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The soft hum of the dishwasher filled the cozy kitchen as David leaned against the counter, sipping his coffee. Emily was across the room, her back to him as she rearranged the vase of fresh flowers on the dining table. The late afternoon sunlight streamed through the windows, catching the golden highlights in her hair. She looked effortlessly radiant in her loose sweater and jeans, and David couldn’t help but smile.

She’s everything. The thought came to him often, but today it carried a weight he hadn’t felt before. His stomach tightened, a mix of nervousness and something he couldn’t quite name. He set his mug down, the ceramic clicking softly against the counter.

“Em,” he began, his voice steady but softer than usual.

She turned, her brows lifting slightly at his tone. “Yeah?”

He hesitated, the words tangled in his throat. How did you tell the woman you loved that you’d been fantasizing about seeing her with someone else? The idea had burrowed into his mind weeks ago, sprouting quietly like a secret he hadn’t meant to keep. Now, it was all he could think about.

“I’ve been... I’ve been thinking about something,” he started again, his fingers drumming lightly against the counter. “Something I want to tell you. But it’s... kind of out there.”

Emily tilted her head, her lips curving into a playful smirk. “Out there? You’re not planning to quit your job and join a circus, are you?”

He chuckled, but it was short-lived. “No, nothing like that. It’s more... personal.” He took a breath, his gaze locking with hers. “It’s about us. About... me.”

Her expression shifted, curiosity replacing the humor. She stepped closer, her palm resting on the counter beside his. “Okay, now you’re making me nervous. What is it?”

David swallowed hard, his heart pounding in a way that made him feel both exhilarated and terrified. “I’ve had this... fantasy,” he admitted, his voice barely above a whisper. “About you. Seeing you with someone else.”

Emily blinked, her hand slipping off the counter as she took half a step back. “What?”

“I don’t mean emotionally,” he rushed to clarify, his words tumbling out faster now. “Just... physically. Watching you be desired by someone else. Seeing how beautiful you are through someone else’s eyes. I know it sounds crazy, but...”

Her cheeks flushed a deep pink, and she crossed her arms over her chest, suddenly self-conscious. “David, are you serious? This isn’t some kind of joke?”

“No,” he said firmly, stepping toward her. “I wouldn’t joke about something like this. I love you, Em. So much. This isn’t about me wanting you less—it’s about wanting to see you more. To see you in a way I can’t on my own.”

She stared at him, her lips parted slightly in surprise. The air between them felt charged, crackling with unspoken questions and possibilities. “I... I don’t even know what to say,” she murmured finally. “This is... a lot.”

He reached for her hands, holding them gently. “You don’t have to say anything right now. I just needed you to know. It’s been eating at me, and I couldn’t keep it to myself anymore.”

Emily bit her lower lip, her eyes searching his face as if trying to decode his thoughts. “I mean... it’s not like I’m completely against it,” she said slowly, her voice tentative. “But this is so out of the blue. I need time to process it.”

David exhaled, relief flooding through him. “Of course. Take all the time you need. I just wanted to be honest with you.”

She nodded, her mind clearly racing as she processed his confession. Then, almost instinctively, she stepped closer to him, her body aligning with his. Her hands slid up his chest, coming to rest against his shoulders. “Thank you for telling me,” she said softly, her voice tinged with warmth. “It means a lot that you trust me with this.”

His pulse quickened as her proximity sent a wave of heat through him. “Always,” he murmured, his hands finding her waist. He leaned down, brushing his lips against hers in a soft, lingering kiss that spoke of all the things he couldn’t put into words.

Emily responded immediately, her mouth slanting against his with a quiet urgency that made his head spin. Her fingers tangled in his hair, pulling him closer until there was no space left between them. The kiss deepened, their breaths mingling as they lost themselves in the moment.

When they finally pulled apart, Emily’s eyes were dark with a mix of emotions—curiosity, doubt, and something else he couldn’t quite identify. She rested her forehead against his, her voice barely audible. “We’re going to talk about this more later, aren’t we?”

“Yes,” he replied, his thumb tracing circles on her hip. “But not right now.”

She smiled faintly, her lips brushing his once more in a kiss that promised more to come.
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The late morning sunlight filtered through the blinds, casting a warm glow over the kitchen where David sat at the table, nursing a cup of coffee. Emily moved around the room, her bare feet padding softly against the tiled floor as she prepared breakfast. The scent of freshly brewed coffee and sizzling bacon filled the air, but there was a tension between them that lingered from their conversation a few days prior.

David watched her, his gaze tracing the curve of her waist as she bent to pull a pan from the oven. His heart thudded softly in his chest, a mix of anticipation and nerves churning in his stomach. He knew he had to bring it up again—they couldn’t leave it hanging in the air forever.

“Em,” he began, his voice low but steady, “can we talk about... that thing I mentioned the other night?”

Emily paused, her hand hovering over the spatula on the counter. She turned to face him, her expression unreadable for a moment before she nodded. “Yeah,” she said softly, setting the spatula down. “I think we should.”

She walked over to the table, sliding into the chair across from him. Her fingers wrapped around her own mug of coffee, though she didn’t take a sip. Instead, she looked at him with those eyes that always seemed to see straight through him. “You really meant it, didn’t you? About... wanting to see me with someone else?”

David exhaled slowly, his hands tightening around his mug. “I did. I still do.” He met her gaze, his own steady despite the flutter in his chest. “But only if you’re comfortable with it. Only if it’s something you want to explore too.”

Emily frowned slightly, her brow furrowing as she studied him. “It’s not that I’m not... curious,” she admitted hesitantly. “But I’m scared. What if it changes things between us? What if it’s... too much?”

David reached across the table, his fingers brushing against hers. “I get that,” he said gently. “And I wouldn’t blame you if you wanted to shut it down completely. But for me, this isn’t about wanting something different or wanting less of you. It’s about seeing you in a way I’ve never seen you before. Watching you be desired, watching you let go... it’s about you, Em. Not someone else.”

Her lips parted slightly, a flicker of something—interest?—passing through her eyes. “Have you... thought about how it would work?” she asked, her voice soft but edged with curiosity.

David nodded, his thumb tracing the rim of his mug absently. “I have. It would be completely on your terms. You’d have all the control—who it is, when it happens, where it happens. And if either of us feels uncomfortable at any point, we stop. No questions asked.”

Emily chewed her bottom lip, her gaze drifting to the window as she considered his words. The silence stretched between them, heavy with unspoken thoughts. Finally, she looked back at him, her expression more open now. “What if... what if I decide I don’t like it? Or what if you don’t like it?”

David smiled faintly, leaning back in his chair. “Then we laugh about it, have a glass of wine, and move on. It’s just an adventure, Em. A shared adventure. It doesn’t define us unless we let it.”

Her fingers tightened around her mug, and for a moment, she looked almost vulnerable. “And you’re sure this is something you want? Not just some... passing fantasy?”

“I’m sure,” he said without hesitation. “But more importantly, I want you to be sure. I want you to feel safe, excited, and... curious. If you’re not ready, that’s okay. We can table it—or forget about it altogether.”

Emily’s lips curved into a small smile, though it was tinged with uncertainty. “I don’t think I want to forget about it,” she murmured. “But I need time to think. To... process.”

“Of course,” David said softly, his hand reaching for hers again. “Take all the time you need.”

They sat in silence for a few moments, the weight of the conversation settling around them. Then, Emily stood abruptly, her chair scraping against the floor. She walked around the table until she was standing beside him, her fingers brushing against his shoulder before sliding into his hair.

David looked up at her, his breath catching as she leaned down, her lips brushing against his in a kiss that was slow and searching. Her other hand rested on his chest, her fingers curling slightly into the fabric of his shirt. When she pulled back, her eyes were dark with something he couldn’t quite name.

“I think...” she began, her voice soft but steady, “I think I might be ready to try it. Once.”

David’s heart leapt, though he kept his expression calm. “Are you sure?” he asked, his hand coming up to cradle her cheek.

She nodded, her lips curving into a tentative smile. “Yes. But—” she added quickly, her tone firm now, “—we set boundaries. Clear ones.”

“Anything,” he said immediately. “Whatever you need.”

Emily took a deep breath, her fingers still tangled in his hair. “The guy leaves right after,” she said firmly. “No
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