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The morning sunlight slanted through the wide apartment window, painting lazy stripes of gold across the polished hardwood floor. It was a quiet morning, the kind that had become Amelia’s entire world since marrying Leo three months ago. The air was thick with the scent of his coffee, now long cold in the mug he’d left by the sink, and the faint, papery smell of Dan’s textbooks. From the dining table came the soft, rhythmic whisper of a turning page, the only sound breaking the domestic stillness. Dan, Leo’s younger brother and their permanent houseguest, was a fixture in their home, as unassuming and constant as the ficus plant in the corner.

Amelia ran a damp cloth over the granite countertop, her movements slow and automatic. Her mind wasn't on the faint coffee rings or the stray crumbs. It was replaying a moment from the night before, a low murmur in the dark of their bedroom. Leo, his hand warm and heavy on her hip as she’d climbed into bed, had pulled her close. His fingers had kneaded the flesh of her backside through the thin silk of her pajamas, a possessive, almost reverent gesture. "Seriously, Mia," he’d breathed against her hair, his voice thick with sleep and desire. "This thing should have its own zip code. It's perfect."

It wasn't the first time he'd praised her, but this time, the words had landed differently. They echoed in the quiet of the morning, not as a simple compliment, but as an assessment. A statement of value. Perfect. She paused her wiping, her gaze turning inward. She had always thought of herself as a whole, a complete person. But Leo, in his simple, masculine way, had isolated a part of her, put it on a pedestal. And a strange, unfamiliar pride was beginning to bloom in her chest.

Her eyes drifted over to the dining table. Dan was hunched over a thick biology textbook, his brow furrowed in concentration, a pencil tucked behind his ear. He was oblivious, a harmless background character in the story of her marriage. But as she watched him, a new thought began to crystallize, sharp and thrilling as a shard of glass. He was there. He was always there. An audience. A safe, controlled, utterly unsuspecting audience. The thought sent a jolt, a flicker of heat, through her belly. It was a wicked, delicious idea, one a good wife, a sweet wife, would never entertain.
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