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​Setting the Bait
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I watch her from the edge of our bed as she applies that gloss to her lips—slow, circular, mouth slightly parted like she's already practicing for what comes later. She knows I'm watching. That's the point. Every move she makes is both for me and not for me at all. My cock is already half-hard just watching her get ready.

Lori chose that halter top, the navy blue one that doesn't allow for a bra. Not that I expect one. After twelve years of marriage, we've developed a language without words. Tonight, that language says everything: she's on display, and I'm the curator who's about to open the exhibit.

She bends at the waist to slide into those jeans—her ass rising, back arched just a degree too much to be practical. They're the tightest ones she owns, faded in all the right places. When she zips them up, her waist cinches like a promise.

"You going to say something, Gary?" she asks without turning around.

I swallow, watching the exposed line of her spine disappear into denim. "You look dangerous."

She smiles into the mirror, adds another coat of gloss. "That's what we're going for."

We don't talk about Vic on the drive to Rocker's. We don't need to. What would I say that hasn't already been communicated in the way her perfume fills my car like a fog—sweet and sticky, a heat trap? My hands grip the steering wheel like I'm holding back a confession. My cock is fully hard now, straining against my zipper. It always is when she dresses like this. When she's about to do this.

The streetlights stripe her body every few seconds, drawing my eyes to her thighs, her profile, the curves beneath that top. Each flash feels like a preview of what I'm about to witness. Each dark space between lights is another moment to consider backing out—not that I would. Not that I could.

"You want me to go slow tonight?" she asks, her voice lower than usual, thick with something between nervousness and hunger.

I don't look at her. "I want you to go however you want to go."

She places her hand on my thigh. Just that. A hand. But it burns through my jeans like a brand.

Rocker's Bar glows neon against the highway darkness. It's a dive with aspirations—sticky floors but decent bourbon. We've been coming here for six weeks. Long enough for the regulars to know us. Long enough for Vic to notice my wife. Long enough for my wife to notice him noticing.

When we walk in, the usual mix of classic rock and low conversation washes over us. I guide Lori to our booth against the wall. The one with the perfect view of both her and the bar. She slides in first, but I catch the way her eyes immediately find him—Vic, with his black t-shirt stretched across shoulders that have clearly seen a gym, dark hair just messy enough to look unintentional.

"You want the usual?" she asks, but we both know she's not really asking about drinks.

I nod once. "Bourbon. Neat."

She gives me that look—part permission, part dare—and saunters toward the bar. Her hips sway like they're keeping time to music only she can hear. I adjust myself beneath the table, slow my breathing. I'm not nervous. Not exactly. But the hunger is already pounding in my veins.

Vic clocks her the moment she leans against the bar. His eyes do exactly what they're supposed to do—they drop to her chest, lingering on the way her halter top strains against her breasts. No bra. That fact hangs in the air like smoke.

"Evening, darlin'," he says, loud enough for me to hear. His voice has that rough edge that women seem to crave—like gravel wrapped in velvet.

Lori laughs—loud, throaty, slutty—and flips her hair over one shoulder. I watch her lean forward on her elbows, tits pushed together, creating a shadow between them that draws Vic's gaze like a magnet. He says something that makes her touch his forearm. Her fingers linger too long.

Two drinks arrive. She brings mine over and places it down like it's a reward for good behavior.

"He remembers what you drink," she says with a smirk that carries all the weight of what we're about to do.
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