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            ready to get dangerous?

          

        

      

    

    
      These pages are about to unwrap your deepest, darkest fantasies. The ones that make you blush. The thoughts you've hidden even from yourself.

      

      No judgment. Just pure, raw desire.

      

      Breathe deep. Things are about to get hot.
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CHAPTER ONE


          

          
            what happens in vegas: how i became a shared wife

          

        

      

    

    
      So there we were, sitting at a blackjack table in Vegas for our five-year anniversary, both of us already a few martinis deep. The free drinks were really flowing, and between that and the flashing lights, my inhibitions were pretty much dissolving by the minute.

      

      I guess I was feeling kind of frisky, because when this totally ripped, suit-wearing hunk slid into the seat next to me and introduced himself as Derek, I immediately started flirting back.

      

      I usually never do that, but maybe it was the French martinis or the way Derek was eyeing me like I was a juicy steak. Jack didn’t seem to notice or care; he was focused on his cards.

      

      Anyway, Derek and I really hit it off. He came from the same city as us. He was charming in that cocky, overly confident way some guys have. Kept complimenting me and buying me drinks until I was really feeling buzzed and tingly all over. His hand somehow found its way to my lower back while we chatted.

      

      When Jack got up for a bathroom break, Derek straight up asked me back to his suite. He said he had some “party favors” up there and wanted me to see his view. I giggled and tried to politely decline, but he whispered something dirty about how he bet I’d look amazing under that tight dress. I was shocked, but also totally turned on. I don’t know what came over me, but I found myself following him to the elevators.

      

      The second we stepped into his massive suite, his mouth was on mine, backing me up against the floor-to-ceiling windows. I knew I should stop him, but it had been so long since I felt desired like that. His hands were everywhere, grabbing and caressing. When he bent me over the back of the couch and pushed up my dress, I didn’t stop him.

      

      I couldn’t believe I was letting this total stranger have his way with me, especially on my anniversary! But there was something so thrilling about being bent over that couch while he roughly grabbed my hips and pushed into me.

      

      The view of the neon-lit strip was a blur as he started pounding away. It was so raw and animalistic — Jack and I hadn’t had sex like that in years. I lost myself in the sensations, pushing back against Derek’s powerful thrusts. I don’t think I’ve ever felt so desired.

      

      When we finished, my hair was a mess, and my makeup was ruined. I caught a glimpse of myself in the reflective windows — I looked thoroughly ravaged. Part of me knew I should feel guilty, but a bigger part felt alive in a way I hadn’t in so long.

      

      Derek slipped me his number before I hurried back to find Jack. Thankfully, he was still caught up in his poker game and hadn’t noticed my absence. While he gambled, all I could think about was Derek’s hands on me.

      

      Over the next few days, we settled into our vacation routine. But my mind kept drifting back to that night — the danger and rush of being with Derek. While Jack was napping by the pool one afternoon, I made a split-second decision to text Derek and meet up. I needed to experience that high again.

      

      I snuck away to meet Derek at a bar in one of the casino hotels. The second I saw him waiting there, broad shoulders filling out his suit jacket, that now-familiar throb of desire kicked in.

      

      We didn’t even exchange pleasantries before his hand was trailing up my thigh under the bar, his breath hot on my neck as he whispered about all the naughty things he wanted to do to me. My pulse was racing — this man knew exactly how to get me worked up with just words.

      

      We hurried upstairs to his room, where clothes were quickly shed. I melted under Derek’s greedy mouth and hands, unlike the perfunctory intimacy I’d grown used to with Jack. Every touch was fueled by raw need.

      

      When Derek tied my wrists to the headboard with his silk tie, I willingly gave myself over to this commanding stranger. As he ravaged me from behind, I was dizzy with a mix of arousal and guilt. But the way he dominated me was too intoxicating to resist.

      

      Panting and covered in a sheen of sweat afterwards, I knew I was playing with fire. But I needed this escape from domesticity. With Derek, I could give into my base impulses and feel desired again. Consequences be damned, when he pulled me in for another searing kiss, I was already planning our next hookup.

      

      After another steamy rendezvous with Derek, I returned to our hotel room flushed and still buzzing with adrenaline. Jack could tell something was up.

      

      “What have you been up to, darling? You look…flustered,” he said, eyebrow raised.

      

      I scrambled for an excuse. “Oh, I just had one too many margaritas, I think. Vegas is wild, isn’t it?”

      

      I avoided eye contact as I kicked off my heels, acutely aware of Derek’s lingering scent on me. Jack came up behind me, hands circling my waist.

      

      “Well, why don’t you let me help you relax?” he murmured, his breath hot on my neck as his hands slid up to cup my breasts. I reflexively arched into his touch, the familiarity comforting yet lacking that raw spark.

      

      “Mmm… I am feeling pretty wound up,” I said, playing along despite my conflicted arousal. I let Jack lead me to the bed, his fingers already working at the buttons of my blouse.

      

      “That’s my girl,” he growled, palming my breasts as his mouth found that sensitive spot below my ear. His eagerness was endearing, if a bit dull compared to my earlier encounter. As his hands slid lower, I closed my eyes and imagined they belonged to another man entirely.

      

      Jack’s touches, once so familiar, now felt almost clumsy compared to Derek’s skillful caresses. As he entered me, I had to stifle a sigh, missing that overwhelming fullness from Derek’s impressive manhood.

      

      But I put on a convincing show, moaning and raking my nails down Jack’s back as he moved inside me. I didn’t want him to suspect anything was amiss. And some part of me enjoyed being wanted like this again after so long, even if the thrill was different.

      

      Afterwards, I excused myself to shower, taking extra time to wash away any lingering trace of my tryst, a confusing swirl of emotions churning inside me. The warm spray mingled with tears; I couldn’t hold back anymore.

      

      What was I doing? I had a devoted husband who loved me, flaws and all. But I couldn’t get Derek’s raw passion out of my head. Maybe I was just bored or thought the grass was greener. Or maybe there were needs I had buried for too long. I adored Jack, but with Derek, I felt that intoxicating mix of danger and desire that was missing.

      

      As I dried off and stared at my reflection, I knew I had a choice to make. Would I break it off with Derek and recommit to Jack? Or indulge in this fantasy further until the spark faded? I splashed cold water on my face, as if I could wash away my conflict that easily.

      

      I tossed and turned that night, wrestling with my conscience. Jack slept peacefully beside me, unaware of the tempest raging inside his wife. Part of me wanted to shake him awake and confess everything right then and there.

      

      But the larger part still hungered for the escape Derek offered. With him, I could access a side of myself too long ignored — the wild, impulsive woman who dared to pursue raw desire. Jack loved and provided for me, but would he understand these cravings?

      

      When we returned home, I vowed to cut things off with Derek. I avoided his texts and threw myself into playing the dutiful wife. But it wasn’t long before the familiar restlessness returned.

      

      One afternoon, while Jack was at work, Derek showed up unannounced. The sight of him leaning in my doorway, hungry eyes raking over me, instantly reignited that addictive thrill. Before I could think twice, I was on him, mouths and hands greedy with months of pent-up longing.

      

      After I broke down crying, the weight of my deceit suddenly became too much to bear. To my surprise, Derek held me close, confessing he cared for me beyond just the physical. But he would end this if that was what I truly wanted. The choice was mine.

      

      That night, as we lay in bed, I knew I had to confess at least part of the truth to Jack.

      

      “Honey, can we talk?” I started, my heart pounding. “Something happened in Vegas. I met someone.”

      

      Jack’s eyes flashed with anger and hurt. “Did you sleep with him?”

      

      “No! Well… We just kissed a little bit. I stopped it before…” I trailed off, the half-truth sticking in my throat.

      

      Jack was quiet for a moment. Then, to my surprise, he asked, “Did you want to sleep with him though? Be honest.”

      

      I hesitated. “I mean, I was tempted for a moment. But it didn’t mean anything; I was just tipsy, and he was so persistent.”

      

      Jack nodded slowly. “I think you should meet up with him again.”

      

      “What? You’re actually suggesting I cheat?” I asked incredulously.

      

      “It’s not cheating if I allow it,” he said with a wink. “Might be fun to live out that fantasy together.”

      

      I laughed nervously. Little did Jack know, I’d already done way more than fantasize. But his response intrigued me, suggesting an openness I never expected.

      

      The next day, I reached out to Derek, my heart fluttering as I hit send. We arranged to meet at his place that Friday while Jack was working late.

      

      As soon as Derek opened the door, that now-familiar coil of desire surged through me. I threw myself at him, weeks of pent-up longing spilling over. Clothes were hastily shed as we tumbled onto the couch.
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