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David told me about the promotion while I was still in bed, my back warm against the sheets, his hand sliding across my hip like he wasn’t sure yet if I was admitting to being awake.
“It’s Chicago,” he said. “Corporate HQ. The big jump.”
I cracked open an eye at that, blinked against the light coming through the blinds. “You’ve been wanting that one.”
He nodded. His fingers moved up, slipping under the strap of my camisole. I wore it for him. Thin cotton, white, lace bra underneath. He liked the simplicity. Liked it even more when I leaned up on one elbow and it slipped low across my chest. Anything for my traditional husband, right?
“But there’s a thing,” he said.
I waited for it. His hand stayed at my waist.
“They sent someone new. Guy from New York. Peter D’Angelo. He’s not a fan of mine.  Not yet.”
“Yet,” I repeated and I nodded slowly.
David gave a short laugh through his nose. “He doesn’t give a fuck how long I’ve been there. He’s a loyalty guy. Face-to-face kind of operator. I need to win him for starters.”
I rolled onto my side and faced him. “How win?”
David hesitated, then said it like we were just confirming something we’d both already agreed to. “You.”
I stared at him for a second. He didn’t look away, his eyes held mine. That lingering look was what told me everything. He wasn’t uncertain. He’d already made the decision. He was just letting me try it on for size.
“What’s he like?” I asked finally, letting routine take over.
David’s eyes dipped to my chest before meeting mine again. “Mid-forties. Italian American. Clean cut. Works out. Married, but possibly separated. He’s the kind of guy who watches everyone. Doesn’t say much in meetings. But you can tell he sizes up men by looking at their women.”
“So he’s direct,” I said. “Understands the world.”
“He’s not so direct, no. He waits for you to be.”
I breathed in slowly, let it out slower. “Where?”
“He’s staying at the Langham.”
“When?”
“This weekend. There’s a dinner Friday night. You can be seated next to him.”
I nodded. “And?”
David reached out, slid the strap all the way off my shoulder. “And we let it happen.” His voice went lower now. “You decide how far.”
I looked at him. “And you’re okay with that?”
“I’m more than okay with it. As I think you noticed.”
I moved the sheets aside. My thighs were bare. Lace panties. I saw the way his eyes dropped and his jaw tightened. He’d been thinking about it longer than this morning. He’d been picturing it. Planning it. Wanting it. He finally got up the nerve to broach the subject with me.
I stood up beside the bed and felt the shift in his breath.
“I want a new dress,” I said.
He sat up. “You’ll have it.”
I stood at the foot of the bed, pulling my camisole down over my stomach, even though I knew it didn’t cover much. David’s eyes followed the movement. His hand was still braced behind him on the mattress, steadying himself like he wasn’t sure if he should come to me or wait.
“You’ve been thinking about this for a while,” I said.
He nodded. “Since Keller.”
I let that hang there between us for a moment. We hadn’t mentioned Keller’s name in weeks. Not since the trip. Not since I came home with sand in my suitcase and new thoughts in my head I couldn’t quite articulate to him. David had kissed me hard that night but never asked for details.
But now I knew he’d been imagining them anyway. He hardly needed me to fill in the blanks.
“You didn’t even ask what happened that time,” I said.
His eyes didn’t leave me. “I didn’t have to.”
I took a step closer. “And now you want to use it. Use me. Just like that again.”
His expression didn’t change. “No,” he said. “I want us to use it.”
My breath caught in my throat.
He stood and came in front of me, close enough that I could feel the heat from his chest. He wasn’t touching me yet, but his fingers twitched at his sides.
“I want us to be in this together,” he said.
He looked down. My nipples pressed against the bra. I knew he was imagining what D’Angelo would see. Not just the dress I’d wear, not just the smile I’d use, but the whole shape of me. The ease in my voice. The way I could pretend to be shy and then lean in just a little too far. Make them believe they and they alone could corrupt the steady good trad wife in me.
That was the game, wasn’t it. Men only want what is unattainable. And what’s more unattainable than a man’s traditional wife?
I saw it in his face, David was proud. Proud because while other men had me, he owned me. It was the pride of letting other guys test drive your hot car. They always had to bring it back, didn’t they.
“You don’t get jealous,” I said.
He finally reached out, brushing his hand across my hip, slow. “I do. But not like before. It’s different now. It’s not about losing you.”
“What is it about?”
“It’s about winning, but with you.”
That sank deeper into me. My obedience to him was what defeated the jealousy that broke down so many other men. I swallowed hard and touched his chest, right at the center. His skin was warm. He was already hard, I could tell, but he didn’t push. He waited. Good boy.
“I could flirt with him at dinner,” I said. “But you know that’s not going to be enough.”
David nodded once. “I want you to do what you did with Keller. But more.”
I slid my hand down his stomach. I had a slip of confidence he understood what happened with Keller. “And you want to know everything after?”
His voice went low. “Only if you want to tell me.”
I nodded, slowly.
He brushed the camisole up over my ribs, then higher. I raised my arms for him. He lifted it off me like it was part of a ritual. When it was gone, he looked at me the way he had that first night I came home after Mr. Harlan.
But this time he wasn’t shocked or unsure. He looked like he’d wanted it again. He missed it, me wasted like that. Ruined.
I pressed my body into his. “Then we’ll do it. More than Keller. If that’s what you want. If that’s what you need for us to get your promotion.”
David kissed me softly, not like a husband claiming his wife, but like someone marking a moment. His lips moved slowly across mine, then down to my neck, taking his time. I felt his hand on my lower back, steady and warm, holding me in place like we were making a promise to each other. A vow, thought it was a twisted wedding, setting me up to go with another man.
I didn’t close my eyes. I wanted to see him. Watch how he touched me now. Watch how he looked at me when he thought about me with someone else. Was it more or less for him?
His mouth reached my collarbone. He lingered there, breathing me in. I knew he was picturing it, me with D’Angelo. He was already half-way there.
“What’s he like?” I asked.
David pulled back a little. “Sharp. Confident. Nothing phases him.”
I tilted my head. “Then he’ll be harder.”
David smiled. “That’s why I thought of you.”
That stirred me. This wasn’t love. Nor was it sex. It was power. The specific kind of power that came from knowing exactly what I was capable of.
“He’ll come to the dinner?” I asked.
“Tomorrow night.”
I nodded and stepped back, letting his hands fall. “Then I need to decide what else to wear.”
David didn’t move. He was watching me again, eyes following the curve of my breasts, the line of my hips. But it wasn’t ownership. It wasn’t pride. It was more like he was marveling. Like he couldn’t believe what we’d become.
“You don’t have to do anything you don’t want to,” he said.
I picked up my panties from the floor, slowly sliding them on. “You want the promotion, don’t you?.”
He nodded. “It would change everything for us.”
I stepped close again. Just my panties now, bare everywhere else. I looked up at him, calm, letting the moment settle in between us.
“Then let’s change everything,” I said.
David exhaled, long and low. His hands came to my sides. His fingers dragged along my skin, slow, reverent. He wasn’t rushing and neither was I.
“I’ll flirt with him at dinner,” I said. “We’ll let him think it’s his idea.”
David nodded, but didn’t speak. His thumbs were brushing my ribs, inching upward.
“And if he takes the bait,” I said, “you want me to go home with him?”
His voice cracked slightly. “Yes.”
He didn’t let go of me. His arms wrapped tighter, like he needed to hold onto the moment just a second longer. I let him. My hands slid across his back, slow and steady, feeling the warmth of him under the thin cotton of his T-shirt.
“You’ve changed,” he said quietly against my skin.
“I’ve become who you wanted,” I said.
That made him lift his head. He looked at me, really looked, and I knew he was seeing it. Not the wife he once coached or asked or hoped with. The woman who now decided.
“I want you to do this because you want it too,” he said.
“Oh I do,” I said. “I want to feel him want me. I want to see how far he’ll go. I want to walk out of his room and know you’re the one who gets to hear it all.”
David swallowed hard. “He won’t be able to forget you.”
“That’s the idea.”
I stepped back and picked up his hand. Led him to the edge of the bed. Sat him down. Then I stood in front of him, hips bare, my panties the only thing between us.
“You’re sure he’s the one?” I asked.
“He’s got the ear of the board,” he said. “If he likes me, I’m in.”
“And he’ll like you if he likes me. What I do for him.”
David nodded. “Yes.”
I reached behind and unclasped my bra, letting it slide down my arms. I dropped it beside his feet. He didn’t reach for me.
“What will you tell him about me before dinner?” I asked.
“That you’re my wife. That you’ve always made an impression. That you’re a classic trad wife. All that good stuff.”
“And what will I be wearing?”
He stared up at me. His hands flexed slightly on his thighs.
“Something short,” he said. “Tight. Elegant. But subtle.”
“Bra?”
He shook his head. “Yes.”
I stepped closer. He tilted his head up. I took his face in my hands.
“He’ll think you’re just showing me off,” I said. “Like I’m an ornament.”
“I’ll let him think that.”
“And when I touch his hand at the table, when I lean in too close, you’ll pretend not to notice?”
He smiled. “I’ll be pouring the wine.”
I kissed him. This time deeper. He kissed back hard. When I pulled away, he was breathing faster. His eyes dropped to my breasts.
“He’s going to think he’s in control,” I said.
“But he won’t be.”
I nodded. “No he won’t be.”
He reached up, traced the side of my thigh. “You’ll know when he’s ready.”
“I always know.”
He stood up slowly, eyes level with mine, the air between us closer now.
“You’ll text me when you’re alone with him?”
“I’ll text you when I leave the table,” I said. “And again when we’re alone.”
His fingers brushed my waist. “You want me to know don’t you?”
“Yes. I want you to imagine it before it happens. And I want you to know what I’m doing while I’m doing it.”
He nodded once, slowly.
I stepped back and bent to pick up my bra. I didn’t put it on. I just held it, then turned and walked to the dresser.
He watched as I slid open the second drawer, picked through the tight black dresses folded neatly. I held one up. Strapless. Soft shine to the fabric.
“This one?” I asked.
He nodded. “He won’t take his eyes off you.”
I laid it on the bed and turned toward him. “When you get the first message, what will you imagine?”
His jaw tightened. “You standing. Looking down at him. Smiling.”
“And the second?”
He didn’t answer right away. I walked to him. Took his hands and pressed them to my hips.
“I want you to tell me,” I said. “I need you to.”
He exhaled through his nose. “Him behind you. Still dressed. You pulling your panties down for him, just enough.”
My stomach pulled. “That’s good.”
I stepped back again, let his hands fall.
“Then we’re agreed,” I said.
He nodded. “We are.”
I picked up the dress, carried it into the bathroom, and left the door open. The sound of the zipper, the slide of fabric up my skin, it was all for him. I knew he was watching.
When I came out, I was barefoot, hair up, lipstick just freshly applied.
David stood by the bed now, tie in his hands, still unsure whether he’d put it on. Hepicked up his jacket. “I’ll be the proud husband. Until it’s time to be the waiting one. Until it’s time to disappear.”
I walked to the mirror. He came up behind me. His hands traced the sides of the dress, smoothing the tight black curve of it.
“You can do this,” he said. “You’ve done more.”
I looked at him in the mirror. “But never like this.”
He kissed the back of my shoulder.
“No,” he said. “Not quite like this.”
The hotel restaurant was crowded, the kind of old-money place where the waiters wore vests and everyone spoke softly. The maître d’ greeted us like we were regulars, but David waved him off and gestured to the corner booth already reserved.
“Here,” he said. “You’ll sit with your back to the wall. You’ll sit where he can watch you.”
I slid into the booth, smoothed my dress, and crossed my legs. The slit opened just a little higher, and I left it like that.
David sat across from me, adjusted his cuff links, and gave me a quiet look of approval.
“He’s always late,” he said. “Power move. He’ll make a show of arriving. Let him.”
I nodded once. My phone buzzed. David reached forward, turned it face-down.
“Tonight,” he said, “there’s only one man you need to answer to.”
I blinked at him slowly. “Then tell me when he arrives.”
David leaned back, scanned the restaurant casually. A server appeared with water, menus, and a wine list, but we waved him off.
It wasn’t about food.
David leaned forward. “Do you feel ready?”
I reached across the table, took his wrist lightly in my fingers. Held it.
He looked at my hand, then at me. “You do.” I was steady as a rock.
I let go and looked over his shoulder.
The door opened. A man stepped in. Gray at the temples. Navy suit. No tie. Tan skin. Sharp eyes.
David didn’t turn. He already knew. “That’s him.”
I waited until he was nearly at the table before I shifted. I uncrossed and recrossed my legs, tilted my body so he’d see the edge of my thigh.
He paused just a beat before reaching the table.
“Mr. Cartwright,” he said, voice rich and practiced. Then his eyes landed on me. “And this must be the very talented Mrs. Cartwright.”
David rose, shook his hand. “Claire,” he said, “this is Mr. Brandt.”
I stood. My hand found his.
“Pleasure,” I said.
His hand closed around mine, firm, not rushed. He held it a second longer than polite. His eyes didn’t leave mine.
“The pleasure,” he said, “is absolutely mine.”
Mr. Brandt sat beside me. Not across. Not beside David. Right next to me in the booth, close enough that our arms touched lightly when he settled in.
David didn’t react. He adjusted his jacket, signaled to the server, and ordered a bourbon for himself and a scotch for Brandt without asking. Then he leaned back, as if this wasn’t the most pivotal dinner of his career.
Brandt glanced at the glass in front of him and smirked. “He still orders for you?” he asked me.
I looked at David, then back at Brandt. “Only when he’s sure I’ll like it.”
Brandt raised an eyebrow. “And you usually do?”
I picked up the glass, took a slow sip. It burned, but not badly. I nodded. “Yes.”
He smiled and let his eyes drop for just a second, to my mouth, then lower.
“You were right, David,” he said. “She is good.”
David smiled thinly. “Oh she hasn’t even started yet.”
I felt my cheeks warm at that. I looked down, let my hair fall forward a little, then tucked it back deliberately. Brandt watched the whole motion. They had evidently talked about me more than David let on.
The server reappeared, asked about dinner, and David ordered something simple. Brandt waved him off entirely. I said nothing.
When we were alone again, Brandt leaned toward me slightly. “He told me what this was,” he said, his voice quiet, smooth. “But I want to hear it from you.”
I didn’t look at David. I turned my body just enough toward Brandt that my knee pressed lightly to his.
“I know what you’re here for,” I said. “And I know what he’s offering.”
He tilted his head. “Do you?”
I nodded. “You’re the decision-maker on the new expansion. The board listens to you.”
He chuckled, low in his throat. “That’s one way to put it.”
I went on. “You want to know if David is really the man for the job. If he’s committed. If he understands the kind of loyalty the job requires.”
Brandt leaned back slightly, stretched his arm along the top of the booth. His hand was just behind my shoulders now.
“And you’re here to prove that he is?”
I turned, looked at David. He was watching me, his expression steady.
“I’m here,” I said, turning back to him, “because he asked me to be. And because I understand the value of loyalty.”
Brandt’s smile grew. “Say more.”
I swallowed. “If what you want is proof of how far he’s willing to go, how deeply we both understand what it means to serve the company, then I’m willing to give you exactly what you need.”
He looked at David. “She’s impressive.”
David just nodded. “She’s the best there is.”
Brandt’s hand slid a few inches down, brushing lightly against the back of my shoulder.
He didn’t speak and neither did I.
The wine arrived.
Brandt lifted his glass first. “To clarity,” he said, holding it out.
I clinked mine against his. David did the same, but his eyes were on me the entire time.
Brandt sipped, then turned slightly in the booth so his thigh pressed flush to mine. His suit was soft. Expensive. I didn’t move away. I let him get used to how close I’d let him get.
He looked down at our legs. “It’s rare,” he said, “to meet a partner who understands the stakes as clearly as you do.”
“It’s not hard,” I said. “When you’re properly motivated.”
“And what motivates you, Claire?”
My name in his mouth gave me a brief, unexpected jolt. I didn’t smile. I didn’t answer right away. I let him wait just long enough that he had to shift again, his hand brushing the side of my waist as he settled in deeper.
“My husband’s success,” I said finally. “Our future together.”
Brandt turned to David. “She always speak this plainly?”
David’s voice was quiet. “When it counts.”
Brandt slid his arm a little further behind me. Not quite touching, but claiming the space there. “So here’s the question,” he said. “Are you here to tempt me, or are you here to be taken?”
I exhaled slowly. “Does it matter, if the result is the same?”
He let out a low laugh. “Fair.”
I reached for my water. My hand passed his, and I felt his fingers graze my wrist. Not accidental.
I drank slowly, giving him the silhouette of my neck, the rise of my chest under the silk. The restaurant lights were low, but I knew what he could see.
I set the glass down and turned toward him fully. “But if you want to know which it is,” I said, “you’ll have to take the next step.”
He tilted his head, eyes scanning my face. “You mean touch you?”
I nodded.
“Here? Now?”
“I’m not stopping you.”
He glanced at David. David gave nothing back.
Brandt's hand came off the back of the booth. He placed it gently on my thigh, just above the knee. I didn’t flinch.
He didn’t move it higher yet. Just rested it there. Testing the weight. Watching my face.
I stared forward at the empty plate in front of me. My skin under his palm was already heating. His fingers flexed slightly. Then settled.
“I see,” he said.
“Do you?”
He moved his hand an inch higher.
David poured more wine.
Brandt’s fingers moved slowly now. Higher. Not rushing. Just mapping the shape of my leg under the table.
I breathed in and held it. Not from nerves. From focus. My pulse had moved to the space just beneath his palm.
“You like that?” he asked.
I kept my eyes ahead. “Do you need me to say it?”
“No,” he murmured.
I shifted my leg toward him, closing the gap completely. “Then yes.”
His voice dropped. “How far do we go?”
I set my hand over his, stilling it. “You can make me want it.”
David shifted beside me, casually turning the wine glass in his fingers. “It’s your call, Claire.”
I tilted my head, looked at my husband. His expression wasn’t blank. It was centered. Ready.
I turned back to Brandt. “Let’s take our time,” I said. “We’re still figuring out the rules.”
His hand stayed where it was. Warm. Firm. Present.
“I’d like to kiss you,” he said.
I smiled. “You’re ahead of yourself.”
“Am I?”
I turned slightly, enough that our shoulders touched again. “Maybe you have to earn that.”
He laughed again, low and satisfied.
“I think I will.”
Brandt’s hand didn’t move at first. He just kept it where I’d allowed it, high on my thigh now, his fingers curved slightly around the inside. My dress had crept up just a little more.
I could feel how deliberate he was being. How he was trying to sense every limit without crossing one.
“So what does he get from this?” Brandt asked right in front of David.
I breathed slowly through my nose. “David wants to win. He wants this promotion.”
“That’s not what I meant.” His thumb brushed back and forth, slow as breath. “What does he get out of letting me touch his special wife like this?”
“He likes that I can.” I looked straight ahead. “That I’m able to do things like this. That I’m good at it.”
“You mean he likes sharing you.”
I shook my head once. “No. That’s not quite it.”
“Are you sure?”
“He likes the power of it. That I come back to him. He’s not giving me to you. He’s using me for you.”
Brandt gave a quiet hum. “And y ou’re okay with that?”
I turned toward him again. “I like that he knows what I am. I like that he wants me to be good at this.”
Brandt’s fingers slid higher.
My knees parted for him slightly under the table.
“Then let’s see how good you are.”
His hand was under the hem now, his fingers slow and warm against my bare skin. I wasn’t wearing anything underneath. I knew the kind of man Brandt was. David had reminded me.
Brandt leaned in a little closer, his voice quieter now. “You dressed like that on purpose?”
“Yes.”
“You knew you’d sit across from me?”
I nodded. “David said to make it easy.”
His hand paused. “Did he say how far easy goes?”
I met his eyes. “He said to get you on our side.”
Brandt smiled faintly, brushing up between my thighs with two fingers, just once. It wasn’t rough. He was measuring.
“You’re not nervous?” he asked.
“I’m wet.”
That made him chuckle, low and pleased. “David knows what kind of man I am.”
I nodded. “He helped me get ready. Told me how to sit. What to order. Where to steer the conversation.”
“And what about after dinner?”
I licked my lower lip and looked down at my drink. “He said to see what you want.”
Brandt moved his chair an inch closer. He kept one hand under the table. The other came up to brush my hair behind my ear. “I want to see what you’re willing to give.”
“David said it’s up to me.” I glanced at David.
His fingers trailed higher, until I pressed my thighs together and looked back at him. “He trusts me to know how to do this.”
Brandt studied me a moment. “You’re not just doing this for him.”
I didn’t answer.
“You like playing it this way,” he said. “You like being the one who gets sent in. Who makes things happen.”
I let out a breath and shifted toward him, my leg brushing his. “You still haven’t said what you want.”
Brandt took his time, then finally stood. He reached for his wallet, dropped bills on the table, and looked down at me.
“Finish your drink. We’ll go upstairs.”
I looked up at him, cheeks warm. “Yes, sir.”
He didn’t touch me again until the elevator doors closed. Then his hand slid to the small of my back, guiding me closer, turning my body so I was pinned lightly between him and the mirrored wall. We didn’t speak. I could hear my own breathing, could feel the damp heat between my thighs getting worse just from the pressure of his body near mine. David only looked away when he took me out of the restaurant.
The elevator chimed. His hand was at my waist again as we stepped into the hallway. He didn’t wait for me to hesitate, he led. Straight down the hall, key card already in hand. The door clicked open, and he held it for me.
I stepped inside.
The room smelled fresh and clean. Lights low, bed made, a glass on the counter beside a bottle of scotch. I turned halfway toward him, uncertain for the first time all night.
Brandt shut the door behind us and locked it.
Then he said, “Tell me how David put it.”
I hesitated.
He stepped in close again, slow and deliberate. “Tell me what your husband said when he brought you here.”
I swallowed, throat dry. “He said, he said I’d know what to do. That you’d make it clear.”
Brandt’s hand came up, curled lightly around my neck, thumb grazing my jaw.
“Did he say what this would mean for him?”
“Yes.”
“What?”
“That he gets the promotion.”
He gave a slow nod. “And for you?”
My breath caught. “He said I’d be helping. That it would be ours, together.”
Brandt leaned in. “You’re a good wife, aren’t you.”
Then he kissed me. Hard. Full. No hesitation now. And I opened for him instantly, melted under the weight of it. This wasn’t romance. This was a transaction soaked in sex, and I wanted it. Badly. I drank the power of it.
I pressed back against him, already aching. Already wanting to give him everything. The whole trad wife night. The trad wife hotwife experience.
Brandt didn’t rush us though. His mouth stayed on mine as he walked me backward toward the bed, one slow step at a time. His hands were on my hips, fingers strong, possessive, guiding me without pushing. I could feel the tension in him, how controlled it was. Like he was holding back just to see how far I’d go without being pushed.
I reached for his belt.
He stopped me with a look.
“Take your time,” he said. “You don’t need to act like it’s owed or anything.”
I blinked. “Isn’t it?”
His brow lifted. “I don’t like it like that.”
I held his stare. Then I reached for the zipper at the side of my dress. The metal teeth separated, and the fabric loosened. I turned away from him and let it fall, slow and deliberate, until it pooled around my ankles.
“How do you like it then?” I said to the curtains before I turned to him.
Lace bra. Thong. I stepped out of the dress and stood there, waiting for him to answer.
“Like you need it.”
He walked around me, close enough for me to feel the air shift as he moved. I felt his gaze travel across my back, my ass, down my legs, then back up again. He came to a stop in front of me.
“You wore that for me?”
I nodded.”David helped me pick it out for you.”
His hand rose, brushed the underside of my breast. “You were hoping I’d see you like this?”
My breath shuddered. “Yes.”
His voice dropped. “Good wife.”
I felt that phrase move through me like a ripple. Not rough. Not degrading. Like he saw what I needed.
His thumb grazed my nipple, and my chest arched forward, my body responding like a kitten. I kept my hands at my sides, though. I wanted him to know I could wait. That I wasn’t going to rush past whatever this was going to be.
He watched me closely. His hands didn’t grope, he explored, slow and firm. Palms over hips. Fingers down the curve of my belly. Then both hands resting low on my waist like he was anchoring me there.
“Your husband,” he said. “He wants this?”
I swallowed. “He knows I do.”
“But does he?”
I nodded. “He likes when I want things.”
“Even if it’s another man?”
I didn’t answer right away. I reached between us and undid his belt, pulled the leather through the loops. I lowered his zipper, and I didn’t look down. I looked at his face while I did it.
“I think he likes knowing I choose. But that I still come back to him. That I’m not his by force. His by right”
Brandt’s jaw tightened. “But you are his?”
My hand slipped inside. I found him hot, already hard, and my voice caught.
“Yes,” I said. “Even if tonight I’m yours.”
Brandt's hands caught my wrists. He wasn’t rough, but he didn’t let me keep touching him. He brought my hands back up, slid them around his neck.
“If you’re mine tonight,” he said, “then I’m deciding how this happens.”
I nodded, barely. My breathing was light and fast. My knees felt shaky standing there in just my panties, his shirt loose around me. I liked how tall he was. How his body made mine feel small and exposed. His jeans were open but still on. I could feel how ready he was, pressed against my lower belly.
He kissed me. Not rushed. But not sweet, either. Deep and claiming. He moved his mouth over mine until I stopped thinking about how to kiss him back and just let him take me. I moaned into his mouth when his hand slid down again, fingers dragging over the thin cotton between my thighs. The way he touched me felt like he already knew what kind of pressure I liked, how slow to start, how to draw me out.
He didn’t say anything. He just kept kissing me and touching me until I melted against him. Then he stopped, holding my hips still with both hands.
“Take off the panties,” he said.
I stepped out of them slowly and didn’t break eye contact. I wanted him to see that I wasn’t doing it to perform. I was doing it because it felt good to obey him.
When I stood naked in front of him, his hands came back to my hips. I felt the rough denim of his jeans, the open fly, the hardness behind it. He looked me over, top to bottom, not smiling.
“You’re beautiful like this,” he said. “And dangerous.”
I blinked. “Dangerous?”
“For me,” he said. “For any man who wants to believe you belong to him.”
I didn’t answer. I pressed my body against him instead. I reached down and slid his jeans a little lower. He didn’t stop me this time. He let me free him, and I wrapped my hand around him, slow, feeling the weight of him, how hot and full he was.
“You sure your husband’s ready for what this means?” he asked, voice low.
I looked up at him, already breathless. He had no idea what my husband was ready for, had already accepted.
“You’re not going to be able to pretend it didn’t happen after this,” he said.
“I don’t want to pretend,” I said, stepping closer to him.
Brandt leaned down, kissed my neck, then my shoulder. His mouth grazed my collarbone. I was shaking under him, but not from nerves. I wanted this more than I’d let myself admit. It wasn’t just for David.
He pulled me toward the bed, keeping hold of my wrist, making me follow. I didn’t resist. The way he looked at me, I felt like I was already his.
When he sat on the edge of the bed and pulled me down with him, I came down straddling one thigh, my legs splayed open around his. His hands slid up my ribs, under my arms. He pushed my bra off my shoulders slowly, watching it fall behind me.
Naked now, I leaned in, pressing my chest to his. I kissed his jaw, his ear, tasting sweat and something else, him. My body ached to feel him inside me, but he was in no hurry.
Brandt leaned back, propped up by one hand, and pulled me forward by the hips until I was rubbing against his thigh. My breath caught. I ground myself down against him, needing friction, wanting more, but he kept it slow. His hands moved up my back, my hair, guiding me without force.
“You were made for this,” he said.
I let my eyes close. The muscles in his thigh were solid beneath me. I moved on him, arching forward, bracing myself on his chest. His fingers slid between us, slow and deliberate, touching me just enough to make me bite my lip and moan.
“Tell me what it feels like,” he whispered.
I tried. “Hot. So hot I . . . ”
He kissed me hard, cutting me off. Then he stood, lifting me in one smooth motion, and laid me back on the bed. His jeans hit the floor. I watched him in the low light. Strong arms, dark hair at his stomach, the way he stroked himself once before crawling over me. He looked like he couldn’t believe I was real.
He moved slowly, crawling over me on the bed, his knees on either side of my chest, his cock heavy in his hand, still glistening. I reached up and ran my palms along the inside of his thighs, feeling the tension in him, the control it took not to shove forward already.
I looked up at him, stretched out below, my breasts rising with each breath. I slid one hand around the back of his thigh, fingers firm, the other wrapping around his base, holding him still above me.
“I want it,” I said. My voice was calm. Certain.
He stared down at me, jaw tight, watching my fingers stroke him. I used both hands now, slow and smooth, one hand guiding the other. His hips twitched forward once, then steadied.
I pressed my fingertips against the underside of him, encouraging, pulling gently toward my mouth.
“Come on,” I whispered. “Do it to me.” I hung my mouth open and ready, even smiled and wriggled. I didn’t have to pretend it though, I wanted him to fuck my pretty trad wife smile.
His cock brushed my lips, and I opened for him, tongue out, wet and warm. I felt the weight of him at the edge of my mouth before he slid in, just the tip, slow, barely testing.
I sucked him in inch by inch, my fingers tightening around his thighs, urging him deeper. His hands came down on the headboard behind me, bracing himself, his stomach tensing as he fed more of himself into my mouth.
“Fuck,” he muttered, breath hot.
I held him there, looking up at him, my throat full. My hands moved up his sides, holding him steady, pulling him down harder.
He rocked forward slightly, then again. I relaxed my jaw and let him. The head of his cock pushed deeper each time, his breath breaking above me, hips beginning to move. I moaned around him, the sound vibrating through him.
I felt his hands in my hair, gathering it, holding my head still. He didn’t thrust all the way, not yet. But I could feel the pressure building in his legs, the restraint wearing thin.
I slid one hand down between my legs, needing more now, my fingers oiled and fast. My other hand gripped his hip, pulling him into my mouth, telling him without words to give it to me more.
He started to move faster. I opened wider. Took him deeper.
“Just like that,” he said, voice rough, low. “Keep taking it.”
My throat flexed as he pushed all the way in. I held him there, swallowed around him, and felt his whole body jolt.
His hips rolled, strong and controlled. I moaned again, this time louder, almost shaking. My fingers were moving fast now, and I was close. So close.
When he pulled back and looked down at me, flushed, wet, panting, I grinned.
“Harder,” I said. “I want all of it.”
He stayed where he was, straddling my face, his thighs warm against my ribs, cock wet, thick, waiting. His hands braced against the headboard again, steady above me, his breathing louder now.
I kept my eyes on him. My hands traced up his legs, slow, fingertips teasing the sensitive skin behind his knees, then dragging higher, along his thighs, until I felt him twitch again.
He hovered just above my mouth, waiting. I licked my lips, lips swollen from the last time. I curled my fingers around the backs of his thighs and gently tugged him forward. Not begging. Not passive. But inviting.
“Don’t hold back,” I said, voice low. “I can take it. I’m a good wife, David told you that.”
His body tightened. His eyes searched mine. My nails pressed lightly into his skin, guiding him closer.
I tilted my chin up, lips parted, tongue waiting. I didn’t move to meet him. I let him lower himself, inch by inch, until the head of his cock brushed my mouth again.
I wrapped one hand around the base, the other sliding up his side to his hip, fingers firm. I held him there and let my tongue trace the underside of him, slow and flat. I watched his chest rise and fall, the muscles in his stomach tightening.
“You want it rough?” he asked.
I shook my head slightly, lips still brushing him. “I want it real. I want you to give me what you’re thinking about.”
That did something to him. His jaw clenched. His hips rolled once, subtle, letting more of him push between my lips. I kept one hand on his hip to control the rhythm, the other stroking the base in a slow, steady rhythm.
I moaned softly around him, letting the vibration rise through him. His hands tightened on the headboard. I could feel how close he was to surrendering to it.
He shifted forward a little more, and I adjusted, opening wider. My throat relaxed. My lips sealed around him, tongue moving in sync with each forward roll of his hips. I kept my hands moving, guiding, encouraging, telling him without words: do it to me.
He didn’t speak. He watched. He moved. He fed himself into me deeper, testing how much I’d take. I gave him everything he wanted.
The weight of him, the stretch, the pressure, it all blurred together into one slow, hot rhythm. I breathed through my nose, kept my mouth wide, and took him in until he groaned.
He pulled back, just slightly, and I looked up at him again. My hands were still on him, urging him. His chest was heaving now, thighs flexing under my grip.
“Keep going,” I whispered. “You’re not done.”
But he pulled back.
I reached for him and pulled him down. His mouth found mine again, and this time his body pressed full down against mine, the weight of him making me feel pinned and safe. My legs opened for him. I felt him drag the head of his cock through me, slow, up and down, making me gasp.
“I want to hear you say it,” he said.
“Hear me say what?” I asked, already lost in the rhythm.
“That you want me more than anyone.”
I paused, breathless. Then I nodded.
“Say it.”
“I want you more than anyone.”
He pushed inside me.
The sound I made wasn’t even a word. Just air and heat. My hands clutched at his shoulders. My thighs wrapped tight around him.
He buried himself slow and deep, inch by inch, until I felt completely filled.
Then he pulled back out and did it again.
My hands were on his back. My voice broke into soft gasps. And when I looked up at him, he was watching me like he wanted to memorize every second.
He didn’t stop after the first few strokes. Each one got deeper, slower, heavier. My body adjusted to him, stretching, taking him in. The sound of our skin meeting filled the room. I moved with him, lifting my hips to meet his, finding the pace he wanted and giving it back to him.
He braced himself on his hands, muscles tight, eyes on me. His chest brushed mine with every thrust. I could smell him now, clean, masculine, sharp. Every breath between us was shared, every movement deliberate.
“Tell me what you’re thinking,” he said, his voice thick.
“That I can’t stop,” I breathed. “That you feel so . . . ”
He pressed harder, forcing a gasp out of me before I could finish.
“Finish it,” he said.
I met his eyes. “That you feel so right.”
He exhaled hard through his nose, lowering his mouth to my throat. He kissed, then bit me lightly, enough to make me cry out. My nails dragged across his back, leaving faint red trails. He moved faster. I wrapped my legs tighter around him, locking him in place.
He reached down, caught my wrists, and pinned them above my head. Not rough, just steady. His thrusts grew shorter, harder. My breath broke apart under him, every sound hoarse and real.
“You know what your husband’s getting out of this?” he asked, voice close to my ear.
“What?”
“Knowing what the other guy is getting.”
That did something to me. My back arched. My whole body tightened around him.
“Good girl,” he said again, slower this time, like it was something final.
I came hard. My body clenched around him, shaking, heat spreading everywhere at once. He stayed deep, holding still while I trembled under him. Then he pulled back and pushed again, slower now, riding the rhythm out until I could breathe again. It wasn’t fake in any way. I never had to fake it.
My body was still pulsing from the aftershocks, greased and warm beneath him, every inch of skin alive with sensation. The air between us was damp with heat. I traced my nails down his back, over the sweat-damp ridges of muscle, feeling how hard he still was inside me, how present.
His mouth found mine again, not rushed, but not soft either, like he wanted to feel what I had just felt. He kissed with weight, with heat, like the need in him was pushing through his chest. When he pulled back, he didn’t rise. He stayed low, hips grinding deep in slow, tight circles. The base of him pressed exactly where I needed, again and again, and my breath caught all over again. He watched me as he moved, eyes locked on mine, his body dragging mine with him, one breath at a time.
I wrapped my legs around him, heel hooked behind his thigh, pulling him deeper with each stroke. I could feel the change coming over him, the build in his breath, the way his rhythm grew more focused, the way his hands clenched tighter around my hips like he didn’t trust himself to hold back if I told him to. I didn’t. I held him there, every inch of him inside me, and tilted my hips to match him, to meet him, to give him the same raw honesty he’d given me.
He thrust again, slower now but stronger, and my body welcomed it, open, soft, trembling. The weight of him, the smell of us, the rhythm, steady and deliberate, held me still, like time had thickened around us and we were moving in it together. He bent lower, kissed my collarbone, then my shoulder, and then pressed his forehead against mine. I could feel his breath, shallow and uneven. I could feel the shake starting in his arms.
“I’m close,” he said, voice rough and low, like it hurt to say.
I cradled the back of his neck, fingers firm. “Don’t fight it.”
He groaned, pulled back one last time, and drove into me again, deep, full, a slow grind that made both of us cry out. His body tightened against mine. His mouth opened against my throat, and then he froze, chest locked, hips pressed flush to mine, heat pouring out of him in hard, trembling pulses I could feel deep inside.
I held him there. Hands at his back. Legs locked around him. Breath mixing with his.
We stayed like that for a while, still joined, breathing hard, sweat wet between us. When he finally pulled out, he didn’t speak. He just lay beside me, his hand tracing my arm, light, almost absent-minded.
I rolled toward him, studying his face. The sharpness was gone now, replaced with something more human, almost curious.
“Does he know how good you are at this?” he asked.
“Yes,” I said. “He’s the one who taught me.”
Brandt smiled faintly, eyes half closed. “Then tell him I understand why he wanted me to know.”
I lay there a minute longer, my skin still tingling where his hands had been. The room smelled like sex and hotel linen. I reached for the sheet, pulled it up over my waist, and sat up slowly. Brandt was watching me from the pillow, one arm behind his head, the other tracing idle lines down his chest.
“You’re not shy after,” he said.
“No,” I said. “That part’s over.”
He smiled. “You’re something else, Claire.”
I stood and crossed to the bathroom. The floor was cool beneath my feet. I turned on the tap and splashed water on my face, then caught my reflection. My lipstick was mostly gone, hair tangled, cheeks still flushed. I looked like someone who’d done exactly what she did.
When I came out, he was sitting up, watching me move around the room. “He’ll be proud,” he said.
I met his eyes. “He will, yes.”
“You’ll tell him?”
“Every detail.”
That made him grin.
I picked up my dress from the chair and started stepping into it. The zipper caught halfway. Brandt stood and moved behind me, fingers brushing the sides of my ribs as he pulled it up the rest of the way. His mouth was close to my ear.
“You’ll call me when he gets what he wants?”
“If he tells me to.”
He kissed my shoulder. “You like doing what you’re told?”
“Of course.”
He laughed quietly, gave the back of my neck a single kiss, and stepped away. “Tonight was worth it.”
I turned to face him, smoothing my hair. “Yes. It was.”
He poured himself a small drink, ice clicking in the glass.
I picked up my purse. “You really think he’ll get that promotion?”
“After this? He will.” He studied me over the rim of his glass, then nodded once. “We understand each other.”
I walked to the door, stopped with my hand on the handle, and looked back at him. “You’ll recommend him then?”
He smiled. “First thing tomorrow.”
I opened the door and stepped into the hallway. The air outside felt cool on my skin. My legs were still weak. I made it to the elevator and took out my phone.
One new message:
David: Are you done?
I typed back, Yes. He said you’ll get it.
Then another line: I’m coming home.
The reply came fast:
Good. Drive safe.
The ride home felt like a blur. Streetlights through the windshield, the faint taste of wine still in my mouth, the ache between my legs reminding me that it hadn’t been a dream. I rolled the window down and let the air cool me off before we reached our neighborhood.
David’s car was in the driveway. The uber stopped and I sat for a second, watching the light in our living room flicker. He was up. Waiting.
When I opened the door, he was standing at the bottom of the stairs, barefoot, a drink in his hand.
“You did it?” he said.
I nodded. My purse slid from my shoulder. “He said you’ll get it.”
He crossed the room slowly. “Was he pleased?”
“Yes.”
His eyes searched mine. “And you?”
I took a step closer. “I was what you needed me to be.”
He set his glass down on the side table. His hand came to my cheek, thumb grazing the corner of my mouth. “I want to hear everything.”
I unzipped the back of my dress, letting it fall halfway. “Just ask.”
He didn’t touch me yet. He just watched, his breathing heavier now. “Where did he take you?”
“The hotel suite. Langham, twentieth floor.”
“You let him?”
“Yes.”
His jaw flexed. “Tell me how it started.”
I slipped the straps off my shoulders. “He asked me what you said when you sent me.”
David’s voice was rough. “And what did you tell him?”
“That you trusted me to know what to do.”
He exhaled through his nose, like he’d been holding his breath since I walked in. “And did you?”
I met his eyes. “Yes.”
The dress slid the rest of the way down. I stepped out of it. “He was careful,” I said. “He wanted to see how far I was willing to go.”
David’s hands were on me now, one at my hip, one moving up my back. “And you showed him.”
“I did.”
His mouth found my neck, open and hot. I arched against him. “Did he finish?” he asked.
“Yes.”
“Inside you?”
I nodded once, small.
He pulled back just enough to look at me, eyes sharp, searching. “Good.”
“You’re sure?”
“I’m sure,” he said, and kissed me hard.
He walked me backward until my legs touched the couch. His hand slid down my side, firm and sure, fingers spreading over my hip. I could feel how turned on he was, not from jealousy but pride. He’d made this happen.
“You looked beautiful in that dress,” he said against my neck. “Did he take it off?”
I nodded. My breath caught as his hand moved lower.
“Tell me what he said when you undressed,” David whispered.
“He said I was dangerous.”
David gave a short breath of laughter. “He was right.”
I tilted my head back, eyes closed, while his fingers traced slow circles against me. I was already sleek, still swollen, and he knew it. He pushed two fingers in and groaned softly at how easy it was.
“Still warm from him,” he said.
“Yes.”
He withdrew his hand, looked at his fingers glistening in the light, then brought them to his mouth. He tasted me, watching my face the whole time.
“But you’re mine now,” he said.
I nodded, trembling.
He pushed me gently onto the couch, kneeling between my knees. His mouth came down on me, slow and deliberate. His tongue moved with purpose, tracing every sensitive place like he was reclaiming me. I arched, grabbed his hair, gasped his name, but he didn’t stop. He held me open and kept going until my body shook again.
When he finally lifted his head, his mouth was wet. “You did everything right,” he said.
I reached for him, pulled him up, and kissed him. I could taste myself on his tongue.
He kissed me back fiercely, undoing his belt, pushing his pants down. “I want you now,” he said.
I lay back, pulled him on top of me, and wrapped my legs around his waist. The moment he pushed into me, I gasped. The mix of him and what was left of Brandt made me dizzy.
“This is what I wanted,” David said. “To feel you like this.”
I dug my nails into his shoulders. “Then take me,” I whispered.
He did, driving into me harder, deeper, gripping my hips, eyes locked on mine. The sound of his breathing filled the room.
“You’re all mine now,” he said.
“Yes.”
He thrust again, rougher. “Say it.”
“I’m all yours. I always am.”
He groaned, body tightening, and when he came, it was with a sound that felt like release and victory both.
We stayed tangled together, our skin dewy, our bodies shaking, his breath hot against my neck.
Then he whispered, “Tomorrow, I’ll get the call.”
He didn’t move right away. His weight was still on me, his chest pressing into mine, heartbeat hard and steady. I felt him softening inside me, but neither of us wanted to break the contact yet.
When he finally pulled out, he stayed close, his hand sliding over my stomach, tracing where he’d been. He looked down at me, eyes calmer now. “You did exactly what I needed you to do,” he said.
“I know. I did. I’m your dutiful wife, didn’t I promise you that?”
He smiled faintly. “You always do.”
I reached up, ran my fingers through his hair, and studied his face. He looked younger, relieved. The kind of look he used to have when he closed a deal that went perfectly.
I nodded slowly. “He said you’ll get it.”
David reached down, his fingers idly brushing my thigh. “Then we did it right.”
He stood and walked toward the kitchen, still naked. I watched the way his back moved, the small curve of muscle at his lower spine, the faint marks my nails had left on his shoulders. He poured himself another drink, glanced back at me.
“Want one?”
I shook my head. “Not yet.”
He took a sip, then leaned against the counter. “Do you feel used?”
I thought about it. “No. I feel powerful.”
He smiled. “That’s good.”
I pulled the blanket up, still warm from him, and said, “You know this won’t stop here.”
David tilted his head. “What do you mean?”
“He’ll call again. Not just for business.”
He didn’t look surprised. “Will you answer?”
“Only if you want me to.”
He took another sip. “I’d want you to decide too.”
We weren’t husband and wife playing at danger anymore. We were partners in it.
He came back, set the glass down, and sat beside me. I leaned into him, resting my head against his shoulder. “We should celebrate when the call comes.”
He smiled, kissed my hair. “Oh we will.”
The call came at nine the next morning. I was still in bed, hair messy, one leg outside the sheet, when I heard David’s phone buzz on the nightstand. He reached for it, glanced at the screen, and smiled.
“Brandt,” he said.
I propped myself on my elbow, watching his face as he answered.
“Morning,” David said. His tone was relaxed, casual. “Yeah, we’re up.”
I could hear the muffled voice on the other end. Short sentences, calm. David nodded slowly as he listened.
“Appreciate it,” he said. “That means a lot.”
Another pause.
“Yes, she told me,” he said, glancing at me. “She said you were impressed.”
I felt a pulse of heat between my legs.
David smiled faintly. “I’m glad. We’ll make good on it.” He nodded again, then said, “See you at the meeting next week,” and ended the call.
He turned to me. “It’s done.”
I sat up. “You got it?”
He nodded. “Officially.”
I leaned forward, kissed his shoulder. “Then it worked.”
He smiled wider. “Better than I imagined.”
I brushed my hair back. “He say anything else?”
David hesitated a moment. “He said I have a very capable wife. And that if he ever needs a consultant again, he knows who to call.”
My stomach tightened. “Consultant?”
David grinned. “That’s what he called you.”
I let out a small laugh. “Well, I guess I am.”
He reached out, took my wrist, and pulled me closer. “You’re a lot more than that.”
I slid onto his lap, straddling him, my arms around his neck. “You’re proud of me,” I said.
He nodded. “More than I can say.”
I kissed him. Slow. Deep.
He exhaled against my mouth. “You liked it too.”
“Yes.”
“The way he touched you.”
“Yes.”
“The way he wanted you.”
I nodded again. “And the way you wanted me to.”
He looked up at me, eyes darker now. “That’s why this works. You know what we’re doing.”
I held his face between my hands. “We’re winning.”
He smiled, pulled me tighter. “Exactly.”
We stayed that way a long time, the morning light creeping across the room, our bodies tangled but calm now. There was no guilt. No regret. Just the quiet hum of satisfaction between us.
Finally, I said, “So what’s next?”
David leaned back against the headboard, thoughtful. “We celebrate today. Just us.” He trailed off, looking at me like he was already picturing something.
“What?” I asked.
“Maybe it’s time we stop waiting for opportunities,” he said. “Maybe we start creating them.”
I smiled slowly. “Together?”
He nodded. “Always together.”
That night we dressed up again, but not for anyone else this time. I wore the same black dress, the one that had started everything. David picked a dark jacket, no tie, his shirt open at the throat. We met in the kitchen like we were strangers getting ready for a first date.
He poured wine. “To us,” he said.
I clinked my glass against his. “To the partnership.”
We drank. The silence between us wasn’t hesitation, it was charge. Everything we’d done was still right there between us, alive, electric.
He moved closer, brushed his thumb along the neckline of my dress. “You’re keeping it?”
“The dress?”
He nodded.
“Yes,” I said. “It’s part of the story now.”
He smiled faintly. “Our story.”
He kissed me then, slow at first, tasting the wine on my lips, then deeper, hungrier. His hands slid down my back, tracing the curve of my hips, and the talk about business disappeared.
I leaned into him, whispering, “You want to replay it?”
He nodded. “All of it. But this time its me.”
He led me to the table, the same one where we’d eaten a hundred ordinary dinners. Today it wasn’t ordinary. He pushed the wine glasses aside, turned me so I was leaning against the edge.
His hands went to my thighs, spreading them, lifting the hem of the dress inch by inch. The sound of fabric sliding up my skin filled the room.
“You remember what he said to you?” David asked.
“Yes.”
“What was it?”
“That I was dangerous.”
David smiled. “He was right.”
He pushed my panties aside, his fingers finding me instantly wet again. “You like how this feels, knowing what you did for us?”
I nodded. “It turns me on.”
He slid two fingers in deep, curling them just right. “Then you’re going to remember tonight every time you walk past that office door.”
My breath caught. “And you?”
He leaned close to my ear. “Every meeting I have with him, I’ll be thinking about this.”
I gasped when his thumb found me just right. My knees trembled. He caught me around the waist, held me steady while his mouth found my neck.
“Say it again,” he murmured. “What we are.”
I gripped the edge of the table. “Partners.”
He smiled against my throat. “That’s right.”
A call came three days later, just after dinner. David was in the den, stuck on a company video meeting, his jacket off, sleeves rolled. I was rinsing wine glasses when my phone lit up with an unfamiliar number from the office directory.
“Mrs. Cartwright?” The voice was soft, careful. Young.
“Yes.”
“This is well, I’m not sure if you remember me. I’m Emily Strauss. My husband, Mark, just started under David on the new project.”
I dried my hands on a towel. “Of course. Congratulations to him.”
“Thank you,” she said, her voice dropping lower. “Actually, that’s why I’m calling. Mark’s been talking a lot about David. About the way he carries himself. How he gets things done at work.”
I felt my pulse pick up. “Go on.”
“I hope this isn’t too forward, but my husband wants what David has, to put it bluntly. And I guess I just wanted to ask, how does something like that even start for someone?”
I leaned back against the counter, smiling faintly. “It starts with a trusting relationship. And a little bit of bravery.”
“He wants us to learn. He said maybe you’d be willing to mentor me.”
My hand tightened on the edge of the counter. “Mentor you?”
“Yes. Just to talk. Maybe over coffee. I think he wants to know how David became, well, the kind of man he is now. And I want to understand what it means to be the kind of woman who can help him get there.”
Through the doorway, I saw David glance toward me. His call was ending. He mouthed, who is it?
I smiled at him. “Emily,” I said into the phone. “I think we can arrange that. Why don’t you and Mark come by this weekend?”
Her relief was almost audible. “Really? That would be so wonderful.”
“Saturday,” I said. “Seven. I’ll pour the wine.”
When I hung up, David was standing there, watching me.
“Everything all right?” he asked.
I walked over, slid my arms around his neck. “Better than all right. We’ve been asked to share what we’ve learned. Your young protege wants to get ahead just like you did.”
He grinned. “We’re role models now?”
“Something like that.”
I kissed him. “And they’re coming Saturday.”
He raised a brow. “Then we’d better make sure they see what partnership looks like.”
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