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The flight from Portland had been smooth, the kind of effortless glide that felt like the universe was already conspiring in their favor. Luke Reynolds leaned back in the wide seat of the private town car – taking them to the Bellagio – one hand resting possessively on his wife’s thigh. At 32, he still carried the easy athleticism of weekend basketball and backyard projects – broad shoulders filling out his casual button-down, dark hair showing the first hints of silver at the temples; silver that only made the girls in his office swoon over him more. But tonight, his eyes kept drifting to Jenni.
Jenni Reynolds, also 32, sat beside him with the quiet confidence of a woman who had finally grown into every curve motherhood had given her. Five-foot-four in bare feet, she wore a simple outfit that still managed to look dangerously good: soft white blouse unbuttoned just enough to hint at the deep valley between her full 34DD breasts, and snug jeans that hugged the dramatic flare of her hips and the generous swell of her ass. Her naturally chestnut hair, freshly highlighted with honey-blonde streaks for the trip, fell in loose waves over one shoulder. A delicate gold chain – the same one Luke had given her for her last birthday – rested against her pale pink skin, dipping teasingly between her breasts. She’d worn it special for this weekend, imagining how it would look glimmer against bare skin under Vegas lights.

Three years. Three long years since their daughter Morgan had arrived and turned their world into a beautiful, yet exhausting orbit of sippy cups, bedtime stories, and midnight monsters under the bed. This weekend was their first real, adults-only, escape. No baby monitors. No schedules to keep. Just the glittering chaos of the Strip and three full days to remember who they had been before parenthood rewired everything.

Luke’s thumb traced slow circles on the inside of her thigh. “You nervous?” he asked, voice low.

Jenni turned to him, green eyes sparkling with something between excitement and mischief. A small smile played at her berry-glossed lips. “A little. But mostly...excited.” She shifted in her seat, pressing her thighs together as if already feeling the ache of anticipation. “It’s been so long since we’ve had this kind of freedom. Since I’ve felt like I could just...let go.”

He grinned, squeezing her leg. “You’ve been thinking about it, haven’t you? About letting that wild side out again.”

She laughed softly, the sound warm and a little breathless. “More than I probably should admit.” Her gaze drifted out the window as the iconic fountains came into view, sparkling even in daylight. “I’ve been thinking about our old life...before Morgan... All those nights where we’d stay up late...sharing fantasies. The dirty ones. And then we’d...you know...”

“Fuck?” Luke grinned as he whispered into her ear.

Jenni’s nodded, her face turning a couple shades of deeper pink. She turned to her husband and spoke in a low, but excited voice. “I love my life...I really do...but since we booked our flight, my head has been drifting back to those fantasies...the ones where I’m not the responsible mom or the careful wife...just for a night...or two. Where I’m just...wanted. Taken. Maybe even used a little.” She bit her lower lip, as she looked up at him from under her lashes to gauge his reaction. 

Luke’s breath caught. He’d heard pieces of this before – years ago, in late-night confessions after too much wine – but hearing it now, with Vegas filling his window like a glittering poster, it hit different. His cock twitched in his slacks. “Tell me.”

Jenni turned fully to him, voice dropping to that husky whisper he loved. “Sometimes it’s a stranger in a hotel bar. Sometimes it’s someone who has power, experience...who makes me beg, without saying a word. I imagine dropping to my knees because I can’t help myself. Sucking cock like I’m starving for it. Getting fucked hard and deep, while I moan like a slut, not caring who hears.” She squeezed his hand, her own thighs pressing tighter. “I touch myself thinking about it when you’re at work. Coming so hard I have to bite the pillow so I don’t wake Morgan. And the craziest part? I know you’d love watching it happen. I know you get hard thinking about your sweet wife turning into a greedy little whore for someone else.”

Luke nodded; everything she said was true. He looked at her, gulped hard, and shifted the growing erection around in his pants, hoping to hide it as well as possible.

The town car pulled up to the Bellagio’s back entrance for the Bellagio Tower. Luke paid the driver quickly, then helped Jenni out, his hand sliding low on her back as they stepped into the cool, luxurious lobby. The adults-only promise of the tower hummed around them – no strollers, no crying babies, just elegant quiet and the distant chime of slots from the casino floor.

They rode the elevator up to the 46th floor in charged silence, the air thick between them. When the doors opened onto the hushed corridor, Jenni felt electric. Free. Dangerous.

The bellhop led them to Suite 4613, the Opus Suite. Luke tipped him generously and closed the heavy door behind them with a quiet click.

The room opened like a jewelry box: floor-to-ceiling windows framing the glittering Strip below, a massive king bed draped in crisp white linen, a sunken living area with plush velvet couches facing a gas fireplace. A bottle of champagne waited in an ice bucket, compliments of the hotel.

Jenni kicked off her casual loafers and walked barefoot to the window, the city sparkling beneath her like diamonds. “God, I forgot what quiet sounds like,” she laughed, turning to face him.

Luke came up behind her, hands sliding around her waist, lips brushing the curve of her neck. “Three whole days. No middle-of-the-night screams. No crying tantrums. Just you and me...and whatever filthy fantasies you want to make real.” His thumbs traced the gold chain where it dipped beneath her blouse. “You look fucking incredible already, Jen. I’m not sure I ever want to leave this room...especially with you in it.”

She leaned back into him, feeling the hard line of his erection pressing against her ass. “You’re not so bad yourself, Mr. Reynolds.” Her voice turned teasing, playful. “But I do need you to feed me steak and a gallon of overpriced wine first. Then...” She turned in his arms, green eyes dark with promise, “I’m going to need you to fuck me. And maybe... Maybe help me explore a few of those fantasies we’ve talked about.”

Luke kissed her hard, hands roaming over her curves. “Deal. But hurry up and get ready. I want to see you in that dress you packed.”

While Luke showered, Jenni touched up her makeup in the marble bathroom – lining her green eyes in smoky shadow, and glossing her lips a deep berry that made them look even more edible. The freckles across her nose stood out against her early summer tan. She slipped into the emerald-green silk mini dress that clung to every inch of her like it had been painted on – no bra, the thin fabric doing nothing to hide the faint outline of her silver-dollar-sized nipples. The gold body chain dipped from her neck, disappearing between her heavy breasts before looping low around her waist beneath the dress. Motherhood had rounded her beautifully: full, real 34DD breasts with puffy bubble-gum-pink nipples, a softer waist that still flared dramatically into an ass that turned the short dress into pure temptation.

She felt dangerous. Ready for anything.

Luke emerged from the bathroom in a cloud of steam, towel slung low on his hips, eyes darkening the moment he saw her from behind. “Holy fuck, Jen...”

She turned, smiling that small, knowing smile. “I was just thinking about how long it’s been since I wore something this short without worrying about bending over.” She stepped close, kissing him deeply. “Hurry up and get dressed. Dinner first. Then wine...lots and lots of wine. Then...” Her lips brushed his ear, voice a wicked whisper. “We’ll see... But if you play your cards right, I think you might get lucky.”

“I already am.” Luke murmured into her neck.

They left the suite arm in arm. 

The elevators opened up and The Strip – bright, loud, and full of possibility – came into view. As they stepped out into the glittering chaos, Jenni already felt the first stirrings of something reckless awakening inside her.

––––––––
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After their dinner at a local Michelin-starred steakhouse, Luke and Jenni walked the casino floor slowly, arms linked, soaking in the madness they usually only saw in movies. Luke wore a charcoal sport coat over a black open-collar shirt that showed just enough of his chest to remind Jenni why she had married him. Jenni’s emerald-green silk mini dress shimmered under the chandeliers like a beacon, as every guy they passed did a double take. The short hem brushing the tops of her thighs with every step, drawing eyes she pretended not to notice.
They played a few slots – Luke won two hundred dollars on a Wheel of Fortune machine with a triumphant laugh, while Jenni lost fifty on a Sex and the City one and shrugged it off with a tipsy giggle. The alcohol was already buzzing pleasantly under her skin, loosening the last knots of mom-life tension. She felt electric tonight. Free. Like the version of herself she had confessed to Luke in the car could finally step out of the shadows.

They drifted toward the high-limit salon, the energy shifting as the crowds thinned and the bets grew heavier. The blackjack table called to them – minimum five hundred dollars, only two other players, both focused intently on their cards. Luke bought in for five grand like it was nothing, though Jenni shot him a quick, worried glance. They settled into their seats side by side, her soft breast brushing his arm as she leaned in to watch.

Luck was with him tonight. An hour in, he was up over three thousand, the stack of black chips growing steadily in front of him. Jenni sipped her third girly drink, the sugar and vodka making her thighs press together under the table. She had stopped playing after her third losing hand, content now to focus on her husband’s winning streak and the low, steady thrum of arousal that had been building since they left the suite.

That was when she felt it – the prickle at the back of her neck, the sudden, unmistakable awareness of being watched. And not just watched...more like studied. 

She turned.

A tall, silver-haired man in his mid-fifties stood directly behind her chair. He hadn’t aged so much as sharpened – tanned from whatever rich men did in late Spring, salt-and-pepper hair cropped neatly, broad swimmer’s shoulders filling out a charcoal Brioni suit perfectly. No tie. The top two buttons undone, revealing a triangle of tanned chest dusted with silver. He held a tumbler of something dark. A casual observer might have thought he was watching the table with faint interest; instead his pale blue eyes were locked on her.

Jenni’s breath caught so sharply she nearly spilled her Cosmopolitan.

His smile was slow, warm, and devastating. “Jenni Anderson,” he said, voice exactly as low and deliberate as she remembered from years ago – like he was thinking about every word and didn’t want to waste it.

“Holy shit... Mr. Beaumont...Wade...” Jenni faltered out, sounding equal parts nervous and aroused.

Luke glanced up, confused, then followed her gaze to the handsome silver-haired man.

“Luke,” Jenni managed, her voice only trembling
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