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Lighting The Fire

Let’s go, babe,” Scott said, glancing at his watch. “I want to get there a little early so we can grab a good table. Game starts at seven-thirty.”

It was already six-thirty. He grabbed his keys and headed for the door.

Melissa came down the stairs just then, and Scott stopped short.

She was wearing a tight pair of faded jeans, ripped at the knees and thighs, and a cropped hockey jersey that had been cut low at the neckline. One shoulder slipped free easily, exposing the smooth line of her collarbone and the curve of her neck. Black heels finished the look, lifting her just enough to make her ass impossible to ignore in those jeans.

Her dirty-blonde hair, recently cut into a pixie style, accentuated her long, elegant neck — feminine, confident, strong.

“Whoa,” Scott said, grinning. “I haven’t seen you wear that in a while. You look sexy.” He paused, then added with a wink, “Maybe we should just stay in and watch the game here.”

He pulled her into his arms and kissed her, his hands sliding firmly over her ass as a low, appreciative “damn” escaped him.

Melissa smiled and laughed softly. “Thanks, love,” she said. “You can take this outfit off me after the game.”

She squeezed his crotch, just enough to make the point, and murmured, “Looks like I’ve already got someone’s attention.”

Scott groaned. She grabbed her purse, and they headed out the door.

It was 6:50 when they arrived at Overtime, their local sports bar. The place was starting to fill up, jerseys and ball caps scattered among the early crowd. Scott spotted a table near a TV, close to the bar and not far from the restrooms — perfect.

They’d barely sat down when a young, attractive waitress approached. She wore a tight white T-shirt and a short black skirt and introduced herself as Madison.

“Welcome to Overtime,” she said brightly. “Here for the game I see, Go Panthers.”

Her eyes flicked to Melissa, and she smiled. “You look absolutely stunning. I love the haircut — it’s so playful and confident.”

Madison turned to Scott and added with a wink, “You’re a lucky guy.”

Scott laughed. “Yeah,” he said easily. “I won’t argue with that.”

Melissa thanked Madison for the compliment and returned it, and Scott ordered two draft beers and two vodka shots.

As Madison walked away, Scott leaned in. “I’m expecting a call from work,” he said quietly. “We’re closing a deal. I might need to step away for ten or fifteen minutes if it comes in.”

“No problem, sweetie,” Melissa said without hesitation.

She caught him watching her—really watching—and shot him a playful, knowing look. “Easy, killer,” she teased. “At this rate, we won’t even make it through the first period.”

Scott laughed just as Madison returned, balancing two beers and two shots on a tray before setting them on the table.

“Thanks, Madison,” Scott said, sliding a beer and a shot toward Melissa without taking his eyes off her.

Madison giggled at the obvious attraction between them, a small, private smile crossing her face as she turned away, already imagining what it might be like to have that someday.

Scott lifted his shot glass. Melissa picked up hers, and they clinked them together.

“Go Panthers,” they said in unison before tossing them back.

The bar was filling up fast now, the energy rising as the game drew closer. Scott took a long pull from his beer just as his phone began to vibrate against the tabletop.

He glanced down and sighed. “Well, shit. That’s the call. Be right back, babe.”

As he stood, he let his hand rest briefly on her shoulder, leaning in to murmur against her ear, “Don’t do anything I wouldn’t do.”

Melissa laughed softly as he walked away.
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Scott stepped outside and stopped near a large window where he could still see into the bar as he answered the call. As he turned slightly, Melissa noticed him and gave a silly little wave before he put the phone to his ear.

Melissa turned her attention back to the game, but as she lifted her head, a small group of four younger men passed by her table. One of them caught her eye.

“Hi,” she said with a smile. “Panthers fan, I see.”

The younger man in the jersey grinned. “Yeah. It’s going to be a good one. Just hope we can still find a table—these knuckleheads made us late.” He nodded toward his friends, who were already heading toward the last empty table near the back.

Melissa laughed and took a sip of her drink. As she looked back up, the young man stopped and extended his hand.

“I’m Ethan,” he said, his smile confident and easy.

Melissa reached out, and Ethan shook her hand—firm, deliberate, lingering just a second longer than necessary. Their eyes locked, and Melissa felt warmth rush into her cheeks.

“Pleasure to meet you, Melissa,” he said, and then, just as quickly, he turned and walked away, leaving her blinking, momentarily at a loss for words.

She turned toward the window. Scott was watching.

He stood there with a knowing smile, giving her a subtle nod that said yes... you are sexy.

Melissa rolled her eyes playfully, shooing him back toward his call, even as her cheeks burned.

When she turned back to the game, the Panthers scored. The bar erupted—cheers, the clang of a bell behind the bar, voices shouting “Goal!”
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As Melissa lifted her glass, she noticed Ethan at the bar, talking to Madison while ordering drinks. A moment later, he returned and set a shot glass down in front of her.

“Madison said you were doing vodka shots,” he said. “So I figured I’d bring one over to the most beautiful woman in the bar.”

Melissa flushed, fumbling for her words. “Thank you,” she finally managed. “That’s really sweet of you.”

Ethan smiled and took a seat across from her, striking up an easy conversation.

Outside, Scott watched it all unfold as his call ended. He lingered for a moment longer, amused by Melissa’s blushing and quietly aroused by the younger man’s confidence—and by how clearly he’d made an impression on his wife.

He considered walking back in and introducing himself, but decided against it. He didn’t want to scare Ethan off. Instead, Scott headed back inside and stopped at the bar.
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Madison grinned when she saw him. “Looks like someone’s moving in on your gorgeous wife,” she teased with a wink.

Scott laughed. “Yeah. It does,” he said easily. “Honestly? It’s flattering.”

Now close enough to get a better look, Scott took Ethan in—tall, broad-shouldered, maybe six-two, athletic, light-brown hair brushing his shoulders. Handsome guy, he thought.

Melissa laughed at something Ethan said, then suddenly realized she’d lost track of Scott. Her eyes flicked toward the window, then scanned the bar until they found him. Relief crossed her face—followed by surprise—as Scott winked and subtly motioned for her to keep talking.

Her cheeks flushed again. She gave him a look that clearly asked, Are you sure you’re okay with this?

Scott smiled, gave her a thumbs-up, and turned his attention back to the game playing on the TV above the bar.

Ethan noticed the untouched shots and lifted his glass.

“To you,” he
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