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The soft hum of the dryer was the only sound competing with the gentle rasp of Dylan’s razor. Amber leaned against the bathroom doorframe, watching him, a soft smile playing on her lips. Ten years. A decade since their high school graduation, a decade of building a life in this very house, a decade of his familiar warmth beside her in bed.

“Can you believe it’s been ten years?” she mused, her voice cutting through the steam of his shower.

He wiped a clear spot on the mirror, meeting her gaze. His smile was a little tight. “Feels like yesterday I was trying to get your attention in the library by asking about calculus.”

“You failed calculus,” she laughed, the sound warm and rich in the small room.

“A small price to pay.” He rinsed his razor. A quiet fell between them, comfortable but charged with a new, unspoken energy emanating from him. She could feel it, a low thrum in the air.

He turned off the water and reached for a towel, his movements slower than usual. “You know,” he started, his voice dropping into a lower register that made the fine hairs on her arms stir. “I’ve been thinking about the reunion. A lot.”

“Nervous?” she asked, stepping into the room to pass him his aftershave. “Don’t be. We’re the ones who made it.”

“It’s not that.” He took the bottle, his fingers brushing hers. A deliberate touch. He held onto her hand for a moment, his skin damp and warm. “Amber... I’ve had this... thing on my mind. A fantasy.”

She tilted her head, her curiosity piqued. “Yeah? Do tell.” She expected something simple, a new position, maybe a weekend getaway to a sex hotel.

He took a sharp breath, his eyes fixed on their joined hands. “It’s about you. At the reunion. With... others.”

Her playful smile faltered. “Others?”

“Men.” The word hung in the steam-heavy air. “Men we used to know. Specifically.” He finally looked up, his gaze intense, vulnerable. “I’ve been fucking imagining it for weeks. Enzo. Laurent. Sergio.”

Amber’s mind stuttered. Enzo? The star quarterback whose shoulders seemed a mile wide. Laurent? The quiet, intense artist who always looked at her as if he could see straight through her clothes. Sergio? The charming class president with a laugh that could disarm anyone.

“Dylan, what are you saying?” Her voice was a whisper, the warmth in the room suddenly feeling oppressive.

“I’m saying I want to watch,” he said, the words rushing out now, a dam breaking. “I want to see you, my beautiful wife, being adored. Being taken. I want to see your face when another man’s cock is inside you. I want to see what you look like getting fucked by someone else. Multiple someone elses. A fucking train of them, all wanting you. I want to hear it.”

A jolt, hot and undeniable, shot through her core at the raw, vulgar image he painted. Her mouth went dry. “You... want to share me? Like I’m some... party favor?” A thread of fear echoed in her question, a fear of not being enough, of this being a trap.

“No. Fuck no.” He stepped closer, cupping her face, his thumb stroking her cheek. “You are everything. You are my wife. This isn’t about sharing. It’s about... worship. It’s about seeing the woman I love be the absolute center of everyone’s universe. It’s the hottest fucking thing I can possibly imagine.” His eyes were dark, earnest. “The thought of you, on your knees for them, or bent over a table, taking everything they give you... it makes me harder than I’ve ever been.”

Amber’s pulse was a wild drum against her ribs. The graphic, specific language was a shock to her system. This wasn’t a vague ‘what if’; it was a detailed, carnal blueprint. She thought of Enzo’s powerful build, imagined those hands, rough from years of football and manual labor, gripping her hips. She thought of Laurent’s intense focus directed solely on her body, and Sergio’s smooth confidence telling her exactly what he was going to do to her.

A flush spread across her chest. The initial shock was subsiding, and in its wake, a treacherous, seeping heat began to uncoil deep within her stomach. It was insane. It was terrifying.
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