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The bar thrums with that perfect chaos made out of half coherent conversation, half questionable choices in the making. Ice clinks against glass, someone's howling with laughter over by the pool table, and honestly? I’m thriving.

The weight of today’s victory still thrums through me. Not just the deal, but the way I’d commanded that meeting, the flicker of surprise in their tone and expression when I didn’t back down.

I check myself out in the bar's big mirror. My favorite black dress hugs every inch of me like it was made just for my body. Those high slits up the sides are doing exactly what I wanted them to do.

My hair falls in messy waves over my shoulders, and my face is all flushed, half from winning today, half from thinking about what might happen later. I lick my lips without thinking, then catch myself.

Down, girl. 

I check myself out in the mirror. My lips look way too kissable, and my fingers trail slow over my collarbone like I’m thinking about where else they could wander. The gold necklace around my throat glints, pulling attention lower, right to where my dress dips just enough to tease. 

Then Adrian steps into frame behind me. He’s a vision in his tailored navy suit that hugs his broad shoulders like it was painted on. His big hands grip my hips, and when our eyes lock in the reflection, I don’t even try to hide my smirk.

The way he looks at me? Like he wants to ruin this dress. And god, I might let him.

"Enjoying the view?" he murmurs, lips grazing the shell of my ear.

I arch back into him, feeling the hard proof of his appreciation pressed against me. "Just making sure I'm worth whatever trouble we're about to start."

His chuckle vibrates through me as his fingers slip beneath the dress's slit, finding bare skin. "Oh, you'll be trouble alright. The best kind." His teeth nip low on the column of my neck. "So, what’s the occasion?” 

“The Kensington project,” I say, the words rich with triumph. “The one I told you about? I closed it.”

His smile spreads slowly, a dark curve full of pride and something else simmering underneath. “Of course you did. You’ve always been terrifying when you want something.”

I grin. “Terrifying in a sexy, high-functioning way.”

“Like a really hot T-Rex in heels.”

I love how he always knows exactly how to make me laugh. We clink glasses, the soft chime lost in the low hum of jazz that curls through the room. 

“What about this,” he says, voice conspiratorially low. “I’ll charter a yacht for the weekend. You deserve a real celebration.”
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