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In the ocean of
mediocrity that is the self-published world, it's hard to find good
erotica, and even harder to find good erotica in the naughty wife sub-genre.
When I read Sidney Sitravon's The Anklet, first in Katelyn's Stranger series, I
realized that I'd found a gem. If you're looking for
well-written erotica that explores the world of wife-watching and
sharing through realistic characters, then check this series out. It won't
disappoint. And If Katelyn's Stranger series is a taste of what's to come
from Sidney Sitravon, then I can't wait to read what comes next."


~ Kenny Wright, author of Training to Love It and Something Forbidden.
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The Anklet: A Wife with Stranger Tale


When Katelyn meets a sexy
stranger in a hotel bar, she is introduced to world she never knew existed… yet
soon discovers she might not be able to live without.


Katelyn
and her husband Steve are a happily married suburban couple with a life that
many would envy. Great jobs, beautiful home, wonderful friends, and the best
part of all, they are still as in love with each other as the day they met.
Then why does Katelyn find a new sensation stirring up inside of her the moment
she meets a tall stranger in a hotel bar, who mistakes her for a hotwife who
wants to be shared?


The
Anklet is the introduction to the Katelyn’s Stranger Series. If you are a fan
of wife watching, wife sharing, cuckold, and hotwife stories containing
voyeurism and threesome fantasy sex, consider The Anklet. The first full-length
title by Sidney Sitravon: Sophisticated erotica for men, women, and couples.
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PART ONE










~ Chapter 1 ~


Katelyn sat alone at the
hotel bar in downtown Atlanta, GA on Friday night, toying with her cell phone. She
had three hours left to kill before her flight home and didn’t wish to spend
the remainder of her evening talking any more about work. The business trip was
great, but she’d had enough. When the rest of her team asked if she wanted to
share a cab and grab dinner en route to the airport, she politely declined,
making up an excuse about still needing to pack. She was grateful they didn’t
offer to wait for her. All she wanted to do was have a glass of wine, see what
the rest of the world had been up to on social media while she was trapped
inside the bleak hotel conference room the last few days, and get back home to
her husband.


Katelyn
pulled her suitcase a little closer to her barstool and raised her arm again to
signal for the bartender. She could feel the sweat forming on her brow from
just the small movement. It was just the start of summer, yet the South was
already in a sweltering heatwave. She glanced across the bar and frowned as she
noticed a group of young girls in their twenties flirting with the only
bartender on duty. So far she had yet to even catch the eye of the male
bartender, who seemed more than happy to offer a wealth of drink suggestions to
the giggling young ladies. She sighed, and glanced down at her prim business
suit. She contemplated shifting her bra to give herself a little more cleavage,
but felt she had outgrown tricks like that to garner men’s attention. She
thought she looked particularly good in her dark suit with a fitted jacket,
pale white blouse, a skirt that fell just short of her knees and her black
pumps that hurt her feet dearly yet gave her five-foot-six frame just enough of
a boost to demand attention… although seemingly not enough attention to get a
simple glass of wine on a Friday night.


“Is this
really was happens after thirty?” she wondered to herself.


Katelyn
sighed again and thumbed through the messages on her cell phone. She was just
about to give up and text her coworkers to see where they were eating dinner
when a tall, sandy-haired gentleman slipped into the empty space next to her
and leaned over the bar.


“Man,
what's a girl gotta do to get a drink around here?”


Katelyn
glanced up, and couldn't help but laugh. Apparently she wasn't the only one not
getting any service this evening.


“Yeah, it
seems I'm a little out of practice.” She smiled. The guy was nicely dressed in
a blazer with a crisp button down shirt and pleated pants. She assumed he was
part of the same convention she had been at all week, although she didn’t
remember seeing him. She noticed he was perspiring, no doubt from the
insufferable heat.


“My, oh
my indeed. What is this world coming to when a woman with such a gorgeous smile
and legs that go on for miles can’t get the attention of a bartender?”


Katelyn
was taken aback by the compliment and brazen comment about her legs, but didn’t
reveal her surprise. She knew a lot of the men in her industry still possessed
an old-school mentality when it came to women in the workplace. Women were
objects to be admired, complimented, but never given any real responsibility.
In her rapid climb up the corporate ladder to head of marketing for her social
media firm she had put each and every one of her male counterparts in their
place by her well-earned success. Those who knew her respected her
tremendously. She would have no problem handling this overzealous stranger if
needed… although she didn’t feel threatened by him at all.


Katelyn
laughed politely at his comment and glanced over at the young bartender who now
had his back to her, posing for a selfie with two of the young girls.


“Well,
I’m probably not his type. I have a driver’s permit, and I can legally rent a
car.”


This time
it was the guy’s turn to laugh. “We’ll, I’m probably not his type either. But
I’ve stayed at this hotel before, and I know the one thing around here that
does get you service.”


With that
he raised his arm and whistled to the bartender. Katelyn noticed a crisp twenty
dangling from his fingers. The bartender immediately came over and apologized
profusely, asking what he could get them.


“Whisky
on the rocks, and I’m guessing this beautiful woman next to me would like a
glass of wine… white I presume?”


“Chardonnay,
yes” Katelyn smiled.


The
bartender turned to fix their drinks.


“Lucky
guess,” Katelyn said.


“Well,
you don’t seem like the whisky type… not dressed in a suit like that, anyway.
So really, it was fifty-fifty, white or red. Suppose I got lucky.” His grin
spread out over his face like a kid.


Katelyn’s
smile widened. He was quite charming, she had to admit. And the more he talked she
detected the slightest of southern drawls, like Matthew McConaughey. In fact,
he reminded her a bit of the hunky famous actor. Not a bad thing.


The
bartender returned and set their drinks on the bar. Katelyn reached for her
purse hanging on her stool but her new acquaintance quickly reached over and
pushed her hand away. His touch was gentle, but firm. A slight tingle rushed up
her arm, surprising her.


“Go on
now. Put that away. They don’t take your kind of money around here.”


She
laughed as the guy removed his hand from her arm and handed the bartender a
couple of bills and told him to keep the change.


“My kind
of money?” Katelyn raised an eyebrow in amusement.


The
stranger turned back to face her. “Oh, I can smell a northerner a mile away. No
offense, of course.”


He spoke
with a twinkle in his eye that Katelyn found downright adorable.


“Besides,”
he continued, “the least I can do is to buy a woman as beautiful as you a drink
to make up for the terrible service you were receiving. Can’t have southern hospitality
catching a bad name.”


Okay, she
thought. He was a bit cheesy, but definitely charming. And that was certainly
something she could picture Matthew McConaughey saying. She decided to let the
repeated compliments about her looks slide, even though she was sure he must
have noticed her wedding ring on her hand when he touched her arm.


She took
a sip of her wine, and relaxed, trying to remember the last time a guy bought
her a drink who wasn’t a colleague, or was only doing so because it was on the
company expense account. It had been a while… a long while. Oh, what the hell?
She didn’t think her husband would mind if she accepted a glass of wine from a
stranger. He was always harping on her to not spend so much personal money on
her business trips. Alcohol was rarely an approved expense, and Katelyn did
love her wine. She glanced at the small menu on the bar, noting the prices of
the drinks. Steve will be happy I didn’t just pay fifteen dollars for a glass
of house chardonnay, she thought.


McConaughey
raised his glass expectantly. Katelyn tentatively lifted hers in return.


“A toast
to hotel bars with mediocre service and incredibly beautiful women?”


Katelyn
laughed. “Uh, sure. Why not?”


She took
a sip of her wine then set it on the bar, suddenly realizing she was now
obligated to talk to this stranger beside her for a least a short time. She
hadn’t thought of that when she accepted the free drink. It would be impolite
to get up and leave. Suddenly she felt her body heat rising. It didn’t help
that the only two fans in the hotel lobby were doing nothing but pushing a wall
of languid humid air back and forth between them. She had barely been sitting
for ten minutes and her clothes were already drenched in sweat. She stared at
the stranger, racking her brain for something to say that didn’t sound cliché.
All she had been talking about for the past thirty-six hours straight were
sales metrics and marketing analytics and online demographics. Her brain was a
puddle of mush.


Luckily
her charming partner seemed ever-prepared for idle conversation.


“See,
now, those girls over there that you think are your competition?” He extended
an index finger from his glass and pointed it across the bar. “They are only
using this poor bartender for a free drink. They have no real interest in him.”


“Oh
really?”


Katelyn
followed his gaze to the group of girls across the bar. She noted them all now
staring at their phones with their drinks in hand while the bartender tried in
vain to engage them in conversation. Katelyn watched the girls giggling and
showing each other texts and pictures. She easily recognized her younger self
in that group. She had been a professional flirt back in her dating days. A
free drink was never a challenge.


“That one
there on the left does have a nice smile… but yours is heart stopping.”


Okay,
enough with the smile, Katelyn thought. One or two compliments were
endearing—now it’s getting weird. Katelyn turned back towards the stranger,
shocked to find he had moved at least six inches closer. He was leaning across
the bar on one arm as he casually swirled the ice cubes in his glass. Quite the
McConaughey pose, she noted. Perhaps a little too McConaughey. She sat back in
her stool, trying to add a little distance between them. Her body language must
have mimicked her thoughts.


“I’m
sorry… I’m really not good at this,” the guy quickly mumbled as he backed away.
He grabbed a stack of cocktail napkins and dabbed at the sweat suddenly
appearing on his brow. “I guess I’m just a little nervous.”


Good at
what? And nervous about what? Katelyn wondered. She carefully set her wine
down. Maybe accepting the drink wasn’t such a good idea. The oppressive heat
was suddenly too much. She eyed her cell phone on the bar in front of her. I
can save you, it called out to her. Just swipe my face, and you’ll be free.


“Er, you
know,” he continued. “Talking to a woman as beautiful as you is not as easy as
it seems. And knowing that you’re, well, you know… here for, er, ulterior
motives… I’m sorry. I’ve actually only done this a couple of times before. I
must be making a terrible impression.”


Katelyn
stared at him in disbelief. Now she had to say something.


“Listen,
I don’t know what you mean by ulterior motives, but I’m married.” She held up
her hand with her wedding band, nearly thrusting it in his face.


“Yes, of
course you are.” The stranger stared at her with a blank expression. Katelyn
felt her stomach squirm in disgust.


“Ugh. I’m
sorry to burst your bubble, but I’m not exactly sure what gave you the
impression that I had any ulterior motives, or was interested in anything more
than a polite conversation.” Katelyn pushed her stool back and abruptly stood
up. “I think I’d better be going.”


The
stranger backed away, his shoulders collapsing. His confident McConaughey
swagger vanished in a heartbeat.


“Oh gosh,
I’m so sorry ma’am. I assumed you were part of the convention. Just with what
you were wearing… and I’m sorry… I’ve made a huge mistake.”


Katelyn
stared at the stranger for a moment. She had gone from a beautiful woman with a
heart-stopping smile to ma’am in less than three seconds. She was confused, not
to mention put off.


“I was
here for the convention. I ran an entire break out session on marketing in the
new social media. It ended today.”


Now it
was the stranger’s turn to stare. “Oh, God. I had no idea there was another
meeting here this weekend. I just thought they had the whole hotel booked for
our group. I’m so sorry. I truly hope I didn’t offend you.”


Katelyn
risked a glance into the guy’s soft brown eyes. It was easy to see his apology
was sincere. Her anger instantly melted away. She slowly sat back down and took
another sip of her wine. Only half a glass and she was already feeling the
effects. She had to be careful drinking in this kind of heat.


“What convention
are you talking about, exactly?” Now she was curious.


“Oh, did
you really not know?”


Katelyn
shook her head.


“Well
now, you see, the thing is…” He stole a quick sip of his drink. “This happens
to be the start of a weekend swinger convention.”


“What?”
Katelyn nearly spit her wine out of her nose.


He
nodded. “They have them here a few times a year. For couples who want to… well,
you know. They didn’t tell you that when you checked in?”


“Uh, no,
they certainly did not.” Katelyn instinctively pulled her jacket tighter around
her as she glanced around the lobby of the hotel. She noted a line of
attractive couples waiting at reception checking in, talking on their cell
phones, and going about their Friday evenings. Aside from the fact they were
all very well dressed and surprisingly good looking, she didn’t notice anything
particularly out of the ordinary.


“Well,
they don’t look like aliens, if that’s what you’re thinking.”


Katelyn
turned to the stranger, noting the confident grin back on his face.


“No, of
course not. I was just—”


“Relax.
I’m just teasing you.” He drained the rest of his drink and set his glass down
on the bar. “It was really unfair of the hotel not to tell you though.”


Katelyn
nodded her head and stole another glance around the lobby, wondering what on
earth she had stumbled into. “Yes, it certainly was.”











~ Chapter 2 ~


It was the rare occasion
where Katelyn found herself speechless. At work she
always made absolutely certain she was meticulously prepared for her
presentations, and was always quick to answer questions her colleagues posed,
no matter how difficult. On conference calls she was never a casual listener,
always chiming in with her opinions—something she had done all the way back to
debate club in college, and even before that in her classrooms in high school.
Shyness was not her thing. Yet, there were occasional times when Katelyn found
herself in an unfamiliar situation and her ability to formulate sentences
seemed to vanish into thin air. It wasn’t that she was nervous. When something
was new to her, or there was a concept she didn’t immediately understand, her
analytical side kicked into overdrive. She needed to know everything before she
could process any type of new information, making it impossible to carry on in her
normally eloquent manner. My little Nancy Drew, her husband sometimes called
her when he caught her lost inside her own head, trying to solve one of life’s
many mysteries.


This was
one of those times.


Katelyn
zoomed her focus on the group of young girls across the bar, the unsuspecting
ladies now a target of her keen analysis. Were they here for this crazy
convention too? They seemed so innocent. And they were all so attractive… their
beautiful dresses were classy… revealing, but not trashy like she’d expect from
a group of swingers… how could they possibly be part of this bizarre scene? The
stranger seated beside her followed her glance, apparently reading her mind.


“Well, if
they are, they’re likely hired escorts.”


“Escorts?
What do you mean?”


“Whenever
a group of young ladies like that show up for the weekend, they are likely
hired help… to, you know… help get the party started.”


Katelyn
had no idea what he was talking about, but nodded anyway as she sucked the
final sip of wine from her glass. Suddenly it clicked. No wonder she couldn’t
get a drink from the bartender earlier. She was competing with professional
escorts, for Christ’s sake. She stole another furtive glance around the hotel
lobby. She didn’t want to appear too naïve about the whole scene, but she
literally had no idea what was happening around her. Had she really been out of
the game that long she couldn’t even recognize a group of swingers descending
upon a hotel on a Friday night?


Katelyn
glanced at her phone and saw she had a new text message. She quickly read it,
thankful for the distraction. Traffic was bad on the way to the airport. She
tapped out a quick reply, thanking her coworker for the warning.


“Listen,
I have to—”


“Go. I
know. It’s okay. I won’t take up any more of your evening. Tell your husband I
apologize for my mistake.”


The
southern stranger stepped aside to let her pass.


“That
wasn’t my husband—it was a coworker.” Katelyn stood her ground, the sudden need
to defend herself to a complete stranger catching her by surprise.


“Ah.
Well, then. I suppose they were checking on you to make sure you didn’t do
anything foolish.”


Again,
Katelyn felt the need to defend herself welling up
inside her.


“Listen,
this may come as a shock to you, but oddly enough, I can take care of myself. In
fact, I manage a team of nearly forty direct reports, and am responsible for
millions of dollars of annual revenue. Those were my colleagues from my west
coast office, letting me know that the traffic to the airport is heavy.”


“Yes, of
course.”


Katelyn slipped
her phone into her purse and turned to make her exit, then paused.


“By the
way, what on earth would give you the idea that I would do something foolish?
Do I really look like I’m the type of person who would be here for a swinger
convention?”


The stranger
looked directly into her eyes for a moment. She caught that boyish grin edging
its way onto his face. Damn. He was adorable. No way to deny that. She felt her
own face growing more flushed, and not just from the sweltering heat. For a
tiny moment, Katelyn considered ordering another glass of wine. Just one more…
she’d still make her flight.


“Well, if
you must know…” he motioned his eyes toward the ground. “It’s your anklet.”


“My
anklet?” Katelyn instinctively glanced down at her long legs crossed below her
skirt. Above her black pumps she was wearing a tiny anklet. It was a simple,
thin gold band her husband had bought for her on their last vacation. She was
surprised anyone even noticed it. Katelyn looked back up as the stranger lifted
his empty glass, trying to convince the ice cubes to release any remaining
drops of alcohol that may be wedged in their midst. He gave up and set the
glass back down and pulled out another twenty from his pocket.


“Well, I
guess you wouldn’t have known.”


“Known
what?” Katelyn stared at the stranger, willing her mind to stop picturing
Matthew McConaughey.


“Well,
it’s just that an anklet, in these types of situations, can mean that a
woman—not yourself, of course, ahem… but a woman who wishes
to partake in such affairs is open to, uh, certain arrangements.”


Katelyn
continued to stare at the guy. Now she had to know what he was talking about.
Again she considered ordering another glass of wine, but thought better of it.
She was already light headed from the heat. One more and she’d be on the floor.


“I’m
still not sure I'm following… what type of arrangements?”


He turned
to her. “Do you really want to know?”


Katelyn
nodded her analytical dark brown-haired head up and down, perhaps a bit too
vigorously.


“Well,
it’s just a symbol. It’s silly, really… but the anklet represents a hotwife.”


“A hot
wife?”


“Yes.”


Katelyn
smiled inside for a moment, thinking he was paying her another compliment.


“So,
you’re saying that just by wearing a piece of jewelry on my ankle I’m deemed
hot?”


The guy
laughed. “No. I mean—you’re beautiful, of course. Don’t get me wrong. But
that’s not what it means to be a hotwife.”


Katelyn
searched his eyes for an explanation, trying to keep herself from blushing. She
was unnerved by the effect his compliments were having on her. She shook
herself out of her trance.


“Well,
then you’d better tell me exactly what a hotwife is, before I assume you really
are trying to flirt with a married woman who is not part of your little
convention. You wouldn’t want that southern hospitality to get a bad name now,
would you?”


She was
surprised at the boldness that came out of her.


“No
ma’am, ‘course not.” He smiled, then continued. “Well,
here’s the thing. A hotwife is a wife who is open to meeting men outside of her
marriage for the purpose of having an intimate relationship. Often women at
these conventions wear an anklet as an indication that they are open to
exploring this type of arrangement.”


Katelyn
remained silent, trying to take it all in. Her body was sweltering. She fought
the uncontrollable urge to take off her tight suit jacket.


“But I
though you said this was a swinger’s convention?”


The man
nodded his head as he signaled for another drink. “That’s right.”


“Don’t
swingers, well, swing with other couples?”


Katelyn
had to admit the little she knew about the swinging lifestyle was what she saw
on a late-night HBO special she watched with her husband. All she ever pictured
when she thought of swingers were groups of older, naked couples with sagging
body parts frolicking about at nudist beaches—nothing she wanted to be within a
hundred miles of. While Katelyn and her husband’s sex life had noticeably
cooled off in the nearly eight years they had been married, she never once
considered the idea of swinging as a means to reignite their spark. She assumed
a decrease in sex was just what happened when two people were together for so
long. In all other aspects their relationship was as solid as it could be. No,
swinging was something reserved for couples who had fallen out of love—not for
couples who loved each other as much as she and Steve loved each other.


 “Well, sure. That is what many of the couples
do here… swinging in the more traditional sense. But, not everyone is looking
for that. Some couples are looking for other types of arrangements. Something a
little more… sophisticated.”


Katelyn
pondered the stranger’s choice of words as the bartender delivered his whisky.
She noted her new friend didn’t offer to buy her a second glass of wine. She
was surprised to discover she felt a little hurt. She scanned the lobby for a moment then slowly turned
back to the stranger.


“So,
you’re saying any woman who wears an anklet to this convention is looking for a
specific arrangement with another man?”


The guy
nodded. “Yes. Well, some of them. Typically they’re seeking a single man for
the evening, or maybe the whole weekend. Sometimes even for a long-term partner
to join in their marriage.”


Katelyn’s
head was reeling.


“And the
husband is okay with this?”


The guy
laughed heartily, no doubt loosened up now by the comfort of the second drink
in his hand. Katelyn eyed his glass with envy.


“Oh,
absolutely! Otherwise no one would be here. It’s part of the lifestyle.
Everyone has to be okay with what the other person in the relationship wants.
In fact, that’s one of the most misunderstood things about being a hotwife—it’s
for both partners.”


Katelyn
sat back on her stool. She felt even more confused than when she first learned
she had stumbled smack into the middle of a swinger convention instead of
ending her week of sales meetings with a simple glass of wine at the hotel bar.
Yet, she had to admit the excitement the stranger was displaying in explaining
this secret world she knew nothing about was captivating. Had she not been so
desperate to get her mind off of work week she likely would’ve brushed him off
the moment she discovered he was interested in more than a friendly
conversation. Now she wanted to know more... much more.


Katelyn
ran her fingers along the stem of her empty wine glass. “I’m not sure I’m
following you… so a wife will come to something like this—I mean, sorry, a
hotwife, and if she merely wears an anklet it lets other guys know it’s okay to
hit on her and take her home?”


The guy
nodded matter-of-factly.


“Well, to
a hotel room, more than likely. But yes, that’s the general idea.”


“But what
does her husband do while she’s, uh, out soliciting? Does he go and try to hit
on other women?”


Katelyn
was surprised by the number of questions that were flying off her tongue. Surely
it’s the heat, she thought.


“Well,
that depends on the couple. Sometimes the guy does try to find another woman,
or even another couple. But more often than not the husband simply waits for
the wife to find a partner she thinks might suit their needs.”


Now
Katelyn was really confused. “Hang on—how can the
husband be part of the arrangement when there’s no other woman for him? What
does he get out of it?”


The
stranger looked at her blankly, as if she just asked where babies come from.
“He gets to watch his wife with another man. Or maybe join in. It depends on
what the couple wants, and what they work out ahead of time.”


“Oh.”
Katelyn eyed her empty wine glass, desperately wishing it would magically
refill itself.


“That’s
why I thought you might have been looking to meet someone. Again, you have my
sincerest apologies. I truly hope I didn’t offend you.”


“No, it’s
okay, really. Now that I understand… listen, it wasn’t your fault.” Katelyn
offered her warmest smile, holding the stranger’s gaze slightly longer than she
planned. She was surprised at how much she enjoyed the fact that this
good-looking southerner found her attractive.


“You
see,” he continued, “I enjoy meeting couples at these types of places because I
like that they are doing something to keep their marriage alive. It’s so
incredibly important to never lose the passion in a relationship. I just wish…”


His voice
trailed off unexpectedly.


“You wish
what?”


“Nothing.
It’s nothing. Listen, I don’t want to cause you to miss your flight.” He quickly
drained the remainder of his drink and slid the empty glass across the bar.


Katelyn
glanced at her watch. She had nearly lost track of the time.


“Oh,
right. Of course.” Katelyn stood up. “It was nice to meet you. And thank you
for the drink.”


“The pleasure
was all mine.”


He
grabbed her hand and placed a delicate kiss on the back of it, then abruptly
turned and left. Katelyn watched the beguiling southern stranger walk off
through the lobby and vanish in the crowd. Her eyes lingered in his direction for
a moment before returning to her empty wineglass in front of her. She still had
so many questions she wanted to ask. Was this something he did all the time?
Was wearing an anklet truly something that married women did, or was he really
just making it up so she didn’t think he was a creep? And why did he suddenly
freeze up when he started talking about never losing the passion in a
relationship?


“Care for
another?”


Katelyn
glanced up at the bartender standing in front of her. She hesitated. She knew
she shouldn’t. She knew she should gather up her suitcase and head straight out
through the revolving doors and hail a taxi without so much as a single glance
back at this bizarre scene in this hotel. Yet, suddenly, she felt as though
there were a magnet keeping her body in her stool. She noted the slight
tingling on her leg where her anklet was resting against her skin.


She
smiled. “Yes. As a matter of fact, I would like one more, please.”


The
bartender poured her another glass of wine and told her it was on the house,
then turned away before she could ask for an explanation. He had seen this
before. He knew that after this weekend this innocent woman’s life would never
be the same. A free drink was the least he could do for someone about to embark
on such a journey.


The
bartender had noticed her anklet the moment the attractive, leggy brunette sat
down at the bar. He purposely hadn’t waited on her… it was part of an unspoken
arrangement for the single guys who came to these weekend events. It gave them
the chance to approach women with an easy pickup line, and the chance for him
to walk away with a pocketful of tips. While he only caught pieces of their
conversation, it was enough to learn it was the woman’s first time. It was
always the same. He knew she was no longer in charge. The magical power of the
anklet had been activated.


He
silently wished her luck. He would remember her, if she ever returned. He hoped
she did.











~ Chapter 3 ~


“There’s my girl!”


“Oh,
darling. I missed you so much!”


Katelyn
embraced Steve and gave him a long, slow kiss outside their car on the airport
curb. She immediately felt at home.


“You
didn’t call me after your presentation today. I was starting to get jealous, thinking
you might’ve decided to spend the weekend with one of the marketing mavens from
the West Coast.”


“Well, if
you’re jealous about any mavens from that conference, you can think again.
There was only one good-looking guy in the entire program, and he was as gay as
they come.”


“Ha.
That’s what I like to hear. A room full of ugly marketing dudes. No one to
steal my beautiful wife away.”


Katelyn
noted Steve’s teasing tone as she slipped into the front seat of their car and
kicked her heels off her aching feet. The air conditioned leather interior felt
glorious. She was glad the short plane ride had put her far away from the
unbearable humidity of Atlanta.


Katelyn
glanced over at her husband as he pulled away from the curb, thankful that he
was not the jealous type. Then again, she never gave him any reason to be
jealous. She knew he wouldn’t have cared if she were the only female at an
offsite full of hot men on some remote island in the middle of the Pacific
Ocean. She never once thought about being unfaithful to Steve, just as she knew
he never thought about cheating on her. It just wasn’t something they ever
worried about. She often watched her girlfriends cringe when they announced
their spouses were going on a business trip, and knew for a fact a couple of
her friends had been cheated on more than once by their less-than-trustworthy
husbands, something she felt was completely unacceptable. Once the trust in a
relationship was gone, what was really left?


Katelyn
opened her mouth to tell her husband there was one exception to the week full
of unattractive marketing mavens, the good-looking southern stranger at the
bar, then hesitated. She glanced down towards her bare
feet on the floor of the front seat and noted the tingle running up her leg.
She knew he’d probably laugh about the anklet story. Still, she thought it best
to wait until they at least had dinner before sharing her conversation with the
southern stranger. Reconnecting with her husband when she got home from a
business trip was something she cherished. She didn't wish to ruin the moment.


“So where
are you taking me?”


“How
about Italian? I made a reservation at your favorite spot downtown. Oh, and
these are for you. I know how challenging this week was for you.”


Katelyn smiled
as Steve pulled a bouquet of flowers from the back seat and handed them to her.
He was always going the extra step in making her feel loved, and special. Even
after their almost eight years together he never missed an anniversary or
birthday, and always surprised her with love notes and presents. She couldn’t
possibly love anyone as much as she loved her husband. Even though their sex
life had slowed down considerably the past few years, it didn’t mean they loved
each other any less. In fact, if her husband hadn’t brought her flowers, or had
suggested she take a taxi home instead of picking her up from the airport, she
would start to worry something was wrong.


“I’m one
lucky girl, you know that?” she said as she smelled the flowers.


“Not as
lucky as I am,” Steve responded, and reached out and placed his hand on her
arm.


Katelyn
instantly felt comforted by his touch. The week full of high-pressure meetings
and presentations slowly faded from her memory as they made their way along the
familiar streets. After a glass of wine—well, maybe two, she might even be able
to turn off her cell phone and relax for the first time in weeks. She placed
her hand over her husband’s arm and stared out the window.


Katelyn
was happy to be home… without a doubt. Yet, as she absently stroked the top of
her husband’s arm, somewhere in the back of her mind it registered the tingling
sensation she felt when the stranger in the bar touched her wasn’t there.


~


Dinner
was wonderful, as expected. Several times Katelyn wanted to bring up her
encounter at the bar, but didn’t want to risk ruining the great time they were
having. She smiled as Steve filled her in on his week and told her how he had
been assigned several new projects at his job, and didn’t know how he could
possibly take on more work. She knew he didn’t have nearly as demanding a job
as she did, but never questioned him when he was stressed out. They both knew
he could never handle the pressures she faced on a daily basis. She casually
sipped her wine, enjoying their conversation as they held hands in the small
candlelit Italian bistro. Had it really been almost a week since they’d seen
each other? Katelyn barely had an hour to herself the entire time she’d been
away, so the time went by quickly. But now she was home, it seemed like ages
ago when Steve had dropped her off at the airport. She really had missed him.


After
dinner they returned home and walked arm-in-arm through the front door of their
beautiful suburban house, with Katelyn’s buzzed head nuzzled against Steve’s shoulder.
She could tell by his overly affectionate touch he was hoping he’d get lucky
tonight, and after their romantic dinner, she was very much in the mood as
well. Steve led them into the kitchen and poured two more glasses of wine, and
she didn’t object. They smiled at each other and clinked glasses. For a brief
moment Katelyn’s mind wandered to the boyish smile of the southern stranger in
the bar, but it quickly passed as Steve put his arms around her and began to
nuzzle her neck. Now that they were home and more relaxed she wanted to tell
him the full story of what happened earlier in the evening, but she soon felt
his soft kisses on her collar bone, and his lips gently moving along the curve
of her neck…. ah, that did it every time.


The story
would have to wait.


Katelyn
placed her glass on the counter then raised her lips to her husband’s and
passionately kissed him. He returned her kiss with equal force. She wrapped her
arms around his neck, resting them on his strong shoulders. He slowly parted
her lips with his own, and she felt his familiar tongue slipping into her
mouth, teasing her, and arousing her. She was surprised how much she missed his
touch. Her mind tried to place the last time they had sex, and she couldn’t
recall. It had been several weeks. She had missed this.


Even
after so many years together, Katelyn fill found Steve attractive. He possessed
a boyish quality that had initially drawn her to him, which now seemed a
permanent part of his character. He had aged little in the years they had been
married, aside from a slight graying at the temples, and a few tiny wrinkles
around his eyes. He was slightly taller than her, and kept his body in
wonderful shape. He played basketball several times a week with some guys from
his office, and at summer pool parties with their friends Katelyn always
appreciated his flat stomach compared to the rounded guts of many of her
friends’ husbands who were the same age.


They had
met through mutual friends, and it was nearly love at first sight. They had
enough things in common to instantly form a bond, yet were different enough to
want to learn more about each other. Her analytical mind was constantly
challenged by his spontaneous zest for life, while his occasional bouts of
insecurity were thwarted by Katelyn’s extreme confidence. Together, they had
grown into a couple that others always seemed to want to be around. Whenever
Katelyn was traveling Steve often hung out with her friends, who accepted him
as their own, which she appreciated. She occasionally felt guilty she couldn’t
be home for him more often, and worried he would start to regret that he had
married a career woman, but her job was as much a part of her as were her long,
toned legs. It simply came with the package.


In the
bedroom their sex was better than anything Katelyn had experienced with any
other man she ever dated. Her previous long-term relationships had all been
adequate, but there was a unique bond she experienced with Steve that could not
be replaced by anyone. Even though their sex life had trailed off considerably
as of late, to the point of sometimes only having sex once a month, their
lovemaking still always left her satisfied. Since the day they were married she
never wanted for anything more.


Katelyn
felt her body melting under Steve’s familiar touch. His hands slowly climbed up
her back, massaging her tired muscles. Their kissing grew more passionate, and
Katelyn felt herself growing wet. Most times she needed her vibrator or a lot
more foreplay before she was turned on enough to make love, yet she found
whenever she returned home from a business trip she was much more responsive to
Steve’s touches. It felt a lot more exciting—almost as if she was with someone
new. Distance makes the heart grow fonder had been a favorite saying of her mother’s
that Katelyn often found herself repeating, although she sometimes wondered if
there were more to it than that.


Steve
finally pulled away, and looked into her eyes.


“Kat, I
really do forget how beautiful you are when you go away.”


“Ha.”
Katelyn laughed and used the moment to steal another sip of her wine. “You know
you don’t have to try and convince your wife to sleep with you, especially when
she’s this turned on.” Still, she had to admit the compliment warmed her
insides.


“So what
will it be? Bubble bath? Candles? Massage?”


Katelyn
slowly slid her hand down the front of Steve’s shirt, and started unbuckling
his belt.


“Oh, I’ve
got something different in mind tonight.”


“Oh,
really?”


Katelyn
knelt down on the kitchen floor and unzipped Steve’s pants, then
let them fall to the ground. She hooked her fingers inside his boxers, and slid
them down until the tip of his already erect penis was exposed. Steve closed
his eyes and threw his head back as Katelyn moved her head closer to his
pelvis. She slowly ran her fingers over the shape of his shaft, squeezing his
hardness through the cotton fabric of his boxers. She closed her eyes and
flicked her tongue across his exposed tip. She smiled, hearing Steve’s groans
of pleasure above her head. Giving head was not part of their regular
lovemaking, but she wanted to treat him to something special tonight.


Katelyn
knew they didn’t have sex as often as Steve would like, and the time she spent devoted
to pleasuring him was even less. After their first few years of their marriage
he started complaining about their lack of sex to the point where she felt
guilty that she wasn’t as horny as he was, and began to wonder if something was
wrong with her. She knew it wasn’t her fault—she was dedicated to her job and
the demands on her time never ended. Not only did she have to prove herself as
a young executive in her company, she had to prove herself as a woman in the
tech industry. For as long as she could remember she aspired to one day be the CEO of a leading-edge tech firm. She was extremely
good at what she did, and it was all she wanted to do with her life. She knew
the sacrifices this would entail, and it had been one of their deciding factors
about not having children when they got married. She didn’t want to raise a
family knowing she would be traveling so much, and couldn’t be a part of her
child’s life in the way she felt a parent should. Nor did she want to put the
burden of raising a family solely on her husband. It was a difficult decision,
but Steve had agreed to support her. Yet, a few years into their marriage the
pressures of her constant traveling and her heavy workload had already begun to
take its toll. Their arguments about their sex life escalated until Katelyn
finally told Steve that if he wanted her more often she would do her best to
comply, but he would have to work harder to get her in the mood.


To his
credit, Steve devoted more time to massaging her, cooking her dinners, and doing
what he could to relax her, and he stopped complaining when she turned down his
advances when work was just too much. In essence, he got the message.
Eventually, though, the massages and dinners trailed off. She never said
anything, as she knew it was unfair of her to expect this of him every time
they made love. It was selfish. It wasn’t that she didn't want to reciprocate
and do the same things for him, but her mind could never stop wandering to all
the emails she had to answer, and all the calls she had to make. Steve quickly
caught on. They both understood the only time she was fully committed to their
sexual life was when she was the one receiving pleasure, and her internal
circuits could be overridden. It wasn’t her choice to be this way, but it was who
she was.


Fortunately,
her high salary did allow them to take several vacations each year, and Katelyn
always made sure to book spa days and couples massages to make up for the lack
of affection she gave her husband. She knew it wasn’t what Steve would have
preferred, but she was never going to be a traditional housewife. She worked
upwards of sixty hours a week and if things progressed as they had been, she
was in line for becoming the first female chief executive in her firm’s
history—there simply weren’t enough hours in the day to devote to her work and
her sex life. Still, there were times she wanted to truly offer her husband the
amount of sex he deserved, and be the sexual wife she knew he wanted her to be…
she just didn’t know how.


On those
rare occasions she could disconnect and offer herself to him, she took full
advantage.


~


Katelyn
slowly pulled Steve’s boxers down the length of his legs, and continued kissing
and licking his swollen shaft. She could hear him moaning louder and louder.
She took the tip of his cock between her lips and sucked on it gently, then
flicked her tongue over the tip, causing him to grab the counter behind him to
steady himself. She knew she was driving him wild with pleasure, and was
surprised by how much she enjoyed it. When it came down to it, she thought she
was very good at giving head. She just wished she could find a way to go down
on her husband without it being from the guilt of not having sex for so long.
She didn’t think he cared much either way—as long as his dick was getting
sucked, he was happy. In that respect, he was just like every other guy.


As she
slowly sank her head down lower onto Steve’s cock, the thought crossed her mind
that maybe what she was doing was out of guilt again. Maybe she was on her
knees on the kitchen floor servicing her husband because she was feeling guilty
about talking with the stranger at the bar. Accepting the free drink. Asking
the adorable Matthew McConaughey lookalike all those questions about swingers,
and being a hotwife.


She immediately
pushed the thought from her head. There’s nothing I need to feel guilty about,
she told herself. Still, she couldn’t remember the last time she sucked on her
husband’s cock for this long, and truly enjoyed it. It felt different. It was
making her wet. She bobbed her head up and down, faster and faster. Katelyn
kept her eyes closed, and suddenly imagined that she was kneeling on the floor
of a hotel room, her hands holding onto the hips of the sexy southern stranger
she had met in the bar. She felt herself growing even more aroused by the mere
thought of sucking on a stranger’s cock. She imagined what it would feel like.
Would the texture feel the same in her mouth? Would it be thicker? Longer?
Would his balls be smoothly shaved like her husband’s? Or would there be a
patch of hair above his member? Would he grab onto her head and pull her onto
him as she sucked him off?


Suddenly,
she forced herself down onto Steve’s shaft so far that she almost gagged.
Katelyn heard her husband’s cry of surprise echo in the kitchen above her. She
had never attempted to deep throat him. To her utter shock, Katelyn found
herself so turned on by pleasuring her husband she thought she could have an
orgasm while still on her knees. She couldn’t get enough of his cock.


“What has
gotten into me?” she gasped as she gave in to the raw sexual feelings that were
threatening to overtake her body, rendering her powerless to her own free will.


Way, way
in the back of her precious analytical mind, she heard a tiny answer.


She knew
exactly what had gotten into her. But she was not even close to being able to
admit it. Not to herself… and certainly not to her husband.


~


Later
that night, Katelyn lay next to Steve in their bed watching the soft glow from
their TV as a late-night sitcom played in the dark. She found herself worried,
unable to sleep. She could hear Steve’s slow breathing next to her, indicating
he was still awake, but not for long. They had made love twice, which was rare
for them. Katelyn couldn’t remember the last time they had sex twice in the
same night. It had to have been years. Right before Steve was about to come
from her blowjob he pulled her up and slid into her from behind while they were
still in the kitchen. They had both climaxed while she was bent over the counter,
still only half-naked. It was exciting enough that they both wanted a little
more, and ended up going for round two in their bed. Usually—in fact nearly
always, it was just one session before they both passed out for the night…
although this wasn’t what had her worried.


It was
what happened during round two that had Katelyn worried.


As Steve
entered her for the second time she felt a jolt of electricity shoot through
her body. She was still sensitive all over from her first orgasm, and as he
started thrusting in and out of her she felt a new wave of heat growing in her,
washing over her entire being. She threw her head back against the pillows as
Steve’s lips found hers, and his fervent tongue thrust into her mouth. She
moaned as he bent down and took one of her nipples in his mouth, then the
other. She wrapped her legs around him as tight as she could, squeezing him into her so their bodies moved in perfect
unison.


That’s
when it happened.


It was
just a tiny thought, nothing more.


Just a
brief flicker of a thought that found her imagining she wasn’t underneath her
husband in their bedroom, rather she was pressed
against the stark linen sheets across the expanse of a king-size hotel bed.
Above her, the stranger from the bar was completely naked, his sweaty, muscular
body relentlessly thrusting into her, driving her to a frenzied fit of ecstasy.


The
moment was over before it began. Katelyn surrendered to the feeling of
all-encompassing pleasure as she rode the wave of another orgasm, calling out
Steve’s name as he climaxed deep inside her for the second time that evening.
When their bodies finally stopped moving he slowly rolled off her and slipped
out of her sopping wet pussy. In the dark she could hear him fighting to catch
his breath. She noticed she was holding her own breath. She slowly let it out.


They
cleaned up then held each other close as Steve grabbed the remote and flicked
the TV on in the dark. There was little more to say. The sex had been amazing,
as it always was. She felt just as in love with her husband as the day they got
married, maybe even more. Even though they had gone several weeks without
having sex prior to tonight, there was nothing to worry about. Not a single
thing.


Katelyn stared
at the TV, trying to convince her mind to relax. It was no use. She knew she
wouldn’t be able to sleep until she told her husband what she was thinking
about just a few moments before, while he was making love to her. Yet, when she
opened her mouth, nothing came out.


She was
terrified to tell him that for the first time in their relationship, she
pretended that he was someone else… a complete stranger.










~ Chapter 4 ~


The idea of making love to
someone other than her husband was not entirely new to Katelyn. When they were
first married one of their favorite fantasies was to pretend they were two
strangers who just met in a bar. They both found it really hot to imagine they
were hooking up for the first time, touching each other as if they had never
been with the other person before. One time she even managed to orgasm just
from making out with Steve, she had been so turned on by the very idea. Yet,
for any time she had fantasized she was making love to someone different, there
was never a real person attached to the fantasy. She always just let her
imagination put together the pieces of some guy, without any thought as to whom
she was fantasizing about. Like a shirtless hunk off the cover of a supermarket
romance novel, or the chiseled abs of some celebrity in People Magazine—they
never had a name, or a face.


This was
different.


This
stranger she had fantasized about while making love to her husband this evening
definitely had a face. The very handsome face of the charming southerner at the
hotel bar in Atlanta.


Katelyn
raised her head slightly, trying to see if Steve had drifted off to sleep. It
was too dark in the room to see if his eyes were closed. She listened to his
breathing, which sounded like he was not quite dead to the world, but
dangerously close. Katelyn deliberately slid her leg out from under the blanket
and raised it into the air. She could barely make out the thin shape of her
anklet around her leg in the dark. She pointed her foot in a dancer’s arch that
she knew if Steve were awake, he couldn’t resist. She had no idea how much her
childhood ballet classes would turn on her future husband later in life, but
she enjoyed the fact that he noticed such things. In fact, that was why he originally
bought her the anklet.


“A foot
as beautiful as this should be adorned with jewelry,” he had said when he
handed it to her during their vacation in Costa Rica a few months ago. She
certainly didn’t mind the gift… she had to admit, she was a sucker for any sort
of jewelry. Yet, now, after her strange conversation about the anklet being a
symbol of a married woman seeking a man for an intimate relationship, she
couldn’t help but wonder if there were more to the present than just a piece of
jewelry for her ankle. She didn’t think that Steve was the kind of guy who
would even know about such things, but still, an anklet wasn’t as common a gift
as a necklace, or a pair of earrings.


She took
a deep breath. It was time to find out.


Katelyn
made a long, slow circle with her foot in the air above the bed. Sure enough,
Steve’s head turned away from the TV to glance at the shapely shadow of her leg
in the dark.


“What’s
the matter, Kat? You get a leg cramp? I know we’re getting a little old to be
going twice in one night.”


Katelyn
laughed.


“No, I’m
fine. Just uh, stretching.”


“Well,
don’t dangle that leg in the air too much… it’s quite sexy. I just might ravish
you a third time.”


“Really?”
Katelyn didn’t think she had it in her to go again.


“Well,
maybe tomorrow morning, if that’s all right with you.”


“Good.
I’ll be honest with you, I’m quite spent, my darling.”


“Me too.
That was amazing. I really missed you this week, you know.”


Katelyn
paused for a moment, then swung her leg across Steve’s body and placed it over his
abdomen.


“Can I
ask you something?”


“Uh,
huh.”


“Do you
remember when you got me this anklet?”


Steve
struggled to sit up a bit, then reached out to caress
Katelyn’s leg in the dark. “Of course. It was just a few months ago… in Costa
Rica.”


“Right.
Well, this might sound silly, but… I have to ask you something about it.”


“What?”


“It’s
silly… really.”


“What is
it?”


“Well,
was I supposed to assume anything about the gift?”


Steve
picked up the remote and lowered the volume on the TV. “What you mean… assume what?”


Katelyn
fidgeted a bit. Maybe this was a bad idea.


“I just,
uh, I know it was expensive, and it was sort of not an ordinary gift for you to
give me…”


“Wait,
Kat, are you asking if I bought you some jewelry
because I was feeling guilty you paid for our trip? Because you know I buy you
things all the time for no reason.”


“Oh, no.
No—it’s nothing like that.” She quickly slid her leg back under the covers.
Steve was wonderful, but he could sometimes be a little childish if she didn’t
make a point of thanking him for all the little things he did for her. He had
never quite resigned to the fact that she earned more than him. She didn’t want
him to think she was unappreciative of the gift. Nor did she want to start a
fight after such a pleasant night.


“I didn’t
mean to upset you. Forget I said anything. Let’s just to go bed.”


Katelyn
flipped over and flopped her head down on her pillow.
Even as the words came out she knew how foolish they sounded. That was no way
to end a conversation. If the tables were turned she would never let her
husband just go to sleep.


Sure
enough, Steve reached over and flicked on the light on the nightstand.


“Kat,
what are you talking about? Are you upset I bought you some jewelry? Why the
heck didn’t you say something earlier?”


Katelyn
sighed. She pulled herself up and sat back against the headboard.


“No, of
course I'm not angry. I… I just need to tell you something.”


Steve sat
straight up. “What the hell is going on, Kat?” 


Katelyn
glanced over at her husband. She could see the apprehension on his face. “It’s
nothing—really. Just promise me you won’t get angry.”


“How
about you tell me what you want to tell me first, then I’ll decide if I want to
be angry or not.”


Katelyn
bit her lip. This was not the way to end such a wonderful evening. She
should’ve just let the entire thing go. Even if it meant staying awake all
night.


“Okay,
well, I’ll just come out and say it. I got approached while I was sitting at
the hotel bar waiting for my flight.”


“Approached
by whom?”


“By a
guy.”


“Oh.”


Katelyn
heard the instant change in Steve’s tone. She realized how terrible that just
sounded.


“Oh, no,
honey. It’s nothing like that—I just got hit on. That’s all.”


“Oh,
well, okay… then what exactly is the problem? You get hit on all the time.”


Katelyn hugged
her knees closer to her chest. It was true. Even when she and Steve were out at
a bar together he would often return from the men’s room to find some guy had
slid in and tried to chat her up. She knew it wasn’t
just that she was attractive. Yes, she could certainly turn heads in any room
she walked into if she so chose, but there were women who flaunted their beauty
much more than she did. She didn’t typically wear overly revealing dresses, or
try to call attention to herself with heavy makeup or large, dangling earrings.
For the most part she wore conservative business suits, and rarely so much as made eye contact with other men in the room. It
was her quiet sense of confidence that men found alluring.


Occasionally
she caught Steve taking a seat on the other side of the bar, watching her for a
little bit. He never seemed to mind. In fact, she thought he liked it—she
figured knowing he married a beautiful, successful woman that other men found
attractive made him even more secure in their relationship, which in turn made
her feel secure too.


Yet this
was different.


“Well,
you see, this guy…” Katelyn struggled to find the
words. Was she going to tell her husband that for the first time in her life she
just fantasized she was making love to a stranger—a real stranger? A stranger
she met earlier that afternoon, a stranger she allowed to buy her a drink, who
introduced her to a secret world she never knew
existed? A stranger whose charming good looks were still very fresh on her
mind?


Yes, of
course she was. This was ridiculous.


“Well, it
wasn’t so much that I got hit on… it was why I got hit on.”


“Kat, I’m
sure in that advanced brain of yours all of this is making perfect sense, but
it’s late, I’m tired, and I want to go to bed. Can you just tell me what you’re
getting at?”


Katelyn
slipped her leg back out from under the blanket and rested it across Steve’s
thighs.


Steve
sighed. “Why do you keep showing me your leg?”


Katelyn
ran her calf lightly up Steve’s body.


“Have you
heard the term ‘hotwife’?”


“As in,
‘I’m married to a hot wife, but she is starting to annoy the crap out of me
right now?’”


Katelyn
felt her stomach starting to turn. Her leg instantly retreated back under the
blanket.


Why was
she finding it so hard to tell her husband about her conversation with the
stranger? It was funny, really—some guy at a swinger convention mistook her for
a married woman looking for a guy, and bought her a drink thinking she might be
interested in sleeping with him. What’s the big deal? Just because the stranger
happened to be devilishly handsome, spoke with a slight southern drawl that she
found incredibly sexy, and she couldn’t get him out of her mind all
evening—even while she was making love to her husband, it still didn’t change
the fact that nothing had happened.


Except,
something had happened.


Katelyn
opened her mouth again, but the words stopped coming out. She turned her head
toward the muted faces on TV, now wishing she never brought it up. All she
wanted was to turn off the light and fall asleep in the comfort of her
husband’s arms. Anklet or no anklet, she was a happily married woman, with zero
interest in other men. End of story.


Yet, ever
since leaving the bar earlier in the evening, she discovered there just may be
a part of her that might possibly be interested in other men… perhaps, very
interested. 










~ Chapter 5 ~


The flight from the
conference in Atlanta back home was just under three hours. During that time
Katelyn ordered four mini airplane-sized glasses of wine, flipped through every
channel on the TV without watching a single show, and reread the same paragraph
no less than fifty times while staring at her in-flight magazine. Her mind kept
replaying the conversation with the stranger at the bar over and over until it
seemed as though she had memorized a short drama.


Act I.
Katelyn sits down to have an innocent drink in a mostly deserted hotel bar on a
Friday night. Act II. Katelyn is shocked to discover an attractive stranger
thinks she is a hotwife looking for an extramarital relationship. Act III.
Katelyn abandons all hope of ever returning to a normal life. Curtains.


While her
mind did a solid job of running the entire script over and over, the part that
she kept fixating on—the part she keep returning to again and again to try and
understand, was the part where the stranger ordered a second drink for himself
without asking if she also wanted another glass of wine. During this part of
the play her character’s reaction took her by surprise—mostly because it made
no sense. She felt hurt that the stranger didn’t want to buy her another drink
after finding out she wasn’t interested in him. It was silly, really. She was a
happily married woman and could well afford to buy herself any drink she wanted.
Surely she didn’t need some stranger to buy her a drink to boost her
confidence, or make her feel beautiful. Yet, for some reason beyond her grasp,
it stung that he dismissed her the moment she indicated she wasn’t looking to
meet anyone. She felt almost as though she wanted to find out what exactly
would have happened if she were there to meet a stranger… if she truly had been
a hotwife sitting at that bar.


Almost.


If there
was one thing Katelyn excelled at, it was her deep level of self-analysis. Call
it a gift or a burden, she could never escape the
constant need to dwell on her actions, sometimes to the point of
compulsiveness. It had certainly helped with her career—she had advanced to the
top executive in her company faster than pretty much anyone else in the history
of her firm by her constant attention to her work, and by thoroughly reviewing
every decision and every action she took. In her relationships with her friends
she was the same way, often replaying fights or disagreements to see where she had
made an error in judgment, or allowed emotion to take over. She felt it was one
of her finer qualities. Yet, there were times when this level of self-analysis
could be detrimental to her health. Especially when there was absolutely
nothing else to do for three hours during a flight home from a week-long
business trip where the only exciting moment occurred right before she left the
hotel for the airport.


“No. I
mean—you’re beautiful, of course. Don’t get me wrong.” The nameless stranger
had said in his slight drawl—the second time he had called her beautiful.


“So,
you’re saying any woman who wears an anklet to this convention is looking for a
specific arrangement with another man?” she had so boldly asked.


His
explanation only brought more questions.


“…how can
the husband be part of the arrangement when there’s no other woman for him?
What does he get out of it?”


“He gets
to watch his wife with another man. Or maybe join in.”


The more
she thought about it, the more Katelyn felt guilty for having such a discussion
without her husband present. She was blatantly talking about sex, and married
women who partook in sexual acts outside of their marriages. It was definitely
not something she should be talking about with a complete stranger. Yet, she
reasoned she only did so with the same detached, clinical approach to gathering
data that she often used in working with her clients. Where was the harm,
really? She never allowed emotion to come into play when making business
decisions, and she certainly wasn’t going to allow emotion to take over during
a casual meeting at a bar.


Or had
she?


The
tingle that shot through her body when the stranger reached out and touched her
arm suggested otherwise.


Even now,
thirty-five thousand feet in the air, Katelyn could still feel the goosebumps
on her arm from where the stranger had touched her. Other men had touched her
arm. Plenty of men. Occasional bumps in a conference room. Casual strangers in
a crowded elevator. Waiting in line at the bank. Tons of arm touches. Except this
touch was different.


Very
different.


She felt
a masculine force, unlike anything she had ever known. A firm, demanding force
that stopped her dead in her tracks.


Maybe she
was overthinking it, as usual. She had been out of the game for so long. She
couldn’t even remember the last time she danced with another guy other than her
husband. Maybe any strange man’s touch would send a similar shiver through her
body and down her spine, titillating her core so deeply that she’d still be
thinking about it some hour and twenty minutes into her flight home.


Maybe.
But she didn’t think so.


~


About
halfway through her flight Katelyn got up from her seat to use the restroom.
She locked the door and stared at her reflection in the mirror as the little
light in the tiny airplane bathroom came on. She was surprised to see a twinkle
in her eyes staring back at her. Generally after such a long week she had to
work to cover up the bags under her eyes. She certainly didn’t look in the
least bit tired now. Her cheeks were flushed, her blue eyes wide and sparkling.


A slight
bump shook the plane and Katelyn grabbed onto the sink to steady herself. A
slight rush of adrenaline coursed through her. She didn’t mind flying at all,
and the occasional bump of turbulence always made her feel alive. Down on the
ground everything was so predictable. In the sky the possibilities seemed
endless. She closed her eyes and imagined she was back at the bar in the hotel
lobby. She replayed the scene from earlier when the stranger slipped in beside her, calling over the bartender to get her a drink.
She took a deep breath, and tried to remember the exact smell of his cologne.
She inhaled softly, imagine a seductive, musky scent
filling her nostrils.


Decidedly
masculine. Decidedly delicious.


Katelyn
slipped one hand down the front of her blouse and ran her fingers across the
top of her chest, just below her neck. She imagined that her hand was that of
the sexy stranger. The same hand that sent a bolt of electricity shooting
through her when the stranger touched her arm. She moved her hand lower toward
her breasts. Maybe he was behind her, his arm hooked over her shoulder…
tentatively seeing how far she would let his hand travel before reaching up to
stop him. She moved her hand lower still, grazing her fingers over the already
hardened nipple of her left breast, then the right one. She continued over the
full swell of her breasts, moving her hand down her stomach before slipping it
inside the top of her skirt.


Masturbating
was not something Katelyn did regularly. On those nights when she had trouble
sleeping, or if she found herself in a particularly uncomfortable hotel
bed and was missing her husband she sometimes pulled out a tiny lipstick
vibrator she kept in her purse and let it play slowly over her clit, idly
fingering herself until she climaxed. Generally she had no problem getting
herself off, and sometimes surprised herself by the strength of her
self-induced orgasms. Yet she preferred to save herself for actually having sex
with her husband, or letting him use a vibrator on her.


With her
eyes still closed, Katelyn unfastened the top of her skirt and slipped her hand
inside her panties. She wasn’t surprised to discover she was already wet.
Somewhere, she was aware that there might be a line waiting outside the
airplane restroom, but after four glasses of wine she found that she didn’t
care. She let out a quiet moan as her fingers found her clit. She knew she
could probably scream as loud as she liked and no one would hear her above the
roar of the jet engines. That turned her on even more.


The plane
hit another tiny patch of rough air, forcing Katelyn back against the wall. She
arched her back, imaging her body pressed against the hard body of the
mysterious stranger. She extended her middle finger and began moving it in
tight little circles, working her pleasure spot. She touched herself faster,
stroking her wetness—imagining it wasn’t her soft hand with the pink manicured
fingers that was rubbing against her clit underneath her skirt in the airplane
restroom, but the strong, steady hand of the mysterious stranger who mistook
her for a hotwife. The stranger who appeared so infatuated with her.


“…the
least I can do is to buy a woman as beautiful as you a drink…”


She
imagined his hot breath on the back of her neck, the teasing scent of his
whisky filling her nostrils. His beard felt slightly rough against her skin.
She struggled to stand up straight as she imagined one of his hands cupping her
breast while his other hand moved brusquely over her clit, faster and faster.
Her body was instantly drenched in sweat. She bit her lip as she felt a tiny
wave of an orgasm starting to build inside her. She couldn’t remember the last
time she attempted to come using just her fingers, but didn’t think it was
going to be much of a problem.


It
wasn’t.


A minute
later Katelyn felt that small wave grow larger and larger, then explode in a
tiny ball of white heat that left her gasping for air. She didn’t even realize
she had been holding her breath. She quickly removed her hand from inside her
skirt then cleaned up and took one final glance in the mirror. The flush on her
cheeks was still there, as was the gleam in her eyes. Technically, she had just
joined the mile-high club. Well, there’s always a first for everything, she thought.


She peed
quickly then washed her hands. On the way back to her seat she brushed past an
older woman who gave her a suspicious look. She smiled inside, reveling in the
feeling of having done something deliciously naughty. Something she never
considered doing before. As she retook her seat and strapped on her seatbelt
she found she enjoyed the idea that she had been so turned on by an encounter
with a stranger that she had to masturbate in the middle of her flight home.


No, that
wasn’t entirely true… she loved the idea. 










~ Chapter 6 ~


Katelyn stared up at the
ceiling fan in the darkness of the bedroom, trying to make sense of the
thoughts flying through her head at light speed. Next to her she could hear her
husband snoring peacefully, oblivious to the inner turmoil that was taking
place inside her hyperactive mind. She twisted and turned, fluffed and
re-fluffed the pillows. It was no use. Sleep was not coming anytime soon.


Katelyn
had ended her conversation with Steve with a quick kiss, apologizing for
keeping him up. He was right about what happened at the bar—there was nothing
to worry about. Guys hit on her all the time. Her heart rate slowly returned to
normal as Steve wrapped his arm around her and turned off the light. A second
later he was out cold. That was one of the many reasons she loved her husband
so much. He was always so sure about their relationship… it gave her
immeasurable comfort. He never even bothered to ask her why she brought up the
anklet. She figured he just assumed she needed to process something on her own
in that crazy head of hers.


Katelyn
wasn’t so sure she would let Steve off the hook so easily had the tables been
turned, and he ever mentioned a strange woman bought him a drink right before
they went to bed. She would need to know every detail. What did the woman look
like? Was she prettier than her? Was he wearing his wedding band? No, she
definitely wouldn’t let it go with a simple goodnight kiss.


Katelyn
closed her eyes and started counting backwards from one hundred. She had told
Steve everything that had happened. Her conscience was clear. So what was the
problem? Why was she so worked up? She got to about seventy then her eyes flew
open. It was no use.


Katelyn
slipped out from under Steve’s arm then padded out to the kitchen to get a
glass of water. She filled the glass with ice then pressed against her cheeks
and top of her chest. The condensation from the cool glass felt soothing
against her skin. Without turning on the lights she stepped into the living
room and stared out their bay window at the darkened neighborhood streets.
Across the way she could see several large homes much like theirs, with
beautiful cars in the driveway, and perfectly landscaped lawns. A suburban paradise.
Katelyn wrapped her arms around herself and closed her eyes, surprised to find
the claustrophobic feeling that crept into her whenever she spent too much time
at home was already pushing at the fringes of her mind. She had never admitted
it to Steve, but it was one of the reasons why she traveled so much. The idea
of being stuck in one place for the rest of her life set her soul on edge. She
wondered if this idea was seeping into other aspects of her perfectly
comfortable life.


With her
eyes still closed Katelyn idly ran her hand across the top of her chest, then
down over her baby doll t-shirt. It wasn’t that she would ever consider doing
anything outside of her marriage, or doing anything at all. She had accepted
the drink from a stranger, then asked a few questions
about a lifestyle she knew nothing about. She found the conversation
intriguing—just intriguing enough to get a little worked up that she decided to
pleasure herself on the plane ride home. Something she figured guys did all the
time. She hadn’t done a damn thing wrong… so why did she feel so guilty?


Katelyn
absently let her fingers continue trailing down her body, hovering just above
her waist. She was wearing a skimpy pair of cotton shorts under her t-shirt,
nothing else. She heard the air conditioner kick on as she played with the
elastic on her shorts, allowing a little cool air to play over her pubic area.
The air rushing over her exposed skin felt titillating. She could almost feel
the tiny hairs on her upper thighs standing up, dancing in the light breeze.
Katelyn let her fingers trail a little closer to her soft mound between her
legs. She closed her eyes. Her fingers crept a little
lower, then a little lower still. The lower they got, the more the
claustrophobic feeling went away.


~


“Those
were my colleagues from my west coast office, letting me know that the traffic
to the airport is heavy.”


“Yes, of
course.”


“I’m
going to tell them I’m leaving now, so they won’t worry. It would be impolite
to make them worry.”


“That
sounds good.”


“Or, I
could tell them I’m going to have one more drink… if you like?”


“Whichever
you prefer.”


“Would
you like me to tell them that? I’m going to stay and have one more drink… that
is?”


The
question hung in the thick, humid air as Katelyn stared at the tall southern
stranger. He reached over and slid her phone from her hand. He typed something
then handed the phone back to her. She read the text, and immediately felt her
insides turn to jello.


“I don’t
think that was what they were expecting.”


“Is it
what you were expecting?”


“I… I’m
not sure.”


“But it’s
what you were hoping when you took a seat at this bar, right?”


Katelyn
reread the text he had sent her colleagues.


I’ve
decided to stay an extra night. Speak to you Monday.


She
gulped. Yes. It was what she was hoping.


That
morning she had carefully selected her business suit with the short, revealing
skirt knowing that as soon as her meetings were over she would proceed
immediately to the hotel bar. Her entire body had shivered with anticipation
when she clasped the anklet around her leg and slipped on her high heels. She
was a hotwife. She was a married woman with a loving husband who allowed her to
pick up complete strangers and have sex with them. She had her husband’s
complete permission to meet any man she liked, providing she called him and
told him every detail.


“Yes… it
is… what I was hoping…”


~


Katelyn
found her way back to the bedroom and slipped back between the sheets, careful
not to wake Steve sleeping next to her. Her fingers immediately returned to her
wet folds and circled over her clit. She bit down on her lip to keep any moans
from escaping her mouth as she pressed her hips down into the soft mattress of
their bed. She extended her shapely legs beneath the light cotton sheets,
spreading her thighs apart. Suddenly she felt the room grow unbearably hot… so
unbearably hot and humid… as hot as it had been in Atlanta. Her body was
dripping wet. She raised her t-shirt over her breasts and squeezed them
together then kicked the sheets to the foot of the bed. She struggled to keep
her breathing steady, trying not to make any sudden movements. She stole a
glance at her husband in the dark. She needed to make certain he remained right
where he was. Because right now, in the middle of their bedroom with her
fingers playing over her inner folds, she imagined that warm, silent body next
to her in the dark didn’t belong to her husband, but the stranger she met just
a few hours ago in the hotel bar.


“Care to
continue this conversation in my room? I have a great view of the convention
center parking lot.”


“My, my.
You sure know how to charm a girl.”


“Well, I
could lie and invite you to my penthouse suite, but this is Atlanta, not Vegas.
Besides… I don’t think we’ll be spending much time worrying about the view.”


Katelyn
felt her insides electrified by his words. “Are you always this forward?”


“Only
when I know exactly what I want.”


“Oh,
really? And what is that?”


“You.”


Katelyn
gulped.


“I’ve
wanted you since the moment I saw you walk into this bar. I want to take you up
to my room, strip you completely naked, and fuck you in ways you can’t even
imagine.”


Katelyn
felt her lip quivering. “But… my husband…”


She felt
the stranger’s hand on hers. “He’s okay with this, remember?”


His hand
slowly trailed up her arm, across her shoulder, down her neck, stopping just
above the edge of her blouse. He fingered the necklace she was wearing, an
anniversary gift from her husband. Her skin was on fire. She did remember. She
remembered texting her husband the moment she saw the stranger approaching,
then again after he bought her a drink. And again when she decided to stay and
have another drink. And another. And then one more.


She had
been texting her husband every few minutes.


“This is
what hotwives do,” the stranger explained, encouraging her to share her
experience with her husband. “He’ll love it.”


“I’m not
so sure…”


“Go on.
Try it. Tell him I’m touching you right now.”


He has
his hand on my arm.


She sent
the text.


“Tell him
how it’s making you feel.”


I want
him to touch more of me… all of me.


“Tell him
you are considering going up to my hotel room after you finish this drink.”


Katelyn
paused, her fingers hovering inches above her phone.


“I… I
can’t do that. I’m married. He’ll never let me take it that far.”


“Tell
him.”


I think
we’re done drinking. He wants me to go up to his room. What do you think?


Katelyn
stared at her phone in her hand, her heart nearly exploding out of her chest.
She struggled to catch her breath as the hot, heavy southern air threatened to
crush her. She dared a glance into the stranger’s eyes. Yes, she wanted to go
to his room. She wanted to go to his room more than she had ever wanted
anything in her life.


~


Katelyn
felt the brawny chest of the stranger against her naked body in the dark. If
she were to reach her arm out she could run her fingers through his neatly
trimmed chest hair. She could drag her nails down the length of his torso,
running her hands over his washboard stomach. Of course she had no idea what he
might look like under his collared shirt and blazer, but she had seen enough
pictures of Matthew McConaughey with his shirt off in magazines to put together
a fairly accurate depiction of what her stranger might look like naked.


He would
look delicious.


Katelyn
felt her breathing coming in short, erratic gasps as she pictured the sweaty
torso of the stranger moving against her. She was shocked she could be this
turned on. She had made love to her husband twice this evening and had a
powerful orgasm each time, not to mention her naughty little self-pleasuring
session in the airplane bathroom. Four times in one day? What has gotten into
you dear, she heard a distant part of herself asking.


She
ignored the answer.


Katelyn
moaned in the dark as she arched her back and lightly pinched her nipples. Next
to her, Steve gave a slight grunt, but didn’t stir. She tentatively reached out
and placed her hand on his upper thigh. She gripped his leg as her fingers
flicked over her clit. Carefully, slowly, she reached over and raised her husband’s
arm, then moved it over so his hand was resting on her thigh. The touch of his
hand on her leg sent an immediate shockwave surging through her body… the same
exquisite sensation as when the stranger placed his hand on her arm at the bar.
An excited force pulsated through her, taking her body hostage, driving her
wild.


There was
a stranger in her bed.


Katelyn
gave into the sensation of someone new placing his hand on her body… of being
touched in a different way. She reveled in the slightly rougher touch of the
stranger compared to the gentle hands of her loving husband. She imagined his
hand gripping her thigh, then slowly, ever so slowly, working its way up the
inside of her leg… his hand moving inside her shorts, reaching up and cupping
her mound, rubbing her in a desperate manner. She felt a slow, agonizing finger
being dragged over the length of her inner folds, flicking over her clit before
returning to the entrance to her womanhood. She could feel him stroking her,
teasing her, his fingers slick with her own wetness.


Suddenly,
she gasped. His fingers were inside her.


Katelyn
bit down hard on her lip as her own fingers slid in an out of her with reckless
fury. Her body was completely drenched in sweat. She felt as though a fire were
consuming her from the inside out. She reached out in the dark and gripped the
stranger’s arm. His skin was searing hot to the touch. She couldn’t take it. He
was going to make her come. His hand was moving in and out of her, faster and
faster, fucking her with the same hand that grabbed her arm in the bar and sent
a bolt of lightning down her spine with nothing but his touch.


She
didn’t need anything else. Couldn’t take anything else.


Just his
fingers, thrusting inside of her. Hard. Spreading her open. His hand was
completely covered in her juices. Fucking her, deeper and deeper.


Faster.


Katelyn
felt like she had never been this turned on in her life. She dug her nails into
her husband’s thigh as she gasped for breath in the dark, her hips thrashing
from side to side in their bed. Miraculously he remained comatose. Then,
suddenly, the hand that had been fucking her stopped. She gasped as she felt
her shorts ripped down length of her thighs, down over her calves and ankles.
She struggled against the masculine force pinning her against the mattress, but
it was no use. She surrendered to its power. Her naked body was fully exposed,
completely vulnerable in the darkness of the room. She gave up the struggle and
spread her legs wide, opening herself. Her sopping wet pussy was hungry with
anticipation.


Her
nipples pushed through the sheer cotton of her t-shirt, beckoning to be
pinched, to be sucked into the hot wet mouth of the stranger, to be ravished by
his swirling tongue. She licked her lips, her mouth yearning to be devoured by the
heated force surrounding her, the force that threatened to consume her very
being.


Her
entire body was bathed in sweat, her juices gushing like a river.


She was
ready for the stranger in her bed to thrust into her, to force his cock deep
inside her and have his complete and utter way with her. 










~ Chapter 7 ~


“Morning babe.”


“Morning
yourself.”


“Sleep
all right?”


“You know
I did.”


“Two
times in one night… been a while since we did that, huh?”


Katelyn nodded.
Technically, it was four or five in one night for her if she counted the
airplane bathroom, what happened in the bed after Steve fell asleep, and what
she thought might’ve been an orgasm in one of her dreams. But her husband
didn’t need to know everything.


“So Kat,
I was thinking today might be a good day to hit the mall. I need to get some
new shirts, and if I had to wager a guess, I’d bet there’s a sale somewhere
that my wife needs to attend.”


“Okay,
well, twist my arm,” Katelyn laughed. “I’m in.”


Katelyn
and Steve grabbed a quick breakfast at their favorite café, then
spent the day making their way from store to store at the local mall. Steve’s
shirt purchases were done in ten minutes, as they always were, and they easily
transitioned into the next four hours of searching for a new pair of shoes for
Katelyn, and several new dresses for her next business trip. Katelyn surprised
herself by trying on several dresses with much lower necklines than she
typically wore, and briefly wondered how much her conversation in Atlanta was a
factor in her choice of more revealing clothes. Steve seemed pleased by her
selections, even going so far as to suggest a new purse to go with one of her
dresses.


As the
bags on her arms began to pile up, it crossed Katelyn’s minds several times
that afternoon how lucky she was to have such a great husband, and how she
wanted to make a new commitment to focus on their sex life. Last night had been
wonderful, and the effect it was having on their day was obvious. Not only had
Steve not balked at a single price tag on her purchases, he appeared genuinely
enthused to spend the afternoon watching her try on clothes. It had been a
while since he had shown any interest in what she wore.


Katelyn
thought her husband might’ve been angry with her for admitting she accepted a
drink from another guy while on her business trip, yet, so far he hadn’t
mentioned a word about what she told him. She assumed he trusted her, and that she told him everything he needed to know—and
she had. There was nothing in the world she would ever do to risk the
relationship they shared. She was certain of that.


Yes, she
was as happy as the day they met… perhaps even more so. They had reached a
level of complete confidence in their relationship. No matter what happened,
she knew they would always support one another… which was incredibly important.
Because as Katelyn had been trying on dress after dress and modeling them for
her husband that afternoon, a tiny idea had begun to form in the back of her
mind. An idea that she had never once given a moment’s thought to before
meeting the mysterious stranger the previous night in Atlanta.


It was a
small, silly idea… certainly not something she would ever consider doing for
real.


No, not
for real. Just a fantasy. Something to think about late at night, alone in the
dark, with a gentle breeze blowing over her skin, her fingers trailing across
her body… imaging how such a thing might play out in real life.


~


Earlier
that morning Katelyn snuck online while Steve was in the shower. Never one to
take things at face value, she decided to conduct a little research about what
the stranger in Atlanta had told her about the swinging lifestyle, and being a
hotwife. After a quick search, it seemed he had been telling the truth. Previously
unknown to her there existed a whole world of married women with husbands who
supported them having sex with other men. More than supported… encouraged it,
or so it seemed. The term hotwife was a real thing. And so was the story the
stranger told Katelyn about her anklet. Women really did wear them as a means
to let other men know they were interested in pursuing an intimate
relationship.


It was
all real… and Katelyn found it fascinating.


Katelyn had
never considered the idea that married couples would ever do such things. She
knew beyond the shadow of a doubt not a single one of her friends would ever
discuss the idea of going to a swinger convention, or meeting someone outside
of their marriage—even those friends whose husbands were cheating on them,
which she found ironic. It just wasn’t an option. Marriage was a commitment to
one person for the rest of your life. Sex outside of marriage was the ultimate
sin. While Katelyn and Steve did not subscribe to religion and she didn’t
believe in the idea of sins as a means of judging one’s actions in life, she
did, however share the view that marriage means having sex with just one
person. She took the vows she made on their wedding day seriously. They had
never discussed the idea of swinging, or bringing anyone into their
relationship. Even those times they went weeks without making love, Katelyn
never once considered sex outside of their marriage as a possible solution for
the lack of sex in her marriage. A vacation, or a new job, perhaps… but not a
new person.


Even now,
Katelyn didn’t think she could picture her husband having sex with another
woman, or both of them having sex with another couple. The idea of having sex
with anyone other than her husband didn’t sound at all appealing… that is,
right up until the night before in Atlanta. Katelyn had never considered that
by merely considering doing something outside of her marriage it would make her
want to ravish her husband in filthy ways, or drop to her knees to pleasure him
the moment they got in the house. Yet, there was no denying that’s exactly what
her encounter with the stranger the previous night made her want to do. And she
loved it.


As the
afternoon wore on, Katelyn’s mind continued to grind its gears, determined to
discover what it was about this particular stranger that had her so wound up
that she did something so insanely bold she had never done in her life, which
was to pleasure herself in an airplane bathroom. Then, on top of that to make love
to her husband the minute they got home… and a second time following that. How
was it that a chance encounter with a stranger could have her normally careful,
methodic little mind literally spinning in a tailspin?


Katelyn
considered the times in the past where guys had bought her a drink at a
conference, or at a holiday party. Some were married, some were single. Some
were quite good-looking—better looking even than her Matthew McConaughey
lookalike. None had any effect on her, aside from enjoying the confidence boost
that comes with being considered attractive by a member of the opposite sex. It
didn’t make any sense.


The
answer finally came inside a dressing room as Katelyn slipped off her jeans to
try on a short little skirt. As Steve waited outside she looked down at her
herself in the mirror, wondering why on earth she even picked the skirt off the
rack as there was no way in hell she’d show that much leg in public, when a
tiny reflection caught her eye. She glanced down at the thin gold chain around
her ankle, and suddenly realized the truth.


She knew
exactly what had driven her so wild: the anklet.


~


Try as
she did the remainder of the afternoon and in the days and weeks to come, she
couldn’t explain it. There was no logical explanation. It was just a piece of
jewelry her husband bought her while they were on their last vacation in Costa
Rica. A tiny adornment for her ankle, worn by nearly every other woman in the
resort village where they stayed. Of course, back home it wasn’t as common an
item to wear, but it still wasn’t something that would stand out in a crowded
room like a fur hat, or a mink stole.


It was
just a foolish anklet.


Except,
after learning what it meant, it no longer felt foolish to Katelyn. Not at all.


As
Katelyn and Steve enjoyed late-afternoon margaritas at a local Mexican
restaurant after their shopping was completed, her thoughts kept returning to
how different the sex between her and Steve felt last night… how excited she
was sucking her husband’s cock, kneeling down in front of him on the kitchen
floor. She couldn’t remember the last time she had been that turned on
pleasuring her husband. She felt a youthful energy inside of her that she
hadn’t felt in years. Katelyn sipped her margarita and tried to focus on
Steve’s recap of his basketball league game that week as the term hotwife kept
running through her head. She wanted to know just what it would feel like to be
an actual hotwife… to be the kind of woman who was allowed to meet other men,
while her husband encouraged her.


Whether
it was simply because another man had found her attractive and hit on her and
introduced her to all these wild stories, or there was more to it than that,
Katelyn wasn’t yet certain. All she knew was that for the first time in years
she was looking forward to another round of making love with her husband that
night… during which she hoped she might be able to introduce the ideas that
were taking shape in her head. Idea she very much hoped her husband would be
open to exploring… very much hoped indeed.










~ Chapter 8 ~


Later that night Katelyn
and Steve snuggled next to each other on the couch, watching a classic Jim
Carey comedy. A bottle of wine was open on the coffee table between them.
Katelyn kept one eye on Steve’s glass, refilling it every time he wasn’t
looking. He’d already had several glasses of wine at dinner, on top of their
afternoon margaritas. More than enough to loosen him up, she felt.


Katelyn
stretched her long legs out on the couch and raised one of them in the air,
just as she had done the previous night in their bed. She made a slow circle
with her ankle… tiny little orbits in front of the flickering TV screen. She
didn’t have to wait long for Steve to shift his gaze over in her direction.


“Kat, you
really need to stop that. If you keep doing that sexy little leg twirl of yours we’ll never make it out of the bedroom this
weekend.”


“Would
that be a bad thing?”


“Well,
no. But don’t you want to see the end of the movie?”


The movie
was the very last thing on Katelyn’s mind. She had barely watched a minute of
it. But she nodded. The only thing running through her mind was the many ways
the conversation with her husband she had been imagining all afternoon could
play out. She had arrived at three distinct possibilities: 1) Steve would laugh
and call her crazy, and that would be the end of the discussion. 2) He would be
angry, and that would be the end of the discussion. 3) He would be interested
in hearing a lot more.


Katelyn took
a deep breath, praying that option number three was in the cards this evening.


“So, my
darling husband, you never asked me much about my conference this week?” She
reached out and rested her hand on top of Steve’s arm, trying to ease her way
into the conversation she wished to have.


“Oh, I
thought you told me everything already?”


“Well, I
told you some of it… but you always ask me for more details when I get home.”


Steve
casually reached for his wine. “Well, it sounded like there wasn’t much more to
tell. The new west coast team sounds like they did a great job,
and you said you killed the social media presentation. The new office is
definitely lucky they’ve got you in their corner, or they would be missing out
on a lot of market share with the clients you’re bringing on board for them.”


Katelyn
frowned. Another thing she loved about her husband was that he actually
listened when she told him things. She was the first to admit she could rarely
recall any details when Steve talked about his work. While she appreciated his
attentiveness, her new marketing team was the last thing she wished to discuss
right now.


“Yes…
that’s true. I think the new office is going to work out really well, actually.
Although it might mean even more business trips for me…”


“Ah,
well, you know I’ll miss you. But if they need you it’s important that you go.”


Damn it.
He was not taking the bait. Katelyn took a healthy swallow of her wine, and
tried a different approach.


“You know
I love you, right?”


He
chuckled. “You’d better. Otherwise I’ve been wasting far too much of my time
going shopping with you.” He wrapped his arm around her and drew her tighter to
him in a bear hug.


“And you
know there is nothing I would ever keep from you, right?”


Katelyn
felt his arms slowly withdraw. Now she knew she had his attention.


“No… of
course not. And I wouldn’t keep anything from you.”


“Not even
if it was something I might not want to hear?”


Steve
reached for the remote and lowered the volume on the TV.


“Katelyn,
what are you talking about? Does this have something to do with that guy from
the bar you were telling me about last night? Did something happen that you
aren’t telling me?”


She
glanced at Steve’s face and saw how flushed it had become. She noticed his hand
was shaking. She quickly reached out and placed her hand on his arm.


“Oh, no
sweetie… I told you—we barely talked for a few minutes.”


“Are you
sure? Because you’ve been acting a little strange today.”


“Nothing
happened at all, I promise.” She threw her arms around him in a big hug. “You
do believe me, right?”


“Yes, of
course I believe you, but why do you keep bringing it up?”


Katelyn
uncoiled her arms and started rubbing her hand over Steve’s chest. She could
feel how fast his heart was beating. Suddenly she felt horrible. This was a stupid
idea. Nothing good could come of it.


“Because
I wish something did happen,” is what she so desperately wished she could say.
“Because I fantasized about having sex with another man, and it turned me on so
incredibly much that I masturbated on the flight home, and in our bed after you
fell asleep… it’s all I’ve been able to think about all day.”


Yet, she
couldn’t do that. She would never do or say anything to hurt the man she loved.
Instead, Katelyn nuzzled up to Steve’s neck and kissed it tenderly. “I’m sorry.
I didn’t mean to upset you. Can you ever forgive me?” 


She felt
him immediately relax.


“Well, I
suppose. I just thought we were done discussing it. You know I don’t care if
guys hit on you.”


Katelyn placed
several more kisses on Steve’s neck, letting her fingers trail along the inside
of his shirt. His skin felt warm to the touch. She was instantly aroused.


“Yes, my
love… we are done discussing it. I just wanted to make sure you knew I would
never keep anything from you.”


“That’s
good.” Steve shifted so he could see the TV above her head.


Katelyn
slowly ran her fingers down the front of Steve’s torso, then
grazed them across the top of his pants.


“What are
you doing?”


Katelyn
didn’t answer. She slowly unzipped Steve’s jeans and slid her hand inside his
pants. Maybe she couldn’t tell him exactly what she wanted to say, but she
could certainly show him… there was no harm in that.


“Kat,
seriously,” Steve laughed. “What are you doing? Aren’t you satisfied from last
night?”


Katelyn
ignored her husband and gave his cock a firm squeeze. She found the sensitive
tip and rubbed it through his boxers.


“Kat,
come on. Let’s watch the rest of the movie.”


Despite
his modest protests, Katelyn could feel her husband respond to her touch. She
lowered her head down to his crotch, and slipped his hardening cock out from
between his zipper. She pushed his boxers down and stuck the tip of his cock in
her mouth. He let out a soft moan.


“My God,
Kat. What’s gotten into you? I can’t remember the last time you were this
horny.”


Finally.
Katelyn knew she had her husband right where she wanted him. She slowly
released his cock from her mouth and gazed up at Steve’s face with her
twinkling blue eyes.


“You like
this?”


He
nodded.


“You want
more of this?”


He nodded
again.


“How
badly?”


~


Katelyn
wore many roles in her job. She managed employees. She was a liaison with large
multi-million dollar clients. She handled presentations. She ran seminars. She
even knew how to relate to the technical programmers who made her company’s
products work, a rare talent for executives. Yet, when it came to her
relationship at home, she only played one role: peacemaker. She spent so
much time away from home that whenever she got into a disagreement with Steve
she did her best to change the subject as quickly as possible. She never wanted
to upset him because she felt a perpetual guilt for always choosing her work
over him.


As
Steve’s protests to her advances grew meeker and meeker, Katelyn realized that
she could easily use her sexual power to tease her husband, and torment him
with the ideas that were percolating in her head. She could literally have him
wrapped around her finger, begging her to touch him, begging her to stroke his
cock, to give him every ounce of pleasure that she was capable of providing,
until he was powerless to refuse her suggestions. Yet, in the end, she couldn’t
bring herself to make him do her bidding without knowing how he would react…
without knowing if he would be devastated if he uncovered the terrible thoughts
running through her head.


Instead,
she used him for her own pleasure.


Katelyn
took hold of Steve’s hand and led him down the hall. When they reached the
bedroom she told him to strip out of his clothes while she changed into
something a little more comfortable. A moment later she emerged from the
bathroom in a new black negligee that she had snuck into her bundle of
purchases at the mall while Steve wasn’t looking. The negligee had a slit down
each side and a lace bodice across the top, encasing her breasts with a tiny
ribbon that was tied in a little bow, making her look like a present waiting to
be opened.


Below the
negligee she was wearing her anklet, and nothing else.


“Wow,”
was about all Steve could manage before she pounced on him.


Katelyn
reached over and flicked off the lights. She wrapped her body around the dark
shape of the man in front of her as they fell back into the bed. She felt his
warm lips immediately find her hard nipples protruding through the sheer fabric
of the negligee. She pulled the straps down off of her shoulders to give him
easier access.


“Pinch
them,” she whispered.


In the
dark she felt Steve’s hands reach up and gently pinch her exposed nipples.


“Harder!”


It wasn’t
enough. Katelyn’s nipples were incredibly sensitive, and after years of
learning one another’s bodies Steve always took the time to arouse her fully
before applying even the lightest of pressure to her nipples. Tonight she
craved a much harder touch… she craved the touch of a stranger. She reached
down and placed her hands on her husband’s bare chest in front of her and found
his nipple between his light chest hair. She pinched
down hard and twisted his tiny nub between her fingers. He immediately flinched
back.


“Like
that.”


Steve
hesitated for a moment, then she felt his hand return
to her breasts. This time his pinch was much firmer. She felt the blood rushing
to her areolas.


“Oh God,
yes! Again!”


Again he
pinched her.


“Harder!”


He
responded by taking both her nipples between his fingers at once and tugging
them forcefully with his tight grasp. She called out in the dark and grabbed
onto the back of his head, pushing her swollen breasts into his hot, waiting
mouth. She arched her back as his wet tongue roamed her skin, soothing her
swollen nipples with his swirling licks, sending shockwaves of pleasure through
her body. Suddenly, she couldn’t wait any longer. She had to feel him inside
her.


Katelyn
reached down in the dark for the stiff cock beneath her and guided it towards
her wet entrance. She pulled the bottom of her negligee up over her hips then
in one motion pushed herself down on top of the rigid
shaft, taking the full length inside her aching pussy. She screamed out with
pleasure. She raised her hips up, then thrust all the way back down as she
screamed out in the darkness over and over again.


She was
no longer making love to her husband. She was fucking a complete stranger.


Over and
over again she fucked him, commanding him to drive his cock into her harder and
harder. Somewhere in the middle of their torrid encounter Katelyn was aware she
had replaced the image of her husband in their bed with the hot, sweaty body of
the southern stranger. Yet, unlike the previous night, the image didn’t fade.
It only grew more real, and remained in her mind as she clutched her arms
around her husband’s body in the dark, begging him to fuck her deeper still.
Begging him to thrust his cock into her even harder… to ravish her body
completely and fully. She lost complete control of her senses, bucking her hips
wildly against the masculine force beneath her, not knowing or caring who was
impaling her with his cock, screaming out as the strange cock entered her again
and again, threatening to split her open. The image of the stranger remained
painted on the backs of her closed eyelids as her juices gushed from her
soaking wet entrance, every part of her body begging to be taken… willing her
lover to explode deep inside of her so she could feel his hot seed. She wanted
the stranger to fuck her endlessly, harder than she had ever been fucked in her
life. She allowed every part of herself to give in to the feeling of sheer
desire, the likes of which she had never known… and it frightened her to her
core.


~


Later
than night Katelyn stared up at the bedroom ceiling in the dark, exhausted
after untold hours of lovemaking, if that’s what it could be called. She didn’t
believe it possible, but tonight with her husband had been even hotter than the
previous night. Except for one small, troubling detail… nothing worked out the
way she had planned.


After
their final shared earth-shattering climax Katelyn collapsed on top of Steve,
unable to move. In the dark she could hear their hearts pounding together as
one. Slowly, her breath returned to her. She rolled off of him and reached out
in the dark and ran her hands across his chest. She opened her mouth to finish
what she started to say in the living room, before she ended up tearing his
clothes off and dragging him to the bedroom. Again she wanted to tell him what
had been on her mind while they were sharing their afternoon margaritas, and
what she had been thinking about all day. She wanted to tell him that her
encounter with the stranger the previous night turned her on in ways she had no
idea were even possible. She wanted to explain that while absolutely nothing
had happened, a small part of her secretly wished it did.


Beyond
that, she wanted to reveal to her husband what had been consuming her all
afternoon… the idea that she kept in the back of her mind as they fucked over
and over again in the dark. She wanted to tell him that she wanted to somehow
experience what it might like to be a hotwife…. to experience what it would be
like to pick up a real stranger in a bar.


Yet, when
she opened her mouth to speak, nothing but air escaped her lips.


Next to
her Katelyn could her husband’s breathing growing heavier by the second. Her
mind kicked into overdrive, weighing the pros and cons of telling him what was
going on in her mind before it was too late and he drifted off to sleep. The
result was inevitable. Nothing good could come of this.


No, the
more she thought about it as she stared up in the dark, the more she realized
that if the tables were turned, and Steve came home from a business trip
suddenly wanting her more than he had in months, she would be incredibly hurt,
and might never forgive him. She would never believe that he had simply been
turned on by someone else, yet still wanted her and only her. She would think
he was unhappy in their relationship.


“These
urges will pass,” she told herself as she slowly pushed herself up and looked
over at her husband in the dark. There was no need to ruin such an amazing
weekend—one of the first ones they had been able to spend together in months.


“These
urges will definitely pass,” she repeated to herself as she leaned over and
gave Steve a soft kiss goodnight, and said nothing.


Katelyn
rested her head back on her pillow then pulled the covers over her body and
closed her eyes. Exhausted as she was, she knew she would not be rewarded with
the comfort of sleep for a long time. She let out a long, steady breath, doing
her best to ignore the tingling sensation coming from under the covers, where
far down her leg a tiny gold band had lit a tiny circle of fire across the
delicate skin surrounding her ankle. A fire that refused to be ignored.











~ Chapter 9 ~


The next few weeks passed
quickly. Katelyn busied herself with endless conference calls with the west
coast office, getting them ramped up on the new programs her company had been developing
the past year. They were impressed with her ideas, and she was proud that her
young team considered her in such high regard. She had done a tremendous job
with them in Atlanta, and it was not much of a surprise when they asked her to
head the presentations at the next meeting out in Seattle later in the year.
She readily agreed, knowing it would be a lot of work to add to her already
full schedule, but she was looking forward to another trip with the ambitious
west coast office again.


It was a
busy time of year for Steve at his job too, and they soon fell back into their
routine of late-night takeout food and crashing in front of the TV, with barely
the chance to say a few words to each other before they rushed out the door in
the morning. Katelyn knew neither one of them was upset by this—they both loved
their jobs and had spent most of their marriage in a similar manner. Life was
busy, and occasionally stressful, but it was wonderful. There was nothing else
she could ever ask for to make her happy.


Yet, as
happy as Katelyn was, she knew that something inside of her had changed.


The weekend after
Atlanta Katelyn felt a tide shifting, and an unseen
force pulling her in a new direction, as if a tiny door had opened at the
bottom of the ocean, beckoning her to swim down and discover what lay on the
other side. For a short time she had believed she wanted to see what lay beyond
that door, yet no matter how deeply she filled her lungs, and how powerfully
she dove down into the water, she knew she’d never
reach it. Remaining on the surface was the safe thing to do… it was the only
thing to do.


As the
weeks passed Katelyn made a vow to never bring up the stranger she met at the
bar in Atlanta again. The look of anxiety that washed across her husband’s face
when he thought just for a moment that something might’ve happened between her
and the stranger remained plastered on her mind. It was a look she could never
forget. She could never do anything to hurt her husband. The more she agonized
over it, the more she simply wanted to forget that she ever had a conversation
with the stranger in the first place, or that such crazy ideas were ever
planted in her head. And they were just that—crazy, she told herself. Foolish
ideas that were merely the product of an odd conversation that took place in a
sweltering, humid hotel at the end of a very long business trip. Nothing more.


Katelyn
soon found she could barely remember the touch on the arm from the stranger
that had sent her into a tailspin.


She could
barely remember the stranger’s accent that she had found so charming.


She could
barely even remember what the stranger looked like, other than he resembled the
adorable Matthew McConaughey. She assumed even that was her imagination working
overtime, and he wasn’t nearly as attractive as she had made him out to be in
her mind.


Soon, the
stranger was nothing more than a memory… a memory that got pushed to the back
of her mind a little more each day, until even the memory itself was lost among
her lifetime of past experiences.


One night
when Steve wasn’t home, Katelyn pulled her anklet out and wrapped it back up in
the tiny case that it had come in. She tucked it inside a drawer in the back of
her closet, where she didn’t give it another thought.


That was
it… or so she believed.


Of
course, she had no way of knowing that something had awoken inside of her, and
now that it had shown its head, it could only remain silent for so long. She
might think she could fool that part of her by keeping incredibly busy, and
burying the thoughts deep inside her head, but the truth was, sooner or later
it would catch up with her.


Once a
hotwife experiences the power of the anklet, she will never be satisfied with
merely being content. And Katelyn was no longer content.














 


PART TWO










~ Chapter 10 ~


It was a Friday night and
the skies had opened up like a monsoon, creating even more traffic on what
would be an already busy commute to the airport. Katelyn cursed as she
hurriedly threw her suitcase in the trunk and jumped into the back of the waiting
taxi. Her soaking wet clothes clung to her body and her hair dripped around her
face.


“There’s
an extra twenty in your tip if you blow through all the lights,” she called out
to the driver. He glanced back at her through the rearview mirror, but didn’t seem
too interested. He hit the gas and the taxi slipped out of the hotel entrance
and pulled right into a heavy line of traffic. Katelyn looked out the window as
she shook the water from her hair like a wet poodle. She picked up her phone to
text her husband.


Please
don’t be mad. The meeting ran late and I’m stuck in traffic. I hope I can still
catch the flight. I swear I tried to leave as soon as possible.


To her
surprise, the message back seemed overly cheerful.


Don’t
worry hon. I checked your flight and it’s delayed. You’ll make it in plenty of
time.


Katelyn
scrolled over to her airline app and sure enough, her flight was delayed by a
half hour. She relaxed a bit. Even in the worst traffic she could still make it
to the airport in time.


Wow.
Thanks! I was so worried. I don’t want to miss out on tonight.


No
problem. Just text me when you land. I’ll be in the cell phone waiting lot.


Okay. I
love you.


Love u
too.


Katelyn
tucked her phone back in her purse and stared out the window as the taxi inched
forward, then eventually picked up a little speed. Her day had been one
disaster after another and the text from Steve had cheered her up. She had
expected him to be upset with her for not leaving earlier for her flight.
Thankfully, he seemed to be in a good mood.


Tonight
was their anniversary. Their eighth year together as a married couple. Katelyn
idly fiddled with her wedding ring, wondering where exactly those years were
going. They seemed to be disappearing faster than Katelyn would prefer, but she
knew this was due to her hectic schedule and always being busy than time
actually going fast. It wasn’t, really. She knew that. She still felt as young
as ever.


The last
few months were no exception to her busy life. She had been home for exactly
two weekends the past few months, and even when she was home she worked so late
into the evening she barely had time to do anything other than stuff down some
food and crawl into bed. She knew the toll her constant work and travel was
starting to take on her marriage, but there was little she could do, short of
quitting her job. After the success of her conference in Atlanta they had given
her a huge promotion and she was now in charge of the entire west coast region,
which more than doubled her workload. She was doing extremely well with her
expanded responsibilities and was certain her hard work would pay off... they
just needed to hang on a bit longer.


Katelyn
knew how important tonight was. She was aware how much the intimacy she shared
with her husband had dropped off recently, to the point where they once again
had gone weeks without having sex. In fact, since the weekend she returned from
Atlanta they had barely had sex at all. She knew it was her fault. Steve tried
several times to get her to take even a little time off for herself, or
schedule her a massage in the hopes she would feel a little more amorous. He
even offered to book a vacation for her, but she refused. The opportunity was
too great to risk losing focus for even a second, she told him. Even now she
could hear her words, and remembered his reaction. He didn’t have to say it,
but she knew what he was thinking. She had made it clear her focus was not on
their relationship, and it hadn’t been for a long time, even before Atlanta.


Steve
rarely got angry or upset that Katelyn chose to work so much. When she accepted
her new role he promised he would support her. He had been doing pretty much
everything around the house the past few months without a single complaint—that
is, until he brought up their upcoming wedding anniversary and asked that she
take the entire weekend off. Not a single phone call, email, or so much as a
peek at her laptop, was his request.


At first
Katelyn blew up at him. “That not fair! You have no idea how much pressure I’m
under—it would be impossible to just unplug for an entire weekend. Do you want
me to lose my job?”


The more
she yelled, the angrier she became. She had worked her entire life for this
opportunity. The promotion put her virtually next in line for a coveted top
executive position. How could her husband not understand how important this was
to her? She had fully expected Steve to argue with her, and yell back. Instead,
he turned and left the room, leaving the dinner he had been cooking burning on
the stove. He didn’t say another word to her the entire night.


His
silence was what did it.


~


Later
that night Katelyn sat on the toilet with her head in her hands, crying. She
couldn’t stop shaking. She was so proud of her rapid advancement in her work.
She was positioning herself to be the first female chief executive of her firm,
perhaps years before she ever dreamed possible. How could Steve not appreciate
how hard she was working to achieve her dream? There was no way she was going
to let an opportunity as good as this slip through her hands. Yet, deep down
she knew that he had every right to be angry with her.


Katelyn’s
father had been a workaholic, and she knew only too well that was where she got
her insatiable desire to success at all costs, right along with her
stubbornness, and many other qualities that helped her rise to the top. She
remembered how many nights her mother sat at home, reading on the couch by
herself, waiting for her father to come home. Her mother always said she
enjoyed the time alone, but she could see the truth. While her mother never
admitted it, Katelyn knew that she had sought the comfort of another man who
lived in the neighborhood. One night Katelyn had returned home unexpectedly and
found him at their house while her father was away on a business trip. She walked
in on her mother wearing her robe while they were having coffee in the kitchen.
Katelyn’s mother quickly introduced him as her friend and she never knew if
their relationship extended to a physical one, but she could see her mother
pleading with her eyes to not breathe a word of it to her father. Katelyn
understood. Not that it might’ve stopped her father from eventually walking out
on them anyway. Their marriage had deteriorated years before.


Katelyn
vowed she would never be in a marriage like that when she was older. She
promised herself she would never be in a situation where she couldn’t
communicate with her spouse, or would be reliant on anyone else. By the time
she graduated college and landed her first job she was able to purchase her own
house, and was financially independent. Likewise, she kept all of her
relationships in line with her life plan. No one came before her work. Even
when she married Steve, it had been right in line with her intent to be married
by thirty. Except it never occurred to her that nearly a decade into her
marriage she would be the one following in her father’s footsteps, and her
husband would be the one home alone, waiting for her on the couch.


Katelyn
finally dragged herself from the bathroom and got up the nerve to sneak into
the bedroom. The lights were out. She padded over to the bed and quietly got in
on her side. She listed for a few moments, but didn’t hear any heavy breathing.
She guessed Steve was still awake. She knew she couldn’t sleep after such a
blow out, and hoped he couldn’t either.


Katelyn
sidled up next to Steve and rubbed her arm across his chest.


“I’m
sorry. I know this has been a tough couple of months.”


There was
no response.


“It’s just
that I can’t just up and take time off when there are that many people counting
on me.”


She
expected Steve to be understanding, and see her side. She was shocked by his
icy response.


“I’m not
asking you to take time off. I’m asking you to give me one weekend away from
your laptop, two months from now.”


Katelyn
felt the tears coming again, but fought them.


“It’s
still time off. I have to work weekends… you knew that when I took the
promotion.”


“Do you know
it’s been five weeks since we’ve had sex?”


Katelyn
stared into the dark. She hadn’t been counting. She knew it had been a while,
but she didn’t realize they hadn’t had sex in over a month. She felt the pit in
her stomach growing a little larger.


“I’m sorry…
it’s just—”


“I know.
It’s just the job. Or it’s just the promotion. Or it’s just another business
trip. I get it. Everything is more important than our marriage.”


“Steve,
that’s not true.”


She
suddenly realized she preferred the silent Steve.


“Really?
Then prove it. Because it seems the only time you’ve actually been looking
forward to spending time with me in the past six months was after you returned
home from Atlanta—and we all know why that was.”


“Atlanta?”
Katelyn felt her stomach drop. “What are you talking about?”


“Oh,
don’t play innocent, Kat. I know nothing happened between you and that guy at
the bar, but we both know you were more turned on when you came home that
weekend then you have been in years. It was…”


Katelyn
held her breath, her heart in her throat. “It was what?”


“Nothing.”


“Please.
Tell me.”


“Fine. It
was awesome, for lack of a better word. It was fucking awesome. You were so
horny and fun and it felt like, I don’t know… like back when we were dating.
Maybe even better.”


Katelyn suddenly
felt a wave of nausea roll through her body. Her head was spinning. That was
the very last thing she had expected to come out of her husband’s mouth. 


They lay
in the dark in silence for a while. Finally Katelyn spoke.


“Steve, I
promised you before, and I’ll promise you again. Nothing happened… but, yes, I
guess…”


“You wish
it did.”


“No. No!”
She sat straight up in the bed. “That’s not what I was going to say at all. I
just meant…”


“I get
it.”


Katelyn
didn’t think her husband could possibly understand what she was trying to say,
or what she had been going through the past few months. Why she had shut him
out so completely. Or why she might’ve even been subconsciously turning down
his advances. She couldn’t even understand it. She tried to formulate a
response, but her mind was incapable of putting into words what she was
feeling. Miraculously, Steve did it for her.


“Listen,
Kat. I get that you were turned on by another guy, and it was exciting for you to
be hit on while you were away on a trip. And I get that when you came home you
were still thinking about that guy, and that’s why we had such amazing sex that
weekend.”


Katelyn
was stunned.


“But—


“Let me
continue.”


Katelyn
held her tongue. She knew Steve had every right to be angry with her. She had
not so much as even tried to initiate sex since that weekend, and she knew
those few times they did do it she was barely able to have an orgasm because
her mind was so full of things she had to do for work.


“I know
we had fun that weekend, and I really don’t care that it took some random guy
hitting on you to get your juices flowing. In fact, it kind of turned me on.”


Katelyn’s
mind raced to process those last words her husband just uttered. She wanted to
stop him right there, but didn’t dare interrupt him.


“What I
do care about is that you’ve flat out told me that your job is more important
than me—so important, in fact, that you can’t take even a single weekend off to
celebrate our anniversary. How on earth do you think that makes me feel?”


At that
moment, Katelyn lost it. She broke down sobbing and didn’t stop until she had
cried every last bit out. Everything she had been feeling for months came
pouring out of her. The stress at work. Her lack of sleep for weeks on end. Her
guilt from not being there for her husband. Her guilt at being so turned on by
another guy, and unable to tell anyone. All of it.


Steve
held her tenderly, kissing her forehead and wiping her eyes when she could
muster the strength to raise her head to look at him.
The worst part was she knew he was right. Every
last bit. She hadn’t felt connected to her husband for weeks, and she knew it
was because they weren’t making love. She needed to feel him inside her. She
needed him to take her, to have his way with her. She needed him to guide her
to a place where she could just be utterly, completely awash with emotion, and
let him take her wherever she needed to go.


And he
did.


~


Katelyn
felt the stirring in Steve’s crotch as her body shook, trying to control her
tears. His touches went from gentle caresses across her face and mouth to a
desperate aching… a yearning to be with her. She could feel his desire for her
in his touch, burning through her skin. Her own desire began to grow from way
down deep in her soul, radiating up through her belly, out into the darkness of
the room. Her tears turned from tears of sadness to an expression of sheer,
overwhelming lust that overtook her entire being. She was instantly wet. Her
breasts swelled with anticipation for the touch they so desperately craved.


Steve
rolled her from his lap and raised her face to his. His first kiss was tender.
His second came more swiftly, his tongue parting her lips and beckoning her to
join him. His next kiss rocked her through to her very core. She did not hold
back her response. Their mouths engulfed one another as Katelyn tore at Steve’s
shorts, ripping them off his legs in one motion. She immediately took hold of
his engorged cock and began pumping him with her fist. Her own pajama bottoms
were shoved to her ankles as Steve simultaneous tore her shirt over her head,
exposing her full, heaving breasts. She felt his heated chest press against her
naked body as he pushed her onto the bed and pinned her down with his powerful
thighs. He spread her legs open and brusquely positioned his cock against her
sopping wet folds. Their mouths never separated as he entered her in one fluid
motion. She screamed as he thrust into her as deep and as hard as she could
ever remember him being inside of her. She ripped her nails into his
sweat-covered back and screamed again and again as his rock hard cock forced
itself deep inside of her soaking wet opening. Her cries were lost in the
guttural, animalistic sounds emanating from his mouth crushed against hers.


Katelyn
squeezed her thighs together and clasped Steve’s sweat-covered body as he
rocked in and out of her with a force like she had never felt. She met his
powerful thrusts with her own, her hips slamming against him with increasing
friction until their bodies moved as one… a freight train, powering through the
darkness with no concern for its destination. Katelyn thrust her tongue deeper
into Steve’s mouth, desperately begging for more. She bit down on his bottom
lip, sucking it between her teeth, nearly tearing the flesh from his face. It
was still not enough.


Katelyn
arched her back and reached out and grabbed onto the back of Steve’s thighs,
driving him into her even faster. His mouth release hers and a moment later she
felt the wet heat of his tongue on her breasts, devouring one then the other
before taking each of her tender nipples into his mouth and biting down hard.
She recoiled momentarily at the sharp pain, but it was instantly washed away as
his thrusts deepened. He spread her thighs wider apart, her legs pinned open in
nearly a full split as he penetrated her over and over again.


There was
no sense of time, or place. Only a complete and perfect union of two bodies,
their energy dispersing outward in every direction. An intense, scorching
sensation slowly began emanating from the depths of Katelyn’s being,
manifesting as a whirlpool of white heat that gripped her body. The sensation
started in her toes, then moved up her legs, over her
hips, her stomach, her breasts, consuming every pore of her skin. She screamed
and screamed in the darkness as the overwhelming ball of fire grew desperate
for release, engulfing her entire being in its merciless path.


Finally,
the release came.


As Steve
thrust into her one final time, deeper than she thought she could possibly
take, Katelyn exploded. Every part of her body shook in relentless convulsions
as wave after wave of pure energy shot through her and spilled out into the
space her body was occupying. Dimly she was aware of Steve’s own climax shooting
deep inside her womb, filling her womanly orifice with his essence. For a
moment she couldn’t see or hear anything other than the high-pitched tone of
their harmonious rapture. Then, slowly her senses returned, one by one. Slowly,
she felt her body reclaim its breath. She felt the tingling sensations in her
arms and legs, bringing her back to life. She began to return to the realm in
which her mind and spirit coexisted.


When she
finally came to, minutes, hours, who knew how long later, there were only two
thoughts that remained in Katelyn’s mind the rest of the evening. First, she
would never doubt the connection she and her husband shared, or take any part
of their relationship for granted ever again… no matter what happened.
Second—the thought which stuck with her the next morning, all of the next day,
and for the next several weeks, was that in the heat of their argument, when
Steve was at his absolute angriest and not monitoring what he was saying, he
let a tiny thing slip. A tiny utterance he might not even have been aware he
had spoken, given how worked up he was. Yet Katelyn heard it very clearly, and
remembered precisely the feeling of arousal it stirred up inside her.


Steve had
let it slip that it turned him on that another man had hit on his wife… and it
turned him on that she enjoyed it.










~ Chapter 11 ~


Katelyn’s plane finally
landed only a few minutes later than originally planned. As soon as she felt
the wheels touch the ground she slipped her phone from her purse and turned it
on. The pilot had made up some time in the air and she quickly sent a text to
Steve telling him she would be on the curb in matter of minutes. She knew he
would be happy he didn’t have to wait for her to collect her suitcase, and had
purposely packed just a carryon.


Steve
hadn’t told her anything about what they were doing for their anniversary, just
that they were going away somewhere. She suspected maybe he’d found a local bed
and breakfast without any internet in the room so she wouldn’t be tempted to go
back on her agreement. She didn’t love the idea of being without her phone or
access to her email all weekend, but a promise was a promise. She wanted to
show Steve how important their anniversary was to her too.


She was
surprised with the text she received back a minute later:


Glad you
landed. Small change of plans. Look for a black sedan outside on the curb and a
sign with your name. See u soon.


That’s
odd, she thought.


Is
everything okay? I thought u said you’d pick me up?


Everything’s
fine. Something just came up. Just go with the driver. He knows where to take
u. 


Katelyn
frowned as she grabbed her suitcase from the overhead compartment and exited
the plane with her phone in her hand. Her mind searched for an explanation as
to what could possibly have come up since her plane took off. In the eight
years they had been married Steve always came to pick her up at the airport,
without exception. She was in the middle of texting him to ask where he was
when she received another text.


Just
remember it’s our anniversary, and I want this to be special. Don’t ask
questions. Enjoy the ride!


Katelyn
made her way out to the curb and saw a tall limousine driver in a black suit
holding a sign with her name on it. She smiled. Okay, well, he sent a luxury
sedan instead of picking me up… no reason to be angry about that.


Katelyn
texted Steve a quick thank you as she got into the back of the sedan. She felt
a tiny rush of adrenaline as the limo driver took her suitcase and closed the
door. She had to admit, it had been a while since she and Steve had been away together, or gone anywhere outside of their local
restaurants for dinner. Even if Steve was just waiting for her in their home
with a candlelit home-cooked dinner, the surprise ride in a luxury car was a
nice treat.


Katelyn
settled back against the ultra-rich leather seat as the driver pulled away from
the curb. She felt the sedan smoothly accelerate into the flow of traffic.
Katelyn stretched her long legs out and looked out the dark tinted windows. It
was a nice change from the horror show of the cramped taxi and her stressful
ride to the airport in the pouring rain. She felt the pressures of the week
slowly slipping from her body.


Katelyn
slid forward in her seat and called out to the driver. “Can you tell me where
we’re headed?”


She noted
the twinkle in the driver’s eyes as he glanced up in the rearview mirror.


“No,
miss. Unfortunately, that is something I can’t do.”


Katelyn
smiled. Okay. Well, Steve wants this to be a surprise. That’s fine with me.


She sat
back and watched the familiar streets passing by as they made their way through
the early evening traffic. The street lights were only now beginning to come
on, the sun having just set behind the vast skyline. The rain was long gone. It
was that magical time of evening when the promise of a full weekend stretched
before the entire city. Katelyn could feel the infectious energy.


“Miss, by
the way, there is something for you in the seat back pocket.”


Katelyn
glanced down and noticed a small package she had overlooked when she got in the
car. She slipped it out and opened the card on the front. A small smile crawled
onto her lips.


She
clutched the package tightly in her lap as she stared out the window. A tinge
of excitement started to materialize down in the lower part of her body. She
could feel the sensation growing stronger. This weekend just got a lot more
intriguing she thought, suddenly even more thankful that she hadn’t missed her
flight.


She
glanced up, catching the driver’s eyes in the rearview mirror.


“Care to
tell me what’s in the package, miss?”


Katelyn
smiled back, this time her own eyes were twinkling. “No, sir. Unfortunately,
that is something I can’t do.”










~ Chapter 12 ~


Katelyn thought after eight
years of marriage, she’d seen it all. There was little she and Steve hadn’t
done, shared, or talked about in those eight years, along with the five years
they dated prior to getting married. Over a decade of being together… yet,
every now and then, she found that she could still be surprised by the man she
loved more than anyone else in the world. This was one of those times.


Katelyn
slowly emerged from the shower and walked over to the bed wrapped in a
luxurious white hotel towel. She sat down and opened the box her husband had
left her in the car. She reread the card that was attached, and its curious,
concise instructions:


Tonight
we celebrate eight years together, but let’s pretend it’s the first time we
met. Wear this, and meet me in the bar at 9PM.


Love,


Your
Stranger.


Katelyn
felt a rush of adrenaline shoot through her. Just reading the words again gave
her a slight tingle between her legs. Yes, there was something about that word
stranger that just did it for her. She placed the card down on the bed and
removed the item that was in the box. She held it up, and smiled. Sure, she
might’ve been thrilled to discover the box contained a diamond necklace, or new
diamond studded earrings, but what it did contain was perfect... and much more
exciting. She leaned down and crossed one leg over the other and attached the
tiny gold chain with a little heart charm on her ankle. A new anklet from her
husband.


Katelyn
stood up and immediately felt a shiver run up her spine. She glanced down at
the floor-length mirror, admiring the way her new piece of jewelry looked on
her. She felt her leg tingling where it rested against her skin. The power of
the anklet once again had been activated.


Katelyn
slipped into a short, revealing black dress, one of several that had been laid
out on the bed when she arrived in the hotel room. There was also a bottle of
champagne and a dozen red roses on the bureau, with a simple note that said
Happy Anniversary. Katelyn wasn’t sure what shocked her more—the ride from the
airport in the luxury sedan, the number of surprises that Steve had set up, the
fact that he had been planning this evening the whole time and hadn’t let on
anything, or that he had somehow created the exact fantasy she had wanted all
along. She said another silent thank you she hadn’t missed her flight and
ruined his meticulous plans. Although, she suspected he would have waited for
her no matter how long it took for her to get home. The prize was going to be
worth it.


Katelyn
finished her makeup and looked at herself in the mirror. She couldn’t help but
notice her eyes were bright and mischievous. She felt more alive than she had
in months… maybe even years. She was merely going downstairs to meet her
husband in a bar in a hotel a few miles from their home, but the very idea that
they were going to pretend to be strangers made it absolutely exhilarating.
Until their huge fight she had no idea that her husband had even noticed how
much the idea of meeting someone new turned her on. After they made up she
hadn’t dared bring it up again. She assumed he just didn’t want to talk about
it. Yet, tonight, they were going to act out the fantasy she so desperately
wanted to live out.


I guess
there is always room for surprises in a marriage when you have the right
partner… very nice surprises, she thought.


Katelyn’s
poured herself a glass of champagne and glanced around the small hotel room.
She collected the dresses off the bed and hung them in the closet. A short time
from now she would be bringing a stranger back to this room, and she wanted it
to be perfect. Even if that stranger were her husband, she wanted to act as
though it were the real thing.


Katelyn
slipped on a pair of four-inch red heels—also from a shoe selection Steve had
left in the room, and admired the way her legs looked in the full-length
mirror. Her gaze lingered on the tiny anklet resting innocently above her red
heels. She could already feel the change coming over her. She thought back to
her conversation with the stranger in Atlanta all those months ago that started
this whole thing. The encounter that led the hottest weekend of sex she had
ever shared with her husband. To think on that particular night a handsome
stranger had done nothing more than compliment her and buy her a drink, and her life had changed forever. Fate has a funny
way of bringing people together just when you need them, she mused.


Tonight,
she was going to act out a version of that night in Atlanta. Yet this time,
with a much different outcome… later this evening she would be re-entering this
room with a stranger. Her fantasy of going to bed with a complete stranger was
going to come true tonight, all within the safety of her relationship.


Katelyn
took one final glance around the room before turning off the light. She could
feel her pulse starting to race, nervous about slipping out of character, or
not being able to keep a straight face when she saw her husband. Suddenly she
felt a tiny sensation began making its way up her leg. She glanced down, and
smiled. She knew all she had to do was focus on the anklet, and everything
would go just fine. The anklet would always guide her.


~


Katelyn’s
hips swayed gently in time to the quiet French jazz music playing overhead as
she entered the softly lit hotel bar. She deliberately placed one foot in front
of the other as she walked, enjoying the clicking sound her heels made on the
hard tile of the hotel floor. The swanky bar was lit in sleek blue lighting and
the lone bartender on duty was dressed all in black. A few patrons were spread
out on the tall bar stools, and two older couples were talking quietly on
couches against the walls.


There was
room for no more than twenty-five, thirty people at most in the small bar. She
immediately caught sight of Steve seated across the way. His eyes lingered on
hers for a moment, then turned back towards an
attractive younger blond woman two seats over from him. Katelyn was momentarily
caught off guard by her husband’s nonchalant glance, and the fact that he was
checking out another woman instead of her stung—especially with how dressed up
she was and the fact that he hadn’t seen her in several days. Then, suddenly
she remembered this was all a game. A game her husband put a lot of thought
into preparing just for her. Katelyn quickly turned away without so much as a
smile or any indication that she recognized him, and slid onto a seat on the
opposite side of the bar.


The game
was on.


Katelyn
placed her purse in front of her as she casually scanned the bar to make sure
there didn’t happen to be anyone there she knew. While it would be unlikely,
she didn’t want to risk having their weekend ruined by one of their neighbors
showing up unexpectedly. It would be difficult to explain why she and Steve
were sitting apart and pretending not to recognize one another. Katelyn’s stole
another glance at Steve, realizing it would be even more difficult to explain
why her husband had suddenly moved to occupy the seat next to the attractive
young blonde. She bit her lip to stop herself from calling out across the bar
as a sudden surge of anger overtook her. How dare he?


Katelyn
grabbed a drink menu and pretended to read it as her eyes shifted back and
forth to monitor the hushed conversation happening no less than fifteen feet in
front from her. She couldn’t hear what they were saying, but she could only
imagine what charming lines her husband was using to command the attention of
the young blonde. Whatever he was saying she realized it must be working. She
felt a pit in her stomach as the woman reached out and touched her husband’s
arm, then threw her head back and laughed. Over my dead body, Katelyn thought
to herself. She bit her lip even harder to suppress her anger.


Maybe she
had made a mistake. Maybe Steve hadn’t seen her walk in, and he was actually
hitting on another woman while he thought she was still up in her room…
although that didn’t sound like something he would do. Especially knowing the
lengths he had gone to in order to set up this special night for their
anniversary. She decided he must just be putting on a little show to make me
jealous. She silently cursed herself for his cunningness, and her own
vulnerability. It had worked. She was jealous.


As
casually as she could Katelyn slid her phone from her purse and checked her
messages. Steve had texted her only once to let her know that he left her key
at the front desk. There were no other messages. Suddenly she remembered her
promise not to check her phone or email the entire weekend. She didn’t want
Steve to think she was already bored of their game and was checking work
emails. That could certainly bring about a premature end to their romantic
weekend. She quickly slipped her phone back in her purse then stole a quick
glance over to see if he had noticed. If he had, he certainly wasn’t showing
it. Steve had shifted in his seat and was now completely facing the young
blonde. Katelyn watched him laugh heartily at something the younger woman said
as he took another sip of his beer. She wasn’t sure how much longer she was
going to put up with him completely ignoring her. She couldn’t help but wonder
if he was getting back at her for the stranger in Atlanta. Her breathing calmed
slightly when she saw he was still wearing his wedding ring. At least he didn’t
plan on taking his little game too far.


“What can
I get you miss?”


Katelyn
was startled out of her anxious worrying as the bartender stepped in front of
her to take her drink order. She glanced up, noticing the young bartender was
quite attractive. Maybe not quite her type, but she couldn’t help but admire
his athletic physique and gym-perfect pecs stretched against the thin fabric of
his tight black shirt.


She
decided two could play at this game.


“What do
you recommend for a lonely woman looking to get drunk and dance the night
away?”


Katelyn
leaned slightly closer on the bar, holding the bartender’s gaze.


“Well,
personally honey, I drink French martinis. Nothing makes me want to shake my
booty more than one of those pink dreams.”


She noted
the lisp in his voice and the twinkle in his eye as he responded. Gay. Just her
luck.


“Ah,
sure. A French martini will be fine.”


The
bartender turned to make Katelyn’s drink and her eyes reverted to her husband.
The young woman next to him appeared to be paying her bill. For a moment her
heart nearly leapt into her throat as she saw Steve reach into his pocket,
thinking he was buying her drink. She quickly exhaled as she saw him pull out
his phone.


“Here you
go. The strongest martini this state allows me to legally make.”


The
bartender placed Katelyn’s drink in front of her and she took a sip.


“Why,
thank you. It’s fabulous.”


She
reached for her purse, but the bartender pushed her hand away with a slight
flick of his wrist.


“The
gentleman over there said he’d like to buy you a drink.”


She
looked up and saw Steve was now sitting by himself, casually looking at his
phone. The young blonde had left.


“Oh,
that’s very kind of him, but could you please tell the gentleman I don’t accept
drinks from strangers.”


The
bartender smiled.


“Honey,
if you don’t accept that drink, I will. That is one scrumptious-looking cutie
over there.”


Katelyn
laughed. She wondered if Steve could hear their conversation, and that the gay
bartender had the hots for him. Oddly, she found that more comforting than the
younger woman finding her husband attractive.


“Well, I
supposed one drink never hurt anyone, right?”


“There
you go, sweetie. Now be a good girl and make that poor guy’s night. He’s been
sitting here by himself for nearly two hours.”


Katelyn
glanced over and saw Steve smiling at her. She couldn’t help but smile back.
Suddenly she felt guilty that she was angry for him talking to the young
blonde. Of course he had been waiting for her all night. He was waiting for her, and her alone. It was time to reconnect with the man of
her dreams, and celebrate their anniversary.


~


Katelyn
slowly approached the empty seat beside her husband, making certain he caught a
glimpse of her four-inch heels and her legs under her short black dress.


“I’d like
to thank you for the drink, but I’m not sure of your name?”


Her
husband looked up and grinned.


“It’s
Matthew. Matthew McConaughey.”


Katelyn
smiled, trying not to break character.


“Oh,
really? Like the hunky actor?”


Steve
kept a perfectly straight face. “I’m afraid I don’t know who you’re talking
about. I’m not much of a film buff.”


Katelyn
did her best to push the smile from her face. “Well then, Matthew. Is this seat
taken?”


“Not
anymore.”


Steve
pulled back the stool next to him and Katelyn sat down in the seat that the
younger woman had occupied a few minutes ago. It felt strange to be sitting in
the same spot where she had just watched a younger woman flirt with her husband.
She felt almost as though there were a competition for his attention, and she
bested the younger girl with her more experienced beauty.


She
didn’t hate the feeling.


“And your
name, miss…?”


Katelyn
paused for a moment. She hadn’t thought about a name. She took a sip of her
martini as the question hung in the air. She realized that the birth of her
alter ego was pending on this decision. Tonight, she was no longer Katelyn, the
type-A overachiever with a loving husband and a beautiful home in the suburbs who
worked sixty hours a week and was so focused on her career she rarely allowed
herself time to enjoy life. Tonight, she was going to be flirty, spontaneous… a
woman who drifted where the wind blew, who met casual strangers in exotic
countries all over the world. The soft French jazz continued to play overhead,
perhaps inspiring a little creativity.


“It’s
Claire. Claire Devereux.”


She liked
the sound of it the moment it escaped her lips.


“Well,
Claire, I’m pleased to meet you.”


Katelyn glanced
down at her husband’s outstretched hand, and she raised her own to shake it.
The moment their hands touched she felt her heart skip a beat. A tiny shiver
ran up her arm, as if she were touching someone new for the very first time.
Her eyes widened in a pleasant surprise. It was the same feeling when the
stranger in Atlanta had touched her arm for just a moment… except this time the
feeling of excitement was paired with a familiar touch that she desperately
craved. She looked into Steve’s eyes and realized he felt it too. There was no
need to say anything. They were both enjoying the idea of a strangely new, yet
familiar encounter with one another. Something Katelyn never thought was
possible after being together with someone for so long.


Katelyn
slowly released her hand from her husband’s and took another sip of her
martini. The bartender certainly hadn’t lied about the strength of her drink.
She was already feeling lightheaded, and pleasantly buzzed. Any worries she had
earlier about feeling foolish, or not being able to imagine her husband as a
complete stranger had long since vanished. Her eyes lingered on the man in
front of her, and for the first time in a long time, looked upon him as someone
new. She noticed things she hadn’t in age. The tiny specs of gray in his
sideburns. His completely disarming and friendly smile. His gentle brown eyes
with the tiniest of wrinkles in the corners. She even noticed the little
stubble of his beard above his collared shirt, something she always found
masculine, and sexy.


Katelyn
felt herself blushing when she realized Steve was doing the same thing to her.
She could feel his eyes pouring over her as if taking in a beautiful piece of
art. She could feel his focus traveling lower, stealing a glance at the tops of
her breasts in her revealing black dress. Everywhere his eyes roamed, her skin
seemed to burn. She was being undressed by the eyes of a stranger, while at the
same time being admired by someone who had seen her naked body thousands of
times. The sensation brought shivers to her spine.


“I see
you liked the drink, honey. Care for another?”


Katelyn
turned and noticed the bartender, momentarily shaking herself out of her
trance.


“Oh, um,
yes. That would be great.”


As they
waited for their drinks a casual conversation began between two strangers, each
offering up a backstory as to why they were at the quiet hotel bar on a Friday
night. It seemed Matthew was in town for a conference, and Claire was visiting
from Europe for a photoshoot, although none of her European crew had arrived,
leaving her alone for the evening.


The
bartender returned with their drinks, both of which disappeared in minutes as
Matthew and Claire got to know each other in a way they never had before.


“So, Claire,
I hope you don’t think this too forward, but I was wondering if you’d perhaps
like to have dinner with me this evening? I know a
great little Italian place nearby.”


Katelyn
smiled behind her raised glass.


“Well,
Matthew, what makes you think I’m available for dinner? Perhaps you didn’t
notice the ring on my finger?”


Katelyn
flashed her wedding ring in front of her.


“Well, I
did, but I also happened to notice something else.”


“Oh,
what’s that?”


“Your
anklet.”


Just the
mention of the word sent another shiver down Katelyn’s spine. In the midst of
their fictitious flirting she had forgotten about her anniversary present. She
sat back slightly and casually crossed her legs, making certain to grant Steve
a private view of the length of her legs under her short dress. She caught his
eyes lingering on the exposed flesh of her shapely thighs and calves. Normally
Katelyn would’ve quickly tugged at the hem of her skirt, or yelled at her
husband for leering at her like that in public. Claire didn’t move an inch, letting
Matthew take in as much of her body as he desired.


“My
anklet…?” She played innocent. “Whatever would make you think my anklet means I
would be open to having dinner with you?”


The
stranger in front of her cleared his throat.


“Well,
it’s my understanding that a woman who wears such an item of jewelry is looking
for a man for the evening.”


“Oh, my.
I see.” Katelyn smiled coyly. “And you were hoping to be this man?”


Steve
looked her up and down again. She could feel his desire for her growing by the
minute.


“I was.”


Katelyn
slowly stood up and gathered her purse off the bar.


“I’ll
tell you what, Matthew. How about you come with me for a moment, and I’ll
decide if you might have the privilege of being my dining companion tonight.”


Steve’s
eyebrows raised in amusement. She could tell he was pleased that she was going
along with the act. She found herself growing more confident by the moment… and
more aroused.


Steve
quickly paid their tab and the bartender nodded knowingly with a slight wink as
they left. Katelyn led the way back through the lobby as casually as she could,
making an extra effort to sway her hips seductively, knowing behind her Steve’s
eyes were roving over her body in lustful anticipation of what was to come.


“So,
Claire… where exactly are we going?”


Katelyn
turned back and smiled. “Oh, you’ll see.” It was her turn to titillate her
husband with a little surprise of her own.


As they
made their way across the lobby Katelyn suddenly realized the martinis had done
quite a number on her. She resisted the urge to reach out and grab her
husband’s arm to steady herself. She was determined to
stay in character. Thankfully they made it to the elevators without incident.
She pressed the button and the doors slowly opened and they stepped inside.
Katelyn slid her key in the slot above the keypad and pressed the number fifty
for the top floor. She smiled as she noted Steve’s surprised look. The room he
had booked for them was on a lower level.


“Now,
Matthew. Here’s the deal. You have until this elevator reaches the top floor to
do whatever you wish to me. Not a moment more. When we reach the top, I’ll
decide if I’m going to spend the evening with you, or if you’ll be getting out
without me, and spending the evening alone.”


Katelyn
nearly lost her commitment to her character when she saw the stunned look in
Steve’s eyes. Just for a moment it was her old Steve, shocked at the boldness
that had suddenly come over his wife. He clearly had not expected this. Yet
just as quickly as his look of surprise had come on, it vanished.


“You’re
asking me, a complete stranger, to do whatever I wish to your body?”


Katelyn
nodded, and felt her mouth go dry. He had accepted her challenge. There was no
turning back.


“Yes.
Whatever you wish.”


The doors
slowly closed.










~ Chapter 13 ~


By the time the elevator
had made it to the fifth floor her clothes were nearly completely ripped from
her body… not that she had any idea what floor they were traveling past. The
only thought in Katelyn’s head was how she might recover from her compromising
position should the elevator suddenly stop and the doors opened. That, of
course, was the only thought in Katelyn’s head. The only thought in Claire’s
head was how to possibly meet the man in front of her with an equal passion as
he was attacking her.


The
moment the elevator doors closed Katelyn felt Steve’s hands all over her body.
His mouth instantly found hers, his lips parting hers with a hungered yearning
she had no idea he possessed. His tongue forced its way into her mouth,
stifling her surprised gasp. She met his lust-filled tongue with her own,
wrapping her arms around his broad shoulders as he pinned her body against the
wall and crushed her with his large frame. His hands were moving over her like
bees circling a hive. She gasped at the swiftness of his movements, completely
overcome by the sheer animal lust that had overtaken the stranger before her.
One moment she felt him ravishing her breasts, the next her stomach, her thighs,
then his hands were forcing her dress up over her hips, exposing her black lacy
thong. With lightning speed he slipped one hand down the front of her soaking
wet panties then pushed his fingers over her velvety wet folds. With his other
hand he grabbed the back of her hair, and pulled her head back hard so his
mouth was directly over hers, consuming her completely. 


By floor
number ten Katelyn was certain her knees were going to buckle to the ground as
Steve’s fingers found their way to her heated entrance and thrust inside her,
nearly lifting her off the floor. He slid his fingers in and out of her as she
cried out against him, lost in a sea of complete ecstasy. Her skin ignited
everywhere he touched. He released his hold on her hair and grabbed the top of
her dress then tore it from her shoulder, fully exposing her breasts. His mouth
engulfed her naked flesh, his tongue swirling around her rock hard nipples,
sending waves of pleasure pulsing down the length of her body.


By the
twentieth floor, Katelyn had lost all sense of everything other than the
feeling of complete desire that overtook her entire body. Claire felt that very
same desire, dragging her fingers through Matthew’s hair as he tore the other
strap of her dress down, taking each of her breasts inside his heated mouth and
sucking on her furiously. She didn’t care who she was, or who was doing this to
her. She just didn’t want it to end.


By the
thirty-fifth floor Katelyn grew even more shocked as she realized what was
about to happen. She was going to come. Her left leg was balanced over Steve’s
arm, her high heel pressed into the wall behind her. His other arm was wrapped
around her hips, supporting her as he continued to suck on her nipples and
piston his fingers in and out of her. Her dress was raised so far above her
hips while the top of it was pushed down so far it resembled more of a belt
than it did an expensive evening dress. Her writhing hips bucked against the
stranger’s hand, her pussy now a river gushing with her juices. She bit her lip
hard to keep from screaming. Her pending release was just moments away. She
knew if the elevator suddenly stopped and the doors opened now it was too
late—she couldn’t stop for anything. Anyone standing outside would be met with
the sight of her nearly naked body pinned to the wall in the throes of complete
ecstasy, and there was nothing she could do about it.


Luckily,
fate was on their side, and the elevator continued its smooth ascent to the
fiftieth floor undisturbed. As the elevator slowed to a halt Katelyn felt the
rush of her orgasm washing over her in a fiery wave. Her knees shook as her
body rocked in a violent spasm. She bit into Steve’s shoulder to muffle her
scream, her breath coming in heated gasps. She fought to remain standing. She
clutched desperately to Steve’s back as he relentlessly pumped his fingers in
and out of her, his thumb feverishly working her clit until she called out in
one final scream and collapsed like a rag doll in his arms.


A moment
later a small bing sounded
and the elevator doors slid open. Steve quickly pulled Katelyn’s dress down
over her exposed hips and raised the top back over her shoulders. She tried to
move her arms to assist him but they were lifeless. Steve quickly hit the door
close button and pressed the button for their floor. The elevator slowly began
its descent back down as Katelyn struggled to gather her senses about her. When
they arrived at their floor the door slid open and they were met with a
confused older couple staring at them in shock. Without an explanation, Steve
led a ragged, breathless Katelyn though the door, past the shocked couple and
down the hall to their room. He paused when they arrived in front of their
door. Katelyn finally regained her breath enough to speak.


“The room
key is in my purse.”


“So does
that mean you’re inviting me to spend the night with you, Claire?”


Katelyn
paused and looked at her husband, confused for a moment. She had lost all sense
of time and reality. Her orgasm had left her mindless. The martinis combined
with her empty stomach had certainly contributed to her state of confusion.
Finally it came to her—she was Claire.


“Because
if you are inviting me in Claire, I should warn you that as soon as we pass
through that door I am going to tear that dress off you and do unspeakable
things to your body.”


Katelyn
felt herself grow wet again at just his mere suggestion. She struggled to think
of the fake name Steve had invented. Martin? Mark? She wanted to keep up the
charade, but her mind was a fog of emotion. All she wanted was for the stranger
from the elevator to have his way with her, right now. In the hallway, if need
be. She wanted to give her body entirely to him, in complete abandon. To allow
him to have her in any way he wanted. She was his to ravish.


She
opened her mouth to speak, but all she could do was nod her head.


Sometimes,
silence is more powerful.










~ Chapter 14 ~


No sooner did Katelyn hear
the heavy thud of the deadbolt click in the hotel door than she felt her body
pinned against the wall. She gasped as the stranger’s heated tongue was
everywhere, devouring her flesh. Licking her neck. Her face. Thrusting itself
inside her mouth. Her dress was ripped off her shoulders and torn to the ground
in a single motion. A moment later she was spun around to face the wall, her
body pushed flat against the cold surface as the stranger’s tongue licked
across the back her neck, between her shoulder blades, down the back of her
spine, over the cheeks of her ass. She felt a strong hand pushing her right leg
up into the air as the tongue continued its downward trail over her crevice and
the underside of her thigh. She pressed her arms into the wall above her to
keep her balance as she felt the lips of her pussy being spread apart. She
ground her hips backwards, desperate to sink down onto the tip of the devilish,
dancing tongue lapping at her wet entrance.


Katelyn
dared to let go of the wall for just a moment and reached back to feel behind
her for the stranger, but he evaded her outstretched arm. Her nipples dragged
against the wall as she felt the stranger’s tongue penetrate her, sending
shivers through her body. The stranger’s hand reached around and cupped her mound, his finger’s finding the tip of her engorged clit in
the midst of her slick folds. She bucked her hips against his hand and tongue,
desperate for deeper penetration. As if sensing this, the stranger suddenly
withdrew his tongue from her, instead inserting his fingers deep inside her
aching pussy. She felt his long fingers push against her front wall and find just
the right spot, the intense pleasure causing her to nearly fall backwards. Her
legs threatened to give out, but the strong hand on the back of her thighs held
her steady.


Then,
just as she thought she was going to explode, she felt the stranger’s tongue on
the move again. Licking across the backs of her thighs, up to the crease of her
ass. Suddenly she felt his hands spreading her cheeks apart. She didn’t
register what was happening until she felt his wet, warm tongue circling her
intimate orifice. Normally this might make her self-conscious, but she was so
turned on she helplessly pushed her body back down onto the stranger’s face.
She moaned in ecstasy, the sense of exquisite pleasure he was giving her nearly
too much to take. Her pelvis rocked back and forth as his fingers continued to
stroke the inside wall of her pussy and his tongue slowly slipped inside her
anus. She gasped with her face pressed against the wall as he penetrated her
narrow channel. She found herself unable to move as his tongue and fingers
worked their way deeper inside her.


Whatever
brief self-consciousness Katelyn might have felt was washed away by the sheer
erotic feeling of having both of her openings penetrated at the same time. A
glorious sensation stirred from deep inside her, brought on by the competing
rhythms of the stranger’s deft fingers working her in the front while his slow,
sinewy tongue plunged deeper into her backside. Her legs trembled and her
entire body shook with pleasure as her second orgasm of the night overtook her
body… more powerful and deeper than the one in the elevator, rocking her
through to the very core of her being.


After a
moment the stranger slowly withdrew his tongue and fingers, and released
Katelyn’s leg to the ground. She felt him briefly run his hands over her
anklet, then up over her legs as he stood up. Without giving her a chance to
catch her breath he grabbed her hips with both of his hands and spun her
towards him, pulling her into his chest. His mouth crushed down over hers,
kissing her with an ardent passion, reminding Katelyn that while she already
had two orgasms, he had yet to release. She felt the stranger’s hands reaching
up and squeezing her breasts, then jumped as he sharply bit down on one of her
nipples, much harder than she was used to. The pain was only momentary, and she
was surprised to find it caused another wave of pleasure to flow through her.
The way the stranger touched her so much rougher than the tender lovemaking she
and her husband were accustomed to in their bedroom… it excited her beyond her
wildest imagination.


In the
back of her mind she registered that there was likely nothing tonight that the
stranger could do to her that she would say no to. It thrilled her how much she
was ready to lose herself in complete surrender, just as she had in the
elevator. She was no longer Katelyn. She was Claire. A woman with no interest
in anything beyond one night of sheer pleasure in the privacy of this hotel
room. Her stranger would not be there when morning came, and it didn’t matter.
She was a goddess of lust, and tonight she was going to experience the complete
freedom of sex with a stranger.


She was
ready to give herself wholly, and completely. And she wanted the stranger to
know this.


~


The only light
in the room came from the small crack between the drawn curtains in the window,
just enough to see the shape of the bed and the outline of the furniture in the
room. Katelyn led her stranger over to a high-backed velvet chair in the corner
and ripped the top of his collared shirt open, surprising herself with her own
strength as one of the buttons flew off in her fingers. She thrust her hands
down the inside of his shirt and tore it from his pants. She undid the
remaining buttons then pushed his shirt and suit coat off his shoulders, but
didn’t remove them completely so his arms were pinned behind his body by his
sleeves. Katelyn straddled her stranger on the chair and pushed her naked body
directly into his face, then slowly slid her body down the length of his torso
until her breasts and hardened nipples were pressed directly against his open
mouth. Without allowing him a taste she pulled on his hair and yanked his head
back, just as he had yanked hers in the elevator. She continued sliding down
his body until she was seated in his lap.


Katelyn
cupped her stranger’s head in her hand then leaned over and brought her mouth
directly next to his ear. She slowly extended her tongue and licked his ear
from top to bottom. She heard him groan with pleasure as she gently bit down on
his ear lobe. She stretched her hand down across his exposed chest and pinched
his nipples hard, eliciting another pleasure-filled groan from his lips. His
guttural sounds made her wet. She knew she was driving him wild. Yet she had only
just begun.


The old
Katelyn who was completely satisfied most of the time with missionary sex had
long checked out of the hotel. In her place, the insatiable, wanting, lustful
vixen she had ordained as Claire Deveraux was about to attack the stranger in
the dark, and fuck him in every way imaginable… and there was nothing anyone
could do to stop her.


She
pressed her face to her stranger’s ear, and opened her mouth. She breathed a
slow, heated exhale, then uttered the only words she
wished to speak the entire night.


“Don’t
say a word.”










~ Chapter 15 ~


Katelyn positioned herself
on the floor in front of her stranger. She undid his belt and slipped it from
his pants, then reached up and hooked it over his neck and fed the top back
through the buckle, making a small noose. She had never attempted to tie anyone
down in any manner before, but found the sight of the stranger in the darkened
hotel room under her complete control to be incredibly erotic. She had the
sudden urge to dominate him in a way she never had. Holding the noose in one
hand, she stroked the stranger’s rock-hard cock through his pants. Immediately
she heard him groan. She knew if she did that much longer he was likely to come
after holding on for so long already, and she did not want that to happen. She
released his cock and reached a little lower, grabbing his balls and giving
them a short, hard squeeze. She felt his body jolt upright in surprise, but he
didn’t utter a sound.


Good boy,
Katelyn thought. Perhaps it’s time I give him a little reward.


Releasing
her grip on the noose, she unzipped the stranger’s pants and pulled them down
his legs, leaving them around his ankles. She grabbed the noose again and
tugged hard as her head slowly made its way back up his calves, over his
thighs, pausing every few inches to bite down into his muscled legs.
Electricity shot through her each time she felt him jump under her touch. She
pulled the noose around his neck more firmly, yanking
his head down in order that he watch was she was doing… how she was driving him
to heights of pleasure. She wanted him to see the silhouette of her face as she
extended her tongue and slowly flicked the tip of his cock, drawing slow, small
circles around his pulsing member. She wanted him to watch as she engulfed the
whole tip with her mouth, then moved her head down
over the throbbing shaft. She expertly sucked his cock fully into her mouth,
feeling his enlarged vein through the meaty flesh, threatening to explode at
any moment. But she wasn’t about to let that happen.


Katelyn
had helplessly been brought to orgasm twice under the stranger’s expert touch,
but now that she was back in control, she was going to make sure that the
stranger did exactly what she wanted, at her own pace. She slowly licked down
to the base of his cock, then extended her tongue over
his tight balls. She heard another moan escaping the stranger’s lips above her
head, and she pulled harder on the noose on his neck. He went rigid in the
chair.


That’s
right, she thought. There will be no talking. She was going to remain in
control the remainder of the night… in fact perhaps a little demonstration of
just how in control she was might be in order. What she wanted to do more than
anything was to show her husband that she was in charge. The fact that right now
he was playing the part of the stranger didn’t matter to her. Not one bit.


Without
letting go of the belt around his neck Katelyn dragged her hand up the side of
the stranger’s leg, her nails digging into his muscled flesh. She moved her
hand over the top of his thighs, tantalizing him as she continued to suck on
his throbbing cock. She pushed her arm against the inside of his thigh, forcing
his legs apart in the chair as she sucked slowly down to the base of his cock
and ran her tongue over his rigid ball sac. She took one ball into her mouth,
applying just enough pressure to feel him squirm underneath her. She released
him, then gathered the other ball inside her mouth with her tongue, again with
just a hint of pressure that kept the stranger seated quietly in his chair. She
knew with just the tiniest of movements she could bring about exquisite pain.
Not that she had any intention of doing that. She just wanted to make certain
her stranger understood that now she was in charge, there was no turning back.


Katelyn
continued to lick the stranger’s balls as she pushed his thighs even further
apart. Then, without warning, she thrust forward and shot her tongue out and
buried her face deep between his legs. She felt the stranger’s body above her
suddenly rise up in the chair as she hit her intended target. She thrust her
tongue as far out of her mouth as she could, lapping at his own intimate
opening while simultaneously pulling down on the noose on his neck. His head
bent down slightly, but his shirt and coat jacket binding his arms behind the
chair held him back. Katelyn knew she had him in the most vulnerable position,
and felt the sheer rush of power. She pushed her tongue against his anus,
extending it until she felt his opening parting slightly. This was not
something Katelyn had ever done, or planned on doing this evening. But she
continued to push her tongue into him knowing the exquisite torture she was
delivering, just as the stranger had done to her moments ago standing up at the
wall.


Payback
can be a bitch.


Katelyn
felt the stranger struggling above her. Not wanting to cause any real pain, she
released her grip on the noose. No sooner than she did she felt a powerful hand
on her body, hauling her up. The stranger had gotten his arm free from his
shirt, and a moment later was fully upright, pulling Katelyn into him with a
force that momentarily frightened her. She recoiled in fear, thinking she had
done something he didn’t want, or violated him in a way that upset him. Her
fears instantly vanished as he locked his mouth onto hers then lifted her up
and carried her to the bed. He threw her down and spread her legs open as his
throbbing cock found her waiting entrance. In one push the stranger was inside
of her, filling her more deeply than she could ever remember. She screamed out
as his body thrust against her. She could already feel her orgasm about to hit.
She clawed at the stranger’s back and spread her legs back in a perfect split
as he pounded into her relentlessly. She could feel his own
eruption about to explode inside of her.


The first
wave of her climax hit just as his orgasm began to pump inside of her. He
continued to thrust in and out of her, squeezing her breasts as if trying to
rip them from her body, triggering a second wave of pleasure to wash over her.
With her head tossed back, her back arched, and legs spread as wide apart as
they could go, Katelyn felt an incredible force erupt inside her as the
stranger gave one final thrust. She felt the warmth of his seed spray inside
her as she gripped the bed sheets with her hands and her final convulsions
shook her entire body, then slowly subsided. She
released her grip on the sheets and wrapped her arms around her stranger as he
collapsed on top of her. They held each other, not moving as consciousness
slowly slipped away.


~


After an
eternity Katelyn slowly opened her eyes, trying to make out the shape above her
in the darkened room. She smiled, then reached up and caressed her husband’s
face, causing a slight stirring. He slowly rolled off of her, and draped his
arm over her chest in a familiar, comforting hold. The first thing that felt
familiar the entire evening.


Katelyn
opened her mouth to speak, but the words were slow in coming. She wanted to tell
her husband that was the single most amazing sexual experience of her life, and
the best anniversary they had ever had. She wanted to tell him how much she
adored him, and how she promised she would never put work above their
relationship again. She wanted to tell him how attractive she found him, even
after all these years, and how she could never imagine experiencing anything
like that with any other man. She wanted to tell him how fortunate she was to
have ever found a husband like him, and had never doubted their love for a
single moment since the day they met. She wanted to tell him how thankful she
was that he was as equally confident in their relationship that he could force
her to take time away from the pressures of her work to enjoy a weekend together
for their anniversary… a weekend already filled with surprises, mystery, and
discovering a new side to each other they never knew existed. She wanted to
tell him all of this, but she remained silent, savoring the magic of the
moment. She knew there was no need… she knew he was thinking the exact same
thing.


Katelyn
slowly rolled over and curled herself up closer to Steve. She stretched one leg
out over his, feeling something against her foot. She reached down and her
fingers traced the outline of her anniversary present. The anklet Steve had
given her earlier in the evening.


Katelyn
smiled. She had no idea exactly what it was about the anklet, but she knew the
moment she put it on it gave her the power to be something greater than just
her normal self. It gave her a confidence… and an opportunity to put forth that
confidence in ways she never dreamed possible. It enabled her to become someone
else… someone she knew both she and her husband enjoyed. Someone that was still
her, yet represented an entirely different part of her that had been hiding for
years in the shadows… a part of her she hoped they would continue to explore
together as a couple.


Katelyn
pulled the sheet around them as Steve rolled over. She felt her eyes growing
heavy, about to pass out. She knew they would both sleep long into the
morning, then they would spend the remainder of their
anniversary weekend as they always did. Going to a nice brunch, maybe a little
shopping or a massage in the hotel spa, followed by a lovely dinner with the
man she loved. There was nothing in the world that could make her ever give
that up. Katelyn knew beyond a shadow of a doubt that she would always love
Steve, just as she knew she would always be a workaholic, and always strive to
be the best she could in her career. Her love for her husband was simply part
of who she was.


As
Katelyn’s eyes fluttered closed for the last time that evening, a tiny thought
popped into her mind. She used her last remaining energy to dismiss it as
quickly as it came. She knew she could hardly be held responsible for any
thought that might drift in or out of her mind right now, especially given her
lack of sleep, the amount of alcohol she consumed, or the multiple orgasms she
experienced from the most intense night of pleasure she had ever known. Still,
she didn’t want to diminish the amazing experience she had just shared with her
husband with such a thought.


No, she
wasn’t responsible for her thoughts… Katelyn knew that. Yet, as her eyes closed
for the last time this evening, her mind did register that thought, and weeks
later it would return to her as she replayed that night in her mind.


Katelyn
fell asleep wondering what might have happened if the stranger at the bar
earlier really wasn’t her husband. If that stranger in the elevator she allowed
to ravish her for fifty floors in any way he saw fit wasn’t really the man whom
she trusted with her life. If the stranger who entered her hotel room and
pinned her up against the wall and mercilessly had had his way with her wasn’t
the man she had spent the last eight years of her life with, the man she would
marry again in a heartbeat.


What if
that man truly were a stranger?


As
Katelyn nodded off, somewhere in the back of her mind she registered a tingling
down the bottom of her left leg, just above her foot. Her anklet was already
plotting her next adventure. And she was powerless to stop it.
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~ Chapter 1 ~


Katelyn set her suitcase
on the bed and glanced at the small clock on the nightstand in her hotel room.
It was 5PM. Dinner with her colleagues wasn’t until 8PM. That gave her plenty
of time for a warm shower and to go over her notes for the meeting tomorrow.
She knew the new west coast team members would be eager to discuss her ideas,
and their client presentation would be likely all they talked about at dinner.
Not that she cared—Katelyn loved her job and could talk about work all night,
which she often did on her business trips. Although, she hoped that wasn’t all
she’d be discussing on this particular trip.


Katelyn
pulled out her clothes from her suitcase and laid them out on the bed,
contemplating what to wear. She didn’t want to dress too formally, since her
west coast team members would likely be dressed in whatever they were wearing
on the plane ride up from SoCal, and she knew their office was a lot more
casual than hers on the East Coast. Yet, she didn’t want to dress too casually
in case, well… who was she kidding? She didn’t pack a suitcase full of
revealing dresses and high heels for nothing. Dressing up was part of it, she
knew. A part that she truly enjoyed.


Katelyn
took a long, hot shower then padded back into the room and poured herself a
glass of champagne she had ordered from room service. Since her promotion to VP
of Marketing for all of North America she had enjoyed the perks of an expanded
travel budget. No longer did she have to stay at a Comfort Inn, or a tiny motel miles out of town to save money. She had become
a veteran business traveler and enjoyed the swank rooms with twenty-four hour
room service and beautiful views, like this boutique downtown Seattle hotel
overlooking Elliott Bay. She had never visited Seattle, and so far she found
the city charming. She looked forward to checking out Fish Pier and as much of
the area as she could during her trip, if she ever got a free moment.


Katelyn
slowly dried off her body then stood naked in front of the bed, looking over
her clothing selections. She slipped on a black bra and matching thong, then
selected a black patterned dress that hugged her hips nicely and came to just
above her knees. It had a low neckline giving her a fair amount of cleavage,
but wasn’t overly revealing. She completed her outfit with a thin necklace and
a pair of red heels. She glanced at herself in the full-length mirror, and felt
she looked both appropriate for a business meeting, and whatever else might
happen later on in the evening… not that she suspected anything would. Not on
the first night in town and on the eve of such a major presentation. It would
be imprudent to allow her personal desires to get in the way of her job. She
had too much riding on this trip. Still, a girl should always plan for contingencies,
she thought.


Katelyn
finished off her champagne and glanced around the hotel room, the early-evening
skyline silhouetted between the luxurious hotel curtains. She ran her fingers
slowly across the dresser.


“It’s
definitely a sexy room,” she mused. “It would be such a shame to let it go to
waste.”


She set
her empty champagne glass down then went over to her suitcase and removed one
final accessory for the evening, which she carefully slipped into her purse.


“Yes,
definitely a shame to let such a sexy room go to waste,” was the final thought
on her mind as she headed down to the hotel bar to have a glass of wine before
departing for her team dinner. Just one glass, to get a feel for the bar, and
be better prepared for later.


It never
hurt to be prepared… not with the type of game she was about to play.
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