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Daniel's laugh ripples through the restaurant, warm and familiar as he reaches across the table to steal a fry from my plate. I swat at his hand playfully, our fingers brushing with the casual intimacy of a couple who've memorized each other's rhythms. The restaurant hums around us, a comfortable backdrop to our Friday night ritual of shared meals and silly jokes, his brown eyes crinkling at the corners when I tell him about the new intern who accidentally sent the entire office her weekend plans instead of just her supervisor.

"Poor thing probably wanted to melt into the floor," I say, twirling my fork through my pasta. "She was beet red for the rest of the day."

"At least she wasn't planning an orgy or something," Daniel quips, and I feel a flutter in my stomach at the word 'orgy.' I push it away, focusing instead on the way his dimple appears when he smiles.

"How's the new project going?" I ask, steering us back to safer territory.

He launches into a story about his coworker's latest catastrophe, and I nod along, comforted by the easy back-and-forth we've perfected over the last year. Daniel pauses mid-sentence when his phone buzzes. The light illuminates his face as he reads the text, a small scoff escaping his lips.

"What is it?" I ask, my fork pausing halfway to my mouth.

"It's Alyssa," he says, and something tight coils in my chest at the mention of his ex. "She's asking if we want to get drinks since it's Friday."

I take a slow sip of my wine, buying time while my thoughts race. Alyssa. The fiery redhead who still looks at Daniel like he belongs to her, who makes jokes that aren't really jokes, whose eyes track my every movement when we're in the same room. And where Alyssa goes, Brandon follows—her new boyfriend, a professional basketball player with muscles that make my mouth go dry and skin so dark it makes my pale fingers look like alabaster when I shake his hand.

"We don't have to," Daniel says, watching my face carefully. "We could just head home, watch that new show you've been talking about."

"No, it's okay," I hear myself say. "We have fun hanging out with them."

Do we, though? Alyssa with her barbed comments thinly veiled as teasing. Daniel with his history that stretches back years before I entered the picture. The way tension crackles between them sometimes, making me wonder if there are embers still burning beneath the surface of their so-called friendship.

And then there's Brandon. Tall, confident Brandon with his easy smile and the way his eyes linger on me just a second too long when Alyssa isn't looking. I feel a flush creeping up my neck just thinking about him, followed immediately by a wave of guilt.

I love Daniel. Love our quiet evenings and inside jokes, the way he knows exactly how I take my coffee, how he holds me at night like I'm something precious. But sometimes, in the darkness of our bedroom, with his familiar weight above me and his predictable rhythm inside me, I catch myself wondering—is this it?

We're both too shy to speak up, to ask for more. I can't bring myself to tell him about the tabs I close hastily when he enters the room, the books hidden in my e-reader under innocuous titles. Daniel probably has his own fantasies too, wishes I'd be more adventurous, more like the women in the videos I know he watches sometimes when he thinks I'm asleep.

My mind drifts as I take another bite of pasta, imagining what it would be like to be the kind of woman who takes charge, who knows what she wants and isn't afraid to ask for it. The kind who would drop to her knees and—

I shift in my seat, suddenly aware of the heat building between my legs. The pasta turns tasteless in my mouth as my thoughts skitter down forbidden paths, to the searches I make in private browser windows: "interracial," "BBC," "white girl black cock." The contrast of pale skin against dark, the visual of delicate fingers wrapped around thick, veined darkness.

I've watched enough videos to know the stereotypes about black men having huge cocks—the whole BBC thing—and though I know it's problematic to fetishize, I can't help the rush of heat that floods me when I imagine what Brandon might be packing in those basketball shorts. The thought makes me clench involuntarily, and I have to press my thighs together under the table.
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