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The steam from the shower clung to the bathroom mirror, and Nathan watched Grace’s blurred form move behind the foggy glass. He traced the outline of her with his eyes, a familiar, consuming warmth spreading through his chest. She was humming, a soft, off-key melody that was distinctly hers.

He was already dressed for the office, the crisp line of his trousers feeling like a costume over the nervous energy humming beneath his skin. Today was the day. The words had been circling in his head for weeks, a secret mantra. Tell her. Just fucking tell her.

The shower cut off. A moment later, the door opened, releasing a cloud of jasmine-scented steam and his wife, wrapped in a towel, her skin glowing and damp.

“You’re still here,” she smiled, reaching for her moisturizer. “You’ll be late.”

“Worth it,” he said, his voice a little rough. He leaned against the doorframe, watching her smooth the lotion over her shoulders, the elegant line of her neck. Jesus, she’s beautiful. “I like watching you.”

She caught his gaze in the mirror, a playful glint in her eye. “I know you do. It’s one of my favorite things about you.” She turned, the towel cinched tight above her breasts. “What’s on your mind? You’ve got that look.”

Here we go. Nathan’s mouth went dry. He picked up her hairbrush from the counter, turning it over in his hands just for something to hold onto. “I had a dream last night,” he started, the words feeling clumsy and too loud in the humid room.

Grace paused, her hands still on her hips. “Oh yeah? A good one?”

“An incredible one.” He took a step closer, the citrusy scent of her shampoo filling his senses. “It was about you. It’s... it’s always about you, Grace.” He could feel his heart thumping against his ribs, a frantic drumbeat. “But this one was different.”

She tilted her head, her expression shifting from playful to intrigued. “Different how?”

He exhaled, a sharp burst of air. “You were at a party. Laughing. And there was a man there. Someone I didn’t know. You were dancing with him.” Nathan’s gaze dropped to the tiles, then forced itself back up to meet hers. He needed her to see he meant this. “And I was watching. And the way he looked at you... the way you looked back at him... God, Grace, it was the hottest fucking thing I’ve ever seen in my life.”

The silence that followed was thick, broken only by the drip of the showerhead. Grace’s smile had vanished, replaced by a careful, neutral mask. She folded her arms over her chest. “You... you dreamed about me with another man?”

“Not just dreamed,” he said, the confession tumbling out now, a floodgate opening. “It’s a fantasy. It’s been my fantasy for a while. The idea of seeing you... of watching you get pleasured by someone else. Of seeing you completely lose control because of another guy’s hands, his mouth... fuck...” He ran a hand through his hair, a nervous gesture he thought he’d outgrown. “It makes me so hard I can’t think straight just talking about it.”

Grace took a small step back, her knuckles whitening where she gripped her elbows. The easy intimacy of the room had evaporated. “Nathan... are you serious? Is this... is this something you actually want?” Her voice was low, laced with confusion and a flicker of something like fear. “Do I not... am I not enough for you?”

“No!” The word burst from him, too loud. He moved to her, closing the distance, but didn’t touch her. He couldn’t yet. “God, no, Gracie. You are everything. That’s the whole fucking point. You’re so sexy, so fucking radiant, that the idea of other men seeing it, wanting you... and you choosing to let one of them experience you... and choosing to come home to me after...” He finally reached out, his thumb stroking the incredibly soft skin of her arm. “It’s not about me wanting less of you. It’s about me wanting more of your pleasure. I want to see all of it. I want to worship every single fucking gasp you make, even if I’m not the one causing it in that exact second.”

He saw the conflict in her eyes, the way her mind was racing behind that beautiful, worried face. “I don’t understand,” she whispered. “What if I like it? What if it changes how I feel about you? What if it changes how you feel about me? This is... this is a big thing, Nathan. A really big thing.”

“I know it is,” he said, his voice dropping to a husky murmur. He leaned in, his lips brushing the shell of her ear. “And I would never, ever push you into something you didn’t want. This is just me... showing you a hidden part of my mind. Telling you what really turns me on. The thought of another man’s cock sliding into you, Grace, filling you up while I watch... the sound of your voice when you beg him for more...” He felt her shiver against him. “It’s the biggest thrill I can imagine. It’s all for you. Your pleasure is my pleasure.”

Grace was quiet for a long moment, her breath coming a little quicker. He could see the thoughts shifting, the initial alarm giving way to a dawning, tentative curiosity. The idea was in the room with them now, a third presence, potent and electric.

She uncrossed her arms, her hand coming up to rest on his chest, over his hammering heart. Her touch was hesitant, but it was there. “You...” she started, then stopped, chewing on her lower lip. “You really get off on that? The idea of me... being with someone else?”

“More than anything,” he confessed, covering her hand with his. “The fantasy of it alone makes me want to bend you over this counter and fuck you until you forget your own name.”

A slow blush crept up her neck. She looked down, then back up at him through her eyelashes. The fear wasn't gone, but it was now tangled with something new, something hotter. “What... what kind of man?” she asked, her voice barely a whisper.

Grace’s gaze flickered from his earnest face to her own reflection, seeing a woman she barely recognized—flushed, lips parted, a new kind of fire in her eyes. The initial shock had melted, replaced by a thrumming, impossible curiosity.

“Tell me,” she said, her voice steadier now, a thread of command weaving through it. Her hand was still on his chest, feeling the relentless drum of his heart. “Tell me exactly what you want to see, Nathan. Don’t just say ‘a man’. Be specific.”

Nathan’s intense eyes darkened, a wave of pure heat washing over his features. He hadn’t expected her to ask, not like this, not with such direct hunger. He leaned back against the doorframe, crossing his arms, the picture of controlled desire.

“This Saturday,” he began, his voice dropping to a low, intimate timbre that vibrated through her. “The office party.”

Grace’s mind flashed to the annual event she’d attended for years. The chatter, the clinking glasses, the bland canapés. It had always been so mundane. Now, he was painting it in an entirely new light.

“I see you across the room. You’re wearing that black dress, the one that hugs your curves like it was made for you. The one that makes my fucking mouth water just thinking about it.” His eyes roamed over her towel-clad body as if he could see the fabric there already. “You’re talking to Marco.”

Marco. His boss. The name landed with a solid, thrilling weight. The man was all coiled confidence and a sharp, knowing smile, a decade older than Nathan, with a presence that commanded a room.

“He can’t take his eyes off you, Grace. Nobody can. He’s listening to you talk, but his eyes are on your mouth, on the way your tits move when you laugh. He’s thinking what I’m always thinking: I need to get my hands on her.”

A soft, involuntary sound escaped Grace’s lips. Her own hand, seemingly of its own accord, drifted from his chest, sliding down the front of her towel, resting lightly on her stomach. The terrycloth was rough against her suddenly sensitive skin.

Nathan’s gaze followed the movement, his voice growing thicker. “He’ll offer to get you a fresh drink. You’ll follow him to the bar. His hand will find the small of your back, just a gentle press to guide you through the crowd, but you’ll feel it everywhere. It’s not like my touch. It’s new. It’s different.”

Her fingers crept lower, dipping beneath the top edge of the towel, finding the warm, soft skin of her lower belly. Her breathing shallowed.

“He’ll suggest getting some air,” Nathan continued, a wicked smile playing on his lips. “The two of you will slip out onto the balcony. It’s quiet out there, just the city lights and the hum of traffic far below. He’ll turn to you, and he won’t say a word. He’ll just look at you, and you’ll know. You’ll fucking know what he wants.”

Grace’s eyes were closed now. She could see it. The cool night air, the glittering skyline, Marco’s hungry stare. Her fingers slid lower, past the neat strip of hair, and her middle finger found the slick, aching center of herself. A jolt went through her, sharp and sweet. She gasped.

“That’s it, baby,” Nathan murmured, his voice rough with encouragement. “He’ll step closer. He’ll smell your perfume, and your skin, that incredible scent that’s just you. He’ll cup your face, his thumb tracing your jaw, and then he’ll kiss you. Not a question. A statement.”

Grace’s finger began to move in slow, firm circles around her clit. The sensation was electric, a direct line to the fantasy unfolding behind her eyelids. She could almost feel the scratch of Marco’s stubble, the surety of his mouth on hers.

“He’ll taste your lipstick
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