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(The
Stranger in Las Vegas)














 


For everyone who understands the difference between love and
sex…


and chooses
to do something with that knowledge.










~ Chapter
1 ~


Katelyn stood wrapped in a luxurious
white hotel robe as she looked out over the sparking lights of the Las Vegas
strip, her body awash with electricity. She could feel the energy from the City
of Sin’s endless clubs and restaurants rising up from far below her top floor
hotel suite her husband booked for their special weekend. The city was alive,
pulsing to a rhythm all its own. Her eyes drifted from
one staggering hotel structure to the next, taking in the neon lights and
flashing signs set against the majestic backdrop of the Mojave desert,
beckoning travelers from all walks of life to come, try your luck… let go of
the life you left behind… if only for one night. It was breathtaking.


Katelyn had been to Las Vegas before,
but as with most of her traveling, it had been for work. She barely had a
moment to enjoy a breath of fresh air outside of a conference center, let alone
soak in the incredible view from a luxury hotel suite or spend any time having
fun in the strip’s many casinos. She didn’t recall the details of her past trip
as it blurred with so many other conferences in so many other cities, but she
was certain she didn’t feel even an inkling of the excitement she did now,
staring out at the peaceful darkening desert sky, wondering what magic the night
might hold in store.


To be fair, except for a few recent
developments, most of her business trips had been about as exciting as watching
paint dry. She might as well have been working in an igloo in Antarctica for
the amount of time she actually got to spend away from her laptop. This trip
was miles from her office… and miles from home… two things that found her
uncharacteristically relaxed and in the mood to enjoy everything the city had
to offer on this warm desert evening. Well, as relaxed as she could be, given
what she and her husband had traveled three thousand miles from their quiet
suburban home to do this weekend.


Katelyn walked over to the minibar and
pulled the bottle of champagne the hotel had sent to their suite from its
silver ice bucket and refilled her glass. She had been impressed by her
husband’s uncharacteristic display of frivolity when he threw down their credit
card and asked for their room to be upgraded while checking in. She laughingly
told him the bottle of complimentary champagne was a reminder that it’s okay to
spend a little money every now and then. Steve was always watching their
checkbook. While Katelyn appreciated his financial acumen that allowed them to
afford a large house and nice cars, his habitually frugal nature tended to
clash with her lavish taste for the finer things in life… namely clothes, or
more precisely shoes—like the four-inch heel Louis Vuitton pumps that were
resting a few feet away beside the bed, getting ready for their special evening
out. Katelyn worked hard for her money, and didn’t always enjoy her husband’s
insistence on putting their life savings into boring mutual funds, or stocks
that she felt were just as likely to go down, as they could go up. A pair of
shoes, she felt, was a much safer investment.


Katelyn took another sip of her
champagne, letting the soft bubbles wash over her tongue as she stared out at
the mesmerizing line of slowly moving cars making their way up and down the
strip some thirty stories below. The events of the past year fluttered across
her mind like a calliope above the steady stream of red tail lights. Had it
really been six months since that fateful night in Atlanta, GA? The night that
change Katelyn’s life forever. Well, not her entire
life. Just her life between the sheets… sheets that had seen more use in the
past six months than they had the entire eight years of her marriage.


A mischievous smile curled itself on her
lips as Katelyn recalled her chance encounter with a sexy southern stranger in
the hot and humid hotel bar… an encounter that ultimately transformed her from
an ordinary woman into a powerful vixen with an insatiable libido that could no
longer be contained. Even now, watching the early evening sun slowly set she
could feel the sexual energy inside of her, bubbling just beneath the surface
of her skin, begging to be released. She could feel the silent confidence
emanating from the depths of her being, expanding beyond her body, traveling
out to the unsuspecting city below… a queen staring out at her kingdom. A kingdom
that in a few short hours would deliver one more victim into her eager grasp.


“Where are you, my prey?” she quietly
whispered into the fading twilight. “Where are you?”


~


Sex with her husband had never been bad.
In fact, until Atlanta, Katelyn had never wanted anything more out of her
relationship. Steve was an attentive lover who always paid attention to her
needs—something she knew she was lucky to have found in a partner, especially
after hearing the horror stories her girlfriends shared on those rare nights
Katelyn had a moment to catch up with her friends over a glass of wine. The
constant stream of complains about husbands who had barely touched them in
years, or the worrying if their husbands were cheating on them every time they
didn’t pick up the phone was both foreign and horrifying to Katelyn. She would
dutifully sip her wine and nod her head, trying to avoid any prying questions
about her own love life. Her problem was the opposite—it had been her busy
schedule, and her work that always came first that led to a slowdown in their
sex life.


While the love Katelyn and her husband
shared only grew stronger as the years passed, Katelyn couldn’t help but admit
their attraction had started to fade, like a few tiny pieces of a
thousand-piece puzzle had lost some of their color. Katelyn knew that given
time those small pieces could eventually destroy their once-perfect picture.
She was thankful beyond words her husband cared enough about their life
together to recognize this too before it was too late, encouraging them to go
beyond their boundaries to reclaim their attraction to one another. Of course,
it wasn’t just her husband who played a role in helping her discover her
newfound sexuality and restore the passion that had been missing from her life…
a few strangers along the way might have lent a helping hand.


Since her encounter in Atlanta, Katelyn
had fallen victim to a deep-seated urge to explore her sexuality to its
fullest. She replaced her prim and proper wardrobe with provocative dresses and
skirts that showed off her curves and shapely legs. She was a magnet to any man
she encountered, her sexuality practically oozing off of her. With her
husband’s permission she flirted with strangers and chatted with men in more
late-night bars than she cared to remember… all of which led to a heightened
libido, and a renewed sexual relationship with her husband.


Over the last few months Katelyn and
Steve had gone from having sex once or twice a month to making love three or
four times in a single afternoon—although she wasn’t sure it could truly be
called making love. Katelyn found herself desiring her husband in way she had
never before. She wanted him all the time. She needed him to take control of
her. To possess her. To fuck her with reckless abandon. And she needed to give
herself to him… to allow herself to be his completely. Making love for short
time at the end of the day then rolling over and turning on the TV was no
longer enough. She needed to be taken, to be ravished deeply and completely,
without any thoughts other than pure, physical lust.


She needed to experience that lust with
her husband as if being taken a complete stranger… something she never dreamed
could be possible in a marriage.


Yet, they had learned to do just that.


~


Tonight, all of that was about to
change. Katelyn and her husband were about to embark on a new journey. They
were ready to take the final step, and begin the next chapter in their sexual
exploration. A chapter that Katelyn secretly hoped would open into a whole new
book, filled with endless pages they would write together.


Tonight, Katelyn was going beyond the
mere fantasies she and her husband had been playing out in the safety of their
darkened bedroom. She was going beyond harmlessly flirting with a sexy stranger
in a bar for a free drink. She was going beyond pretending her husband was a
stranger she just met, and using each other for their mutual pleasure.


At one point in her life, had her
husband ever suggested to her what they were planning on doing this evening she
would have likely burst into tears, thinking he no longer found her desirable,
or was no longer in love with her. These last few months had changed all that.
Now, as she took once last glance at the sun setting over the desert city
before her, she couldn’t wait to move into this uncharted territory.


Tonight, Katelyn planned on accepting
much more than a free drink from a stranger.


Tonight she was going to have sex with a
stranger for the first time. And her husband was going to watch.










~ Chapter 2 ~


Katelyn walked over to the bathroom and
paused in front of the door, listening. She could hear the water running
indicating Steve was still in the shower. Perfect, she thought. The champagne
had already started to loosen her up, and she was feeling frisky. She slipped
off her robe and quietly pushed open the door. The steam from the running
shower immediately rushed up and surrounded her, temporarily blocking her view.
She waited for it to clear, slowly making out the fully clothed form of her
husband bent over the counter with his back to her, not naked in the shower as
she had hoped. She frowned.


“Steve! What the heck are you doing? Why
aren’t you in the shower?”


Her husband glanced up then quickly
grabbed a towel and tossed it on top of an object on the counter.


“I was—I mean, uh, I’m jumping in now.”


Katelyn raised her eyebrow as she
watched her husband strip off his shirt then start to undo his belt, her eyes
following his movements. She had to admit, even approaching his mid-forties her
husband was still in great shape. He was just over six feet tall, still had all
his hair, and while he didn’t quite have a washboard stomach, his weekly
basketball games and morning running schedule kept his abs flat and toned. She
didn’t understand his love of working out as she much preferred the physical
exertion that a hard day of shopping could provide, but appreciated his
dedication to keeping thin and trim. Although his thin and trim body was not
about to distract her from finding out what he was doing in the bathroom
instead of getting ready for their evening out.


Katelyn stepped across the floor and
lifted the towel up off the counter. Underneath she found a small,
sleek-looking video camera. A tiny smile curled its way onto her lips. She
glanced over at her husband.


“Care to explain this, my darling?”


Steve paused with his hands on his belt
buckle. “Oh, that? It’s nothing. I just picked that up for our trip. I was just
making sure it was, uh, fully charged.”


“In the bathroom?”


“Yes.”


“Instead of out in the room, where it
would be much easier to see what you were doing?”


“Well, I just…”


Katelyn ignored her husband and picked
up the camera. She pushed the tiny button on the front. A little red light
flicked on, indicating it was recording. She turned and pointed it towards her
husband.


“Now, care to tell the whole world
exactly what you were doing with this little device?”


“Nothing. I just thought… you know…”


Katelyn smiled mischievously as she
placed the camera in one hand. With her free hand she began tracing a small
line down her neck, running her fingers over the tops of her naked breasts.
Through the camera’s lens she watched as Steve followed the movement of her
hand, his eyes riveted to her body. She continued moving her fingers down over
the soft curve of her breasts, pausing to give each of her delicate pink
nipples a light pinch. They instantly hardened under her touch.


“So, you were just planning on filming
our vacation… maybe the two of us riding the roller coaster over at New York
New York… that sort of thing?”


Steve nodded, his eyes locked on her
hand as it trailed lower, down over her stomach.


“And you felt our camera phones wouldn’t
be good enough, so you went out and bought what looks to be a very expensive
state-of-the-art video camera, complete with what appears to be… night vision?”


Katelyn flipped the camera on its side,
trying to make out the tiny buttons in the steam-filled room. She glanced back
up, watching as Steve’s eyes narrowed, his attention fixed on her hand, now
hovering just inches above her completely shaved pubic mound. She extended her
middle finger and casually caressed her outer folds. Her skin felt velvety
smooth under her touch. It should… she just spent an hour shaving her legs and
bikini area in the very shower her husband was supposed to have been occupying.
She moved her finger up and down, trying not to arouse herself too much. It was
no use. She was instantly wet.


“So, does it work?”


“Does what work?”


“The night vision.”


Steve laughed. “I don’t know. I was just
trying to figure out how to use it when you barged in on me.”


Katelyn reached over and flicked off the
bathroom light. They were immediately encased in darkness, save for a thin beam
of light coming from a tiny crack under the door. She felt along the edge of
the camera and pushed the button on the side, then peered through the lens. It
appeared to still be recording.


“So, my darling, how about you take
those pants off and we’ll see if this really works? After all, we might only
get once chance to ride that exciting roller coaster tonight… we wouldn’t want
to miss catching that on film.”


In the dark Katelyn heard Steve chuckle,
followed by the sound of his belt buckle hitting the hard tile floor. A little
shiver ran through her as she stared through the camera lens. She was surprised
by how erotic it was watching her husband undress on the tiny view screen.


“So this is why it’s such a turn-on,”
she thought to herself.


 Katelyn had allowed Steve to film
them a few times in the past with their cell phone camera, although she never
wanted to watch it afterwards. She knew it was something he enjoyed, and while
she did feel a little jolt of excitement knowing they were being recorded, she
was too self-conscious to ever want to see what it actually looked like. Steve told
her she looked like a young Demi Moore on camera. She had her doubts.


Katelyn smiled to herself as she zoomed
in on the shadowy outline of her husband’s naked frame and ordered him to turn
around, realizing again just how much she had changed in the past several
months. Her inhibitions had all but flown out the window. There was very little
these days that didn’t turn her on… very little.


Katelyn watched the camera’s tiny screen
as her husband presented her with a nice view of his backside. She found it
much too adorable to be angry with him. She sighed.


“Well, I suppose I can’t be upset with
you from hiding this from me, now can I?”


Steve laughed. “I really hope not.
Because I don’t have a backup plan.”


Katelyn paused, it suddenly dawning on
her that they hadn’t talked about what Steve was going to do when she was,
well… otherwise occupied later this evening. They had talked at length about
pretty much every other detail of their planned evening—in fact that’s pretty
much all they talked about in the weeks leading up to their trip. Katelyn had
assumed her husband would be comfortable sitting in a chair across the room
while she carried out their plan, or maybe at the edge of the bed, watching
her. Yet now that they were here, in the very room it might happen, she
realized they hadn’t really discussed this in detail. 


Katelyn glanced up as Steve opened the
glass door to the shower and slipped inside.


“Hey—no fair! The camera can’t focus on
you through the steam.” She started to move towards the shower.


“Careful. It’s not waterproof.”


Katelyn paused. “Listen, mister. If I
want to film my husband naked I will certainly do so, especially since it
appears that is exactly what he was planning on doing to his wife later this
evening—without asking her permission, I might add.”


Steve sighed. “I’m sorry, Kat. I was
going to ask you at dinner, I promise. I just wasn’t sure how to bring it up. I
didn’t want to freak you out. I just thought if I had something to focus on it
might make everything more comfortable… for everyone.”


Katelyn smiled. “Relax, babe. I’m just
teasing. If it makes you more comfortable it’s fine with me.”


Katelyn turned the camera off and placed
it on the counter then flicked the bathroom light back on. She stepped over to the
shower, but instead of getting in pressed her breasts together and rubbed them
in two small circles against the glass to clear away the steam. She let out a
soft moan as she slid her naked body up and down the wet surface.


On the other side of the glass Steve
stopped working the shampoo through his hair and stared at her.


“Hey now… what exactly are you doing?”


“Oh, I’m just giving you a little sample
of what it’s going to look like tonight… you know, behind your foggy camera
lens. When you can only watch your wife, but can’t touch her.”


Katelyn stretched her arms up and
gripped the top of the door, twisting her body against the glass so her husband
had a full view of her naked form. Her nipples grew rock hard as she dragged
them across the smooth glass surface. She heard Steve emit a long, slow groan.
She arched her back so her hips were flush against the door as she continued
slithering and sliding, just beyond her husband’s reach. She smiled to herself,
enjoying the feeling of tormenting her victim far more than she once dreamed
possible. Oh yes, the old Katelyn was most certainly gone.


Katelyn opened the door and stepped into
the shower. She reached out and took hold of her husband’s partially stiff
cock. She felt it twitch in her hands and immediately grow harder. She casually
stroked it up and down, enjoying the feeling of her husband’s velvety skin in
her hands as his cock expanded under her expert, teasing touch. She ran her
fingers over the delicate tip, trying not to let her own arousal get the better
of her as Steve threw his head back under the shower head and groaned with
pleasure. She watched the water running down the length of his lean torso. She
stepped closer, then wrapped her arms around him and pulled him in for a long,
wet kiss.


Finally, she released him, then reached
up and wiped the water from his eyes.


“Are you absolutely sure you want to go
through with this?”


Steve looked down at her tenderly. She
could feel his cock throbbing against her stomach, answering for him. Still,
she needed to be sure. If he had any doubts at all she would call the whole
thing off. They could still have a lovely trip, and enjoy their expensive hotel
suite… although possibly not quite as much as she hoped.


“Are you sure?”


“No, Steve, I asked you first. I know we
came all this way, and you went through all the trouble of upgrading us to this
sexy suite, but… you know… now it’s finally almost real. I just want to make
sure you’re not going to be upset, or angry, or jealous, or…”


Steve took Katelyn’s wet hands in his.


“Kat, I love you. And I know you love
me. Let’s just go with the assumption that if there were anything that either
of us felt would threaten that love, we would stop what we were doing
immediately. I would never risk losing what we have together for anything.”


Katelyn threw her arms back around Steve
and held him close, savoring the hardness of his naked body pressed against her
soft, feminine curves. In his embrace she could feel his aching need for her,
combined with his undying love for her. She knew that no matter what happened
tonight nothing would ever replace that love—nothing ever could. She just
needed to hear it from him.


Katelyn gave Steve one more long, wet
kiss, then stepped out of the shower.


“Wait a minute—you’re just going to
leave me like this?”


Katelyn grabbed a towel off the wall and
wrapped it around her body. She glanced back at her husband, who nodded his
head down towards his crotch.


“Listen, my love. We have a big night
ahead of us. I promise after we’re done, I’ll take care of you, like you’ve
never been taken care of before. But for now, you’re just going to have to
contain yourself, because your sexy little hotwife is going to get herself all done up and ready for dinner. Then, after
dinner, she is going to bring a strange man back to our hotel room, and you are
going to watch him ravish me in ways you haven’t even dreamed about in your
wildest fantasies.”


Katelyn reached through the door into
the shower and gave her husband’s cock one final squeeze.


“And I need you to be ready to go the
entire evening, just in case he can’t please me… are we clear?”


She could hear Steve’s laughter echoing
in the bathroom as she turned and left him to his shower. She knew she still
surprised her husband with some of the things that came out of her mouth
lately—heck, she surprised even herself. She’d by lying if she didn’t admit it
was scary to allow her new desires to flow freely through her, and express
herself in ways she had never imagined. For as long as she could remember she
had been in control of every aspect of her life. Her mind was always working…
always calculating, always debating the variables and weighing the consequences
of each decision she made. It had served her well in her rapid climb up the
corporate ladder. To live in the moment and be completely uninhibited was
something new to her… but she was learning to love every minute of it.


~


Katelyn wandered back across their suite
and sat down on the edge of the luxurious king-size bed. She idly dragged her hand
over the top of the soft white comforter as she fell back onto the plush
mattress, allowing her towel to fall to the side. She felt a tiny current of
electricity rising up from below her wet, naked body. In just a few hours there
was a very good chance she would be on this bed doing things she had only
dreamed of with a man who was not her husband… taken by a complete stranger as
her husband watched.


Katelyn glanced over at the chair in the
corner of the room. She imagined what it would be like for her husband to sit
there and watch the shape of her naked body just a few feet away as for the
first time in their marriage a man other than him kissed her lips… as a man
other than him touched her body, as a complete stranger pushed his cock into
her and fucked her until she couldn’t take it anymore. She knew if the roles
were reversed she would not be nearly as relaxed as Steve appeared right now.
She didn’t think she would have the strength to ever watch him with another
woman… then again, she never thought she’d be here this weekend, finally about
to do what they had fantasized about for months.


Katelyn sat back up and surveyed the
room one more time. She hadn’t planned on Steve filming her this evening, but
now that she knew he had a camera, she was going to make sure he got the show
of his life.


Heck, she might even decide to watch it
when they were done.










~ Chapter 3 ~


The first time Katelyn ever heard the
term hotwife had been at the tail end of her trip to Atlanta a mere six months
ago. She had decided to grab a drink at the hotel bar before heading to the
airport, where she struck up a conversation with a charming southern gentleman.
The wedding band on her hand didn’t seem to deter the friendly stranger from
offering to buy her a drink, and she soon found herself enjoying the first
conversation she’d had in a week that wasn’t about business… until she
discovered that a weekend swinger convention was commencing in the hotel where
her conference had just wrapped up, and the charming stranger had mistaken for
an attendee.


After her initial shock and, she later
admitted to herself—repulsion at the idea of someone thinking she was looking
to have an affair, Katelyn found herself warming up to the attractive
southerner. Curiosity eventually got the better of her, and she needed to find
out exactly why he would ever think she was in town for a swinger convention,
especially sitting by herself in the late afternoon dressed in one of her
notoriously conservative business suits.


“Well, if you must know…” the stranger
had said, “it’s your anklet.”


“My anklet?” Katelyn had asked, glancing
down at her long legs crossed below her simple knee-length skirt. Above her
classic black pumps she was wearing a tiny gold band her husband bought for her
on their last vacation. The stranger went on to describe how the piece of
jewelry was commonly worn by hotwives as a symbol of their lifestyle choice.
Hearing this, Katelyn blushed at what she thought was a compliment on her
looks, until the stranger explained that a hotwife refers to a married woman
seeking an intimate relationship outside of her marriage.


At that moment, Katelyn’s world was
forever changed.


Prior to Atlanta the concept of a
hotwife had been entirely foreign to Katelyn, her previous knowledge of
alternative lifestyles limited to the few late-night cable specials on swingers
she had watched with her husband. She felt there was nothing enticing about the
idea of meeting what she guessed were middle-aged couples with sagging body
parts looking to frolic around in a communal hot tub, and had written off
swinging as something people who were no longer attracted to one another did to
try and stay married, either for kids or other reasons. Yet, there was
something oddly appealing about the scenario the stranger at the bar continued
to describe. Not that she was interested, but she could see how meeting another
man for the sole purpose of having sex could feel a lot different than hooking
up with a couple. There was an element of sophistication that appealed to her…
the idea that a husband and wife could bring in another person for both of
their pleasure felt almost natural, to some degree. Likewise, an anklet being a
secret symbol to alert men to a woman’s availability was something Katelyn
found intriguing, and sexy. It was almost as if a lightbulb had gone off in her
head… or more precisely, between her legs.


It didn’t hurt that the stranger
describing this fascinating secret world to her was handsome, well-dressed, and
spoke with a slight southern accent that she found irresistible. Although it
wasn’t merely his good looks or charm that drew her towards him. There was
something else about him that she couldn’t immediately place. The way he talked
about joining other couples, and the confidence with which he described what went
on at these events gave Katelyn the sense that he was not merely interested in
the sex. It was almost as if the stranger were there to provide a service…
perhaps even a service that was needed in her own marriage.


Whether it was fate that brought her to
Atlanta, or simply a coincidence that Katelyn accidentally wore an anklet to
swinger weekend, she would never know. The stranger disappeared as quickly as
he came, leaving her mind filled with questions and her body consumed with
arousal… so much so that on the plane ride home she did something she had never
done in her life, which was to pleasure herself in the tiny airplane bathroom,
not caring if anyone knew what she was doing. When she arrived home, she
couldn’t wait to tear her husband’s clothes off. The made love twice that
evening, and after he went to sleep she did something else she had never done
in all the years she had been married… she fantasized about having sex with
another man.


~


The word cheating was not in Katelyn’s
vocabulary. Until Atlanta, there was never a time she had considered being with
any man other than her husband. She believed that marriage was a binding
contract and took her wedding vows seriously, as did her husband. Even though
their sex life had slowed to a crawl in recent years, Katelyn never once
considered doing anything outside of her marriage to reignite the spark in
their relationship, if only because she was still attracted to her husband. In
fact, when she thought about it, she found her husband more attractive than she
had when they first met—not just physically, but her love for him had deepened
over the years. She knew he looked at her in the same way too. There was no
question when he gazed into her eyes that he mirrored her feelings. Yet, it was
clear that there was a different feeling in her body from the attraction she
felt towards her husband, and what she felt towards the stranger.


Katelyn never gave it a second thought
when her husband mentioned an actress on TV he found hot, or if he commented on
one of the young girls at his gym with their tight abs and perfect bums. She
assumed he fantasized about other women because, well, he was a guy, and that’s
what guys do—it simply wasn’t something she had ever experienced for herself.
Endless times Katelyn found herself nodding her head in mock agreement while
her married girlfriends talked about how they wished they would be swept away
by some dashing new man, or spend a hot and sweaty afternoon being pounded
senseless by the hunky pool guy. As corny as it sounded, those were the exact
words one of her friends had used, and Katelyn had to stifle a laugh to avoid a
nasty stare. She had seen some of the contractors in her neighborhood, and they
didn’t exactly conjure up the images of illicit sex that her married friends
seemed to yearn for.


“She might as well been going for the
trifecta of the pizza delivery guy and the plumber,” Katelyn had later told her
husband when they were together in bed laughing about it.


All of that changed after Atlanta.


Katelyn soon found herself locking her
office door in the middle of the afternoon in case one of her coworkers should
accidentally discover her running her hands up her thighs, or absentmindedly
caressing her breasts behind her desk, imagining her hands were those of a
stranger. Her mind was flooded with images of being with someone new… of
feeling an unfamiliar touch on her body… of unfamiliar lips kissing her neck…
images she couldn’t stop from running through her mind late at night, touching
her soaking wet body under the sheets while trying not to awaken her husband. A
tiny seed had been planted in her mind, and it began to take root in the soil
of her being.


Little did she know a similar seed had
been planted in her husband’s head, who had secretly been hanging onto her every
word as she related the scenario the stranger in Atlanta had described to her…
although she would soon find out just how badly her husband wanted the same
thing she did.


~


“Lovely weather we’ve been having.”


“Hmm, yes.”


“Is your steak okay?”


“Um, yes.”


“Would you like me to blow you under the
table?”


“No, that’s—wait.
What did you say?”


Katelyn smiled and took a sip of her
wine. They were having dinner at their favorite restaurant, and all night she
found herself having to repeat pretty much everything she said to her normally
attentive husband. Guessing something was brewing in his mind, she decided to
have a little fun.


“You’ve barely touched your food. You’ve
been miles away all night… you want to tell me what’s going on?”


Steve put his fork down and reached
across the table and took hold of Katelyn’s hand.


“I know. I’m sorry. It’s just that I
want to ask you something and… wait. Did you just really offer to give me head
in a restaurant?” Steve looked at her questioningly, his mind finally
processing what she said.


“Forget it. Offer’s off the table.”


Steve grinned. “Well, serves me right
for not paying attention to my wife.”


“Damn straight. So what’s on your mind,
darling?”


“Well, you know, I was thinking what an
amazing time we’ve been having these past several months. I mean our
anniversary, then Seattle… it’s all been just… ”


“Insanely hot,” Katelyn finished for
him. She squeezed Steve’s hand, warmed by the fond memories of her recent
business trip that had ended with him flying out to join her in Seattle for an
intensely passionate few days. It was the first time he had ever joined her on
a business trip.


“Yes, it most certainly was hot. And,
well… I know I’ve hinted at this before, but I really like this new Katelyn—not
that there was anything wrong with the old Katelyn. Don’t get me wrong. She was
just, well…”


Katelyn smiled. “She would never have
offered you head in a restaurant.”


Steve grinned. “No, it’s not just that…”


Katelyn gave her husband’s hand another
soft squeeze signifying there was no need for an apology.


“Listen, Kat, you know I love you no
matter what… you do know that… right?”


Katelyn nodded, curious what her husband
was driving at.


Steve paused for a moment to take a sip
of his beer, then continued. “Well, this is kinda hard
to say, but the thing is, I really don’t want you to meet any other men again
when you’re traveling.”


Katelyn felt as though she had just been
kicked in the gut. She fought to keep her eyes steady as her husband continued.


“I keep thinking about what happened in
Seattle, and it actually worried me that if your coworker hadn’t gotten sick
you might’ve gone out to that club with that guy you met, and who knows what
might have happened? I mean, I trust you of course, but God knows there are
guys out there who might try to slip something into your drink, or well… you
know. I couldn’t live with myself if something ever happen to you.”


Katelyn struggled to keep the smile on
her face in an attempt to reveal only her appreciation of her husband’s concern
for her, and not her disappointment with what just tumbled out of his mouth.
She reached for her wine with an unsteady hand. Her little flirtatious games
had become a welcomed new addition to their lives the past few months… perhaps
far more than she wanted to admit. Getting dressed up and going out to a swanky
bar… allowing strangers to buy her a drink and partake in a little late-night
conversation, then coming home and ravishing her husband thinking about what
might have been… it had been the catalyst that had given their sex life a
much-needed boost. In fact, it had been Steve’s suggestion, as she recalled.


“But weren’t you the one who—”


“Kat, let me
finish.” Steve quickly withdrew his hand from hers and took another sip of his
drink.


“It’s just I’ve been thinking… a lot… and
I’m really not comfortable with you flirting with other guys while I’m not
there.”


Katelyn stared at her husband, feeling
as though a balloon filled with joy inside of her had been punctured, and the
air was slowly being let out. She had promised herself countless times that if
her husband ever felt threatened or jealous of her little games she would stop.
There was nothing more important than their marriage. Still, hearing the words
come out of his mouth… it was far more difficult than she thought.


Steve sensed her disappointment and
quickly continued.


“There’s more. You see, instead of you
flirting with other guys when I’m not there, I would like to maybe consider
setting up that fantasy you mentioned… you know, ahem… for real.”


Katelyn stared her husband’s mouth
across the table, trying to recreate the words he just
spoke to make sure she heard them correctly. His suggestion hung in the air
between them for an eternity. She remained motionless, her stomach turning
inside out. She fought with all her strength to ignore the warming sensation
that instantly materialized between her legs. Was her husband really suggesting
what she thought he was?


There was simply no way.


Katelyn cleared her throat, surprising
even herself with the air of casualness she managed to exude. “And what fantasy
did you mean, exactly?” 


Steve glanced around the restaurant then
leaned forward, as if about to disclose a hot stock tip. “You know—what you
told me that night in Seattle… about being with a stranger, with me there…
watching.”


Katelyn was instantly wet.


“You’re serious?” she whispered.


Steve nodded. “Yes… I mean, if it’s
something you still want?”


Katelyn sat back in her chair. She
casually brushed her hair back around her ears, trying to take everything in.
Inside her mind she was jumping up on the table and dancing like a coed on
spring break.


“Well, I mean, yes… I would consider it…
if it’s something you want? I mean, if you’re really serious…”


Steve laughed, finally breaking their
tension.


“Kat, I wouldn’t have brought it up if I
wasn’t serious. I’ve given this a lot of thought. I would like to try this, for
real. I think we’re ready.”


Katelyn fought to keep her body from
shaking from the surge of energy that suddenly rushed through her. She had no
idea what to say. There it was. Right on the table. Her husband had just
offered to let her have sex with a stranger… it was beyond comprehension. The
fact that he wanted to be involved was the icing on the cake. She knew deep
down she could never be with another man without having him there.


A million thoughts flew through her
head. How? Where? With whom? Tonight? Katelyn drained her wine glass then
reached for her ice water. She never believed in her wildest dreams that her
husband would suggest something like this. Sure, he had played along with her
recent fantasies when they were making love, but they were simply fantasies.
Things she just said in the heat of the moment for a little added excitement.
She never once revealed that it was something she truly wanted to try for real.
Hearing the words out loud for the first time, she wasn’t even certain she did.
Although the hardness of her nipples pushing against the bodice of her dress
along with what was going on between her legs underneath the table proved she
was fooling herself.


She wanted this. She wanted this so
badly.


“And how are you two enjoying your meal
this evening?”


Katelyn glanced up, nearly spilling her
water as their waiter approached their table.


“We’d like the check please.”


Steve glanced down at his barely touched
steak, then smiled.


“Yes, could you wrap this up to go? My
wife has a sudden fever. I need to take her home… immediately.” 










~ Chapter 4 ~


On the car ride home Katelyn couldn’t
stop thinking about what her husband had just suggested. He wanted to watch her
fulfill her fantasy of having sex with another man. Not just to fantasize about
it, or allow her to flirt with a random guy then come home to him and pretend
that he was the stranger she just met. He wanted to really watch her have sex
with another man… it was nearly too much to handle.


Katelyn had a million questions she was
dying to ask, needed to ask, right now. How long had he been thinking about
this? Does she get to pick the guy? Did he already set something up? Where was
this going to happen? Even the most mundane of things were running through her
head. What should she wear? Should they use a condom? Would she have to cook
this person breakfast if he slept over?


Instead of badgering her husband the
entire ride home with her endless questions and risk giving the impression she
was dying to sleep with anyone but him, Katelyn decided to do something she
hadn’t done in a long time. She leaned over in the front seat and carefully
undid the buckle on Steve’s belt.


“Hey, what do you think you’re up to?”


Katelyn smiled, and ran her hand along
her husband’s stiffening cock through the soft material of his pants. She could
felt him instantly harden.


“Just you keep your eyes on the road. We
don’t need to explain to the police why you drove us into a tree.”


Katelyn slipped her hand inside her
husband’s boxers and pulled his cock out. She leaned her head down into his lap
and wrapped her hungry lips around the already swollen tip of his shaft. She
tasted his salty pre-come and chuckled to herself, realizing he wasn’t the only
one getting turned on by their dinner conversation. She moved her head up and
down as she sucked him into her mouth, doing the best she could to pleasure him
given her position. From the moans she could hear coming from above the
steering wheel, she suspected she was doing just fine.


In the back of her mind Katelyn briefly
considered how dangerous it could be to give her husband head while driving,
but she didn’t care. Not surprisingly, the sense of danger just turned her on
even more. Along with her increase in energy and libido these past few months,
Katelyn found that she wanted Steve in ways that she hadn’t in the past. For
the first eight years of their marriage she could probably count on one hand
the amount of times she was honestly excited to go down on him solely for his
pleasure. It wasn’t that she was averse to giving her husband oral sex, there was just nothing about the act that particularly
excited her. These past few months something inside of her had changed.
Imagining her husband as a stranger opened all sorts of new pathways for her,
and she discovered a different aspect to sucking on her husband’s cock that she
never experienced before. Now, when she lowered her head to take him in her
mouth she felt an intense sensation of being in control. She knew with just a
slight flick of her tongue she could send shockwaves of pleasure through his
body… just as she could easily withdraw that pleasure, and make him beg for it.
It didn’t matter if it were a stranger’s cock, or her husband’s familiar cock
she had seen and touched and had inside her countless times… it made her wet
just knowing the power that she possessed. Giving head on a dangerous road?
Even better.


Katelyn figured if she dug deep enough,
she would discover the idea of having sex with a stranger caused her to revert
to her dating days, perhaps feeling the need to prove her ability as a sexually
satisfying partner. It might even be a basic biologically induced effort of a
female attempting to lure a suitable mate. She didn’t care to dig deep. She
only knew she loved the new sexuality that possessed her, and didn’t want it to
stop… apparently, the same sentiment shared by her husband. Enough so that he
was willing to watch her with another man.


Just the thought of her husband watching
her have sex with a stranger made Katelyn instantly wet again as she bobbed her
head up and down on Steve’s cock. She reached between her legs and rubbed
herself underneath her dress. Her arousal was nearly too much to contain. She
wanted to mount her husband right there in the car as they drove home, and
satisfy the deep urges that were building up inside her. Just as she was
considering asking him to pull over so she could fuck him in the back seat she
suddenly felt Steve’s body stiffen under her. She knew he was close to coming.
Normally she would pull off of him and guide him into her pussy so they could
both climax and enjoy their orgasm together. Not this time, she decided. He
deserved this.


Katelyn grabbed the base of Steve’s
shaft and moved her mouth to the top of his cock, keeping the pulsating tip
engulfed with her lips.


“Oh God… Kat I’m so close!”


Katelyn heard her husband moaning above
her as she squeezed his bulging flesh and pumped him a few times with her hand.
That’s all it took.


Katelyn felt Steve’s body jerk as his
orgasm rushed through him. She quickly sucked down on him, drawing him tightly
between her lips. A moment later she felt the hot trail of his ejaculate pour
into her mouth. She swallowed several times, continuing to suck on him until
she felt him grow soft. She released him from her mouth then licked him clean
with her tongue.


Katelyn wiped her lips with her fingers
then tucked her husband’s cock back inside his boxers and zipped up his pants.
She sat up and fixed her hair in the mirror, listening with a hidden smile as
Steve fought to regain his breath. Yes, she had caused that. Totally bad ass.


“So dinner was good, wasn’t it?”


Steve laughed, his breathing finally
returning to normal. “It was excellent, but I’d say the desert was even
better.”


Katelyn smiled.


A few months ago the idea of giving her
husband head in the car was something that never would have entered her
mind—and swallowing no less! No, Katelyn had come a long way in doing things
she normally didn’t, and she knew it all had to do with their recent games and
roleplaying. The fact that they weren’t stopping their games as she first
feared at dinner, but instead were taking them to a new level thrilled her to
no end. What thrilled her even more was that they were doing it together.


~


Katelyn stared out the window as they
neared their neighborhood, searching for the moon beyond the street lights.
Briefly she thought of riding in the back seat of her parents’ car when she was
younger, trying her best to focus on the moon as her mother and father fought
in the front seat. She was too young to understand what they were fighting
about, but she knew the moon always made her happy. As the years passed their
fights grew louder and louder, until one day, the fighting suddenly stopped.
Katelyn’s father simply walked out, leaving her with just the moon.


Her mother tried to explain the reason
her father left. She told her that sometimes these things just happen… that it
was nobody’s fault, but Katelyn could see through the thin curtain her mother
held up to cover up their reality. Their marriage had fallen apart long before
her father finally decided pack up his things and go. She didn’t blame her
father for leaving, but she blamed both her parents for not trying to fix
things when they still had a chance.


As they turned onto their street Katelyn
reached out and took hold of her husband’s hand. She could already feel the
swelling in her heart and the appreciation she felt towards him for being
confident enough in their relationship to suggest what he did at dinner. She
knew beyond a shadow of a doubt that their decision to involve another man in
their relationship was the correct one.


Katelyn turned in her seat. “Do you
remember the vows we made on our wedding day?”


Steve glanced over towards her, catching
her staring at him. “Well, if I recall, I think I vowed to always do my best to
make you happy.” 


“And I promised to always be your
partner in crime, and to always be up for any adventure life might throw our way.”


Steve chuckled. “Well, I guess we’re
both holding up our vows then, aren’t we?”


Katelyn turned back towards the window
and resumed her search for the moon as they pulled up to their driveway.


“It’s scary, isn’t it?”


Steve squeezed her hand tightly.


“Don’t worry. I’ll be right there the
whole time.” 










~ Chapter 5 ~


In the weeks following their decision to
meet a stranger, Katelyn and Steve’s routine varied little. They would both
arrive home from work, fix dinner together, and after
a glass of wine one of them would bring up whatever had been on their mind
during the day, picking up pretty much where they left off the night before as
they discussed their upcoming adventure.


“He has to be smart.”


“Well, that rules out half the male
population.”


Katelyn laughed as she finished clearing
the dishes from dinner. “Well, he at least needs to be able to talk about
something more than sports. I can’t sleep with a guy who only talks about
sports.”


“You sleep with me.”


“Yes, but that’s different—I have to.
We’re married.”


Steve chuckled. “Understood.”


“And he’s not staying over.”


“Why would he stay over?”


“What if he gets too drunk to drive? I
can’t have a strange man sleeping on our couch. What would the neighbors
think?”


“Why would the neighbors be concerned with
who is sleeping on our couch?”


“Have you seen our neighborhood? They
watch everything around here.”


Steve smiled. “Fine. No sports guys, no
sleepovers, and we’ll sneak him out through the back door in a hoodie. Any
other requirements, my future hotwife?”


Katelyn grinned then moved up behind her
husband. She casually reached around him and ran her hand over his crotch.
“Yes. He has to have a huge cock. It has to be so big that after he fucks me with
it all night I will have trouble walking the next day. I want to be filled so
completely that it feels like I have two dicks inside me at once.”


Katelyn noticed her husband’s laugh in
response to her teasing was a little on the cautious side, and wondered if he
thought she was being serious… she wasn’t certain herself.


~


Now that her deepest desire was out in
the open Katelyn did her best to return to her normal life, but it grew
impossible. Her days were filled with nonstop fantasizing about the scenario
that was going to unfold, trying to picture every detail. In her morning shower
she closed her eyes, running her hands along her body as the showerhead cast
its watery spray all over her skin, her pores opening to allow her to feel
every sensation she conjured up in her mind with even more vividness. She
imagined her naked skin pressed against the warm skin of another man, his heat
enveloping her, causing her body temperature to rise until she could barely
breathe. She imagined his scent, and the taste of his
lips as she reached down and touched herself, driving herself to only a
temporary relief from the fire that consumed her.


At work she did her best to focus on
meetings and conference calls, but they all blurred into the background of her
overactive mind. Any strange male voice she heard on the phone worked its way
into her fantasies, just as any attractive male she encountered in line at the
coffee shop or the bank became her sudden object of desire. Everywhere she
turned her stranger appeared before her, teasing her, daring her to make the
final jump from fantasy to reality.


At night, it only grew worse.


Night after night Katelyn fucked her
husband relentlessly in their bed, drawing every ounce of energy from him in an
attempt to fuel her insatiable lust. The fire that had been burning inside of
her the last few months spread across the surface of her soul, igniting
everything in its path and taking on a life of its own. She experienced the
most explosive sex she could ever remember, topping even their recent
roleplaying adventures. Her eyes took on a new glow. Her skin glistened. Her
body bore the physical reminders of her desires, with bruises appearing on her
hips and sides of her ribs. She couldn’t be certain if they were from driving
her writhing body into the nightstand or headboard, desperate to be filled over
and over again, or if they were the result of something deep inside her,
fighting to be unleashed.


It didn’t matter either way… the beast
had been awoken. There was no turning back. Of course, the way forward wasn’t
always as clearly marked as she hoped.


~


One night after dinner when they were
snuggling on the couch watching TV, Katelyn grabbed the remote and hit mute.
She turned to her husband.


“Okay. It’s been almost a month, and
we’re no closer to figuring out how this is going to happen.”


Steve casually lifted his beer to his
lips and took a sip. “Don’t worry… it’s just going to take time.”


Katelyn toyed with the sleeve of her
sweater, wondering not for the first time if they were simply stalling out of
fear. She had to admit, while the idea of having sex with a stranger sounded
exciting after a few glasses of wine in a dimly lit romantic restaurant, the
longer they waited, the more the voices in her head had demanded to be heard.


What
on earth do you think you’re doing Katelyn?


How
could you let him talk you into this?


If
he really loved you, he would never want to see you with another man...


The voices, she knew, didn’t hold any
truth to them, and sounded suspiciously like her mother. Still they were
difficult to ignore. Talking about it was one thing. Allowing another man to
touch her and kiss her and possess her naked body was another thing entirely.
Her recent dreams had been filled with images of everything that could possibly
go wrong. Tall, dark men carrying her off into shadowy caves while her husband
was carted off to prison. Angry rioters protesting outside her window as men
lined up to have their way with her. And of course her mother, appearing like
an angel, telling her what she was doing was so very wrong. She also held
another fear, something she felt ashamed to even admit. She cuddled up closer
to Steve on the couch.


“Can I ask you something?”


“Of course.”


“Are you doing this just to make me happy?”


Steve glanced over to her. “No, of
course not. I want both of us to be happy.”


“Are you happy with me now?”


“Kat, I’m always happy with you, there’s
no need to ever ask that.”


“What if I decided I couldn’t do it…
that it was just too much… would you still be happy with me?”


Steve turned to face her, then took her hands in his. “Are you having second
thoughts?”


Katelyn paused for a moment. “No, I’m
not… it’s just that I wonder if we’ve been stalling because this isn’t
something we really want.”


“Is that how you feel?”


Katelyn thought for a moment. “No, I
think this is something I really want to do.”


“Then why are you asking me?”


Katelyn felt her hands start to shake.
The fire that drove her to push beyond her limits raged through her body while
the voices in her head fought to extinguish the flames. Suddenly, it was too
much. She buried her head in Steve’s chest and wrapped her arms around him.


“I’m sorry… I’m so sorry.”


“Whoa. Kat, what’s wrong?”


“I just feel so guilty. Like I’m being so
selfish. How on earth could I ever want anyone other than you? I’m the luckiest
woman in the world.”


She felt Steve trying to pull her up,
but she refused to move. She buried her face deeper into his chest.


“It’s not right. I shouldn’t want anyone
but my husband. You’re the only one that I love.”


Steve softly stroked the back of her
hair. “Kat, you’re the only one that I love too. That’s never going to change.”


“But how do we know that? We can’t know
that. What if I fall in love with another man?”


They sat in silence for a few minutes.
Katelyn realized her deepest fear was finally out of its cage. It danced around
them in their quiet living room as they both considered the consequences of
what they were doing.


“What if we made it so you couldn’t possibly
develop feelings for anyone else?”


Katelyn slowly raised her reddened face.
“What do you mean?”


“Well, what if instead of trying to find
a stranger, we let a stranger find us?”


“I'm not sure I understand.”


“Well, what if we plan a trip?”


“A trip?”


“Yes. We’ll plan a vacation. You’ll get
all dressed up and we’ll go out to some fancy bar, and meet someone that you’ll
have absolutely no change of see again.”


“So, just a one-night stand?”


Steve nodded.


Katelyn thought for a moment. Having a
one-night stand wasn’t something she had considered. She had just assumed she
would get to know someone first. Steve was right. It didn’t have to be that
way.


“But what if no one wants me?”


Steve planted a kiss on her lips. “Kat,
that’s impossible. You’re the most beautiful woman in the world. There is no
way guys won’t flock to you, especially if you’re dressed in something slinky
and revealing.”


Katelyn couldn’t help but smile. If the
last few months were any indication of what could happen when she went out, she
didn’t have to worry about her ability to lure a man to her.


The more she had thought about it, the
more she realized it was the best solution. She didn’t want to disappoint her
husband, or herself. At home there were too many variables. Too many reminders
that what they were doing was considered wrong by nearly everyone she knew. Too
many chances to run into someone they might know… and most importantly, at home
the risk was too great that she might want to get to know someone first, and possibly develop feelings for someone. A one-time
vacation fling sounded much more appealing.


Finally, she nodded. “You know what?
Let’s do it… where did you have in mind?”


Steve shrugged his shoulders. “Dunno.”


Katelyn idly glanced around the living
room as she considered the question. Suddenly she smiled. She walked over and
pulled a deck of cards from the bookshelf. She removed the top card then turned
and flicked it towards her husband. She grabbed the second card, and sent it
hurtling to him. Then the third, and the forth. Katelyn continued to toss the
cards at him until the deck was depleted. Then she walked over to him and
straddled him on the couch. She leaned down kissed him hard on the mouth.


“How does Vegas
sound, darling?”


Steve smiled. “Perfect.”


“Oh, and one more thing…”


Steve glanced up at her.


“You’re taking me shopping. And
remember, hotwives don’t come cheap.”


Katelyn leaned back and ground her hips
in her husband’s lap, quickly silencing his modest protests. She reached out
and placed his hands on her breasts, squeezing them together. She closed her
eyes, trying to imagine what it was going to feel a new pair of hands on her
body… to be touched in a new way. To be naked and sweaty in a bed with another
person that she didn’t know intimately. She felt herself growing wet as she
slowly moved up and down in her husband’s lap. She grabbed the back of his head
and pulled his face tight against her chest to hide the pounding of her beating
her heart.


It was going to happen soon. She was
going to have sex with a man who was not her husband. She could feel it with
every fiber of her being. Just as she could feel the fear that refused to
release its icy grip on her, no matter how much she tried to pretend it wasn't
there.










~ Chapter 6 ~


If there was a better place to let the
gods decide her sexual fate than Las Vegas, Katelyn couldn’t think of it. She
could feel her pulse racing as she scanned herself one more time in the mirror.
The three glasses of champagne she put down early were doing nothing to calm
her nerves. The buzz she felt rushing through her was like nothing she ever
experienced before. It started in her toes and rose up through the top of her
head, covering every square inch of her skin. She felt more alive than she
could ever remember. She took in a deep breath and forced a smile on her lips.
This was finally it.


Katelyn slipped into her black four-inch
Louis Vuitton heels and picked up her matching clutch to complete her outfit,
then turned to the mirror one final time. She liked what she saw. Her tight,
black dress she had purchased for their special evening was hugging her curves
in all the right places. Her cleavage was strategically exposed above the
plunging neckline, which scooped much lower than anything she would ever dare
to wear back home. Even in Las Vegas it was the kind of dress men would have a
hard time ignoring… which was important. If there were ever a night Katelyn
wanted to be noticed, this was the night.


Katelyn made a few final adjustments to
her hair and double checked to make sure her eyeliner wasn’t smudged. Her nails
were painted a light shade of pink and she wore simple pearl earrings and a
matching strand of pearls Steve had given her for her birthday several years ago.
Underneath the dress Katelyn wore a red bra and matching thong. She knew
whenever her husband caught a glimpse of her in red lingerie he couldn’t
contain himself. She hoped her stranger would feel the same.


Katelyn heard a long whistle and turned
as Steve emerged from the bathroom. He was dressed in a smart dark blazer and a
light blue collared shirt without a tie. She watched his eyes drink her in as
he approached her.


“Wow, Kat. You look absolutely
stunning.”


Steve kissed her gently on the cheek,
something he always did before they went out so as not to mess up her lipstick.


“Why thank you, my darling. You clean up
pretty nicely yourself.”


“So, are you ready?”


Katelyn took a deep breath and exhaled
slowly. “I think so.”


“I’ll be with you the entire night, you
know that.”


She grabbed his arm and gave it a
squeeze, drawing comfort from his words. “I wouldn’t have it any other way.”


Katelyn offered a silent prayer of
gratitude for the confidence her husband had displayed all afternoon. The night
before they left for their trip she spent twenty minutes folding and refolding
the same three shirts as she struggled to pack her suitcase, wondering not for
the first time if she would be able to go through with it. It had been a
miracle at all she had been able to board the plane. They were approaching
unchartered waters in their relationship, and her billowing sails needed the
full support of her husband’s commanding rudder if they were ever to steer
clear of the rocks. It was his smiling face that enabled her to keep putting
one foot in front of the other.


They turned and walked arm in arm
towards the door. Suddenly Katelyn stopped. “Oh—I almost forgot.”


She slipped her hand into her clutch and
removed a tiny gold chain.


“Care to do the honors?”


Steve grinned, then took the anklet from
her and knelt down on the ground. He slowly draped the chain around her ankle
and clasped it closed. A shiver ran through her body as he stood back up and
faced her.


“After tonight, you’ll officially be a
hotwife, you know.”


Katelyn sucked in another deep breath.


“I know.”


Katelyn grabbed Steve’s arm and didn’t
stop to look back as they exited the suite. She felt her heels sinking into the
plush hotel carpeting like quicksand as they made their way to the elevator.
She tightened her grip on her husband’s arm. They had travelled thousands of
miles and spent months preparing for this evening, yet she knew these final
steps were the most difficult ones of their entire journey.


~


Even at a relatively early hour, the
casino was awash with activity. Katelyn struggled to process the endless sights
and sounds vying for her attention as they made their way across the expansive
casino floor. Everywhere she turned there was something to see and hear.
Hundreds of people rushing to destinations unknown. Dealers barking out
instructions at poker and blackjack tables. Waitresses scurrying about carrying
trays filled with drinks. Scantily clad female dancers on raised platforms
grinding to electronic music pumped in from hidden speakers. Katelyn’s neck twisted
back and forth as the endless cacophony of sounds fought for her attention.
They made their way past the rows of gaming tables and early evening revelers,
pausing every now and then to watch a particularly high bidder put on a display
of excess debauchery. She felt her anxiety gradually slip away as the city’s
magnetic pull drew her in. She spotted an empty seat at a roulette table and
tugged at Steve’s hand.


“What say we play a little bit before
going out?”


“Sounds like a great idea.”


Katelyn noted the enthusiasm with which
Steve removed a fresh, crisp one hundred dollar bill from his wallet and placed
it down on the table in front of them.


“Wow. I’m impressed.”


“Well, you know. You gotta
play big or go home, right?”


Katelyn gave her husband’s arm a gentle
squeeze. She had never known him to gamble more than ten dollars at a time. She
suspected his nerves might finally be kicking in as well.


Katelyn watched the roulette dealer
scoop up the hundred dollar bill like a gum wrapper off the floor. He examined
it briefly before stuffing it down a hidden compartment in the table. A moment
later a stack of chips arrived in front of her. Katelyn turned to Steve.


“Okay, Mr. Big Spender. What are your
favorite numbers?”


Steve paused for a moment, scanning the
board. Out of the corner of her eye she noted several of the men around the
table trying to sneak a peek at her revealing dress. She made no attempt to
hide her smile, her confidence getting an instant boost.


“Let’s see… Black 22, Black 8… and Red
32.”


Katelyn reached her arm across the table
and stacked a few chips on each of the numbers Steve selected. She watched as
other gamblers quickly covered the same numbers as her.


“Why did they do that?”


Steve shrugged his shoulders. “Dunno.”


Katelyn looked toward the dealer who was
getting ready to drop the tiny white ball into the roulette wheel, but his face
remained impassive.


“They’re covering your bet, hoping to
cash in on your beginner’s luck.”


Katelyn followed the voice to her right
where a younger guy was absently stacking and restacking a pile of chips
similar to hers in front of him.


“I’m sorry—what do you mean covering my
bet?”


The guy responded without diverting his
eyes from his chips. “It can be considered good luck to bet on the same numbers
as a newbie. Especially when the newbie is an attractive woman.”


Katelyn glanced down at the near empty
beer bottle next to the young gambler, guessing it might not have been his
first drink of the evening.


She smiled politely. “Well, let’s hope
you’re right.”


The dealer started the roulette wheel
spinning and a moment later set the ball in motion. Katelyn watched, mesmerized
as the tiny ball sailed round and round its circular track. A moment later the
dealer extended his arms.


“No more bets!”


All eyes were on the precious white ball
as it dropped out of its track and into the bowl. It hopped from one number to
the next with no apparent concern for where it might land, eventually settling
into the pocket of what appeared to be its final resting place of Red 27.
Katelyn surveyed her chips on the table, slightly dejected at losing her first
bet of their trip. Then, suddenly, the tiny ball bounced up, having just a
little more life left. A moment later it settled into Red 32, where it remained
as the wheel ground to a stop.


“Red thirty-two!”


A round of cheers went up from the table
as the dealer placed a marker down on Red 32 then cleared away all the losing
bets. Katelyn watched with wide eyes as a healthy stack of chips was pushed
over towards her.


“Wow. How come I get so many?”


Again the dealer ignored her, leaving
the young guy next to her to answer her question.


“Payout on a single number is
thirty-five to one. Game’s still got the worst odds in the house, but you can
hit big if you get lucky.”


Katelyn glanced over at the healthy
stack of chips being delivered to her right, noticing the young guy, too, had
profited on her apparent beginner’s luck, although he didn’t seem at all
concerned with his win. She turned back to Steve to congratulate him on picking
their winning number, but he had vanished. She scanned the floor and finally
spotted him giving a drink order to a cocktail waitress wearing an outfit so
skimpy Katelyn would easily have mistaken for a scarf if she saw it in
Victoria’s Secret. She opened her mouth to call out to her husband, then paused. Given what they were planning on doing later in
the evening she supposed she could allow him to chat with a cute cocktail
waitress… for a few minutes.


Katelyn turned back to the table and
noticed the dealer looking at her expectedly. She hesitated, uncertain what to
do with the winning chips in front of her.


“You should color out your stack. Ask
for a black and a couple of quarters.”


Katelyn looked to her right with
literally no idea what the young guy seated next to her was talking about, her
knowledge of roulette limited to what Steve had showed her the one time they
played on a cruise. She had just used up that knowledge remembering to place
enough chips on the board to cover the minimum bet. She glanced back toward
Steve, but he was still chatting with the waitress, apparently giving her quite
the difficult drink order.


“Uh, could I have a black and some
quarters?”


Katelyn watched as her stack of chips
instantly disappeared. In its place she found a single $100 chip and two $25
chips. She understood they were worth the same as the large stack she just had
in front of her, but she felt like she just lost her money.


“Hmmm… I’m not sure why I did that?” She
absently directed her question to the younger guy next to her.


“Because if you didn’t, you’d end up
leaving here empty-handed. Trust me.”


Katelyn picked up her chips, realizing
what they younger guy said was probably true. She would never be so bold as to
bet the single chip worth a hundred dollars, but the little ones were
dangerous. She glanced down at the piles in front of the young guy next to her.
What she first thought were chips similar to hers were in fact stacks of black
chips, which she now understood to be worth one hundred dollars each. She
quickly counted the piles, estimating each stack was about ten high, with eight
or nine stacks spaced out before him—almost ten thousand dollars! Her heart
skipped a beat.


“You don’t look like you’re in jeopardy
of leaving this table empty-handed.”


“Huh. I assure you, with the way things
have been going tonight, I can do plenty of damage.”


Katelyn watched as the young guy
polished off the remainder of his beer, still without turning toward her
direction. No sooner did he place his empty bottle down than a waitress
appeared from nowhere with a replacement, which nearly disappeared the moment
it hit his mouth. Katelyn frowned. Something about the young gambler seemed
odd, but she let it go as she turned to hunt down her husband once again. She
finally spotted him several tables over where the young cocktail waitress was
balancing her tray on his arm so she could write down her orders. Katelyn
frowned again and turned back to the table, nearly spilling a glass of
champagne that had magically appeared in front of her.


“Oh, I’m sorry—I didn’t order this,” she
called out, but the waitress had already vanished.


“Consider it a thank you… for the
beginner’s luck.”


The young guy next to her nodded his
beer in her direction, still not removing his eyes from the board.


“Oh, well, thank you. That’s very kind
of you.”


Katelyn slowly raised the glass to her
lips, using the opportunity to study the young guy a little more closely. He
had short dark hair with well-trimmed sideburns above cheeks that were so
smooth she wondered if he had ever grown hair on his face. She put him at
twenty-four, twenty-five at most. His dark charcoal suit looked brand new, yet
his shirt underneath was disheveled. Katelyn easily
recognized the watch on his arm as a cheap knockoff… certainly not consistent
with the kind of money he was betting. She watched as he took another long draw
from his beer, staring straight ahead as if the world beyond his towers of
black chips didn’t exist.


Katelyn glanced up as the dealer called
out for players to place their next bets. She watched the younger guy absently
scoop up a pile of chips, his arms barely moving under his slumped shoulders.
She fingered the hundred dollar black chip in her hand and hesitated. She could
never bet that much without Steve by her side. He’d be pissed if he found out
she’d won that much money then lost it immediately.


“Here—bet these for me. Split if we
win.”


The young guy deposited a stack of his
chips in front of her.


“Oh, I’m really not sure—”


“Don’t think. Just do it.”


Without thinking Katelyn quickly pushed
the stack across the table onto Red 32. She straightened up, catching the
disapproving glance of the dealer. She looked around the table and noticed no
one rushed to cover her bet this time. Suddenly, she realized the foolishness
of what she done. She glanced up at the little board displaying the winning
numbers. There was no way her number was going to come up twice in a row. She
quickly reached over to change her bet but the dealer had already started the
ball in its track.


“No more bets!”


Katelyn glanced over towards the young
guy. He raised his head slightly to see where she had placed his chips.


“You like that number a lot, huh?”


“Oh, gosh. I’m sorry—I wasn’t sure what
to do. I don’t want you to lose your money.”


“Huh. I assure you. It wouldn’t be the
worst thing that’s happened to me this week.” 


Katelyn opened her mouth to ask what he
meant but just then a hush befell the table as the tiny white ball dropped back
down into the bowl. Once again it bounced and hopped between the numbered
pockets. This time there was no hesitation as it fell into its final number and
the wheel slowly stopped spinning. Katelyn closed her eyes, afraid to look.


A large groan immediately went up from
the other players around the table. Katelyn felt her stomach turn, trying to
calculate how much of the young guy’s money she just lost. She hadn’t even
counted the chips when he put them in front of her. She cautiously opened her
eyes, noticing the dealer clearing away all the chips on the table except for
the stack she had bet.


“Red 32 wins again!”


“Oh my God! I don’t believe it!”


Katelyn’s eyes remained transfixed on
the dealer’s swift hands as he began stacking up a large number of purple chips
then pushed them towards her. There were too many to count.


She quickly turned to the younger guy.
“How much is that?”


“Seventeen-five.”


“Wow! You just won over seventeen
hundred dollars?”


Finally the young guy turned to her and
cracked a smile. “No, the purple ones are worth five hundred each. We just won
seventeen thousand dollars. Congratulations.”


Katelyn’s mouth dropped open as the
young guy stood up and deftly split the chips into two piles and pushed half towards
her. He picked a couple black chips off of his stack and tossed them to the
dealer, signaling he was done for the night. He stood with his hands stuffed in
his pockets as an attendant rushed to his side to cash out his winnings.


“Congratulations once again, Mr. Thomas.
We’d like to upgrade you to our finest room and if you would, please enjoy a
complimentary dinner on our behalf at our world famous steakhouse. If there’s
anything else we can do for you, please just ask.”


Katelyn watched as the young guy grabbed
the complementary vouchers and receipt of his winnings and stuffed them into
his wallet.


“Guess this is my lucky night after all,
huh?”


He turned and shook Katelyn’s hand.


“Nice meeting you. Thanks for the good
luck.” He paused, then added one final statement.
“Tell your husband he’s certainly one lucky guy.”


Bewildered, Katelyn absently grazed her
fingers across the top of her hand as she stared after the rich young gambler
until he disappeared into the crowd. He had only touched her for a brief moment
when they shook hands, but she felt a familiar tingle run up her arm, then down
her spine, her legs, and into the souls of her feet resting inside of her Louis
Vuitton pumps. The same jolt of electricity she had felt those many months ago,
when she met the stranger in Atlanta. 










~ Chapter 7 ~


“Well, that certainly took a while. I
hope you at least got her number?”


Steve laughed. “Tell me about it.
Apparently this is her first night on the floor. I had to explain to the poor
girl the difference between a dry martini and a dirty martini.”


“Since when do you drink martinis?”


“It wasn’t for me. She was trying to
keep all her orders straight… I felt bad for her.”


Katelyn watched the cocktail waitress
Steve had been chatting with nearly spill the drink she was handing to another
player a few tables away as they resumed their stroll through the casino. The
waitress bent down to pick up a pile of napkins that fluttered off her tray,
revealing her exposed bottom underneath her micro skirt.


“Oh, I bet you just felt terrible for
her.”


Steve chuckled as he took a sip of his
beer. “Hey, I was trying to be charitable.”


Katelyn noticed the bottle of beer in
her husband’s hand wasn’t the brand he usually drank. A spark of jealousy rose
up inside her realizing he was so captivated by the young cocktail waitress
that he neglected to correct the drink she bought him. She quickly pushed her
thoughts aside. Tonight of all nights there was no need to let jealously get
the better of her. Especially not now.


“Well, my darling, speaking of being
charitable, while you were off on your little date you missed out on quite a
bit of action.”


“Yes, I notice you seem to have scored a
glass of champagne. See? It’s just like the guidebook said—getting free drinks while
you gamble is the best deal in Vegas.”


“Oh, I didn’t get this from the casino,
my dear.”


“No?”


“No. The guy next to me bought it for me
as a thank you for my beginner’s luck.”


“Wait. You mean one of our numbers hit?”


Katelyn frowned, realizing her husband
had missed everything that happened at the table while in the aura of the young
waitress. She decided to have a little fun in retaliation. She slipped open her
purse and handed him two twenty-five dollar chips.


“Yes. Here you go, my love. All yours.”


Steve took the two chips from her. “Hey,
fantastic! Except how come you get the champagne? I picked those numbers.”


“Well, if you cared to stick around
instead of flirting with your little minx, you might’ve gotten a whole bottle.
The guy next to me was quite generous. In fact, we um, won a little extra money
off of him on the next bet too.”


“Really?”


Katelyn couldn’t contain her excitement
any longer. She opened her purse and revealed the pile of purple chips she had
won. Steve glanced in her bag then took another sip of his beer.


“Hey, nice work Kat. Now, where do you
want to eat? The waitress was telling me about a hot new nightclub that just
opened up. Sounds like the perfect place to try and meet a guy, but we probably
have to get there early to avoid the line.”


Katelyn stared at her husband in
disbelief. Suddenly it dawned on her he made the same mistake she had earlier.


“You have no idea, do you?”


“No idea about what?”


Katelyn held her purse up. “These are
purple chips.”


Steve stared at her blankly. “Oh. Did
they make you change your color? I kinda liked the pink ones you started with.
They matched your nails.”


“Steve, these are worth five hundred
dollars each.”


Finally her husband’s jaw dropped open.


“What?”


Katelyn’s eyes gleamed. “We won over
seventeen thousand dollars! Well, eighty-seven fifty each. I had no idea what I
was doing. I thought I had lost all his money. I kept waving to you but I
couldn’t get your attention. I had to sign a bunch of forms and the hotel
offered us all kinds of upgrades—it was like right out of a movie!”


Steve stared at her. “Is this a joke?”


Katelyn shook her head. “No—isn’t it
incredible?”


“You mean to tell me some guy you just
met felt inclined to hand you almost nine thousand dollars? What the hell went
on while I was gone?”


“What do you mean?”


Katelyn closed her purse as Steve
started spinning around in circles, frantically scanning the casino floor.


“Kat, random guys don’t hand over nine
thousand dollars just for talking to them for a few minutes. Did he think you
were an escort or something?”


“Excuse me?”


“Well, look at you. You’re all made up
for a night on the town in a dress that leaves barely anything to the
imagination… he must’ve thought you were looking for a little more than a few gambling
tips. What exactly did you promise him?”


Katelyn stopped in her tracks, not
believing what she was hearing. “Hold on. Are you suggesting I put myself out
there like some two-bit hussy?”


“No, of course not. I’m just wondering
what on earth compelled some stranger to hand my wife nine thousand dollars? Is
this how it’s been with all the guys you’ve been meeting in bars recently?”


Katelyn clenched her teeth, struggling
to keep her voice down. Her blood was boiling under her skin.


“For your information, I won that money
fair and square. And, my dearest husband, if you had bothered to stay at the
table instead of rushing off to flirt with miniskirt over there, you’d know I
barely spoke to the guy. I certainly didn’t whore myself out to him in the two
minutes you turned your back on me, or to anyone else for that matter.”


“Oh, really? Then why on earth would he
just give you so much money?”


“I don’t know—probably because he’s
loaded. The hotel knows him by name. This is likely chump change to a guy like
that.”


“Oh, so that’s how it is? You meet the
first guy with money and two minutes later you’ve forgotten all about the
trouble I went through to book this trip and upgrading our room so you could
have the most amazing weekend of your life?”


“What? No, of course not. He was just
being friendly, I swear.”


“Friendly? Really? A glass of champagne
is friendly. Nine thousand dollars is not friendly. Nine thousand dollars is a
proposition… and a mighty expensive one at that.”


“Steve, what on earth—”


“This was supposed to be our weekend,
Kat. We were supposed to be doing this together. This was supposed to be about
the two of us.”


Katelyn noticed several people stop and
turn to look at them. She tried to grab onto her husband’s arm but he yanked
away.


“Steve—would you just stop before you
make a scene? There was no proposition. Nothing happened. The guy seemed really
down on his luck and was grateful that I helped him win a little money—that’s
it.”


“So he just handed you the money then
simply walked away?”


“Yes.” Katelyn stared at her husband,
trying to fight back the tears forming in her eyes. Hearing the words, it did
seem incredibly strange, but it was what happened. She felt her body shaking.
She didn’t want their weekend to turn out like this. Not at all.


“Look, if it makes you feel better, we
can try to find him and I’ll give him the money back. You’re right. It was
definitely strange, but I swear, I didn’t lead him on or anything. I’ve never
led anyone on. I’ve told you everything that’s ever happened, I promise.”


Steve remained silent.


“Steve, please. I don’t want to start
our night off like this. Can’t we just enjoy the fact that we got lucky, and
maybe take it as a sign that we made the right decision to come here this
weekend?”


Katelyn stared at her husband. His eyes
were angry, impassive. She could see the lines of tension on his forehead, and
feel the driving angst just beneath the surface of his skin. She feared he was
going to walk away at any second and leave her all alone.


Suddenly, she understood.


Katelyn looked into her husband’s eyes.
She breathed in his anger, accepting it for what it was—an attempt to mask his
vulnerability. Suddenly it all made sense. She realized that after tonight,
part of what they had together was no longer going to be sacred. He was not
going to be the only man she had sex with since they married. Everything was
going to change. He was worried about losing her.


For the first time she realized that her
husband was going through the same inner turmoil as her. He had hid it well,
until he finally saw what it was like to see her attention captured by another
man, if only briefly. She recognized it because she felt it too—the moment she
saw him with the waitress it was as if she no longer existed. Knowing they were
both so terrified of losing each other filled her with such an intense joy that
the anxiety dwelling inside of her for months abruptly evaporated from her
body. In its place she sensed a calmness washing over her, rinsing her soul
clean.


She reached out and gently took her
husband’s hand.


“Steve, we don’t have to do this. We can
go back to our room and change into jeans and hoodies and go ride the New York
New York rollercoaster all night and stuff our faces with pizza until we get
sick, if that’s what you want.”


Steve stared at her. She watched the
puzzlement in his eyes. His focus shifted slowly from anger to confusion, then
from confusion to wonder, then from wonder to acceptance.


Finally his eyes cleared. He was back.


“How did you—”


Katelyn put her finger over her
husband’s lips to quiet him.


“You think after eight years of marriage
I don’t know my husband well enough to know he would never be truly angry at
winning enough money to pay for this entire weekend, and then some?”


Steve let out a slow breath.


“Guess we both still have a lot to learn
about this, huh?”


Katelyn nodded. “Guess so.”


Steve’s eyes fell to the ground. “I’m
sorry, Kat. I didn’t mean to accuse you of anything. I guess I just imagined
that in that short time you had flirted your way into the heart of some
stranger, and that is what you’ve been doing all along.”


Katelyn reached up and met Steve’s lips
with her own in a tender kiss. “Not a chance. I would never do anything like
that. I’ve told you everything about every encounter I’ve had. I love you, and
only you.”


They kissed in the middle of the casino
floor like teenagers under the boardwalk until repeated shouts to get a room
broke their spell. Finally they broke out in laughter and resumed their stroll
through the casino.


“Eight thousand seven hundred and fifty
dollars?”


“Yup.”


“One on spin of the wheel… I just can’t
believe it.”


“Me neither.”


“Can you ever forgive your husband for
being such a jerk?”


“Well, I suppose. If you can admit that
you were flirting with that waitress.”


“Kat, I swear—I wasn’t flirting!”


“Oh, really? How’s that light beer
tasting?”


Steve glanced down at his forgotten beer
bottle. His cheeks reddened.


“That obvious, huh?”


“You’re like an open book. I'm surprised
she managed to open it without spilling it on you.”


A wide smile cracked across Steve’s
face.


“Actually, I had to explain to her it
was a twist-off and she didn’t need to use a bottle opener.”


Katelyn laughed. “My, you sure know how
to pick ‘em.”


“Good think I’m leaving that up to you
later tonight, huh? That is… if you’re still up for it?”


Katelyn felt a tingle between her legs
at the reminder of what they were supposed to be doing this evening. It was
time to get things back on track. She glanced across the floor and spotted a
lit-up sign. Her lips formed a small smile.


“Listen, how would you feel about eating
locally instead of going down the strip? I’ve heard the steakhouse here is
really good, and all this arguing has made me really hungry. Then we can
discuss the rest of the evening.”


Steve followed her gaze across the floor
to the elaborate-looking restaurant.


“Are you paying, Mrs. Moneybags?


“Oh, not a chance. I’m taking these
winnings straight to the mall tomorrow. If you want me to even consider doing
anything later this evening, dinner is on you.”


Steve smiled. “Why not? I’m game for
whatever you are.”


Katelyn linked her hand back into her
husband’s arm. “Oh, we’ll just see how game you are,” she thought to herself as
she crossed one leg in front of the other, gliding over the plush carpeting
towards her destination. She felt a giddiness to her step, and a beam of light
in her heart… each stride taking her one step closer to a possible rendezvous
that might change both of their lives forever.










~ Chapter 8 ~


“I just still can’t believe you found
one person in this town nice enough to actually honor their offer to split
their winnings with you. I’m really blown away.”


“I told you, he was quite generous.”


“Maybe we should try to find him and say
thank you?”


Katelyn took note of Steve’s sudden
change in mood as she surveyed the inside of the dimly lit steakhouse. “Yes,
maybe we should…”


Katelyn’s spirits quickly sank as her
scan of the restaurant didn’t reveal the younger guy from the roulette table.
She suddenly realized how foolish of an idea it was to assume he’d be here. A
guy who just pocketed such a large amount of money wasn’t likely to jump at the
chance to use a free voucher at a steakhouse. He was probably off blowing his
money at some other casino. Or maybe he was at an upscale gentlemen’s club,
financing some young dancer’s education as she rubbed her tight, young body all
over him. Briefly Katelyn’s mind wandered to the idea of a stripper grinding
away in the younger guy’s lap, pushing her heaving breasts against his face,
reaching down and feeling his hard cock as he stuffed dollar bills into her
g-string. She was surprised to find a pang of jealousy rise up inside of her.
She quickly pushed her thoughts away as the hostess brought them over to a
secluded booth towards the back of the restaurant.


Steve reached out and took hold her hand
as the hostess left them alone. “I really am sorry about my outburst out there.
I really don’t know what came over me.”


Katelyn smiled. “It’s okay. I would
actually be more upset if you weren’t so protective of me.”


“So, everything’s okay?”


“Yes.”


Katelyn decided not to mention her
disappointment in not finding the younger guy in the restaurant. It had been a
long shot anyway.


“So our plan is still on?”


Katelyn smiled. “Absolutely.”


Steve let go of her hand and let out a
soft whistle as he glanced over the wine list. “You do realize
some of these wines cost more than our car payments, right?”


“You do realize that I have over eight thousand
dollars of chips in my purse, right?”


“Well, sure. But after taxes, that’s
only going to be about four thousand, then when you figure what we already
spent for the room…”


Katelyn rolled her eyes and did her best
to ignore her husband as she peered over the top of the menu, keeping one eye
on the entrance to the restaurant, just in case.


“How about we go with a really nice
bottle of Napa Valley merlot?”


Katelyn smiled. “That sounds fine.”


Katelyn settled her body into the soft
leather seat of their booth. She had hoped to find the young guy here, but it
didn’t matter. Now that her anxiety had been cast aside and her husband was
back on board with their plan, she could feel her hunger returning in full
force… and not her hunger for food. The fire that had been burning in her belly
the last few months was growing hotter minute by minute, threatening to engulf
her entire being. The itch that she felt in the bottom of her soul desperately
needed to be scratched, and there was only one way that was going to happen.
There would be no more distractions. No more gambling. After dinner they were
going to proceed with their plan, and nothing could stop her. There were plenty
of other men to be found. The city was her oyster filled with endless pearls,
and she had the ability to cultivate any one of them she chose.


“Good evening. My name is Marc and I’ll
be your server tonight.” 


Katelyn noted their waiter’s heavy lisp
as he set two wine glasses down in front of them. She glanced at his bright
pink argyle socks and his flamboyantly pink tie and shirt under his vest. She
looked up and caught him eyeing her husband. Well, perhaps not endless pearls,
she thought to herself.


The waiter started opening a bottle of
wine and Steve immediately reached out to stop him. “I’m sorry—I believe that’s
for another table. We were going to get a bottle of your Napa Valley merlot.”
He pointed to a wine in the middle of the list.


“Oh, actually sir, someone already
ordered this for you.” He lowered his voice. “I believe you’ll find this one
much nicer.”


The waiter gestured to a four hundred
dollar bottle near the very top of the list, then poured a small sample for
Steve to try. Steve turned to Katelyn and gave her a questioning look. She
glanced past the waiter to the bar, and noticed a familiar shape hunched over
one of the stools she had missed earlier. A warm smile quickly spread onto her
face. She glanced back up at the waiter.


“Oh, why thank you, Marc. I’m sure this
will be lovely. Please tell the gentleman who sent this he is welcome to join
us for dinner.”


The waiter filled both of their glasses
then retreated to the bar to deliver the message.


Steve stared at her. “Uh, care to tell
me what that was all about?”


Katelyn smiled. “Well, it seems you
might get the chance to thank our rich friend for sharing his win with us
sooner than we thought.”


Steve turned to follow her gaze as
Katelyn felt her insides twist into tiny little knots. It’s possible she might
have been wrong about the younger guy. Maybe the tingling sensation she felt
earlier was simply the excitement over winning so much money. Although, if she
had to bet, she didn’t think so… and what city better to bet in than Las Vegas?


~


“Are you sure it’s okay if I join you?”


The young gambler lifted his arm in an
awkward wave as he approached their booth. Katelyn offered a warm smile.


“Well now, that depends. Are you coming
to take your money back?”


“Oh, no, of course not. I felt bad I
left the table so quickly. I just… never mind.” He cast his eyes down to the
floor. “It’s not important. I was just happy to see you walk in here. I was
hoping to see you again… I mean, uh, I was hoping you’d let me buy both of you
dinner… as a thank you again for what you did.”


Katelyn raised an eyebrow but didn’t say
anything. She turned towards Steve and caught the blank look on her husband’s
face.


“Oh, I’m sorry. Let me introduce you.
This is uh, Mr. Thomas… Mr. Thomas, this is my husband, Steve.”


“It’s Phil. Please, call me Phil.”


The young guy reached across Katelyn to
shake Steve’s hand.


“Oh, uh, nice to meet you, Phil.”


“Congratulations on your win. You’re
quite lucky to have such an amazing wife. You guys are going to do quite well
this weekend.”


Steve shot Katelyn an accusatory look.
She sucked in her breath, knowing Steve must’ve thought she had told the
younger guy about their plans.


“You know, at the tables, I mean. You’ve
got the most amazing luck… I’ve never seen a number hit twice like that in my
life.”


Katelyn let out a tiny sigh of relief.
She watched as Steve slid over in the booth to make room for the younger guy,
her husband slowly putting it together that this rich young gentleman was
responsible for the small fortune in Katelyn’s purse. She studied Steve’s face
carefully before turning her attention to their new companion. She offered him
another warm, inviting smile as he tentatively sat down next to her. He didn’t
appear to suspect anything… yet.


Neither one of them did.


~


Phil.


Katelyn hadn’t pictured him as a Phil,
but then again, they had only met a short time ago. Mr. Thomas didn’t sound
quite right… Phil was definitely better she mused as she sipped her
wine—literally the best wine she’d ever had in her life, while pretending to
listen to the conversation taking place in front of her. So far the two men
seemed to be hitting it off, discussing the odds of various casino games.
Although really, she wondered how anyone could not be friendly with someone who
so casually hands your wife almost nine thousand dollars, then sends you a
bottle of four hundred dollar wine and offers to buy you dinner as yet another
thank you for doing nothing more than placing a few foolish chips on a table.


Katelyn idly scanned the prices on the
menu as the two men talked, relishing the fact that for once Steve wasn’t going
to comment on anything she decided to order. He couldn’t. After his outburst
earlier she knew he had to be on his best behavior if he wanted her to go
through with the rest of their evening plans.


She had her husband right where she
wanted him.


She took another sip of her wine and
crossed her legs in the plush leather booth, relishing in the decadence that
was Vegas. She stared into the tiny flame of the candle on their table,
glancing back and forth between her husband’s animated, friendly face, and the
more reserved face of the younger Phil. She had not been wrong about her
earlier intuition. Her body was tingling with such electricity that she feared
her dress might catch on fire. She wondered if Phil sensed it too, although as
of yet he had barely raised his eyes to look at her more than once or twice.


Katelyn studied Phil’s face as he
continued chatting with Steve. There was something lurking just beneath the
surface of his quiet demeanor, almost as if a dark cloud had been cast upon him
and he couldn’t look past it to see the sun. She was determined to find out
what was causing such pain… but not just yet. Dig too deep and you risk getting
cut. No, this had to be done carefully, methodically, with precision. She
nearly brought about a premature end to their adventure once this evening. She
would not make the same mistake again. Especially with both of her victims so
close she could taste it.


Katelyn took another sip of her wine. In
the lower lightening she realized the younger Phil was far more attractive than
she first noticed at the roulette table. The skin of his cheeks looked so soft
she wanted to reach out and stroke his face. Sitting this closely she could
smell his aftershave, a light, fresh scent that danced in front of her, meeting
the heavier, musky scent of her husband’s cologne, both scents twisting and
twirling before her, competing for her approval before combining to form one
delicious potion created just for her. She inhaled deeply, her olfactory nerves
nearly exploding with lust.


Katelyn closed her eyes. She reached
down below the table and squeezed her hand between her legs as she listened to
the two voices on either side of her… the younger, quieter voice on her left,
the deeper, more confident voice on her right. Katelyn could feel her heart
racing.


Was this really it?


~


All of Katelyn’s life she had described
to a single philosophy: control. As she sat listening to the two men talking
beside her it didn’t take much for her to recognize the reason she had feared
taking this final step in meeting a stranger. It wasn’t the sex… she was
certain that in the heat of the moment she would be able to lose herself and
the experience would be pleasurable. It was the lack of control over the
situation that she feared. Until the moment it actually happened, until she
actually reached up and kissed a stranger’s lips, she could never truly know
how she would react in the situation, or how her husband would react.


Katelyn didn’t need any additional
self-analysis to know what motivated her to take the chances she did in life,
and why she was driven to succeed at all costs. She promised herself the day
her father left that she would never be dependent on any man. She would make
her own money, and control every aspect of her world… until the day she met her
husband. There was little she was truly scared of in this world—losing Steve
was, and always had been, her biggest fear. Seeing her husband’s sudden
reaction to her big win at the hands of a stranger earlier had shown her that
he shared this same fear with her, perhaps to an even greater degree. She
realized the stranger that they chose had to not just be someone she was
attracted to, it had to be someone who would be the perfect complement to the
both of them, and not a threat to her husband. It also needed to be someone who
would behave like a proper gentleman, and someone she could make absolutely
certain she could control and do exactly as she asked… no easy task.


The moment the younger guy had walked
away from the roulette table she knew she had to find him again. She knew he
could be the perfect third to their pair. It wasn’t simply that he was young,
rich, and polite to a default. There was something about him that she innately
knew she could use to her advantage… she just had to find out exactly what it
was. If her senses were correct, their evening was going to prove to be the
most erotic night of their marriage.


If not, it could end in disaster.


Katelyn reached under the table and
squeezed her husband’s hand. She was willing to take the risk. She hoped Steve
would be too. 










~ Chapter 9 ~


“So, Phil, I know my husband would be
more than happy to bend your ear all night about casino games, but if you don’t
mind, we’d love to know a little bit more about you.”


Phil lifted his beer to his lips and
turned his eyes down toward the table.


“Huh, well, there’s not much to tell.”


“Really? I find that hard to believe.
You seem to have dazzled the roulette crowd all evening.”


“No, you dazzled them. I was about to go
bankrupt before you saved me.”


Katelyn frowned. “But, you had nearly
ten thousand dollars on the table when I sat down—not that I was counting,” she
quickly added.


“Yeah, except the night before I lost
nearly double that.”


A silence slowly crept onto the table.
Katelyn watched as Phil started picking at the back of the label on the wine
bottle, the cloud over his head almost visible. She stole a glance at Steve,
but his interest had been stolen by a sports highlight reel being show on the
flat screen above the bar. He had completed his obligatory small talk for the
evening. Of course, he still didn’t know what she was thinking, and why this
conversation was so important. Their fate was up to her.


“Could we offer you a glass of the wine
you sent us? It’s really the best wine I’ve ever tasted.”


“I don’t drink wine. Beer is more my
thing… Bud Light mainly. It’s cheap on tap here.”


“I hear ya on that one,” Steve chimed in
without taking his eyes from the TV screen. “Fourteen dollars for a Corona at
the bar? You’ve got to be kidding me.”


Katelyn frowned again. As much as she
enjoyed that the two men had something in common, she was not about to discuss
the price of beer on one of the most important nights of her life. She cleared
her throat, and tried a different angle.


“So what bring you to Vegas? Are you
here on business?”


“Huh. Not exactly…”


“Visiting friends?”


“No, it’s just me, I’m afraid.”


“Really? Do you come here a lot by
yourself?”


“No, first time.”


Katelyn sat back in her seat, puzzled. The
dashingly rich young gambler was disappearing before her very eyes. She
wondered if her instincts were indeed correct.


A moment later, she had her answer.


“Her name was Tracy… or, rather it still
is Tracy, I’d assume. Who knows? Maybe she changed her name as easily as she
changed her mind.”


Katelyn watched as Phil stared at his
beer bottle. His lips barely moved as he spoke.


“Tracy and I were supposed to be getting
married fourteen hours from now. She called it off two days ago. I just had to
get out of town. Booked the first ticket I could. Managed to get half of our
deposit back we put down on the honeymoon. That’s what you saw me gambling
with—just stacks of shattered dreams. If you hadn’t come along I probably
would’ve lost that too.”


Katelyn shot a quick glance at Steve.
His eyes shifted from the TV screen and registered the same sympathy as hers.
She reached over and placed her hand on the young guy’s arm, unable to avoid
the overwhelming nurturing instinct that took hold of her. She had been right.
There was something he was hiding. He wasn’t some hotshot gambler throwing away
his trust fund, trying to impress strangers with his money. He was a tortured
soul with a broken heart.


Katelyn glanced down at her hand resting
on his arm, surprised it wasn’t glowing red. She had also been right about the
tingle she felt rushing through her earlier.


~


“So what do you think?” Katelyn felt her
cheeks flush with excitement, finally voicing the very words she imagined
saying in her head all these past few months.


“About what?”


“Phil.”


“Phil?”


“Yes, Phil.”


Steve shrugged his shoulders as he
stabbed the last piece of his prime rib and popped it in his mouth. “Seems like
a decent guy. That’s sad about his fiancé.”


“It’s horrible, isn’t it?”


Steve nodded. “Yeah. I’m glad he at
least got a trip to Vegas out of it.”


Katelyn glanced over her shoulder. Phil
had excused himself to use the restroom. She didn’t have much time.


“So, you like him?”


“Uh, I guess. Seems nice enough… why?”


Katelyn held her gaze steady, fixed on
Steve’s eyes.


“I was just curious to hear your
thoughts… that’s all.”


Katelyn felt her divinely feminine
energy rushing up, seeping through her pores. Her web was so close to
completion. She watched as Steve pushed his plate away then raised his glass to
his lips, savoring the final sip of his wine. Still so clueless.


“What do you say, Kat? We should
probably get going as soon as Phil gets back. We want to be able to get into
that nightclub before the line starts.”


“Hmm… perhaps we’ll go there tomorrow
night.”


“Tomorrow?” Steve raised his eyebrow. “I
thought you said you were still on board with our plan?”


Katelyn nodded.


“Oh, I am.”


Steve lowered his voice. “Look, we don’t
have to do this if you don’t want to. We can wait.”


Katelyn reached out and gently ran her
fingers through Steve’s hair. “Oh, no my darling. I definitely want to do
this—I want to do this tonight.”


She could see the confusion in Steve’s
eyes, searching hers for an explanation. It was time to give it.


“So, what do you think about Phil?” she
repeated.


Steve kept looking at her. She could see
the gears turning in his head. He opened his mouth then abruptly closed it. His
eyes looked down at her untouched dinner, then flicked over towards the
restroom, then back to her. Her inner womanhood tingled.


He understood.


~


“He’s perfect.”


“He’s a child.”


“Nonsense.”


“Kat, this is not what we discussed.
This is not at all what we planned.”


“Look. We said we were going to come to
Vegas to meet a guy, and we met one. What difference does it make if we met him
at a roulette table, or at some swanky nightclub?”


Katelyn watched the lines of confusion
on her husband’s forehead as he struggled to find an argument to offer. She
felt bad for him, but not bad enough to let up for even a moment. She glanced
over to the restroom again, noticing Phil had stopped at the bar on the way
back to their table. She realized he was probably paying for their dinner.


“Steve, look. I didn’t plan this either.
But you have to admit, there is something odd about the timing of all this. His
fiancé leaves him and he comes to Vegas alone… he’s drowning in his sorrows
until we come along and help him win some money and cheer him up. We bump into
him again in the same restaurant we are having dinner… sounds a little bit like
fate to me.”


Katelyn decide to leave off the fact she
knew the young guy had a voucher for the steakhouse. It was still fate that he
actually showed up at the same time as them.


“Yeah, I guess, but…”


“Think about it. What better way could
there be to try and get over a broken heart? I just think this would be good
for him… and it feels right, for us.”


Steve sighed. “He’s just so young.”


“Come now—are you threatened by him, my
old man?”


Steve chuckled. “What? No, of course
not.”


“Well, then what’s the problem?”


“I don’t know. I just imagined someone
slightly older, that’s all. And is meeting a married couple for sex really the
way to get over a failed engagement?”


Katelyn glanced towards the bar. Phil
had sat down on a stool and was staring at his phone. She decided to play one
of her hidden cards.


“Look. I didn’t want to bring this up
before, but you’re not the only one who’s nervous about this. I know you
freaked out earlier when you first thought I was coming on to him at the
roulette table, but to be honest, I’m freaked out about this too… more than
I’ve let on. And I’m not sure I’ll be able to go through with this, even if we
do meet someone more our—well, your age.”


A tiny smile crept onto Steve’s worried
face. “You love to remind me I’m a cradle robber, don't you?”


“Every chance I get.”


Katelyn rubbed her husband’s arm and
continued. “It’s just that for some reason I feel comfortable around him. Maybe
because I know we’ll be helping to cheer him up, not just using someone for our
own little game. I mean, he shared his winning with us, sent us wine, bought us
dinner… it’s clear he is desperate to do anything to stop thinking about his
fiancé. I feel like we’d actually be doing something good. You can understand
that… can’t you?”


Steve sighed.


“Actually, yes. I can. He did pretty
much experience the worst week any guy could possibly have. I guess if sharing
my beautiful, amazing wife with him would help ease his pain, well, then I’m on
board.”


Katelyn nearly jumped out of her seat
like a schoolgirl.


“Really? Are you absolutely sure?
Because I told you, if you don’t like the guy we choose for any reason we
won’t—”


Steve took hold of her hand. “Kat, he’s
perfect. I didn’t see it at first, but you’re right—there’s something
redemptive in the idea that we’re doing a good deed here.”


“Redemptive?” Katelyn laughed.


“Listen woman, you’ve got my insides all
jumbled up. I wasn’t expecting this to happen so soon. I can’t be responsible
for what I say right now. I can barely think straight.”


Katelyn leaned over and gave Steve a
quick kiss on the lips. “I love you.”


“I love you too.”


Katelyn stared at her husband, realizing
that this was finally it. This was really going to happen. The rush of emotions
running through her was nearly too much to handle. She turned to slip out of
the booth and go talk to Phil.


“Kat, wait—there’s just one problem.”


Katelyn paused, holding her breath.


“How do you know he’s even interested?”


Katelyn turned back toward her husband
and smiled. “How about you leave that to me?”


She opened her purse and took out a five
hundred dollar chip. “Why don’t you go try your luck at one of the tables then
come back and meet me in the bar in half an hour?”


“Uh, wait, Kat… I’m really not sure I
feel comfortable leaving you alone...”


It was too late. She was already gone.


With her first victim wound tightly in
her web Katelyn raced to plan her next move as she approached the softly lit
bar area in the restaurant. It was time to lure in her second victim. There
would be no escape. He would agree to her suggestion. Of course he would. What
warm-blooded male who just got dumped by his fiancé wouldn’t jump at the chance
to hop into bed with a beautiful woman?


Then, finally she would feast on her
prize. Slowly, deliberately and with exquisite pleasure she would enjoy her
banquet feast this evening… a feast she had dreamed about for so long. 










~ Chapter 10 ~


Katelyn feared her beating heart could
be heard above the constant chimes of the slot machines echoing from just
outside the restaurant as she approached Phil. The reality of what they had
been planning was suddenly right in front of her. Her stranger had a name. And
a face. An adorable, smartly handsome, albeit young-looking face. So far he had
turned out to be exactly what she had hoped for in a stranger. Polite,
ridiculously generous, and the fact that he had a broken heart and he was
likely scrolling through his phone right now trying to find a club to try and
score some drunk rebound made it that much easier for her. She would save him
the trouble.


Katelyn shifted the top of her dress,
exposing as much of her cleavage as she dared without risking being asked to
leave the restaurant for indecent exposure. She could feel her wetness between
her legs. It was finally time.


Katelyn walked up and stopped directly
in front of Phil. She stared down at him, finally able to make the connection
in her head of what would happen later this evening. She could sense their
chemistry was a match. She could picture them kissing. She could feel his lips
on hers, and his young hands roaming her body… she knew it was going to happen.
There was nothing that could stop her. She had found her stranger.


With her prey now locked in her sights,
everything became clear. A plan quickly materialized in her head as she waited
for Phil to glance up from his phone and notice her. She would explain to him
that Steve had gone off to gamble for a bit to give them a few moments alone.


“Why?” he would innocently ask.


She would relish the idea of teasing him
slowly, as she had her husband, giving out tiny morsels of information…
suggestive hints… never actually saying the words out loud. Never actually
asking if he would like to come up to their room and have sex with her in front
of her husband. No, that was far too plebian.


“Well, we thought perhaps there was
something special we could do in return for sharing your winnings with us this
evening… that is, if you are up for a little adventure…?” Never coming out and
saying that she couldn’t wait to tear his clothes off and fuck him in ways his
fiancé never had. No, this required a cunning mind, and the seductive use of
her body to communicate her desires. Asking a complete stranger to take her to
bed without ever saying a word might be a challenge for some, but not her. Not
tonight.


Tonight, nothing was going to stop her
from feasting on her divine banquet… except for one, tiny detail that in all
her planning she hadn’t stopped to consider.


Her prey actually had to agree to being
eaten.


~


“So my silly husband went off to gamble,
thinking he’d give us a few minutes to…”


Katelyn’s voice trailed off seeing the
look on Phil’s face as he looked up at her.


“Phil, what’s wrong?”


“It’s Tracy.”


Katelyn’s eyes lowered to the cell phone
Phil was holding in front of him, as if Tracy were actually in his hand. She
might well have been.


“She’s here. She wants to see me.”


Katelyn opened her mouth, but no words
came out. All of the seductive, confident lines that had been running through
her just a moment ago floated out of her head, popping in the air above her
like tiny balloons. She felt the fear creeping back into her… except this time
it wasn’t the fear of being with a strange man. It was that all of her months
of planning and plotting were about to go up in smoke.


Katelyn slowly sat down on the stool
next to Phil. She nervously crossed her legs in front of her and glanced down
at a drink list. Out of the corner of her eye she caught Phil’s eyes divert
from his phone for a brief second to steal a glimpse at her legs underneath her
dress.


Just a tiny glimpse, nothing more.


It was all she needed.


She felt the rush of energy surge inside
her, the confidence that had temporarily drained from her instantly returning.
She cleared her throat, summoning the most sultry, smoky tone she could muster.


“How would you feel about making one
more bet this evening… one you can’t lose?”


~


She didn’t know how she did it. Even
months later after they had talked endlessly about the evening that had changed
their lives, she still didn’t know how she pulled it off. Sometimes she felt
like the hometown quarterback who threw the Hail Mary pass in the final seconds
of the game and became the local hero featured on the sports reels her husband
loved to watch so much. Except she didn’t throw a pigskin into the end zone in
order to propel her team to victory. She placed a single bet on a table in Las
Vegas.


“It wasn’t selfish,” she repeated anytime
Steve brought it up, wanting to relive their evening once more. “I was merely
doing what any woman would have done in that situation.”


“Yes, but there is no woman on the face
of this earth who could have pulled it off, except for you, my love,” he always
responded.


Katelyn couldn’t argue with something
she believed to be true. Still, she could argue what she did was out of the
goodness of her heart, and not a selfish, vindictive plan motivated purely by
lust.


Being a good read of character had helped
Katelyn hire the best employees, and build one of the most efficient teams in
her entire organization. It helped her to negotiate deals with new clients, and
had guided most every major decision of her life. The moment she laid eyes on
the picture of Tracy that Phil pulled up on his phone, she knew that the girl
was simply not the one for him. She was gorgeous. Blond hair, Barbie-doll face,
porcelain skin, a flawless figure… it was easy to see what Phil saw in her, yet
she knew Tracy didn’t see the same thing in Phil. It was her eyes that gave her
away. In every picture of the two of them together that Phil showed her, she
could see in Tracy’s eyes that he wasn’t what she wanted.


It was a rash judgement, but Katelyn
knew she was right.


She also knew that a young man who was
so heartbroken was not likely to get over a girl like Tracy so quickly. It
wasn’t fair. Phil would have no chance against such a beauty, doing everything
she could to claw her way back into his life. Tracy would use all of her
God-given talents to seduce Phil back into her arms. Katelyn had to stop that
from happening at all costs.


For Phil’s sake.


~


The bet was simple.


Whenever Katelyn retold the story she
added a little bit of dramatic interpretation, for Steve’s benefit. Yet she
mostly said the very same words.


“Look, Phil, I know Tracy is no doubt a
beautiful girl, but I have to ask you—what do you see in her… besides the
obvious?”


“Well, she can be really sweet…”


“Honey, she left you two days before you
were supposed to be married.”


“Well, she’s got a good heart…”


“Has she ever cheated on you?”


“Huh. Just once.”


It had been a wild guess, but Katelyn
got lucky. She decided to go easy on Phil. She would not sway his decision
either way.


“Phil, we both know you are a nice guy.
In fact, besides my own husband, you are likely the nicest guy in this town
right now. But Tracy is not the kind of girl who wants a nice guy.”


“What do you mean?”


“What was the reason she gave you for
breaking off the engagement?”


“She said she wasn’t ready… she thought
that she was too young to get married.”


“And now that she’s two days older,
she’s ready?”


Phil paused, consulting his beer for a
moment.


“She flew all this way to meet me…
shouldn’t I at least hear what she has to say? I mean, doesn’t everyone get
cold feet before they get married?”


Katelyn looked him straight in the eye.
“No, they don’t. Not when you find the right person.”


Katelyn reached out and gently placed
her hand on Phil’s arm, slowly moving it up towards his shoulder. He glanced at
her hand then gave her a curious look. She could sense his defenses were
breaking down. She could also sense he felt the same tingle as her when she
touched him.


“I just know I could make her happy…”


Katelyn smiled. “Do you want to spend the
rest of your life trying to make someone happy, or do you just want to be
happy?”


Phil’s eyes lowered back down.


“Tell you what. How about you and I take
one more walk over to the roulette table. We’ll each make one more bet. One of
us will pick red, the other black. If you win, you go see Tracy.”


Phil held her gaze for a moment.


“What happens if you win?”


Katelyn didn’t even hesitate. “You spend
the night with me, and my husband.”


She watched Phil’s eyes searching hers,
trying to find the crack. Her hand remained steady on his arm. She refused to
blink. She realized roulette might not be the only game in Vegas she could
dominate. She might make a damn good poker player.


~


The little white ball landed on red as
if black was not even an option. It was always going to be red. There was never
a doubt. Katelyn placed her chip down on the red marking on the table, then let
the still-bewildered Phil place his bet, handing him one of her own five
hundred dollar chips. She told him to close his eyes and let his heart guide
him. If the ball landed on black, he could do just as Tracy wanted and go see
her this evening. Red, he would wait until morning, and think things through
before rushing back into her arms.


It was that simple.


Her heart stood still as she watched him
place his bet. It didn’t even register she had so much money riding on one spin
of the wheel. All she could think of was what might happen if she won. She
watched as his hand hovered inches above black, then
at the last moment dropped the chip on top of her own chip on red, catching her
completely by surprise. She sucked in a short breath. He did want her.


A moment later the ball fell. They
collected their winnings and walked back in silence to the bar where Steve was
waiting. She gave her husband a slight nod.


It was time.


She took hold of Steve’s hand and led
the way to the elevator with Phil close behind, his phone tucked safely back in
his pocket where it would remain until morning. 










~ Chapter 11 ~


There was no more delaying. No more
planning. No more fantasizing, imagining the “what if’s”. The bridge from
fantasy to reality had been crossed, and now Katelyn stood facing a new
horizon, the final steps in her journey. She realized the only way she was
going to be able to keep moving forward was to trust the same process that
brought her to this moment. She would provide her desires with sufficient fuel
that they might take on a life of their own. They would guide her. They would
give her strength when she had none. Her desires would overpower her mind and
body. To her husband and to her new young lover, she would appear the same as
she had all evening. Yet, she would not be the same person. Not at all. On the
outside she would remain Katelyn, a married woman looking to explore a sexual
fantasy with the comfort of her husband’s love. On the inside, she would
surrender herself fully and completely to desire, until not an ounce of her
identity remained. The woman known as Katelyn could not exist in the same world
as this all-encompassing desire. She had to remove herself from that world, and
become an observer to the things happening around her, and the things being
done to her body.


It was the only way.


In this manner Katelyn experienced every
sight and sound as they made their way from the noise and lights of the casino
floor to their room in an atmosphere of complete detachment. Somewhere in a
dream she heard the soft ding of the elevator as it announced their arrival
back to their top-floor suite. Once again she was aware of the soft plush
carpet under her heels as the three bodies slowly walked down the hallway, one
step at a time, neither sinking nor gliding, but somehow managing to maintain
such an even pace that a passerby could never suspect the reason she and her
husband were being accompanied to their room by another man. Their young
companion might very well be an employee of the hotel, coming to look at the
faulty lighting in their room, or to take away a used room service cart. That was
how even they kept their pace.


As they approached their room she heard
her husband’s soft chuckle as he removed his hotel key from his wallet and
joked to Phil that the last time he brought another guy back to his hotel room
they ended up passing out from shot-gunning beers on a college weekend trip.
She knew his little joke was an effort to ease all of their tension, and heard
the sound of Phil’s laughter, and even her own laughter, sounding so distant
from her body. She felt Steve’s arm against the small of her back as he pushed
open the door to their suite, announcing ladies first in his continual upbeat
tone. She loved him for that, and for offering to give their new friend a short
tour of their suite, allowing her a moment to excuse herself before her heart
exploded.


Katelyn slipped into the bathroom and
put her hands against the back of the door and pressed it closed.


This was it.


There was no turning back.


On the other side of the stark white
door she could hear her husband continuing to make jokes… whether they were for
his benefit or for their new acquaintance, she couldn’t be sure. She just knew
she loved him for that too.


She listened through the door as Steve
pointed out the various hotels they could see from their window, having done his
homework in reading the Las Vegas guidebook, just as he always did to every
city they visited, and even the ones she traveled to without him. Katelyn
listened to her husband’s tone grow more animated by the moment, suggesting his
nerves were approaching the level that hers had been since the moment Phil had
agreed to her suggestion. That is to say, higher than even their top-floor
hotel room, which she noted Phil was currently obsessing over as well. That was
good, she reasoned. Both of their nerves would steady hers. She would draw
strength from their weakness.


Katelyn slowly removed her hands from
the door and carved a small space on the counter to lay out her makeup. She
noticed Steve had neatened all their toiletries before they left, and even left
out some mints. In a foggy haze she reapplied her lipstick and touched up her
eyeliner, even though her makeup still looked perfect. It was something to do.
She glanced around the bathroom, neatening up the towels on the rack. She
needed more. There had to be more to do.


Katelyn closed the lid on the toilet
seat and sat down. She closed her eyes and felt for her breath. It was coming
in slow ragged gasps. She inhaled fully, and counted to ten as she exhaled.
Then she did it again, counting to fifteen. Then twenty.


~


The moment she turned the doorknob and
emerged from the bathroom everything that she had thought about the past few
months was going to become real. Everything she had fantasized about endless
times in the darkness of her bedroom was going to unfold in real time. Her
husband would no longer be the only man she had slept with. She was going to
give herself to a stranger, and nothing would ever be the same again.


She was going to walk into the room, and
her husband’s animated voice would soften.


“How amazing is this view?” Steve would
ask her.


Are you okay?


“Stunning,” she would agree.


I’m fine.


“The lights are even more amazing at
night.”


So we’re going to do this?


“Stunning,” Phil would weigh in.


All three of them would take a sip of
their drinks Steve had poured, celebrating their unanimous opinion of the
stunning view.


Yes, we are.


After that there would be nothing more
to talk about.


After that her life was going to change,
and there was nothing she could do to stop it.


Katelyn stared across the bathroom at
the locked door. She remained frozen, her eyes fixed on the doorknob. The door
was her last line of defense. As soon as it opened she would be exposed to the
events that she had already set in motion with her own cunning. Katelyn grabbed
a towel and began wringing it between her hands until her fingers were bright
red. She slowly rocked back and forth.


There was no way she could do this…
could she?


She closed her eyes. She could call out to
Steve and ask him to come in the bathroom to have a quick word. She would tell
him that she loved him, but she just couldn’t do this. The fantasy had been one
thing. The reality was simply too much to bear. Could he please tell Phil that
she wasn’t feeling well?


Steve would slowly nod his head. Would
he show a similar sign of relief, thinking that maybe they had indeed gone too
far? Would he agree that maybe it was better to simply dream about such things
rather than to experience them in real life? That’s what she wanted to think,
but she knew in her heart it would be disappointment that revealed itself in
her husband’s eyes.


Katelyn slowly opened her eyes and
glanced over at the shower. She noticed the streaks in the glass where just a
few hours before she had slid her naked body against the door in a steamy
display of exhibition for her husband.


“Where is that Katelyn now?” she
whispered. “Come on girl. We need you.”


Suddenly, Katelyn remembered the video
camera. The image of her husband’s naked body on the tiny viewfinder flashed
before her. She remembered how incredibly erotic she found it filming him
getting undressed on the screen as he stepped through the steam and into the
shower. She remembered how badly she wanted to jump him, right there and then.
Not in the shower, but inside of the image she was watching on the screen. More
than anything she wanted to be the woman who came on that screen and seduced
her husband in the movie she was filming.


Finally, she understood.


She got it.


For a tiny moment she was granted access
to the inside of her husband’s head. For a tiny moment she understood what it
was that would ever prompt someone to want to share their partner with another
person. All she had been thinking about was the feeling of being with someone
new, and the excitement of a stranger’s touch, and how it was going to make her
feel. Never before had she been able to understand the other side of the
equation… to understand why her husband was so motivated for this to happen.
Even though he had tried to convince her otherwise, all this time she believed
he was simply doing it for her. She thought he simply wanted to make her happy.
Now she understood what it was going to be like for him. How incredibly erotic
it was going to be to watch the woman he loves with another man, as if it were
a movie taking place right in front of him. A movie that he couldn’t be part
of, yet in another way, always would be.


It finally made sense.


Katelyn inhaled one final breath as
deeply as she could, expanding her lungs until they felt like they would burst
inside her chest. She made a tiny circle with her lips then exhaled as slowly
as possible, counting from thirty all the way down to one. When she reached one
she opened her eyes then stood up and looked in the mirror. She was back in her
body. Her heart was beating at a slow, steady beat. She ran her fingers through
her hair, and felt the strands falling softly against the back of her neck. Her
senses were all in proper working order. All systems were go.


She was finally ready.


~


The room lights were dimmer than Katelyn
remembered when she entered the bathroom a few minutes earlier. She was
grateful Steve had remembered to lower them, one of her modest requests earlier
in the evening. She noticed he had also put on some quiet background music to
enhance the mood. She stepped softly across the carpet, smiling as the two men
turned to look at her, raising their glasses in a nervous greeting.


“Hey Kat, come check out this view for a
moment. It looks even better at night.”


Katelyn smiled. She had no doubt the
view looked amazing, but instead of confirming her suspicions she went over to
the bar and poured herself a glass of wine. She knew if she went to look at the
view, she’d be tricked into talking about it. She didn’t want to talk about the
view, because if she did, she might never stop. With the bathroom door now out
of the equation, talking remained her final defense. There were not going to be
any sudden interruptions. No one was going to knock on their door and announce
they won so much money they would decide to jump into a limo and cruise up and
down the strip with champagne flowing from crystal glasses. Unless the hotel
room suddenly burst into flames, there was not a single obstacle between
Katelyn and what was going to happen next.


Talking was the only thing that could
stop anything from happening… and she didn’t want anything to stop.


It took several moments for Steve and
Phil to realize Katelyn hadn’t joined them. She watched them finally approach
the doorway to the connected bedroom where they both stopped short at the sight
of her. She was standing in front of their king-size bed,
her dress unzipped in the back and lowered part way off of her shoulders. She
stared into her husband’s eyes, then shifted her gaze
over to Phil.


Then she dropped her dress.


She felt both sets of eyes drinking in
her exposed flesh as her tight black dress fell softly to the ground and pooled
around her ankles. She casually stepped one high-heeled foot out of the dress,
then then other. She bent down to pick up the discarded fabric and tossed it
onto the chair, maintaining eye contact with both men as they remained
transfixed on her. She slowly walked towards them, enjoying the rush of power
as she approached two fully clothed men wearing nothing but her lacy red bra
and matching thong. She stopped directly in front of her husband then reached
up and gave him a slow, powerful kiss. She pulled his head into hers, opening
her mouth, allowing him to feel as much of the raging passion that consumed her
as she dared.


She slowly released him and turned to
her right. Without hesitation she leaned up toward the slightly taller Phil and
pressed her lips to his. The scent of his fresh, crisp aftershave entered her
nostrils as she moved her body against his tall frame. His soft, supple lips
tentatively met hers. He tasted clean, inviting… strange, yet at the same time
familiar… not at all what she imagined. It took all of her strength to slowly
pull away and take a step back, her knees nearly buckling beneath her from the
rush of adrenaline.


She had kissed a stranger.


“My husband left some mints out in the
bathroom, if you’d like any. Not that you need one—I was just mentioning that
in case you might like to oblige us with a moment alone.”


Phil smiled politely and retreated to
the bathroom. Katelyn waited until she heard the door close, then kissed Steve
again, this time with the uncontrollable desire that she could no longer
contain.


“Are you sure?” was all she could manage
as she pulled herself away, already breathless. She knew he couldn’t say no
now.


He nodded. “Absolutely.”


“I love you,” she whispered.


“I love too, Kat.”


She turned as she heard the bathroom
door reopen and Phil approach the bedroom. He had removed his suit jacket,
which he carefully placed on the chair alongside her discarded dress, then
turned to face her.


This was it.










~ Chapter 12 ~


The kiss had been her biggest fear, and
she had boldly faced it head-on, without a moment’s hesitation. Her reward had
been a break in the tension that had been mounting since the moment they
stepped into the elevator. Now she had the courage to let go of her remaining
inhibitions as her stranger slowly approached her. Even in her heels he was a
good six inches taller than her. While his shoulders weren’t as broad as her
husband’s, his tight shirt hinted at a well-toned athletic body. She confirmed
her assumption as she raised her arms and placed them around his neck and drew
him closer for a second kiss. She felt him tentatively press his body against
her as he bent down and kissed her tenderly. She pushed against him more
firmly, running her hands down his back, pulling him again her exposed flesh.
She parted her lips, brushing the tip of his tongue with hers. She kissed him
back harder than he was kissing her, letting him know
that this was okay… it was more than okay. It was exactly what she wanted.
There was no need to hold back. She opened her lips more, drawing his tongue
into her mouth while slipping her own tongue along the smoothness of his bottom
lip. She ran her hands through his hair, guiding his face to hers as their kiss
grew in intensity.


For a moment, Katelyn forgot every
detail of where she was. She lost track of the luxurious hotel room, and the
stunning view of the Vegas strip outside their window. She lost track of her
own identity, not knowing who she was, or who she was with. She let go of
everything, surrendering herself to the moment. She felt that deliciously
warming desire take over her entire body as she ran her hands slowly down the
neck and back of the young stranger in front of her, her knees already
beginning to shake. Her breath was nonexistent.


Then, as quickly as everything slipped
away, it all came back.


She felt a strange tongue inside her mouth,
and a strange pair hands moving briskly up and down her naked back. She felt
the tall, thin frame of a strange body pressed against hers, and a strange
scent other than the one she was accustomed to poking at the edges of her
olfactory senses. Her eyes flew open, suddenly realizing who she was, and what
she was doing. Everything was clear. She was kissing a man who was not her
husband.


She was kissing a complete stranger.


Even as she struggled to process this
information, the kiss was already changing. The stranger’s tongue was more
probing that she liked. The hands too sloppy in their movements across her
body. The stranger’s tall frame pressing against her felt anxious, not quietly
confident and sure of his movements. The kiss was still pleasurable, but there
was something missing… and she knew right away what it was.


She did not love this person, and she
never would.


For months Katelyn had agonized over
this very moment. What would it feel like to kiss someone who was not her
husband? Would she be able to tell them apart? Would kissing someone new cause
her to second guess everything she believed about her connection to her
husband? Would their love forever be changed? She realized she finally had her
answer.


In a matter of moments Katelyn processed
the endless array of emotions that had been battling inside her brain for
months. All of her self-analysis and all of her constant worrying surfaced and
resurfaced, like tiny bottles of emotions bobbing along the waves of a deep
ocean. Images of her childhood flashed in front of her eyes, then images of her
college days, then images of her and her husband together in their perfect
suburban home. Her life was racing before her, as if all the chapters of her
story had come to a close, and a new chapter was opening inside of her.


Yet, instead of the fear she imagined,
she felt nothing but joy.


As she stood in their hotel suite in her
underwear and high heels kissing the good-looking, polite younger guy they had met
just a few hours earlier, Katelyn realized that all of her anxiety, and all of
her worrying about how this decision might affect her relationship with her
husband had been just that—fear. There was nothing to worry about, and never
had been. She realized what Steve had been telling her all along, in that she
did have the ability to separate love and sex. She felt it now in every fiber
of her being. She could desire a stranger in a way completely different from the
way she desired her husband, yet she understood there was nothing that could
ever replace the love that she felt for her husband. Their connection lived in
a deeper part of her, beyond her senses. Beyond her body. There was nothing
that would ever change that.


Katelyn finally pulled away and looked
over toward Steve. He was seated in a chair by the window, with his hand down
near his crotch. She caught his gaze and without saying a word, told him
exactly what she just experienced. She told him how much she loved him, and how
she realized she had no feelings at all for the stranger in her arms. She told
him how all she could feel was a pure sexual attraction, nothing else. Her
husband evenly met her gaze. Without saying a word in response, she understood
that this is what he had wanted for her, and for them. Even from across the
room she could feel his arousal, and was filled with joy knowing what they were
doing was giving them both such pleasure.


They looked at one another for a moment
longer, then Katelyn saw Steve break out into a tiny
grin. She cocked her head, not exactly sure what he was smiling about. He
nodded towards Phil. Katelyn turned back to find a pained expression on the
younger guy’s face. She glanced down to where he was awkwardly trying to adjust
himself. She noticed a small wet spot on the front of his crotch. It seemed the
younger Phil had just come in his pants.










~ Chapter 13 ~


“I told you he was too young.”


“Hey, give him a break. You forgot how
good I am.”


“Ah, very true my love. You do know how to
make all the young boys cry.” Katelyn giggled as she kissed Steve. Their kiss
quickly erupted into a hungry, urgent, demanding attack on each other. The love
that was missing in the kiss with Phil swirled all around her, consuming her as
their passion exploded. Suddenly, she couldn’t get enough of her husband. She
wanted him more than she possibly ever had in her life… but not yet. It wasn’t
time. She fought to regain control of herself, finally pulling away to catch
her breath.


Katelyn slid off of Steve’s lap and
walked over to retrieve her wine glass from the dresser. She heard Phil making
his way back from the bathroom. She made no attempt to put on a robe, or cover
up her scantily clad figure. She couldn’t believe how in such a short time she
had grown so comfortable walking around nearly naked in front of two men. It
felt like the most natural thing she had ever done. Knowing she had such an
effect on both men in the room gave her incredible confidence in her body.
There was no need for clothes.


Phil entered the room, his face staring
at the ground, revealing his embarrassment.


“I’m so sorry. I hope I didn’t ruin your
weekend.”


Katelyn dismissed him with a nonchalant
wave of her hand. “Don’t even worry about it. Happens to Steve all the time.”


Steve shot a glance at Katelyn, then
chuckled and nodded. Even if it weren’t true, Katelyn loved that her husband
played along.


“It’s just that you are, um… a lot more
forward than my ex. And with your husband and all… I guess I just got nervous.
You’re just so beautiful.”


Katelyn couldn’t help but break into a
huge smile. Her smile quickly faded as she watched Phil walk over and pick his
jacket up off the chair. 


“Wait—where are you going?”


“Huh. I just figured it’s best if I
leave.”


Katelyn set her glass down and walked
over to Phil. She slipped the jacket from his hands and tossed it on the
ground.


“If you thought for a moment you were
going to leave a woman who is this aroused completely unsatisfied, you are
grossly mistaken.”


“I just thought—”


“That’s the problem. Stop thinking.”


Katelyn could hear Steve’s soft chuckle
as she started undoing the buttons on Phil’s shirt. “Now, I hear that younger
guys don’t need as long to recover as these old married guys, am I right?”
Katelyn jerked her head towards Steve in the corner.


“Well, I guess not, but—”


“Shhh, no
but’s. Sit yourself down on the bed and let me show you exactly what you’ve
been missing. By the time I’m done with you, you’ll have forgotten Tracy ever
existed.”


Katelyn pushed Phil down on the bed and
straddled his legs, reveling in the fact that once again she held the upper
hand. Their short break had provided just the right amount of time for her to
catch her breath, reconnect with Steve, and regain her poise. Not to mention
grow even more turned on—to the point of being ready to explode at any moment.
She ran her fingers through Phil’s hair and finished undoing the buttons on his
shirt, then knelt down in front of him and began undoing his belt buckle. She
paused, suddenly aware the sound of the metal clasp clinking on his belt was
the only audible noise in the room. Another surge of adrenaline rushed through
her realizing she was about to expose a stranger’s cock for the first time.


In front of her on the bed, Phil sat
frozen, motionless. A few feet away her husband had grown equally silent. Both
men in the room fixated on the movements of her fingers as she carefully
slipped Phil’s belt off and let it fall to the floor. She ignored the tiny wet
spot still on the front of his pants as she drew his zipper down then pulled
his pants down the length of his legs. He helped her by kicking off his loafers
and socks, then leaned back on the bed on his elbows.
Katelyn slowly moved her head forward and began kissing her way back up his
legs, running the tips of her pink nails along his calves and the tops of his
thighs. She leaned into his lap, her head inches from his cock. She felt his
body suddenly stiffen under her touch.


“I’m not sure if I…”


“Shhh. Don't talk.”


Instead of reaching out and touching his
manhood, she continued tracing small lines across his thighs, and his stomach.
She stretched all the way up and gave him a soft kiss on the lips, then
playfully pushed him back onto the bed.


“Now, close your eyes. Forget that
there’s anyone else in the room. Just enjoy this.”


Katelyn’s words had the desired effect.
She felt the tension in Phil’s body ease as she rubbed his thighs and reached
across the top of his boxers to run her fingers over his cock. She felt it move
slightly under her touch. She smiled to herself. She knew she’d have no problem
getting him hard again.


Katelyn slowly rubbed her palm against
the length of his young cock, massaging it back and forth through his boxers.
She heard Phil moan softly above her on the bed, the sounds of his arousal
exciting her even more. She slowly pulled down his waistband, revealing only
the spongey tip of his shaft. She moved her head closer and extended her
tongue, then flicked it over the exposed tip. She pushed her head slightly
forward, pressing her lips against the top of his cock. She gave it a quick
kiss, then quickly sucked it into her mouth. Instantly
it swelled under her manipulation. She heard Phil moan again as she drew his
hardness into her mouth. She pushed her head down, sucking the length of him
into her. She slowly withdrew her head all the way off of his cock, letting a
line of saliva form between her lips and his skin. She knew Steve was watching
her every move and wanted to give him the best show imaginable.


“Yes dear, your wife knows how to suck a
cock like a porn star,” she laughed to herself, enjoying every minute of what
she was doing. Katelyn felt herself growing even wetter thinking about the
image her husband must be seeing right now. She circled her tongue around her
lips breaking the line of saliva, then bent down and took Phil’s cock in her
mouth again. This time she could only get half of it in her mouth. He had grown
rock hard. Suddenly, she had to know how big he was. She stripped his boxers
down his legs as she took hold of the base of his shaft. She squeezed him,
relishing the feeling of a strange new cock in her hands for the first time as
she admired his young physique.


His cock was not quite as thick as
Steve’s, but appeared slightly longer. His skin was baby smooth save for a
little patch of neatly trimmed hair, opposed to her husband who kept himself
completely shaved. She bent her head forward and closed her eyes, drowning
herself in the pleasure of sucking on a strange cock. She loved the slight
differences she discovered in texture, and the different sounding moans she
heard coming from her young lover as she sucked on him. She rested her hand on
Phil’s lower abs, feeling the heat emanating off of his body as she continued
to suck on him, pausing every now and again to withdraw him from her mouth to
be sure her husband could get the full view of what she was doing. Making sure
he could see every inch of the stranger’s cock as she took him inside her
mouth, then slowly released his full length and moved her head down and licked
the base of his shaft. She ran her tongue over his balls as she continued to
stroke the tip of his cock with her hand. She knew this was a favorite of
Steve’s, and from the sounds coming from Phil’s mouth she knew he enjoyed what
she was doing too.


“Tracy’s loss,” Katelyn thought to
herself and she engulfed her young lover once again, filling her mouth with his
throbbing shaft. By the time the night was over she wanted to make sure Phil
had enjoyed himself to the point where if he chose to meet with Tracy he would
not be so consumed with lust that he couldn’t make a clear-headed decision
about taking her back or not.


It was the least she could do.


Katelyn licked her way back to the top
of his cock. Now that he was fully hard she could see he was definitely longer
than her husband. She opened her lips and pushed her head back down, struggling
to get all of him in her mouth at once. She reached down and started stroking
herself through her soaking wet thong, imaging how the extra length was going
to feel inside of her. Her entire body was on fire. She could feel her breasts
swelling inside of her bra, demanding to be released. Every hair on her neck
was on edge. She was going to ride this new cock right in front of her husband.
He was going to watch her penetrated by her younger lover, and watch him fuck
her until she couldn’t possibly take it any longer. And she was going to love
every moment of it.


~


Katelyn pushed herself up and slowly
crawled on top of the bed. She reached down and undid the straps on her high
heels then kicked them off. She was done putting on the cock sucking show for
the pleasure of the two men in the room. It was time that she received some
pleasure of her own. She laid her body back against the pillows and spread her
legs slightly apart, expecting Phil to return the favor she had been giving
him. She closed her eyes, looking forward to being pleasured in front of her
husband. A moment later her eyes opened. She saw Phil was kneeling in front of
her with one hand on his cock, tentatively stroking himself.


She slowly pushed herself up until she
was face to face with Phil, both of them now kneeling on the bed. She grabbed
his cock and stroked it for him, thinking maybe he had come prematurely again,
and had grown soft. He felt perfectly hard to her. She continued stroking him
as she kissed him, moaning in his ear, signifying her arousal. Why wasn’t he
touching her? Why wouldn’t he go down on her? Why wasn’t he having his way with
her like she desperately wanted?


Suddenly, she realized what was
happening. She had been doing such a good job at losing herself in the moment
she forgot her husband was watching no more than a few feet away. Her young
lover was being polite, which Katelyn found endearing. Except she didn’t want
polite. Now that she understood there were no feelings that needed to be part
of their evening together and this was purely about their mutual sexual
satisfaction, she was going to need him to dispense with the politeness… and do
it very quickly.


Katelyn slipped off the bed and went
over to Steve and whispered something in his ear. Steve immediately removed his
shirt then stood up and took off his pants. Katelyn slipped her hands inside her
husband’s boxers, taking the opportunity to give his cock a quick squeeze. Yes,
Phil was definitely longer, but not quite as thick as
her husband. She released her measured grip then pushed Steve back down in the
chair, where he obliged her request and began stroking himself. She grew
instantly wetter at the sight of her husband pleasuring himself for her, but
this wasn’t just for her. She wanted Phil to see her husband’s exposed cock.


Katelyn climbed back onto the bed and
pulled Phil towards her and kissed him hard. She released him, then with one
hand turned his head toward her husband, placing her other hand on his cock.


“I want you to take a good look at my
husband, watching us in his chair. He is not allowed to touch me tonight. He
can only touch himself, and play with himself. You, however, are allowed to
touch me in any way you want. I want to feel that long, beautiful cock of yours
inside me. I want you to fuck me like I’ve never been fucked before. Got it?”


Phil remained motionless in front of
her, as if frozen in time. Katelyn slowly felt the panic bubbling up inside
her. Why was he afraid to touch her? Was this as far as they were going to go?
Was he not as attracted to her as she had imagined?


She continued stroking Phil’s cock,
willing him to move. Their night couldn’t end like this. They were so close.


Suddenly she had an idea. Summoning a deep
breath, she leaned closer and whispered quietly in Phil’s ear.


“I want you to pretend that I’m Tracy,
and this is your chance to fuck her for what she did to you. This is your
chance to fuck her for leaving you, and for cheating on you. This is your chance
to release every bit of pain that’s been building up inside of you. I want you
to fuck me like you’ve never fucked anyone before. If I catch you holding back,
I’m going to throw you out in the hallway without your clothes and call hotel
security. Are we clear?”


Katelyn pinched Phil’s cheeks between
her fingers and twisted his head back towards her. His eyes had grown wide. He
nodded his agreement.


“Good boy. Then it’s settled. You can
start by returning the favor I just gave you, and don’t you stop until I’m good
and satisfied.”


With that Katelyn pushed Phil’s head
down between her legs and once again allowed her body to fall back against the
pillows.


“Sometimes these younger guys just need
a bit of coaching,” she mused to herself, wondering if Phil’s ex had ever taken
the time to tell him what she needed. She was getting the impression that Phil
was like most young guys, in that with just a little training he could be molded
into a proper lover. She briefly wondered if Tracy had ever bothered to take
the time talk to Phil about what turned her on, or if they might have shared a
mutual fantasy they could have explored together before their relationship
turned bad.


Her thoughts quickly vanished into
oblivion as she suddenly felt Phil’s head between her legs. His hands moved up
her calves, crossing over her knees, then trailed up her inner thighs towards
her soaking wet entrance to her womanhood. She stole a glance over toward
Steve, to make sure he was okay with what was happening. She saw his hands
between his legs, watching her intently as he pleasured himself. Out of the
corner of her eye she caught a glimpse of the tiny red light of the video
camera set up next to him. She sucked in a short breath. She turned away from
her husband as she felt Phil’s warm breath on her thighs, inches away from her
soaking wet pussy. She arched her back and spread her legs wider apart on the
bed.


It was time for the real show to begin.










~ Chapter 14 ~


As many times as Katelyn had imagined
this moment in the past months, nothing could ever come close to the real
thing. She had talked about it endlessly with her husband. They had role played
all different scenarios while having phone sex. They had imagined they were
strangers who had just met, pretending to touch each other for the first time.
Each encounter was a memory she cherished. Now, it was finally time to let go
of all of the fantasies, and to make a new memory. A real memory… one that they
could both relive together whenever they chose.


Of course, as with any real version of a
fantasy, things never work out quite as planned. Life always provides
surprises. Never knowing how all the thousands upon thousands of variables will
pull together in the final moment to create an experience is what makes it all
so exciting, and makes the dream worth living. Katelyn could not have predicted
this is how she would begin the ninth year of her marriage to her husband.
Staying in a beautiful hotel suite in Vegas, winning over eight thousand
dollars at roulette, enjoying a four hundred dollar bottle of wine and dinner
at a five-star restaurant at the hands of an attractive young man who recently
got dumped by his fiancé, and experiencing it all with the man she loved more
than anyone on earth. Katelyn knew how very lucky she was… far luckier than
anyone who had ever picked a number and won a pile of chips in a casino.
Katelyn had won the lottery in life.


Now, her life was taking an enormous
leap forward with a moment she had been anticipating since her chance encounter
with a stranger on a business trip so many months ago. She was going to join an
exclusive club of enlightened married couples who enjoy the freedom of sexual
partners outside of their marriage. She was going to sleep with someone who was
not her husband. She was going to be shared with another man. While there had
been many moments during the evening where things had not gone precisely
according to her plan, she realized that everything had been perfect all along.
Everything was happening just as it was supposed to happen.


Katelyn felt herself slipping away to
that place between reality and dreams as the stranger in her bed roamed across
her body in search of parts to kiss, parts to touch, parts to expose. Her bra
quickly came off, followed by her thong. In a matter of seconds she was
completely naked, fully exposed to this stranger, wearing nothing but a tiny
gold chain around her ankle… the anklet that started her journey all those
months ago.


Katelyn moaned as she felt the
stranger’s tongue on her stomach, her thighs, and her hips. She felt his hands
on her breasts, squeezing, fondling, and pinching. It was an inexperienced
touch… much rougher and more imprecise than she was accustomed to, yet it
excited her to no end. Katelyn felt the stranger’s warm breath between her
legs, then on the inside of her thighs. A second later she felt him thrust his
tongue deep inside of her without warning. She gasped with the sensation of
being entered so abruptly, quickly giving in to the feeling of sheer lust
overtaking her body. She felt a firm hand pressing her thighs into the bed as
the stranger’s tongue furiously lapped at her clitoris. She kicked out her
legs, spreading herself open to give her stranger full access to her quivering
body.


His touch was so different that her husband’s
touch. There were no gentle caresses. No loving hand grazing across her lips as
they kissed, or gently teasing her areolas before moving on to her nipples. The
younger hands were so much more direct. More crude. She gasped as they reached
out and pinched her nipples hard and without warning, causing them to stiffen
into rock hard tiny buds as she cried out in pleasure. A moment later the hands
were pushing her thighs apart, while the stranger’s head dove back down between
her legs, his tongue again lapping at her swollen clit. There was no love in
his touch. Just a physical sensation that left her skin wanting more each
moment the touch was taken away.


Katelyn was learning what the feeling of
pure lust without love could be… and she didn’t hate it.


~


Wave after wave of pleasure rolled
through her body deep within her as the stranger continued his attack on her
senses. One moment he was sucking hard on her nipple, the next he was kissing
her roughly on the mouth, his tongue thrust down her throat. The next moment
his hand was between her legs, thrusting his fingers in and out of her wet
lips, nearly lifting her off the bed with brute force. Everywhere his hands and
mouth roamed a small fire was lit under her skin. Each fire burned
simultaneously, engulfing her in a rabid white heat as her body became his
playground of pleasure.


Katelyn let herself slip away even more,
giving in to the moment as much as she had when they first kissed at the
beginning of the evening, except this time she wasn’t scared. She knew she had
brought herself to the edge and back, and there was no chance at mistaking any
of the feelings of pleasure as love. There was no worry in the back of her mind
that her husband would suddenly grow jealous, or call everything off. She knew he
was just a few feet away, watching, filming, pleasuring himself as her young
lover brought her to indescribable heights of passion.


In all of the fantasizing Katelyn had
done the past few months she thought she had a fairly good grasp of how she
might feel if she were ever to sleep with a stranger for real… except now she
realized she had been so wrong. All of her fantasies had been based on what it
felt like to have sex with her husband, and being intimate with the man she
knew and loved. Never before was she able to fully imagine what it would be
like to actually be with another person that she had no feelings for… to
actually feel someone else’s naked body against hers and not care at all what
that person felt or thought. She relished in the sensation of a strange cock
pressed urgently against her inner thigh, knowing her stranger was merely
waiting for the moment he could enter her, and possess her. She could fantasize
all she liked, but she couldn’t ever imagine what the real thing would feel
like because she had never known what it was like to separate sexual pleasure
from love.


Finally, she understood the difference.


~


In the luxurious hotel room at the top
of a Las Vegas skyscraper hotel, Katelyn grew dimly aware the young stranger
had pulled himself up so his body was hovering inches above her on the bed. She
had no idea how much time had passed since he began his attack on her senses.
Minutes… hours… it didn’t matter. She had lost herself entirely in the
experience, giving herself fully to the stranger. Wave after wave of pleasure
rolled through her as her body rocked across the soft surface of the bed. She
was brought to the edge of consciousness and back so many times she had lost
count. Her body was a puddle of desire, fully drained by the seemingly unending
reservoir of energy of her younger lover. Finally, when she thought she could
take no more, she felt him slip his hands underneath her legs and raise her
thighs up, spreading her legs apart. A moment later she felt him reach his hand down to make sure his condom was firmly on.


This was it. There was no turning back.


Suddenly Katelyn felt her heart stop.
The fog surrounding her mind instantly cleared. Her internal defense screamed
out to her. In a matter of seconds the stranger above was going to penetrate
her. He was going to enter her slick wet folds with his cock… a cock that did
not belong to her husband. She would no longer be a virtuous wife. Her body
broke out in feverish sweat.


The fear that gripped her earlier now
nearly choked the breath from her. She froze, unable to move. Her eyes flew
open, yet her body remained paralyzed. She struggled to comprehend what was
happening. The man above her was staring down at his cock as he guided it
toward her entrance. This was not the man she had made her solemn vows to on
her wedding day. Who was this stranger?


This was wrong. Everything was wrong.


Katelyn tried to push herself up on the
bed, but she couldn’t move. She tried to scream, but nothing came out. Her
earlier confidence rushed through the cracks that had ripped through her
lining, leaving her with nothing but sheer terror inside her.


Her eyes widened. 


“No. No. No!” her mind continued to
scream, yet her mouth made not a sound.


She could feel the tip of the stranger’s
cock rubbing up against the edges of her outer lips. She could feel his body
tense in anticipation of entering her. She could hear his breath coming in hard
short gasps above her. One more push and he would be inside of her.


She had to stop this right now.


One moment longer and it would be too
late.


Summoning every ounce of remaining
strength Katelyn turned her head to the darkened corner of the room. She
immediately locked onto the eyes of her husband, still sitting in his chair.
His eyes met hers, and suddenly, everything stopped. The entire world stood
still. In that moment she felt her husband’s love for her flow in an invisible
wave, rushing at her with a protective force that gripped her with such a
feeling of unbridled joy as she had never experienced before.


There was no hotel. No bed. No stranger.
No city full of lights below them. It was just the two of them, together.
Standing on some plane of existence both near and far, where time and space
have no meaning.


Then, in an instant, Katelyn’s world was
rocketed back to the present moment. She felt her head fly backwards in the bed
and screamed out as the stranger’s cock entered her in one swift thrust. She
felt her insides being spread open as the stranger’s young body rocked against
her, then retreated. A moment later she felt his cock thrusting into her,
deeper than before. So much deeper than she could have imagined. Again it
retreated as his body pulled back above her. Then, he was in her fully, again.
Deeper than she had ever remembered being penetrated before. She screamed out,
her legs wrapping around the back of his thighs as he thrust into her with such
force she feared she would split in two. She found herself being lifted off the
bed, her hips impaled against the powerful thrusts of the stranger’s body as he
fucked her like a ragdoll. She screamed again and again as the sheer pleasure
overtook her.


“Oh my God! Oh my God!” Her screams were
barely heard above her gasps for breath as her body went from being suspended in
the air to being forced down on the bed, completely pinned under the stranger’s
long torso. She felt his hands behind her, spreading her ass cheeks apart as he
pummeled his cock in and out of her, driving into her so much deeper than she
ever could have imagined.


Katelyn wrapped her arms around the
stranger’s sweat-slicked back and locked her heels behind his calves. Their
bodies molded together as one as he continued to fuck her harder and harder
with a youthful energy that refused to quit. His desperate, erratic rhythm held
her captive, her orgasm swelling to the surface, then
retreating. Each time, just as she thought she was going to explode, his
frantic movements tore her away from her final release. Then, just when she
thought the raging fires within her were finally going to be extinguished, she
felt the stranger’s cock leave her body. A moment later she found herself
flipped over and twisted her around so she was facing her husband, her head
just a few feet away from where he sat in his chair. Vaguely she was aware
of her hips being lifted up and her legs spread apart from behind. She pushed
herself up on her forearms, and thrust her hips back, desperately searching for
the cock that had so cruelly been taken away from her. A
instant later she felt the stranger pressed against her backside. She gasped
with wide eyes as his cock shot back inside her, filling her so completely she
momentarily found herself unable to breathe. She felt
the stranger’s hands grab hold of her hips, yanking her back into him. She
bucked against the body behind her as he fucked her relentlessly. She called
out again and again as the blinding pleasure drove her senseless.


Katelyn heard a sound in front of her,
and looked up to see her husband staring at her, breathing heavily. He was
watching her get fucked by a complete stranger. Watching every single inch of
her body quiver and shake, taking the stranger’s cock deep inside her again and
again. She screamed out as another wave of pleasure rushed up from deep inside
to overtake her body, but again the frantic rhythm of the young stranger’s
spastic thrusting kept her from going over the edge at the very last moment.
She didn’t know how much longer she could go on. Suddenly, she needed her
husband to be with her. She had to have him with her as she climaxed.


Katelyn forced herself up on her arms
and quickly beckoned to Steve to come to her. He immediately stood and came to
her side. She grabbed onto both of his legs to steady herself as her body
continued to be rocked from behind. She quickly pushed her hair from her face,
unable to believe the power with which the younger guy continued to fuck her.
Somewhere in the back of her mind she registered he must have such incredible
stamina because he had already come once earlier… a fortuitous turn of events,
she now realized.


Katelyn puller her husband closer to
her. He leaned his hips forward and she immediately took his bulging cock into
her mouth. She swallowed half his length, the exquisite joy of having two cocks
inside of her at the same time giving her a nearly unfathomable sense of
pleasure. She sucked on her husband as deeply as she could, grabbing onto his
shaft so she didn’t choke herself while the stranger behind her pummeled in and
out of her with no apparent end in sight.


Finally, just as her arms and legs were
on the verge of collapsing, she sensed the stranger’s body behind her tense up,
about to climax. The sudden change in his momentum triggered the start of her own orgasm. This time, there was no stopping the
sensations racing up from deep within her, exploding through the surface of her
body. She felt a ball of energy wash over her entire being as wave after wave
of pleasure ripped through her like a freight train. Finally, each of the fires
that had been burning inside of her were simultaneously
extinguished with one final, giant explosion. A moment later she felt the
stranger call out behind her then release his own orgasm inside of her,
followed by her husband’s cock erupting inside her mouth. Katelyn swallowed her
husband’s come as best she could as the stranger finally slid out of her, then slipped
off the bed and retreated to the bathroom.


She collapsed right where she was, her
breath coming in heaving gasps.


~


After what seemed like an eternity she
felt a movement over on her right. She glanced over on the bed and saw her
husband next to her, smiling. He reached down and lightly kissed the top of her
head.


“You were incredible.”


“I can't believe we just did that.”


“Me either.”


“Any regrets?”


Katelyn shook her head.


“No… you?”


“Only that we didn't do this sooner.”


Katelyn laughed. “I really don't think I
could've handled this sooner. I don't even know how I got through tonight.”


“Me either. I’ll have to admit, I’m
exhausted. This wife sharing takes a lot out of a guy.”


Katelyn smiled, then
tilted her head up so she could reach her husband’s lips and give him a slow,
deep kiss. She finally pulled away, realizing as exhausted as she was, there
was one more thing she needed.


“So does that mean you’re too tired?”


“Too tired for what?”


“Too tired to remind me just how good my
husband’s cock feels inside me as soon as our guest leaves?”


Katelyn enjoyed the smile of
satisfaction that made its way onto her husband’s face, more than she could
have ever possibly imagined.


“I thought you’d never ask.” 










~ Chapter 15 ~


“So what was it like... you know...
being with someone else?”


Katelyn glanced beyond Steve out over
the Las Vegas strip as they enjoyed a late-morning brunch on their balcony. Far
below she could make out the throngs of travelers going about their day. She
wondered if any of them had anywhere nearly as exciting a night as hers had
been. She couldn’t see how that was possible.


“It was… different.”


“Good different or bad different?”


Katelyn paused. The truth was, after
thinking about it all night, she had loved it. Everything that she had
fantasized about for months had finally happened, and there wasn’t a single
moment that she regretted. Their night was a memory she knew she would cherish
for years to come. She loved the feeling of being with two men, and having a
stranger in her bed while her husband watched… loved it more than she ever
dreamed possible. Still, she didn't want to appear too forward with her answer
and risk hurting her husband’s feelings.


“It was good different… but I couldn't
have done it without you there.”


She saw the smile on Steve’s face, and
knew that was the perfect answer.


They both ate in silence for a while.
Katelyn’s thoughts briefly turned to Phil, wondering if he ended up finding
Tracy. She never really got a chance to thank him for all he had done for them.


“I wonder what our young Phil is doing now?” Steve pondered, as if reading her mind.


“Well, whatever he’s doing, I hope he’s
not at the wedding chapel.”


Steve laughed. “Do you really think
they’ll get back together?”


“Truthfully, no. I don’t. I think he was
able to clear his mind and make the best decision… at least I hoped that’s what
last night was able to do for him.”


Steve grinned. “Well, let’s hope the
young Mr. Thomas gets lucky for real pretty soon. He deserves a good girl.”


Katelyn felt a tiny stab in her side,
realizing that she would likely never see Phil again. She quickly shook it off.
Their night together had been perfect. She already had the man of her dreams…
Phil certainly deserved to find the right girl to make him happy. She silently
wished him nothing but the best.


“So I don’t qualify as a rebound?”


Steve laughed. “I’m not sure having sex
with a married couple qualifies as a rebound.”


Katelyn reached over the small breakfast
table and took hold of her husband’s hand.


“He did have sex with both of us, didn’t
he?”


Steve smiled, understanding what she was
getting at. “Yes. Last night was about the both of us. I might not have
experienced exactly what you did, but I certainly felt it as well.”


“Well, I’m not surprised.” Katelyn
smiled. “His cock was so long whoever is staying in the room next door probably
felt it too.”


Steve laughed. “Wow. You really know how
to make a guy feel good.”


“Oh, I’m sorry baby. Were you upset
because I wouldn’t let you touch me last night and you had to sit by yourself
and stroke your tiny penis?”


Steve laughed again, and Katelyn joined
him.


“So it looks like the new Katelyn is
here to stay.”


She smiled. “It appears so.”


“I don’t know, Kat. With all that dirty
talk, I’m thinking that you might make a really good cuckold wife someday.”


Katelyn took a sip of her coffee, and
raised her eyebrow.


“And what’s a cuckold wife, exactly?”


“Basically the woman you became last
night when you needed to get Phil going. A woman who runs the show, and tells
her husband what to do, and degrades him, and forces him to watch her have sex
with other men.”


Katelyn thought about it for a moment.
The idea of saying degrading things to her husband sounded fun in heat of the
moment, but deep down she knew she wanted him to experience the same pleasure
that she had experienced. She already knew her favorite moment of the night was
when he came over and joined her on the bed, and they climaxed together. It was
a feeling she could not possibly have imagined before last night could bring
her such joy.


“We’ll let’s just say that last night I
enjoyed myself even more than I thought I would, and leave it at that.”


“Deal.”


Katelyn turned her gaze back out to the
sunny Las Vegas strip, absently planning her day. She nearly forgot she had
nine thousand dollars in her purse to spend at any mall she chose, and her
husband couldn’t argue against anything she wished to buy. Not a bad way to
enjoy the afternoon.


She glanced back towards Steve. “Oh, by
the way, I forgot to ask you last night. Why exactly did you choose those
numbers at the roulette table?”


Steve smiled. “You don’t know?”


Katelyn shook her head.


“Black 22… the date of our anniversary.”


“Oh, of course.”


“And Black 8… the number of years we’ve
been married.”


Katelyn smiled. She should have guessed.
“And Red 32?”


Steve laughed. “That was out of thin
air. Who knew that would land us nine thousand dollars, and a stranger?”


Katelyn joined in his laughter, with
just one question remaining. She glanced at her husband… maybe it was too soon.
Once again, Steve read her mind.


“So… would you do it again?”


There is was. Her husband’s question
hung in the air, suspended between them in the late-morning sun. She stared out
at the perfectly blue sky, wondering what her answer was going to be.


Maybe there would be another adventure,
in another town. Maybe they would find another stranger… or maybe even another
woman. As long as the woman had a few more brains than the cocktail waitress,
she might consider it. Maybe they’d find a new couple together. After the
previous night, she could certainly see herself rethinking her views on
swinging. Yet, right now, she knew she was done pretending to be anyone else.
She wanted to be her husband’s wife, and to spend the day shopping and eating
in tiny cafes, walking arm in arm, with no one else between them. She wanted to
enjoy the rest of their vacation as a normal, happily married couple… whatever
that meant. She felt they were redefining normal with every step they took.
Nothing they had done last night had felt unnatural or wrong in any way…
perhaps trying to be normal wasn’t really that important.


Katelyn looked at her husband, realizing
that she truly didn’t know what the future might hold. She suspected, however, based
on how much fun they both had that this wasn’t going to be their last
adventure. She glanced back towards their bedroom.


“How about we discuss it indoors?”


Steve raised his eyebrow. “Oh? What did
you have in mind?”


Katelyn stood up from the table and ran
her fingers through her husband’s hair, then took his hand and guided him into
their suite. She reached up and wrapped her arms around his neck and kissed him
deeply. She quickly peeled off her robe, revealing her naked body underneath.
She reached out and removed his robe as well, then backed them both towards the
bed.


She was surprised by how much she
suddenly needed to feel her husband inside her again, to reclaim her as his
own. To be reminded that she belonged to him, and him alone. Just a short time
ago they had shared their most intimate moment with a complete stranger, and it
had been incredible. Yet, as her husband positioned himself at her entrance
then slowly pushed himself into her, she could already feel the memory of her
stranger fading away into the morning sun, replaced by the tender love that she
needed more than anything else in the world.


She wrapped her arms around her husband
and moaned as he pushed into her.


“For the record, yours is thicker,” she
whispered.


Steve gave her a tight squeeze. “I love
you too, babe.”


Outside their balcony window Katelyn
could hear the soft hum of the cars moving up and down the strip, and the
constant electric buzz as people went about their day. Strangers, lovers,
husbands, wives… an endless rush of humanity, searching for connection in a
city built in the middle of a desert for the sole purpose of reminding everyone
that it’s okay to have a little fun, and to take a chance every now and then.


It’s more than okay… it’s what makes
life worth living.
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