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The drink burned down Elana's throat, a welcome distraction from the sticky table and the weight of her disappointment. Three days off stretched before her like a promise, but this dingy bar an hour from home wasn't exactly what she'd had in mind when David said he'd help her unwind.

"You're still thinking about work?" David said, his eyes crinkling at the corners.

"I'm not," she lied, smoothing her hands down the silky fabric of her dress. The expensive black number felt ridiculous here among the neon beer signs and worn pool tables. Beneath it, the lingerie set she'd splurged on scratched lightly against her skin, a secret reminder of her misplaced expectations.

A man with a thick, short beard glanced her way for the third time before returning to his pool game. Elana shifted in her seat, both flattered and uncomfortable.

“I was wondering why you brought me here,” she gestured vaguely at the dimly lit bar, where a handful of men drank beer and played pool. The jukebox in the corner played country music that seemed to emphasize just how out of place she felt.

David leaned forward, his voice dropping low. "Because you need a break. No chance of running into your boss or coworkers. No need to play to the rich crowd, just you and me. You've been wound so tight all week, I figured you needed somewhere you could just... let go."

"Let go," Elana repeated, taking another sip of her drink. The words hung in the air between them.

She glanced down at her outfit, feeling the absurdity of her preparation hit her anew. The lingerie set had cost almost a day's pay, all delicate lace and strategically placed ribbons that criss-crossed her chest and stomach. When she'd squeezed into it earlier that evening, the mirror had reflected back someone confident, sexy, ready for whatever the night might bring.

"You know what?" She forced a smile. "You're right. I've been working myself to death, I did overtime every day this week. Three whole days off should be celebrated."

David's face brightened. "That's my girl."

The man with the beard was looking at her again. So was the guy by the jukebox, his gaze sliding away when she caught him. She may have been the only woman in the bar, but it was more than that. Elana had dressed to entice.

David slid closer on the bench seat, his thigh pressing against hers. "You look amazing tonight," he murmured, his breath warm against her ear. "Have I told you that?"

"Only twice in the car," Elana said, feeling a flutter in her stomach despite her disappointment. She leaned into him, savoring the familiar scent of his cologne.

"Well, it bears repeating." His hand found her knee under the table, fingers tracing small circles on her skin.

The bartender brought another round of drinks, and David clinked his glass against hers. "To three days of freedom."

Soon, they were laughing about his coworker's disastrous attempt at impressing the boss, and Elana found herself relaxing despite the surroundings, leaning into David's shoulder as she giggled at his stories.

"And then," he was saying, "the poor bastard realized he'd been sharing his screen the entire time."

Elana snorted into her drink. "Oh, poor Ryan! So hot, but not the brightest.”

David's eyes crinkled with his smile, but then his gaze dropped to her neckline. His finger reached out, tracing along something peeking out from beneath her dress.

"Is that a ribbon?" David tugged gently at the lacy edge just visible above her neckline.

Heat flooded Elana's cheeks as she reached up to tuck it back into place. "Oh, that. It's... I bought new lingerie. Something special. You can see it later tonight."

David's eyebrows shot up, his lips curving into a slow smile. "Is that so?" His hand returned to her thigh, inching higher under the table. "And what made you decide to wear something special tonight?"

The bar seemed smaller suddenly, the men's occasional glances more noticeable.

"Well..." She hesitated, studying her glass. "I don’t know.”

He took a long sip of his drink, studying her face. "Did you think I was going to share you tonight? Is that why you dressed up in fancy new lingerie?"

The question hung between them. Elana stared at her drink, tracing a finger through the condensation on the glass. She swallowed hard, feeling cornered by the direct question, but then looked up at him, meeting his gaze with reluctance.

"Yes," she admitted softly, her voice barely audible over the country music.

David threw his head back and laughed, drawing a few curious glances from nearby patrons.

"My gorgeous, slutty little wife," he said quietly, looking over her tight black dress and long heels. "You know what? You should go for it."

Elana blinked. "What?"

"You heard me." He gestured broadly at the bar. "Take your pick. Any guy in here. If you want to get fucked tonight, don't let me stop you."

Her mouth fell open. "David, these aren't exactly the type of men I—" She glanced around at the weathered faces, the worn flannel shirts, the calloused hands wrapped around beer bottles. A man with a faded neck tattoo caught her looking and winked. They were handsome, sure, and all had the kind of bodies you only get from hard physical labour, but they looked so scruffy and uncouth.

"What, too rough for you?" David's smile had an edge to it now. "I thought you liked it rough.”

“I… I… David, you don’t mean that. These are complete strangers. You don’t really want me to fuck strange men in a bar?”

David shrugged and looked around at the handful of men milling about. “I do,” he said with a wicked grin. “If you want someone to fuck the stress out of you, you'd better start flirting.”
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Fine. If this was the game David wanted to play, she'd show him exactly what he was asking for.

"You know what? You're right." She stood up, smoothing her dress over her hips. The silky fabric clung to her curves, highlighting everything she'd spent so much time perfecting before they left home. "I think I will have some fun."

She flashed David a smarmy smile, one that didn't reach her eyes, before turning and sauntering toward the pool table where two men were setting up a new game. One tall and broad-shouldered, with his red flannel sleeves rolled up to expose tattooed forearms, the other shorter with a trimmed beard but a strong frame.

"Mind if I join?" she asked, her voice taking on a honey-sweet quality she reserved for getting what she wanted. "I've always wanted to learn how to play properly."

The two men looked up, surprise quickly melting into appreciation as they took in her figure. The taller one's eyes lingered on the curve of her hip while the bearded one made no attempt to hide his appraisal of her cleavage.

"Hell yeah," said the taller one, extending a calloused hand. "I'm Rick. This here's Denny."

"Elana," she replied, letting her fingers linger in Rick's grip a moment longer than necessary. "So, which one of you is going to teach me?" She batted her eyelashes, feeling ridiculous and powerful all at once.
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