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“Katie?”

I lifted my eyes from my phone. “Hi. D’Andre, I presume?”

A nervous tremor threaded my voice; I prayed he didn’t hear it. I flashed a flirty wink, then my brightest smile—both felt forced. Rising, I stepped into the arms of the mountain before me. His scent—warm cedar, faint bourbon—wrapped around me; my knees threatened to fold. Hold it together, Katie.

“Yes,” he said, returning the embrace, grin widening. “I was hoping it was you. For a second I got nervous.”

I frowned, puzzled, until he nodded toward the far end of the room. I followed his gaze and burst out laughing.

He’d spotted a heavyset middle-aged woman in a red blouse and black skirt, demolishing barbecue wings with single-minded fervor. Sauce glistened on her fingers as she slid each one to the second knuckle, sucking noisily—smack, smack—never once glancing at the man across from her, who never looked up from his plate.

I turned back to D’Andre. “Oh. I see the confusion.”

“Yeah,” he drawled, eyes locking on mine. He let his gaze travel—slow, deliberate—down my body and back up. “Red blouse, black skirt, red shoes.”

“No,” I corrected, lips curving. “Red blouse, black skirt—note the difference—and red stilettos.”

His laugh rolled out, low and velvet. “Fair. So if you’re Katie, where’s Luke?”

I tilted my chin toward the corner. D’Andre pivoted; I seized the moment to drink him in. Dark skin, carved jaw, shoulders that strained his shirt. My gaze dipped lower—oh my—then snapped up just as he turned back.

“Which table?” he asked, scanning.

“The blond in the navy blazer.”

He gave a puzzled half-smile and extended a hand, guiding me to sit. Manners. I liked that. The waiter appeared; I ordered a glass of pinot. D’Andre asked for whiskey, neat.

D’Andre waited until the waiter had departed, then said, “I thought I was meeting the two of you.”

“Well, it’s a bit of a story if you want to hear it.”

“Take your time,” he said in a very suggestive tone. “I am in no hurry.”

“Hmm. So where to start.” I swirled my wine. “Once Luke and I decided to explore this open relationship thing, we posted an ad for couples. We met a few—most were very nice—but there was always something off with each. We talked it through: if we were going to do this, we weren’t going to settle.”

“Neither one of you wanted to take one for the team?” D’Andre asked with a knowing smirk.

“Exactly,” I said. “I know it sounds shallow, but if there’s no connection—real connection—then there’s nothing. We weren’t looking for random hookups. We wanted to meet new friends and lovers.”

“So every time we met a new couple, it seemed if there was a spark between the husband and me, there’d be nothing between Luke and the wife—or vice versa. This went on for over a year. We’d just about given up when we got an email from this couple. They seemed... compatible. They met every requirement. Almost too good to be true.”

“We decided to meet the next time they were in town. They come every few months—her mother lives here. A few weeks later, we booked a room here, same hotel they always stay at. That evening we met them for dinner, and everything clicked—for both of us.” I flicked my eyes to the corner. “He was as attractive as she was beautiful. And yeah, she may look like a ditsy Barbie doll, but she’s brilliant. Funny as hell. Her husband’s even funnier. It felt like we’d known them forever. Luke and I dubbed them Ken and Barbie. Ironically, his name is Ken.”

D’Andre chuckled. For the first time, my smile felt real.

“Everything was going so well,” I continued. “Luke and I kept trading looks like, Can you believe this? Then Barbie got a call.”

“She apologized, stepped out. A few minutes later, she said they had family things to deal with and needed to leave. Later she texted—they wouldn’t be back till very late, but wanted us to know they’d had a wonderful time. We said we understood. Told them to reach out next time they were in town.”

D’Andre nodded.

“To our chagrin, the next time they were in town, Luke had something come up at work—we had to cancel. The time after that, they had another family emergency. I’m not sure if you’re catching the pattern, but six months slipped by.”

D’Andre’s eyebrows shot up. “Wow. Sounds like you guys couldn’t catch a break. I know aligning multiple schedules is tough, but wow.”

“It was crazy,” I went on. “Luke and I sat down, talked it through, and decided to try singles instead of locking ourselves to couples. We posted fresh ads. One was the one you answered.”

“‘Hot wife looking for a third,’” D’Andre recited, voice low.

“Yes.” I let the word linger. “The other was Luke’s Three’s Company ad: ‘Jack and Janet looking for our Chrissy to join.’”

D’Andre laughed. “Old TV reference?”

“Guilty.”

The waiter glided up with our drinks. “Ready to order, or need a minute with the menus?”

I glanced at D’Andre. His gaze drifted—slow, deliberate—up the length of my legs, over the curve of my hips, lingering at the dip of my blouse. Heat pooled under my skin.

He turned to the waiter, dead serious. “I’ve looked. I’m definitely going to need more time.”

“Yes, sir. I’ll circle back.”

D’Andre winked at me, then at the waiter. “No hurry. I like to take my time.”

Boy, this guy is good. A shiver of anticipation slid down my spine. My smile came unbidden.

I flicked my eyes to Luke across the room. He was laughing, blond head thrown back, clearly enjoying himself. He caught my gaze, flashed a grin, and winked.

D’Andre leaned in. “So—what happened next?”

I lifted my glass, let the rim brush my lower lip, then sipped. The wine rolled across my tongue—tart, warm—before I swallowed. A soft sigh escaped me.

D’Andre’s smile sharpened.

“Next morning,” I said, “I opened my inbox. Over a hundred responses.”

“Really.” He mirrored me, lifting his whiskey, taking a slow, seductive sip.

"I started the daunting task of deleting and blocking everyone who had sent me a dick pic. Then I weaned out everyone who had one-word profiles, then the ones who had obviously not read mine. That left only two people. You were the first to message me back.

"Right, but I thought I was meeting you and your husband. That is what your message said."

"Sorry about that. We have still been talking with our out-of-town couple. Luke mentioned to Ken that we had placed a few ads looking to add a third. That is when Ken said they played solo as well from time to time. He said Barbie was available quite a bit more than he was due to his schedule. Then he told Luke she was in town and might want company for a bit this evening. Ken asked if it would be okay for her to contact us, and maybe we could meet up. Luke then explained I was meeting you today, but said he could meet her for dinner. Ken thought that was a great idea.
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