

    
        
          Final Service

        

        
        
          Game Day Hospitality, Volume 3

        

        
        
          Adrian Black

        

        
          Published by Midnight Desires Publishing, 2026.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      FINAL SERVICE

    

    
      First edition. April 9, 2026.

      Copyright © 2026 Adrian Black.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8233089039

    

    
    
      Written by Adrian Black.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Chapter 1

Chapter 2

Chapter 3

Chapter 4

Chapter 5

Chapter 6

Chapter 7

Chapter 8

Chapter 9

Chapter 10

Chapter 11

Chapter 12

Chapter 13

Chapter 14

Chapter 15

Sign up for Adrian Black's Mailing List

Further Reading: Candy Bargain

Also By Adrian Black

About the Author

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 1

[image: ]


The late autumn light filtered weakly through the kitchen windows, casting long, pale rectangles across the tile floor that had once felt warm and lived-in but now seemed as cold and sterile as the silence that had come to define the house. Several months had passed since that devastating Sunday when Chet had returned early from his conference to find his wife being loudly and enthusiastically gangbanged on their living room couch while the football game played in the background. In the time that followed, the marriage had not simply fractured, it had quietly died, leaving behind two people who continued to share the same roof like polite strangers who had run out of things to say to one another. The separate bedrooms had become permanent almost without discussion. Chet had moved his things into the guest room down the hall one night after another failed attempt at closeness, and Lila had offered no objection, only that same calm, composed nod that had become her default response to everything he did or said.

Chet stood at the kitchen counter now, staring down at the untouched cup of coffee that had gone lukewarm in his hands. The clock on the microwave read a little after seven in the morning, the house still wrapped in the kind of heavy quiet that made every small sound feel amplified, the distant hum of the refrigerator, the faint creak of floorboards upstairs where Lila was moving around, the occasional drip from the faucet he had been meaning to fix for weeks. He had not slept well again. Sleep had become elusive in the months since that weekend, his nights filled with fragmented dreams of moans and laughter that were not his, of bodies moving together in rhythms he could never match. He set the coffee down and rubbed his face with both hands, feeling the stubble that had grown longer than he usually allowed. The man who had once barked orders about game-day snacks and beer with cocky confidence now looked like a ghost of that person, eyes shadowed, shoulders slightly slumped, the easy arrogance replaced by a constant, low-level tension that never fully left him.

Upstairs, Lila finished dressing in the master bedroom that was now hers alone. She chose a simple blouse and jeans, nothing provocative, yet the way the fabric moved against her skin carried a quiet confidence that had only grown stronger in the intervening months. She glanced at herself in the mirror for a moment, noting the subtle glow that still lingered from the weekend away, the way her body felt more alive, more hers than it had in years. There was no guilt in her expression, only a serene acceptance of the new reality she had chosen. The marriage that had slowly eroded under the weight of Chet’s ego and neglect had finally collapsed, and in its place she had discovered a freedom she had no intention of surrendering. She ran a brush through her hair one last time, then headed downstairs with the same unhurried grace that had become her signature.

Chet heard her footsteps on the stairs and felt his stomach tighten. He told himself this morning would be different, that perhaps the long months of silence had created enough space for something to shift, for some small bridge to be rebuilt. He had rehearsed the words in his head during another sleepless night, nothing dramatic, just a simple offer of coffee, a question about her plans for the day, anything that might crack the ice that had formed between them. When Lila entered the kitchen, he turned toward her with what he hoped was a neutral expression, though the desperation beneath it was impossible to hide completely.

“Morning,” he said, his voice rough from disuse. He gestured toward the coffee maker. “I made a fresh pot. Thought you might want some before you head out.”

Lila paused in the doorway, her eyes meeting his with that familiar calm composure that never seemed to waver. She offered a small, polite nod. “Thank you. I will have a cup.” She moved to the counter and poured herself a mug, adding just the right amount of cream the way she always had, her movements precise and unhurried. The silence stretched between them as she took her first sip, the only sound the faint clink of the mug against the counter.

Chet watched her, the rehearsed casual conversation dying in his throat. The distance felt suffocating this morning, heavier than usual, as if the months of living like strangers had only deepened the chasm rather than dulling it. He took a step closer, his hand reaching out almost of its own accord to brush a strand of hair from her shoulder. The touch was tentative, desperate in its gentleness, a last attempt to reconnect with the woman who had once shared his bed and his life.

“Lila,” he said softly, his voice cracking slightly on her name. “We cannot keep going on like this. It has been months. I know things have been... difficult. But maybe we could try. Just talk. Or... I do not know. Sit together for a while.”

His hand lingered on her shoulder, fingers trembling with the weight of everything he was not saying, the jealousy that still burned low in his gut, the unwanted arousal that haunted him whenever he remembered the sounds she had made for the other men, the deep shame that came with knowing he had lost her in every way that mattered. He leaned in closer, his body instinctively seeking the warmth he had been denied for so long, his lips brushing lightly against her temple in what he hoped might become something more.

Lila remained perfectly still for a long moment, allowing the touch without pulling away immediately. Then she set her mug down with deliberate care and turned to face him fully. Her expression was serene, almost gentle, but there was an unyielding steel beneath the calm surface that made Chet’s heart sink before she even spoke.

“Chet,” she said quietly, her voice even and measured, carrying none of the anger or frustration he might have preferred. It would have been easier if she had shouted back, if she had given him something to fight against. Instead she simply lifted his hand from her shoulder and placed it back at his side with the same calm efficiency she might use to straighten a pillow. “I have told you before. There is nothing left to try. The marriage we had is gone. I am not interested in pretending anymore.”

She stepped back, creating space between them that felt vast and final. Her eyes held his without flinching, that same composed gaze that had become her armor and his torment. “I need to finish getting ready. I have plans today.”

Chet’s desperation flared into something sharper, more frantic. He reached for her again, this time with both hands, pulling her closer in a clumsy, urgent embrace. “Please, Lila. Just... let me hold you for a minute. We used to be able to talk. We used to touch. I know I made mistakes. I know things got out of control that Sunday, but we can fix this. We have to fix this.”

His voice cracked on the last words, the raw need in it embarrassing even to his own ears. He pressed his face into her hair, inhaling the familiar scent of her shampoo, his body aching for any sign of reciprocation, any softening in her posture that might suggest the ice was beginning to thaw.

Lila allowed the embrace for a few heartbeats longer, her body remaining relaxed but unresponsive in his arms. Then she gently but firmly extricated herself, placing her hands on his chest and pushing him back with just enough pressure to make her refusal clear without violence. Her voice stayed calm, almost kind, which somehow made the rejection cut even deeper.

“I am not going to do this with you anymore, Chet. The touching. The pretending. The endless cycle of you trying and me saying no. It is exhausting for both of us. I have moved on from that part of our life. You should try to do the same.”

She picked up her coffee mug again and took another sip, as if the conversation had been nothing more than a minor interruption in her morning routine. The emotional distance between them felt permanent now, a suffocating void that no amount of desperate advances or shouted accusations could bridge. Chet stood there, hands hanging uselessly at his sides, watching as she moved toward the doorway with the same graceful composure that had once drawn him to her and now served only to remind him of everything he had lost.

“Lila, wait,” he said, his voice weaker than he intended. “Please. Do not walk away again.”

She paused in the doorway but did not turn back fully, only glancing over her shoulder with that serene expression that had become her trademark. “I have to go. We can talk later if you need to, but it will not change anything. This is who we are now. Strangers sharing a house. I have accepted it. You should too.”

With those final words she continued on her way, her footsteps fading up the stairs as she returned to the master bedroom that was no longer theirs. Chet remained in the kitchen, the lukewarm coffee forgotten on the counter, the weight of the hollow routine pressing down on him until he could barely stand. The house felt larger and emptier than ever, every room echoing with the absence of the intimacy they had once shared and the permanence of the chasm that now separated them. He sank into one of the kitchen chairs, staring at the empty doorway where she had disappeared, the suffocating silence wrapping around him like chains he had helped forge himself.

Months of living like this had worn him down to the bone. The man who had once dominated every Sunday gathering with loud jokes and barked orders now moved through his own home like a ghost, careful not to disturb the fragile peace that was not peace at all but simply the absence of fighting. He had tried everything, apologies, anger, silence, desperation, and each attempt had met the same calm, unyielding wall. Lila had withdrawn so completely into her new self that there was no reaching her anymore. And the worst part, the
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