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The sharp, clean scent of citrus cleaner hung in the air, a testament to Anna’s diligent Saturday morning ritual. Carlos watched her from the kitchen island, a half-peeled orange in his hand, his eyes tracing the graceful arc of her back as she stretched to wipe down the top of the refrigerator. She was wearing his old college t-shirt and a pair of soft cotton shorts, her blonde hair piled into a messy yet perfect bun. To him, she was the most captivating thing in their sun-drenched home.

He put the orange down, his palms suddenly damp. Now. Just say it. The fantasy had been a secret passenger in his mind for months, a thrilling, terrifying ghost he was finally ready to exorcise.

“Hey, come here for a sec?” he called out, his voice slightly tighter than he intended.

Anna turned, a warm smile gracing her lips. “What’s up, my love? Did you finally admit defeat with that orange?” She glided over, her bare feet silent on the polished concrete floor.

He caught her hand as she reached him, pulling her gently between his knees. He inhaled her scent—vanilla and clean laundry—a aroma that was fundamentally her, fundamentally home. It gave him the courage he needed.

“I need to tell you something,” he started, his thumb stroking circles on her palm. “Something I’ve been thinking about. A lot.” He took a deep breath, his heart hammering against his ribs. “And I need you to just listen until I’m done, okay? Please don’t freak out.”

Her smile faltered, replaced by a look of mild concern. “Carlos? You’re scaring me a little. Is everything okay?”

“Everything is perfect. You are perfect.” He squeezed her hand. “It’s a fantasy. My fantasy.” He looked directly into her hazel eyes, willing her to see the honesty, the desire, the sheer need behind his words. “I... I have this incredibly powerful fantasy about seeing you with another man.”

Anna’s hand went still in his. The warm concern in her eyes iced over into something closer to shock. She tried to pull her hand back, but he held it gently.

“Specifically,” he continued, the words now rushing out like a breached dam, “in a club. Somewhere dark, loud, and pulsing with music. I imagine you dressed in something that makes you feel like a goddess, something that shows off every incredible curve. I imagine you dancing, not with me, but with someone else. A stranger. Someone whose eyes are full of nothing but raw, undiluted want for you.”

He watched her face, seeing the confusion, the flicker of hurt. “I imagine watching his hands on your hips,” Carlos whispered, his own voice husky now. “Seeing the way he looks at you, knowing he’s getting hard just from having you near him. I fantasize about watching him lead you to a booth, his touch possessive, and seeing you let him. Seeing you get wet for him.”

Anna finally wrenched her hand free, taking a full step back. “Carlos, what the hell?” Her voice was a mixture of disbelief and hurt. “Are you... are you not happy with me? With us? Is this your way of saying you want to be with someone else?”

“No. God, no, Anna. Look at me.” He stood up, closing the distance between them, cupping her face. Her skin was warm under his touch. “This isn’t about me wanting someone else. This is about you. It’s the ultimate tribute. It’s me wanting to see the most precious, beautiful thing in my life be worshipped, be desired, be taken by that desire. It’s the hottest thing I can possibly imagine because it’s you. My wife. The love of my life.”

He saw her breathing quicken, her pupils dilating slightly despite the alarm on her face. “I don’t understand,” she breathed. “You want to just... watch? You’d be okay with some... some random guy putting his hands all over me? His... his mouth on me?” The words were foreign on her tongue, laced with a fear he ached to soothe.

“The thought of another man’s cock getting hard for you makes me harder than anything ever has,” he admitted, the raw truth of it stripping away his last vestiges of nervousness. He took her hand and pressed it against the prominent bulge in his sweatpants. He was rock solid, the proof of his arousal straining against the soft fabric. “Feel that? That’s for you. That’s from imagining your pleasure.”

Anna’s fingers flexed against him, not pushing away, but not quite holding on either. Her mind was a riot of conflicting emotions. Fear of wrecking their perfect marriage. Concern for his sanity. But underneath it all, a tiny, treacherous spark ignited.

The idea was insane. Forbidden. Yet, the heat of his erection under her palm was undeniable evidence of his sincere, deviant passion. Her own body, confused, sent a answering flush of warmth through her abdomen.

“You...” she started, her voice barely a whisper. “You really get turned on by this? By the thought of me... with someone else?”

“More than anything,” he groaned, his hips pressing slightly into her hand. “The thought of another man making you moan, seeing your head fall back, watching your beautiful pussy get wet for a stranger’s touch... it’s everything to me.”

The explicit word, something they used freely in their own intimate moments, landed differently here. It wasn’t about them. It was about her and a phantom other. A strange, thrilling current zipped through her.

She pulled her hand back, wrapping her arms around herself as if cold. She looked away from his intense gaze, staring at their reflection in the dark screen of the television. A seemingly normal couple in a normal home, discussing something utterly abnormal.

“I... I need to think,” she said, her voice firmer now, though still laced with a tremor. “This is a lot, Carlos. It’s a huge thing to just... spring on me.”

“I know,” he said softly, giving her space. “I know it is.”

She was silent for a long moment, the only sound the hum of the refrigerator. The initial shock was receding, and in its place, a wild, dangerous curiosity was beginning to bloom. What would it feel like? To have that kind of power? To be the object of that kind of intense, shared desire? To be so wanted that her own husband would fantasize about sharing her?

She turned back to him, her expression still wary but now with a new, speculative glint in her eyes. 

"So," she began, her voice softer now, but with a subtle edge of curiosity that hadn’t been there before. "This club... tell me more?" 

Carlos’s heart leapt at the shift in her tone. He could sense the hesitation still lingering in her, but there was something else too—a flicker of intrigue, a spark that matched the fire he’d been carrying for months. He reached out to brush a strand of hair from her face, his touch gentle but deliberate. "It’s a place where fantasies come alive," he started, his voice low and steady. "A dimly lit room with music that pulses through you like a second heartbeat. You’d be dressed in something exquisite, something that makes you feel untouchable yet utterly desired. And I’d be there, watching as every eye in the room finds you. Watching as someone catches your attention." 

Anna’s breath hitched slightly, her arms still loosely wrapped around herself. She looked up at him, her hazel eyes searching his face as if trying to decipher his thoughts. "You’d really just... watch?" she asked, her voice trembling with uncertainty but also a strange kind of fascination. 

"Not just watch," Carlos corrected, his tone firm but tender. "I’d be there. I’d see the way he looks at you—like you’re the most irresistible thing he’s ever seen. I’d watch as his hands slide over your hips, as his mouth brushes against your neck. I’d hear the way your breath changes when he touches you, and I’d know exactly how wet you’re getting for him." 

Her cheeks flushed at his words, her body betraying her with a faint shiver of arousal. She glanced away briefly, her mind racing as she tried to process the images he was painting. "And you’d be okay with it? With him... touching me? Taking me?" 

"More than okay," he admitted, his voice rough with desire. "The thought of another man’s cock inside you, making you moan and writhe in pleasure... it’s the hottest thing I can imagine. Because it’s you, Anna. It’s seeing you as the goddess you are, being worshipped by someone who can’t resist you." 

She swallowed hard, her arms dropping to her sides as she took a shaky step toward him. Her thoughts were a jumble of fear, doubt, and that intoxicating curiosity that refused to be ignored. "It’s... it’s so much to take in," she murmured, her voice barely above a whisper. 

"I know," he said softly, reaching out to cup her cheek again. "But I need you to understand that this isn’t about me wanting anyone else. It’s about seeing you bloom in a way that’s completely your own. About knowing that even in someone else’s arms, you’re still mine." 

***
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The bass was a physical thing, a deep thrum that vibrated up through the soles of Anna’s strappy black heels and into her bones. It was the heartbeat of the place Carlos had described, a sleek, shadowy den of velvet and neon where glances held weight and promises hung thick in the air. She clutched her vodka soda, the condensation cold against her suddenly hot palm.

Carlos stood close behind her, his hand a possessive, grounding weight on the small of her back. He’d chosen her dress himself—a slip of emerald silk that clung to every one of her goddess-like curves, the deep V-neck plunging daringly low. “So everyone knows what they can’t have,” he’d whispered as he’d zipped it up, his breath hot on her neck. Now, in this pulsating darkness, she felt both exposed and powerful.

“See anyone you like?” Carlos’s voice was a low rumble in her
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