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The candlelight flickered, casting soft shadows across Elise’s face, making her eyes sparkle with a warmth that Cameron felt deep in his chest. He reached across the small table, his fingers intertwining with hers, a simple, familiar gesture that still sent a quiet thrill through him.

“This wine is incredible,” she murmured, her lips staining a deeper red. “You always pick the best ones.”

“I have good taste,” he said, his thumb tracing circles on her knuckles. In more ways than one. His gaze drifted over her shoulder, then snapped back, a slight smirk playing on his lips. “Don’t look now, but your number one fan is back.”

Elise rolled her eyes playfully. “The guy at the bar? Again? He’s just waiting for a date.”

“He’s been ‘waiting for a date’ for an hour and fifteen minutes. His eyes haven’t left you since we got the appetizer.” Cameron’s voice was a low, teasing rumble. He watched her, the way a faint blush crept up her neck, the subtle shift in her posture. She was trying not to be pleased, but he knew her too well. She loves it.

She took a slow sip of wine, her eyes locked on his. “Well, he’s wasting his time. I’m here with the most handsome man in the room.”

The compliment was genuine, but Cameron felt a familiar, daring heat begin to uncoil in his gut. This was the moment. The fantasy he’d cradled in his mind for months, polishing it like a stolen jewel, was pressing against his lips, demanding to be set free. His pulse quickened.

“Elise...” he started, his voice dropping, losing its playful edge and gaining a new, raw seriousness. He tightened his grip on her hand. “What if he wasn’t wasting his time?”

Her playful smile faltered. “What are you talking about, Cam?”

He took a steadying breath, his heart hammering against his ribs. Just say it. “I have... this... fantasy.” The word hung in the air between them, heavy and thick. He saw the confusion in her eyes, the slight crease forming between her brows. “It involves you. And... someone like him.”

Her fingers tensed in his. “Someone like him how?”

“Watching you.” The words came out in a rush now, a dam breaking. “Seeing you with another man. The thrill of it. The... the heat of it. Especially somewhere like this. Somewhere public. Dangerous.” He leaned forward, his voice a husky whisper meant only for her. “Imagine it. Right here. Him following you to the bathroom. Me, knowing exactly what’s happening just a few feet away. The risk of a waiter walking in. The idea of you... being taken... while I’m sitting out here, thinking about it. Aroused by it.”

He watched her face, a map of shifting emotions. Surprise first, then a flash of something he couldn't quite place—alarm, maybe. Her breath hitched. “Cameron, what? You... you want to watch me cheat on you?” The word ‘cheat’ was sharp, accusatory.

“No. God, no. Not cheat.” He squeezed her hand, willing her to understand. “It’s not about that. It’s about us. It’s for us. It’s the ultimate turn-on, the ultimate trust. Sharing you. Seeing how unbelievably sexy you are through someone else’s eyes. Seeing you enjoy it. It would be the hottest thing I could ever imagine.” His own arousal was a live wire, sparked by the mere act of confession. “The idea of that man,” he nodded almost imperceptibly toward the bar, “putting his hands on you. His mouth on you. In that stall. It makes me harder than anything ever has.”

Elise pulled her hand back, pressing herself against the plush booth. The air between them chilled. “Cam, I... I don’t know. That’s... that’s a lot.” Her voice was small. “What if I like it? What if it changes things? What if you change your mind halfway through and hate me? Hate us? It’s so... public.” She glanced nervously toward the restroom hallway, as if already picturing the scene.
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