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      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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      “Another glass of champagne, Ash?” Robert asked with a warm smile, offering the near-empty flute.

      

      I nodded distractedly, trying my best to pay attention to my husband as he rambled on about whatever work nonsense. But it was nearly impossible to focus with the delicious view right across the room.

      

      There stood Kyle Ryder — Robert’s infuriatingly cocky subordinate at the firm and arguably the most blindingly gorgeous man I’d ever laid eyes on. Even in that crisp navy suit, his powerful athletic frame radiated pure dominant masculinity.

      

      He was currently locked in a conversation with some other pencil pushers, but I couldn’t tear my gaze away from the way those broad shoulders strained against the tailored jacket. Or how his thick, muscular forearms flexed as he gestured emphatically with those callused hands. God, just imagining them roaming over my body sent a shiver down my spine.

      

      “Ash? You even listening to me?” Robert’s exasperated voice finally jarred me back to reality with a start.

      

      “What? Oh, y-yeah, sorry baby,” I stammered out in a daze, likely failing to conceal my distracted ogling. “Just a little out of it from the wine, I guess.”

      

      Robert simply sighed and shook his head in that long-suffering way of his. While my husband was a perfectly kind man who worked hard to provide for our family, the unfortunate reality was our romantic flame had dwindled to little more than embers over the past few years.

      

      Nights that should’ve been filled with passionate intimacy were instead wiled away with me retreating into tawdry fantasies, where I was worshipped and ravaged by a much more carnal, virile specimen of masculinity than my beta husband could provide. Like, say, a certain dark-haired man across the room who seemed to breathe arrogant, primal charisma.

      

      As if on cue, Kyle glanced over and made searing eye contact — his rugged features hardening into a filthy smirk as his gaze raked over my body. The heat and unrestrained hunger in those smoky slate eyes sent a dizzying jolt through my suddenly flushed skin.

      

      With a bite of his full lower lip, Kyle raised his tumbler of bourbon towards me in a subtle “cheers” gesture. Even from across the room, I could envision our next encounter already — him pressing me against the nearest flat surface and rutting into me like a wild beast until.

      

      “Shit, sorry Blake, spaced out for a second there,” Robert was saying in an attempt to recover from my awkward staring blunder. “What was that you were saying about Q4 projections?”

      As my hapless husband droned on through another round of tedious shop talk, I tuned him out completely. Instead, I sipped my champagne and savored the lingering burn of Kyle’s unabashed leer upon my quivering form.

      

      Something deep in my core knew this was only the start — some depraved, long-dormant part of my psyche had just been irrevocably roused. And with a man like Kyle prowling around, intent on stirring those sinful hotwife cravings in me again, there was no telling where this newly awakened lust would lead.

      

      The ride home from Robert’s company gala was a blur of images seared into my brain — Kyle’s muscular frame filling out that fitted suit to perfection…his intense slate eyes undressing me from across the room… that arrogant smirk that seemed to promise boundless carnal delights.

      

      By the time we pulled into the driveway, I was practically vibrating with a confusing whirlwind of arousal and shame. While part of me recoiled at how easily I’d been rendered a thirsty, quivering mess by Kyle’s mere presence, an even more primal part couldn’t wait to get my greedy hands all over him.

      

      “You were pretty out of it at the party tonight,” Robert remarked as we headed inside, clearly oblivious to the true depth of my distracted indecencies. “Everything okay, babe? You know you can talk to me if something’s bothering you.”

      

      I nearly choked on a bitter laugh at the supreme irony — that I was mere moments away from drenching my panties with fervent fantasies about his insufferably smug subordinate using my married holes like a two-dollar Chinatown fuckdoll. Some things were definitely better left unsaid.

      

      “Y-yeah, just feeling a little rundown lately I guess,” I lied, forcing a weak smile as we kicked off our shoes. “Could maybe use an early night and a massage from my big strong hubby though?”

      

      The hopeful little wink I gave Robert was more muscle memory at this point than anything else. We both knew such coquettish teasing was firmly in jest — our sex life had been on a steady decline for ages now, having long since cooled into a passionless, awkward mess of starfished obligatory fucklays.

      

      But tonight? After getting utterly bewitched by Kyle’s raw, primal masculinity? A painful ache was blossoming between my thighs that a limp pity fuck from my dutiful husband could never hope to sate.

      

      No, what I required was a merciless pounding from the sort of apex alpha male who could manhandle me into ecstatic submission. Who would slap and spit on me while branding my needy cunt as his personal set of fuckholes to abuse at his leisure. The kind of perversely intoxicating experience my starved hotwife core had been utterly denied under Robert’s meek, vanilla lovemaking all these years.

      

      Even as I feigned a complacent smile and followed my clueless husband towards the bedroom, visions were already racing through my mind — of getting savagely spitroasted between Kyle’s thick, veiny cock and my hapless cuck’s shriveled excuse for a dick. Of being mercilessly defiled and soaked in their combined seed, trembling in a sweaty, orgasmic heap as they traded crude insults about what a cock-starved bimbo slut I’d become.

      

      I couldn’t deny it any longer — my nagging embers of hotwife desire had been stoked into a raging inferno by Kyle’s smoldering presence tonight. The tiniest whiff of his musk, the barest lingering feel of his eyes hungrily roving my body, was enough to have my cravings spiraling into depths of depravity I’d scarcely dared dream of.
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