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​Chapter 1: Date Night 
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​Stuart

The little Italian place was the same as always—red checkered tablecloths, string lights, Sinatra bleeding from the speakers. You could still get a bottle of house wine for less than a movie ticket. I could barely taste it, though. All my senses were tuned to my wife, sitting across from me.  

Tonight, Lauren was showing off. The dress was black, slick, almost wet-looking, the kind that hugged every curve before it pinched in sharp at her waist. I watched her slide onto the bench; the skirt riding high, pale thigh flashing in the low light. Her skin was luminous, smooth and white, soft-looking. The neckline plunged between her breasts, heavy and round, making a deep, creamy line of cleavage. When she leaned forward, they pressed against the fabric, threatening to spill over the lacy edge of her bra. The dress hugged her ass too—the perfect round shape of it, so lush it made my mouth water just thinking about it. 

She caught me looking. Lauren’s lips curled, amused and faintly teasing, a ghost of smile she’d worn back in college when she was a party girl and I was lucky just to be in her orbit. She’d changed a little over the years—her hair darker, her makeup more subtle, some of the party-girl gloss faded—but she still had that thing, that trick, where she made every man in the room want her. 

And I was the lucky bastard who got to go home with her. I still couldn’t believe it. 

I tried to keep it together. “You know,” I said, swirling my wine and glancing at her over the rim, “I think I’ve finally figured out why the waiters keep giving us this table.” 

She raised an eyebrow, already two steps ahead. “Enlighten me.” 

I leaned in, letting my voice drop. “So they can stare at your ass when you stand up.” 

Lauren grinned, leaned back, and stretched her leg out under the table. Her heel pressed into my calf, hard enough I could feel the imprint through my pants. “Is that what you do?” 

“I’d be a fucking idiot not to,” I said. 

She laughed, low and musical, and tucked her hair behind her ear. It was the kind of laugh that made people look over, and sure enough, the guy two tables down craned his neck and didn’t bother pretending to look away when she noticed. She didn’t care. Lauren was used to it. She basked in it, the way some women bask in sunlight or applause. 

Our food came—chicken Alfredo with a thick, creamy sauce and warm garlic bread. I forked noodles into my mouth while Lauren tore off little pieces of bread and licked butter from her fingertips. I kept watching her hands, the tiny elegant motions, the way her wrist flexed as she brought the glass to her lips. Her nails were painted that expensive nude-pink that looked almost like nothing until you saw it up close. Her wedding ring caught the candlelight every time she gestured, a glinting, impossible reminder that she had chosen me. 

“You’re staring,” she said, not looking up from her plate. 

“Can you blame me?” I asked. 

She gave a little shrug, as if to say, Not at all. 

I must’ve looked like a golden retriever, all tongue and eyes, but I didn’t care. I watched her cross her legs. The slit in her skirt slid higher, and for a second I could see almost to the crease where her thigh met her hip. She wasn’t wearing hose. Her skin was pale and smooth and dotted with a faint spray of freckles that I wanted to follow with my tongue. 

She caught me staring at her legs. “You’re impossible,” she said, but her voice was warm. “I can’t take you anywhere.” 

“You can take me home,” I said. 

She raised an eyebrow. “And do what with you?” 

The way she said it—slow, deliberate, like she was considering her options—made my pulse hammer against my throat. I felt my dick swell in my pants, urgent and embarrassing. 

“Whatever you want,” I said a little too fast. 

She took another sip of wine and ran her tongue over her lips. “I like the sound of that.” 

For a minute we just sat, a little drunk on wine and each other, not even pretending to be interested in the rest of the room. After two glasses, Lauren's pupils dilated, her cheeks flushed a cute pink. She leaned forward, elbows on the table, creamy cleavage ballooning out so that I had to will myself to keep my eyes on hers.  "You know everyone in here is wondering how a guy like you landed me, right?” 

I forced a laugh, but a flicker of fear caught in my chest. Did she mean it? Even after five years, I still sometimes expected to wake up and realize all of this — her, us, our life — had been a dream.

She didn’t give me an answer right away. Instead, she let the silence hang, her eyes locked on mine, her smile just coy enough to twist the knife of doubt in my gut. Then she leaned in even closer, her lips grazing the edge of my ear, her breath warm enough to make me shiver.

“What if we...” she paused, almost as if weighing whether to say it at all. My pulse pounded.

Finally, she whispered, low and deliberate, “skip dessert... and go home so I can fuck your brains out.”

I felt my whole body flush. My cock throbbed, straining against my slacks, and I had to force myself to keep from grabbing her right there at the table. “Hell,” I said, looking at our half-finished meal. “Let’s go right now!” 

Lauren laughed, a beautiful tinkling that settled over me like a summer rain. She kissed my cheek and sat back, arching her back and sighing happily. 

“Relax, baby,” she said and flashed me that wicked-cruel grin, but this time I was in on the joke. “We’ve got all night. Pace yourself.” 

A waiter came by, barely older than a college kid, and refilled our glasses. I saw his eyes flick to Lauren’s chest, the way her cleavage all but overflowed in that dress. It should’ve pissed me off, but I just felt proud. She didn’t even notice him. She was laser-focused on me, smiling like a cat, her fingers grazing mine, foot making slow little circles against my ankle. For that hour, I was king of the world, and she was my goddess, and the rest of the city could go fuck itself. 

Then the front door swung wide, and everything changed. It was like a weather front blew in—pressure drop, static shiver, the way every back straightened and every conversation hiccupped mid-sentence. All night, Lauren had been the center of gravity in the room, but now every head pivoted toward the entrance. 

He didn’t just walk in. He took up space. Six-three, easy. Built like a linebacker who’d done ten years in the gym after leaving college. Black skin, the deep-oil sheen of obsidian, muscles so tight they looked ready to tear right through his tailored shirt. His fade was fresh, razor-sharp at the temple, and his eyes glimmered with mischief just barely held in check. He was dressed for a night out: cobalt stretch button-down, slim-cut slacks. His laugh was a hand grenade. Loud, deep, meant to make everyone else in the room feel small. 

“Is that Little Stewie Evans?” he said, drawing it out so the whole restaurant could hear. “I’ll be damned.” 

Drake Samson. Motherfucker. 

Lauren’s ex-boyfriend and the guy who never let me forget that, for four years, my wife had belonged to him. Literally—like a trophy, or a favorite fucktoy.  

My mind immediately flashed back to the first time I ever saw them together. Drake had her pinned against the side of the gym, hand tight around her throat, his other hand hiked under her skirt. Her legs were hooked around his hips, and they were going at it so hard I thought she’d pass out from lack of air. I stood there, half-frozen, half-hard, until Drake turned and caught me looking. He grinned like the devil and said, “Watch and learn, Little Stewie.” Lauren just giggled, breathless and slutty, and rolled her eyes at me. Later, after we started dating, she said she didn’t even remember that night. But I did. I remembered every fucking second of it. 

But it wasn’t just the sex, wasn’t just Drake’s hands all over her. It was all the stories, the fucking rumors, the whispered legends. He told them freely and loudly, and Lauren never denied them. Shower blowjobs in the girls’ locker room. Fucking in the back of his Charger at the drive-in, windows up and fogged so people walking by could see the shadows moving inside, her hands and her hair and her mouth everywhere at once. She’d let him take her behind the bleachers at Homecoming, dress hiked up, panties gone, shoving his cock in so hard he bruised her cunt and she came anyway, a fucking mess. I heard about stairwells in the Science Building, classrooms left unlocked late at night, the campus library after midnight, fucking on the fourth floor while townies studied for finals just feet away. Lauren was a legend on campus, and Drake made sure no one ever forgot why. 

And the worst part? I had stayed up nights thinking about them together. Drake’s dark skin hammering into Lauren’s soft, creamy body, making her scream. I had masturbated multiple times to the images, to my intense shame. 

“Jesus Christ,” I muttered, the memories of a past I wanted to forget splashing down on me like ice water. 

Lauren froze. I felt her hand twitch, her pink nails digging into my palm. “Ignore him,” she said. 
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