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“You want me to... what?”

Aria’s fork paused halfway to her mouth, a piece of grilled asparagus hovering in the air between them. The soft clatter of the restaurant faded into a distant hum.

Blake reached across the crisp white tablecloth, his fingers brushing hers. A nervous gesture. “I want you to have dinner with Sebastian Cross. With me there, of course. But... not with me.”
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Six Hours Earlier

The suitcase lay open on their bed like a gaping mouth. Aria moved around their sunlit bedroom with a dancer’s grace, folding a silk chemise, her brow furrowed in concentration. “I still don’t see why I have to come. You’ll be in meetings all day. I’ll just be stuck in some hotel room, bored out of my mind.”

Blake watched her from the doorway, leaning against the frame. He loved watching her. The way her sundress hugged her curves, the way a strand of dark hair always escaped her bun and danced along her neck. He took a deep breath. This was it.

“What if you weren’t bored?” he asked, his voice quieter than he intended.

She turned, a pair of his socks in her hand. “What’s that supposed to mean?”

“The client I’m meeting... Sebastian Cross.” He walked into the room, picking up a pillow and nervously plumping it. “He’s... intense. Powerful. A billionaire before he was thirty-five. And he’s... he’s expressed an interest in meeting you.”

Aria’s eyes narrowed playfully. “You showing him pictures of me, Blake? That’s a little creepy, even for you.”

“No! God, no.” He ran a hand through his hair. “It came up at the last meeting. Casual talk. I mentioned my wife was amazing, brilliant, beautiful... the usual bragging. He said he’d like to meet the woman who could make a man sound so... infatuated.” He swallowed. “And I started thinking...”

“Thinking what?” She sat on the edge of the bed, her full attention on him now.

The air in the room felt heavier, charged. Blake sat beside her, the mattress dipping under his weight. He took her hand, his thumb tracing circles on her palm. “I had a fantasy,” he began, his voice a low, intimate rumble. “A... specific one.”

She didn’t pull away. Her eyes were wide, searching his.

“The fantasy is... we have dinner with him. At that ridiculously expensive place he likes. You wear that black dress, the one that makes you look like you could rule the world. And I... I watch.” The words tumbled out now, a confession he’d held onto for months. “I watch him watch you. I watch him want you. I watch you... enjoy him wanting you.”

Aria’s breath hitched. She pulled her hand back, standing up and putting distance between them. “Blake, what are you saying? You want to pimp me out to some billionaire?”

“No.” The word was sharp, definitive. He stood, closing the distance. “Never. That’s not it at all. It’s about us. It’s about you. I see the way men look at you, Aria. At the grocery store, at a bar, everywhere. And a part of me... a huge part of me... loves it. It’s the ultimate turn-on. Knowing that you are so desirable, so utterly breathtaking, that you could have anyone... but you choose me. You come home to me.”

He cupped her face, forcing her to look at him. Her expression was a maelstrom of confusion, concern, and something else... a flicker of intrigue. “This would just be... an extension of that. A safe, controlled environment. I’d be right there. But I’d be letting you... shine. Letting you feel that power. And I’d get to watch the most beautiful woman in the world, my wife, be worshipped.”

“Worshipped?” she whispered, the word tasting foreign on her lips.

“Yes,” he breathed, his forehead resting against hers. “He’s charming, Aria. He’s smooth. He’d flirt with you, compliment you. He’d make you feel like a goddess. And I would be there, knowing you were feeling that, knowing that incredible rush... and knowing it was because of my encouragement. Because I gave you that gift.”

Aria turned away, walking to the window. She wrapped her arms around herself. “I... I don’t know, Blake. This is... a lot. What if I like it too much? What if you can’t handle it? What if it changes things?”

“It won’t,” he said, though a thread of that same fear ran through him. This was the gamble. “It’s a fantasy. A game. For us. The rules are ours. We can stop anytime. A single word, a look, and it’s over.”

She was silent for a long time, staring out at their sun-drenched backyard. He could almost hear the thoughts whirring in her mind. The initial shock was receding, replaced by a slow, dawning curiosity. He saw her shoulders relax slightly. She uncrossed her arms.

“So,” she said, her voice thoughtful, almost musing. “This dinner. You’d just... watch?”

A thrill, hot and electric, shot down Blake’s spine. She’s considering it. “I’d be the luckiest man in the room,” he said, his voice thick with desire. “Getting to watch the two most fascinating people I know interact.”

Aria turned back to face him. A slow, tentative smile touched her lips, and a new, daring light sparked in her eyes. “The black dress, you said?”
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The night of the dinner finally arrived, and the air between them crackled with unspoken anticipation. Aria stood in front of the full-length mirror, adjusting the straps of her black dress—the one Blake had specifically requested. The fabric clung to her curves like a second skin, the low neckline hinting at just enough to be tantalizing without crossing into vulgarity. She turned slightly, catching the way the light played off the silky material, and felt a strange mix of nerves and excitement ripple through her. This is really happening, she thought, her heart pounding in her chest.

Blake stood behind her, his hands resting lightly on her hips. His reflection in the mirror revealed his own tension—his jaw was tight, but his eyes were dark with something primal, something possessive yet eager. "You look..." he started, then paused, as if words couldn’t quite capture what he was feeling. "Incredible doesn’t even begin to cover it. You’re going to leave him speechless."

Aria turned to face him, her fingers tracing the line of his jaw. "And you’re sure this is what you want? To watch him... watch me?" Her voice was soft, but there was an edge to it, a probing curiosity. She needed to hear it again, to know this wasn’t some fleeting whim.

Blake’s hand caught hers, pressing her palm against his chest where she could feel the rapid thud of his heartbeat. "I’ve never been more sure of anything," he said, his voice low and steady. "This isn’t about him, Aria. It’s about us. About seeing you in this moment, knowing you’re feeling desired, knowing I’m the one who gets to take you home tonight. That’s what turns me on. That’s the fantasy."

Her lips curved into a small, coy smile, and she brushed a kiss against his cheek. "Alright," she said, stepping back and smoothing her dress. "Let’s see if Mr. Billionaire lives up to the hype."

As they left the hotel room and headed to the restaurant, Blake’s hand rested protectively on the small of her back, a silent reminder of his presence. The elevator ride down was charged with tension, their reflections in the mirrored walls catching glimpses of each other—his intense gaze, her flushed cheeks. When the doors slid open to reveal the opulent lobby, Aria felt a shiver run down her spine. This wasn’t just dinner. This was a game, a dance, and she was stepping onto the stage for the very first time.

Sebastian Cross was waiting for them, his confident demeanor and tailored suit exuding power and charm. As they approached the table, Aria felt Blake’s hand tighten ever so slightly on her back—a subtle signal that he was still there, still hers. But when Sebastian’s eyes met hers, she felt something shift. His gaze was electric, wrapping around her like a current. For a moment, she forgot to breathe. This—this was what Blake had been talking about. This was the power he wanted her to feel. And as she sat down, a slow, knowing smile playing on her lips, she realized she was ready to embrace it.

Sebastian rose from his seat as they approached, his smile warm but edged with a calculated charm. "Blake," he greeted, extending a hand before his gaze shifted to Aria. "And you must be the famous Aria. A pleasure, truly." His eyes lingered on her just a moment too long, and she felt a flush creep up her neck. This is it, she thought, the reality of the evening settling over her like a heavy, thrilling fog.

The dinner began with effortless small talk, Sebastian steering the conversation with the ease of someone accustomed to holding court. He asked about her work, her hobbies, her thoughts on the city—each question delivered with a subtle undercurrent of flirtation. Aria found herself laughing more than she expected, her initial nerves giving way to a strange mix of confidence and curiosity. She caught Blake’s eye occasionally, his expression unreadable but his gaze intense, and it sent a jolt of heat through her. He’s watching, she reminded herself, the knowledge adding a layer of intimacy to every word she spoke.

As the first course arrived—a delicate amuse-bouche that tasted like heaven—Sebastian leaned in slightly, his voice lowering. "You know, Aria, I’ve heard so much about you, but Blake didn’t do you justice. You’re... captivating." The word hung in the air between them, charged and deliberate. She felt a shiver run down her spine, though she kept her composure, tilting her head with a playful smile. "Careful, Sebastian," she teased, her tone light but pointed. "Flattery might go to my head."

The main course was served, and the conversation grew bolder. Sebastian’s compliments became more frequent, more personal—noting the way she laughed, the way
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