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​Chapter 1: The Dare
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The bass thumped through Natalie's chest, a raw, insistent rhythm that vibrated in her bones and rattled the ice in her nearly empty glass. She leaned against the sticky bar, the cheap vodka a warm, comforting burn in her belly, momentarily dulling the sharp edges of her lingering anxiety. 

The club pulsed with Saturday night energy, a chaotic symphony of sweaty bodies grinding on the dance floor, strobe lights flashing erratically, and the roar of a hundred conversations trying to shout over the music. It was the kind of reckless freedom that came with being twenty-eight and still stupid enough to believe hangovers were a choice, not an inevitable consequence. The air hung thick with the cloying sweetness of spilled cocktails, the faint tang of sweat, and a hint of desperation—the collective yearning for something more, or perhaps just something different, than the ordinary.

"Truth or dare!" Jenna shouted over the music, her manicured finger pointing directly at Natalie like a weapon.

Natalie's friends erupted in drunken cheers. Sarah spilled half her cosmo on the bar. Mia clapped her hands like a seal. Even quiet Beth was giggling, her usual reserve dissolved in tequila.

"Dare," Natalie heard herself say, though she couldn't remember making the decision. The alcohol had apparently bypassed her brain entirely.

Jenna's eyes lit up with mischief. "I dare you to tell us the nastiest thing you've ever wanted to do but never told Mike."

The circle of women leaned in, hungry for scandal. Natalie's stomach flipped. Mike—her sweet, devoted husband of four years—was probably at home right now, watching Netflix in his favorite ratty t-shirt, waiting for her to text that she'd made it home safe.

"Come on, Em!" Sarah nudged her. "We all know you two are disgustingly perfect. There has to be something."

Natalie took another sip of vodka, buying time. Her friends thought she and Mike were boring. The couple who never fought, never took risks, never did anything more adventurous than trying a new restaurant.

If only they knew about the fantasies that crept into her mind late at night. The ones she'd never dare voice.

"I..." Natalie's cheeks burned. "I sometimes wonder what it would be like if another man wanted me."

The words tumbled out before she could stop them.

"What?" Mia shrieked. "Like, wanted you how?"

Natalie's heart hammered. "Like... desired me. Really desired me. While Mike watched."

Silence. The music seemed louder suddenly, the lights too bright.

Then Jenna threw back her head and laughed. "Holy shit, Natalie! You want to be a hotwife!"

"A what?" Natalie's voice cracked.

"A hotwife! You know—married but playing with others. Usually with the husband watching or knowing. It's totally a thing."

Sarah leaned in, eyes wide. "Would Mike be into that?"

Natalie shrugged, trying to look casual while her pulse raced. "I don't know. It's just a fantasy."

"Well," Jenna grinned, pulling out her phone. "Let's find out."

"What are you doing?"

"Texting Mike for you." Jenna's thumbs flew across the screen. "From your phone."

"Jenna, no!" Natalie lunged for her phone, but Jenna danced away.

"Too late! Sent!"

Natalie's blood turned ice-cold. "What did you send?"

Jenna handed over the phone with a wicked smile. "See for yourself."

Natalie stared at the screen, her vision blurring slightly:

Natalie: Hey baby... truth or dare got a little wild tonight. The girls made me confess something. I told them I sometimes fantasize about another man wanting me... while you watch. Please don't hate me. I'm probably too drunk to be texting. Love you. ❤️

"Oh my God." Natalie's hand shook. "I can't believe you sent that."

"What's done is done," Jenna shrugged. "Besides, worst case scenario, you blame it on the alcohol tomorrow."

Natalie stared at the phone, waiting. The three dots appeared, disappeared, appeared again. Mike was typing.

Finally, the response came:

Mike: Come home. We need to talk. And Natalie... I don't hate you.

Natalie's friends squealed, but all Natalie could focus on was the heat spreading through her body. Something in Mike's text—the command to come home, the pause before his reassurance—made her thighs clench.

"I have to go," she whispered.

"Text us everything!" Jenna called as Natalie stumbled toward the exit.

The Uber ride home felt eternal. Natalie stared at her phone, re-reading Mike's message. We need to talk. What did that mean? Was he angry? Disgusted?

Turned on?

The apartment was dark except for the lamp by their couch. Mike sat waiting, still in his t-shirt and joggers, but something was different. The way he looked at her when she walked in—intense, searching.

"Hi," Natalie said softly, suddenly feeling very sober.

"Hi." Mike stood, moving toward her with careful steps. "So. Truth or dare."

Natalie bit her lip. "I'm sorry. Jenna grabbed my phone and—"

"Natalie." Mike's voice was quiet but firm. "Is it true?"

She met his eyes. Even in the dim light, she could see something new there. Heat. Curiosity. "Is what true?"

"Do you fantasize about other men wanting you?"

Natalie's breath caught. "Sometimes."

"While I watch?"

Her cheeks burned. "Yes."

Mike stepped closer. So close she could smell his cologne, see the slight flush on his neck. "Do you know what I did when I got that text?"

Natalie shook her head.

"I got so hard I had to touch myself." His voice dropped to barely a whisper. "Right here on this couch, thinking about my wife being desired by another man."
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