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The scent of burnt toast and fresh coffee filled the warm morning air of their kitchen. Natalie, still in her silk robe, her dark hair a sleep-tousled mess, expertly scraped the blackened edges of a slice into the sink. Sam watched her from the small kitchen table, a smile playing on his lips as he traced the rim of his mug. The morning sun caught the silver in her wedding band, a flash of light that made his chest feel impossibly full.

“Another culinary triumph, my love,” he said, his voice still rough with sleep.

She tossed a crumb at him. “You say that like you weren’t the one who left the bread in for an extra five minutes while you were checking scores.”

“I was strategizing for my fantasy league,” he protested, but he was already getting up, crossing the small space to wrap his arms around her waist from behind. He nuzzled the soft, fragrant skin of her neck, and she leaned back into him with a contented sigh. His hands slid down, palming the gentle curve of her belly through the thin silk, and he felt the familiar, electric jolt of desire that she always sparked in him. God, she felt good. He was already half-hard just from this, from the simple, domestic reality of her body against his.

“We’re going to be late,” she murmured, though she made no move to pull away.

“Mmm,” he agreed, his voice a low rumble against her ear. His fingers found the tie of her robe and slowly, deliberately, pulled it loose. The silk fell open. He cupped her breasts, his thumbs circling her nipples until they were tight, pebbled peaks against his palms. “Fuck, Natalie. Just the feel of you... it ruins me every single time.”

She turned in his arms, her eyes dark with a matching hunger. Her hands came up to frame his face. “Then ruin us. We can be late.”

They stumbled more than walked to the living room, falling onto the large, forgiving couch in a tangle of limbs and laughter. His mouth found hers in a deep, claiming kiss that tasted of coffee and pure need. He was on top of her, the weight of him a familiar and welcome pressure. He kissed his way down her body, pushing the robe completely aside to worship her with his lips and tongue. He lapped at her breasts, sucking a dark mark onto the pale skin above her heart, a possessive brand he knew she secretly loved.

When he moved lower, hooking her legs over his shoulders and burying his face in her wet heat, she cried out, her fingers tangling in his hair. He ate her like a man starving, and she bucked against his mouth, her pleasure a loud, unfiltered thing that filled the room.

After, when they were both breathless and sated, her head on his chest, he knew it was the moment. The post-coital haze, the thrumming intimacy, it was the only time he felt brave enough.

He took a deep breath. “Nat?”

“Hmm?” she hummed, tracing idle patterns on his stomach.

“I... I have something I need to tell you. A fantasy. It’s been playing in my head for... a while.”

She went still. Lifted her head to look at him, her brow slightly furrowed. “Okay...?”

His heart was a frantic drum against his ribs. “It’s about you. It’s always about you.” He paused, gathering the words he’d rehearsed a hundred times in his mind. “The hottest thing I can possibly imagine... is watching you with another man.”

The silence that followed was deafening. He watched the play of emotions on her face: the initial confusion, the dawning comprehension, and then the sharp flash of hurt.

“What?” The word was small, almost a whisper. She pulled away slightly, sitting up and pulling her robe closed. “Sam, what are you saying? Are you... are you not happy? With me? With us?”

“No! God, no, Natalie. Fuck, no.” He sat up quickly, reaching for her, but she flinched back. He let his hand drop. “It’s the opposite. It’s because what we have is so fucking strong. It’s because you are the most stunning, sexy, incredible woman I have ever known. The idea of seeing someone else recognize that... of seeing them completely undone by you, the way I am every day... it... it fucking consumes me.”

Her eyes searched his, looking for the lie, the doubt. She found only a raw, terrifying honesty. “You want to share me?” The question was laced with disbelief and a thread of something else. Something like fear.

“I want to celebrate you,” he corrected, his voice intense. “I want to see you take your pleasure without any guilt, without any thought. I want to see you fuck another man’s brains out while I watch, knowing that you’re mine. That you’re coming home to me. That it’s my ring on your finger while his cock is buried deep inside you.”

She blanched at the vulgarity, but she didn’t look away. A faint pink flush crept up her neck. “Sam, that’s... I don’t... I can’t even picture it.”

“Just think about it,” he pleaded, his voice softening. “No pressure. No expectations. Just... let the idea sit for a while. Think about what it would feel like to have all that attention, all that desire focused only on your pleasure. A stranger’s hands on your hips, his mouth on your tits, his cock stretching you open... while I sit right there, watching my beautiful wife become a total goddess.”

Natalie was silent for a long time, staring at her hands clasped tightly in her lap. The hurt was slowly being replaced by a deep, pensive curiosity. She could feel an unfamiliar, illicit heat spreading through her, entirely separate from the remnants of her orgasm. It was a dark, thrilling current at the idea. The power of it. The sheer, nasty fucking audacity of it.

She finally looked up at him, her expression unreadable. “You’d really want that? To just... watch?”

“More than I’ve ever wanted anything,” he breathed, the hope in his voice palpable.

She bit her lip, a habit she had when she was working through a complex problem. Her mind, against its will, began to conjure a shadowy figure. A man who wasn't her husband. His hands, his body, his... She shook her head slightly, as if to clear it. The thought should have repulsed her. It did not.

“I...” she started, her voice barely audible. “I don’t know if I could.”

Sam simply nodded, not pushing, his heart hammering against his sternum.

A slow, tentative smile touched her lips, a complete contradiction to the whirring chaos in her mind. “But... tell me more.”

The silence in the room was a living thing, thick and humming with the echo of his confession and her unexpected curiosity. Natalie shifted against him, the damp spot on the couch from their earlier lovemaking cool against her thigh. She traced a slow, absent circle on his chest, her mind twisting and turning the strange, alluring key he had just handed her.

“What...” she began, her voice a little steadier now, “what exactly does it look like in your head? This... fantasy.” She kept her eyes fixed on the faint smudge of her mascara on his t-shirt, unable to look at his face just yet. “Tell me what you see.”

Sam’s arm tightened around her. He could feel the precipice they were on, the delicate edge of a shared dream. He chose his words with the care of a bomb disposal expert. “I see you. Only you. The center of everything. A man... another man... is with you. And I’m watching.” He swallowed, his own arousal stirring again, hotter and sharper this time. “I watch the way his hands are different from mine. The way he touches you. I want to see you experience a new pair of hands on your body, Natalie. I want to see you take a new cock.”

A shudder, deep and involuntary, ran through her. The crude language, so unlike Sam’s usual tender vulgarities, sent a jolt straight to her core. Her silk robe felt insubstantial, suddenly, as if it were transmitting every word directly onto her skin. “And you’d just... watch?”

“I’d be right there,” he murmured, his lips against her temple. “I’d see every expression on your beautiful face. I’d hear every sound you make for him. And it would all be for me, too. It would be the hottest fucking thing I have ever seen. You, being worshipped by someone else, would be you worshipping us.”

Her mind, no longer fighting the idea, began to search its own files, looking for a face to put on this phantom man. A name surfaced, unexpected but undeniably apt. “Hugo,” she whispered.

Sam went perfectly still. “Hugo from your office?”

“He... he has that look about him,” she said, her voice gaining a new, speculative tone. “He’s always flirting, but it’s not threatening. It’s confident. He talks about skiing black diamonds and sailing in storms. He’s... adventurous.” She finally lifted her gaze to meet Sam’s. Her dark eyes were wide, no longer clouded with doubt but shimmering with a dangerous curiosity. “What would it be like with someone like that?”

A low groan rumbled in Sam’s chest. The specificity, her chosen candidate, made the fantasy terrifyingly real. Fuck. 
"We could do it," Sam whispered, his voice rough with renewed desire. He sat up straighter, the fantasy crystallizing into something tangible now that it had a name, a face. "I could come by your office after work. We could talk to Hugo together."
Natalie's eyes widened, her lips parting in surprise. "Today? You want to approach him today?"
"Why not?" The words tumbled out faster now, his excitement building. "We're adults. He's single, right? We just... feel him out. See if he'd be interested in joining us for drinks sometime."
"God," Natalie breathed, pressing her palms against her flushed cheeks. "That's so... direct."
Sam tucked a strand of hair behind her ear, his fingers lingering on the curve of her jaw. "It doesn't have to be explicit right away. Just a conversation. An opening."
She bit her lower lip, considering. The reality of actually speaking
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