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​Friday Night Warm-Up
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I don't know what it is about watching Cynthia tonight — not just the way her dress clings to her hips like a second skin, or how her laugh cuts through the bar's dull roar — but something in me shifts, turns molten. She moves like she owns the air around her, confident in a way that makes my throat go dry. Every man in this place feels it. I feel it. But I'm the only one who knows what's really happening, the only one who understands the game we're playing.

The Friday night crowd presses in around us, all sweat and perfume and spilled beer. Bass thrums through the floorboards, vibrating up through my barstool and into my bones. I nurse my whiskey, ice long melted, watching my wife work the room like she was born for it. Her dress — that black one I picked out last Christmas — rides up her thighs when she leans against the bar, revealing just enough skin to make promises the fabric won't keep.

And then there's Wayne. Of course it's fucking Wayne.

He appears at the edge of my vision, sliding into the space beside her with practiced ease. I've known him since college — we all have. Former linebacker with shoulders still broad enough to part crowds, eyes that never learned how to hide their hunger. His gaze drops to Cynthia's ass, lingers there like he's appraising something he might buy, and something electric zips down my spine.

I shift on my stool, suddenly aware of how tight my jeans have become. This isn't new, this feeling. This isn't even the first time I've watched men look at her. But tonight feels different. Sharper. Like we've crossed some invisible line without speaking it aloud.

Cynthia tosses her head back, laughing at something Wayne's just said. The sound ripples across the bar, cuts through the noise and hits me square in the chest. She leans in — closer than necessary, close enough that her breasts brush against his arm. It's not an accident. Nothing she does is accidental.

My cock stiffens against my zipper, and I have to adjust myself beneath the bar. The pressure is almost painful, a sweet, tight ache that pools low in my gut. I imagine Wayne feeling her softness against him, imagine how his pulse must spike, how he must struggle to keep his eyes on her face.

"You like that bourbon?" The bartender's voice breaks through my trance. I glance down at my empty glass, then back up at Cynthia.

"Yeah. Pour me another." My voice comes out rougher than I expect.

When I look back, Wayne's hand has found the small of Cynthia's back. Nothing outrageous — just fingers splayed against fabric, proprietary but still within the bounds of plausible deniability. To anyone else, they might look like old friends. But I see how her body tilts into his touch, how she sways just slightly toward him, like a flower bending toward heat.

And then she glances back at me.

Our eyes lock across the crowded room, and Jesus Christ, that look. There's a question in it, but also something else — something that makes my mouth go desert-dry. Instead of pulling away from Wayne, she rolls her shoulder, pushing her chest out just a little more against his arm. It's subtle. Deliberate. For me. Only for me.

My pulse hammers in my ears, drowning out the music, the laughter, everything but the sight of my wife pressing herself against another man while holding my gaze. The fresh whiskey arrives and I down half of it in one burning gulp. My cock throbs in time with my heartbeat, already damp at the tip, straining against denim that's suddenly two sizes too small.

Wayne says something else, his mouth close to her ear. Cynthia smiles — that slow, dangerous smile I usually only see in our bedroom. His hand slips lower, not quite on her ass but headed in that direction. She doesn't move away. Doesn't correct him. Just lets it happen.

And I let it happen too. That's the first sin. Not hers — mine. I could walk over there right now, slide my arm around her waist, claim what's mine. I could catch her eye, give the subtle head nod that means "time to go." I could end this game before it really begins.

Instead, I stay rooted to my stool, watching, aching, waiting to see how far this will go. My stomach clenches with something that should be jealousy but isn't — it's darker, hungrier, more primal. The sight of her being desired, being touched, being wanted by someone else doesn't diminish my claim on her. It fucking magnifies it.

A drop of sweat trails down my temple. The bar feels ten degrees hotter than it did five minutes ago. I palm myself under the counter, giving just enough pressure to take the edge off. Just barely.

Cynthia laughs again, and this time her hand lands on Wayne's chest, fingers splayed against his shirt. I can almost feel the heat of him through her touch, can almost taste the salt on his skin. Wayne's eyes darken. His grip on her tightens visibly. He wants her — wants what's mine — and she's letting him think he might get it.
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