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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 Pike Place Market 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
raised her champagne to her lips and glanced around the hotel room, the
early-evening skyline silhouetted between the luxurious curtains surrounding
the window. She ran her fingers slowly across the dresser as she finished the
last sip of her bubbly.


“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 check out the hotel bar before departing for her
team dinner. Maybe she’d have one more drink, just 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.










~ Chapter 2 ~


“What do you think
about me wearing this anklet… now that we know what it means?”


“What do you mean?”


“Well, I was thinking…
maybe I should leave it at home… just to be safe. I probably should only wear
it when I'm with you.”


Steve laughed. “Kat, I
think you can wear whatever you like, wherever you like. Guys are always going
to come up with some excuse to hit on you.”


“And you’re okay with
that?” Katelyn smiled mischievously at her husband across the room as she
selected a few more dresses from her closet and continued packing for a short
two-day business trip. Steve was stretched out on the bed across from her, idly
flipping through a Seattle guidebook. If her next couple of meetings went well,
she was going to head a major presentation for the entire west coast team out
in Seattle later in the year. As per usual, Steve had already begun planning
her trip to a new city with suggested places to visit. She found it cute that
her husband always took an interest in the places she visited when she
travelled for work. Katelyn knew many of her friends had husbands who could care
less what they did all day, and would never think to send flowers to a hotel
ahead of time, or include a suggested itinerary along with a little love note
tucked into a carryon like her husband. Of course, she rarely had any free time
to leave the hotel on her business trips, but she loved that he cared.


“Well, I’m not able to
stop every warm-blooded male in the world from hitting on a woman as beautiful
as my wife, now am I?”


Katelyn’s smiled
broadened. “Aw, after all these years together he still knows just the right
thing to say to a girl.”


Steve laughed and went
back to his guidebook. Katelyn moved a little closer to the bed.


“No, seriously. It
doesn’t make you jealous?”


“What? That you get hit
on by other guys?”


“Yes.”


“Come on, Kat… I should
hope you give me a little more credit than that. If you didn’t get hit on, I’d
begin to worry about the future of the male race. You’re a beautiful, sexy,
sophisticated woman with a gorgeous body who could have any guy she wanted.
Anyone would have to be foolish not to notice you.”


Katelyn couldn’t help
but blush at the compliment. “Well, then they should also notice the ring on my
finger. I belong to you, and you alone you know.”


“And that’s precisely
why I’m not jealous.”


“Really? Never?”


Steve glanced up at her.
“Want the truth?”


Katelyn moved closer
and sat down on the edge of the bed.


“Yes, of course.”


“Okay. Here’s the
truth.” Steve sat up straighter and closed the guidebook. “I’m actually quite
jealous.”


Katelyn arched her
eyebrows. “Oh, really?”


“Yes. I’m quite jealous
that you get to visit places like the Pike Place Market in Seattle while I have
to stay home and work—this city looks amazing!”


“Ugh.” Katelyn grabbed
the guidebook from Steve’s hands and playfully smacked her husband in the head.
“You never give me a serious answer.”


“Hey! That was serious.
I’m just not the jealous type—you know that. Why would you even question that?”


“I wasn’t. I was just—”


“It’s because of the
way I reacted after you came back from Atlanta, isn’t it?”


“Well…”


“Look, Katelyn. I said
I was sorry. I was just surprised, that’s all.”


Katelyn fidgeted with
the sleeve on her shirt. Even now, months after her Atlanta business trip, she
was anxious about bringing up that weekend with her husband. When she first
told Steve about the stranger she met in a hotel lobby in Atlanta who mistook
her for a swinger wife, or more correctly, a hotwife—a term she learned
referred to a married woman who was interested in a relationship outside of her
marriage, he wasn’t jealous at all. It had been an honest mistake. She had no
idea the hotel where her marketing conference had taken place was hosting a
weekend swinger convention. Likewise, she had no idea the anklet she was
wearing had a hidden meaning, and was a common symbol of hotwives as an
indication of their lifestyle choice. It was almost comical, when she thought
about it. Yet, the more she continued to talk about the stranger when she got
home, and the more she suddenly wanted to have sex with her husband—far more
than she had in years, Steve began to question that maybe there was something
more she wasn’t telling him. It took a lot of convincing that she had told him
everything there was to tell—she just didn’t know how to explain to him she had
become obsessed with the idea of being with a stranger without hurting his
feelings, or cause him to think she wasn’t happy with him in any way. So, she
kept it a secret… as best she could.


That was all it was, at
first—an idea. Yet, slowly the idea began to consume Katelyn, to the point where
she was getting turned on in the middle of the day, fantasizing about being
with someone new. Just the mention of the word stranger and she would grow
instantly wet. Her hands would roam her body in her office, her fingers playing
with the edge of her skirt, absently caressing her thighs… imaging they were
the hands of a sexy stranger, touching her in ways she had never been touched
before. More than once she was startled out of her daydream as a coworker
appeared out of nowhere, causing her to rethink her open-door office policy.
Yet, as much as she loved the idea of fantasizing about being with a stranger,
she knew nothing like that would ever happen in real life. Why would it? She
was crazy about her husband, and loved him dearly. She would never risk their
marriage to have an affair, or ever consider cheating on him in any way.


After weeks of
agonizing Katelyn had finally decided the best thing she could do was to put
the entire memory of her encounter with the stranger in Atlanta behind her, and
move on. Yet, as soon as she did, she and Steve returned to their mundane sex
life of barely making love once a month. The spark vanished. It was as if once
a new door had been opened and she had passed through, there was no turning
back. Thankfully, Steve had recognized this too, and instead of being upset had
surprised her with a weekend getaway for their anniversary where he shocked her
by pretending to be a stranger in a hotel bar, giving her the opportunity to
live out her fantasy for real. Steve had even bought her a new anklet to wear,
and they used fake names to make it even more realistic. It was erotic,
amazing, and easily the most exciting thing they had done in their eight years
of marriage. It had satisfied her urge to be with a stranger… for a short time.


Katelyn cautiously made
her way over to Steve’s side of the bed and stretched her body out next to him,
then pushed his guidebook aside.


“Honey, I’m not angry
with how you reacted last time. If you hadn’t, well… we wouldn’t have done what
we did on our anniversary.”


“No, we certainly would
not have.” Steve smiled. “I enjoyed that a lot.”


“As did I.”


Katelyn twisted on the
bed and gave her husband a long, slow kiss. She still got turned on just
thinking about their intensely passionate hotel encounter. She slowly pulled
away from Steve, then looked deeply into his eyes. “I
just wanted to make sure you didn’t think I wasn’t happy with you in any way.”


“Kat, I would never
think that. I can read you like a book. If you were ever losing any interest in
our marriage I would drive straight to your mother’s house and make her to give
you a stern lecture about the vows you took on our wedding day.”


“Ha! Well, you must
love me if you’d dare to visit with my mother and it’s not her birthday.”


Katelyn flipped over on
her back and stared up at the ceiling. She was always thankful she had such a
wonderful husband, but sometimes she felt overcome by just how lucky she was…
which made what she was thinking so much worse.


She slowly raised her
leg up into the air above the bed and dangled it in the air.


“So, about the anklet…”


She held her breath.
One way or another, she was about to get her answer.


~


A few weeks after their
anniversary Katelyn first noticed it. She reached down
to scratch a small itch on her leg in the middle of a meeting, thinking her
anklet was rubbing against her skin. Yet when she reached down she realized she
wasn’t wearing her anklet. A short time later the itch returned, this time with
more intensity… a deep tingling sensation that came from under her skin. The
more she scratched, the more it spread. At
night it only grew worse. She dragged her leg across the bedsheets and
scratched at the itch with her toes until she nearly drew blood. It was no use.


Each
night she sat down to dinner with her husband Katelyn could feel the itch
spreading across her skin, while deep, twisting knots clawed at her insides.


“It’s
nothing,” she said as she looked up at her husband’s concerned face. “Just
feeling a little stressed at work.”


Deep
down, she knew it had nothing to do with her job. Their anniversary had been
wonderful. She wouldn’t change it for the world. Yet, there was no denying what
they had done had woken a new beast inside of her. A beast that wanted so much
more.


“Satisfaction
is just a made up term to sell women’s magazines,” she whispered to her
reflection in the mirror each night before bed, reminding herself that she and
Steve had made it through seven years of marriage with minimal arguments, and
were happier and more successful than pretty much any couple she knew.
Contentment was far more valuable than satisfaction. Yet, no matter how hard
Katelyn tried to hide it, the truth could not be covered up forever. She wanted
more.


Katelyn stared at her
husband as he flipped back through his guidebook, wondering if he had any idea
what had been eating her alive these past few months. Wondering if he could
possibly understand the idea that she loved him more than anyone could possibly
love someone, yet she could no longer deny a part of her yearned for the touch
of someone else… the touch of a stranger.


Finally, he turned to
her and answered her question.


“You know what? I think
you should bring the anklet with you on your trip, and the next trip, and every
trip after that.”


Katelyn sat up in the
bed. “Really? Are you sure?”


Steve looked over to
her. “Listen, Kat. I don’t pretend to understand it, but there’s no denying
your conversation with that guy in Atlanta sparked a new energy in you, and
obviously it had an effect on our sex life these past few months. Our
anniversary was the hottest night I can ever remember us having together.”


Katelyn nodded. “It
most definitely was.”


“Well, I’ve been
thinking about it, and I believe a lot of that has to do with the idea of you
getting hit on by other guys… and the anklet—it’s like it turns you into a
completely different woman.”


Katelyn remained quiet
as he continued.


“Maybe I didn’t say
this before, but I really enjoyed how connected I felt to you after you came
back from Atlanta. It wasn’t just that we had a lot more sex—it was that you
actually wanted me. We weren’t just having sex because we hadn’t done it in
weeks and were getting snippy with each other. I could feel how attracted you
were to me… I really want that to continue.”


Katelyn turned away,
unable to look at her husband for a moment. It was true. That weekend after
Atlanta she had wanted her husband in a way she never had before. She lusted
after him… she felt things inside of her she didn’t even know she could feel.
She didn’t think it was a problem that their sex life had slowed down
considerably the past few years—it was just something she assumed happened with
couples who were married for a long time. Yet their anniversary had been an
eye-opener as to how much better their relationship could be with a renewed
energy to their lovemaking. There were no petty arguments. No fights about her
working too many hours, or Steve grumbling about how much money she spent on
clothes.


“I want that to
continue too,” Katelyn said softly.


“Well, then, I think
you should wear the anklet as often as you like. And get hit on as often as you
like—it’s clearly been good for our relationship.”


Katelyn pushed herself
up straighter in bed.


“Okay. So, just to be
clear, you have no problem with me actually trying to get hit on while I’m
hundreds, or even thousands of miles away on a business trip.”


“None at all.”


“And you won’t be
jealous if I actually talk to guys that I might find attractive?”


“As long as I know you’re
coming home to me all revved up and taking it out on me, why should I be
jealous?”


“Hmmmm...”
Katelyn twirled her fingers absently through her hair. She realized she had
just been given permission by her husband to do the very thing she had been thinking
about for the past few months… it was almost too good to be true. There had to
be a catch. She rolled off the bed and walked over to her closet and pulled out
a pair of black high heel pumps. She slipped them on her bare feet and raised
her jeans up slightly.


“So these sexy legs
with this little anklet and these adorable heels are going out to some bar
where your wife is going to talk some unsuspecting stranger into buying her a
drink…. is that correct?”


Steve nodded.


“And your wife is going
to flirt with a complete stranger while you’re not there.”


Steve nodded again.


“And that doesn’t
bother you at all?”


“Nope—except you forgot
the most important part.”


“Oh, what’s that?”


“When you get back home
you’re going to pretend I’m that stranger, and ravish me just like you did on
our anniversary.”


Katelyn felt herself
instantly growing wet. Just hearing Steve talk like that had gotten her so
turned on she could barely think. She kicked off her heels and peeled her shirt
off.


“I accept your
conditions sir… except I have one of my own.”


“Oh, and what’s that?”
Steve grinned as he watched Katelyn unclasp her bra and let it fall to the
floor, then strip out of her jeans and crawl onto the bed beside him.


“You satisfy your wife
like you’ve never satisfied her before. And then you get up early tomorrow to
drive her to the airport.”


Steve laughed as he
buried his face between Katelyn breasts. “It’s a deal,” she heard him murmur
against her soft skin as he slid his hands up the sides of her body. He took
one of her already swollen nipples in his mouth. She arched her back and dug
her fingers into his shoulders. Her skin was on fire. She could feel her lacy
thong nearly soaked through from her own wetness. She moaned as she felt
Steve’s hand move down her leg, caressing her thigh, her calf and her bare
feet. A moment later she felt his hand brush over the tiny gold chain around
her ankle. She shuddered.


Her husband was right.
She didn’t understand it either, but the anklet had given her a new confidence
that she never possessed before. Maybe she would wear it while she was away,
and who knows? Maybe she would meet an attractive stranger… someone to get her
as worked up as the stranger in Atlanta had those many months ago. And then she
would return home and act out her fantasy of having sex with that stranger with
her own husband, just as they had on their anniversary.


Katelyn closed her eyes
as Steve slid her thong aside and rubbed the tip of his shaft against her
swollen lips. He was rock hard. Her thoughts were already far away from their
bedroom, dreaming of some distant hotel where she would find a stranger… a
stranger with a new face and new body to fantasize about when she was alone in
the dark. She cried out as she felt her husband’s cock enter her in one
powerful thrust. In her mind she imagined that cock was that of a stranger. She
screamed again as the strange cock pulled out of her and plunged back into
aching pussy. She screamed, not caring if their neighbors across the street
could hear, not caring if anyone was walking by their window in the early
afternoon, not caring about anything other than being satisfied by her
stranger’s throbbing cock. She grabbed the sheets and threw her head back as
the strange cock filled her completely. She closed her eyes and grabbed onto to
her husband’s shoulders as he continued to thrust in and out of her. She met
his aggressive thrusts with her own, her hips locking into perfect rhythm with
her husband, a rhythm they had experienced endless times together. Except in
the back of her mind, she was already imagining a different rhythm… a rhythm
completely unknown to her.


Katelyn screamed out
again, fantasizing about what rhythm her stranger would possess. Maybe the
rhythm would be a deeper thrusting, or maybe a more rapid fucking that would
drive her wild with desire until her orgasm ripped through her body, leaving
her spent and breathless. Or maybe it would be a teasing, tantalizing rhythm…
her stranger penetrating her with agonizing slowness, making her take his
fullness one inch at a time as he gently forced his way into her. The
possibilities were as endless as there were strangers in the world.


Yes, she would meet a
stranger, and have a little fun with some harmless flirting… something to
provide just a little boost to their sex life.


That was the plan, at
least.










~ Chapter 3 ~


Katelyn’s
red heels clicked across the marble foyer of the hotel as she headed towards
the restroom. She made certain no one from her company was following her as she
slipped through the door and into an empty stall. She removed her anklet she
had tucked into her purse earlier, then raised her leg
up on the edge of the closed toilet seat. She glanced at her watch. Dinner with
her team had gone slightly longer than she had hoped, but the night was still
young.


Katelyn
reached down and fastened the small gold chain around her ankle. The moment she
felt it touch her skin a bolt of electricity shot through her. It traveled up
her leg then up the entire length of her spine. She felt her skin flush, and
the tiny hairs on her neck stand on end. She placed her leg back down and
smoothed out her dress then exited the stall, pausing for a moment to look at
her reflection in the mirror. She noticed the twinkle in her eyes, that mischievous
look that Steve adored so much staring back at her. She removed a tube of
lipstick from her purse and applied a dark red color to her lips, much darker
than the shade she wore at dinner. She loosened the bun that had been holding
her long dark hair, letting it fall over her bare shoulders, then adjusted the
top of her dress so her breasts pushed invitingly against the sheer fabric, her
nipples reflecting her excitement. She took a deep breath. She knew she could
just as easily exit the door and take the elevator back up to her hotel room.
After all, that was the sane thing to do. She was
still slightly jetlagged, and her team was planning an early start tomorrow. A
sane person would certainly never consider staying up any later on the first
night of such an important trip.


Then
again, nothing about what she planned on doing was particularly sane.


“One
drink,” she told her reflection. “Just one, and then I’ll call it a night.”


Katelyn exited
the restroom and proceeded to the hotel bar that she had scoped out earlier.
With each step she felt the tiny gold chain on her ankle burning hotter against
her skin. The transformation was instantaneous. It always was. Her walk was
different. She moved boldly forward, her eyes darting back and forth as she
scanned the lobby for potential suitors. She felt seductive. Glamorous. A woman
that no man could tame.


She
located a seat towards the end of the bar and sat down on the bar stool,
purposely leaving the seat next to her open and slightly pulled away from the
bar. She slipped her cell phone from her purse and placed it in front of her.
She would text her husband shortly. It was still early on the East Coast, and
she knew he was anxiously waiting by the phone to hear about any new late-night
developments, should there be any. She picked up a wine list and raised it in
front of her face, peering out at the bar over the top of her tiny barricade.
She reminded herself if she saw any of her coworkers she could make up an
excuse about being unable to sleep, although she doubted she had anything to
worry about. They were all staying at another hotel across town and she
surmised that from the amount of drinks her team consumed at dinner they were
already passed out, just as she should be.


Katelyn
glanced up as the young male bartender on duty instantly appeared in front of
her. She smiled to herself, remembering how just a few short months ago she had
difficulty just getting someone’s attention to order a simple glass of wine. To
say her confidence had grown tremendously since she started venturing out to
meet potential strangers was an understatement. Everything about her was
different. She was more alive. More energetic. More radiant. Everywhere she
went people bent over backwards to help her, as if she were royalty. While she
understood exactly where this confidence came from, she would be lying to
herself if she said she didn’t love the effect it had on others… especially on
men.


Katelyn
ordered a glass of chardonnay from the bartender and caught his lingering
stare. She held her gaze firm.


“Yes
dear, I’m here alone tonight,” she inferred with her eyes. “And no, you do not
need to take care of me. I’m quite capable of handling myself.”


Without a
word the bartender poured her wine then turned and left her alone, just as
she’d hoped.


Katelyn
raised her glass to her lips and settled into her seat. She hadn’t expected
much of a crowd this late at night on a Tuesday, and her expectations were
correct. Across from her an older couple sat with a nearly empty bottle of wine
in front of them, their attention focused on a baseball game playing on a small
flat screen. Behind them she could see two middle-aged businessmen engaged in a
heated conversation, there beers also nearly empty. A few seats over to her
left an older gentleman was finishing off the remainder of his drink and
glancing over a Wall Street Journal. He appeared to be in his young fifties,
yet still attractive for his age.


Katelyn
crossed her legs then idly ran her hand down her bare leg under her dress, her
fingers grazing over her anklet, checking to make sure it was still there. Of
course it was.


She
picked up her phone and shot off a quick text to her husband.


Game on.


She
glanced at her watch then stole another look at the older gentleman. She
offered him a subtle smile, wondering if he might be the one.


~


During
each of her trips Steve had taken to asking her if there were “any new
developments,” a little code he started using when she called him each night
before going to sleep. She supposed it was difficult to simply come out and ask
your wife if she had met another guy, and she, too, found it easier to reply
back “that’s a negative,” or “the situation is static quo.” It had become their
little secret game, and somehow the fact that they treated it as a game made it
all that more appealing to her.


The first
few business trips Katelyn had very little to report. Most of the time she had
been too exhausted to do anything more than order room service before crawling
into bed each night. Those few moments she did have to herself to grab a quick
drink at a bar proved entirely uneventful.


Then, she
got lucky. She had a string of back-to-back meetings where she travelled to the
same hotel each week and got to know the bartenders and waitstaff
in the bar. Perhaps it was the comfort of knowing a few familiar faces, but she
felt much more relaxed and open to meeting someone. It seemed all she had to do
was sit down and leave a chair open next to her, and a few minutes later a
gentleman would swoop in an offer to buy her a drink. The first time it
happened she couldn't wait to get home afterwards and rip her husband’s clothes
off. She hadn’t done anything more than accept a glass of wine from a
good-looking businessman who talked her ear off about his software startup
until she feared he might ask her to sign on as an investor, but it had done
the trick. The spark had been relit.


Katelyn
didn’t know exactly what it was, but the idea of being hit on by well-dressed,
intelligent men in softly-lit lounges and bars was what did it for her. She
supposed if she were more of a party girl she would enjoy that same feeling if
guys asked her dance at a club, yet even when she was younger that had never
been her thing. She couldn’t see the appeal of going to a club where the music
was bumping so loud you couldn’t even hear the person next to you speaking. Her
first date with Steve had been at a quiet cafe and the fact that they could
talk for hours about politics and current events made her fall even more deeply
in love with him. Sexy, sophisticated, intelligent conversation that stimulated
her mind was what truly got her going… should that conversation happen to be
about business, even better.


While she
never shared it with anyone, Katelyn’s ultimate dream was to become an
internationally known business mogul, and have her headshot on the cover of
Forbes Magazine. If things kept progressing at her company, there was a real
shot of her becoming the youngest CEO in the company’s history, possibly
inching her one step closer to that dream. She had been networking with
powerful executives at cocktail parties since her first internship at college,
utilizing every chance she got to glean a new contact, or make a new connection
that might help her land a business deal somewhere down the line. It seemed
only natural to carry on this type of networking in late-night conversations
when she traveled.


So what
if her recent conversation happened to take place only with sexy, attractive
strangers in dimly lit hotel bars?


So what
if she chose to wear her anklet and add a little flirtatious element to their
conversations?


So what
if she always chose a moment to flaunt her wedding ring, reveling in the power
to say, “You can’t have me, I’m taken.”


There was
no real harm in what she was doing… was there?


Of
course, it never occurred to Katelyn that eventually, she might encounter a
stranger who had a little more on his mind that just bending her ear all night
about his software company… a stranger who had no concern whether she was
taken, or not.










~ Chapter 4 ~


“Oh my God, I think I’m
gonna come!”


“That’s it baby. Touch
yourself for me, Kat. Faster.”


“Oh God, Steve... I’m
so wet.”


“Keep going baby. I’m
so turned on. My dick is so hard right now.”


“Are you stroking
yourself?”


“Yes. It feels so
good.”


Katelyn arched her back
and dug her heels into the luxuriously soft hotel mattress. She was completely
naked laying spread eagle in the middle of the king-size bed, the sheets kicked
off onto the floor. Somewhere in her mind it registered it was nearly two AM
and her morning meetings were going to be starting in a mere few hours, but
that was not going to stop her from finishing what she started.


“Tell me how hard you
are. Tell me how turned on you are by your naughty wife.”


“Oh God. You’ve got me
so turned on. You’re such filthy, nasty slut.”


“Tell me how it turns
you when your sexy hotwife gets hit on by other men.”


“It turns me on so
much.”


“Tell me how bad I am
behaving.”


“So bad. You’re such a
dirty slut. Dressing up like a whore and going out to meet men without your
husband...”


Katelyn was nearly
there. Steve generally wasn’t much of a dirty talker, and honestly neither was
she, although from time to time they had both risen to the occasion. When the
moment called for it Katelyn could allow her passion to take control, just like
she had on their anniversary when they both unleashed a string of verbal
foreplay that neither one had heard the other use before in eight years of
marriage. It had been exhilarating then, just as it was now.


“Oh God, Steve. I can
feel it building. My fingers are so deep in my pussy.”


“Rub your clit for me.
Rub it so hard until you come.”


Katelyn slipped her
fingers out from her soaking wet pussy and stroked her clit as hard as she
possibly could. She found it slightly difficult using one hand to hold the
phone up to her ear, but she was so turned on she didn’t think she would have
any problem finishing. She was right.


A moment later she felt
herself explode. She screamed into the phone as her entire body clenched, her
head thrown back into the pillows, unconcerned if she woke up anyone in a
nearby room in the dead of night. Her body shook uncontrollably as her orgasm washed
over her, draining the last of her energy and leaving her breathless. She
immediately fell limp. A moment later she heard her husband grunting and
exhaling in a deep guttural moan through the tiny speaker of her iPhone
indicating that he had just climaxed as well. She briefly wondered exactly
where he was in their house, and if he used one of their good towels to jerk
off into, but the thought quickly vanished as the night caught up with her. She
instantly felt sleep coming on.


“Oh baby, that was so hot.
But I have to go to bed or I’ll be dead tomorrow.”


“Oh, right. I forgot
you’ve got an early start. Don’t worry, Kat. Get some sleep.”


“I’ll call you during
my break in the morning.”


“Sound’s good. I love
you.”


“I love you too,
darling.”


Katelyn made sure her
alarm was set then tossed her cell phone onto the nightstand. A moment later
she was passed out, with just a thin white sheet covering her naked body on
large expanse of her hotel bed… naked except for the tiny gold anklet on her
leg that she had no intention of removing anytime soon.


~


Katelyn was surprised
her night had gone much as she planned… well, not exactly as she planned, but
she was surprised that she actually met a handsome stranger with whom she shared
a drink at the hotel bar, and that their flirtatious conversation led to a
mind-blowing phone sex session with her husband. She and Steve had tried to
have phone sex a couple of times in the past, but just couldn’t get it going.
Tonight a light breeze could have blown underneath Katelyn’s dress on the way
back to her hotel room and she would’ve come instantly. The tiny vibrator she
had secretly tucked into her suitcase proved to be entirely unnecessary. She
needed nothing more than her fingers and hearing her husband’s voice on the
phone to send her body into a shuddering orgasm.


While the previous men
Katelyn had been meeting recently in her little game had provided some
enjoyable conversation and provided a little boost to her libido just from
getting dressed up and meeting casual strangers, nothing had translated into
even a fraction of what she had felt after her first trip to Atlanta. Yet,
there was something decidedly different about the stranger she met on the first
night of her business trip to Seattle. For the first time she hadn’t spent the
evening talking about business. Truthfully, her mind wasn’t stimulated in the
least by their conversation.


Her body, on the other
hand, was on fire from the moment he sat down next to her.


Katelyn had been ready
to call it a night when the tall, devilishly handsome stranger had entered the
bar and taken a seat across from her. He caught her smiling at him and raised
his wine glass towards her, silently offering to share a drink with her.


“Why, yes. I would be
delighted,” she said with her eyes as she glanced down at her empty glass.


Katelyn took in as much
of the stranger’s appearance as she could without letting her eyes roam all
over his body as he sat down in the empty seat next to her. He was dark-haired,
about six feet tall, and well-dressed in a sharp dark
blue suit and expensive wingtip shoes. His shirt was open at the collar, no
tie. Katelyn noted he had slightly more gray in his hair than she first noticed
when he walked in, yet with the lack of wrinkles around his eyes and smooth
skin on his face she put him at no more than forty-five. She noted his beard
was freshly shaven at this late hour.


“It seems my colleagues
were too tired to share a nightcap with me. It is all right if I buy you a
drink?”


“It would be my
pleasure.”


Katelyn glanced over
the stranger’s left hand as he signaled for the bartender. In stark contrast to
the cloud-covered population of Seattle, his skin was tan, indicating he was
most likely an out-of-towner. She could also see there was no visible line on
his skin where a ring might have been quickly removed, a tell-tale sign of
cheaters. Definitely single. Not wishing to send an unclear message right from
the start, Katelyn lifted her own left hand and used it to push her wine glass across
the bar. Anyone would need to be blind in order to miss her sizeable diamond
and wedding band. She caught the stranger’s eyes momentarily dart to her hand
then return to her face. His expression didn’t change.


Good. Then it was
settled. She had announced she was married before a single word was spoken.
Whether or not the message was understood was another thing entirely.


~


Their conversation
began easily… possibly made easier by the fact that Katelyn already had two
glasses of wine while sitting alone at the bar, along with several at dinner
with her team earlier in the evening. Stories seemed to roll off her tongue
with simplicity. She noted her new acquaintance seemed more than happy to allow
her to do all the talking, which was much different from the talkative men
she’d met previously. When she asked questions he responded in very concise
sentences, with no discernable accent, and a deep, resonate tone that cut right
to the core of her being. He stared at her with unwavering attention, breaking
his concentration only to have a quick sip of his wine, and steal a glance at
his phone every few minutes.


Of course, Katelyn had
encountered men like him before at businesses conferences—the strong silent
type… the highly successful alpha male who refused to give out personal
information unless directly asked… literally the personification of tall, dark
and handsome. He was the type of rich, powerful, businessman Katelyn knew many
women swooned for, yet she never had a problem interacting with as she viewed them
as her peers. All in all, he was exactly the type of stranger she hoped to meet
for her late night game. In fact, he was perfect… except for the small fact
that she found herself powerless to resist this particular version of tall dark
and handsome.


When he suggested they
move to a cozier, more comfortable table in the corner, she couldn’t say no.


When he asked her why a
woman as beautiful as her was alone in a hotel bar this late at night, she
couldn’t stop herself from telling him about her little games she had been
playing the past few months, and the story of the stranger she met in Atlanta.


Nor could she stop
herself from feeling every inch of her body immediately become aroused when he
leaned over to admire her anklet underneath the table, his piercing blue eyes
drinking in the shapely form of her legs, as if she were a statue of a goddess
carved out of ivory. She stared at his subtle grin, knowing that he was
enjoying her body in a way that he shouldn't.


That’s when it
happened.


She wanted him to touch
her.


She didn’t care that
she was a happily married woman and this was just a game. She didn’t care to
hear about the company meeting that brought this attractive stranger to Seattle
the same time as her, or the new product line he was supposed to be introducing
to China next month. All she knew she was she wanted this stranger to touch
her.


Katelyn crossed her
legs, trying to squeeze her thighs together under her dress to quell the
sensations running rampant through her body. Yet, the more she sat staring into
the penetrating blue eyes and the clean-shaven, chiseled jawline of this
stranger she just met, the more she felt her insides turning against her. The
more she took in the smell of his oaky cologne, wafting up from beneath his
pale blue collared shirt, the more she felt her body desperately trying to
overtake her rational mind. The more she caught his darting tongue sneaking out
between his perfectly white teeth the more she felt herself growing wet under
her dress, imagining what that tongue was capable of doing.


It was no use. She
ached for the stranger to reach out and touch her.


Then, suddenly, he did.


~


It was a small touch.
Casual, and not at all inappropriate. Had anyone cared to look their way in the
nearly deserted bar it would most certainly have gone unnoticed. Katelyn had
turned in her chair and accidentally knocked her arm into a bottle of wine that
had been left on the table behind her. She quickly reached over to catch it and
as she did so the stranger placed his hand on the small of her back to keep her
from falling off her chair.


That was it. The bottle
was saved. The moment passed in a heartbeat.


Except when Katelyn
turned back around her skin where the stranger had pressed his hand against her
was on fire. She sucked in a short gasp. Her mind instantly raced to a scene
where she was falling onto a bed, and the stranger’s hand was under her,
catching her in his muscular arms. He was naked on top of her, his face
hovering inches away from her own naked body. His tongue extended from his
mouth like a snake, and ever so slowly licked the crease of her bellybutton,
drawing tiny wet circles over her stomach, each area he licked turning her skin
into a lake of fire.


His hand never left her
back as his tongue roamed the length of her body, trapping her between his hand
and mouth. He travelled lower, across her hips, down over her exposed mound.
She arched her back, pushing her body fully into his waiting mouth. She felt
his tongue dart out between her legs, then brush against the slickened tip of
her clit. She cried out as his tongue licked her wetness from top to bottom,
spreading her open with his teasing strokes. Her body cried out for more, but
all he would give her was the tip of his tongue. He spoke not a word,
tantalizing her with agonizing slowness as his hand remained firmly pressed
against the small of her back, holding her captive.


Then, suddenly, she
felt his tongue inside her. She screamed out as he penetrated her with the
hardened tip of his tongue, holding her firmly against him as he forced it deep
inside her. She felt his slithering wetness moving up the inside of her
opening, so much deeper than a tongue could possibly go. She could feel her
legs quivering, unable to stop the force of her orgasm beginning to erupt from
deep inside of her body as he continued to thrust his impossibly long tongue up
inside of her.


“Sorry guys, it’s last call.”


Katelyn’s eyes shot
over to the bartender, suddenly snapped out of her daydream. She looked quickly
around the bar, realizing they were the very last ones there. She smoothed out
the hem of her dress then stole a glance at her companion, hoping his
inquisitive eyes couldn't see what an effect he had on her. He stared at her
with a slight smile as he paid the check. Suddenly her heart raced, realizing
that she had left herself dangerously open to an invitation she did not want.


Thankfully, her new
acquaintance stood up and announced he was staying at a hotel across town and
had to be up for an early meeting. Katelyn let a tiny breath of relief escape
her lips and admitted that she did as well, and they went their separate ways,
without so much as a handshake.


As she made her way to
the elevator, Katelyn felt her heart rate return to normal. She glanced after
the stranger as he slipped out the front door to hail a taxi, vanishing into
the night. She was surprised to feel a tinge of hurt as the elevator doors
close, leaving her alone. She quickly brushed it off and dug through her purse
for her phone, her mind briefly reminded of the three promises she made to
Steve before departing for her trip:


1. To
never give out her phone number.


2. To never disclose
her room number.


3. To never reveal her
real name.


She already had Steve
on the phone as she made her way down the short hallway to her room. As she
locked her hotel room door behind her and hurriedly stripped off her dress and
climbed onto the bed, desperately wishing her husband were here with her, she
felt a momentary surge of pride for what she did that evening. She had met an
attractive stranger and flirted her way to a free drink, a harmless experience
that left her eager to pleasure herself to the sound of her husband’s voice.
Yes, she had been more attracted to this particular stranger than any others in
the past, but really, where was the harm? It wasn’t as if she would ever invite
a stranger to her room for real. It was all for fun. As soon as she heard the
familiar chuckle of her husband on the line, she completely forgot about the
strong, silent stranger. He had served his role. The remainder of the evening
was about her and her husband.


No, as long as she
followed those simple three rules she established, Katelyn felt her little
flirtations games were harmless enough. Perfectly harmless, in fact. Just a
carefully thought-out plan to give their sex life a little creative boost—and
it was already working. Even though she was three thousand miles away from
home, she felt connected to her husband—so much more so than she ever had in
her years of traveling. She knew what she was doing was simply a healthy way to
push the boundaries of their marriage, and to deepen their commitment to one
another.


As Katelyn drifted off
to sleep she felt safe and comforted knowing that as long as she stuck to the
three rules they established, there was no harm in anything she was doing…
except that on the very first night of her trip, she made one, tiny mistake.


She broke her very
first rule.










~ Chapter 5 ~


The morning sun
reflecting off of Elliot Bay blazed through the large windows in the conference
room where Katelyn and her team were going over their presentation for their
potential new client. She was grateful for the brightness of the room as it was
helping to keep her alert, but it didn’t help her pounding head. It was only
10AM and she was already on her fifth coffee and second round of Advil. She
knew she should have gone straight to bed after dinner, but well, a sleepy
morning and a bit of a hangover were a small price to pay for her evening. She
had a lot of fun last night. A lot of fun indeed.


Katelyn pushed herself
up from the conference table and announced she was headed to Starbucks and
would be back in a few minutes.


“You know, just because
Starbucks started in Seattle doesn’t mean the coffee is going to taste any
better here than it does in any other city,” her colleague Ted from the Socal office joked.


Katelyn offered a
polite laugh as she grabbed her purse and headed for the door. “Oh, I know. But
my husband read all about their flagship store in this guidebook and I wanted
to make sure I picked him up a souvenir before I forget. You guys keep working.
I’ll be back in a few.”


The sun and slight
breeze on Katelyn’s face felt refreshing as she made her way outside and fell
in line with a group of young business people headed towards the waterfront.
The souvenir was just an excuse to get out of the building for a short time.
She desperately needed the brisk walk and offered a little silent thank you
that today wasn’t one of the many rainy days Seattle experienced each year. She
wouldn’t have a prayer of surviving the amount of work they had this afternoon
under a dreary sky.


Katelyn arrived at the
famed coffee shop and got in a long line waiting to order. She glanced around
the small establishment. Other than the brass plaque on the bar indicating it
was the very first Starbucks location she didn’t think it seemed too
remarkable, although it certainly drew a crowd.


“Oh gosh, I just love
your chain. Where did you get it?”


Katelyn turned around
and noticed the woman behind her staring down at her high heels underneath her
thin black skirt. Katelyn followed her gaze toward the ground, realizing she
had forgotten to remove her anklet before heading to the meeting this morning.


“Oh, um, my husband
bought it for me in Costa Rica.”


“My. Your husband’s got
lovely taste—definitely a keeper.”


Katelyn smiled politely
at the woman, then turned back around in line. Her
stomach suddenly felt uneasy. In the sobering daylight the guilt of what she
had done the previous night was impossible to ignore. Even though she had her
husband’s complete permission to flirt with a stranger while she was traveling,
she still wasn’t comfortable with the idea. She wasn’t a hotwife, or a swinger.
She was a happily married woman who had no desire to be with anyone except her
husband… although, as the line inched forward, Katelyn wondered if that were
entirely true.


She felt her ankle
starting to burn.


~


As she waited in the
long line, pieces of her conversation from the previous evening filtered
through Katelyn’s mind. She recalled how her stomach did a little flip as the
stranger’s eyes lingered on the hem of her dress for what seemed like an
eternity after she told him the story of her anklet.


“Your husband has
lovely taste…”


Even though those were
the exact same words the woman behind her in line just told her, there was
something far more unsettling when they fell from the lips of a stranger seated
a few inches away from her in a dimly lit bar.


“Yes, he does,” had
been her quiet reply.


They both knew he
wasn’t just talking about her anklet.


Katelyn told herself
the stranger admiring her shapely legs was no different than any other guy
checking her out when she was wearing a revealing dress at a bar, or being
scoped out as she walked through an airport in a tight business suit. It wasn’t
like she was letting anyone feel her up… that would be wrong.


Very wrong.


Yet, Katelyn couldn’t
deny for a brief moment that was exactly what she wanted to happen last night.
She desperately wanted the stranger she met to do more than just look at her
anklet and admire her with his eyes… she wanted him to reach beneath the table
and slowly run his hand up her legs. It was wrong. So very wrong… certainly not
something she would ever want for real, or ever dare tell her husband. Yet it
was what she imagined when she pleasured herself in her bed, listening to her
husband over the phone, wondering what might happen if she had offered the
stranger a little more than just polite conversation in exchange for a free
drink.


She wanted to feel that
stranger’s hand reach out and stroke her firm calves, pausing to gently caress
her knee below the hem of her dress. Maybe she would even shift slightly
towards him in her seat, encouraging him to reach up under her dress… just a
bit higher… silently urging him to slip his hand fully under her dress while
they continued talking. She wanted to feel his hands grazing over the soft skin
of her upper thighs. She would fight to maintain her concentration while he continued
to caress her, lifting her wine glass to her lips and stealing a quick glance
around the bar to make sure no one could see them. Then, slowly, she would feel
his hand push against her leg, applying a slight pressure until she had no
choice but to uncross her legs. She would continue talking as if nothing had
happened. She could handle this. She was sure she could.


Your
husband is okay with this? He would ask with his penetrating
gaze.


She would nod.


Yes.
Definitely.


A moment later she
would feel his hand slipping up between her thighs, her legs involuntarily
parting, allowing his hand to move up even higher. Maybe she would even allow
him to slide his hand all the way up her legs… though not too far. She would
gently place her hand on top of his and give him a firm squeeze through the
fabric of her dress, indicating the rest of her was off limits. She would catch
a slight grin on his face and his hand would remain on her leg, just before her
heated entrance.


Can
I trust you? She would ask with her mischievous
eyes, slowly removing her hand from his and resuming their conversation.


Definitely
not.


She would stare into
his eyes as the talked, trying to guess his next move. Would he leave his hand
there? Would he slowly withdraw it out from under her dress and pretend like
nothing happened, leaving her body aching with desire? Or would he ignore her
boundaries, and touch her where she so desperately wanted to be touched?


Maybe she would have a
surprise of her own. Maybe she would note his raised eyebrow as his fingers
continued to cautiously stretch forward, still maintaining his position on her
leg as he search for the edge of her panties. Perhaps he would take a risk and
slide his hand up even higher on her thigh, then higher still… she would note
the smile on his face after discovering that she was wearing nothing under her
dress this evening. She would sip her wine and revel in the victory of getting
him to break his expression first, but her victory would be short lived.
Suddenly a gasp would escape her lips as his fingers boldly slipped between her
wet folds, touching her where she promised herself she would never allow anyone
to touch her. Touching her where she had only allowed one man to touch her
since the day she got married. She could feel her wetness taking him in,
beckoning him to push deeper inside her. She would hold his gaze with her own
as best she could, trying not to reveal the fact that underneath the table his
fingers were sliding in and out of her, penetrating her, teasing her until she
was dripping wet with lust.


She would hold his
gaze, biting her lip to keep from moaning in the quiet bar as he fingered her
under her dress.


Please
stop. She would beg meekly with her eyes.


He would take a sip of
his wine, glancing at the beads of sweat appearing on her neck, and her flushed
face.


Is
that really what you want?


Her body would start to
quiver as she struggled to maintain perfectly still in her chair, her legs
spreading wider apart to give him full access to her body, answering his
question for her. He wouldn’t say a word, his eyes intently staring into hers
as his fingers continued to thrust into her, his thumb expertly rolling her
clit in tiny circles until she had no choice but to come, right there in the
bar.


Don’t
stop. She would now beg with her eyes.


Please
don’t stop..


“Can I get something
started for you?”


Katelyn glanced up at
the barista staring at her with a strange look on her face. She quickly shook
her head, fighting to escape yet another vivid daydream.


“Sorry—yes, uh, a venti
latte with a double espresso… no, better make that a triple.”


The barista turned to
make her drink as Katelyn dug into her purse for her wallet. She glanced down
and noticed her cell phone was blinking, indicating there was a new message.
She slipped it out, and saw it was a call from an unknown number.


“Jeez, I was only gone
five minutes,” she muttered to herself. “If this is Ted asking me about the
foolish PowerPoint slides again I’m going to murder him.”


Katelyn placed her
phone against her ear and listened to the message. Her eyes grew wide. She felt
her pulse quicken. Her head darted back and forth scanning the coffee shop, as
if the voicemail was being played through the overhead speakers. The barista
glanced up at her with a concerned look on her face.


“Is everything all
right?”


The voice on the
message was crystal clear. It was a deep voice. Friendly, yet purposeful. It
spoke precisely, with no wasted words.


It was the stranger
from last night. Somehow he had gotten her phone number.










~ Chapter 6 ~


“Come on! Pick up! Pick
up! Pick up!”


Katelyn pressed end
then dialed her husband again as she raced back towards the conference center
as fast as her tight pencil skirt and high heels would allow. She quickly did
the math in her head. Steve was three hours behind. He should be getting ready
for work right now. Why wasn’t he answering his phone?


Suddenly Katelyn
remembered her husband had mentioned an early morning meeting. He wouldn’t be
available for another couple of hours. She ignored the strange glances from
pedestrians as she stopped in the middle of the sidewalk and frantically
scrolled through her contacts for Steve’s main office number. Her finger
hovered over the call button, then paused. She sucked
in a deep breath, trying to put herself in her husband’s position. If she were
ever pulled out of a meeting to answer a call she would immediately think there
had been an accident, or something terrible had
happened. While this was an emergency, it wouldn’t be fair to frighten her
husband like that. Steve could be quite skittish. He’d likely be on the first
plane to Seattle if she were to text him with a 911.


Katelyn forced herself
to take several more deep breaths as she stood on the street corner, trying to
determine what to do. She glanced behind her, half expecting someone to have
followed her from the coffee shop. There was no one there. She pressed her
phone to her ear and replayed the voicemail. The stranger’s message came
through the tiny speaker on her iPhone just as clear and concise as it had a
moment ago: he wanted to see her again, this evening.


Katelyn slowly lowered
the phone. She had no idea how he had gotten her number—had she been that drunk
last night that she didn’t even remember giving it out? She froze. What else
did she do that she might not remember? Was her daydream not just a daydream?
Had a complete stranger really touched her last night?


The city began to swirl
around her. She grabbed onto a traffic light pole to steady herself. Several
pedestrians passed by, giving her strange looks. She forced herself to breathe.
The last thing she needed was one of her coworkers to see her hyperventilating
in the middle of the street.


“Come on, Katelyn,” she
muttered under her breath. “Pull yourself together.”


The light changed and
she took a deep breath then let go of the pole and fell back in line with the
stream of pedestrians crossing the street. She made her way back to the
conference center, replaying the entire conversation with the stranger from the
night before in her head. She remembered every detail. She was positive that at
no point did she give out her number last night, or reveal her name. He never
asked, and she never offered it. The evening had ended as simply as it began.


“Thank you for the
drink,” she had told him as they exited the deserted bar.


“And thank you for
sharing your evening with me. The conversation made my Tuesday night far more
memorable than it might’ve been.”


Katelyn watched him
leave the hotel as she made her way to the elevators. That had been it. They
hadn’t even shaken hands. She was absolutely certain. A few moments later she
was back in her room, calling her husband.


“Hey—so where’s the
coffee, Katy?”


Katelyn looked up just
in time to avoid running directly into the large frame of her coworker, Ted.
She stared at him blankly.


“Starbucks…?”


“Oh. Right. The uh,
line was too long.”


She quickly stepped
past him and pressed the button for the elevator.


“But didn’t you want to
pick up something there for your husband?”


“Oh, well, turns out
you were right—a Starbucks is a Starbucks. He’ll survive!”


Katelyn forced a brief
laugh as she entered the elevator, noting the strange look on Ted’s face.
Silently she cursed herself for allowing her personal life to interfere with
her work. She stuffed her phone back into her purse and took a deep breath as
the doors closed. She gave herself until the elevator doors reopened to push
the mysterious voicemail out of her head and regain control of her emotions.
Now was not the time to panic over something that was likely nothing. Too much
was riding on this presentation. She smoothed the front of her blouse and
re-tucked it back into her skirt. Last night should never have happened. She
would put it behind her, and hope that the stranger wouldn’t try to call her
again. If he did, she would block his number.


Simple as that.


Katelyn strode back
into the meeting room and took her seat at the head of the table. Her team was
dispersed all over, casually chatting with each other. It appeared no work was
being done at all. She cleared her throat. All eyes turned to her.


“Okay, folks. I was
only gone ten minutes and looks like this place has turned into a kindergarten
classroom. I want to make sure we have the full slide deck done by lunch, and
immediately after lunch we’re going to tackle the financials. We don’t have any
time to lose. This isn’t a friggin’ vacation. Let’s
get to work people.”


Katelyn took her seat
as her team scrambled back to their laptops. She noticed a few of her team
members glancing at her strangely. Immediately stacks of spreadsheets and sales
reports were thrust in her face, accompanied by a barrage of questions that
needed her input. She did her best to focus on the flurry of activity around
her. Her head was pounding. Ironically, she realized she was now in desperate
need of a coffee.


Suddenly, this trip had
turned into her worst nightmare. 










~ Chapter 7 ~


“Steve—finally! Where
have you been?”


“I’m sorry, babe. I was
stuck in that foolish meeting all morning and just got your message. What’s
going on? Is everything going okay with the presentation?”


Katelyn glanced around
the busy café where she had ducked away from the table where her team was
having lunch to take Steve’s call. “Yes. I’m fine… I mean, everything is okay.
It’s just…”


Katelyn tried to keep
her voice steady. Hearing her husband’s voice had never been so comforting, yet
terrifying at the same time. The lack of sleep was starting to wreak havoc with
her.


“Kat, what’s wrong? Is
the west coast team not working out like you hoped?”


“No, no. It’s nothing like
that. It’s something else…” Katelyn squeezed her phone in her sweaty palm,
searching for the right words.


“Well, tell me quickly.
I have to jump back into another meeting in about thirty seconds.”


Katelyn hesitated. Did
she really want to bother her husband at work with something that might prove
to be nothing at all? Maybe she had forgotten that she gave the stranger her
number last night after all. Maybe she was overreacting to the voicemail.
Still, a stranger had called and asked her to dinner. Even though Steve was
likely going to be upset, her husband had the right to know what had happened.
Waiting would only make it more difficult.


She took a deep breath.
“Listen, I don’t want you to get angry—”


Steve interrupted her
with a hearty laugh. “Why does it seem that more and more of your sentences
start off that way lately?”


Katelyn relaxed
slightly hearing her husband’s good-natured chuckle. At least he was in a
pleasant mood… for now. She stole a quick glance over her shoulder, making sure
she was out of earshot from her team.


“Well, it’s just that I
might’ve done something last night that I shouldn’t have.”


She was met with
complete silence on the line. She quickly realized what she said. 


“Oh, no Steve—that’s
not what I meant.”


Katelyn heard a soft exhale.
Her heart reached out to her husband. It wasn’t right to frighten him like
that. She reminded herself to choose her words more carefully.


“It’s just that I
might’ve accidentally given that guy I was chatting with last night my number.”


“What? Why would you do
that?” She could instantly hear the judgment in Steve’s reply.


“It wasn’t on purpose—I
swear. I didn’t even tell him my real name. I stuck to the rules, just as I
promised.”


“Then how did he get
your number?”


“Honestly, I have no
idea. He called me this morning when I was out grabbing a coffee.”


There as a short pause
on the line.


“What did he want?”


“He asked me to
dinner.” Katelyn didn’t even hesitate in her reply. There was no use trying to
hide anything. The line remained silent. Finally Steve
came back on.


“What did you say?”


“Me? Nothing. He left a
voicemail. I didn’t return his call.”


A million thoughts ran
through Katelyn’s mind as she waited for her husband to respond. She could only
imagine the tirade she would be on right now if the tables were turned. She
would be absolutely livid if Steve ever gave his number to some woman while he
was away on a business trip. Flirting with a stranger was one thing. Giving a
stranger her number was completely unacceptable, even if it had somehow happened
without her realizing it.


“Listen, honey, I know
I made a mistake—I’m really sorry. I was just calling to tell you because I
didn’t want you to think I was doing anything behind your back. I swear I told
you everything that happened last night. We only talked, that was it. I didn’t
even shake his hand when he left. I went straight back to my room and called
you right away... I swear.”


“Did you go to that
original Starbucks I found in the guidebook?”


Katelyn paused. “Um,
yes. But—”


“Oh, man—I'm so jealous!
How was it? Did they have any specialty coffees you can only get at that
location? The guidebook mentioned they might.”


Katelyn froze with her
phone up to her ear, her mouth agape as if she just answered a call from
another planet.


“What? No, they didn’t
have any special coffee… wait. Hold on—you’re jealous I went to a Starbucks,
and not that I just got asked out to dinner by some stranger?”


“Yeah, I mean, that
place looked awesome.”


“Steve, tell me you’re
not serious.”


“What’s the big deal?
You obviously had a friendly conversation with that guy last night. It seems
reasonable if you gave him your number that he’d call you to get together while
you’re still in town.”


Katelyn forced her
mouth closed. She literally was speechless.


Through her gritted teeth
she replied. “I told you, I didn’t give him my number.”


“Well, maybe you just
had a little too much to drink. You know how wine goes to your head.”


Katelyn felt her blood
beginning to boil. She glanced at the phone, realizing she was crushing it between
her hands.


“Ugh. Kat, I'm so sorry
to do this, but I literally have to go right now. The guys are waving at me
through the conference room window. God, I hate these stupid meetings. I don’t
know how you do it all the time. I’ll call you if we get a break later this
afternoon. Love you babe.”


The line went dead.
Katelyn lowered the cell phone from her ear and stared at the blank screen, a
surge of anger rising up in her. How could her husband not understand how upset
she was? How could he not be concerned about her safety? The flirting, the
chatting in the swanky late-night hotel bar—sure, that was fun. But receiving
an unexpected call and a dinner invitation from someone who should not be in
possession of her number? Her husband should most definitely be concerned.


Katelyn slowly walked
back to the table where her coworkers were eating lunch and sat down.


“Is everything all
right, Katelyn?” her female coworker seated beside her asked.


She nodded her head,
and offered her best professional smile. “Oh, everything’s fine, Tara. Just a
quick check-in with my darling husband.”


Katelyn reached for her
water, wishing the afternoon was already over so she could order a glass of
wine, or better yet, a whole bottle.


No, things were
decidedly not all right.


~


The text conversation
went on all afternoon. At times Katelyn was so confused by what she was reading
that she completely lost track of where she was, and that an extremely crucial
client deal hinged on the results of her team’s presentation this week. She wasn’t
sure how many times she could blame the jetlag when one of her colleagues asked
her a question and she answered with a blank stare. Katelyn tried her best to
keep her eyes off her cell phone and her head in the meeting, but it was nearly
impossible.


The first series of
texts started immediately after lunch…


Just thought you
would’ve been more concerned someone was stalking your wife while she’s alone
in a strange city.


After a few minutes with no response, she added another line.


You know I would never
get so drunk that I couldn't even remember giving out my number. I thought
you’d give me a little more credit.


After nearly an hour
without an answer, Katelyn realized her tone with her husband had been
unnecessarily harsh.


I'm sorry. I don’t mean
to be angry. I know this all was my idea. I was just scared, and miss you.


Steve’s reply finally
came.


Kat, I didn’t mean to
upset you. I’ll be sure to call u again soon as I’m out of this meeting.


I’m not upset at you.
I’m upset with myself. I’m just not sure we should be doing this. I needed you
to tell me everything will be all right, that’s all.


Kat, everything will be
fine. I’m a little surprised you actually gave him your number, but I’m not
angry.


I told u – I didn’t
give him my number! That’s why I was so freaked out.


Kat, how else could he
have gotten it? You must’ve been drunker than u realized.


I told you – I wasn’t
that drunk!!! Do you think I can’t handle myself?


Of course you can. It’s
just that I know how you can get after you have a little wine.


What the hell is that
supposed to mean?


Katelyn did her best to
ignore the looks from her team as she stuffed her phone in her purse and
stormed out of the conference room. She ducked into the nearest restroom and
slammed the door closed behind her. She couldn’t remember the last time she and
Steve had an argument over texting. It was so childish. The more she thought
about it, the angrier she became. She threw her purse down on the counter and
splashed some cold water on her face to try and calm down. Her entire body was
shaking. Why on earth didn’t her husband believe her that she wasn’t drunk last
night? And why wasn’t he at all upset that she had been asked out on a date?


Katelyn stared into the
mirror. She could see the bags under her eyes, revealing her lack of sleep. Her
hair looked like it could use a good brushing, and her makeup was not up to her
usual prim standards.


“God damn it, Katelyn.
Pull yourself together,” she muttered to her
reflection.


Katelyn dried her face
and went to work on touching up her makeup, trying to make her eyes look a
little less puffy. Her phone buzzed again in her purse and she ignored it.


“Oh, I am done talking
with you right now mister,” she grunted into the mirror.


She had expected her
husband to be angry, or at the very least jealous of her actions. A part of her
wanted him to be furious at her. Instead, it felt to her like he didn’t care at
all what she did. Why was he acting so strangely?


Suddenly, Katelyn
froze.


Maybe the reason her
husband was so carefree about the situation was that he had something to hide.
She stared at the mirror, unable to avoid the thought that just came screaming
through her head. Could Steve possibly be involved with another woman, and
that’s why he’s so okay with me flirting with other men?


“Hey, Katelyn—is
everything okay? I’m sorry, but we really need you back in there. Ted has no
idea what he’s doing with the slide deck. He nearly erased our entire
presentation.”


Katelyn glanced up at
the door. She quickly stuffed her makeup back in her purse.


“Yes, Tara… I’m
sorry—I’ll be right there. It’s really warm in that room. I just needed a quick
break.”


Katelyn offered a
reassuring smile to her coworker. She knew how badly her team was counting on
her, and here she was nearly on the verge of a breakdown, worried about if her
husband had secretly been having an affair. This was ridiculous.


“It’s no problem. Wait,
are you going out somewhere after this, Katy?”


Katelyn shook her head.
“No, why?”


“Oh, nothing. Your
eyeshadow just looks amazing. Thought you had hot date or something,” she
laughed.


Katelyn glanced back in
the mirror then jumped suddenly as her phone buzzed again. She quickly reached
into her purse to silence the ringer, ready to let her husband have it for
upsetting her so much this afternoon. She glanced at the screen and read the
incoming text.


Can you let me know
about tonight? I need to make a reservation. How does 8PM sound?


Katelyn felt her pulse
quicken. Her throat was instantly dry. She rapidly typed out a reply.


8PM sounds perfect. Meet
u in the same place as last night.


She looked back in the mirror, barely recognizing herself behind her
smoky eyes and flushed cheeks. Perhaps Tara wasn’t so far off after all.










~ Chapter 8 ~


She didn’t know why she
did it. For the next several months Katelyn would rack her brain, wondering
exactly what had gotten into her that she would ever consider accepting a
dinner date with a stranger. There was no rational explanation. She tried to
tell herself that she was angry with her husband for not showing enough concern
that a complete stranger somehow got her phone number and she might be in
danger, but that wasn’t fair. If Steve had flown off the deep end and been
irate with her she would’ve felt ashamed, or so embarrassed she would never
talk to a stranger again. Anklet or no anklet, their little games would’ve been
over. There would be no more flirting. No more hot
phone sex sessions. No more living out fantasies with her husband that took her
to sexual heights she had never experienced. They would return to their mundane
sex life. They would be happy, and they would always love each other, but there
would always seem like there was something missing. The spark that had ignited
these past few months would be extinguished forever… it was far better that
Steve had laughed everything off, even it if had temporarily pissed her off.


As much as she refused
to admit it, there was a part of her that was exhilarated beyond belief that a
good-looking, incredibly successful business man had singled her out and wanted
to take her to dinner. Of course, she had never discussed anything of the sort
with her husband. Accepting a free drink in a bar was one thing. Going on a
date with a complete stranger was something else entirely. She had no idea if
that’s what Steve might have wanted, had she given him the chance to respond.


Truthfully, Katelyn
wasn’t exactly sure what Steve wanted out of all of this, but his lack of
jealousy he displayed during their continued conversation led her to believe he
had been waiting a long time for something like this to happen. It was almost
as if he wanted to push her—to see just how far she’d go. To see how far they
could test their marriage bonds.


She knew she would remain
faithful to her husband. There was no doubt… but the idea of just how far she
might go was something she perhaps was willing to entertain.


Maybe that was why she
did it… maybe that’s why she let the hours continue to tick by all afternoon
without cancelling her dinner plans. She could have easily called the whole
thing off at any point. It was crazy—there was no way she was going to really
have dinner with a stranger. Yet the more she exchanged frustrating texts with
her husband, the more she wanted to show him that if he truly wanted to play
this game, she could play it quite well. No matter what the stakes.


~


After her afternoon
meetings finally concluded Katelyn proceeded directly to her hotel, declining
the invite to attend dinner with her colleagues. She feigned fatigue from the
jetlag, and given her lack of ability to concentrate all afternoon she felt her
excuse seemed plausible. She told them she would probably be asleep by the time
they had their first drink, but to have a good time as they had worked hard and
deserved to let off some steam. In fact, they had come much farther than she
expected in one day. It seemed her brief burst of anger earlier had lit a fire
under her young west coast team.


The moment she got back
to her room Katelyn tossed her phone down on the bed and stripped out of her
tight work skirt and blouse. She grabbed a tiny bottle of wine from the minibar
and popped it open then stepped into the shower. She turned the water up as hot
as it would go then closed her eyes, letting the massaging showerhead cascade
over her body. As the steam rose up around her, she felt her nervous system
slowly begin to relax. For the first time that afternoon her brain began to
fully process what she was planning to do.


After a volley of texts
that did little to smooth things over from their initial argument, Katelyn
finally confessed to Steve that she had been so upset with him that she went
ahead and accepted the stranger’s invite to dinner. She was fully expecting her
husband to be furious with her, and to call her back right away demanding to
know what had gotten into her. Instead, his casual reply shocked her yet again.


Really?


She waited for the rest
of the text, but that was all he had written.


Yes. Really. He asked if
8PM was fine and I said okay.


A short time later, she
received the following message.


Wow. U must really have
a thing for this guy, huh?


Katelyn immediately
fired off her retort.


I don’t have a THING
for anyone but my husband. However, my husband seems to be entirely unconcerned
about his wife right now, so apparently she is going out to dinner with a
strange man that she just met.


If that’s what u want, it’s really okay with me.


She stared at her phone
in disbelief.


No, it’s not what I
want. I wasn’t being serious. I was just saying that to teach you a lesson.


Ru sure? It sounds like
maybe u do want to go.


Katelyn let the last
message sit for a few moments. She reread the text conversation again. Steve
didn’t seem upset at all. He actually seemed to be leading her on. Again her
mind wandered to the idea that he might be hiding something. Maybe even now he
wasn’t at work like he claimed, but was with another woman. Maybe that was why
he had recently stopped complaining that she travelled so much, and encouraged
her to spend as much time as she needed at work. It was all starting to make
sense.


For a moment, Katelyn
considered calling Steve’s office to see if he had actually been to work today,
then stopped. At least part of her understood how crazy she had become. They
had never once been unfaithful to each other, and as far as she knew her
husband had never once told her so much as a tiny white lie. He couldn’t even
hide a birthday present around the house without her knowing. There was no way
he could hide an actual woman from her. Still, she needed an explanation for
his behavior.


Let me get this clear.
You would have no problem if I actually accepted his invitation to have dinner
tonight?


No. Why would I?


Uh, maybe because I’m
your wife? And I should be only going out to dinner with my husband?


Well, you seemed okay
with having drinks with him last night… and we certainly had a fun time
afterwards. Why is dinner so different?


Katelyn held her phone
in her hands, uncertain how to respond. It was true. It was just dinner. She
had dinner out with plenty of male colleagues on business trips before, and
never once asked permission from her husband. How was this any different?


Of course, she knew it
was not at all the same.


It’s totally different.
He basically asked me on a date.


Steve’s reply didn’t
come for a while. When it did, Katelyn feared her team members seated next to
her in the conference room could hear her heart pounding through her chest.


I think it’s kinda hot.


Katelyn stared at her
phone, speechless.


~


Katelyn stepped out of
the shower and dried off, then padded over to the window wrapped in her towel.
She poured the remainder of her minibar wine into her glass and just as the
previous night stood gazing out over the city, taking in the gorgeous view of
the waterfront. Briefly she wondered if anyone in Seattle was going through the
exact same thing she was right now, although she didn’t see how. She felt as
though she were in one of those defining moments that if her life were a movie,
a John Mayer song would start playing somewhere in the background. On screen
there would appear a montage of her life up until this point: her mostly happy
childhood until her dad left, her high school and college days spent agonizing
over being the top in her class, her brief post-graduation dating days, then
nearly the last decade of being happily married to the man of her dreams. The
montage would end with a slow pullback from the Seattle skyline with one of
those cool camera tricks that brings the object of the moment back into
focus—in this case the camera would reveal her standing by a hotel window
wrapped in nothing but a stark white towel, contemplating the biggest decision
of her life. The camera would pan down her body, starting with her dark, dripping
wet hair, passing down over her bare shoulders with their tiny freckles, down
past the ample curve of her breasts, down over her hips, her shapely thighs and
calves, finally coming to rest on her delicate bare feet with her pink
manicured toes. The camera would pause for a moment, perhaps catching a few
beads of water from her hair dripping onto the carpet before coming to land on
its final target, the tiny gold chain wrapped delicately around her ankle. The
cause of so much, if not all, of this mischief.


Katelyn considered her
situation carefully as she stared out the window and took another sip of her
wine. She knew what she was doing was wrong… a dinner date with a stranger she
found attractive was most definitely crossing whatever line there was that
shouldn’t be crossed. Yet, at the same time, nothing had ever felt so right.


Katelyn picked up her
phone and reread her texts from Steve. There was nothing in what he wrote that
suggested he didn’t really want her to go through with accepting the invitation
for tonight, or that he was merely testing her. She certainly had no intention
of doing something like this when they had talked about the idea of her meeting
strangers in a bar and perhaps trying to get a free drink with her little game
and some harmless flirting. This had turned into a completely different game…
one she wasn’t sure she was prepared to play.


~


Katelyn pressed redial
on her cell phone. Steve answered immediately.


“I’m so sorry about
this afternoon, Kat. I should’ve called you back right away. I didn’t mean to
upset you.”


Katelyn was relieved to
hear the soft tone of her husband’s familiar voice.


“It’s okay. I’m not
angry anymore...” She paused for a moment. “You do realize however, that you
put me in quite a predicament.”


“What do you mean?”


“Perhaps you forgot,
but I’m supposed to be having dinner with some guy in a couple of hours.”


“Yeah, I know,” Steve
chuckled. “I guess I’m to blame for that one.” Katelyn thought she detected a
little hint of nervousness in Steve’s laughter.


“I’m glad you still
find this so amusing.”


“Well, it kinda is when
you think about it.”


Katelyn stared out at
the skyline, listening to her husband’s quiet breath on the line. She glanced
down and saw a red neon sign for Seattle’s Public Market flick on. She suddenly
wished he could be there with her.


“I didn’t cancel yet,
you know.”


There was a brief
pause.


“I didn’t expect you
to.”


Katelyn stared out the
window at Elliott Bay until the silence on the line grew deafening.


“So, are you saying
that you think it would be okay for me to go out to dinner tonight with him?”


Katelyn pressed her
phone tighter to her ear. She could hear Steve sucking in a sharp breath.


“Listen, Kat… I have a
small confession to make.” Katelyn felt her heart jump into her throat. Her
blood stopped pumping. Had she been right? Could her husband really be having
an affair with another woman?


“I, uh, I’m not quite
sure how to say this, but I had sort of hoped something like this might happen
on one of your trips… I just wasn’t sure how to bring it up.”


Katelyn let out a heavy
exhale. The blood resumed flowing through her body. As soon as it did her head
was flooded with questions that needed immediate answers.


“What on earth are you
talking about?”


She heard Steve let out
a long sigh. “Well, here’s the thing. You remember when you came back from
Atlanta?”


Katelyn nodded, then realized her husband wasn’t actually in the room.
Sometimes their phone conversations were like that.


“Yes, of course.”


“Well, later that night
I caught you, uh, pleasuring yourself when you thought I was sleeping.”


Katelyn nearly dropped
her phone.


“You did?”


“Uh huh.”


Katelyn’s mind raced
back to that night. She had been so sure her husband was sound asleep when she
slipped her vibrator from her drawer.


“Oh, God. I’m so sorry
if I said anything that—”


“Kat,
let me finish. This isn’t easy to say.”


Katelyn stopped
talking.


“I heard you moaning
and calling out to someone who clearly wasn’t me. At first I was worried that
you had actually done something with the guy you met in Atlanta, but then the
more you told me about him I realized nothing happened. However…”


Katelyn pressed her
phone to her face until she could barely feel her ear.


“I know you wish
something did… happen, that is.”


Katelyn felt a pit
rising from the bottom of her stomach. She couldn’t speak.


“Look, Kat, I know the
reason our sex life has slowed down the last few years has nothing to do with
your traveling, or your job. I know you need more excitement in your life… in
our life. That’s why I set up the whole thing on our anniversary to pretend to
be a stranger for you. I realized that you needed something more out of our
relationship. You needed something new… or rather someone new.”


“No, wait, Steve.”
Katelyn quickly brushed away the tears forming in her eyes. “That’s not true—I
don’t need anyone but you. I swear.”


“Kat, it’s okay. Let’s
not lie to each other. The minute you stopped fantasizing about being with
someone else we went right back to not having sex for weeks on end. That was
why I suggested you start wearing your anklet again… and look at what’s
happened. Last night you met some guy in a bar and afterwards we had amazing
phone sex. I didn’t even know you knew some of those words you were using.”


Katelyn wiped her face
again, feeling a small smile breaking.


“I know… it really was
hot.”


“It was more than
hot—it’s what’s been missing in our life for a long time. We’ve never done
something like that in all the years you’ve been traveling. I can’t tell you
how hot it was to listen to you on the phone, and know you were imagining that
you were with the guy you just met.”


Katelyn felt her
stomach turn. Had her husband known all along what was going through her mind?


“So, you’re saying you
were actually turned on by me thinking about being with a stranger?”


“Yeah… I just didn’t
know how to tell you.”


“So, when you suggested
I wear my anklet out and try to get hit on at bars…”


“It wasn’t just for
you… it was for me too.”


Katelyn wasn’t sure if
she wanted to laugh or cry. She opted to laugh and finally release the tension
holding her belly hostage.


“You know, you really
could’ve told me all of this much sooner. Did you know this afternoon that I
was actually thinking you might be having an affair?”


Now it was Steve’s turn
to laugh out loud. She could sense the tension releasing from him as well.


“An affair? Why would I
waste my time with an appetizer when I’m married to the choice cut prime rib?”


Katelyn decided to let
his corny joke slide and join him in laughing.


“So, let me recap. You
got me all worked up and pissed off at you this afternoon simply because you
didn’t know how to tell me that it turns you on when I fantasize about having
sex with other men. And now, because of your inability to communicate with your
wife, I actually have a date tonight with another man.”


“Uh, that sounds about
right.”


“You know I have to go
through with this now.”


“I wouldn’t have it any
other way.”


~


After promising to text
her husband everything that happened all night, Katelyn hung up the phone then
drew the curtains closed. She moved over to the bed and let the towel fall from
her body. She dug a lacy red bra and matching thong out of her suitcase and
slipped them on, then lay down on top of the towel. She pushed herself up so
her head was resting on the stack of pillows, her legs spread out in front of
her. She breathed in slowly as her fingers made a soft trail over her neck,
down over her breasts, down past her abdomen, then slipped inside the lacy top
of her red thong. She inched her finger a little lower.


Her conversation with
her husband had left her a new woman. Just hearing that he had been keeping a
similar secret from her all this time made her love him even more, if that were
possible. Knowing they both seemed to derive pleasure from her flirting with
other men, and that they both were turned on when she actually fantasized about
being with a stranger comforted her tremendously. It also made her incredibly
horny.


Katelyn turned her head
towards the foot of the bed and closed her eyes, imagining the figure of the
stranger from last night standing in front of her in her room. She brushed her
fingers lightly against her clit as she pushed her feet down into the mattress,
swaying her hips back and forth as she stroked herself. She remembered the
stranger from the previous evening to be slightly taller than her. That was
good. She liked men who were taller than her. She remembered he had broad
shoulders, slightly more built than her husband. That was good too. She wanted
him to be different than Steve. She recalled his masculine face and dark hair
with just a touch of gray around the temples, something she found decidedly
attractive. And she recalled his scent. A clean, oaky musk that was new to her,
and left her weak in her knees.


Katelyn sucked in a
tiny breath. With her eyes still closed she extended her hand in front of her.
She curled her index finger, beckoning the stranger to step closer. She could
feel the slight movement of the mattress as his legs bumped into the foot of
the bed. She could hear him breathing just in front of her.


He was so close.


Katelyn extended one
leg, pressing it all the way down towards the foot of the bed, then raised it
up into the air in front of the stranger… teasing him with her long, shapely
legs. She could hear his breath coming heavier and heavier. She knew he wanted
to reach out in the dark… she knew he wanted to touch her… as badly as she
wanted to touch him.


She stretched her leg
out as far as she could, imagining the tip of her toe
coming in contact with his thigh. She raised her leg just slightly, pressing
the sole of her foot into his hard muscle tone. Beyond her outstretched foot
Katelyn could sense a movement inside the stranger’s pants. She raised her leg
higher, her toe grazing the bottom of his stiff shaft. She arched her foot then
extended her long toes, rubbing them higher and higher up his leg until her
foot was nestled between his upper thigh and his hip bone. She slowly raised
her other leg, working it up the stranger’s opposite thigh just as she had done
the first. With both feet resting on him she inched her toes closer together,
closing in around his swollen shaft, imaging his hardness under the soft
material of his pants.


“Take these off for
me,” she called out softly in the dark.


Without a word the
stranger unbuckled his belt and allowed his pants to drop to the floor, then
leaned back against the edge of the bed. Under the naked soles of her feet she
could feel the ticklish hair of his thighs. She slipped her pink-tipped toes
inside the edge of his boxers, making contact with the spongey tip of his erect
cock. She felt him shudder under her teasing touch.


“These too.”


A moment later she
heard the soft sound of his boxers hitting the floor.


“Now, let me feel you.”


The stranger stepped
forward again. Katelyn gasped at the sensation of the soft skin of his thick
cock between the arches of her feet. Slowly she rubbed his shaft up and down,
listening to the stranger moan in front of her as she tried to judge his girth
with her eyes still closed. She moved one foot up under his shirt, pressing it
against his firm abs.


“Now, the shirt.”


The stranger stepped
back from the bed to remove his shirt. She waited a moment then stretched out
her legs as far as she could, but she couldn’t feel him anymore. Suddenly, she
felt two powerful hands grasp onto her ankles and pull her to the edge of the
bed. She gasped in shock as she stranger bent down and ripped her towel out
from under her. A moment later she felt her arms pinned above her head.


“What are you doing to
me?”


Katelyn thrashed about
on the bed, but the stranger was too strong for her.


“What are you going to
do to me?”


In answer to her
repeated question she felt the stranger’s body crush down on top of her. His
hands roughly grabbed her breasts as his tongue jammed its way inside her
mouth. Her screams were muffled against his wet, prodding tongue as he forced
her legs apart. She felt the tip of his cock at her heated entrance. Without
warning he pushed into her. She screamed out in the dark as his cock penetrated
her in one thrust. She felt her pussy explode as he pulled his cock out then
pounded back into her. She wrapped her legs tightly around the stranger’s body,
desperate for him to fuck her. To fuck her as hard as she could possibly take.
She bucked her hips wildly on the bed, squeezing the stranger between her
thighs. She clasped onto his back, clinging to his sweat-covered body as he
fucked her, and fucked her, and fucked her.


Katelyn’s body shook
uncontrollably. She arched her back and threw her head back as her as waves of
pleasure rolled over her. She screamed out as her orgasm overtook her body,
rendering her senseless.


After a short time she
opened her eyes, noticing the hotel towel bunched between her legs. The room
was dark. Her stranger was gone.










~ Chapter 9 ~


Katelyn glanced in the
full-length mirror, feeling that familiar rush of energy flow through her body.
She had selected a tightly-fitted dark blue wrap-around dress with a plunging
neckline that tied at the waist. She complimented her outfit with dangling
earrings and a pair of heels that were an inch higher than the ones she wore
the night before. The sexy heels were a decidedly unnecessary accessory for a
business trip, but she was thankful she had decided to toss them in her
suitcase. It may be just dinner, but she could certain dress as if she was
ready to fuck the lights out of her date. After all, that was part of the game.


She stood in front of
the mirror and took a selfie then sent the pic to her husband along with one
final text before she headed down to the hotel bar to begin her evening.


Now if THIS doesn’t
make u jealous, I want a divorce.


The response this time
was immediate.


Babe, you look AMAZING!
If I were there I would rip that dress off u so fast u wouldn’t know what hit
u. This guy better know how lucky he is to be having dinner with my wife. Text
me everything that happens.


Ah, that was much
better. Katelyn felt a slight tingle in her crotch. This is what she had wanted
all along. The game had shifted back to her original intent. She relished in
her husband’s hungered desire for her, mixed with the fact that she was going
to dinner with a complete stranger who couldn’t have her either—no one could.
She was an object that men could get down on their hands and knees and beg to
touch, but she was not to be had by anyone.


To Katelyn, this is
what it was all about. The idea that she was in control of everything that
happened in her life was what drove her to take wild risks. To see just how
much power she possessed. She made more money, lived in a larger home, took
more vacations, and owned a nicer car than any of her friends… and she did it
all on her own terms. Maybe it was because her mother had been a stay-at-home
mom, and Katelyn watched her suffer while her father called all the shots in
their marriage before he finally walked out that drove her to be so successful.
She remembered how her father would always throw around the fact that he made
the money so he would decide how things were run around their house. Katelyn
promised herself she would never be in a position where she wasn’t in control
of her life. It had taken her many years to realize this, but it was what made
her tick. It was only natural that in her sexual life she would put everything
on the line to maintain this same power. That’s what made the game so much fun.


Of course, not even the
most skilled players can control every aspect of the game.


~


The evening started out
precisely as planned. Katelyn took a seat at the hotel bar without a hint of
anxiety that she might accidentally bump into any of her coworkers. Her team
had already texted her that they were at happy hour somewhere across town, and
there was a different bartender on duty from the night before. She felt safe
and carefree as she ordered a glass of wine and casually surveyed the bustling
lobby. She didn't know a single person in Seattle, and there was virtually no
chance of running into anyone she might know. If there was ever a time to have
a little harmless fun, this was it.


Katelyn only had to
wait a short time before her dinner date arrived, looking quite fashionable in
a suitcoat and dark shirt and tie. Her heart skipped a tiny beat as he
approached. He looked even cuter than the remembered him from the night before.
His tapered pants showed off his muscular legs, and his trendy shoes had a
slight heel that made him appear a bit taller than she remembered.


She smiled as her
companion took the empty seat beside her. Without hesitation she asked him the
question that had been on her mind all day. She knew if she didn’t get a
satisfactory answer she wouldn’t going anywhere tonight, no matter how charming
the stranger may appear, or how excited she was at the prospect of going out to
dinner this evening and taking the little games she and her husband had been
playing to a new level.


“Let’s cut to the
chase, shall we?”


Her potential dinner
date raised his eyebrow, but said nothing.


“Where did you get my
number?”


“Ah, right. That.”


“Yes, that.” She smiled
carefully. “I’m positive I didn’t give it to you last night.”


Her companion smirked.
“No, you didn’t. You did, however, drop a business card out of your pocket when
you were pulling your room key out of your purse. You seemed to be in quite a
hurry when you dashed off to the elevator so I simply picked it up. I guess
maybe I was hoping it wasn’t unintentional.”


Katelyn flinched. So it
was her mistake. If she could she would kick herself right there. Steve had
been right… she had too much to drink and made a foolish mistake. She would not
make the same mistake twice.


Katelyn cleared her
throat. “Well, I hope I’m not disappointing you, but if I told you it was
merely an accident that I dropped my card, would that have changed your
decision to call me and ask me to dinner?”


The stranger looked
directly at Katelyn. “Not at all.”


Katelyn stared at him
for a moment. Was he lying through his teeth? Was he trying to do anything he
could to lure a married woman out to dinner in the hopes of taking her back to
his hotel? Or was he telling the truth?


The reassuring smile
making his way onto his face quickly negated any fears she had. She smiled
back. It was going to be dinner, and just dinner. There was nothing to worry
about. Her game was back on.


“Okay, then. One final
question. You’re not a serial stalker who preys on business women traveling
alone, are you?”


The stranger laughed.
“I’m afraid not. I spend over two hundred nights on the road and don’t
particularly enjoy dining alone. Given the opportunity, I would prefer to do so
in the company of a beautiful woman. Does that pass your qualifications?”


Katelyn nodded her
head, his compliment not going unnoticed. She finished her glass of wine then
stood up and paid her tab.


“So where are you
taking me?”


“It’s a surprise. Now,
shall we?” He smiled as he gestured with his arm towards the hotel front door.
Katelyn followed his gaze. Once she stepped beyond that door she knew there
would be no turning back. There would be no one to run to if things suddenly
turned dangerous. Her only lifeline was her cell phone, clutched tightly in her
hand inside her jacket pocket, although she didn’t know what good a phone would
truly do. Her husband was over three thousand miles away, and the only other
people she knew in the city were far off in another part of town, likely so
deep into happy hour by now they wouldn’t even pick up her call.


She breathed in deeply
then slowly exhaled. It was just dinner. It was her chance to extend her
flirting, and have a little fun. It was her game, and she would play it by her
rules. She would pretend she was out on a date with an attractive stranger, and
flirt all she liked. As soon as dinner was over she’d return to her hotel and
call her husband. She hoped Steve planned on staying up late because she
planned on having an even hotter phone sex session than the previous night. Now
that she knew he was okay with her fantasizing about other men, scenarios had
begun flying her head, and she couldn’t wait to put them to use.


This dinner was what
she wanted… what she needed. There was nothing to worry about.


Katelyn grabbed her
purse and headed towards the hotel exit. Her companion followed silently after
her as they made their way across the lobby. She nodded to the doorman as he
opened the door for her.


“Careful, miss. It
might get a bit stormy out tonight.”


Katelyn paused,
glancing past the doorman out at the early Seattle evening. The sun had ducked
behind a wall of fog, the bright afternoon a distant memory. There was a slight
chill in the air. She pulled her jacket close around her. Was it a premonition?
Should she turn back right now and do the sensible thing and order room service
and watch over-priced hotel movies in the safety of her own room? She glanced
back at the doorman, but he simply held the door for her.


The choice was hers.


Suddenly a wave of
guilt washed over her. For a moment she wondered if the doorman could tell the
man she was with was not her husband. She tucked her hand with her wedding band
deeper in her pocket then took a deep breath and stepped swiftly into the fog,
fighting off the guilty feeling that tried to latch onto her like a wet
raincoat as she got into the waiting cab. She wasn’t going behind her husband’s
back, she reminded herself. She wasn’t having an affair, or cheating on him in
any way, she reasoned with the voices in her head. She was merely going to have
dinner with a fellow business traveler. Afterwards she would tell her husband
everything that happened.


She glanced over as her
new companion slid into the back seat next to her. Just because she found that
fellow business traveling charmingly attractive and already felt a tingling
sensation coming from between her legs didn’t really matter… did it?


It was only dinner.










~ Chapter 10 ~


The restaurant was
located across town on Capitol Hill, where they might have had a nice view of
the skyline had the fog not eaten up the entire city by the time they arrived.
Traffic was deplorable, and Katelyn had grown nauseous from the lurching taxi
as they wound their way through town. Her companion had answered a call the
moment they got into the cab, and she had been left to stare out at the gray
city, trying to pick out sites that Steve had mentioned from his guidebook
before she left for her trip.


After waiting another
twenty minutes for a table standing awkwardly together in the tiny restaurant,
they were finally seated, only to be interrupted by another call. Katelyn
smiled politely as her date excused himself to take
the call outside.


“This is just payback,”
she told herself, thinking of all the times she took a business call while out
to dinner with her husband.


Katelyn reread her menu
for the fifth time, practically memorizing the restaurant’s current offerings
as she waited for her date to return. Slowly her mood started to sink. The
slight buzz she had from her earlier wine was long lost. This was not how she
imagined how the evening might unfold. This was not the game she envisioned
this evening when she got dressed in slinky dress and high heels. She imagined
a night full of sexy intrigue, and naughty innuendoes. She imagined a similar
conversation to the night before, one that might possibly end with a
proposition.


“Thank you again,
dinner was lovely.”


“Indeed. I just wish
the night didn’t have to end.”


 “Perhaps it doesn’t… what do you have in
mind?” Katelyn would arch her eyebrow suggestively.


“Do you like to dance?”


“No, not really.”


“Ah. Well, perhaps I
could offer you a tour of the city? We can go up to the top of the Space Needle?”


“I don’t really enjoy
heights.” Katelyn wouldn’t give him an inch.


“Well, perhaps you
might like to grab a nightcap back at my hotel?”


Katelyn smiled. “That
sounds more like it.”


Her date might even
take a chance on overstepping his boundaries.


“What if I suggested we
avoid the crowded bar, and share a nightcap in my room? Do you think your
husband be okay with that?”


Katelyn would feel the
heat growing between her thighs. “Well now, that depends...”


“On what?”


“On what you planned on
doing with me once we got to your room…”


Perhaps they wouldn’t
take their flirting quite so far, but it would still be something Katelyn would
enjoy immensely. Like a tournament poker player, she would watch for signs of
her opponent revealing his hand as her own hand casually caressed the stem of
her wine glass, giving no indication of how far she might go, or at what point
she might end the conversation, and end the game.


She stared glumly at
the empty seat across from her and took another sip of her wine. Unfortunately,
not all games go exactly as planned.


~


“Sorry—I have to be in
Beijing next Tuesday. You know those Chinese. They never stop working.”


Katelyn offered a
smile. “It’s no problem.”


She half-heartedly
listened to her dining companion’s synopsis of the current economic climate of
China, but didn’t register a word he was saying. She picked at her appetizer,
wishing the strong, silent business man from the night before was still in her
presence. She placed her fork down on the table in line next to her spoon. On
the other side of her plate she realigned her knife so it was perfectly
perpendicular to the bottom of the table. She took another small sip from her
wine, struggling to steer their conversation back to where they had left off
the previous evening. It was no use. While their flirtatious conversation
flowed in the erotically charged late-night atmosphere of a swanky hotel bar,
the ease of the tongue did not extend beyond the front doors of her hotel. She
was left to comment on the food and other people in the restaurant in an
attempt to break the prolonged awkward silences… something she had never once
had to do in eight years of marriage.


As dinner progressed,
Katelyn found herself missing her husband more and more. Every few moments her
hand casually slipped into her pocket to make sure her cell phone was still
there. It was silly, but as long as she had her phone and could call or text
Steve at any moment, she felt comforted.


“Care for more wine
miss?”


Katelyn glanced up at
the waiter. “Oh, I’m actually okay for right now.”


The waiter paused,
looking over her barely touched plate. “There something wrong with your entrée?
I’d be happy to bring you something else. Your husband certainly seems to be
enjoying his.”


Katelyn glanced across
the table where her companion was texting someone while shoveling his prime rib
into his mouth.


“Oh, he’s not my
husband. We’re, uh… just colleagues. That’s all.”


The waiter gave her a
strange look.


“Ah, my mistake ma’am.”
He slowly walked away from their table. Katelyn glanced around the restaurant,
noticing all the other couples seated at tiny candlelit tables similar to
theirs. Her thoughts couldn’t help but return to the image of Steve sprawled on
their bed, reading her Seattle guidebook before she left for her trip. She knew
he would have loved the chance to dine in such a beautiful restaurant in this
famed section of town. The guilt that continued to wash over her suddenly grew
too much to bear.


You shouldn’t be here.


This is wrong.


Your husband is home by
himself while you’re out with a complete stranger.


Katelyn kept thinking
back to her phone conversation with Steve earlier in the evening. He had been
so vulnerable, finally revealing his desire for her to be as happy as possible
in their relationship… even if that meant she needed to experience being out
with other men. Well, she was here now, experiencing it, and she was far from
happy.


She placed her napkin
on the table. “I’m sorry. Would you excuse me for a moment?”


Her dining companion
barely glanced up from his cell phone. Katelyn grabbed her purse and hurried to
the women’s restroom. She ducked into a stall and sat down on the toilet. She
tried to fight back the tears, but it was no use. They started flowing
immediately.


She pulled out her
phone and typed out a quick text.


This is going horrible.
I wish I didn’t go out tonight. Just want to go back to the hotel.


Thankfully her
husband’s reply came quickly. She knew he was at home, waiting right by the
phone.


What happened? Ru ok?


Through her
water-soaked eyes she struggled to type out her reply.


I’m fine. I’m just a
complete fool. I have no idea why I’m here. This was the worst idea ever. I
miss you so much. I hate traveling without you all the time. I’m so sorry. I
just want to come home. 


Katelyn struggled to
keep the tears from flowing, but it was no use. This wasn’t what she wanted.
None of this was what she wanted. She didn’t want to be out on a date and have
a waiter mistake some stranger for her husband. There was nothing sexy about
this night at all. She wanted to be back in her hotel room, ordering room
service in her pajamas. Or out to dinner with her young team members. Or back
home, snuggling in her husband’s arms while they watched their favorite sitcom.
She wished she were anywhere but in this foolish romantic restaurant with some
stranger who seemed so different to her the night before.


I don’t want to ever
see this guy again, and we’re only halfway through dinner. I don’t know what
I’m going to do.


Why don’t you just
leave?


Katelyn wiped her eyes
and stared at her phone. Steve had a way to get right to the heart of any
seemingly impossible situation. Of course she could just leave. She had
absolutely no obligations to this person. She would never see him again. So
what if he had her number? She could tell him she was feeling ill and thank him
for the dinner then hail a taxi back to her hotel. How could she not realize
this for herself?


You’re so right. I love
u so much. I’m so sorry I put u through this.


Kat, you didn’t put me
through anything. I shouldn’t have pushed you. Dinner was too much. Call me as
soon as u get into a cab. I love you.


Katelyn dried her eyes
then exited the restroom and made her way back to the table. Her companion was
still texting on his phone. She would have surprised if he noticed she was even
gone. She sat back down and opened her mouth to tell him that she wasn’t
feeling well and thought it might be best if she called it a night when she
heard someone calling out her name.


At first she ignored
it. Obviously there was another Katelyn in the restaurant. The second time was
louder, followed by a short whistle. “Katy, over here!”


She slowly turned
around. Her heart lodged in her throat. Ted and Tara were waving at her by the
bar. Behind them her entire work team had just entered the restaurant.










~ Chapter 11 ~


There was nothing to be
done. There was no escape. There was no explanation that would satisfy the six,
highly intelligent, incredibly sharp minds of her direct reports from her west
coast office that were currently making their way towards her table. There was
nothing she could say that would convince them that she had blown them off
tonight to have dinner with a prospective client, or some male colleague from
another company. She had made a point of telling them how she knew absolutely
no one in Seattle when they chose the location for the meeting. They would see
right through her lie.


Katelyn thought fast.


The truth. Go with the
truth, Katelyn. They’ll understand.


Except she knew they
wouldn’t. No one would understand why she was having dinner with a strange man
who wasn’t her husband, unless she was having an affair. How could she possibly
explain this?


Hey
guys. This is not what it looks like. I met this charming man last night in the
hotel bar and the reason I couldn’t concentrate all day was because he asked me
out to dinner, but it’s not what you think. Have you heard the term hotwife...?
It’s sort of a fantasy my husband and I share. You see, we both get turned on by
the idea of me being out with another man…


Oh yes, she could
certainly say just that.


Katelyn looked up in
horror as her team circled around their small table.


“Hey, there. I’m
Ted—Head of Operations for Katelyn’s west coast division.”


Katelyn stared across
the table at Ted’s outstretched hand inches from her dinner companion’s face.


Jump
in now, Katelyn. Go with the truth.


Katelyn quickly opened
her mouth. “Uh, Ted, I’d like you to meet my husband… Steve.”


The heads of all six of
her direct reports immediately turned towards Katelyn. She glanced across the
table at her dinner companion, who slipped his cell into his pocket for the
first time all evening. His sly grin was impossible to miss.


“Your husband?” Ted
turned back towards her. “I thought you went to Starbucks to buy him a souvenir
this morning? Why didn’t you tell us he was joining you on this trip?”


Katelyn felt her mouth
grow instantly dry. She was already caught in her lie. She glanced at her empty
wine glass, cursing herself for refusing to refill it earlier. She was adrift
in her lifeboat without an oar.


“Yes, why didn’t you
tell them darling? Am I that awful I need to be kept a secret?”


Katelyn shot a look at
her companion across the table.


Oh
no, no no! Please don’t ruin this for me.
She begged him with her eyes.


“Er,
no, of course not dear,” she stammered. “It’s just—”


“Katy, honey. Don’t
worry about it.” She felt the calming hand of Tara, her new account manager
patting her on her shoulder. “I should’ve known something was up when you were
putting on that eyeshadow this afternoon. We’ve all done this once or twice
before, right Ted?” she winked.


Ted glanced at Tara, then seemed to catch on. “Oh, right. Of course.” He cleared
his throat, then smiled. “Your secret is safe with us,
Katy. We won’t tell a soul.”


Katelyn eyed the rest
of the group, the lump in her throat growing to epic proportions. Their faces
seemed to pass a knowing smile from one to the other. Her brain raced back to
the night in Atlanta, looking across the hotel lobby when she discovered she
was sitting smack in the middle of a swinger convention. Did her entire team
all engage in extra-marital affairs? Were their smiles an indication that this
is what always happens on business trips? She had to admit, their west coast
attitudes seemed much more relaxed than their east coast counterparts, but did
that relaxation really extend to their views on marriage? Or did she just hit
some sexual lottery and get assigned to an office full of swingers?


Luckily, Tara saved her
before she could extend her foot any further into her mouth.


“I used to pad our
travel budget for our spouses to fly with us under the radar from accounting
all the time—it barely registers on the annual report. We won’t say a thing…
that is, if you won’t.”


Katelyn stared at Tara
for a moment, then felt a sharp nudge under the table.
The well-timed kick from her dining companion jolted her back into reality.
Finally she understood.


“Oh, right—thank you.
No, of course not. I was just really worried… you know, not every office has
the same policies.” Katelyn offered her most sincere smile. “I just hate being
without my husband for more than a day or two.”


Tara laughed. “Honey,
with a hunk like that at home I wouldn’t want to board a plane by myself either!”


The group all shared a
laugh and took off to the bar.


“Katy, meet us when
you’re done. Don’t forget—we’re celebrating tonight!” Ted clapped her on the
back and followed after the group headed to the bar.


“We are?” Katelyn
glanced to Tara for an explanation.


“You didn’t hear?”


“Hear what?”


“Well, I guess we’ll
forgive you for not picking up your phone since you were at a romantic dinner
with your hunk of a hubby. We got the account! The call came in an hour ago.
You were a genius, Katy. They looked over the preliminary slides you suggested
we send them and told us we don’t even need to finish the presentation. The
contracts are being sent to our office first thing in the morning. We’re all
headed home on the first flight out tomorrow. You nailed it, Katy.”


Katelyn stared with her
mouth open, unable to process the good news.


“Now hurry and finish
your dinner so we can all celebrate—no excuses! You too, Steve.”


Katelyn’s eyes trailed
after Tara as she retreated to the bar. Katelyn slowly turned back to her
dining companion. His sly grin slowly turned into a full-blown smile. He raised
his glass to her.


“Well done, honey.”










~ Chapter 12 ~


“And then, just when we
were starting to question her management technique and wonder if she was even
paying attention all afternoon, she surprises the hell of us by closing this
deal in a single day! To Katy!”


Katelyn felt another
hearty slap on her back as she raised her glass of champagne and tossed it
down. The bubbly was just what she needed. She stole a glance over at the
amused face of the stranger pretending to be her husband. She tried to mouth
another apology, but his attention had been commandeered by the garrulous Ted,
who was growing more inebriated by the second.


Katelyn slipped out her
phone and typed out a quick text.


Don’t be mad, but
there’s bit a slight change of plans. Call u later.


She didn’t have a
chance to wait for her husband’s reply. She quickly stuffed her phone back in
her purse as Tara appeared back by her side, wanting to know all the details
about her marriage to her hunky husband. Her other coworkers swarmed in beside
her. She was the woman of the hour. The deal she just closed would bring in
millions to her company. Everyone wanted to hear about her future plans for the
company. On top of all that, she appeared to have escaped the evening
unscathed. As of yet, no one suspected a thing.


Katelyn enjoyed the
attention from her young team. She easily got caught up in their energy, and soon
forgot all about her earlier breakdown. She caught a tiny wink from her dinner
date as he paid for a round of drinks. He had certainly redeemed himself…
although she wondered how long he would keep up the charade on her behalf. This
group didn’t look like they were ready to stop anytime soon.


“So, tell me Katy… how
long have you been two lovebirds been married?”


Katelyn turned back
toward the ever-inquisitive Tara.


“Uh, eight years.”
Might as well tell the truth about something tonight, Katelyn thought as she
polished off another glass of champagne.


“Ugh, I’m so jealous.
You don’t find love that any more. Did you know that Ted and his wife just
celebrated their first wedding anniversary? Personally, I don’t think they’ll
make it another six months. He’s already hit on me twice tonight.”


Tara laughed as Katelyn
glanced over towards Ted, who appeared to be telling a story to her dinner date
that involved a lot of gesturing hand motions, and far too much invasion of
personal space. She frowned. There was being a good sport, and there was just
plain unacceptable. She had to do something before her date decided he’d had
enough and blew her cover.


“I’m sorry, Tara. Would
you excuse me for just a moment? I really need to rescue my, er, husband from Ted.”


“Say no more. I totally
understand.”


Katelyn tried to make
her way to the other side of the bar when she suddenly felt someone grab her
arm and yank her towards the door.


“Come on! We’re going
out dancing. You too, Steve!”


Before she could
protest Katelyn was pushed out the door by the rest of her team and stuffed
into a cab. A moment later she found herself in a cramped back seat wedged
between an inebriated Ted on her left and her dinner date on her right. She
looked out helplessly as one of her team members slammed the door then pounded
on the roof of the taxi for it to take off.


“We’ll be right behind
you!”


The driver pulled away
before she could even ask where they were headed. Katelyn
felt her head start to swirl. The several glasses of champagne she had consumed
on her empty stomach hit her hard. She glanced over at Ted staring out the
window, who seemed particularly unconcerned with that no one was answering him
as he kept talking. She doubted he even realized he was no longer in the bar.
She used the moment to turn and finally get a word in with her dinner date.


“So, you must find this
all quite amusing,” she whispered as Ted continued blabbing to the window.


“Nah, I do this sort of
thing all the time,” he whispered back.


“You mean you pretend
to be other women’s husbands and then get tricked into going out dancing with a
bunch of crazy marketing folks?”


“Only when I’m in
Seattle. The Chinese never go out dancing.”


Katelyn let out a
little laugh, and relaxed for the first time all night. Her companion leaned over
her to glance at Ted.


“So how much longer
‘til he passes out?” he asked.


They had their answer a
moment later as the cab hit a small bump and Ted slumped against the window.
His snoring quickly filled the back seat. Katelyn felt her phone buzz in her pocket.
She slipped it out and glanced at the screen, then tucked it back in her
pocket. She decided now might not be the best time to try and explain to her
husband why she hadn’t called him back and that she was headed to a nightclub
with a man pretending to be him.


~


They drove on in
silence for a short time. Mostly Katelyn stared straight ahead, trying to
ignore the fact that the right side of her body was pressed up against a
complete stranger. His legs felt as muscular as she had imagined. Through her
dress she could the warmth pouring from his body. She glanced down at his hand
resting in his lap. In the darkness of the cab her tipsy imagination went into
overtime. It would take no effort at all for him to move his hand just a few
inches to the left, and brush his fingers over her thigh. She knew if he did
her insides would ignite. It would be a simple thing to do. Even if Ted
happened to rouse from his deathlike slumber, it wouldn’t be shocking to find
the stranger’s hand in her lap—especially since the stranger was supposed to be
her husband. In fact, it would be strange if they weren’t holding hands, or
touching each other in some manner.


“Hey—your friend have
too much drink. Tell me where we drop him off.”


Katelyn was startled
out of her trance as the foreign taxi driver suddenly pounded on the glass
behind the front seat. She glanced over at Ted slumped against the window, his
large body stretching the limits of his seatbelt. She struggled to remember the
name of the club where her coworkers shouted out to meet them.


“I’m sorry… I’m not
sure where we are supposed to be going.”


She pulled out her
phone, realizing she didn’t have anyone on her team’s number other than Ted.
Nor did she know where her coworkers were staying, other than it was somewhere
across town from her hotel.


“We need drop him off
now. He get sick in my car you pay!”


Katelyn shook Ted and
tried to wake him up, but he was dead to the world.


The taxi driver pounded
on the glass again. Katelyn thought for a moment, then
gave the driver the address of her hotel.


“Well, I guess you’re
getting out of dancing,” Katelyn joked as she turned toward the stranger.


“That’s a shame.” He
smiled. “I was actually looking forward to it.”


Katelyn stared at him
for a moment, trying to read past his expression. Was he thinking that maybe
after a few more drinks she would have loosened up? Was he hoping that she
might’ve danced with him, perhaps allowing him to grind his body close to hers?
Would she have let him?


Unfortunately, she
would never know.


Katelyn held his gaze
for a moment longer, then suddenly remembered the rest
of her team was waiting for her.


“Oh, crap. I just
realized if I don’t let my coworkers know we’re not coming, they’ll think
something happened to us.”


The stranger chuckled.
“Oh, I don’t think they’ll worry. After all, you’re with your husband,
remember?”


Katelyn laughed. “Yeah,
I guess you’re right.”


She glanced down as her
phone buzzed in her hand. It was her real husband again, checking to make sure
she was okay.


She quickly shot off a
reply that she was fine, then paused and smiled to herself. Maybe the whole
evening wasn’t wasted. She added one quick line, then
held her breath, waiting for her husband’s response.










~ Chapter 13 ~


Katelyn felt the taxi
slowing as it pulled up to her hotel. She knew she only had a few more moments
before she had to deal with getting Ted up to her room so he could sober up for
a few hours. Her evening, as bizarre as it had been, was coming to a close.
Before it did she closed her eyes and allowed herself to imagine just for a
moment that they were pulling up to a hotel where she and Steve were staying on
some exotic vacation. Instead of Ted passed out on her left, she imagined her
husband was seated next to her, watching her for an indication that she was
interested in continuing the conversation they had been having with the
stranger on her right.


Even in those few,
brief moments, Katelyn had it all worked out in her head. She imagined that she
and Steve had been having drinks in a quiet lounge across town, where they met
an interesting stranger who happened to be staying at the same hotel they were…
a stranger with a flirtatious air about him that they both found relaxing. She
imagined both her and Steve becoming aware that there was something a little
more going on than just a casual conversation with a good-looking gentleman.
She could almost hear the three of them talking, drinking… noticing the
stranger casually touching her arm in a moment of laughter as they ordered
another round of drinks. He would quickly pull it away, but not before she
stole a quick glance at Steve to see if he had noticed.


Indeed, her husband
would have noticed. Of course, he would have kept on talking as if nothing had
happened… a subtle indicator that he had no problem with another man hitting on
his wife in front of him. In fact, he was totally okay with it. The bait was
there for the taking.


After they decided to call
it a night, it would be Steve who would suggest they all share a cab back to
their hotel, since they were all going to the same place. The stranger would
accept his offer, and their casual conversation would continue until the taxi
pulled up to the hotel… just as it was now. That was the moment Steve would
silently pass the ball over to Katelyn. It would be her move next. She would be
the one in charge, to decide if they should all have one more drink together in
the hotel bar.


She could feel Steve
next to her in the back seat, his hand lightly resting on her leg. She would
steal one more glance at him, and make sure their eyes fixed on one another, so
there was no confusion… so she confirmed with her husband one last time that
this was something he wanted to do. He wouldn’t nod, or smile, or make any
noticeable indication that he approved of her extending an invitation to their
new guest. She would simply look into his eyes, and she would just know. Deep
down, she would know he was okay with whatever she decided.


Katelyn could feel the
tension rising in her body, the anxiety building inside her. She knew if she
turned to her right and asked the stranger if he’d like to join them for one
more drink… maybe being so bold as to suggest he join them in the more
comfortable surroundings of their room, he would accept. He would accept
because he had been hoping for that very invite the entire night, since the
moment he had laid eyes on her.


They would exit the
taxi, and she would walk arm in arm with her husband through the lobby, with
their new friend next to them. They would arrive at the elevator and she would
press the button, then they would all enter together. The doors would close and
Steve would have to hit the button for their floor, her mind temporarily
forgetting what floor they were on as her hands began to shake. She would fight
to remain perfectly still between her husband and the stranger, listening to
them both talking about unimportant things in an attempt to ease the mounting
tension. Every inch of her skin would be tingling. She would hear the breath of
both men shorten as they arrived at their floor. A moment later the elevator
doors would open, and they would exit the elevator and slowly walk toward their
hotel room, where the evening was just about to begin.


At that moment the taxi
containing Ted, Katelyn, and her dinner date lurched to a stop in front of her
hotel. Katelyn eyes flew open just in time to see Ted pitch forward and project
the drunken contents of his stomach onto the floor of the taxi.


Ted turned to her with
a look of horror on his face. “Oh, God. I’m, sorry… Katy… Steve. I didn’t mean
to…”


His voice trailed off
as he slumped against the door and passed out again. The taxi driver threw the
car in park and immediately jumped outside and started delivering a line of
obscenities while pounding on the window of the back seat.


“So, dancing is
definitely off for tonight then, I assume?”


Katelyn laughed and
watched her dinner date quickly hop out to try and rescue Ted before the taxi
driver got to him first. She couldn’t help but laugh at the pandemonium
unfolding outside. The hotel staff came running out to calm down the screaming
taxi driver, while hotel guests stood by the door taking it all in.


“How about a rain
check?” she called after him.


Katelyn slid across the
seat and was helped out of the taxi by the same doorman who was on duty
earlier. He noticed her and smiled.


“Welcome back, ma’am.
Told you it looked like it might be stormy out tonight.”










~ Chapter 14 ~


“So you’re not mad?”


“No, I’m not mad.”


“Not at all? Because if
I stepped out of line, you can tell me, and I will never do anything like that
again.”


“Kat, I promise. I’m
not mad… you did tell me everything, right?”


Kat nodded her head and
nuzzled up against Steve’s chest.


“I’ve told you every
detail. Promise. Even how I made Ted sleep in the bathtub once I finally got
him up to my room, just in case he got frisky in the middle of the night.”


Steve laughed and
kissed Katelyn’s forehead. “I might have to meet this Ted sometime. He sounds
like quite the character.”


“I’m sorry darling,
that’s something that can never happen, unless you undergo some reconstructive
surgery.”


“Oh right. I forgot as
far as your coworkers are concerned, I’m about a foot taller, a foot wider, and
what did you say… his penis was about three inches longer than mine?”


“Very funny, mister.
You know I still never even shook his hand, even after covering for me like
that.”


“I’m just teasing.
Although, this does work out for the best. I know you don’t like me coming to
your work events anyway.”


Katelyn sat up, and
looked at her husband. “Steve, I want you by my side everywhere I go. I never
want you to think I don’t want you with me. Not for a minute.”


She kissed him, as deeply
and powerfully as she could. Finally she let him go.


“All right, looks like
you’re stuck with me.”


“I’d better be. I’m
just glad you agreed to hop on a plane and enjoy this sexy hotel room with me.
It’s so unlike you to be so spontaneous.”


“What can I say? Maybe
I did get a little jealous that my wife was out to dinner with another man.”


Katelyn smiled, feeling
her insides warm. She hopped off the bed and pulled the curtains closed,
blocking out the twinkling lights of the Seattle skyline. Steve had flown in
earlier that day, taking her up on her idea she had texted him from the back
seat of the taxi that they make use of the few days off she earned. Her hotel
room was already paid for, and after landing such a huge deal she knew her
company wouldn’t question an extra plane ticket. Besides, her coworkers were
expecting her to turn in a receipt after believing that her husband had flown
out to visit her.


It was a perfect
solution.


They had gone to a
romantic dinner and unlike the previous night enjoyed a perfectly clear evening
gazing out at sparkling water of Elliott Bay. Katelyn had a smile on her face
the entire time, never once having to search for something to fill in a hole in
their conversation. They talked nonstop, like young lovers on a honeymoon. On
the way back to the hotel, they stopped at the original Starbucks location,
where Katelyn allowed Steve to purchase every mug in the store, even though she
knew they were the same ones they could get back home. Tomorrow they had
another full day of tourist activities planned… of course, she hoped her
husband wanted to do a little more than just drink coffee and go sightseeing
all week.


“So, darling, now that
we’ve gotten the formalities out of the way, what would you say to perhaps
continuing our little, um, game?”


Steve shifted slightly
in the bed as Katelyn traced her fingers along his forearm.


“Oh, and what game is
that exactly?”


Katelyn turned and
placed her lips close to Steve’s then gave him another long, slow sensuous
kiss. She slowly pulled away, then looked into his
inquisitive brown eyes.


“Don’t play dumb,
lover. You know what game I mean.”


A sheepish grin crawled
onto Steve’s face.


“Ah. That game.”


“Yes… that game.”


Katelyn casually undid
Steve’s top button and slipped her hand underneath his shirt, grazing her
fingers along his chest hair.


“I was hoping to finish
what we started over the phone. That is, if you are up for it?”


Katelyn accentuated her
last words by running her hand over the bulge in his pants. There was no doubt
he was up for it, no doubt at all. It was growing clear to both of them how
much her willingness to push the boundaries of flirting with other men had
sparked a heated obsession in Steve… just as it did her. She couldn’t keep her
hands off of her husband.


“So, I’ll take that as
a yes?”


Katelyn glanced up at
Steve. She could see the change coming over his face. He was done talking for
the night. Yet she had only just begun…


~


Katelyn was certain
that if she had never been hit on by the stranger in Atlanta those many months
ago, none of their recent activities would have ever happened. The old Katelyn
would never have agreed meet her husband in a hotel bar for their anniversary
pretending to be strangers, and allowed her husband to ravish her in a hotel
elevator. She never would have considered flirting with strangers for a free
drink, or go so far as to accept a dinner invitation from a stranger while she
was on a business trip. She knew the idea of having sex with a complete
stranger had conjured up the desire to push the boundaries of their marriage.
She also knew Steve enjoyed everything they had done up until this point… what
she didn’t know was just how much of her feelings he was comfortable with
exploring.


Now it was finally time
to find out.


Katelyn stepped out of
the bathroom where she had changed into a slinky black negligee she went out
and bought before Steve arrived and a pair of high heels. The combination of
wearing lingerie and heels always turned her on, although she didn’t need
anything more to arouse her on this evening. She could feel the electricity
running through her body as she walked seductively over to the edge of the bed,
capturing Steve’s longing stare as she locked her eyes on his. She paused at
the foot of the bed, beckoning him closer. He smiled and moved toward her. Just
as he reached out to touch her she pushed his hand away.


“Uh, uh. Not so fast.”


He paused, waiting for
her to make the next move. She watched him breathing heavily, the bulge in the front
of his pants growing even larger. The power she held over him thrilled her to
no end. She was already wet.


“Sit please.” She
pointed to the edge of the bed.


Steve swung his legs
over the side of the bed and sat in front of her, his face inches from her
breasts. She could feel his hot breath on her nipples through the sheer bodice
of her negligee. She desperately wanted him to reach out and take her nipples
into his mouth. She already could feel his hot wet tongue circling her areolas,
forcing her nipples into rock hard little buds. She wanted him to touch her. To
take her. To ravish her body just as he had in the hotel room on their
anniversary. Except this time she didn’t want him to make love to her as her
husband. She wanted him to fuck her as a complete stranger. Her stranger.


Katelyn walked over to
the dresser and removed a small object she had stuffed in the drawer earlier.
She returned to the bed and raised her right leg up, placing her high heel
directly on top of Steve’s thigh. She could feel the heat from his body
radiating over her inner thigh. She fought to maintain her focus.


“Place this on me.”


She handed Steve the
small gold chain that he had given her for their anniversary. Without saying a
word, he took the tiny chain from her outstretched hand. Running his hands over
her silky smooth legs, he clasped it around her ankle. She placed her leg back
down then stood in front of him. She took a deep breath, hoping he would comply
with her wishes, and not be upset with her. There was only one way to find out.


“Now, my loving
husband, tell me… what does this little anklet on my leg indicate?”


Steve smiled. “That you
are a hotwife.”


“And what does that
mean?”


“That you are looking for
another man other than your husband to pleasure you.”


Katelyn nodded her
approval. “And if I were to wear this anklet out the next time we go out, and
another man happened to hit on me, would that bother you? I mean, after all…
you were the one who bought it for me, and slipped it on my leg.”


“No, it wouldn’t bother
me at all.”


“Excellent.” Katelyn
paused, aware that her confidence was approaching its limitations. What if
Steve freaked out with what she said next? What if he flipped out when she told
him what it was that she really wanted? What if he thought she had been
thinking this all along? How would she ever explain that wasn’t her intention
at the start… that it was something she thought of just before getting out of
the taxi in front of her hotel?


She took another deep
breath. There was only one way to find out.


“Now, let’s say that I
found this stranger attractive, and I enjoyed talking with him… would that
bother you?”


“Not at all.”


“And if he bought me a
drink?”


“Not a problem.”


“So, another man
flirting with your wife while you watched would not bother you in the least?”


Steve shook his head.
Katelyn only had to feel the bulge at the front of Steve’s pants to know he was
telling the truth… which she decided to do before asking him the final part.
She heard him moan in appreciation.


“And let’s say it got
to be last call in the bar…” she mused as she casually stroked him through his
pants. “Would you be upset if your wife happened to invite the other man up to
our hotel room?”


Steve paused for a moment.
Katelyn held her breath, continuing to tease his shaft through his pants.


“Would I be invited?”


Katelyn smiled very
cautiously. She was so close.


“Yes, my dear. You are
invited… to watch.”


Steve sat motionless on
the bed. Katelyn held her husband’s gaze, trying not to reveal the butterflies
that were swirling around her stomach. This was it. This was what the entire
journey she had been on the last few months had come down to. All of her
flirting. All of the games. All of it had led up to this moment.


Never before had she
dared to ask her husband if he would be okay with her actually having sex with
a stranger. It was not something she had ever considered. Not once. In all of
her fantasies the past few months it had only been about the game. It was about
flirting for a free drink, and revving up her engine, so to say. There was
never a single moment she had considered taking it any further, until the back
seat of the taxi, with her leg pressed up against the leg of the stranger,
imaging her husband was in the back of the taxi with her. More than anything
she had wanted to have sex with a real stranger in the presence of her husband.


This was her ultimate
fantasy.


Yet as soon as she heard
herself saying the words out loud, she wished she could take it back.










~ Chapter 15 ~


Steve stared up at
Katelyn from the bed. She could see a small change slowly washing over his
face. Was he angry? Hurt? Upset with her in any way? She wouldn’t blame him. If
he was so upset he didn’t want to speak with her the rest of the night she
would understand.


The world seemed to
stand still. She knew it. This time, she went too far. Katelyn could hear the
tiny alarm clock on the hotel room dresser softly ticking off the seconds.
Steve’s eyes didn’t blink as he continued staring at her with an expression she
didn’t recognize. Was he stunned by what she asked him? Was it anger? Did he
hate her?


Slowly, she saw the
smile creep onto his face.


“I thought you’d never
ask.”


Katelyn felt her
stomach fall back into its normal place. The months of rigid knots she felt
inside her slowly came undone. A deep, satisfying warmness passed through her
body. She released the breath she had been holding, and looked deep into her
husband’s eyes.


“I love you, so much.”


He smiled. “I love you
too, Kat. And I want you to experience everything you want. I never want you to
feel trapped, or unable to be your true self in our marriage.”


Katelyn had hoped this
was the answer she would receive… in fact it was even better than she had hope.
She had been terrified that Steve would’ve thought she’d gone too far, and this
would be the end of their game. She would have accepted his decision—there was
no one else in the world she wanted to be with, and she was perfectly happy
returning to the life she knew and loved… if that’s what he truly wanted. But
secretly, she hoped her husband wanted more out of their marriage… because she
did. Hearing his words filled her with such joy she had never felt.


Katelyn walked over to
her suitcase and pulled out a small blindfold she kept in her carryon for
sleeping on the plane. She dangled it in front of her husband’s face.


“Will you be my
stranger? Will you be my naughty, sexy stranger that I invited into a hotel
room while my husband sits and watches us?”


Steve took the
blindfold from her hand, and held it for a moment.


“Will your husband be
joining in?”


Katelyn bit her lip, as
if in deep thought.


“No, he’s just going to
watch us. Over there, from the corner. I will do whatever he says… if he asks
you to stop, you stop. Do I make myself clear?”


Steve nodded, then slipped the blindfold over his head.


“Do to me as you wish.”


Katelyn licked her
lips. She was instantly wet. She never dreamed in a million years her husband
would be okay with even discussing something like this. Yet, here he was,
playing out her fantasy, solely for her pleasure. Well, she would make sure he
received plenty of pleasure too. Sometimes it pays to take chances, she thought
as she leaned down and slowly drew her fingers across Steve’s waiting lips… the
lips of her stranger. She moved over him, straddling him on the bed, replacing
her fingers with her tongue, tracing the outline of his lips before plunging
her tongue deep into his mouth. She inhaled his fresh aftershave, a familiar
scent she knew so well. Maybe, just maybe, someday in the not-too-distant
future she would be inhaling a new scent… the scent of a real stranger.


Yet, for right now,
this was perfect.


~


Katelyn dug her nails into
the broad shoulders of the man in front of her as she pulled down the top of
her negligee and pushed her breasts into his face, forcing him to take them
into his mouth. She arched her back as she felt his tongue swirling around the
tender tips of her nipples. She moaned with the exquisite pleasure that flowed
through her body as she straddled the blindfolded man in front of her. Just
when she thought she could take his teasing tongue no more, she stood up and
stripped off her negligee. She stood naked in front of her blindfolded man,
with nothing on her body except for her tiny anklet and her high heels. She
felt incredibly powerful. Incredibly erotic.


Katelyn swayed her hips
slowly as she walked over and dimmed the lights, then crawled up on the bed towards
the motionless stranger. She slipped behind him and began kissing his neck, his
face… biting down on his earlobe. She circled his ear with the tip of her
tongue, then hungrily forced her hot wet tongue inside
his ear, drawing a guttural groan from deep within her stranger. She reached
around the front of his broad chest and undid the buttons on his shirt one by
one, then pulled his shirt down his arms and off his body, leaving his torso
fully exposed in the dark. She felt herself growing wetter by the minute. There
was something to incredibly erotic about undressing a blindfolded stranger. She
bent forward and licked down the length of his body, biting and sucking on his
exposed flesh. The power she felt growing inside of her was intoxicating.


Katelyn pushed the
stranger back on the bed, her hands grazing over his chest. She grasped each of
his nipples firmly and gave them each a tight twist. She felt his body squirm
beneath her, which delighted her. She reached out and twisted his nipples
again, this time much harder. The stranger flinched. She could tell she was
inflicting real pain… and she loved it.


Katelyn rarely took the
lead during sex, allowing her husband to guide their tempo and rhythm. She
never complained as he always paid attention to her needs and always made
certain she climaxed before he came. But now, her husband wasn’t involved in
her pleasure. He was sitting in the corner of the room, watching her in the
dark. This was her chance to let go, and focus on her own pure, unbridled
desire. This was her chance to use the half-naked stranger in front of her in
any manner she chose, and to show her husband just how in control she could be…
how very in control she was of everything.


~


Katelyn grasped the
stranger’s belt buckle and tore it from his pants, then stripped his remaining
clothes from his body. She paused for a moment, taking in the long naked figure
of her lover displayed on the bed in front of her. The tone, athletic body of
the stranger remained silent under the blindfold. He had no idea what she was
about to do next.


Katelyn climbed onto
her stranger’s inert body and grabbed onto the headboard. She pulled herself up
so she was straddling his chest, her wetness inches from his mouth. Slowly she
reached down and took his head in her hands, then quickly thrust her hips
forward, forcing herself directly onto his mouth. She held him fast between her
hands, pulling on his hair until she felt his tongue begin lapping at her wet
slit. She threw her head back and moaned with pleasure.


“Fuck yes! Oh, God,
right there!” She pulled the stranger’s head even tighter toward her quivering
lips, ignoring his muffled moans against her flesh.


“Lick that tight, wet
pussy. Don’t you dare stop!”


Katelyn rocked her body
back and forth over her stranger’s face, crushing him with her pelvis. She felt
an intense fire burning deep within her as his tongue licked her from beneath
her body. She could feel her orgasm already starting to build… but she didn’t
want to come. She was nowhere near close to being done. She pushed the
stranger’s head down against the pillow.


“Good boy.”


Katelyn slipped off the
edge of the bed and slowly walked around the room, pausing at the foot of the
bed.


“He does that
exceptionally well, don’t you think my darling
husband?”


Katelyn stretched her
hand out and ran it along the stranger’s leg. She dragged her fingers up over
his calves, towards his knees.


“What’s that? You want
me to do that again, but in a different position?”


Katelyn dragged her
hands up higher across the thighs of the stranger, scratching her nails across
his sensitive skin just below his taut balls. She noted his cock standing at
attention, growing even harder as her feigned conversation in the dark
continued.


“Mmmm…
I think we can arrange a different position for you, my dear. After all, you
did fly all the way to Seattle to see this show...”


Katelyn climbed back on
the bed and once again straddled her stranger, but this time faced the foot of
the bed. She spread her legs and pushed her hips back into his face until she once
again felt his tongue disappear between her slippery folds. She moaned out in
the dark, then reached beneath her and took hold of the stranger’s cock.


“What’s that my
darling? You want to watch me suck his giant cock as he eats me out?”


Katelyn bent her head
down and gingerly licked the tip of the stranger’s cock. She tasted the salty
pre-cum oozing from the tip of his shaft. She raised her head slightly, then whispered toward the corner of the room.


“You’re sure you’re
okay with this?”


In answer to her
question, she felt the cock between her hands twitch, and grow even harder. She
knew her husband was loving this every bit as much as
her.


Katelyn leaned forward
and again took the throbbing cock of the stranger between her hungry lips. She
sucked down on the shaft, wrapping her lips around the velvety wet skin as she
fed it deeper into her mouth. She relaxed her throat until she had nearly his
full cock inside of her mouth. She sucked as hard as she could, nearly gagging
on the full expanse of flesh. She pushed the base of her tongue against the
shaft, swallowing the slickness of her own saliva that poured like a river off
of his cock. She felt like a porn star, and loved every minute of it. Finally
she came up for air, releasing the stranger’s cock from her mouth. She licked
down the sides, all the way to the bottom then back up. Behind her Katelyn felt
the stranger’s tongue penetrating her, his hand spreading the back of her
thighs apart, driving his tongue into her.


“Oh, God—fuck me with that
fucking tongue! Don’t stop!”


She grasped onto the
base of his cock as she felt the slithering tongue forcing itself deeper inside
her gaping hole. She screamed out and drove her hips even farther back, her high
heels digging into the headboard as she bucked wildly against his face.


Katelyn felt the wave
of her orgasm welling up inside her, but she wouldn’t allow it to overtake her
body. Not yet. Katelyn pulled her hips off the stranger, putting her pussy just
beyond the reach of his tongue.


“Oh, what’s that my
love? You have one more request?”


She leaned forward on
her arms as she gripped the stranger’s cock firmly in between her hands, slowly
stroking it up and down.


“What’s that, my dear?
You want him to lick my ass? My, what a dirty, naughty husband I have.”


She felt the cock
between her hands grow impossibly thicker.


“Hmmm… yes… I think
that can be arranged.”


Katelyn released the
cock from her hands as she repositioned herself on the bed. She pushed her hips
back against the stranger’s waiting tongue, tilting her pelvis forward just
slightly. She put her head down between the stranger’s legs and pushed her body
back until she felt the wet, swirling bud of his tongue probing at her anus.
She moaned as she felt the spongy tip slip inside her, instantly sending her
senses on overload. She reached beneath her and raked her fingers over her
sopping wet pussy, rubbing her clit in tiny furious circles. The combined
pressure of the stranger’s tongue slithering inside her ass and her own fingers
rubbing over her sensitive clit was too much to bear. She was going to explode.


“You like watching
that, my sick little husband? You like watching a stranger fucking my ass with
his tongue while I play with myself?” Katelyn rode the stranger’s face even
harder.


“You like me using him
for my sex toy? You like that he is pleasuring my ass while you watch? God,
he’s so fucking good!”


Katelyn screamed out in
the dark. She felt like she could explode at any moment… she felt so dirty, so
raunchy.


“What’s that? You want
me to do the same thing to him?”


Without hesitation,
Katelyn forced her head between the stranger’s legs, pushing his thighs apart.
She lapped at his balls with her tongue, forcibly taking them into her mouth,
slathering them with her saliva. She could hear the stranger groaning under
her, his body trembling. She slipped her hands under the stranger’s thighs and
spread his legs open, raising his legs up on the bed. She forced her face
between his legs, under his balls, until her tongue found his ass. She teased
the outer rim of his anus, then extended her tongue like a tiny dildo and
pushed herself inside him, lapping at his orifice until she felt his legs
stiffen beneath her. She could hear him groaning with pleasure as she stroked
his cock. She knew he was close to climaxing, as was she.


Katelyn raised her head
and lifted her hips off the stranger’s face. She paused for a moment, and
stared into the darkened corner of the room, reveling in the feeling of
domination that completely overtook her. Even though it was just a fantasy, she
couldn’t believe how real it had become.


“Is this what you
wanted, my sick little husband? Does your wife acting like a filthy, dirty slut
make you hard? That’s it. Sit there in the dark and stroke your cock—stroke
your cock for me while your wife fucks this complete stranger.”


Katelyn quickly pinned
the stranger’s arms down and straddled him. She reached between her legs and
grabbed his cock, then guided it between her wet folds. Without a moment’s
hesitation she shoved herself down onto the stranger’s rigid staff, then screamed out as his cock penetrated her. She felt like
she was being split in two. The stranger’s throbbing shaft filled her
completely. Her hips furiously rocked back and forth as she raised herself up
then came crashing down hard, impaling herself on his enormous cock again.


“Oh fuck yes!!! Fuck
me! Fuck me so hard while my husband watches—make me fucking come!”


Katelyn threw her body
forward and fed her breasts into the stranger’s mouth. His tongue swirled
across her nipples sending shockwaves through her body. She rocked her hips
even harder against the rigid cock beneath her. She felt the stranger’s hips
rising up to meet hers at every thrust as she crushed down on top of him again
and again, his cock ramming her until she felt a white fire tearing up through
her loins, engulfing her very being.


She could hold on no
longer.


“Oh my fucking hell!
I'm coming! I’m coming so fucking hard!”


Katelyn screamed out in
the dark as she felt the first wave of her orgasm overtake her. She didn’t stop
for a moment. She kept thrusting her hips down onto the stranger’s cock as
another wave of sheer pleasure rolled through her body. She screamed out again,
fucking the stranger beneath her as hard as she possibly could. She grasped
onto the headboard with her remaining strength, nearly ripping it from the
wall.


“Oh my fucking God! I’m
going to come again!”


Katelyn’s entire body
shook out of control as her second orgasm washed over her, followed by a third,
then another… each one impossibly more powerful than the last. She couldn’t
stop the explosive sensations coursing through her body as she continued to
fuck the faceless body beneath her. After what seemed like an eternity she felt
the stranger beneath her suddenly go rigid, his cock convulsing inside her. She
could feel his body spasm as he shot his hot sticky fluid deep inside her. She
kept fucking him until every last drop of come was expelled from his throbbing
shaft… until she milked every last ounce out of him with her aching pussy.
Finally, she released her grip on the headboard and collapsed on top of the
stranger’s body, her face falling next to his on the pillow. She stared at the
face next beside her, watching the stranger’s mouth struggling to suck in air.
She reached out and stripped off the blindfold.


She leaned over and
kissed the face before her deeply with the last of her remaining strength. A
moment later she rolled over and collapsed with fatigue. Her eyes fell across
darkened room, momentarily surprised to find the corner where her husband had
been watching her ravish the stranger in her bed was unoccupied. She smiled.


Her fantasy of being
with a stranger was finally complete… for now.
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~
Chapter 1 ~


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


~


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


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


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


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


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


Yet, they had learned to do just that.


~


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


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


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


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


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


 


Red 32: Katelyn’s Final Bet (The Stranger in Las Vegas)… READ NOW!
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