’t believe me, and really, she shouldn’t. She could tell I was lying, but she had no idea of the full truth of the situation. That this was my wife’s idea, for me to go out and hit on a stranger.

“It’s true,” I said, but I could see in her eyes that I had already lost her. She turned her attention back to her friend, almost wordlessly dismissing me. I sat at the table for a moment, my mouth open, racking my brain for something to say. But already, I knew the moment had passed.

Mumbling something, I rose to my feet. It didn’t matter. Neither of them were listening to me now. To them, I was now a laughingstock, another tired hotel bar cliché. Some pathetic married man trying to have a one-night stand behind his wife’s back. If they knew the truth, it wasn’t like they would be any more impressed with me.

I looked around the bar, halfheartedly trying to find another woman to approach. But I didn’t see any women I found attractive who didn’t have a man with them already, and truthfully, my heart wasn’t in it. This rejection had hurt my confidence, setting me back on my heels.

And as I looked around the bar, I realized something else that made my heart freeze with fear.

Caitlin was gone.

My breath felt suddenly short, as if I had been punched in the gut. As I looked over at the empty seat where she had been, panic gripped me. Where had she gone, and more importantly, with who? The man she had been talking to had also vanished.

Stepping quickly away from the table where Alice sat, practically forgetting completely about the two women I had just been talking to, I pulled my phone out of my pocket and called my wife. The phone rang and rang, but no one answered. She hadn’t brought it with her to the bar, leaving her bag in the hotel room. In that skintight dress she was wearing, there was nowhere to put it.

The phone rang out, and I tried ringing again. Nothing. With every moment that passed, my fear and alarm grew, my heart feeling like it was being squeezed while my mind raced, trying to figure out what to do.

I walked toward the bar, opening my mouth to attract the bartender’s attention and ask him if he had noticed where she had gone. And with who. Looking the way she did, I didn’t doubt that he would have kept an eye on her, the way seemingly every other man in the bar did. But I stopped myself, thinking it through. What was I going to do, admit that I was her husband, and I let other men hit on her? Or pretend to be someone else, and have him wonder if I was some kind of stalker or creep, trying to get information about a woman who, as far as he could tell, I had never even spoken to? The. That wasn’t going to work.

Finally, my phone still clutched in my hand, I strode out of the hotel bar, heading toward the elevator. As I rode it back toward her room, I muttered under my breath, talking to myself. What have you done, Caitlin? Where are you?

Stepping out of the elevator, I moved quickly down the hallway toward our room and unlocked the door, stepping inside.

A sigh of relief escaped me as I saw my wife sitting there on the edge of the bed. Alone.

“There you are,” I said. “What happened?”

“Oh my God, that was so much fun!”

Caitlin smiled at me as she spoke. My fear had melted away at the sight of her, replaced quickly by a sense of anger at what she had put me through. But her smile eclipsed all that, the way it always did. I never could stay mad at her, especially when she smiled like that. As far as she was concerned, she had done nothing wrong, and maybe she hadn’t, really. By now, my mind was racing so much, I hardly knew anymore what to think or feel.

She stood up. Still beaming at me, she stepped toward me, draping her arms over my shoulders. She went up on her tiptoes to kiss me, and I kissed her back, out of habit if nothing else. But as our lips met, as her tongue slid over mine, I felt my excitement growing. That erection that had been swelling while I hit on Alice, that had vanished while I searched the Caitlin, was back now, my desire growing by the second as I wrapped my arms around my beautiful wife. I didn’t understand this game she was playing, but it was obvious that it excited her. And maybe that was all that really mattered.

“Thank you for playing along,” she said as she lifted her lips from mine. “Were you jealous?”

“Of course I was,” I said, and she chuckled.

“I could feel you watching me. You almost gave the game away, at least until you went and hit on that pretty woman over in the corner.”

“You saw that?”

“Yeah,” Caitlin said softly, still smiling. “I didn’t want to cramp your style, so I left. And now I think I owe you something, don’t I?”

Thrillingly, her hand drifted down my body, heading inevitably toward my crotch. I sighed with pleasure as her fingers found the bulge of my hardening cock through the front of my dress pants. With her other hand, she slid my jacket off my shoulders, and I shrugged out of it, tossing it carelessly on the bed. At the same time, I loosened my tie, pulling it away from my neck and letting it fall to the floor.

Caitlin did the same. Right there in our hotel room, she sank down to her knees, the tightness of her dress making her movements a little awkward, but she managed anyway. Smiling up at me, she unfastened my belt, pulling it wide open. Then she pulled down the zipper of my pants, pulling them open too and hooking her fingers under the waistband of my boxer shorts.

My cock sprang free as she pulled my underwear down. I stood above her, groaning as she wrapped her fingers around my member, stroking it slowly. With her other hand, she swept her blonde hair back from her face. Then, she leaned forward and pressed her lips against my shaft, kissing it. I groaned again, and she smiled, enjoying the power she had over me.

“See? That was a sexy game. You can deny it all you want, but look how turned on you are.”

“That’s because of you, not some stupid game,” I said.

But just like Alice hadn’t believed me when I lied to her in the bar downstairs, Caitlin didn’t believe me now. She just smiled that knowing smile, as if she knew me better than I knew myself, and in many ways, I supposed, she did. And she wrapped those lips around my shaft, teasing my cock that was soon throbbing at full erection, hungry for the pleasure that talented mouth promised.

She moved her head back-and-forth, making me groan again. And then, she opened her mouth, taking my cock inside. She wrapped her soft, pillowy lips around the head, her cheeks hollowing slightly as she sucked. I ran my fingers through her hair, soft as silk, beautiful as a sunrise, my gorgeous wife on her knees, devoting herself to my pleasure after what she had done. It was all worth it. Whether I wanted to admit it or not, the pleasure Caitlin was giving me now was worth the tease and the stress she had put me through downstairs, and the humiliation of striking out with a stranger. She sucked and licked the sensitive head of my cock, and I moaned in growing pleasure, already feeling an orgasm building inside me.

“So what happened?”

Caitlin spoke softly as she lifted her mouth away, those blue eyes gazing up at me, hiding a devious look inside them. As turned on as I was, I didn’t immediately understand what she was asking. It took me a moment to search my brain and remember how all this had started.

“What happened?”

“Yeah,” Caitlin said, extending her pink tongue between her smiling lips and teasingly licking my cock again. “She was very pretty, that woman you were talking to. Did you get her number?”

“No,” I groaned. Caitlin chuckled a little as she continued to slide her hand up and down my now wet cock.

“No? I’m surprised. You look sexy as hell in that suit. If you’d been hitting on me, you would have got my number no problem.”

“Thanks,” I said uncertainly, looking down at her as she continued to grin up at me. I was almost afraid to ask. But really, I already knew the answer.

“What about you?”

“Me? Well, yes. I got his number. You were right, it wasn’t very hard.”

I groaned as she spoke, and groaned even more as she wrapped her lips around my cock again, sucking it once more. This was a completely new feeling for me, and I wasn’t sure how I felt about it. Not the feeling of having my wife pleasuring me with her mouth, or not just that. But that, combined with the jealousy and anger and despair I felt at what she had just told me. She had won. She had won her little game, and we had our little deal. She got to go on a date with another man, and there was nothing I could do to stop it.

“He was quite sexy, too, actually,” Caitlin smirked, still toying with my cock as she spoke. “Some big shot at a financial firm, or so he said. You know how men lie. But he definitely wants to take me out while he’s in town. And you know what, husband of mine? I just might let him.”

And I let out a long groan of despair that soon turned to one of pleasure as she wrapped those lips around my cock again. I didn’t even understand what Caitlin was doing to me, or why, or where any of this had come from. But as my pleasure boiled inside me, as Caitlin sucked me over the tipping point, I couldn’t think of anything except how beautiful and how sexy my gorgeous, crazy, devious wife was.


Hotwife Date Night

I sat sullenly in our bedroom as Caitlin got ready.

And she hummed happily as she went about her dark business. Getting herself ready. Beautifying herself. Going all out to look her best to go on a date with another man.

My heart burned in my chest every time I thought about it, and as I sat there watching her, it felt like it was all I thought about. After all, how was I supposed to think anything else? I had never imagined anything like this happening, could barely believe, as Caitlin sometimes liked to remind me, that other people play these kinds of games all the time. Certainly, it was nearly impossible to believe that we were playing now. Even though I had all the evidence I could possibly need right there in front of me, in the form of Caitlin’s amazing body and face transforming into something even more unbelievably alluring.

She applied lipstick slowly, carefully. All her movements were measured and careful, the woman I loved taking her time to look her best. And it never ceased to amaze me when she did. Caitlin was a naturally beautiful woman, blessed with flawless skin and stunning features and with  body she worked hard to maintain and improve, making her even more exceptionally attractive than she was already. But when she put the effort in, she was an absolute showstopper. Just like at Charlotte’s wedding.

Just like now.

And knowing why she was doing this burned me up.

Anytime I took Caitlin out, she put in some effort. But this seemed above and beyond that. This seemed like it was calculated to annoy me, to show me how excited she was to be sharing that incredible beauty with another man. Like she wanted to rub it in my face. And I wanted to be angry at her. I knew I should be incandescent with rage. Probably I was, in some part of my busy brain. But more than that, above and beyond everything, overwhelming me with its purity and power, was the desperate attraction I felt for the woman who was doing this to me.

It was why I had to watch. Even though I knew it could only hurt. Why I had to sit there and witness what was driving me crazy with jealousy and desire. It never even occurred to me to go anywhere else. For better or for worse, I was stuck where I was, addicted to the spectacle of my gorgeous wife becoming even more stunning by the second.

She was wearing a new dress. I didn’t know where she had got it, or when, but I knew I had never seen it before. I would’ve remembered if I had. It was black, cut from shiny silk that hugged her figure and emphasized every curve of her body. It hung from her shoulders on two thin straps, the deep V neckline showing off a whole continent of mouthwatering cleavage. And below that, a sheer black lace panel showed off her toned stomach, her skin visible through lace flowers and thin channels that hid the built-in boning of the dress that gave her amazing figure an even more accentuated hourglass look.

The dress had an asymmetrical hem, cut so high on one side that it rose almost to her hip, flaunting her amazing legs, freshly shaved for the occasion. It was, in short, a dress completely inappropriate for a married woman. It was a dress for a woman looking to attract attention, a dress designed for a woman who wanted nothing more than to drive men crazy. And it was working already. Sitting there on the edge of our bed, my hands twitching in my lap, I couldn’t take my eyes off this incredible goddess standing in front of me.

Finishing her makeup, Caitlin turned toward me. She had curled her hair into gentle waves that fell down around her shoulders, framing the exquisite beauty of her face that the makeup enhanced. Her lips were a deep, rich red, her eyes two bright blue jewels Glowing out from wells of deep shadow, almost hypnotic in their radiant beauty. When she smiled at me, I felt my stomach flip and my heart flutter, and for the thousandth time, I wondered why on earth I was allowing this. No matter what the rules of our game had been, no matter what the wager we placed on it. Promises are made to be broken, but wedding vows are not, and looking at her now, I felt genuine fear that colored my arousal. The fear that what I had, the amazing luck I had had in winning the love of this woman, was now in jeopardy.

The silk dress rustled as she walked toward me. As she passed by her closet, she reached for the shelf inside and picked up a pair of shiny black high-heeled shoes. They would go wonderfully with the dress, I thought with another stab of bitterness, giving her that sexy and seductive walk that I, like any other man who saw it, would be unable to resist.

Over the years, I had seen Caitlin in some amazing outfits, no woman on earth looking better to my eyes when she was in full seduction mode. But I wondered, in the depths of my rage and jealousy, if she had ever looked quite as sultry and seductive as she did now.

She walked toward me slowly, her hips rolling with every step, her bare feet silent on the bedroom floor. Her dress rustled again as she turned and sat down on the bed beside me, her skirt sliding even higher on her thighs, threatening to expose everything. And I looked her over with a dull sense of desire and loss and shame, absolutely desperate for her and desperate to call this whole thing off, but not quite daring to do it.

Because in the end, a deal is a deal. And this was the deal we had made on the day of Charlotte’s wedding, the deal that I had already enjoyed from my end when Caitlin gave me head in the hotel room and let me enjoy that incredible body again. Now it was time to pay the piper.

And Caitlin wanted this. There was no denying that. Part of me had hoped that she would chicken out, that she wouldn’t actually go through with such a wild and devious plan. But it turned out I was dead wrong about that. It excited her to be wanted, and ever since that day at the wedding when she had learned how her friend cheated on her husband with his explicit knowledge, Caitlin had been pushing my buttons, as if she wanted to remind me how desirable she was to other men, how many other option she had. As if I wasn’t already painfully aware of exactly that, unable to forget it for even a moment. Certainly unable to forget it anytime we went anywhere in public, and every guy in the place started drooling the minute she walked through the door.

It used to make me proud. To have her on my arm, this gorgeous woman like a trophy that I had won, radiant enough to make any man jealous. Caitlin, on the other hand, had often seemed almost oblivious to the effect she had on others. I guess she was used to it. She had been beautiful all her life, and didn’t know any other way to be. But it was like she had now discovered a new edge to that beauty, a new thrill she could get from looking the way she did. And she seemed determined to make the most of it, to enjoy it to the fullest.

At my expense.

As she sat beside me, I could smell her perfume and the faint scent of soap and shampoo from the shower she had taken earlier. I could feel the warmth rising off her body. She seemed so clean and warm and beautiful and desirable, and I barely even realized that I was instinctively reaching out toward her, taking that narrow waist in my arms, placing one hand on the bulge of her hip and pulling her toward me.

Caitlin giggled as she collapsed against me, her breasts rising and falling in the scandalous dress. She was wearing some kind of special bra that managed to push her amazing boobs high up on her chest without being visible, despite how revealing the dress was. I didn’t waste much time thinking about that. My eyes and my mind were full of the sight of her, and that was the only thing I could focus on, the only thing I could cling to in this unstoppable swirl of complex emotions I was feeling. My desire for her, powerful as it was, was in some ways only the extension and fulfillment of the love I felt for her. I had to cling to that love as my hope that she would stick to our deal. That while she might tease and tantalize the stranger she was letting take her out, things would go no further than that.

“Don’t mess me up,” she murmured softly, turning her face away as I moved to kiss her.

Instead of that warm red mouth, my lips landed on her cheek, and I felt the silk of her hair against my face just like I felt the silk of her dress under my hand, and my cock throbbed desperately between my legs, forming a noticeable bulge in my clothing as I continued to touch her body. The fabric of the dress whispered under my fingers as I caressed her, kissing my way down her neck, toward her chest. I felt her stiffen, as if she was about to push me away. But she didn’t. And that gave me a surge of wild hope, that maybe it wasn’t too late. Maybe this was all a test, and all I had to do was show how badly I wanted her and how good I could make her feel, and she would agree to call off this entire crazy idea and stay home with me instead.

My mouth moved over those incredible breasts, revealed by the deep cut of her dress. They swelled against my face as she drew a deep breath. She was struggling, I could tell, and that almost made me smile. She was struggling with her own desires, perhaps not as wild and desperate as mine were, but potent all the same. We had done this a thousand times, seducing each other into bed for some sexy fun, and I knew how to push my wife’s buttons. Besides, though I tried not to think about it this way, doing what she had been doing, getting ready for a date with someone else, had clearly gotten Caitlin going. Part of her, I knew, was ready and more than willing to be seduced, to be convinced to do what we both knew she wanted deep down.

But in many ways, my wife had always been stronger than me.

Placing a hand on my shoulder, she gently but firmly pushed me away. She smiled as she did it, as if that could somehow soften the sense of rejection and despair I felt, able to look at heaven but unable to seize it for myself. And as she held me at arm’s length, her eyes flickered over my body, and I saw her smile deepen, just a little, as she spotted the wild throb of my cock pressing against my clothing from the inside. She knew what she was doing to me, but she seemed to take extra pleasure in seeing its physical manifestation, in seeing how badly I needed what she wasn’t going to allow me to have.

“Come on, Caitlin. Don’t do this. Just stay here, with me.”

“You’d like that, wouldn’t you?” Caitlin said, her smile spreading across her face as her eyes flickered once more for half a second toward the bulge of my pants. “But I didn’t get all dressed up just to stay in bed with you. Even if that does sound a little bit tempting.”

“You’ve made your point. You don’t have to do this.”

Caitlin raised her eyebrows in surprise.

“I’ve made my point? What was my point?”

Caught off guard, my eyes darted around the room, as if looking for a means of escape. Or an answer I knew I wasn’t going to find.

“Just… I know you can get any guy you want. That’s not news to me. I’ve always known that. You’re the one who doubted it.”

“Oh, honey,” Caitlin said, a sympathetic look on her gorgeous face as she patted my leg. “Is that what you think this is about? No, that’s not what this is. This is just about having some fun. A bit of variety. You know I love you, more than anything. More than I could ever love anyone. But I see Charlotte having all this fun with other guys, and I’m not saying I want that. It’s just nice to be chased sometimes.”

“I’ll chase you.”

Caitlin giggled.

“I know you will. And I love that, I really do. I know how you feel about me. Trust me, you make that very clear.”

Again, her eyes flickered down toward the bulge in my pants, the tip of her tongue briefly showing in the corner of her mouth as she smiled.

“But this isn’t about you, really. It’s about having some fun, while we’re still young enough to get away with it. And the part that is about you… Well. I guess I just kind of like seeing you all frustrated and jealous like this.”

Her smile was wicked as she said those words. I felt an inner groan of lust to see this side of her. So wicked, so devious, and so aware of her unstoppable beauty, the power it gave her over me. There was something deeply sexy about it, quite beyond her incredible looks with all that makeup on, dressed to kill in that sexy outfit. It was a side of her I hadn’t seen before, a side I didn’t know existed. And maybe, in that moment, I got my own little glimpse of what she was talking about. No one could compare with her beauty and her sexiness, but seeing another side to Caitlin after all these years made it feel in some small way like being with someone else. It was a turn-on. And realizing that did not make me feel any better about what was about to happen.

“Don’t do it.”

Caitlin squeezed my leg again. I looked into her bright blue eyes, seeing a look of sympathy and concern and, honestly, love pass across that beautiful face.

“Are you really asking me not to?” she said, her voice low now as she spoke seriously. “Because if you really don’t want me to, I won’t.”

“You won’t?”

Honestly, her words caught by surprise. I had figured she was so into this, so swept up already in the excitement of what she was doing, that there was simply no way she would stop. I asked her to without really believing that she would, the words seeming to come out of me all by themselves. I hadn’t really imagined that they would have any effect on what she was going to do. But now Caitlin was looking at me with total earnestness, and it threw me off balance.

“No. Not if it’s a big deal for you. But just remember, you didn’t complain when we were playing our little game at the hotel. You didn’t complain when I give you a blowjob after, just like I said I would. I kept up my end of the bargain. If you want to back out now, you can. But it might be a long time before I suggest a fun little game for us again.”

Fine by me, was my first thought. But in the end, Caitlin was right. We had made a deal, and she had stuck to it. Even though she had every natural advantage over me, I had accepted to play her game. Because it excited me. Because it held out the opportunity to actually cheat on her, whereas all she got out of it was this date. At least, I fervently hoped that was all she would get.

And in that moment, I knew I couldn’t back out. As crazy as it was, as stupid as I felt to ever make this deal, I knew I had to stick to it. Not because I wanted this game to go on or to play others like it, necessarily. But just because I couldn’t bear that look of disappointment on my wife’s face.

“No,” I said slowly, practically having to force the words out from between my lips. “I don’t want you to go, but I can see you want this. Just… Remember our agreement.”

Caitlin smiled deviously as she held up two fingers as if swearing an oath.

“No sex. No physical stuff. No fun.”

And she burst out laughing at the look on my face.

“Oh honey, I’m just kidding. It will be fun teasing this guy a little, watching him try and get into my pants. That’s all. And then I’ll come home to you, and we’ll laugh about it, and you’ll get what he can only wish he was getting.”

That sent an inner growl of desire racing through me, and again, I pulled her perfect body against mine. In trying to push me away, she actually pushed herself away from me, but in the end, it achieved the same effect she was trying to.

“Not yet, eager boy,” she teased.

And then, she bit her lower lip as new ideas seemed to occur to her. Reaching around behind her back on the bed, she grabs the high heels she had taken out of the closet and held them out toward me.

“Put my shoes on for me?”

I took the shoes from her hands before I really had time to think about it. And then, sitting on the edge of the bed, I thought about it. Not an unreasonable request from a wife to her husband, in any other circumstances. But I didn’t miss, couldn’t miss, the fact that she was asking me to help her get dressed to go on a date with another man.

And yet, I couldn’t come up with a good reason not to.

I slid off the bed, feeling Caitlin’s eyes watching my every move. She looked delighted with what was happening, and she looked so gorgeous as she sat above me like a queen on a throne, her sexy body wrapped in her revealing dress, keeping my cock throbbing desperately for her. As I kneeled on the floor in front of her, she extended a foot, and I slid her shoe onto it, pushing it carefully into place. And then, as she switched feet, I looked up her long legs up under that dress that barely covered her, and I got the shock of a lifetime.

“Are you not wearing any panties?”

“I was wondering how long it would take you to figure that out,” she laughed. “You can’t, with a dress this high. Everyone will be able to see them.”

“So instead, everyone gets to see your pussy?”

“No, of course not,” Caitlin smiled, shaking her head. “No one’s going to see unless they’re kneeling on the floor in front of me like you are, looking up my skirt. Which I don’t see happening at a nice restaurant, somehow.”

And then she paused. She was biting her lip again, her eyes shining with excitement as she looked down at me. She loved this, loved every minute of it. Loved the sense of power I could see was flowing through her, the knowledge of her own desirability enhanced by the way she was teasing me. It was working far too well, all far too easy for her. All she had to do was give me a glimpse of what I wanted, and I was rockhard and ready to do anything.

“Besides, what does it hurt if I give him a little flash?” she said softly, as if testing the waters carefully, as if walking on thin ice. Which she absolutely was. She was testing me again and again, pushing my limits constantly. And I was letting her do it. I couldn’t stop it.

Or maybe I didn’t want to.

I slid her other shoe onto her foot, but all the while, my eyes were fixed between her legs. The edge of her dress cast a slight shadow between her thighs, but there was no denying it. I could see the thin strip of her pubic hair as it ran down her body, toward what I couldn’t stop thinking about.

Instead, she just looked at me. No longer smiling, her blazing eyes half-hidden behind half-closed lids, her mouth slightly open. Sexual tension made the air thick between us, and I hardly dared to move or say a word myself, as if doing so might break the spell that kept us both in its grip.

Slowly, without a word, Caitlin parted her legs. And just like I knew she wanted me to, I kept looking between them, watching as she exposed her pussy to me. My mouth was practically watering as I looked up between those smooth thighs, and as Caitlin continued to spread her legs, her thigh pushed her dress further out of the way, showing off her pussy to me even more.

I breathed deeply, still kneeling on the floor at her feet. And she breathed too, her breasts rising and falling in the low neckline of her dress. The desire crackling between us seemed to have reached a fever pitch, and yet somehow, even though this was my wife, the woman I loved, I hardly dared to move. As if anything I might do would take me further away from, not closer to, what I desperately wanted in that moment.

“I don’t want you to mess up my makeup,” Caitlin finally said. Her voice was low, little more than a whisper, but I heard every word, as if nothing in my life had ever been more important than this. “But I wouldn’t mind a little kiss before I go.”

And I took her meaning straightaway. But just to make things clearer, she pointed with one hand down at the puffy lips of her slit, her arousal obvious as I stared between those incredible legs.

I shuffled forward on my knees. Caitlin smiled as she watched me, a smile that was as triumphant as it was beautiful, knowing she could get me to do just about anything for her. And certainly that. Lifting one foot from the floor, she swung her thigh over my shoulder, and I ran my hand over the smooth skin and the muscle underneath it, stroking her leg as I lowered my head down between her thighs.

She groaned as I ran my tongue over her slit. Already, I could taste her wetness, her excitement, and as I tenderly kissed her pussy, I could feel the excitement growing. I moved my tongue over her sex, and she responded just the way I wanted her to, letting out another moan of pleasure as I did my best to please her.

I loved going down on her. That was always the case, addicted to her beautiful body as I was, but it had never felt more true than it did in that moment. With her sitting above me, dressed in her scandalous dress and ready for a date but demanding pleasure like this, more pushy and confident than she had ever been before. There was something so deeply sexy about it, catching me by surprise, but all I could do was go along with it, enjoying these unexpected new feelings, amazed by the different sides she was showing me of herself.

Caitlin moaned again. Pressing my lips against hers, I parted them with my tongue before sliding it gently inside, tasting the warm flow of her juices as I probed and pressed deeper. I felt her leg moving on my shoulder, her slender high heel pressing against my back as she squirmed.

Her moans grew louder and more frequent, and I kept licking and kissing, basking in the taste of that incredible pussy as I ate her out. I kept one hand on her thigh draped on my shoulder, feeling it starting to shake as her orgasm grew. With my other hand, I reached down to the bulge in front of my pants, playing with myself while I serviced her.

Soon, Caitlin seemed lost in a world of her own, completely caught up in her own pleasure. She leaned back, supporting herself with her hands on the mattress behind her, closing her eyes and tilting her face up toward the ceiling as she let out a wild cry of passion. I felt her pussy spasm and clench against my mouth, and I kept licking, maintaining the same rhythm as the powerful waves of orgasm shook her body. Her juices poured out of her, and I tasted them on my tongue, my cock throbbing harder than ever to know I had given her an orgasm.

Caitlin slid her thigh off my shoulder, her foot landing heavily on the floor beside me. Placing a hand on my forehead, she pushed me firmly away, and I gazed up at her, unable to keep the smile off my face. She smiled back down at me, her cheeks visibly flushed even through her immaculate makeup. She looked so radiant, so beautiful, so satisfied and yet so horny at the same time, and I felt like I had done my job and in some sense, demonstrated my value to her. I had shown her that I could still turn her on, that I could give her what she needed, in bed and out of it. She didn’t need to go on this date. She could just stay here, with me.

But Caitlin rose to her feet, balancing precariously on her high heels as she stood over me.

“Good job, honey,” she said. “Now, I have to go. I might be back late. But don’t worry. That should take the edge off until I come home to you again.”

I stared up at her in astonishment, turning on my knees to watch her as she walked away from me, grabbing a small purse from the dresser.

“Are you seriously still going on your date?”

“Of course I am,” she said, flashing that dazzling grin at me. “But do me a favor, honey. I want you horny and ready when I come home, so don’t touch yourself while I’m gone, okay? Love you.”

And without waiting for a reply – as if there could possibly be one to that little speech – she turned and walked out of our bedroom. I listened to the sound of her high heels echoing through the house as she headed away from me, off to go on a date with another man looking absolutely stunning, her pussy still wet underneath her dress with my saliva and her own juices.

What had my wife become? I had no idea. But whatever she was now, she was even more unbelievably sexy than she had ever been before. That much, I couldn’t deny.


A Hotwife’s Idea

It felt like the longest night of my life.

It was certainly the strangest. I sat at home, alone, unable to believe what was happening to me, what I was allowing.

It wasn’t like I could stop it, I told myself. That ship had sailed. But the time to stop it was earlier, before my wife left, dressed in her scandalous dress and hungry for male attention.

And even now that she was gone, part of me wanted to go out looking for her. To stop this crazy game before things went too far. Caitlin had promised me that she wouldn’t do anything physical with this guy, that it was just going to be a relatively chaste date and nothing more. Just a way for her to get a little bit of attention and tease me a little bit and remind herself what a beautiful and desirable woman she was. But that still sounded outrageous to me. It still sounded impossible, like more than I could endure.

But I had no choice except to endure it.

And Caitlin had made sure to drive me half mad with desire before she left. I could still taste her pussy in my mouth, could still feel the soft and silky skin of her thighs under my hands, as if she was taunting me. The tease of it all was unbelievable, beyond anything I had ever experienced before. My wife had left me with a heart full of desire and a had full of doubts and fears, and the idea that this pleased her in some way, that she was getting off on this, made the whole thing even stranger and wilder and, somehow, more exciting, too.

But I couldn’t help myself. Almost the moment she was gone, I was stroking my cock, thinking about her. Thinking about that sexy dress she was wearing and what was going on underneath it, that beautiful body that I was addicted to, had been addicted to for years. She couldn’t stop me doing that, at least. She might have her little rules to this game, but I didn’t have to follow all of them.

That’s what I told myself. But even so, masturbating felt strange without her there, a sad and inadequate substitute for what I really wanted.

Besides, it barely helped. Sure, it took the more ferocious edge off my desire, but it didn’t get rid of it completely. It felt like nothing could do that. Nothing, except maybe Caitlin herself, the inspiration for all this lust, the goddess who haunted my waking dreams.

And the night went on. The minutes ticked by with agonizing slowness, while I tried without much success to think of anything other than her. I tried not to pick up my phone, since I knew she wouldn’t answer anyway. My wife was out on a date, and there was nothing I could do about it except wait for her to come home.

So I did. I waited in the depths of despair, my mind buzzing with everything that might be going on. I trusted my wife, but this was so far beyond anything we had done before, so outside my normal experience that I hardly knew what to think. And I had always trusted her, but she had never done anything like this, never given me any reason to think she would betray that trust. Now, my stomach churned and I found myself wondering. How far did these inclinations and curiosities of hers go? Had this been part of some devious plan all along?

The longer the night wore on, the darker my thoughts got. I called myself every name under the sun, blaming myself for being such an idiot to not see it all along, to not have suspected that my wife, the woman I loved, was playing me. And I knew I was being irrational, but calling myself that, too, didn’t change the way I felt.

The only thing that did was when I heard a car pull up outside, and the sound of high-heeled shoes approaching the door.

I sprang to my feet. I walked toward the door, my heart swelling with hope as I became more and more sure that it was Caitlin coming home. And that’s how she found me when she opened the door, standing and looking right at her, as if I had been waiting there all night.

She smiled as she closed the door behind her. As always, my eyes did their usual lustful dance over her body, sheathed like a weapon in that revealing dress. She looked amazing. And even though I knew it, even though I had helped her get ready and had committed the image of her in that dress to memory, somehow, seeing her again in the flesh eclipsed anything I could remember or even imagine. She looked too sexy for words, too beautiful to be my wife or anyone else’s. I stared at her with a kind of disbelief as she walked slowly toward me.

She was beaming. She looked so happy, her face lit up from within by this new wild energy, despite the late hour. Standing in front of me, she draped her arms over my shoulders, tilting her head up and pulling herself toward me. She kissed me, pressing those painted lips against mine, her tongue sliding possessively into my mouth. And of course, mine did the same. I inhaled the scent of her perfume and the smell of her body, I wrapped my arms around that tiny waist, crushing her body against mine, clinging onto her as if I could pull her away from the world and everyone in it who wanted her and keep her all to myself.

We kissed for a long time, right there in the hallway of the house. If anything, I lost myself to time, the whole world melting away as we reunited.

But all kisses have to end eventually. Caitlin disentangled herself from me, taking half a step back, and as her bright blue eyes flickered over my face, she looked just slightly breathless. Then again, so was I.

“You’re still up.”

“Of course I am,” I said. “I couldn’t sleep with you out there.”

“Oh, you’re so sweet.”

Caitlin stepped past me then, her long legged stride, enhanced by her high heels, making her hips swing and sway from side to side. I followed her without even really realizing I was doing it, my body just naturally drawn to hers as if by some kind of magnetism. I wanted her so badly, and just from our embrace, I could feel my cock starting to swell in my pants. And she walked with a newfound sense of purpose and confidence, buoyed up by her little extramarital adventure. The thought of it burned my heart, but that didn’t stop my cock fattening toward hardness in my pants as I followed her toward our bedroom.

The shape of her was driving me crazy as I followed her down the hallway. Inside the bedroom, she turned and sat down on the edge of the bed, crossing those long legs, the smooth skin whispering like silk over itself as she moved. That dress slid a little higher, showing off even more of her thighs, and my cock throbbed again as I remembered that she wore no panties under the dress, the garment so revealing that she risked exposure every time she moved.

Smiling at me, she patted the mattress beside her. I stepped forward and sat down, automatically reaching out toward her again. I wrapped my arms around her, holding her close. And I ran a hand over those legs, over that long thigh, toward the tiny skirt of her dress, and she allowed it.

“Are you going to ask me how my date went?”

“Don’t call it that.”

“Why not?” she giggled. “That’s what it was. A guy asked me out in a bar, and I said yes, got all dressed up, and met him at a restaurant. What’s that, if not a date?”

“Tell me you didn’t do anything.”

“Wow, straight to the point, huh? Is that all that matters?”

“It’s kind of the main thing, yeah,” I said.

Caitlin’s smile never faltered on her face as her blue eyes flickered over my expression again, taking it all in. She was enjoying this. That couldn’t be more obvious. She was thoroughly enjoying my uncertainty, my doubts, my fear, and she seemed to want to milk it for all it was worth. She could have allayed a lot of my fears with a single word, and she knew that, but she didn’t do it. Instead, it seemed like she wanted to draw this out as long as she possibly could.

“You’re not the only one who loved this dress,” she said, sliding one hand over the black silk that sat high on her leg. “I got a lot of looks at the restaurant. And Jim couldn’t take his eyes off me. His jaw almost dropped when I walked in, like he had never seen anything so sexy in his life.”

Jim. It was the first time I was hearing the name of the guy who had picked my wife up in the bar, and I automatically hated it like I hated him. Of course he would be called Jim. It was just the kind of thing a Jim would do.

And again, I knew I was being irrational, and again, I didn’t care. This was all Caitlin’s fault, not the fault of some guy who was obviously attracted to her. Who wouldn’t be? But I couldn’t hate her, so hating him would have to stand in as a proxy.

“It felt good. I’m not going to lie,” Caitlin said, her voice soft now as she reminisced over the evening she had spent out in public with someone else. “I mean, it’s not like you ever leave me in any doubt how you feel about me. But you have to be attracted to me; you’re my husband. That’s, like, part of the deal. This guy, though. He wanted me so bad. I almost felt sorry for him.”

“I don’t,” I growled, making Caitlin laugh again.

“No, I bet you don’t,” she said.

And as she spoke, my hand slid higher on her thigh, disappearing under the tiny skirt that barely covered her. I could feel her warmth, her softness, the bare skin revealed to my blind hand, and I reached between her thighs, but she clenched them a little tighter, keeping her pussy just out of my reach.

“Not yet,” she said softly, arching one wicked eyebrow as she smiled at me.

At the same time, she reached out a hand of her own, finding the bulge in the front of my pants. She caressed my cock through the fabric, and I suppressed a moan of pleasure as she teased me even more.

“Looks to me like your kind of excited by all this.”

“I’m excited by you. You look so sexy, Caitlin. You look amazing right now, and I want you so bad.”

My wife chuckled.

“I know you do, honey,” she said. “But you have to wait. At least until I finished telling you about my date.”

I growled again, but my noises of protest and frustration only seemed to encourage my wife. She was fully absorbed in her role now, thoroughly enjoying the unchallenged sexual power she knew she had.

“I’d like to say he was a perfect gentleman,” she went on, “but he wasn’t, really. Oh, don’t worry, honey,” she added in response to what was probably a pained expression on my face, “he didn’t get too out of line. But he was very… flirty, let’s say. Or maybe more than that. I think he really thought he had a shot.”

She laughed at that, a musical sound that bubbled out of her and made that hairs rise on the back of my neck. It was far too easy to imagine her as she described it, sitting at a restaurant table looking gorgeous while this strange man did his best to talk her into bed with him. And her words didn’t do much to soften my fears. I was still waiting for that unequivocal answer, hoping that I could believe it when and if it came.

“He wasn’t shy. All these years with you, I’d kind of forgotten how aggressive men can be when they really want something. And he really wanted me. He left no doubt about that.”

Caitlin’s hand was still moving over my throbbing cock, making it difficult to concentrate on what she was saying. I kept my hand between her legs, almost but not quite reaching that pussy I craved, desperate for the body she was taunting me with just like she had taunted her date over dinner. Getting off, I knew, on how easy it was for her to drive multiple men crazy with just the way she looked.

Caitlin lifted her hand, waggling her fingers to make her wedding ring sparkle in the light.

“I kept my ring on,” she said, her tone suggesting she seemed to think she deserved some kind of praise for that. “But he didn’t seem to care. It certainly didn’t keep him from hitting on me, all night long. Trying to get me to drink more wine, always trying to turn the conversation toward sex. I mean, he was incorrigible. Eventually, I told him I was married. And you know what he said?”

Again, Caitlin’s eyes flickered over my face, studying my expression. She paused for a moment, but I didn’t give her an answer. In my state of desperate and frustrated arousal, forming coherent words seemed to be beyond me. It was like I was just trapped in this unbelievable moment, unable to think about anything except the situation I found myself in, with my sexy wife in my arms, my cock throbbing under her hand, every cell of my body straining with pure and unmitigated desire.

“He said that married women are always the best in bed. I laughed, and he smiled. I think it encouraged him. I think he really thought I was going to cheat on you. That I was some bored wife looking for extra attention outside my marriage. Which I guess I was, and am, in a way. But maybe not quite the way he would’ve liked.”

Caitlin leaned forward as she spoke. Her hand still on my cock, she draped her other arm around my shoulders, pulling me close. Her lips almost brushed against my ear as she whispered her next words directly into it.

“I have a confession to make,” she said as my heart seemed to freeze with fear in my chest. “I had some naughty thoughts of my own. I’ll admit, while we were sat there having dinner, I found myself wondering if his cock was getting hard under the table.”

As she spoke Caitlin pressed a little harder on my own member, making me groan out loud this time, no longer able to suppress the sound of my desire. And I could tell she enjoyed it. I could tell that that was exactly what she was looking for, exactly the reaction she was trying to coax out of me. Reminding herself, as if she could possibly ever doubt it, that she had all the power she needed to make me desire her in any way she chose.

“He had a hotel room ready for me,” Kayla went on. And her eyes met mine, her gaze seeming to hold me where I was and keep me just as speechless, just as powerless as ever.

“It would’ve been so easy. All I had to do was just say yes, and that would’ve been that. It would’ve made his year, taking your sexy little wife to his hotel room and having his way with her.”

“But you didn’t, though,” I managed to croak in a hoarse voice that couldn’t help but reveal all my fears and doubts. “You didn’t do it. You didn’t sleep with him.”

And cruel Caitlin paused for a moment that felt like a lifetime. Still smiling, she bit her bottom lip, her eyes shining with excitement, her beautiful face a picture of pure lust. She was so turned on by all this, and that couldn’t help but have a similar effect on me, turning me on more than it had any right to, more than I wanted to admit, even to myself. And for the length of that pause, I waited in agony, unable to allow myself to believe that she could even think of such a thing, but also not nearly as sure as I wanted to be of the answer I might hear next.

“Of course not,” Caitlin said at last, and the breath left me in a long sigh of relief. Caitlin laughed at my reaction, feeling some of the tension leaving my body, and even though she could hardly be surprised, she seemed to enjoy seeing what amounted to yet another demonstration of just how afraid I had been of what she might do with another man.

“I wouldn’t do that, honey,” she said. “I love you. I wouldn’t cheat on you. No matter how sexy the other guy might be.”

And I knew she said that just to twist the knife, but now, it barely seemed to matter. The fundamental point was that she hadn’t done it, hadn’t betrayed me, and that made me want to jump for joy, even in this completely bizarre situation we found ourselves in.

“He was very persistent, though,” she went on. “All the way through dinner, he just kept trying. Hitting on me, suggesting I go back to his hotel room. If I were a single girl… his bad luck, I guess. But you want to know something else really naughty? It made me wet. Having this hot guy hitting on me was exciting. I’ll admit it. He wanted me so bad, like he would’ve done anything to have me, and I haven’t had a guy in the palm of my hand like that since… Well, since you. It’s fun. It’s fun to try things out with someone else, to see how someone else does it. Someone who can’t take it for granted that he’s going to get what he wants. Someone who knows he has to work for it.”

“I feel like I’m working for it now.”

Caitlin laughed again.

“Yeah, maybe,” she said. “Or earning it, at least. Be honest, honey. How turned on you right now?”

“I think you know,” I said, glancing down to where her hand continued to tease my swollen cock through the front of my pants. My wife chuckled again.

“Maybe,” she said. “But I want to hear you say it.”

Her eyes shone as they looked into mine, locked in again on my face, wearing whatever stricken expression it currently was. I licked my dry lips, my mind racing with all these unbelievable revelations, my brain a swirling mass of confusion.

Because I expected Caitlin’s little story to be teasing and frustrating, and it was. But I hadn’t expected it to be so sexy. The awful truth was that there was something deeply arousing in the idea of my wife doing this, of being this hot piece of ass that another man was desperate to have. It brought out the rage and jealousy and possessiveness in me that I knew it was supposed to, but it brought out something else, too.

When it came to Caitlin, I needed no reminders of how sexy and attractive and beautiful she was. But having her go on a date with someone else just reinforced it, making her almost unbelievably alluring to me. I couldn’t explain it, and in the tangled mess of my thoughts, I didn’t try too hard. It was what it was, an undeniable fact I would have to try and process without maybe ever fully understanding. But as she looked at me, Caitlin seemed to already know the awful truth.

“I’m so turned on right now,” I groaned, as Caitlin bit her lip again. “You’re so sexy, and thinking of you on a date with another guy drives me fucking nuts, but… I don’t know. It makes me want you even more. I don’t know why, but the idea of you out on a date with someone else… It’s hard. I can’t understand it.”

“I don’t think we need to,” Caitlin said softly. “I mean, clearly, you’re not the only one. Look at Char. Her husband finds it so sexy that she sleeps around.”

“Yeah, but you’re not like her. Are you?”

Caitlin smiled the devilish grin that set my heart on fire all over again.

“No,” she said softly, shaking her head. “You’re all the man I need. It’s just fun to toy with ideas sometimes. To play with fantasies. I mean, if you had scored with that woman in the bar that night, would you have done something with her?”

Caitlin’s hand was still moving over my cock. I knew I had to be careful about what I said next. She was still smiling, still clearly excited, but I feared that that could change in a moment if I said the wrong thing. And yet, there was no point lying to my wife, either. She would know if I did. She knew me too well for me to try and get away with anything.

“Maybe,” I said tentatively. “If you were okay with it.”

“I don’t know,” Caitlin said thoughtfully. “It’s one thing to imagine something, and another thing to actually do it. I think I would have been very, very jealous if you went out with another woman. Even if it was someone I knew. Someone like Charlotte.”

Her eyes glowed as she spoke, studying my face even more carefully as she spoke her friends name like an incantation. She knew I was attracted to Charlotte, of course. But lately, ever since the wedding, it seemed like she brought her up more and more. As if she was trying to feed my attraction to her friend, trying to make me think about things I hadn’t really considered before. I couldn’t understand it. But Caitlin’s game, I could see, had levels. There were angles she was working that I couldn’t see, caught up as I was in her beauty and the unexpected thrill of all these games of infidelity.

“You think you would be better with it if it was someone you know?”

“I don’t know,” Caitlin said coyly, shifting her position a little on the bed.

My relentless hand slid just a little deeper between her thighs, still not quite reaching her sex. But I could feel the warmth rising from it, felt like I could feel the wetness she had spoken of. She knew just how much this was exciting me, could feel my desire throbbing in her hand, even through the material of the clothes I wore. But she wasn’t the only one. I could feel her excitement, too, seeming to rise from every inch of her body like heat from a road in summer. It was unmistakable. All this talk, crazy as it was, was getting us both going.

“If you did…” Caitlin said at last, and then said nothing more. I waited, watching her carefully, but she just smiled at me, still toying with my manhood.

“If I did what?”

“Charlotte.”

“You’re crazy,” I said, and my wife laughed again.

“I’m crazy? You know you want that. You were willing to let me go on this date just for the chance of getting to sleep with someone else, and you didn’t even know who. Maybe Charlotte. Maybe someone else. The point is, you were just so excited at the thought of having sex with someone who isn’t me.”

“Yeah, but none of them compare to you,” I said sincerely. “I mean, every guy likes the idea of variety now and then. But no one is as sexy as you. Not Charlotte, not anyone. You’re the only woman I really need.”

“That’s sweet,” Caitlin said. “But you have a point. There’s nothing wrong with a little variety. I mean, I love pasta, but that doesn’t mean I want to eat it every day. Sometimes, you want a hamburger, or a salad, and there’s nothing wrong with that.”

“What are you saying?”

My heart was thumping in my chest, matching the dull throb of my cock under her hand as I looked at my wife. Again, I felt like a lot was riding on what happened next, like the wrong word could change everything between us, and not for the better. But Caitlin was unstoppable now. She was so caught up in the thrill of all this, so on fire with the dark pleasure of talking this way, that it was like she couldn’t stop. Or wouldn’t. And again, I wondered if this was a spontaneous as it seemed, or if this was something she had thought about before, just waiting for the right time to bring it up with me.

“That maybe there’s nothing wrong with trying something new,” she said. “But if you sleep with someone else, I get to, too. That’s only fair.”

“Like an open relationship?”

“Like an open relationship,” Caitlin confirmed. “We get all the fun of pursuing someone else, or being pursued. We get to try new things, have new experiences. But in the end of it all, we come back to each other. You’re the only person I love, Dan. Nothing is going to change that.”

Caitlin leaned forward and kissed me again, and I kissed her back. And that kiss, romantic at first, soon turned hot with desire. Unsurprising, given how we were touching one another, given how the night had progressed. Wild as it was, I could barely believe the words coming out of my wife’s mouth. But at the same time, part of me wasn’t all that surprised. Hadn’t it all been leading here? Hadn’t her whole game pointed toward this at the end?

What did I want? The last thing I wanted was for my wife to sleep with anyone other than me. I knew that. And if I hadn’t already known it, I had my experience of her date that night to remind me. I felt like I was burning from the inside every minute she was out with someone else.

But at the same time, wouldn’t I be mad to pass up this opportunity? It seemed almost like she was pushing me toward her friend Charlotte, but why would I fight against that? Charlotte was sexy as hell, and given that she clearly had an open relationship with her own husband, it was starting to seem like a very real possibility that something could happen there. Why would I turn that down? Caitlin sleeping with other people was an unbelievably high price to pay, but she was right in a sense that it was only fair. I could hardly ask to open up our marriage, but only in my favor.

“This is so wild,” I said.

“But sexy, right?”

And as she spoke, Caitlin finally uncrossed her legs. She spread her thighs, and smiled as my hand instantly moved to her pussy, my fingers pressing on the swollen lips. Now I really could feel her wetness, her heat, her excitement, and it turned me on so much. I pressed more forcefully, my fingers sliding into her, and she let out a moan that echoed in my ears, that made my cock throb and surge even more desperately under her hand.

I shifted on the bed, pushing my body against hers, pushing her down onto her back. And she didn’t resist. Overwhelmed with desire, she surrendered herself to me. I climbed on top of my gorgeous, sexy, naughty wife, my mind racing with everything she had said, but my body knowing exactly what to do.


Opening The Relationship

Caitlin’s dress whispered over her skin as I pushed it up. I didn’t even bother to take it off. It barely hindered me in any way, her wearing no panties underneath it, and I felt another stab of jealousy as I considered how easily the man she was just on a date with could have done the same. And how much he wanted to. Like she said herself, it would have been so easy for her to cheat on me, with some horny guy with a hotel room ready to go, a bed with her name on it. That spike of jealous rage inside me only seemed to make my desire grow.

Taking Caitlin in my arms, I dragged her across the bed, positioning her right in the middle of the mattress with her black silk dress pulled up around her hips. Her pussy was completely exposed, and I could see her wetness, see the way her pink lips swelled, see how open and ready she was to receive me. And I knew that hungry look in her eyes as she reached for the front of my pants, as she pushed them down along with my underwear so that my cock sprang out, hard and ready. She let out a little whimper of pleasure as she wrapped her hand around it, stroking it, and I kicked my pants and underwear off completely, pulling my shirt over my head and throwing it clear across the bedroom.

I lowered myself down on top of her. My cock pressed against the wet entrance to her pussy, and both of us groaned. I leaned forward, pushing my way inside her, and her eyes rolled in her head, her lips quivering around the groans of delight that swelled out of her. She was so hot, so wet, so ready, and it turned me on so much to think about how naughty she was, how turned on she must have gotten out on her dates, thinking of me waiting for her at home. This naughty streak in Caitlin was completely unexpected, but it only made her sexier. And given the way she looked, she hardly needed any help with that.

I pushed my cock further inside her, feeling her pussy gripping tight around my shaft as she moaned again. And I leaned down to kiss her as I slid my cock in and out of her over and over again, finally feeling that blissful tight sensation of being inside her that I had been thinking about all night.

“Oh my God, this is so hot,” she gasped. Her eyes were almost closed now, and she gripped onto my shoulders, her fingernails sinking slightly into the skin as she practically hung off me. “Were you jealous?”

“So jealous,” I growled, and my words seemed to drive another wild moan out of her.

“Oh fuck,” she gasped, and I groaned as I felt her pussy tighten. She loved this. She was so turned on by it, and that was so kinky, so extreme, but in the heat of the moment, it seemed so unbelievably hot. To think of my wife like this, like some kind of wanton sex kitten, was pushing buttons I never even knew I had. And whatever you say in bed, in the heat of the moment, it’s forgivable, right?

“It was so fucking hot thinking of you out there,” I growled, my lips just inches away from her ear as I lay on top of her. “Thinking of your little pussy exposed, with no panties on. Thinking about how much he wanted to fuck you. Thinking about you letting him.”

“Oh yeah?”

Caitlin’s eyes snapped open at my words, and her own voice rose in a high wail of delight. Still clinging to my shoulders, she wrapped her legs around my waist, as if she couldn’t get enough of me. As if she wanted me as deep inside her as I could possibly go, like she wanted to devour me. When it felt like this, I was happy to be devoured.

“Yeah,” I said breathlessly, continuing to thrust away, the bed rocking to our movements. “It was so sexy, thinking about you being so dirty.”

“Oh, yeah,” Kayla gasped. “Oh my God, I am. I’m such a little slut.”

“That’s right, you are,” I said. “My slut wife who just needs cock deep inside her.”

“Oh my God, I do!”

Caught up in the pleasure of sex, Caitlin’s words ended in a scream of delight. Her pussy clenched again around my manhood, the juices of her pleasure pouring out of her. She was right on the edge of climax, I knew, and my own pleasure was like a bolt of electricity inside me as I continued fucking her. All that jealous rage I had felt while she was gone, all that doubt and uncertainty was finding an outlet now in the physical action of sex, and I knew that Caitlin could feel it. She could feel how hard I was fucking her, how badly I wanted her, and it only fueled her own pleasure as she moaned and groaned underneath me, howling with bliss as she came.

I groaned too as I rode the waves of her orgasm, feeling her pussy tighten around my cock, gripping it tight as if she never wanted to let go. My own orgasm was close, but I tried to control my breathing, tried to control myself, tried to hold back the way I always did. I always want to make Caitlin cum at least once before I do, and as difficult a mission as that might be right now, it also seemed more important than ever. I needed to show her what I could do. I needed to show her that I could make her happy. That even though she might have fun flirting with other guys, when it came right down to it, I could give her all the pleasure she needed.

No matter how much you love someone, no matter how much you still find them as beautiful as the day you met them, complacency sets in over the years. That person you wanted more than anything, so that it felt like you would die if you couldn’t have them, becomes part of the background of your mundane daily existence. Even when they are as beautiful as Caitlin. But now, she had found a way to remind me of what I had never truly forgotten. She had found a way to make me compete for her again, to make me try to win her. She had found a way to inspire this almost desperate hunger and jealousy inside me, and now, as I fucked her hard, she was the blissful recipient of all these complex and intense feelings.

She squirmed with pleasure underneath me. She moaned with total bliss. Her pussy spasmed rhythmically around my cock, and the hot flood of her juices darkened the bed sheets underneath us. As she cling on to me, her eyes closed, mouth open, moaning at the ceiling, I knew she was having one of the most powerful orgasms she had ever had. And it was all because of this crazy game.

And I was right on the edge myself, but somehow, I managed to contain it. Slowly, Caitlin’s grip on my shoulders relaxed as she rode the waves of climax, sighing as the wild peak eventually passed. She opened her eyes and smiled a goofy smile at me, her face flushed with total pleasure, her eyes blazing with what I had just done to her.

And as I lay down on top of her, trying to catch my breath, I couldn’t deny that I felt a little bit of triumph. I had made her cum hard, and no matter how much she had enjoyed her date with this other guy, he hadn’t done that. It was me, her husband, who had made her moan and gasp like that, who had made her legs shake as the bed vibrated underneath us. I just hoped she wouldn’t forget that, the next time she felt like she wanted some attention from someone else.

She moaned as I slid my cock out of her. I was still hard, of course, but I knew she would be sensitive, would need some time to recover. Except her face said just the opposite. As she turned her head to look at me while I lay beside her on the bed, I could see that she was tired, worn out by a long night and powerful orgasm. But the twinkle in her eyes and the smile on her lips told me something else. They told me that this wild desire inside her, this desperate lust she was feeling, had not gone away. As satisfied as she might be, the pure excitement of the night still had her in its grip, and it was not going to let go so easily.

Caitlin moved on the bed beside me. She almost pounced on me like a cat on a mouse, her hands on my chest practically pinning me to the bed. But it wasn’t like I was trying to go anywhere anyway. My cock was still hard, still rising up above my body as I lay on my back on the bed, and Caitlin couldn’t miss it for a second. She rose up onto her knees, then lifted one leg and swung it over me, straddling me where I lay on the bed. Sitting in my lap. And as she sat on top of me, she grabbed her dress with both hands and lifted it over her head, struggling a little against the dark silk fabric that clung to her body jealously, as if it, too, wanted nothing more than to hold her.

Finally, she tossed the dress aside, sitting on top of me in just a cleverly designed push-up bra that kept her breasts high on her chest, swelling and bouncing with every breath she took. Her blonde hair cascaded down around her shoulders like a sunlit waterfall, her makeup accentuating those exquisite features as I stared at her with pure desire.

Reaching down, Caitlin took hold of my cock. I groaned at the sensation of her skin touching mine, the tightness of her grip as she slowly stroked. She smiled at me, delighted by my reaction, delighted to know just how much she turned me on. Her game had worked, I reflected. Because this was sexy, even if I didn’t want to admit it or acknowledge it. Even if I wanted to pretend otherwise, I couldn’t. The idea of her flirting with other men, making them want her, and maybe even going further than that kept that wild lust burning inside me, making my gorgeous wife even more attractive to me than she already was.

Caitlin rose up on her knees. I groaned as she guided my cock inside her, her copious juices easily lubricating my shaft as it slid back inside her. She moaned too, letting out a happy little sigh as she settled down on top of me, my cock impaling her where she sat and bringing her more of that addictive pleasure we were both feeling.

And as she took it all the way inside, she didn’t stop moving straightaway. Instead, she just sat there for a moment, as if enjoying her conquest, her hands on my chest now, her pussy lightly clenching my cock while I moaned and groaned underneath her.

“Enjoying the view?”

“You know I am,” I said. I held her by the hips as she sat on top of me, feeling her thighs gripping my sides, feeling her pussy gripping my cock, feeling like the luckiest man in the world to be in bed with this beautiful princess who so many others wanted.

“You like looking at me, don’t you?”

“Always.”

Caitlin laughed, but it was true. How could I ever get enough of looking at her? How could I ever get tired of a sight like this? I couldn’t. It was impossible to even imagine. And Caitlin seemed to bask in that knowledge, getting off on the idea of just how into her I was as she smiled down at me, totally confident in her total control.

“You like watching me ride your cock?”

“God, yes,” I said, my words tapering off into a groan as she started to move her hips back and forth. Slowly, at first, teasing me with her body and the sensations of pure pleasure she was giving me. But I know my wife. And I had never seen her this horny, this worked up. She wasn’t going to stay so calm for long. And I couldn’t wait for that explosion of her greed and passion, to see her demand the pleasure I knew she craved.

“Imagine if it wasn’t your cock I was riding,” she said, a mischievous look on her gorgeous face now as she smiled down at me. “Imagine I was riding some other sexy guy right now.”

I let out a long moan of despair, closing my eyes for a moment, but only for a moment, unwilling to look anywhere but at her for long. I felt the jealous sting of her words, felt a wave of despair washing over me. But it was almost eclipsed by something else. By a wild surge of lust and desire for this naughty, kinky, slutty woman. That she was even thinking about that with my cock inside her with outrageous, but it was just the right kind of outrage to push my buttons and keep me turned on.

And the way her pussy spasmed around my cock as she spoke made things both better and worse at the same time, reminding me how much this turned her on, how excited she was to talk to me this way and live out these unbelievable fantasies.

Her breasts bounced and jiggled in her bra as she moved up and down on top of me, her slick pussy sliding easily up and down my cock and leaving a ring of her pale juices at the base. I reached up and took those breasts in my hands, teasing her swollen nipples through the bra she still wore, and she smiled as she let me, even leaning forward a little to make it easier, arching her back as she continued to ride. Faster now, faster and more aggressive, her pleasure getting the better of her and encouraging her keep going, to keep this wild game alive.

“Isn’t that hot? Your sexy wife enjoying riding some other man’s dick? Like a porn star. Like a dirty slut. God, I’m such a slut, aren’t I?”

Again, her voice was dripping with pleasure and arousal, and it turned me on so much to hear it. I was totally breathless as I lay underneath her, totally swept up in everything that was going on, my mind racing but my thoughts incoherent, completely eclipsed by my insane desire.

“Yes. Yes you are,” I said, and she let out a little bark of laughter that soon turned to another moan of pleasure. This was making her so hot, pulling both of us into this wild world of crazy pleasure as if it was rewiring our brains completely.

Because it was hot. Unbelievably, it turned me on think of her like that, to imagine her being so horny that she let another guy do to her what only I had from the first day we met. Would she really go through with it? I had no idea. But even just thinking of it sent these wild flames of lust and jealousy racing through my body, giving me a thrill unlike anything I had ever experienced before.

“Then maybe that’s what I’ll do,” Kayla said, grinning as smugly as a woman so close to orgasm can as she stared down at me. “Maybe I’ll call my date from tonight and let him take me out again. Only this time, maybe I will go back to his hotel room. Maybe he’ll get to enjoy a view like this. Maybe he’ll get to watch me bouncing up and down on top of his big, hard cock instead of you.”

“Doesn’t your wife deserve cock? Don’t I deserve to get fucked, anytime I feel like, with anyone I want?”

“Yes,” I gasped, as her pussy clenched around me and she shrieked in a mixture of triumph and sexual bliss. I barely knew what I was saying anymore, babbling like a lunatic while my hands traveled over her boobs, over her body, taking in every inch of her as she bounced up and down on my cock.

The tips of Caitlin’s fingers dug into the skin of my chest, leaving little dimples. Her hair swirled around her pretty face, her eyes almost rolling in her head again. Her pussy spasmed wildly, her whole body responding to the pure thrill of what we were doing. Just like mine was.

“Oh my God,” I yelled. I was holding Caitlin by the hips now, and I lifted my own hips up off the bed, Ashley lifting her as I tried to drive my cock deep inside. I gripped it tight, not even caring if I was hurting her anymore, not caring about anything except the wild explosion that was building inside me.

And Caitlin could feel it too. She let out another wild cry of passion, closing her eyes and tipping back her head as if to scream her bliss at the ceiling. Her pussy convulsed around my cock again, more powerfully this time, and I grunted and groaned as ecstasy swept over me. I couldn’t hold back anymore. And I didn’t particularly want to. She was driving me crazy with her words and actions, the way she looked burning itself onto my brain as I stared up her in disbelief at what my wife had become. And I exploded inside her, pumping my hot seed deep into her waiting body, as if I was emptying myself out completely into her.

It went on for a long time, my toes curling, my eyes rolling in my head as I gripped her hips and poured everything I had into her. And she almost sobbed with pleasure at the ecstatic feeling of orgasm, mine seeming to trigger another of hers so that we came together, our bodies practically melting into one, joined in the middle. As bliss swept over her, she flopped down on top of me, and I wrapped my arms around her, squeezing her tight, feeling her warmth and softness and burying my face in her golden hair.

We lay like that for long while. My deep breathing seem to lift her slightly as she lay on my chest, also breathing heavily. For long, blissful moments, it was like I couldn’t even think straight. Like the heat of our sex had melted my brain, so that for once, there was nothing going on in my head, no fear or doubt or difficult questions to answer. Just the moment. Just that blissful moment that comes after sex, when everything seems perfectly in place.

It doesn’t last.

Caitlin groaned as she moved on top of me, my cock sliding easily out of her well-used pussy. She rolled off me, sprawling on the bed beside me, and I rolled over on my side, my cock limp and drained now as I took her in my arms. I kissed her, and she kissed me back, the two of us making out for long moments there on the bed together. It felt like we had never been so connected, so in sync. And I tried as much as I could not to think about why that was, exactly what crazy path we had walked to bring us here. But I knew there was no avoiding it, no ignoring it now. We both knew the truth of what we had said in the heat of the moment, and now that our passion had cooled, we were going to have to face it.

“Holy fuck, that was amazing,” she said. She ran her fingers over my cheek as she spoke, caressing my face. She was so close to me that her exquisite features blurred together, but still I looked at her as if I never wanted to look away.

“Yeah,” I admitted reluctantly. “That was so hot.”

“I should make you jealous more often, I guess,” Caitlin grinned. “And I intend to.”

I paused for a moment before saying anything, considering my next words carefully. We all say things in the heat of the moment that we don’t necessarily mean, but already, it was obvious to me the Caitlin meant exactly what she said.

Did I? I wasn’t even sure. Now that the passion had cooled, the idea of her with anyone else made me sick to my stomach, the way it used to. But at the same time, it was now tinged with arousal, as if sex had broken out of its usual confines and now clung to everything we said or did.

“So… You want to open our relationship?”

The change in Caitlin’s face was striking. It came over her so suddenly, the look of spaced-out bliss and joy quickly replaced by one of disappointment that clutched at my heart.

“Don’t say you’re reneging?”

“No, I didn’t say that,” I said, shaking my head. “It’s just… We need to be sure, before we do this.”

“You’re not sure?”

“No. No, honestly, I’m not. It scares me. I’m scared that… What if you like someone better than me? What if you fall for them?”

“No, honey,” Caitlin said softly, running her fingers through my hair while she spoke. “That’s not going to happen. This is not about love. This is about sex. Lots and lots of amazing sex, for both of us. I love you. I’m not going anywhere. Just because I’m having a bit of a slut phase doesn’t change anything about the way I feel about you.”

Her words reassured me, at least a little. They couldn’t make my doubts go away completely, of course. Maybe nothing could do that. Still, it was what I needed to hear in the moment, even if I wasn’t a hundred percent sure if I believed it.

“I love you too,” I said, holding Caitlin tighter I spoke.  “But we need to be careful. This could be dangerous.”

“Then we’ll be careful,” she said. “It’s not like you fell in love with everyone you ever had sex with before meeting me.”

That was true, of course. We had never really talked about our pasts much, but it wasn’t like either of us had been virgins when we met. Whatever relationships we might have had before meeting each other, they paled into insignificance compared to what we had now.

“Let’s make a rule,” Caitlin said, shifting slightly in the bed as she spoke. She seemed to have all the answers, all the ideas, and again, I almost felt like I was just along for the ride, swept up in her plans, her pleasures, her ideas. Maybe it was easier that way. Easier if I didn’t have to think, easier if I just played along with what she wanted.

“Either of us can stop this game at any time, with no explanation needed,” she said. “The other one doesn’t get to argue. We both needs to consent to this completely, and that means we can withdraw that consent at any time. We’re not allowed to make each other feel bad about it, either. It’s like an emergency stop. We say the word, and that’s it.”

I turned the idea over in my mind. I had to admit, it made sense. And it reassured me. If things got too much, I had a way out, as long as she kept to our agreement.

Then a devious thought occurred to me.

“What if you sleep with some guy, then call the whole thing off?”

Caitlin actually laughed out loud at that.

“You think I would do that? That would be so mean!” she said. “I’m not going to do that. Trust me. I mean, I think we have to trust each other, don’t we, if we’re going to do this?”

She was right, of course. I knew that. But the idea still terrified me. And I knew I was at a massive disadvantage. She could talk about her friend Charlotte all she liked, and tell me that she thought I was cute, and that she herself had an open relationship. But with Caitlin looking the way she did and guys being the way they are, she was never going to struggle to find willing partners. If we opened this marriage, I felt confident that my wife had much more to gain from it than me. And I knew it wasn’t a competition. But I’m not going to pretend that that wasn’t part of what made me hesitate.

But as always, Caitlin had an answer. As always, my wicked wife had a new idea. She smiled at me, continuing to run her hand through my hair, her naked body almost glowing with pleasure after what we had just done, the room we lay in seeming to vibrate with the ghost of sex.

“I know how I can convince you.”

“Oh, do you?”

But frankly, deep down, I didn’t doubt it. Already, Caitlin had demonstrated just how skilled she was at changing my mind, just how easily she could get me to go along with even her wildest ideas. I’d be an idiot to doubt her now, to think I had even a chance of standing up to her once she knew what she wanted.

But for all that, she still managed to take me by surprise.

“Yeah,” she said softly. “What if I let you go first?”

“You mean –?”

“Yeah. That hall pass we spoke about. You get to fuck someone else. Anyone you like. And the only catch is that so do I, afterward. And I know exactly where we can start, too.”

I looked at her in astonishment. Even after everything that had happened, everything we had said and done, I was still struggling to believe that this was really happening, that this was really my wife saying these things. But she had it all worked out, all the pieces in place already, and she was playing the game so much better than I was. She was leaving me in the dust, struggling to keep up while she saw several moves ahead.

“How about I give Charlotte a call? I know she’d be up for it. And I’m pretty sure you would, too.”

“Are you serious?”

“Of course I am. Honestly, I think this is a good idea. I’d rather it be with someone I know, instead of just some floozy off the street. I think this is a good idea.”

Leaning forward, Caitlin kissed me tenderly on the lips, that looked deep into my eyes as she spoke again.

“Actually, I think the idea is kind of hot,” she said.
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