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Steve and Becca

Steve met Becca during their second week of college. Within a week, they were dating, and from that point on they were practically inseparable.

They were both slightly dorky, late-bloomer types, and somehow their relationship just made sense to everyone who knew them. They were the couple their friends jokingly predicted would get married, settle down in the suburbs, have a couple of kids, and live happily ever after.

As it turned out, they weren't far wrong.

Not long after graduating, Steve and Becca married, started a family, and moved into an upscale suburban neighborhood. For the next twelve years, they settled comfortably into married life while Steve steadily climbed the corporate ladder.

From the outside, theirs was an entirely ordinary life: successful, comfortable, predictable—and perhaps a little too routine.

Their sex life had always been fairly conventional. Neither Steve nor Becca had been virgins when they met, but neither of them had exactly arrived at college with an extensive sexual history either. Steve was average in most respects—average build, average looks, and, if he were being completely honest with himself, probably a little below average when it came to endowment.

Becca had always seemed the more innocent of the two. In public she was reserved, proper, and even a little prudish at times, but behind closed doors she had always been far more adventurous than anyone who knew her would have guessed.

One thing Steve discovered very early in their relationship was that Becca genuinely loved giving blowjobs. It wasn't something she merely tolerated because she knew he enjoyed it. She actually liked doing it. Over the years, Steve had heard enough conversations between Becca and her friends to know that many of them regarded oral sex as something of a chore—something they complained about, bargained over, or avoided whenever possible. Becca never understood that attitude. For her, pleasing Steve that way had always been an enjoyable part of sex in its own right.

Then there was the dirty talk.

Becca loved that too.

During sex, the otherwise demure woman could become almost unrecognisable. Their fantasies often involved role-playing, usually built around anime, gaming, or fantasy themes that appealed to their shared dorky side. But whatever scenario they started with, Becca almost always found some excuse to transform herself into the same character: an outrageously wanton version of herself who said things the real Becca would never dream of saying outside their bedroom.

The contrast never failed to excite Steve. To everyone else, Becca was sweet, respectable, and slightly reserved.

In private, she could have a mouth that would make a sailor blush.

After the first few years of marriage, Steve had gradually developed a fascination with the idea of watching Becca with another man.

He could even trace the fantasy back to one particular night.

While watching porn alone, Steve had stumbled across a scene featuring a woman who looked uncannily like Becca. She had the same petite build, similar hair, even something about her face that reminded him of his wife. The resemblance was close enough that, for a moment, Steve found himself imagining that it really was Becca on the screen.

What caught his attention even more was the man she was with.

He was enormous compared with her—tall, heavily built, and spectacularly well-endowed. The contrast between the petite woman and the much larger man was impossible for Steve to ignore.

Instead of feeling jealous or disturbed by imagining Becca in her place, Steve found himself intensely aroused by it.

The image stayed with him.

After that, he began actively seeking out similar porn and erotic stories, increasingly imagining Becca as the woman involved. What had started as a single unexpected thought gradually became one of his most persistent fantasies.

After their daughter was born, their sex life inevitably slowed. Steve blamed work, exhaustion, parenthood, and all the other pressures that came with building a life together. Even when they did find time for each other, though, things had become increasingly predictable.

The fantasy remained.

Then, one night several years earlier, something changed.

Becca was kneeling between Steve's legs, giving him the kind of attention she genuinely enjoyed giving, when he looked down at her and felt completely overwhelmed by how beautiful she looked.

"God, Becca," he breathed. "You look incredible."

She glanced up at him with an amused little smile, clearly enjoying the effect she was having on him.

Steve's mind immediately returned to that old fantasy.

Before he could stop himself, the thought that had lived privately in his imagination for years suddenly escaped.

"I'd love to watch you getting fucked by a really big cock," he murmured.

Becca's eyes widened.

Steve should have stopped there.

Instead, carried away by the moment, he admitted that he'd often imagined her with a bigger, more physically imposing man while he watched.

The instant the words left his mouth, panic replaced excitement.

What the hell had he just said?

For a moment Becca simply stared at him.

Then, instead of recoiling, she gave him a slow, mischievous smile.

That reaction changed everything.

From then on, fantasies about Becca with other men became a regular part of their private life. Sometimes Steve introduced the scenario; increasingly, Becca did. She invented elaborate stories involving dominant strangers, athletes and rugged men—sometimes with Steve watching, sometimes with him deliberately excluded.

But that was all they were.

Stories.

Neither of them had ever seriously discussed making the fantasy real.

Until one autumn evening...


Any Given Friday

One crisp Friday evening, Steve sat just a few rows back from the sideline, watching the local developmental football team under the glare of the stadium lights.

It wasn't a major-league venue by any stretch of the imagination. The stadium held only a few thousand people, and on most nights the crowd was considerably smaller than that. But under the lights, with the smell of cut grass, hot dogs and popcorn drifting through the cool evening air, it still felt like an event.

Tonight especially.

Nearly a thousand fans had turned out, and the atmosphere seemed far bigger than the attendance suggested. The crowd erupted with every hard tackle and completed pass, fully invested in a team that had become a source of genuine local pride.

They were known as The Swarm.

Most of the players were young men still chasing the dream of making it to the professional leagues. Every game was another opportunity to impress a scout, earn a better contract, or take one more step towards the career they had spent most of their lives pursuing.

Around town, however, they were already celebrities.

Steve had become a familiar face at the stadium through his work. He was a regional vice president for a successful sports-equipment company that specialised in stadium netting and other commercial sporting installations. It was an unusually specific market, but a profitable one, and his job regularly brought him into contact with professional teams, coaches and front-office staff.

His responsibilities extended beyond simply selling equipment. Steve helped oversee major installations, negotiated sponsorship arrangements and endorsements, and coordinated player appearances for promotional events.

There were perks to the job as well.

Complimentary tickets were common. Access to corporate boxes wasn't unusual. And because Steve had built good relationships with several teams, he occasionally found himself with the sort of backstage access most ordinary fans could only dream about.

The Swarm weren't one of his company's largest accounts, but they were probably the one Steve knew best. His company was headquartered in the same small Midwestern city, sponsored the team heavily, and had supplied much of the stadium's specialist equipment.

As a result, Steve was rarely treated like an ordinary spectator.

He had access to the field, the executive areas and, on the right nights, even the locker room.

And Steve loved every minute of it.

There was something addictive about being close to the action—the noise, the personalities, the adrenaline and the constant sense that one of these young players might be only a few great performances away from becoming a genuine star.

By the final whistle, Steve was on his feet with the rest of the crowd, applauding as The Swarm celebrated another convincing victory.

They had won by twenty-one points, and once again most of the damage had been done by the team's two brightest stars: wide receiver Trayvon "Tray" Waltman and quarterback BJ Silver.

The pair had become almost inseparable in the minds of local fans. BJ had the arm and confidence to attempt throws other quarterbacks wouldn't dare make, while Tray possessed the speed, size and athleticism to turn those passes into spectacular plays.

Together, they had earned a nickname around town: the Silver-Tray offense.

It was corny, but the fans loved it.

Both men were widely expected to attract attention from higher-level teams before long. For now, though, they were focused on bringing a championship to a small Midwestern city that suddenly seemed completely obsessed with football.

For a place where very little usually happened, The Swarm had become the biggest story in town.

Once the crowd began filtering towards the exits, Steve made his way down towards the locker room.

He had been there enough times that nobody questioned him as he passed through the restricted corridor and approached the heavy door marked HOME TEAM.

The moment he stepped inside, the atmosphere changed completely.

The locker room was alive with post-game adrenaline. Players shouted across the room, music played somewhere in the background, and bursts of laughter rose above the noise as men peeled off pads and uniforms and replayed the best moments of the game.

The air carried the unmistakable mixture of sweat, grass and damp equipment.

Steve had barely made it a few steps inside when a familiar voice cut through the noise.

"Steve! You made it down."

Coach Albert Richardson crossed the locker room towards him wearing a broad smile.

Even in his early fifties, Richardson still looked every inch the former professional player. He stood around six-foot-four, with broad shoulders and thick arms that stretched the sleeves of his black team polo. Age had softened him slightly around the middle, but there was still an unmistakable physical presence about him.

More than anything, though, it was the way he carried himself.

Richardson had the easy confidence of a man accustomed to commanding a room. Players listened when he spoke, assistants moved when he gave an instruction, and even when he was smiling there was something naturally authoritative about him.

He reached Steve and offered his hand.

"What did you think of that one tonight?"

"It was incredible, Coach," Steve said, still grinning from the excitement of the game. "Tray and BJ were unbelievable tonight. Those two have got something special. I could genuinely see both of them making it to the next level."

Coach Richardson folded his arms and glanced across the locker room towards his two star players.

"No question about the talent," he said. "BJ's got one hell of an arm, and Tray's probably the most naturally gifted athlete I've coached in years. If they keep their heads straight, there'll be people from much bigger organisations calling before long."

He paused, his expression becoming slightly more serious.

"Talent isn't what worries me."

Steve raised an eyebrow.

Coach gave a quiet sigh. "Part of my job is keeping these guys focused. Making sure they turn up to practice, stay out of trouble, and don't do anything stupid enough to wreck their careers before they've even started."

He nodded towards the far side of the room.

"And those two? They're a handful."

There was something in Richardson's tone that seemed unusually serious after such a convincing victory, but Steve didn't think much of it. Coaching a locker room full of ambitious young men—many of whom suddenly had money, attention and local celebrity status—probably came with problems most fans never saw.

They talked for another few minutes before Coach was pulled away by one of his assistants.

Steve wandered around the locker room as the celebration gradually began to die down. Players packed their equipment, changed clothes and drifted towards the exits in small groups.

He was considering heading home himself when his attention settled on two neighbouring lockers.

Someone had taped a handwritten sign above them:

SILVER-TRAY

Steve smiled.

"Missta Jones!"

The voice came from behind him.

Steve turned to find BJ Silver approaching with the same swagger he seemed to carry onto the football field.

BJ was already changed out of his uniform and dressed in expensive-looking street clothes, a heavy watch flashing beneath the locker-room lights. He wore the broad, self-assured grin of someone who knew perfectly well that half the city had just spent the evening cheering his name.

He threw an arm casually around Steve's shoulders.

"So when you gonna stop playing around and get me that sponsorship deal, huh?"

Steve laughed.

BJ's confidence bordered on arrogance, but somehow he usually managed to make it charming. There was an easy charisma about him—a sense that even when he was being completely full of himself, he expected everyone else to enjoy the joke with him.

And, annoyingly, they usually did.

"BJ, keep playing like that and you'll have more endorsement offers than you know what to do with," Steve said, offering his hand in congratulations.

BJ laughed and reached for it.

Before their hands could meet, however, something slammed into Steve's shoulder hard enough to send him stumbling sideways.

"Watch where you're going."

Steve turned and found himself staring up at Tray Waltman.

Up close, the wide receiver seemed even larger than he had on the field. He stood well over six feet, with thick shoulders and a heavily muscled frame that made Steve feel distinctly undersized beside him. Tray's expression was difficult to read, but there was something naturally intimidating about the way he carried himself.

For a second, Steve wasn't entirely sure whether the collision had been accidental.

BJ immediately stepped between them with an amused grin.

"Relax, big man. We just won." He nodded towards Steve. "Sports-net man's here to congratulate us before we go celebrate."

Tray stared at Steve for another moment before the tension finally left his face.

Then he extended one enormous hand.

Steve took it.

Tray's grip was firm enough to make the handshake feel more like a warning than a greeting, but the faint grin that followed suggested he was at least partly enjoying Steve's discomfort.

"So what's the plan tonight?" Steve asked, trying to keep the conversation light. "Coach tells me you two have a reputation."

BJ's grin widened immediately.

"Oh, Coach talks too much."

Tray chuckled.

BJ glanced at his teammate before lowering his voice conspiratorially.

"We're heading downtown. Couple of clubs, few drinks..." He paused, an unmistakably wicked look crossing his face. "See which pretty girls decide they want to celebrate with the winning team."

"Especially the blondes," Tray added.

BJ laughed. "Man's got a weakness."

"White girls got a weakness too," Tray replied with a smirk.

The two exchanged a knowing glance before breaking into laughter.

Steve smiled awkwardly, suddenly feeling very much like the married corporate guy standing among men whose Friday nights looked considerably different from his own.

"Well," he said, backing towards the door, "have fun, fellas. And try not to give Coach too much to worry about."

BJ flashed him a grin.

"No promises, Mr. Jones."

Tray laughed again as Steve turned towards the exit.

Steve left the locker room still smiling to himself as he made his way through the stadium corridors and out towards the parking lot.

He was almost at his car when he instinctively reached into his pocket.

Nothing.

"Shit."

His phone.

Steve immediately remembered placing it on the bench beside BJ's locker when they'd been talking. Muttering under his breath, he turned around and headed back towards the stadium.

By the time he reached the locker room again, most of the post-game chaos had disappeared. The music had stopped, the majority of the players had already left, and the once-raucous room was strangely quiet.

Steve pushed through the door and started towards the lockers.

Then he heard something.

A woman's muffled moan.

He stopped.

For a second he wondered whether he'd imagined it, but then it came again, followed by the unmistakable low laughter of a man.

The sound was coming from the shower area.

Steve knew he should simply grab his phone and leave.

Instead, curiosity got the better of him.

Moving quietly, he edged far enough around the corner to see into the communal showers.

His breath caught.

A naked woman was kneeling on the wet tile floor with her back towards him.

Steve recognised her almost immediately.

Jennifer Anderson.

Bill's wife.

Her long red hair hung loosely down her back, but what Steve noticed first was her enormous round ass, completely exposed as she knelt between two towering men.

BJ and Tray.

For several seconds Steve simply stood there, unable to process what he was seeing.

Jennifer's head moved rhythmically in front of BJ before she pulled away and turned towards Tray. One of Tray's huge hands settled possessively against the back of her head as she began pleasuring him instead.

BJ laughed quietly.

"Don't forget about me, Jen."

Jennifer pulled away from Tray just long enough to glance up at him before shifting back across.

Steve's heart hammered against his chest.

There was no ambiguity about this.

No innocent explanation.

His coworker's wife was naked on her knees in the Swarm's shower room, moving willingly from one man to the other.

And judging by the sounds she was making, she was enjoying every second of it.

Steve suddenly became painfully aware that he was standing there watching.

He backed away before anyone could notice him.

His phone was exactly where he'd left it, lying beside the locker beneath the handwritten SILVER-TRAY sign.

Steve snatched it up, slipped it into his pocket and quietly made his way towards the exit.

Neither Jennifer nor the players ever knew he had been there.

By the time Steve reached his car, his hands were trembling.

His first reaction should probably have been concern for Bill.

Instead, one completely inappropriate thought had already taken hold of his imagination.

He couldn't stop picturing Becca in Jennifer's place.

The drive home passed in a haze.

Steve barely remembered any of it. He must have stopped at the lights, taken the usual turns and obeyed every speed limit, because before he knew it he was pulling into his driveway.

His mind had been somewhere else entirely.

Jennifer.

BJ.

Tray.

And, increasingly, Becca.

Steve shut off the engine and sat there for several seconds before finally forcing himself out of the car.

"I'm home," he called quietly as he stepped inside.

"In here," Becca whispered from the den.

Steve walked in to find her curled up on the sofa with their ten-year-old daughter asleep beside her, the television playing softly in the background.

Becca lifted a finger to her lips.

"She's been out for twenty minutes," she whispered.

Steve smiled and lowered his voice. "Long day?"

"For both of us, apparently." Becca studied him for a moment. "How was the game?"

"Great."

"Who won?"

Steve hesitated.

Becca raised an eyebrow.

"Steve?"

He blinked. "What?"

She suppressed a laugh. "The football game. The thing you've just spent the entire evening watching. Who won?"

"Oh. Us."

Now she was definitely suspicious.

"Okay..." she said slowly. "You normally come home giving me a ten-minute breakdown of every touchdown. What's going on?"

"Nothing." Steve forced a smile. "I'm just tired."

Becca continued watching him, clearly unconvinced.

"I'm going to grab a shower and head to bed," he said before she could question him further.

"Alright, mystery man."

Steve headed upstairs, but even beneath the hot water he couldn't clear the images from his mind.

Later, after they had settled into bed and the house had finally gone quiet, he rolled towards Becca and kissed her with an intensity that immediately caught her attention.

As Steve looked at his wife, he felt the same familiar disbelief that had followed him for years.

How had he ended up with her?

At thirty-five, Becca still had the same petite frame she'd had when they first met. She stood around five-foot-six and barely tipped the scales at 110 pounds, her body kept lean and firm by years of Pilates, squats and an almost annoyingly disciplined diet.

Her stomach was flat and toned, narrowing into a slim waist before curving into hips that were subtle but unmistakably feminine. Her backside was small but beautifully rounded, sculpted by countless hours of exercise, while her modest B-cup breasts suited her slender proportions perfectly.

Steve had always found the contrast irresistible.

Becca looked delicate and almost innocent, but he knew better than anyone that appearances could be misleading.

She returned his kiss, immediately sensing something different in him tonight.

Her hand moved lower.

Steve was already painfully hard.

Becca pulled back just enough to look at him.

"Jesus," she whispered with an amused smile. "What happened at that football game?"

Steve gave a nervous laugh.

"Nothing."

"Nothing?" Her eyebrow lifted. "You're practically vibrating."

Before he could answer, Becca slipped beneath the covers.

For her, oral sex had never been some obligatory prelude to intercourse. She genuinely enjoyed it, and Steve knew from experience that once she started, she rarely rushed.

Tonight, however, he was already far too worked up.

"Oh, baby..." Steve groaned, gripping the sheets. "Slow down or I'm going to last about ten seconds."

Becca glanced up at him mischievously.

"What the hell happened at that game?"

Steve closed his eyes as the image of Jennifer kneeling between BJ and Tray flashed through his mind again.

"Fuck..." he breathed.

Becca paused.

"Steve?"

He opened his eyes and looked down at her.

"Football," he managed weakly.

Becca smiled.

"Sure. Football."

Unable to wait any longer, Steve moved between Becca's legs and eased himself inside her.

She wrapped her arms around him as they settled into the familiar rhythm they had shared countless times before, kissing slowly while their bodies moved together.

For a few moments, Steve managed to lose himself in her.

Then Becca broke the kiss.

"Oh God, baby..." she whispered against his lips. "Fuck me with that big dick."

Steve gave a breathless laugh.

"We both know that's not exactly true."

Becca smiled and tightened her arms around him.

"It's big enough for me."

Steve kissed her again, but the words had already sparked something in his mind.

Big enough.

Almost immediately, the image from the locker-room showers returned.

Jennifer on her knees.

BJ and Tray towering over her.

The way she'd moved willingly between them.

Steve tried to push the image away, but instead his imagination replaced Jennifer with Becca.

Becca must have noticed something change in him.

"What?" she whispered.

Steve hesitated.

She gave him a teasing smile. "What are you thinking about?"

He swallowed.

"You really like talking about big dicks, don't you?"

Becca laughed softly.

"Maybe I do."

"Yeah?"

Her smile turned mischievous.

"Maybe I'd like to know what it felt like having a really big cock between my legs."

Steve froze for the briefest moment.

Becca immediately laughed again, clearly treating it as nothing more than the kind of filthy fantasy they had shared for years.

But Steve wasn't laughing.

Because now all he could see was Jennifer kneeling in that shower—and Becca taking her place.

Steve looked down at her, his mind still filled with the image of Jennifer kneeling between BJ and Tray in the locker-room showers.

"I'd love to watch you ride a cock like that," he said, his voice strained with excitement. "Just sit back and watch some huge guy fuck you while you moan for him. Watch your little body bouncing on a cock twice the size of mine."

Becca's eyes widened slightly.

Then the familiar wicked smile appeared.

"Oh really?"

She leaned closer, deliberately slipping into the helpless, innocent voice she often used when their dirty talk became particularly filthy.

"You'd like watching some huge, muscle-bound man defile your innocent little wife?"

"Fuck...yeah," Steve groaned.

Becca moved against him harder, clearly enjoying how worked up he was becoming.

"You'd actually share me?"

"I don't know..."

Steve could barely think straight.

"Maybe just once."

Becca gave him a mischievous grin.

"Just once?" she teased. "You think you could really handle watching some enormous man spread my legs and fuck me with a cock so big I'd be screaming?"

Steve's mind instantly replaced Jennifer with Becca.

He pictured his petite wife naked between BJ and Tray, helplessly dwarfed by their bodies.

Becca leaned down until her lips were almost touching his ear.

"What if I liked it?" she whispered. "What if I loved having some huge cock stretching me while my husband sat there watching?"

That did it.

Steve came almost immediately, his entire body tensing beneath her.

Becca stared down at him for a second before bursting into laughter.

"Oh my God!"

Steve lay there breathless and embarrassed.

"You are such a fucking pervert," she teased.

"You started it."

"I did not!"

"You just told me you'd love getting fucked by some guy with a huge cock."

Becca laughed again.

"During sex, Steve. It's called dirty talk."

She leaned down and kissed him.

"I can't believe the thought of another man fucking your wife makes you come that fast."

Steve smiled sheepishly, but as Becca settled beside him, his thoughts drifted straight back to Jennifer.

Her naked body.

BJ and Tray standing over her.

The way she'd moved eagerly from one cock to the other.

For a moment Steve considered telling Becca exactly what he'd seen after the game.

Instead, he kept quiet.

There was no reason to complicate things.

After all, this was just something they talked about when they were horny.

Just fantasy.

At least for now.


Trying To Move On

The rest of the weekend passed in a blur of family plans, errands and the usual domestic routine.

Steve tried to put Friday night out of his mind.

He failed.

No matter what he was doing, the image of Jennifer in the locker-room showers kept returning. Her naked body. BJ and Tray standing over her. The way she'd moved eagerly from one man to the other.

And, increasingly, the way his imagination had started replacing Jennifer with Becca.

By Monday morning, Steve had convinced himself that the whole thing was none of his business.

He showered, dressed for work and slipped quietly out of the bedroom without waking Becca. During the drive to the office, he went over the situation again and again before reaching the same conclusion.

He wasn't going to tell Bill.

Whatever Jennifer was doing, it was between her and her husband. For all Steve knew, there might already be problems in their marriage, and the last thing he wanted was to be the man who detonated whatever remained of it.

Better to stay out of it.

Better still to forget he'd ever seen anything.

That proved easier said than done.

The morning dragged through one tedious meeting after another: sales figures, inventory projections, marketing plans and management updates. Spreadsheets filled computer screens while PowerPoint presentations seemed to merge into one endless stream of charts and numbers.

Normally Steve could sit through this sort of thing without much difficulty.

Today, his concentration was useless.

Every quiet moment brought him back to the showers.

Then his thoughts would shift to Friday night in bed with Becca—the things she'd said, the way she'd teased him about wanting a bigger cock, and how violently his body had reacted when she'd described another man fucking her.

That conversation had felt different from their usual dirty talk.

More dangerous.

More real.

By lunchtime, Steve had barely accomplished anything.

At around one o'clock, he finally returned to his office, closed the door and sat down with the sandwich he'd bought that morning.

He had just taken the first bite when someone knocked.

"Come in."

The door opened.

Bill Anderson stepped inside.

Steve nearly choked.

Shit.

Of all the people who could have walked through that door...

Steve quickly swallowed and forced his expression into something resembling normality.

"Hey, Bill. How's it going? What can I do for you?"

Bill walked into Steve's office carrying the sales reports Steve had requested.

"Latest figures," he said, placing the folder on the desk.

"Perfect. Thanks."

Normally Bill would have run through the numbers quickly and headed back to his own desk, but today something seemed different. He was unusually quiet, and Steve noticed a nervousness in him that wasn't normally there.

They spent the next few minutes discussing sales figures and projections, but the conversation felt strangely forced.

Eventually they reached the final page.

"Looks good," Steve said, closing the folder. "Anything else?"

Bill didn't move.

Instead, he remained sitting opposite Steve, staring down at his hands.

Steve immediately felt uneasy.

"Bill?"

"Can I ask you something?"

"Sure."

Bill hesitated.

"Were you at the Swarm game Friday night?"

Steve felt his stomach tighten.

"Yeah. Why?"

"And you went down to the locker room afterwards?"

There was something about the question that made Steve suddenly very aware of his heartbeat.

"Yeah. I usually stop by after the games."

Bill nodded slowly.

Then came the question Steve had been dreading without even realising it.

"Did you happen to go back in there after you'd already left?"

Steve kept his expression as neutral as he could.

"For a minute. I'd forgotten my phone."

Bill closed his eyes briefly.

"Fuck."

Steve leaned back in his chair.

"Why?"

Bill looked at him for several uncomfortable seconds before finally speaking.

"Jennifer thought she heard somebody come back into the locker room Friday night."

Steve said nothing.

"She didn't see anyone," Bill continued, "and neither did the guys. But when I heard you were at the game..." He trailed off before giving a nervous little laugh. "I started putting two and two together."

Steve decided there was no point pretending anymore.

"Bill..."

"I want to say something before you do."

Bill leaned forward.

"I know exactly where my wife was Friday night."

Steve stared at him.

Bill swallowed.

"And I know exactly what she was doing."

Steve's eyebrows rose.

"Whoa. Bill, whatever's going on between you and Jennifer is really none of my business."

"Just listen to me, Steve."

There was something almost pleading in his voice now.

"I think I need to explain."

Bill took a deep breath and leaned back in the chair.

"It started about a year ago. I took Jennifer to one of the games. We had great seats, right down near the sideline."

He paused, looking faintly embarrassed by what he was about to admit.

"It was warm that night, and Jen was wearing this tight little red dress. She looked incredible. I noticed pretty quickly that some of the players had noticed her too. Every time she stood up or walked past the bench, there were guys looking over."

Steve said nothing, letting him continue.

"After the game, Coach Richardson came over and asked if we'd like to come down to the locker room and meet some of the team. I thought it was a little unusual, but Jennifer was excited, so I figured, why not?"

Bill rubbed a hand across his face.

"The place was absolute chaos. Music blasting, guys shouting, steam coming out of the showers. Coach introduced us to a couple of players—Maxwell and Darious."

A nervous smile flickered across Bill's face.

"Those two practically forgot I existed the second they saw Jen up close. They were flirting with her shamelessly. Telling her how good she looked, asking her to feel their arms, showing off for her."

"And Jennifer?" Steve asked.

Bill hesitated.

"She loved the attention."

That admission seemed harder for him than anything else.

"She was laughing, touching their muscles, flirting right back. I was starting to get irritated, honestly. I was about to step in when Coach pulled me aside."

Steve leaned forward slightly.

"What did he say?"

Bill looked directly at him.

"He asked whether I'd ever considered sharing my wife."

Steve stared at him.

"Just like that?"

"Pretty much."

Bill gave an uncomfortable laugh.

"Not quite in those words at first. He danced around it. Said the guys thought Jennifer was gorgeous. Said they had a lot of women hanging around after games, but most of them came with drama attached."

He paused.

"Then he finally came out with it. Asked how I'd feel about letting a couple of the players have some fun with Jen."

Steve's eyebrows rose.

"And what exactly did he mean by 'fun'?"

Bill gave him a look.

"Exactly what you're thinking."

He swallowed before continuing.

"Coach said the guys were constantly chasing groupies and getting themselves into trouble. He figured a married woman, with a husband who knew exactly what was happening, was...safer."

Steve could hardly believe what he was hearing.

"And he genuinely suggested that you let them fuck your wife?"

Bill nodded slowly.

"Yeah."

He looked down at his hands.

"And the worst part was...once he'd said it, I couldn't stop thinking about it."

"And what did you say?" Steve asked, unable to hide his curiosity.

Bill gave a short, nervous laugh.

"At first? Nothing. I thought Coach had lost his fucking mind."

He rubbed his palms against his trousers.

"But then I looked over at Jennifer."

Steve waited.

"She was still standing with Maxwell and Darious. Laughing. Touching their arms. They were both flirting with her like I wasn't even in the room, and instead of getting uncomfortable..." Bill shook his head. "She was blushing. Giggling like a teenager."

"And that bothered you?"

"Yes."

Bill hesitated.

"And no."

Steve raised an eyebrow.

Bill sighed.

"That's the part that's hard to explain. Watching those two guys towering over her should've pissed me off. Instead, I started imagining what Coach was suggesting."

His face reddened slightly.

"Seeing Jennifer with men like that...young, powerful, ridiculously fit..." He looked away. "I'm not proud of it, Steve, but the thought turned me on."

Steve leaned forward now, completely absorbed.

"So you agreed?"

"Jesus, no. Not standing there in the locker room."

Bill laughed.

"I told Coach we'd never done anything remotely like that and that he was talking about my wife, not some girl he'd picked up in a bar."

"But you didn't exactly say no either."

Bill gave him a reluctant smile.

"No. I suppose I didn't."

He took a breath.

"Jen and I talked about it later. Then we talked about it again the next night. And the night after that."

Something in Bill's expression changed as he remembered.

"Our sex life had become pretty predictable by then. We still loved each other, still had sex, but that excitement we'd had when we were younger had faded."

"And this brought it back?"

"Before we'd even done anything."

Bill nodded.

"Just talking about it made us fuck like we hadn't in years."

Steve felt an uncomfortable flicker of recognition.

That sounded remarkably familiar.

"Jennifer admitted she'd always been curious about sleeping with a black guy," Bill continued. "Then suddenly she had these huge professional-level athletes openly wanting her. The whole thing scared her, but it excited her too."

"So eventually..."

"We decided to try it."

Bill lowered his voice.

"After another game, Coach arranged everything. Jennifer knew I wanted to watch, but she said she'd feel too self-conscious if I was actually standing in the room. Coach had cameras covering part of the locker area, so he set me up in his office where I could see what was happening without Jen having me staring directly at her."

Steve's pulse quickened.

"She wore that same red dress."

Bill smiled faintly at the memory.

"I told her I'd go speak to Coach while she stayed behind and let the guys show her around."

He paused for several seconds.

"Steve, I'll never forget watching her walk into that locker room."

Bill's voice had lost most of its nervousness now.

"She looked so small next to them. These enormous athletes surrounding my wife, looking at her like they'd been waiting all night for her to arrive."

He stared somewhere past Steve, completely lost in the memory.

"And that's when I realised Coach had been right about one thing."

"What?"

Bill looked back at him.

"I had a side to me I never knew existed."

"Three of them were with her that first night," Bill said.

Steve stared at him.

"Three?"

Bill nodded.

"They took turns with her. Kissing her, touching her, going down on her, fucking her..." He gave a disbelieving shake of his head. "Basically everything we'd talked about beforehand, except seeing it actually happen was completely different."

Steve could hear the mixture of embarrassment and excitement in his voice.

"The way they talked to her was probably the biggest shock. They were filthy with her—calling her names, humiliating her, saying things I'd never dream of saying to my wife."

"And Jennifer was okay with that?"

Bill laughed softly.

"More than okay."

He looked down at the desk.

"At first I thought they'd gone too far. Some of the things they were saying actually made me uncomfortable. Then I looked at Jen."

Bill paused.

"She fucking loved it."

Steve said nothing.

"Every time they degraded her, she seemed to get more excited. It was like they had discovered this completely different side of my wife that neither of us even knew existed."

Bill leaned back in his chair.

"And here's the crazy part. Our sex life afterwards was better than it had been in years. Jennifer came home absolutely insatiable."

Steve shifted slightly in his seat.

"So this wasn't just a one-time thing?"

Bill laughed.

"Not even close."

He hesitated before continuing.

"Which brings me to why I'm actually telling you all this."

Steve immediately became more alert.

Bill lowered his voice.

"Some of the guys are always asking Jennifer whether she knows other women who might be interested. Married women especially. Women where everybody knows exactly what the arrangement is."

Steve felt something tighten in his stomach.

"And?"

Bill looked uncomfortable again.

"Jennifer mentioned Becca."

Steve stared at him.

"My Becca?"

"Yeah."

For several seconds Steve couldn't think of anything to say.

Bill hurried on.

"Look, I'm not saying anything has to happen. Jen just thinks Becca's gorgeous, and apparently Coach has noticed her at a couple of games too."

Steve's mouth suddenly felt dry.

"Coach?"

Bill nodded.

"He thinks she's stunning."

There was another uncomfortable silence.

Then Bill leaned forward.

"So...do you think there's any chance you two might be interested?"

Steve's body reacted before his mind had a chance to catch up.

Just hearing Bill say Becca's name in that context sent a familiar tightening through his groin.

For years, the idea of his wife with another man had existed safely inside his imagination—something whispered during sex, something Becca could tease him about when they were both worked up.

This was different.

Bill wasn't talking about fantasy.

He was offering Steve an opportunity to make it real.

Steve shifted uncomfortably in his chair.

"If I went home and told Becca you wanted her to fuck a bunch of football players, she'd fucking kill me."

Bill smiled.

"I'm serious. She'd probably throw me out before I even finished the sentence."

"Maybe."

"There's no maybe about it."

Steve shook his head.

"We talk about stuff like this during sex, Bill. That's completely different from actually doing it."

Bill leaned forward.

"That's exactly what Jennifer and I used to say."

Steve went quiet.

"Look," Bill continued, "I'm not telling you Becca definitely wants this. I don't know what goes on inside your wife's head."

He paused.

"But Jennifer said something to me after we started doing this. She thinks a lot more women fantasise about other men than husbands realise. They just don't necessarily want to admit it."

Steve swallowed.

"And let's be honest," Bill added. "We're not talking about some random drunk guy in a bar."

He nodded vaguely in the direction of the stadium, as though the players might somehow be visible from Steve's office.

"You've seen these guys. They're huge. They're ridiculously fit. They spend their entire lives training their bodies."

Bill gave him a knowing look.

"And trust me, Steve—the rest of them is built on the same scale."

Steve's mouth went dry.

An unwanted image of Becca appeared immediately in his head.

Her small body between men like BJ and Tray.

Bill noticed his expression.

"Exactly."

"Fuck off," Steve muttered, but there was no conviction behind it.

Bill laughed.

"I'm just saying, Jennifer had spent years wondering what it would be like to be with a guy like that. Then suddenly she had the opportunity to find out."

"And?"

Bill's expression became serious.

"It changed her."

Steve raised an eyebrow.

"In a bad way?"

"No."

Bill shook his head.

"The complete opposite."

He leaned closer.

"She's more confident. She's hornier than she's been since we were in our twenties. Our sex life is unbelievable now."

Bill paused before delivering the part he knew Steve would have difficulty ignoring.

"And according to Jennifer, experiencing a man who can give her something physically that I simply can't hasn't made her want me less."

Steve stared at him.

"It's made her want me more."

"Jennifer's like a different woman now," Bill said. "Not in some crazy, unrecognisable way. She's still Jen. She's still my wife."

He paused.

"But sexually? Yeah. It's changed her."

Steve stayed silent.

"Before all this, most of her experience had been with me. A couple of guys before we met, nothing wild. Now she's been with men who are bigger than me, stronger than me, more experienced than me...and she's discovered things she didn't even know she liked."

Bill gave a faint, self-conscious smile.

"I'd be lying if I said that didn't sting sometimes."

Steve nodded slowly.

"But here's the thing," Bill continued. "They're giving her something physically that I can't. I know that. She knows that. And somehow accepting it has actually made things better between us instead of worse."

"How?"

"Because there's no pretending anymore."

Bill leaned back.

"She doesn't have to act like I'm the best lover she's ever had just to protect my ego. I don't have to pretend I'm some fucking porn star. She gets those experiences with them, and then she comes home to me."

Steve's mind was racing.

"And you're honestly okay with that?"

"More than okay."

Bill smiled.

"She's sexually fulfilled in a way she never was before, and our own sex life has gone through the roof. There's no romance with those guys. No dates. No flowers. No bullshit."

He shrugged.

"They want to fuck her. She wants to fuck them. That's basically the arrangement."

"And you're not worried she'll fall for one of them?"

Bill laughed.

"Have you met BJ and Tray? They're not exactly looking for wives."

Steve couldn't help smiling.

Bill's expression became more serious.

"Jennifer loves me. That's never been the issue."

Steve shifted in his chair and suddenly realised just how aroused the conversation had made him.

"Jesus, Bill..."

Bill grinned.

"Yeah. I can see you're really disgusted by the idea."

Steve glanced down and adjusted himself awkwardly behind the desk.

"Fuck you."

Bill laughed.

"Listen," Steve said, trying to regain some dignity. "I'll admit I'm intrigued. Obviously."

"Obviously."

"But as good a salesman as I am, I'm not sure this is a pitch I can take home to my wife."

Bill nodded.

"Fair enough."

He stood and picked up the empty folder he'd brought in with him.

"I'm not telling you to pressure her. Don't."

Steve looked up.

"But if you ever decide to mention it, and Becca wants to hear about it from someone who's actually done it, let her talk to Jennifer."

Bill smiled.

"Jen would probably enjoy that conversation more than you realise."

Steve shook his head.

"I can't believe we're even talking about this."

"Neither could I a year ago."

Bill reached the door before turning back.

"And Steve?"

"Yeah?"

"Let's keep this between us."

"Absolutely."

Bill nodded once and stepped out of the office.

The door clicked shut behind him.

Steve remained sitting at his desk.

The sales reports were still open in front of him.

He didn't read another word of them.

The rest of the afternoon passed in a haze.

Steve tried to work, but his concentration was hopeless. Every time he looked at the sales figures in front of him, his thoughts drifted back to Bill's story.

And inevitably, to Becca.

Over the years, Steve had noticed that she occasionally paid a little more attention when an attractive Black man appeared on television or crossed their path in public. She'd made the occasional comment too—nothing particularly serious, just enough for Steve to remember it now that Bill had planted the idea in his head.

Had she really been curious all this time?

The thought sent another surge of excitement through him.

He pictured Becca surrounded by men built like BJ and Tray. Their huge frames dwarfing her slender body. Powerful hands gripping her hips, lifting her, controlling her in ways Steve physically never could.

His mouth went dry.

Then another thought intruded.

What if she enjoyed it more than she enjoyed sex with him?

Steve pushed that concern aside almost immediately, but it returned just as quickly.

Bill had admitted that Jennifer's lovers could satisfy her physically in ways he couldn't. Yet somehow, according to him, accepting that reality had made their marriage stronger.

Could the same thing happen with Becca?

By the time Steve finally left work, his imagination had become almost impossible to control.

During the drive home, he kept picturing his wife beneath one of the players, her small body overwhelmed by the size and strength of the man above her. In another image she was on top, riding him while Steve watched from somewhere nearby.

Then his mind returned to the shower room.

Jennifer moving eagerly between BJ and Tray.

Except Jennifer's red hair had become Becca's.

Steve tightened his grip on the steering wheel.

Jesus Christ.

What was he even thinking?

When he finally pulled into the driveway, he didn't immediately switch off the engine.

He simply sat there.

For years, this had been one of his favourite fantasies precisely because it wasn't real. He and Becca could say anything they wanted in bed, push the scenario as far as they liked, and afterwards simply laugh about it.

But Bill had just placed a genuine opportunity in front of him.

Actual men.

Actual sex.

His actual wife.

Steve stared through the windscreen at the house.

Could he really walk inside and suggest something like this to Becca?

He remembered the things she'd said in bed only a few nights earlier. The way she'd teased him about having a huge cock between her legs. The way she'd laughed afterwards and reminded him that it was only dirty talk.

That was the problem.

Fantasy was easy.

This would be real.

Steve finally killed the engine and went inside.

Becca greeted him with a smile and a quick kiss on the cheek before returning to the kitchen.

"Perfect timing," she said. "Dinner's almost ready."

Normally Steve would have joined in while she talked about her day, but tonight he barely heard half of what she was saying. He nodded in the right places, offered the occasional vague response, and tried not to look as distracted as he felt.

Becca noticed anyway.

During dinner, Steve mostly pushed food around his plate while Abby talked about school and whatever drama had happened with her friends that day.

Every now and then Steve caught Becca watching him from across the table.

He knew that look.

She was trying to work out what was wrong.

After dinner, Abby disappeared upstairs, leaving Steve and Becca alone in the kitchen clearing plates and loading the dishwasher.

For another few minutes, Becca said nothing.

Then she put down the dish towel and turned to face him.

"Alright."

Steve looked over.

"Alright what?"

"Out with it."

He attempted an innocent expression.

"Out with what?"

"Whatever's been going on inside your head since you walked through the door."

Steve sighed.

"Becs—"

"No." She folded her arms. "You've barely spoken all evening. You haven't eaten properly, and I asked you the same question twice during dinner without you even noticing."

Steve leaned back against the kitchen counter and rubbed a hand over his face.

Becca's expression softened slightly.

"Is something wrong at work?"

"No."

"Something with us?"

"No. Definitely not."

"Then what?"

Steve stared down at the floor.

For all the time he'd spent imagining how he might bring this up, now that Becca was standing in front of him demanding an answer, every possible opening sounded insane.

"I..." He exhaled slowly. "I honestly don't even know where to begin."

Becca set down the dish towel and stepped closer, resting her hands lightly on Steve's shoulders.

"Hey," she said softly. "Whatever it is, just tell me. It can't be that bad."

Steve took a deep breath.

"Friday night, after the game, I left my phone in the locker room."

Becca frowned slightly.

"Okay..."

"So I went back to get it."

He hesitated.

"And when I walked in, I heard someone in the showers."

Becca's expression immediately changed.

"Someone?"

"A woman."

Steve swallowed.

"I looked around the corner and...it was Jennifer."

"Bill's Jennifer?"

"Yeah."

Becca stared at him.

"What was she doing in the players' showers?"

Steve gave her a look that answered the question before he even spoke.

"She was naked. On her knees between BJ and Tray."

Becca's mouth fell open.

"No."

"I'm serious."

"What were they doing?"

Steve hesitated again, suddenly feeling strangely embarrassed describing it to his wife.

"She was blowing them."

Becca's eyes widened even further.

"Both of them?"

Steve nodded.

"She'd suck one for a while, then move over to the other. They were just standing there while she went back and forth between them."

For several seconds Becca simply stared at him.

"Holy shit."

"Yeah."

"And you saw all of this?"

"Only for maybe a minute. I grabbed my phone and got the hell out before anybody noticed me."

Becca shook her head slowly, still trying to process it.

"Jesus Christ. Poor Bill."

Steve looked at her.

"That's what I thought."

Her eyes narrowed slightly.

"What do you mean?"

"Bill came into my office today."

Steve paused.

"And apparently there's nothing 'poor Bill' about it."

Becca looked completely confused now.

"What?"

"He knows."

She blinked.

"He knows Jennifer is sleeping with those players?"

"Not just knows."

Steve took another breath.

"He and Jennifer have an arrangement with the team."

Becca stared at him in disbelief.

"An arrangement?"

Steve nodded.

"She sleeps with them."

A stunned silence settled between them.

"What?" Becca stared at him. "Bill knows?"

Steve nodded.

"He knows his wife is fucking the players?"

"Yeah."

"And he's actually okay with that?"

"More than okay, apparently."

Becca shook her head in disbelief.

Steve continued.

"Sometimes he watches. Other times Jennifer goes without him. Bill said the whole arrangement has completely changed their sex life."

"For the better?"

"According to him, yeah. He said they were stuck in a rut before all this started. Now they're having more sex than they have in years."

Becca was quiet for several seconds.

"Wow."

She leaned back against the counter.

"I would never have guessed that about them. They always seem so...normal."

"Exactly."

"Especially Jennifer."

Steve almost laughed.

"Trust me, she didn't look particularly straight-laced when I saw her Friday night."

Becca shot him a look.

"Steve."

"Sorry."

She shook her head again, still trying to process everything.

"So what, she just sleeps with random players after games now?"

"Not exactly random. There are a few of them she sees regularly."

Becca let out a slow breath.

"Jesus."

Steve hesitated.

This was the part he'd been dreading.

"There's something else."

Becca looked at him immediately.

"What?"

Steve rubbed the back of his neck.

"Apparently some of the players have been asking Jennifer whether she knows any other women who might be interested."

Becca frowned.

"Okay..."

"Married women, mostly. Couples who would be comfortable with that kind of arrangement."

Her expression shifted.

"What does that have to do with us?"

Steve swallowed.

"Jennifer mentioned you."

For a second, Becca simply stared at him.

"Me?"

"Yeah."

Her eyes narrowed.

"Why the hell would Jennifer mention me?"

Steve could feel the conversation slipping rapidly towards dangerous territory.

"She apparently thinks you're attractive. And..."

"And what?"

"Coach Richardson has seen you at some of the games."

Becca's expression hardened.

Steve reluctantly finished the sentence.

"He told Bill he thinks you're stunning."

Silence.

Then Becca's jaw dropped.

"Are you fucking serious?"

"Becs—"

"Coach Richardson is discussing me with the players?"

"I don't think it was quite like—"

"And Jennifer suggested me?"

Steve raised his hands slightly.

"She only mentioned your name."

"For what?" Becca demanded. "So the fucking football team can take turns with me?"

Her face was rapidly flushing with anger now.

"And you sat there listening to this?"

"Becca—"

"Did you tell him to fuck off?"

Steve hesitated.

It lasted less than a second.

But Becca saw it.

Her eyes widened.

"Oh my God."

"Becs, just let me explain."

"You didn't."

Her voice had become quieter now, which somehow made it worse.

"You actually sat there while another man suggested that I fuck a bunch of football players...and you didn't immediately shut him down?"

Steve immediately raised both hands.

"I know. I know how it sounds."

"Do you?"

"Yes."

Becca folded her arms tightly across her chest.

"Because right now it sounds like some guy at work suggested passing your wife around a football team and you sat there considering it."

"That's not what happened."

"It isn't?"

Steve exhaled sharply.

"My first reaction was that it was fucking insane. I told Bill you'd probably kill me if I ever came home and suggested something like that."

"Good."

"But then he started explaining what it's been like for him and Jennifer."

Becca's expression remained hard.

"And that somehow made it acceptable?"

"No. That's not what I'm saying."

Steve rubbed a hand over the back of his neck.

"He said Jennifer had always been curious about other men. Especially...you know..."

He hesitated. Becca stared at him.

"Especially what?"

"Black men."

Something flickered across her expression. Only for a moment but Steve noticed it anyway.

"He talked about the players," Steve continued carefully. "How different they are physically. Their size. Their strength. Their stamina."

Becca's cheeks coloured slightly.

"And?"

Steve knew he was making things worse, but he'd gone too far to retreat now.

"And apparently some of them are..."

He paused again.

"Very well equipped."

Becca's eyes widened. For the briefest second she looked more startled than angry. Then the anger returned.

"Oh my God, Steve."

"I'm just telling you what Bill said."

"No. You're repeating it because you clearly enjoyed hearing it."

Steve opened his mouth, then stopped. Becca shook her head in disbelief.

"I cannot believe you're actually entertaining this. I'm your wife. Our marriage isn't some fucking experiment."

"I know."

"Do you?"

She turned away from him.

"This is completely inappropriate."

Steve reached towards her shoulder.

"Becs—"

She pulled away before he touched her.

"Don't."

He let his hand fall. For several seconds neither of them spoke.

Then Steve said quietly, "You're right."

Becca glanced back at him.

"I shouldn't have brought it up like this."

"At all."

"Maybe."

Her eyes narrowed. Steve swallowed.

"But you know why I didn't shut him down immediately."

Becca went still. Steve continued before he lost his nerve.

"You know this has always been a fantasy for me."

Her expression tightened.

"Fantasy."

"I know."

"Something we say when we're fucking."

"I know."

"Not something you arrange with your coworkers."

"I'm not arranging anything."

Steve stepped slightly closer, careful not to touch her.

"I'm just being honest with you. When Bill started talking about another man fucking you—about someone bigger, stronger, more..." He struggled for the word. "More physically imposing than me..."

His voice dropped.

"It affected me."

Becca stared at him.

Steve gave a helpless shrug.

"You already know that idea turns me on."

"That doesn't mean I actually want to do it."

"I know."

"Do you?"

"Yes."

Steve paused.

"But I also know what you said to me in bed Friday night."

Becca's eyes flashed.

"That was dirty talk."

"I know."

"Then stop trying to turn it into something else."

Steve fell silent.

For the first time since the conversation began, he realised he had genuinely frightened her—not because she thought the idea was disgusting, but because something that had always been safely imaginary had suddenly become possible.

Becca stared at him, eyes blazing.

"I'm your wife, Steve. I'm not some piece of meat you get to pass around because the idea turns you on."

"I know—"

"No, I don't think you do."

She stepped closer and jabbed a finger into his chest.

"Dirty talk is one thing. Fantasy is one thing. Me saying filthy things while we're having sex does not mean I actually want to go out and fuck somebody else."

"I understand."

"Do you?"

Her voice rose.

"Because there is a massive difference between pretending some huge guy is fucking me while we're in bed together and you coming home with an actual fucking football team lined up!"

Steve winced.

"I haven't lined anybody up."

"You know what I mean."

Becca shook her head, visibly angry now.

"This is our marriage. Our sex life. It's private."

"I know."

"And I don't want Bill discussing me. I don't want Jennifer offering me up to people, and I definitely don't want Coach Richardson sitting around deciding whether he'd like to fuck me."

Steve lowered his eyes.

"You're right."

"Damn right I'm right."

She took a breath, trying to calm herself.

"I don't ever want you bringing this up again. Do you understand?"

Steve nodded immediately.

"Yes."

"I'm serious."

"I know. I'm sorry."

Becca studied his face for several seconds, as though trying to decide whether she believed him.

"I mean it, Steve."

"I understand."

He reached towards her, then thought better of it.

"I'm genuinely sorry, Becs. I shouldn't have pushed it. It won't happen again."

Her expression softened only slightly.

"Good."

She turned towards the hallway.

"I'm taking a shower and going to bed. I've got to be up early tomorrow."

"Becs—"

But she was already walking away.

Steve remained alone in the kitchen, listening to her footsteps disappear upstairs.

A few minutes later he heard the shower start.

He stayed where he was for a while, replaying the argument in his head and feeling increasingly ashamed of himself.

Later that night, Steve lay beside Becca staring into the darkness. She had gone to sleep without saying much more than goodnight. He knew he'd crossed a line.

For years, their fantasies had existed inside a safe little bubble where nothing they said actually mattered once the lights came back on. He had taken something private between them and suddenly attached real names, real faces and a genuine opportunity to it.

Becca had every right to be angry.

Steve closed his eyes and tried to put the whole conversation out of his mind.

But the images refused to disappear.

BJ.

Tray.

The showers.

Jennifer on her knees.

And now, no matter how guilty it made him feel, Becca standing in her place. Steve was just beginning to drift towards sleep when the mattress shifted beside him.

He opened his eyes.

"Becs?"

Becca didn't answer.

Instead, she rolled towards him and climbed over his body, settling astride his hips.

Steve immediately knew something had changed.

There was a nervous determination in her expression, as though she'd spent the last hour arguing with herself and had finally lost.

"What are you doing?" he whispered.

Becca placed both hands against his chest.

"I've been lying here thinking."

Steve's stomach tightened.

"About what?"

She hesitated.

Then she leaned closer until her lips were beside his ear.

"About what you said earlier."

Steve went still.

"Becca—"

"The players."

Her voice was barely above a whisper now.

"And what Bill told you about them."

Steve searched her face.

"I thought you didn't want to talk about it."

"I don't."

She paused.

"That's the problem."

Steve said nothing. Becca looked away for a moment before finally admitting it.

"I can't stop thinking about it."

His pulse quickened. She immediately shook her head.

"Don't get excited. I'm still angry with you."

"I know."

"And I'm not saying I want to do anything."

"Okay."

"I'm serious, Steve."

"I know."

Becca looked down at him.

"But when you started talking about them—their bodies, their size, the things Jennifer gets to experience..."

Her cheeks reddened.

"It got into my head."

Steve swallowed as Becca leaned closer again.

"I would never cheat on you."

"I know."

"But the thought of being with someone like that..."

She trailed off.

Steve could feel the tension in her, the contradiction between everything she'd said downstairs and the fantasy she was now struggling to suppress.

Becca finally met his eyes.

"The thought turns me on."

For several seconds neither of them moved. Then Steve pulled her down and kissed her. This kiss was different from the familiar affection they'd shared thousands of times before. There was urgency in it. Fear too. Becca finally broke the kiss, breathing hard as she pulled her nightgown over her head and tossed it somewhere beside the bed.

Steve's eyes travelled over her naked body, taking in the rapid rise and fall of her chest and the unmistakable excitement written across her face.

She was still straddling him, moving slowly against him, when she caught him staring.

"I want you to be rough with me," she whispered.

Steve's hands settled on her waist.

"How rough?"

Becca bit her lower lip.

"Fuck me the way they would."

Steve felt his entire body tense. She leaned down until her mouth was beside his ear.

"Like I'm just some little groupie slut they picked up after the game."

That was enough.

Steve rolled them over in one sudden movement, putting Becca beneath him and pinning her against the mattress as he kicked away the last of his clothes.

Her eyes widened at the abrupt change in him, but the smile that followed told him exactly what he needed to know.

Steve held her there for a moment, staring down at her.

"This what you want?"

Becca nodded eagerly.

"You want me pretending I'm one of those guys?"

"Yes."

His voice dropped.

"Some huge bastard who doesn't care that you're somebody's sweet little wife?"

Becca's breathing quickened.

"Yes."

Steve gripped her more firmly, fully committing to the fantasy now.

"You want to pretend you're being used like their little fuck toy?"

Becca stared up at him, flushed and breathless.

"God, yes," Becca whimpered, arching beneath him. "Please, Steve. I need it. Fuck me hard."

Steve thrust into her, drawing a sharp cry from her lips as her hands tightened around him.

He quickly abandoned their usual measured rhythm.

Instead, he drove into her harder and faster, trying to give her exactly what she'd asked for. The bed shifted beneath them with every movement, the sound of their bodies filling the dark bedroom.

Becca's nails dragged down his back.

"Yes...fuck, just like that."

Steve gritted his teeth and pushed himself harder.

"Harder," she gasped. "Don't stop."

The urgency in her voice only drove him further.

For tonight, she didn't want gentle.

She wanted the fantasy.

Steve's hand moved to her throat, closing lightly around it as he looked down at her.

Becca's eyes widened.

Then she smiled.

"Yes."

That single word was enough.

Steve tightened his grip just enough to make the gesture feel possessive while continuing to thrust into her.

"You like pretending I'm one of them?"

Becca moaned beneath him.

"Yes."

"One of those huge football players fucking you?"

"God...yes."

The words pushed Steve over the edge.

His movements became uneven, his control disappearing completely as the fantasy, the argument downstairs, and the image of Jennifer in the showers all collided in his mind.

Seconds later, he came hard.

For a while they simply remained tangled together, both breathing heavily as the intensity slowly faded.

Neither of them mentioned what had just happened.

Steve eventually rolled onto his back.

Becca settled beside him, unusually quiet.

Within minutes, exhaustion began to take over.

But as Steve drifted towards sleep, one thought remained stubbornly lodged in his mind.

Becca had been furious at the idea only hours earlier.

Yet tonight, imagining those men had made her more uninhibited than he'd seen her in years.


The Morning After

The next morning, Becca was already in the kitchen when Steve came downstairs.

She was wiping down the counters, humming quietly to herself, but there was something slightly forced about how normal she was trying to appear.

Steve walked up behind her and kissed her cheek.

"Morning, beautiful."

"Morning."

He smiled.

"Last night was pretty fucking incredible."

Becca immediately reached for a mug.

"Can you pick up a few things from the store later? Abby's got soccer practice this afternoon and we're almost out of milk."

Steve stared at her for a second.

"Nice subject change."

Becca gave him a warning look over her shoulder.

"Steve."

"Alright, alright."

He grinned.

"Milk. Anything else?"

She rattled off a short list while deliberately avoiding his eyes.

Steve didn't push her.

But he couldn't help noticing the faint smile she was trying to hide.

By the time he left for work, one thing seemed obvious.

Becca might not want to talk about what had happened the previous night.

But she certainly hadn't hated it.



Steve spotted Bill almost immediately after arriving at the office.

Bill gave him a questioning look.

Steve slowed as he passed.

"Hey, Bill. Can you bring those sales reports into my office around eleven?"

Bill frowned for half a second.

Then understanding dawned.

A grin spread across his face.

"Sure thing, boss."

The next two hours seemed to crawl.

At exactly eleven, Bill appeared carrying a folder he clearly had no real interest in discussing.

He stepped inside, closed the door behind him, and sat opposite Steve.

"So..."

Steve leaned back.

Bill's grin widened.

"You talked to her."

Steve couldn't help smiling.

"Oh, I talked to her."

"And?"

"At first?"

Steve laughed.

"She was fucking furious."

Bill winced.

"That bad?"

"I genuinely thought I might be sleeping on the couch."

"But you're smiling."

Steve nodded slowly.

"Because a few hours later she climbed on top of me and admitted she couldn't stop thinking about it."

Bill's eyebrows shot up.

"No shit."

"No shit."

Steve shook his head, still half amazed by it.

"She keeps insisting it's only fantasy, and I'm not saying she's ready to actually do anything."

He paused.

"But Bill..."

His grin returned.

"That idea turns her on a hell of a lot more than she's willing to admit."

Bill leaned forward eagerly.

"Okay."

His eyes widened with anticipation.

"Now tell me everything."

Steve chuckled and shook his head.

"Honestly, after you left yesterday, I couldn't think about anything else. By the time I got home, I knew I was going to have to say something."

Bill leaned forward.

"And?"

"And at first she absolutely lost it."

Steve laughed without much humour.

"She thought I'd lost my mind. Told me fantasy was fantasy, that I had no right turning our dirty talk into something real. I genuinely thought I'd fucked up badly."

Bill nodded slowly.

"But then..."

Steve's expression changed.

"Later that night, she climbed on top of me."

Bill's eyebrows rose.

"Just like that?"

"Pretty much."

Steve leaned back, remembering it.

"She told me she'd been lying there thinking about everything I'd said. About the players. Their bodies. Their size."

He gave a disbelieving shake of his head.

"Then she started grinding against me and whispering about how much the thought turned her on. About being fucked by some huge athlete who could completely overpower her."

Bill grinned.

"And she still says she's not interested?"

"She says it's fantasy."

"Sure."

"I'm serious."

Steve laughed.

"She kept saying she would never actually cheat on me, but then five minutes later she was begging me to fuck her like I was one of those guys."

Bill sat back, looking thoroughly pleased with himself.

"Steve, that's exactly how it started with Jennifer."

Steve's smile faded slightly.

"Yeah?"

"Talking about it first. Pretending. Pushing the fantasy a little further every time."

Bill shrugged.

"If simply discussing those guys gets Becca that worked up, imagine what happens when she's actually standing in front of them."

Steve felt another familiar tightening in his stomach.

"Jesus."

"I'm telling you. Once fantasy becomes something she can actually touch, smell, see..."

Bill smiled.

"It hits differently."

Steve was silent for a moment.

Then an idea occurred to him.

"What if you and Jennifer came over Friday?"

Bill looked surprised.

"To ours."

Steve continued.

"Nothing weird. Just drinks. Dinner maybe."

A grin slowly spread across Bill's face.

"You want Jen to talk to her."

"Exactly."

Steve nodded.

"I'm not saying Becca is going to do anything. Maybe she never will."

He paused.

"But Jennifer's actually living this. Becca can ask her whatever she wants without me sitting there trying to explain something I haven't even experienced."

Bill nodded approvingly.

"That's probably the smartest thing you've said since we started talking about this."

Steve laughed.

"Fuck you."

"I'm serious. Let the women talk."

Steve nodded.

"That's what I'm thinking."

"And if Becca still says no?"

"Then it's no."

Steve's expression became serious.

"I'm not forcing her into anything."

Bill smiled.

"Good."

Then the grin returned.

"But something tells me Friday night might get interesting."


Is This Really What You Want?

Becca stared at him for a long moment.

"Is this really what you want?" she asked quietly. "To actually see me with another man?"

Steve swallowed.

"Yes."

"Someone like one of those players?"

His voice dropped.

"Yeah."

Becca shook her head in disbelief.

"Jesus Christ, Steve. Do you have any idea what one of those men could do to me?"

The question should have sounded frightened.

Instead, there was something else underneath it.

Steve noticed the change in her voice immediately.

"You've thought about that too, haven't you?"

"Don't."

"About how big they are. How strong they are."

"Steve..."

He stepped closer and rested his hand against her hip.

Becca didn't move away.

"You know it's always been a fantasy of mine," he said quietly. "Watching some huge athlete get his hands on my little wife. Watching him pick you up like you weigh nothing."

Becca's breathing had noticeably quickened.

"And yes," Steve continued, "I've imagined what a man like that could do to you."

His hand slipped slowly beneath the waistband of her jeans.

Becca looked directly at him but made no attempt to stop him.

Steve's fingers moved inside her panties.

His expression immediately changed.

"Becs..."

"Don't say it."

"You're fucking soaked."

Her cheeks turned crimson.

"That doesn't mean anything."

Steve smiled.

"It means something."

His fingers moved against her and Becca's eyes fluttered closed for a moment before she caught herself.

"Fuck..."

Steve leaned closer.

"You can keep telling me it's only fantasy."

His fingers continued moving slowly between her legs.

"But your pussy seems pretty interested in the conversation."

Becca let out a soft moan before opening her eyes again.

"You're such an asshole."

"Am I wrong?"

She stared at him, breathing harder now.

After several seconds, she finally whispered:

"No."

Steve stopped moving his hand.

Becca immediately looked frustrated by the loss of contact.

"I'm not asking you to do anything," he said. "Just talk to Jennifer."

Becca looked down, visibly fighting with herself.

"Just drinks?"

"Just drinks."

"And talking."

"And talking."

She exhaled slowly.

"Fine."

Steve raised an eyebrow.

"Fine?"

"I'll talk to her."

Then she pointed a finger firmly against his chest.

"But this doesn't mean I'm fucking anybody."

Steve smiled.

"I know."

Becca glanced down towards the hand still inside her jeans.

"And you can stop looking so fucking pleased with yourself."

Steve laughed.

"Hard not to be."

"Shut up."

But this time, when she kissed him, she was smiling. Becca eventually pulled back from the kiss, breathing hard. For a few seconds she simply stared at the floor, trying to regain some composure. Then, almost reluctantly, she said, "I'll see if Abby can stay with my parents Friday night."

Steve tried not to look too pleased. Becca immediately noticed.

"Don't."

"I'm not doing anything."

"You're practically fucking glowing."

Steve laughed.

"So...dinner?"

Becca shook her head.

"Absolutely not. I'm not sitting through some awkward dinner party pretending this is normal."

"Drinks, then."

"Drinks," she agreed. "And talking. That's all."

Steve nodded.

"That's all."

Becca gave him another warning look.

"And Jennifer is the person I want to talk to. Not Bill giving another presentation about how amazing this lifestyle is."

"Fair enough."

She finally stepped away from him, still visibly flushed.

"Good."

Steve watched her walk out of the room.

For someone who insisted she had absolutely no intention of doing anything, she seemed remarkably affected by the prospect of merely discussing it.

That night only confirmed it.

Becca was needy in a way Steve hadn't seen in years.

She pulled him into bed almost the moment they were alone and seemed completely uninterested in their usual slow routine. Every time Steve thought they were finished, she wanted him again.

And the fantasy kept creeping into their dirty talk.

The players.

Their size.

Their strength.

What it might feel like to be underneath one of them.

Each time the subject surfaced, Becca became noticeably more uninhibited. Yet afterwards, when the excitement faded, she repeated the same thing.

"I'm not actually going to fuck those guys."

Steve always nodded.

"I know."

But lying beside her afterwards, listening to her breathing slowly return to normal, he couldn't help wondering.

Was she trying to convince him?

Or herself?


Friday

By Friday afternoon, Steve had accomplished almost nothing.

He sat behind his desk, staring at the same email he'd supposedly been reading for the past five minutes while his fingers tapped an anxious rhythm against the desktop.

Tonight, Bill and Jennifer were coming over.

Just for drinks.

Just to talk.

At least, that was what Becca kept reminding him.

Steve glanced at the clock again.

He was already wondering what Jennifer might say to her. More importantly, he couldn't stop wondering how Becca would react once she heard everything directly from another woman.

The telephone on his desk suddenly rang.

Steve jumped slightly before grabbing the receiver.

"Steve Jones."

"Steve. Albert Richardson."

Steve immediately sat a little straighter.

"Coach. How's it going?"

A low chuckle came through the phone.

"Going pretty good. Although I've been hearing some interesting things."

Steve felt his stomach tighten.

"What kind of things?"

"Word is you and Bill might be introducing somebody new to our little social circle."

Steve frowned.

"Bill told you?"

"Bill tells Jennifer. Jennifer talks to people."

Coach laughed again.

"You know how these things work."

Steve lowered his voice despite being alone in the office.

"Nothing's happening, Coach. Becca and I are only talking about it."

"Of course."

Richardson's tone remained easy and reassuring.

"No pressure from me. These things only work when everybody's comfortable."

That relaxed Steve slightly.

"I appreciate that."

"Tell you what," Coach continued. "I've got two good seats right beside the bench for tomorrow night's game."

Steve leaned back.

"For us?"

"For you and your lovely wife."

There was something about the way he said it that made Steve pause.

"Bring Becca down. Let her watch the boys up close, enjoy the game, see what all the fuss is about."

Coach chuckled softly.

"And afterwards, bring her into the locker room. Nothing crazy. Just let her meet everybody properly."

Steve swallowed.

"She's still pretty unsure about all of this."

"Then that's exactly why she should come."

Coach's voice became almost paternal.

"No expectations. No commitments. She meets the guys, sees they're human beings instead of whatever monsters she's probably imagining, and maybe it puts her mind at ease."

Steve couldn't deny that the suggestion made sense.

"I'll mention it to her."

"Good man."

Coach paused.

"And Steve?"

"Yeah?"

"Tell Becca she's got herself some very enthusiastic admirers down here."

Steve felt another nervous flutter in his stomach.

"I'll...probably leave that part out."

Coach laughed loudly.

"Probably wise."

The line went dead.

Steve remained holding the receiver for several seconds before slowly putting it back down.

Tomorrow night suddenly felt much more interesting.

"Bill and Jennifer are coming over for drinks tonight," Steve said. "Becca wants to talk to Jennifer about everything, but let's not get ahead of ourselves. She's still got some pretty serious reservations."

"Understandable."

Steve leaned back in his chair.

"But you might be right about bringing her to the game. Seeing the players up close might make the whole thing feel a little less...abstract."

Coach chuckled.

"Oh, she'll see them up close alright."

Steve frowned slightly.

"What does that mean?"

"I'm just saying, I've seen your wife."

There was a pause.

"And if we're putting together a starting line-up, she'd be first pick."

Steve laughed awkwardly.

"I'm not sure that's going to reassure her, Coach."

Richardson laughed.

"Come on, Steve. You know what I mean."

Then his tone shifted slightly.

"Remember what I told you the other night about keeping Silver-Tray focused?"

Steve did.

Coach had complained that BJ and Tray were constantly getting themselves into trouble away from football.

"Yeah."

"Well, the best way to keep two young studs out of trouble on a Saturday night is to give them somewhere better to put all that energy."

Steve immediately understood.

"You mean Becca."

"I'm saying those boys have noticed her."

Steve felt another surge of nervous excitement.

Coach continued.

"And from what I've heard, your wife might be a little curious herself."

"That's probably overstating things."

"Maybe."

Coach sounded amused.

"That's why she should come to the game. Let her see BJ and Tray doing what they do best. Let her meet them properly afterwards."

He paused.

"No pressure. No expectations."

Then, with another low chuckle:

"But I'll make sure Silver-Tray puts on one hell of a show for her."

Steve shook his head despite the grin he could feel spreading across his face.

"I'll see what I can do."

"That's all I'm asking."

Steve ended the call and slowly set the receiver down.

BJ and Tray.

The thought hit him immediately.

Becca standing between the two enormous athletes.

Their hands on her.

Her tiny body completely overwhelmed by theirs.

Steve shifted uncomfortably in his chair.

Jesus Christ.

Tonight hadn't even happened yet, and already tomorrow was beginning to feel dangerously real.


8pm

The doorbell rang at exactly eight.

Steve glanced towards the kitchen.

Becca had spent the last twenty minutes finding unnecessary things to straighten, wipe or rearrange. The glasses were already out. The counters were spotless. The snacks had been laid out twice.

She was nervous.

That much was obvious.

She had poured herself a glass of wine while getting ready and was halfway through a second by the time the bell rang.

"You okay?" Steve asked.

"I'm fine."

"You've reorganised those napkins three times."

Becca shot him a look.

"Answer the door."

Steve smiled and headed into the hallway.

When he opened it, Bill and Jennifer were standing outside.

"Hey!"

Bill stepped forward first, smiling broadly, while Jennifer followed beside him.

Steve had seen Jennifer plenty of times before, but after what he'd witnessed in the locker-room showers, looking at her felt strangely different now.

Tonight she wore a fitted black dress that hugged her curves, her long red hair falling loosely around her shoulders.

She looked completely normal.

That was somehow the strangest part.

This was the same woman Steve had watched naked on her knees between BJ and Tray only a week earlier.

"Come in," he said.

Becca appeared behind him.

"Hi, guys."

Jennifer immediately smiled.

"Hey, gorgeous."

The two women hugged.

Steve caught the brief look Jennifer gave Becca as they separated.

It wasn't particularly obvious.

But knowing what tonight was really about, Steve noticed it.

Becca noticed too.

Within minutes everyone had drinks and settled into the living room.

For the first half hour, the conversation remained painfully ordinary.

Work.

The kids.

Football.

People they all knew.

Nobody mentioned the actual reason Bill and Jennifer were there.

The longer it continued, the more ridiculous Steve found it.

Jennifer was sitting three feet away from Becca discussing school holidays as though she hadn't been invited over specifically to explain what it was like sleeping with an entire collection of football players.

Becca finished her wine and poured herself another small glass.

Jennifer glanced at her.

"Nervous?"

Becca gave a short laugh.

"Is it that obvious?"

"Only a little."

The two women exchanged a look.

Then Jennifer smiled.

"Maybe you should show me around."

Becca immediately understood.

"Actually..."

She looked towards Steve.

"Honey, why don't you take Bill out to the man cave? Jen hasn't seen the rest of the house yet."

Steve raised an eyebrow.

"The man cave?"

Becca gave him a pointed smile.

"Yes. The man cave."

Bill stood, clearly trying not to laugh.

"Sounds good to me."

Steve shook his head.

"Right. Apparently we've been dismissed."

The two men headed through the back doors towards Steve's converted garden room.

It wasn't anything particularly extravagant, but Steve had fitted it out with a large television, a bar, comfortable chairs and enough sports memorabilia to make Becca roll her eyes whenever she entered.

As soon as the door closed behind them, Bill grabbed a beer from the small fridge.

For several seconds neither man spoke.

Then Bill looked through the window towards the house.

"So..."

Steve glanced at him.

"So?"

Bill smiled.

"We've spent plenty of time talking about whether Becca can handle this."

He took a drink.

"But what about you?"

Steve frowned.

"What about me?"

Bill leaned back against the bar.

"Do you honestly think you can handle seeing your wife with another man?"

Steve took a moment before answering.

"Honestly, Bill, you didn't introduce some completely new idea to me."

Bill raised an eyebrow.

"This is something I've thought about for years."

"Seriously?"

Steve nodded.

"Obviously it was always fantasy before. Something Becca and I talked about during sex. Something I imagined when I was alone."

He gave a nervous laugh.

"But it's not exactly the kind of opportunity that normally just presents itself."

Bill smiled.

"Fair point."

Steve glanced back towards the house.

"I think I want it."

"You think?"

Steve sighed.

"I want to see her with another man. I've known that for a long time."

He paused.

"But wanting it when the other guy is some faceless fantasy is one thing."

His eyes drifted back towards Bill.

"Knowing it could actually be BJ or Tray fucking my wife tomorrow night..."

Steve shook his head.

"That's different."

Bill laughed softly.

"Yeah. It definitely is."

"Coach set aside seats right beside the bench tomorrow," Steve continued. "If tonight goes well, I'm going to ask Becca if she wants to come."

"She know that yet?"

"No."

Bill laughed.

"Probably wise to let Jen finish her sales pitch first."

Steve smiled.

"I wouldn't call it a sales pitch."

"Trust me. Once Jennifer gets talking about this stuff, you'll understand."

The two men spent the next few minutes making deliberately ordinary conversation, both occasionally glancing towards the house.

Steve had positioned himself where he could see through the large kitchen window.

Becca and Jennifer were sitting opposite each other at the table.

Whatever polite conversation they'd started with had clearly disappeared.

Jennifer was doing most of the talking now, leaning forward as she spoke, occasionally gesturing with her hands to emphasise whatever story she was telling.

Becca hardly moved.

Her eyes remained fixed on Jennifer.

Every so often her expression changed—surprise, disbelief, embarrassment, then unmistakable curiosity.

At one point Jennifer said something that made Becca's mouth fall open.

Jennifer burst out laughing.

A few seconds later Becca was laughing too, covering her face with one hand as though she couldn't quite believe whatever she'd just heard.

Steve desperately wished he could hear them.

"What the hell is she telling her?" he muttered.

Bill glanced towards the window.

"Probably everything."

Steve watched as Jennifer leaned even closer and lowered her voice.

Becca immediately followed, almost unconsciously leaning across the table towards her.

Whatever Jennifer was saying now had Becca's complete attention.

Steve could see the colour rising in his wife's cheeks.

She picked up her wine, took a small sip, and continued listening.

Bill smiled.

"Look at her."

Steve didn't answer.

He couldn't take his eyes off Becca.

For someone who had spent the entire week insisting this was nothing more than an outrageous fantasy, she suddenly seemed very interested in learning exactly what that fantasy looked like when it became real.

A few hours later, Bill and Jennifer finally said their goodbyes.

Once the front door closed behind them, Steve turned back towards the living room, where Becca had already started collecting empty glasses.

He lasted less than thirty seconds.

"So?"

Becca glanced over.

"So what?"

Steve gave her a look.

"You know exactly what."

A smile tugged at the corner of her mouth.

"We had a nice chat."

"A nice chat?"

"Very nice."

Steve stared at her.

Becca was clearly enjoying this.

She still had a slight flush in her cheeks from the wine, and there was a playful brightness in her expression that hadn't been there before Jennifer arrived.

"What did she tell you?"

"Oh, this and that."

"Becs."

She laughed.

"What?"

"You disappeared into the kitchen with a woman who's sleeping with half a football team for nearly three hours, and you're giving me 'this and that'?"

Becca laughed again, setting another glass beside the sink.

"Jesus Christ, Steve. You're worse than a gossiping teenager."

"You're killing me here."

He followed her into the kitchen.

"What did she say?"

Becca finally stopped teasing him.

She leaned back against the counter and looked at him for a moment before speaking.

"She had a lot to say."

Steve immediately went quiet.

"First of all..." Becca paused. "It's real."

He frowned.

"What do you mean?"

"I know you told me it was real. I believed you."

She shook her head slightly.

"But hearing Jennifer actually talk about it...about what she does with those guys, how often she sees them, what Bill knows..."

Her cheeks coloured again.

"It made the whole thing feel completely different."

Steve nodded slowly.

"She really is seeing them?"

"Seeing them..."

Becca gave him an embarrassed smile.

"I'm not sure 'dating' is exactly the right word."

Steve almost laughed.

"No. Probably not."

"Whatever you want to call it, she's definitely sleeping with them."

Becca took a breath.

"And she doesn't regret it."

Steve watched her carefully.

"Not even a little?"

Becca shook her head.

"Apparently not."

There was something in her expression now that Steve couldn't quite read.

Not approval.

Not exactly.

But certainly no longer disbelief.

Becca hesitated before continuing.

"I don't really want to admit this, but..."

Steve waited.

"Jennifer made me curious."

His pulse immediately quickened.

Becca noticed and raised a warning hand.

"Don't get carried away."

"I'm not."

"You are. I can see it."

Steve tried unsuccessfully to hide his smile.

Becca sighed.

"The sexual stuff is obviously..." She searched for the right word. "Interesting."

Her cheeks coloured slightly.

"Some of the things she told me were absolutely fucking insane."

"Like what?"

"I'm not telling you everything."

"Becs."

"No."

She laughed, then became serious again.

"But that isn't actually the part that stuck with me most."

Steve frowned.

"What was?"

"Her and Bill."

That wasn't the answer he'd expected.

Becca continued.

"Jennifer said their marriage had become really stale before all this started. Not bad. They weren't fighting or talking about divorce. They'd just become..."

She shrugged.

"Comfortable. Predictable."

Steve immediately understood.

"Like us?"

Becca looked uncomfortable.

"I didn't say that."

"You didn't have to."

She gave him a look.

"I'm not saying there's anything wrong with our marriage, Steve."

"I know."

"I love you."

"I know that too."

"But Jennifer said she and Bill had stopped surprising each other. Sex became something they did because it was Saturday night and they hadn't done it all week."

Steve smiled faintly.

"That sounds slightly familiar."

Becca ignored him.

"Then they started this, and suddenly they were talking about sex again. Fantasising together. Getting excited about each other."

She paused.

"Jennifer said Bill couldn't keep his hands off her after she'd been with one of the players."

Steve felt a familiar tightening in his stomach.

"And she said knowing Bill wanted her to do it somehow made her want him more too."

Becca shook her head, still struggling with the idea herself.

"That's the part I can't stop thinking about."

Steve stared at her.

"So what are you saying?"

"I'm saying Jennifer made something that sounded completely insane a week ago seem..."

She hesitated.

"Possible."

Steve's heart hammered.

"Are you saying you might actually be interested in exploring this?"

Becca's expression immediately tightened.

"I said I'm curious."

"That's not exactly a no."

"It's not a yes either."

Steve nodded slowly.

"Okay."

Becca looked at him carefully.

"I'm serious, Steve."

"I know."

She took a breath.

"I just..."

Her voice softened.

"I think I understand now why someone might want to try it."

Becca looked away, suddenly seeming much less certain.

"I don't know, Steve."

Her earlier curiosity had given way to something closer to anxiety.

"It sounds exciting when Jennifer talks about it. And yeah...the thought of it is hot."

She gave a nervous laugh.

"But then I actually think about what we're saying."

Steve stayed quiet.

"This is our marriage."

"I know."

"We stood in front of our families and promised to be faithful to each other."

Her voice softened.

"And now we're sitting here seriously discussing me having sex with other men."

Steve reached for her hands.

This time she let him take them.

"That feels like cheating, Steve."

He thought about that for a moment before answering.

"It would be cheating if you did it behind my back."

Becca looked at him.

"Wouldn't it?"

"Not if we're both agreeing to it."

She frowned.

Steve continued.

"To me, cheating isn't just about whose body touches whose. It's lying. Sneaking around. Betraying the person you're supposed to trust."

He squeezed her hands gently.

"If you secretly went out and fucked somebody, yeah, you'd be cheating on me."

Becca's expression tightened at the bluntness of the words.

"But if we talk about it beforehand, agree on what we're comfortable with, set boundaries, and you're completely honest with me afterwards..."

Steve shook his head.

"I don't see that as betrayal."

Becca remained quiet.

"I love you," he continued. "That doesn't change because another man touches you."

"You don't know that."

"No."

He admitted it immediately.

"I don't."

That seemed to surprise her.

Steve gave a small shrug.

"I've fantasised about this for years, but fantasy doesn't come with jealousy or consequences. Maybe the reality is completely different."

"Exactly."

"But that's why we don't have to rush anything."

Becca searched his face.

"And if we did eventually try something?"

Steve took a breath.

"Then we'd do it together."

"Even if you're not actually in the room?"

"I mean together as a couple."

He smiled faintly.

"You wouldn't be cheating on me, Becs. You'd be doing something we'd decided on together."

She looked down at their joined hands.

"I still don't know whether I could actually go through with it."

"You don't have to know."

Steve paused.

"Being curious doesn't mean you've agreed to anything."

Becca finally looked back at him. For the first time since the conversation began, some of the tension had left her face.

"No secrets?"

"None."

"No pretending you're okay with something when you're not?"

"Same goes for you."

"And if either of us decides it's too much?"

"We stop."

Becca nodded slowly.

"Okay."

Steve raised an eyebrow.

"Okay what?"

She gave him a faint smile.

"Okay...maybe I'm willing to keep talking about it."

About thirty minutes later, they were in bed.

Becca was still visibly charged from her conversation with Jennifer. She tried to act as though nothing had changed, but the moment she rolled towards Steve and wrapped her hand around his already-hard cock, he knew exactly where her head was.

He had been expecting this.

They started the way they usually did. Becca spent a little time between his legs before Steve moved on top of her, sliding inside and settling into the slow, familiar rhythm they had fallen into over the years.

Gentle.

Predictable.

Safe.

For a few minutes, Steve let her have it.

Then he changed.

Without warning, he caught both of Becca's wrists and pinned them above her head.

Her eyes widened.

Steve began thrusting harder, each deliberate stroke driving the headboard against the wall.

Bang.

Bang.

Bang.

He leaned close to her ear.

"Tell...the...truth."

Each word landed with another thrust.

Becca let out a breathless moan, her body already responding to the sudden change in him.

Steve tightened his grip around her wrists.

"You sat there listening to Jennifer for hours, didn't you?"

Becca bit her lip.

"Steve..."

"And now you can't stop thinking about it."

He drove into her harder.

"About those players."

Becca's eyes closed.

"Fuck..."

Steve felt another surge of excitement.

"That's it."

He lowered his mouth beside her ear.

"You want that big black cock now, don't you?"

Becca's entire body tensed beneath him.

"Ahh...Steve..."

"Tell me I'm wrong."

She didn't.

Steve kept pounding her, the bed knocking steadily against the wall while Becca strained against his grip.

"You listened to Jen telling you what those men do to her..."

Another hard thrust.

"...and now you're imagining what they'd do to you."

Becca's breathing had become ragged.

"Oh...God..."

Steve grinned against her neck.

"You've been thinking about how big they are."

"Fuck..."

"How it would feel with one of those huge cocks between your legs."

Becca's hips lifted instinctively to meet him.

That tiny movement told Steve everything he needed to know.

"Yeah," he growled. "That's what I thought."

"You want to feel those huge black dicks inside you, don't you?" Steve growled. "Stretching this tiny little pussy until you can barely take it."

Becca's reaction was immediate.

"Ahhh...oh God...Steve..."

Her body tightened beneath him, hips lifting as though she were trying to pull him even deeper.

Steve could feel her getting close.

"You've been thinking about it all night," he continued, his voice rough against her ear. "One of those huge bastards pinning you down and fucking you properly."

"Fuck...yes..."

The admission escaped before Becca seemed able to stop herself.

Steve almost lost control at the sound of it.

"That's it. You want to know what it feels like."

His thrusts became faster, the headboard striking the wall in an increasingly frantic rhythm.

"Big black cock stretching your tight little cunt..."

"Jesus...fuck...I'm—"

Becca's whole body trembled.

Steve felt his own climax arrive before he was ready.

"Fuck!"

He came hard, his rhythm collapsing almost immediately.

Becca let out a frustrated cry.

"No...no, no, don't stop..."

Steve froze for half a second, realising he'd left her right on the edge.

He released her wrists.

Becca's hand instantly dropped between her legs.

Her fingers moved furiously as she tried to finish what he'd started, her eyes squeezed shut while her breathing came in ragged little gasps.

Steve watched her, still overwhelmed by what she'd just admitted.

"This is what I'm talking about, baby," he whispered.

Becca moaned.

"Deep down, you want to know."

Her hand moved faster.

"You want one of those studs fucking you so hard you can't think straight."

"Oh...God..."

"Some huge athlete pinning you down."

Becca's legs trembled.

"Fucking you harder than I ever could."

"Steve..."

"You want to feel what Jennifer feels."

That did something to her.

Becca's back arched sharply.

"Fuck...yes..."

Steve leaned closer.

"You want that big black cock."

Becca's fingers moved desperately.

"Yes..."

"Say it."

Her breathing broke into short, helpless gasps.

"I want it..."

Steve stared at her.

"What do you want?"

Becca's face flushed crimson, but the words came anyway.

"I want a huge black cock fucking me."

Her body suddenly went rigid.

"Fuck...fuck...FUCK!"

The orgasm tore through her.

Becca cried out and buried her face against the pillow, her thighs trembling violently around her own hand while Steve watched in stunned silence.

For several seconds she seemed incapable of doing anything except gasp for breath.

And Steve knew there was no pretending now.

Whatever Becca ultimately decided to do in real life, the fantasy had gotten under her skin.

For several minutes, neither of them said anything.

They lay side by side, breathing hard, their bodies slick with sweat as the intensity of what had just happened slowly began to fade.

Steve stared at the ceiling.

Becca lay beside him with one arm across her stomach, still trying to catch her breath.

Eventually, she spoke.

"Tell Coach we'll take the tickets."

Steve turned his head sharply.

"What?"

Becca kept staring at the ceiling.

"The tickets. For tomorrow."

Steve pushed himself up onto one elbow.

"You're serious?"

She finally looked at him.

"Don't make a big thing out of it."

"I'm not. I just..."

He couldn't stop the grin spreading across his face.

"I honestly didn't think you'd say yes."

"I'm saying yes to a football game, Steve. Not an orgy."

His grin disappeared slightly.

"Right."

Becca sighed and rubbed a hand over her face.

"I've spent the entire week listening to you, Jennifer and apparently half the fucking Swarm tell me how amazing all of this is."

Steve wisely remained silent.

"So maybe I should actually see these guys properly before I decide they're all completely insane."

She paused.

"And Jen said Coach was really helpful when she first started thinking about this."

Steve remembered Jennifer mentioning the same thing.

"She talked to him before anything happened?"

"Apparently. She said he explained how the players behave, what she should expect, what boundaries she could set...all that stuff."

Becca looked uneasy again.

"If I'm even going to consider this—and I'm not saying I am—I want to understand exactly what I'm getting myself into."

Steve felt another surge of excitement, but forced himself to keep his voice calm.

"That makes sense."

"And I want to talk to Coach myself."

"Okay."

Becca pointed a finger at him.

"And nothing is happening tomorrow."

"I know."

"I mean it."

"I know."

"We watch the game. I meet them. I talk to Coach."

She narrowed her eyes.

"Then we come home."

Steve nodded.

"Absolutely."

Becca studied him for a second, clearly suspicious of how agreeable he was being.

"You're enjoying this way too much."

Steve laughed.

"I can't help it."

"Try."

She rolled onto her side and pulled the covers around herself.

Steve settled back against the pillow, his mind already racing ahead to tomorrow night.

For years, this fantasy had existed only in their bedroom.

Tomorrow, Becca would be standing face-to-face with the men she'd just fantasised about.

And for the first time, Steve had the distinct feeling that they were both about to step through a door that might not be quite so easy to close again.


Quiet Before The Storm

The next morning, the house felt unusually quiet.

Steve and Becca went through their normal weekend routine, but neither of them mentioned the conversation from the night before. The decision to attend the game hung between them, acknowledged but apparently too significant to discuss over breakfast.

By early afternoon, Steve had retreated to his home office when Becca appeared in the doorway.

"I'm going shopping."

Steve looked up from his computer.

"For what?"

She gave him a look.

"For tonight."

His eyebrows rose.

"I thought you already had something to wear."

"I do."

Becca folded her arms.

"But if I'm going to spend the evening surrounded by twenty-something football players, I'm not turning up looking like someone's mother at a school fundraiser."

Steve couldn't suppress a grin.

Becca immediately pointed at him.

"Don't."

"I'm not saying anything."

"Your face is."

Steve laughed.

She shook her head, although the faint smile at the corner of her mouth betrayed her.

"I just want something I feel good in."

"Of course."

"And don't start reading anything into it."

"I wouldn't dream of it."

Becca narrowed her eyes.

"You're impossible."

She grabbed her handbag from the hallway.

"I'll be back in a couple of hours."

The front door closed behind her.

Steve waited perhaps ten seconds before reaching for his phone.

He found Coach Richardson's number and called.

The phone barely completed its second ring.

"Steve!"

Coach sounded almost as though he'd been expecting him.

"I was hoping I'd hear from you today. What's the verdict?"

Steve leaned back in his chair.

"We're coming."

There was a brief pause.

Then Coach laughed.

"Excellent."

"Becca wants to see the game and meet everyone afterwards. That's all."

"Of course."

Steve smiled despite himself.

"She's actually out shopping for something to wear."

That earned another low chuckle.

"Oh, she's taking this seriously then."

"Don't get ahead of yourself, Coach. She's still nervous."

"And she should be."

Steve frowned slightly.

"What does that mean?"

"It means she's stepping outside her comfort zone. That's a big deal."

Coach's tone softened.

"We'll make sure she has a good night."

Steve relaxed.

"Thanks."

"I'll have your passes waiting. Right beside the bench, just like I promised."

"Perfect."

"And Steve?"

"Yeah?"

Coach paused.

"Tell that beautiful wife of yours not to worry too much about what she wears."

Steve smiled.

"Why's that?"

"Because once the boys realise she's there, they're not going to be paying much attention to her clothes."

Steve let out an uneasy laugh.

"Jesus, Coach."

"I'm kidding."

There was another pause.

"Mostly."

Steve shook his head.

"I'll see you tonight."

"Looking forward to it."

Just before Steve ended the call, Coach added:

"And make sure she looks her best."

Steve hesitated.

Coach's voice dropped into an amused rumble.

"The boys are putting on a show tonight."

But then he paused for a second.

"But something tells me Becca might end up being the real attraction."

Steve's pulse quickened at the implication behind Coach's words.

"I understand," he said. "We'll see you tonight."

He ended the call and sat back in his chair, staring at the phone for a moment.

Tonight suddenly felt very real.

A few hours later, Steve heard the front door open.

Then came the unmistakable click of heels across the hardwood floor.

He looked up from his computer.

"Becs?"

"In here."

There was something different in her voice.

Steve left the office and walked into the living room.

Becca stood beside the sofa surrounded by several glossy shopping bags, looking far more pleased with herself than she had when she'd left.

Steve smiled.

"Successful trip?"

Becca looked at him and gave a small, almost secretive grin.

"Very."

There was a confidence about her now that hadn't been there that morning. Some of the nervousness remained, but the shopping trip seemed to have transformed it into anticipation.

Steve nodded towards the bags.

"I take it you found something for tonight."

"Oh, I found plenty."

She set her handbag aside and began arranging the bags across the sofa.

Steve leaned against the doorway, watching her.

"Should I be worried?"

"Probably."

Becca reached into the first bag.

Then she paused and looked back at him.

"Before you get too excited, this doesn't change anything."

Steve raised both hands innocently.

"I haven't said a word."

"Again, your face is doing all the talking."

He laughed.

Becca shook her head, but she was smiling too.

"I just decided that if I'm actually going through with meeting these guys tonight, I'm going to look good doing it."

Steve felt another surge of excitement.

"That sounds reasonable."

"Good."

Her smile became slightly more mischievous.

"Because I may have got a little carried away."

Becca reached into the first bag and pulled out a crimson lace bra.

Steve raised his eyebrows.

"Okay."

"What?"

"Nothing."

She smiled.

"It'll look good under what I'm wearing."

Steve took the bra from her for a moment, turning the delicate lace between his fingers.

"It's definitely not what I'd call subtle."

"Good."

That answer made him look up.

Becca was already reaching into the next bag.

She produced a matching pair of panties, all thin lace and barely enough fabric to qualify as underwear.

Steve laughed.

"And those are for a football game?"

"They're for me."

Becca held them against her hips and gave him a teasing smile.

"No one's going to see them."

Steve couldn't help himself.

"That's the plan, is it?"

Her smile disappeared almost immediately.

"Steve."

"Sorry."

She lowered the lingerie and looked at him more seriously.

"Actually, we need to talk before tonight."

Steve straightened.

"Okay."

Becca set the underwear back on the sofa.

"I'm still not sure about any of this."

"I know."

"No, I mean really not sure."

She folded her arms.

"A week ago, if you'd told me I'd be buying sexy underwear before going to meet a group of football players who apparently want to fuck me, I'd have told you that you'd completely lost your mind."

Becca gathered the lingerie back into the bag, then looked at Steve with an expression that somehow managed to be nervous and determined at the same time.

"There's something else."

Steve waited.

"We need some ground rules."

That immediately got his attention.

"Ground rules?"

"Jennifer suggested it." Becca folded her arms. "She said one of the biggest mistakes she and Bill made at the beginning was trying to decide things in the heat of the moment."

Steve nodded.

"So she thinks we should talk about what we're comfortable with now, before anything ever happens."

Becca paused.

"If anything happens."

"Right."

Steve tried to sound casual, although the conversation alone was already having a noticeable effect on him.

Becca caught him looking slightly too enthusiastic.

"Jesus, Steve. Concentrate."

"I am."

"With the head on your shoulders."

He laughed.

"Sorry."

Her expression became serious again.

"I didn't ask for any of this. A week ago, this wasn't even something I was considering. So if we're going any further, even just exploring the idea, we do it on my terms."

Steve nodded.

"Okay."

"No. I want you to actually agree."

He straightened.

"I agree."

Becca took a breath.

"Rule number one: if I decide I don't want this anymore, that's it."

Steve nodded immediately.

"Of course."

"I mean completely. I don't want weeks of you trying to change my mind. No bringing it up during sex, no inviting Jennifer over to convince me, no Coach calling with another suggestion."

"I understand."

"If I say I'm done, we're done."

"Absolutely."

Becca seemed satisfied.

"Rule number two."

She hesitated before continuing.

"If I eventually decide to sleep with somebody, and we've both agreed beforehand that it's okay, you need to understand that you might find the reality harder than the fantasy."

Steve's smile faded slightly.

Becca noticed.

"You might get jealous."

"Probably."

"You might panic."

Steve nodded slowly.

"And you might suddenly want me to stop because seeing another man actually touching me feels completely different from imagining it."

Steve swallowed.

Becca held his gaze.

"If I want to stop, I stop. Immediately. That's not negotiable."

"Obviously."

"But if I'm comfortable, I'm enjoying myself and everything we've agreed beforehand is being respected, you can't suddenly decide for me that I've changed my mind just because you're struggling with it."

Steve went quiet.

That was different.

Becca continued.

"I'm not saying I'd ignore you if you were genuinely upset. But Jennifer warned me about this. Bill apparently freaked out the first time he saw her with someone else, even though he'd spent weeks begging her to do it."

Steve could easily imagine himself doing exactly the same thing.

"So you're saying once I've agreed..."

"I'm saying my consent belongs to me."

Becca's voice was calm but firm.

"And yours belongs to you. Either one of us can stop participating whenever we want. But you don't get to withdraw my consent on my behalf because you suddenly feel jealous."

Steve thought about it.

The idea made him uncomfortable.

Strangely, that discomfort excited him too.

If Becca ever crossed that line, there really could come a moment when another man was fucking his wife and Steve realised he wanted to take it all back.

And Becca might not.

"Okay," he said finally.

Becca raised an eyebrow.

"You understand?"

Steve took a breath.

"Yeah."

He nodded.

"I understand."

"Rule number three," Becca continued. "Whether you're there or not is up to me."

Steve frowned.

"What do you mean?"

"I mean exactly that."

She folded her arms.

"I promise I'll always be honest with you. I'm not going to sneak around or hide things. If anything happens, you'll know who I'm with, what we're doing, and afterwards I'll tell you whatever you want to know."

Steve nodded slowly.

"But that doesn't mean you're automatically going to be standing in the room watching."

That caught him off guard.

"I thought that was kind of the point."

"For you, maybe."

Becca gave him a nervous smile.

"But try looking at it from my side. The idea of having sex with another man is already terrifying enough. Doing it for the first time while my husband sits three feet away staring at me?"

She shook her head.

"I don't know if I could relax."

Steve felt an unexpected sting in his chest.

"So you'd rather I wasn't there?"

"At first? Maybe."

Becca reached for his hand.

"I'm not saying I want to exclude you. Jennifer said there are plenty of ways to keep the husband involved. Messages. Pictures. Knowing where I am. Telling you everything afterwards."

She paused.

"But if I ever actually do this, I need to be comfortable too."

Steve looked away.

The idea bothered him more than he'd expected.

For years, his fantasy had centred around watching. Seeing another man touch Becca. Seeing what happened to her when somebody bigger and stronger took his place.

But Becca was describing something different.

Waiting at home.

Knowing another man had his hands on his wife while Steve wasn't even there to see it. His imagination immediately supplied the rest. Becca surrounded by men like BJ and Tray. Their enormous hands moving over her body. Her being lifted, bent, positioned however they wanted while Steve sat somewhere else wondering what was happening. Then eventually hearing the front door open.

Becca returning home hours later with dishevelled hair, flushed cheeks and that exhausted look that would tell him exactly what she'd been doing before she said a single word.

The thought sent a sharp mixture of jealousy and arousal through him.

It frightened him.

It also made his cock painfully hard.

Becca watched his expression carefully.

"This is what I'm talking about."

Steve looked at her.

"If you want this fantasy to become real, you need to accept that I can't just be a character inside your fantasy."

Her voice softened.

"I'd be the one actually doing it."

Steve swallowed.

"And if I do it, I need some control over how it happens."

She squeezed his hand.

"So if we're going to explore this, I'm the one who decides how quickly things move, who I'm comfortable with, and whether you're there."

Steve remained silent for several seconds. The bargain suddenly felt much bigger than it had five minutes earlier. He had spent years fantasising about sharing his wife. Now Becca was asking whether he could actually surrender some control over her.

"If you want this," she said quietly, "you have to trust me."

Steve looked at her. His nerves were screaming at him to slow everything down. His arousal was telling him something completely different.

Finally, he nodded.

"Okay."

Becca raised an eyebrow.

"Okay what?"

Steve took a breath.

"I agree."

Her expression remained serious.

"Even if I decide I don't want you watching?"

That one hurt.

Steve hesitated, then nodded again.

"Even then."

For the first time since she'd started listing her rules, Becca smiled.

"Good."

Becca studied him for another moment.

Then something in her expression changed.

Her voice softened, taking on the faintly husky edge Steve knew so well.

"Now that you've agreed to my rules, there's one more thing I want you to do."

Steve's pulse quickened.

"What?"

Becca stepped closer.

"Come here."

He did. She tilted her head slightly, bringing her mouth close to his.

"Tell me one last time."

Steve swallowed.

"Tell you what?"

"What you actually want."

Her eyes stayed fixed on his.

"No jokes. No pretending it's just dirty talk. Tell me exactly what you've been fantasising about."

Steve hesitated. Becca waited. He moved closer until his lips brushed the soft skin beside her ear. His voice trembled slightly when he finally spoke.

"Becs...I want you to fuck those gigantic black motherfuckers."

She inhaled sharply.

Steve kept going.

"I want to know what happens when one of those huge bastards gets his hands on you."

His breathing had quickened.

"I want to see you underneath him. I want to watch him spread your legs and fuck you with a cock twice the size of mine."

Becca remained completely still.

"I want to watch that huge cock stretching your tight little pussy in ways I never could."

A soft breath escaped her.

Steve pulled back.

For a second, Becca simply stared at him.

Wide-eyed.

The seductive confidence she'd shown only moments earlier had vanished.

Hearing Steve say it so plainly seemed to have affected her differently than the filthy things they'd whispered during sex.

This wasn't roleplay.

He meant it.

"You really do want this," she said quietly.

Steve looked at her.

"Yeah."

The uncertainty returned to her face.

Not disgust.

Not anger.

Something closer to nervous realisation.

Becca leaned forward and gave him a quick kiss on the cheek.

"Okay then."

She glanced towards the shopping bags.

"I suppose I'd better start getting ready."

Steve watched as she gathered them into her arms.

"Becs?"

She stopped.

"What?"

"You okay?"

Becca gave him a small smile that didn't entirely hide her nerves.

"Ask me again after tonight."

Then she turned and disappeared towards the bedroom, leaving Steve standing alone in the living room with the uncomfortable realisation that, for the first time, he'd told his wife exactly what he wanted without the safety of pretending it was only fantasy.


Closer By The Minute

A couple of hours later, Steve called through the house.

"Okay, Becs! We need to get going soon."

"I know!"

A few minutes passed. Then the bedroom door opened. Steve looked up. And stared. Becca stepped into the hallway and gave him a slow little twirl.

"What do you think, baby?" she asked in an exaggeratedly sweet voice, clasping her hands in front of herself and doing her best impression of a shy, innocent wife. "Do you think they'll like me?"

Steve groaned.

"Oh my God, Becs."

Her innocent expression cracked into a grin.

"What?"

"You look fucking incredible."

She had somehow managed to put together an outfit that was perfectly believable for an outdoor football game while still being outrageously sexy.

Her strawberry-blonde hair was pulled into a tight ponytail, exposing her neck and framing her delicate features. She wore a fitted crimson long-sleeved top beneath a black sleeveless vest, both tight enough to emphasise the slender shape of her waist and the modest curves of her breasts without looking ridiculous for the setting.

But Steve barely noticed the top.

His attention dropped immediately to her legs.

The crimson yoga pants might as well have been painted on.

The thin, stretchy material followed every line of Becca's Pilates-toned thighs and calves, clinging so tightly around her hips and backside that her little rounded ass—the "mini-bubble", as they'd jokingly called it for years—was displayed almost perfectly.

When she turned away from him, the material disappeared provocatively between her cheeks.

Steve swallowed.

"Jesus."

Becca looked back over her shoulder.

"What?"

"You know exactly what."

She turned around again.

From the front, the pants were no less revealing. They hugged tightly across her slim hips and flat stomach before moulding intimately between her thighs, leaving precious little mystery about the body underneath them.

Steve slowly looked her up and down. Becca had spent the entire week insisting that she was nervous. That she wasn't committing to anything. That tonight was only about watching a football game, meeting the players and having a conversation.

Yet standing in front of him dressed like this, she looked considerably less like a reluctant wife being dragged into her husband's fantasy...

...and considerably more like she was auditioning for the starring role.

Becca noticed his expression.

"What?"

Steve shook his head.

"Nothing."

"No, go on."

He smiled.

"For someone who isn't sure she wants these guys looking at her, you've made some very interesting wardrobe choices."

Becca glanced down at herself.

"They're yoga pants."

"Those are not just yoga pants."

She laughed.

"They cover everything."

"Technically."

Becca rolled her eyes and reached for her jacket.

"Come on, pervert. We're going to be late."

Steve followed her towards the door, unable to take his eyes off her ass.

Whatever Becca was telling herself about tonight, Steve suspected the players were going to notice her long before she ever got the chance to introduce herself.

Steve's excitement only grew as they drove towards the stadium.

The more he thought about Becca's outfit, her questions, and the rules she'd carefully laid down, the harder it became to believe she was merely humouring him.

She might still be nervous.

But she was definitely curious.

When they arrived, Steve discovered that Coach Richardson had gone considerably further than simply reserving them good seats.

Two all-access field passes were waiting in their names.

Becca stared at hers.

"We're actually going down there?"

Steve smiled.

"Apparently."

"Jesus."

Within minutes they were standing beside the Swarm's home sideline, close enough to hear coaches shouting instructions and players joking with one another as they began their warm-ups.

Becca's nervousness seemed to momentarily disappear.

"This is actually really cool."

Steve laughed.

"I knew you'd like it."

She barely heard him. Her attention had shifted to the field. The players looked different from this close. On television, even exceptionally large athletes somehow became normalised by the fact that everyone around them was enormous too.

Standing only a few feet away was another matter entirely. Becca watched as linemen stretched near the sideline, their shoulders almost absurdly broad beneath their pads. Receivers sprinted through drills with explosive speed, thighs and calves flexing beneath tight uniform pants. Even the smaller players were built with the dense, athletic muscle that came from years of serious training.

Steve glanced sideways at his wife. She was staring. Not discreetly, either. Her eyes followed one player as he jogged past them, then immediately shifted to another stretching only a few yards away. Steve smiled.

"Enjoying the view?"

Becca blinked and looked at him.

"What?"

"You heard me."

"I'm watching the warm-up."

"Of course you are."

She nudged him with her elbow.

"Shut up."

But her cheeks had gone pink.

Another player ran past close enough that Becca could hear his breathing and the slap of his cleats against the turf.

Her gaze followed him again.

Steve leaned closer.

"They look bigger down here, don't they?"

Becca hesitated.

Then she gave him a reluctant smile.

"A lot bigger."

Steve felt a surge of satisfaction.

This was exactly what he'd wanted.

Not pictures.

Not dirty talk in their bedroom.

Not Jennifer describing men Becca had never properly met.

Here they were.

Real men, sweating and moving only feet away from her.

And judging by the way Becca kept watching them, Steve suspected the reality was beginning to make an impression.

Steve watched Becca's attention remain fixed on the field and leaned close to her ear.

"Pretty impressive, huh?"

She glanced at him.

"Very."

His mouth curled into a grin.

"Just wait until you see them in action."

The double meaning was impossible to miss.

Becca gave him a warning look, but the flush in her cheeks deepened as she turned back towards the players.

When the game began, the atmosphere changed completely.

The speed was astonishing from field level.

Every collision landed with a violent crack of pads that seemed to travel through the ground beneath Becca's feet. Men who looked enormous standing still moved with frightening acceleration, smashing into one another and immediately springing back to their feet.

Becca was transfixed.

But more and more, her attention settled on BJ and Tray.

BJ commanded the offence with effortless confidence, barking instructions before each snap and releasing the ball with a flick of his arm that made forty-yard passes look almost casual.

Tray was something else entirely.

Seeing him in the locker-room photographs and watching him warm up had given Becca some idea of his size.

Watching that body move at full speed was different.

Late in the second quarter, BJ dropped back and launched a deep pass towards their sideline.

Tray exploded downfield.

For a man carrying that much muscle, his speed seemed almost impossible.

Becca instinctively leaned forward.

"Jesus..."

Tray looked back over his shoulder, tracked the descending ball and launched himself into the air.

One arm stretched above him.

The ball dropped perfectly into his hand.

The crowd erupted.

Tray landed without breaking stride, twisted away from the first defender and powered through another attempted tackle, his legs driving beneath him as he raced towards the end zone.

Steve shouted with the rest of the sideline.

"Go! Go!"

Becca was yelling too now.

Tray crossed the goal line.

A safety diving desperately from behind caught him an instant too late.

Their bodies collided.

Tray was already turning when the defender's momentum drove both men beyond the boundary.

Straight towards Steve and Becca.

Everything happened at once.

Someone shouted for them to move.

Steve instinctively stepped backwards.

Becca turned—

And suddenly several hundred pounds of football players were hurtling directly at her.

At the last possible second, Tray reacted.

Instead of crashing into Becca, he twisted his body, reached out and swept her cleanly off her feet.

Becca gave a startled cry.

One moment she had been standing on the sideline. The next, she was in Tray's arms, held effortlessly against his chest with her feet dangling several inches above the ground.

For a second, Becca simply stared at him.

Up close, the difference in their size was almost absurd. Tray had just sprinted down the field, caught a touchdown pass and absorbed a hit from another athlete, yet lifting Becca's 110-pound body seemed to require no effort whatsoever.

He looked down at her with a wicked grin.

"Careful there, little lady."

His deep voice seemed to vibrate through the chest pressed against her.

"Wouldn't want you getting hurt before the victory party, would we?"

The implication wasn't subtle.

Becca's cheeks immediately flushed.

Her breathing quickened as she stared up at him, suddenly acutely aware of just how completely his arms engulfed her. She could feel the hard wall of his chest against her body and the effortless strength of the arm supporting her.

She shifted slightly in his grasp.

That only made the contrast more obvious.

For all the talk over the past week about huge, powerful athletes, this was the first time Becca had actually felt what that difference in size and strength meant.

Steve stood only a few feet away, momentarily forgetting everything happening on the field.

He couldn't take his eyes off them.

He had imagined Becca beside men like Tray countless times, but seeing his petite wife actually swallowed up in the enormous player's arms was something entirely different.

Against Tray's hulking frame, she looked even smaller than Steve had imagined.

As Steve watched, he began to notice what looked very much like the signs of Becca's arousal.

A deep flush had spread across her cheeks and down her neck, disappearing beneath the neckline of her top. Her lips were slightly parted, her breathing quicker than it should have been as she stared up at Tray.

Steve swallowed.

His mouth suddenly felt dry.

Becca shifted in Tray's arms, and for a moment Steve saw her hips press against the hard muscle of his thigh.

Whether she'd done it deliberately or simply reacted instinctively to being held that way, Steve couldn't tell.

But the sight went straight through him.

A few seconds later, Tray carefully lowered her back onto the ground.

Becca looked visibly shaken.

Not frightened exactly.

Overwhelmed.

The sudden rush of being swept off her feet and held effortlessly against a man that size seemed to have left her slightly dazed. Her ponytail had loosened, a few strands of strawberry-blonde hair falling around her flushed face, and there was a faint tremble in her hands as she tried to compose herself.

"You okay?" Steve asked quietly.

Becca nodded.

"Yeah."

She took a breath.

"Just wasn't expecting that."

Before Steve could say anything else, play resumed.

For the remainder of the half, Becca kept her attention on the field, although Steve noticed she seemed quieter than before.

Every so often, her eyes found Tray again.

A few minutes later, the whistle brought the first half to an end and the players disappeared towards the locker room.

Becca immediately rubbed her hands together.

"Babe, can we go up to the box?"

Steve looked at her.

"I'm freezing, and I could really use a drink."

"Sure."

He slipped an arm around her waist and guided her towards the lifts leading up to the luxury suites.

Neither of them said much as the doors closed.

Steve stood beside his wife in silence, unable to stop replaying the sight of her suspended effortlessly in Tray's arms.

By the time the second half began, Steve and Becca had settled into one of the stadium's luxury boxes.

It was modest compared with anything at a major-league venue, but still comfortable: padded leather seats, a private bar, television screens and an excellent view of the field.

Becca seemed to have recovered from her encounter with Tray.

At least outwardly.

She relaxed into her seat beside Steve, chatting about the game and asking questions about the players as the Swarm battled through a close second half.

But Steve noticed something else.

Her wine glass seemed to reach her lips a little more frequently than before.

Not enough to make her drunk.

Just enough to make him wonder whether she was trying to take the edge off her nerves.

The game came down to the final play.

With the Swarm trailing and the crowd on its feet, BJ dropped back and launched the ball deep towards the end zone.

Tray broke free.

The Silver-Tray connection delivered again.

Tray hauled in the pass for the game-winning touchdown, sending the stadium into an explosion of cheers.

Even Becca jumped to her feet.

"Jesus!"

Steve laughed as the crowd roared around them.

"Now you see why everybody loves those two."

A few minutes later, as supporters began filing out of the stadium, Steve and Becca gathered their things.

There was a knock at the box door.

A young man wearing team credentials stepped inside.

"Mr and Mrs Jones?"

Steve nodded.

"I'm Robert, one of the team assistants. Coach Richardson asked me to escort his VIP guests down to the locker room."

Becca immediately looked at Steve.

The excitement she'd shown during the final touchdown disappeared beneath a flicker of apprehension.

Steve smiled reassuringly.

"Ready?"

Becca took a breath.

"As I'll ever be."

Robert led them out of the box and through a series of concrete corridors beneath the stadium.

With every turn, the noise of the departing crowd grew fainter.

Their footsteps echoed against bare walls.

Becca became quieter.

By the time they reached the final corridor, she had looped both hands around Steve's arm, her fingers pressing firmly into his bicep.

"You okay?" he asked.

"Yep."

"You don't sound okay."

"I'm fine."

Steve smiled.

"You're crushing my arm."

Becca loosened her grip slightly.

"Sorry."

Robert stopped in front of a heavy metal door.

"This is it."

Becca stared at it.

For a moment, Steve thought she might change her mind.

Then Robert pushed the door open and stepped aside.

Steve and Becca crossed the threshold.

The locker room was still alive with the aftermath of victory.

Players shouted across the room. Music thumped from somewhere near the showers. Laughter bounced off the walls while equipment lay scattered around open lockers.

And then there was the smell.

Sweat.

Damp uniforms.

Heat.

The unmistakable, heavy atmosphere of a room filled with exhausted athletes fresh from a game.

Becca's eyes widened as she took it all in.

She shifted slightly beside Steve, suddenly looking very aware of where she had just walked.

The locker room was a wall of noise.

Laughter, shouting and the heavy thump of music from a portable speaker blended together as players celebrated the win. Some were still peeling off sweat-soaked uniforms, others stood around with towels wrapped loosely around their waists, while several appeared completely unconcerned about being naked.

Becca's eyes widened.

Everywhere she looked there seemed to be another enormous, heavily muscled body in some stage of undress. Dark skin gleamed beneath the harsh locker-room lights, shoulders and chests still slick with sweat from the game.

Her gaze moved quickly from one player to another.

"Steve! Becca!"

Coach Richardson's booming voice cut through the chaos.

"I'm glad you both made it down."

Steve smiled and shook his hand.

"Hell of a finish."

"Too damn close," Coach laughed.

Within seconds, the two men were discussing the final drive, BJ's pass and Tray's catch, their voices occasionally rising to be heard above the celebration around them.

Steve quickly became absorbed in the conversation.

Becca didn't.

She remained beside him, almost unnaturally quiet.

Her eyes kept wandering.

A player crossed in front of her wearing nothing but a towel. Another stood at his locker pulling off his compression shirt, exposing a broad chest and sharply defined stomach. Behind him, several teammates laughed near the showers in considerably less clothing.

Becca barely seemed aware that Steve and Coach were still talking.

The sheer physicality of the room appeared to have overwhelmed her.

These weren't men on television anymore.

They were standing only feet away.

Sweating.

Laughing.

Changing.

And considerably bigger up close than Becca seemed prepared for.

"Darlin'."

Coach's voice finally broke through her trance.

Becca blinked and looked up.

Coach Richardson was towering over her with an amused grin.

"Your mouth's hanging open."

Becca immediately closed it.

"Oh..."

Her cheeks flushed.

"Um...great game, Coach."

Coach laughed softly.

"Glad you enjoyed it."

Becca managed an embarrassed smile.

Coach's expression became more serious.

"That play earlier was pretty wild. When Tray came off the field and nearly took you with him..."

He glanced over her as though checking for any obvious injury.

"You didn't get hurt, did you?"

"I'm fine, Coach. Honestly. Not even a scratch."

Becca turned slightly and held out her arms as though offering proof.

Coach nodded.

"Good. Tray's been worrying about it."

Becca looked surprised.

"He has?"

"Yeah. Feels bad about nearly flattening you." Coach smiled. "He wanted to apologise properly. Mind if I take you both over so he can do it in person?"

Becca answered a little too quickly.

"Sure."

Then, apparently realising how eager she'd sounded, she added more casually, "I mean...yeah, of course."

Steve caught the expression on her face.

She might have been trying to sound indifferent, but she wasn't fooling him.

Coach led them deeper into the locker room, weaving easily between groups of celebrating players.

Becca stayed close to Steve.

The further they went, the more tightly her fingers curled around his hand, as though holding onto him gave her something familiar to focus on amid the noise, heat and half-dressed bodies surrounding them.

Eventually, Coach guided them around a corner into a quieter section of the room.

The music and shouting faded slightly behind them.

"Wait here."

Coach disappeared around the end of a row of lockers.

Becca glanced at Steve.

"This is weird."

Steve smiled.

"Nervous?"

"No."

He raised an eyebrow.

"Maybe a little."

Before he could tease her further, Coach reappeared.

BJ and Tray were with him.

Both had clearly just come from the showers.

Their dark skin was still damp, beads of water catching the light across broad shoulders, muscular chests and sharply defined stomachs.

Each wore nothing but a towel wrapped low around his waist.

Becca went very still.

Tray's towel sat precariously across his hips, drawing attention to the deep lines of muscle disappearing beneath the fabric. BJ looked equally unconcerned about his near-naked state, water still running in thin trails down his torso.

Standing there together, fresh from the shower and only a few feet away, the two men seemed even larger than they had on the field.

Steve's eyes widened as he took in BJ and Tray properly.

Both men stood well over six feet tall, broad through the shoulders and heavily muscled, their still-damp skin catching the locker-room lights. Standing this close, there was something almost intimidating about the sheer physical presence of them.

Steve's mind immediately went somewhere less innocent.

He imagined that strength directed at Becca.

Those huge hands on her body. The ease with which Tray had lifted her earlier. The difference between their powerful frames and his wife's slender one.

And inevitably, his thoughts went lower.

Men built like this had to be huge everywhere.

Steve glanced towards Becca.

The expression on her face made him wonder whether exactly the same thought had crossed her mind.

BJ and Tray exchanged amused smiles before both reaching out to shake Steve's hand, their easy confidence making the gesture seem almost rehearsed.

"Good to see you again, Mr Jones," BJ said.

Tray gave him a firm nod.

But when their attention shifted to Becca, something changed.

Only slightly.

The friendly smiles remained, but Steve caught a quick glance passing between the two players.

Assessing.

Knowing.

It lasted perhaps a second before both men returned their attention to Becca with perfect politeness.

Steve wasn't even sure he'd really seen it.

But something about it sent a faint chill through him.

Coach Richardson broke the moment.

"Steve, can I borrow you for a minute? I've got a bit of business I need to run past you."

Steve looked over.

"Sure."

"We need to replace part of the goal-post netting, and I want your opinion before I order anything."

"Of course, Coach."

Steve glanced towards Becca before stepping away.

"You okay?"

She looked slightly uneasy at the prospect of being left alone with BJ and Tray, but gave him a reassuring smile.

"I'm fine."

Steve nodded and followed Coach away.

Behind him, Becca remained with the two players, smiling politely and nodding as they began talking to her.

Steve and Coach moved perhaps twenty feet away.

It was far enough to talk privately, but Steve could still see Becca clearly from where he stood.

Coach glanced towards her, then back at Steve.

"So what's the word?"

Steve frowned.

"What do you mean?"

Coach smiled.

"You know exactly what I mean. Think she's interested?"

Steve exhaled.

"Honestly? I don't know."

He looked over at Becca.

"She's intrigued, but she wants to take things slowly."

Coach nodded.

"I'm getting mixed messages from her," Steve continued. "She keeps telling me she's not sure and that nothing's going to happen..."

His eyes briefly travelled over his wife's outfit.

"But then she wanted to come tonight. And you've seen how she dressed to meet these guys."

Coach followed his gaze.

"Uh-huh."

A slow smile appeared on his face.

"You're a lucky man, Steve."

Steve looked at him.

Coach's eyes remained on Becca for another second.

"That's one fine-ass woman."

There was something unmistakably appreciative in the way he said it.

Something Steve hadn't really noticed before.

Or perhaps hadn't wanted to notice.

"What I can tell you," Steve said, "is that Becca and I talked properly before we came."

Coach turned his attention back to him.

"We've got an understanding now. Ground rules. Boundaries. Just in case anything ever does happen."

Coach's expression shifted into apparent approval.

"Smart."

He nodded slowly.

"Very smart."

As their conversation continued, Steve's attention kept drifting back towards his wife.

Becca was still talking to BJ and Tray.

She looked nervous.

Her weight shifted repeatedly from one foot to the other, and every so often she tucked a loose strand of hair behind her ear or glanced towards Steve as though checking that he was still nearby.

Standing between the two enormous players only exaggerated the contrast.

Her fair, lightly freckled skin looked almost luminous beside them.

Then something happened.

BJ adjusted the towel around his waist.

It slipped from his hand.

The fabric dropped straight to the floor.

Becca froze.

From where Steve stood, all he could see was BJ's broad, muscular back.

Becca was getting an entirely different view.

Her eyes dropped.

Then widened.

And her mouth fell open.

Steve felt another pulse of arousal as he tried to keep his attention on Coach.

"Actually, Coach...Becca was hoping to talk to you."

Coach raised an eyebrow.

"Me?"

"Jennifer told her you spoke to her when she was first getting involved with all this. Apparently you helped put her mind at ease."

Coach nodded slowly.

"Yeah. I remember."

"Jen recommended Becca talk to you too."

Coach glanced over towards her.

"I get it, man. This whole thing can be overwhelming when you're looking at it from the outside."

Steve listened.

"Sometimes the women just need somebody to explain how it works. Make it clear that nobody's going to pressure them into doing anything they don't want to do."

Coach's tone became more serious.

"This is supposed to be fun. That's it. Everybody knows what they're agreeing to, everybody knows the boundaries, and nobody gets pushed into something they don't want."

Steve nodded.

Coach continued.

"And from my side, I'm trying to keep these boys out of trouble."

"What kind of trouble?"

"Groupies. Drama. Women turning up later claiming somebody promised them something. Pregnancy scares. Paternity claims. All the bullshit that follows young athletes around."

He shook his head.

"BJ and Tray want to have fun after a game. Fine. But I'd rather they do it with grown women who know exactly what the arrangement is than somebody who turns around three weeks later and causes a fucking circus."

Steve could understand the logic, even if hearing Coach describe it so bluntly made the whole arrangement sound strangely organised.

Coach glanced towards Becca again.

"I was supposed to go with BJ and Tray in a minute anyway. We've got a couch sitting in storage across the street that needs moving over to the team apartment."

He looked back at Steve.

"Why don't you take the fellas over and give me ten minutes with Becca?"

Steve hesitated.

"Just you and her?"

"She wants to talk, doesn't she?"

"Yeah."

"Then let her talk."

Coach smiled.

"I'll answer whatever questions she's got. No pressure, no bullshit."

He paused.

"And if the conversation goes well, maybe she'll decide she wants to have a look at the apartment afterwards."

The meaning behind the suggestion wasn't difficult to understand.

Coach gave him a knowing smile.

"If you know what I mean."

Steve exhaled slowly.

Leaving Becca alone with Coach wasn't quite how he'd imagined the evening progressing.

Then again, she had specifically asked to speak with him.

"I suppose that's as good a plan as any."

"Great," Coach said. "Why don't you run it by Becca while I tell the guys to get dressed?"

Steve nodded.


Step By Step

He and Coach walked back towards Becca, BJ and Tray. Coach remained with the players while Steve gently guided his wife towards the quieter corridor leading to Coach's office.

"So," Steve began, "how did it go with BJ and Tray? What do you think?"

Becca looked flustered.

"Honestly?"

"Honestly."

"They're immature. Arrogant too."

Steve smiled faintly.

"But?"

Becca gave him a look.

"But Jesus Christ, Steve."

Her cheeks flushed again.

"They've got bodies like fucking gladiators."

Steve felt his stomach tighten.

"And BJ dropped his towel."

"I saw."

"Supposedly by accident."

The way she said it made it clear she didn't believe that for a second.

Steve laughed.

Becca lowered her voice.

"And his..."

She hesitated, almost embarrassed to say it.

"God, Steve. It was enormous."

His pulse quickened.

"How enormous?"

"Don't."

She shook her head, still visibly rattled.

"It was the biggest cock I've ever seen in my life."

Steve stared at her.

Becca exhaled and rubbed her hands over her arms.

"And that's exactly why I'm telling you this now: I'm not ready."

His expression changed immediately.

"Okay."

"I mean it. Those two are..."

She glanced back towards the locker room.

"A lot."

Steve nodded.

"I can't do this tonight."

"That's completely fine."

Becca looked relieved.

"Can we just go home?"

"Absolutely."

Steve surprised himself by feeling a little relieved too.

Then he remembered the conversation with Coach.

"There's just one thing."

Becca raised an eyebrow.

"I told Coach you wanted to talk to him."

"Oh."

"He said he'd be happy to answer your questions. He needs somebody to help BJ and Tray move a couch over from storage, so he suggested I go with them while you two talk for a few minutes."

Becca considered it.

"Just talk?"

"Just talk."

"And then we're leaving?"

Steve nodded.

"Then we're going home."

Some of the tension visibly left her shoulders.

"Okay."

She gave him a small smile.

"A short conversation with Coach can't hurt."

Steve smiled back.

"But we're still going home."

"I heard you."

He leaned in and kissed her lightly on the cheek.

"I'll be back in a few minutes."

Becca nodded.

Steve headed back towards BJ and Tray, leaving his wife behind with Coach for the conversation she'd asked for.

As he walked away, he glanced back once.

Becca was already heading towards Coach's office.

Steve trusted that she was in good hands and hoped the conversation would help settle some of the nerves that the evening had stirred up.

"Alright, boys. Let's go get that couch."

Steve walked back towards BJ and Tray.

Both men were dressed now, wearing sweats and fitted T-shirts that stretched tightly across their shoulders and chests.

BJ flashed him a grin.

"Lead the way, boss man."

He slapped Steve on the back hard enough to send him stumbling half a step forward.

Tray burst out laughing.

"Jesus," Steve muttered, regaining his balance.

BJ held up his hands innocently.

"My bad."

"Yeah, sure."

The three of them headed out of the locker room and crossed the street towards the team's storage unit.

What Steve had expected to be a quick job immediately became anything but.

BJ and Tray spent most of the walk trading insults, shoving one another and generally behaving like oversized college kids. Every few minutes one of them would start another argument about the game, which inevitably turned into more joking and roughhousing.

Steve found himself caught in the middle of it, ducking stray elbows and trying not to get flattened whenever their horseplay spilled in his direction.

"Do you two ever stop?" he asked eventually.

"Nope," BJ replied.

Tray grinned.

"Coach asks us that too."

Even moving the couch became an ordeal.

The two athletes were easily strong enough to carry most of the weight between them, but they spent so much time messing around, deliberately getting in each other's way and arguing about how to manoeuvre it through the doorway that the job dragged on far longer than Steve had expected.

By the time they finally finished, Steve checked his phone.

Nearly an hour had passed.

"Shit."

He hadn't realised they'd been gone that long.

Steve left BJ and Tray and made his way back across the street towards the stadium.

When he stepped into the locker room, the contrast from earlier was immediate.

The music had stopped.

The shouting and laughter were gone.

Players, staff and equipment had disappeared, leaving behind rows of open lockers and discarded scraps of tape and packaging.

The room that had seemed almost overwhelming with energy less than an hour earlier was now completely still.

Only the steady thump and hum of the heating system broke the silence.

Steve walked back through the deserted locker room with BJ and Tray trailing several steps behind him.

Then he heard something.

A muffled voice.

Female.

Steve stopped.

For a second, he assumed he'd imagined it.

Then came another dull thump from somewhere near the back offices.

Thump.

Thump.

Thump.

His stomach tightened.

That wasn't the heating system.

Steve started walking faster.

As he approached Coach Richardson's office, the sounds became clearer.

"Oh...yes...yes..."

Steve froze.

Becca.

"Oh my God..."

The rhythmic banging continued.

Steve's heart seemed to stop.

"That's it, sweetheart," Coach's deep voice came through the wall. "You're doing so well."

Steve stared at the office door.

"You've almost got all of it."

Becca answered with a broken gasp.

"Ahh...fuck..."

Another thump.

"Oh God..."

Steve couldn't move.

Less than an hour earlier, his wife had kissed him and told him that she wasn't ready. She'd wanted a short conversation with Coach and then to go home.

Now she was on the other side of that door moaning his name—or rather, not Steve's name at all.

"Ahh...oh God...oh fuck..."

Her cries rose sharply above the steady banging.

Steve stood there in a daze, trying to understand how they'd gone from a conversation to this.

How long had it been happening?

Ten minutes?

Half an hour?

Had Coach changed her mind?

Had she changed it herself?

Steve had no idea.

Behind him, someone chuckled.

"Mr Jones."

Steve slowly turned.

BJ was standing several feet away wearing a wicked grin.

"Sounds like your lady's a little busy."

Tray laughed beside him.

Another cry came from inside the office.

"Oh...fuck...ahh..."

BJ's grin widened.

Steve looked back towards the closed door.

Tray stepped closer.

"You got choices, man."

Steve barely heard him.

"You can come chill with us at the apartment..."

Tray nodded towards the corridor.

"...or I can show you where Coach's office window is."

Another burst of Becca's breathless cries carried through the wall.

Steve's pulse hammered.

"The window."

"Fuckin' cucks always choose the window," BJ said with a laugh.

He nodded towards the back corridor.

"Go around the corner. There's a curtain outside Coach's office. Enjoy the show, hubby."

BJ turned to leave.

Tray lingered.

He looked Steve up and down with an amused sneer before glancing towards the office.

"Tell that fine-ass wife of yours I'm gonna be calling her next week."

Steve stared at him.

Tray jerked his head towards BJ.

"Don't think she's ready for both of us yet."

Before Steve could respond, Coach's voice suddenly carried through the wall.

"Yeah...that's it."

The sound of flesh and furniture striking in a steady rhythm followed.

"You taking all of me now, baby?"

Becca answered almost immediately.

"Oh God...yes..."

Steve's stomach twisted.

Coach's voice became rougher.

"Take that fucking dick."

"Ahh...I'm taking it..."

Becca sounded breathless, almost desperate for his approval.

"I'm taking it...oh God..."

Tray's eyebrows rose.

He listened for another few seconds, clearly enjoying Steve's discomfort.

Then he laughed.

"Shit."

Another cry came from inside.

"Maybe she is ready for both of us."

Tray slapped Steve lightly on the shoulder.

"That's one hot-ass slut you got there, Mr Jones."

Steve didn't answer.

Tray turned away, still chuckling as he followed BJ towards the exit.

A few seconds later, Steve was alone.

Except for the sounds coming from Coach's office.

He moved around the corner.

There it was.

A small window set into the office wall, covered by a curtain that hung on the outside rather than within the room itself. Anyone standing in the corridor could simply reach out and pull it aside.

Steve stopped in front of it.

Becca cried out again.

Her voice was higher now, her breathing coming in frantic bursts between increasingly desperate moans.

Steve knew those sounds.

He had heard them hundreds of times.

Whatever had happened during the hour he'd been gone, there was one thing he could recognise with absolute certainty.

His wife was getting close.

Steve was overwhelmed.

His heart hammered so violently that for a moment he genuinely thought he might pass out.

He was terrified.

He was jealous.

And beneath both of those emotions was an almost unbearable level of arousal.

This had been his fantasy for years. He and Becca had talked about it, fantasised about it, even established rules for what might happen if they ever crossed that line.

But none of that had prepared him for the reality.

His sweet, respectable wife—the mother of his child—was being fucked by another man only a few feet away.

Steve's hand trembled as he reached for the curtain.

Slowly, he pulled it aside.

His breath caught.

Becca was lying on her back across Coach Richardson's desk.

Her black vest hung open and her crimson top and bra had been shoved up above her breasts, leaving them completely exposed. Her yoga pants and crimson panties were bunched around her ankles, effectively binding her legs together as Coach held them high in the air.

His enormous left hand gripped the gathered clothing between her ankles, forcing Becca's knees back towards her chest and keeping her folded tightly beneath him.

His other hand was behind her neck.

Not choking her.

Controlling her.

Holding her exactly where he wanted her while his powerful body moved between her raised legs.

Steve stared.

Coach drove into her with slow, forceful thrusts.

Again.

And again.

His cock looked enormous against Becca's small body, thick and slick with her arousal as it disappeared between her tightly pressed thighs.

Steve had spent years imagining his wife taking a man much bigger than himself.

Seeing it was something else entirely.

Her body jolted across the desk with every impact.

Her bare breasts bounced wildly with the movement while she desperately tried to steady herself, one hand gripping the edge of the desk and the other pressed against Coach's broad chest.

Coach seemed to control almost everything—the angle of her body, the position of her legs, how far she could move beneath him.

And Becca was taking it.

Her face was flushed a deep red, eyes squeezed shut as another hard thrust drove into her.

Her mouth fell open.

"Ahh...fuck..."

Steve couldn't look away.

Becca's expression was twisted with pleasure and strain as her small body struggled to accommodate Coach's size.

"Yeah," Coach growled. "You like that, don't you, slut?"

"Oh God...yes!"

Becca's voice cracked into a wail.

"Yes...keep fucking going...fuck my pussy!"

Steve's breath caught.

He had heard Becca say filthy things countless times during their own sex life, but there was something different about hearing her scream them now.

"Jesus..." she gasped, her face tightening with the effort of taking him. "Your cock is fucking huge..."

Coach's grip tightened around her raised legs.

"That's because you're getting..."

He drove into her hard.

"FUCKED..."

Another punishing thrust.

"WITH..."

Again.

"A REAL..."

Becca cried out.

"DICK..."

One final brutal stroke.

"NOW!"

That pushed her over the edge.

"I'm cumming!"

Becca's entire body seemed to seize.

"Oh fuck...I'm cumming!"

Her legs began trembling violently despite Coach still holding them folded above her. Her back arched against the desk and whatever words she'd been trying to form dissolved into helpless sounds.

"Ahhh...fuck...ah...ahh...nghhh..."

Steve stared through the window.

He had never seen her lose control like this.

Becca was usually vocal when she came, but this was different. There was no teasing smile, no dirty line delivered for his benefit, no awareness of how she looked.

She was simply gone.

Her face twisted in pleasure, mouth hanging open as broken moans and gasps spilled from her while her entire body shook beneath Coach.

And Steve couldn't avoid the comparison.

At home, getting Becca to orgasm during intercourse was never guaranteed. If he did manage to bring her close before losing control himself, her climax usually sent him over the edge almost immediately.

Coach showed no such problem.

Becca was still in the middle of one of the most powerful orgasms Steve had ever witnessed when Coach simply kept fucking her.

Hard.

Steady.

Relentless.

Each powerful thrust shook her body across the desk while she quivered helplessly beneath him, and Coach continued talking to her in the same rough, aggressive tone as though her orgasm had done nothing except encourage him.

"You fucking married sluts are all the same," Coach growled.

Thump.

Thump.

Thump.

"You come down here acting..."

Another hard thrust.

"...all..."

Thump.

"...fucking..."

Thump.

"...innocent."

Becca answered only with a broken cry.

"Ahhh...uhh...ah..."

Coach kept driving into her.

"You fucking white sluts..."

Thump.

"...all end up..."

Thump.

"...taking this dick."

Steve stood frozen behind the glass.

He couldn't tell whether Becca was still trapped in the same enormous orgasm or whether Coach had somehow pushed her straight into another one.

Her body certainly hadn't stopped reacting.

Her legs continued to tremble violently in his grip, her stomach tightening and releasing as each thrust rocked her across the desk.

But she wasn't speaking anymore.

Not really.

"Ahhh...nnngh...ohhh..."

Nothing resembling an actual sentence came out.

Just gasps.

Moans.

Broken vowel sounds whenever Coach drove into her particularly hard.

Steve had never seen his wife reduced to anything like this.

For what felt like an eternity, he simply stood there and watched helplessly through the window while Coach continued pounding into her with the same aggressive rhythm and Becca remained incapable of forming coherent words.

Becca had been riding the aftershocks of her orgasm for what felt like minutes when her movements suddenly changed.

Her arms began moving almost aimlessly across the desk, as though her overloaded body no longer quite knew what to do with them.

Then one hand came up across her face.

Steve recognised the gesture immediately.

Embarrassment.

As if some part of Becca had suddenly become aware of just how completely she'd lost control and wanted to hide from it.

Coach wasn't having that.

He released the hand he'd been using to steady the back of her neck and knocked her arm firmly away from her face.

Then his fingers closed around the hair at the back of her head.

"Look at me, slut."

Becca kept her eyes squeezed shut, her head turned slightly away.

Coach tightened his grip.

"I SAID LOOK AT ME."

His voice cracked through the room with the same commanding authority Steve had heard him use on the sideline.

Not wild.

Not frightening.

Controlled.

Coach simply expected to be obeyed.

At the same moment, his thrusts became harder.

Becca gasped.

Her eyes finally opened.

Coach guided her head back until she was looking directly at him.

Steve stared through the glass.

Was Coach actually trying to train his wife?

Becca's gaze remained fixed on Coach's face while he continued pounding into her.

Sweat covered both of them now.

Her bare chest rose and fell rapidly with each desperate breath, while Coach's shoulders and arms flexed with every powerful movement of his body.

The office was filled with the sounds of them.

Skin striking skin.

The desk creaking beneath Becca.

Coach's low grunts of exertion.

Becca's breathless cries.

Together they created an almost primal rhythm that seemed to fill the entire room.

"That's right," Coach growled. "Look at me, bitch. Who's fucking this pussy?"

Becca's answer disappeared beneath another sudden cry.

Her entire body tightened again.

Steve stared through the window as her legs began trembling violently, another wave of pleasure seeming to tear through her before she'd fully recovered from the last.

He couldn't move.

Couldn't look away.

The man Steve knew as Albert Richardson—the friendly coach who joked with sponsors, talked football and worried about keeping his players out of trouble—seemed almost unrecognisable now.

This version of Coach was commanding.

Dominant.

Relentless.

And judging by Becca's reaction, she was responding to every second of it.

"Answer me, slut."

Becca gasped for breath.

"Ohhh...God..."

Coach drove into her again.

"Who?"

"Coach..."

Her voice broke.

"Coach is fucking this pussy!"

Steve's stomach tightened at the words.

For what felt like another ten minutes, he remained at the window while Coach continued to use the same rough, uncompromising rhythm.

The degrading insults never really stopped.

Neither did Becca's reactions.

Every time Steve thought she must surely be exhausted, Coach seemed to pull another cry from her, another shudder, another desperate moan.

Becca appeared completely lost in the experience.

Eventually, though, her screams softened into breathless whimpers.

Coach's movements finally began to slow.

Becca lay sprawled across the desk, flushed and drenched in sweat, struggling to catch her breath.

Coach withdrew.

Then he reached down and pulled the yoga pants and crimson panties free from around her ankles.

Before Becca had much chance to recover, his hand closed around the back of her hair and guided her towards the edge of the desk.

Becca understood immediately.

She slid down onto the floor in front of him.

Steve's eyes widened.

Without hesitation, Becca opened her mouth and took Coach's cock between her lips, her tongue running slowly along him as she worked from the tip down towards the base.

Becca worked at Coach's cock with as much enthusiasm as she could manage, but his size made it difficult.

She bobbed over the first few inches, lips stretched tightly around him as wet slurping sounds filled the office. Every time she tried to take more, her throat rebelled and she gagged, pulling back for a desperate breath before trying again.

Coach was simply too big for her.

Easily ten inches and exceptionally thick, his cock was slick with a mixture of Becca's saliva and her own juices from only moments earlier.

Steve watched, transfixed.

Then Coach's eyes shifted.

Towards the window.

Steve's stomach dropped.

For a second, he was almost certain Coach was looking directly at him.

A faint smile touched the older man's face.

"Never sucked a dick like this before, have you?"

Becca looked up at him.

With his cock still filling her mouth, she shook her head.

Coach stroked the back of her hair almost affectionately.

"Nah. Didn't think so."

He watched her struggle around his thickness for another moment.

"We're gonna have to teach you how to take all of it."

Becca's eyes widened slightly.

Coach's voice remained low and controlled.

"Gonna turn you into a good little married black-cock slut."

Steve felt another jolt of arousal.

Coach gently tightened his fingers in Becca's hair.

"The perfect little married fucktoy."

He looked down into her eyes.

"That's what you want, isn't it?"

Becca had been concentrating so intently on Coach's cock that she apparently missed his question.

His grip suddenly tightened in her hair.

He pulled her firmly away from him and tilted her face upwards until she was looking directly at him.

"Bitch, you need to learn how to follow fucking directions."

Becca gasped for breath.

Coach stared down at her, his voice low and commanding.

"I asked you a question."

He tightened his grip slightly.

"Do you want to be a black-cock slut?"

Becca's eyes remained fixed on him.

Coach paused.

"I can stop right now."

Something about those words immediately caught Steve's attention.

"You can get dressed and go home to your little husband."

Becca's face was flushed and slick with sweat. Saliva glistened around her swollen lips, and her eye makeup had smeared beneath watery, reddened eyes.

For a second she simply stared up at Coach.

Then panic seemed to flash across her expression.

"No."

Coach raised an eyebrow.

Becca swallowed.

"I mean...yes."

Her voice trembled.

"I want to be your slut, Coach."

Steve's stomach tightened.

"Please."

She looked almost pleading now.

"I don't want to go home yet."

Another pause.

"Please don't stop."

Steve stared through the window.

Was she actually begging him?

Nothing he'd seen so far had prepared him for that.

This had been Steve's fantasy.

He had wanted Becca to experience another man. He'd wanted her overwhelmed by someone bigger, stronger and better equipped than himself.

And God knew Steve was aroused by what he was watching.

But Coach had already spent what felt like forty minutes relentlessly fucking his wife, reducing her to shaking orgasms and incoherent cries.

And Becca didn't want it to end.

She was begging him to continue.

For the first time that evening, a completely different thought cut through Steve's excitement.

Had he made a mistake?

Coach's grin widened.

"Good bitch."

He released Becca's hair and nodded towards the couch.

"Now go bend that fine ass over there."

Becca didn't argue.

She placed a hand on the floor and slowly started pushing herself upright.

CRACK!

The slap echoed through the office.

Becca squealed.

A bright red handprint immediately began blooming across the pale skin of her backside.

"I said MOVE, bitch."

Becca hurried towards the couch.

Steve stared at her through the glass.

Then he frowned.

Was she...

Was she smiling?

Becca dropped to her knees in front of the couch and planted both hands against the back cushions, bracing herself.

Coach stood behind her.

"Shake that ass, baby."

Becca obeyed immediately.

She began moving her hips from side to side, slowly at first, then with an exaggerated little rhythm as though she were dancing to music only she could hear.

Coach laughed.

"Yeah, that's it."

His eyes travelled over her.

"You're a hot little married slut, aren't you?"

"Oohhh..."

Becca gave no real answer.

She simply whimpered and continued moving for him, apparently enjoying the humiliating way he spoke to her.

Then Coach moved.

Fast.

He slid one thick forearm between Becca's thighs while his other arm came around her upper body. With an effortless burst of strength, he lifted her almost completely off the floor.

Becca squealed.

Coach drove her forward into the couch, burying her face in the cushions.

"Oh!"

Before she could recover, he lifted her lower legs and repositioned her, leaving her kneeling across the seat with her hips raised high and her face pressed into the back cushions.

Becca squirmed beneath him.

Steve stared through the window.

Again, it was the difference in their size that struck him.

Coach placed one enormous hand flat against Becca's back, holding her securely in the face-down, ass-up position.

His palm seemed to cover an astonishing amount of her slender body.

Steve had always known Becca was petite.

But beneath Coach, she looked almost delicate.

Tiny.

Completely physically outmatched.

The sight both thrilled and intimidated him.

CRACK!

Coach's other hand came down hard across Becca's ass.

She cried out into the cushions.

"Ohhh!"

Another slap followed.

CRACK!

Her hips jerked.

Coach struck her again.

And again.

Each sharp impact left another flush of red spreading across her pale backside.

Becca's cries gradually changed.

The startled squeals became moans.

Then breathless whimpers.

Her body trembled beneath Coach's hand as he held her firmly in place and continued spanking her, the contrast between the brightening skin of her ass and the rest of her pale body becoming more pronounced with every strike.

By the time Coach finally stopped, Becca's breathing was ragged.

Her backside was a deep crimson, marked from the repeated blows, and she lay almost limp against the cushions while small, needy sounds escaped her.

Coach stepped closer behind her.

"Now..."

Becca shifted her hips instinctively.

Coach wrapped one hand around his cock and dragged the thick head slowly through the wet folds between her legs.

Becca shuddered.

Coach did it again.

Up.

Then back down.

Her hips pushed towards him.

Coach smiled.

"Is that little white married pussy ready for some more?"

"Ooh...yeah," Becca breathed.

Instead of waiting for Coach to move, she began rocking her hips slowly backwards, taking him into herself a fraction at a time.

Coach simply stood over her and watched.

One massive hand remained planted against her back, holding her firmly in position while Becca worked herself onto his cock.

Half an inch.

Then another.

She whimpered into the cushions.

"Ohhh..."

For nearly a minute, Coach let her control the pace, watching her ass move steadily against him as she struggled to accommodate his size.

Then—

CRACK!

His hand came down hard across her already-reddened backside.

Becca let out an excited shriek.

Coach grinned.

"That's it, baby."

Another slow push of her hips brought more of him inside.

"Work that dick into that married-slut cunt."

"Oh God..."

Becca's voice had become a breathless whimper.

"Coach...you're so fucking big..."

Coach's expression hardened into an amused sneer.

"What's the matter?"

He shifted his hips.

"Hubby doesn't have a cock like this?"

Becca moaned.

Then Coach stopped letting her set the pace.

His hips drove forward.

Becca jolted against the couch.

Again.

Harder.

His right hand locked around her hip while the other remained spread across her back, keeping her pinned firmly in place as he established a deep, relentless rhythm from behind.

"Ungh..."

Becca cried into the cushions.

Coach thrust again.

"Your husband doesn't fuck this tight married cunt like this, does he?"

Each word came with another hard stroke.

Becca's body rocked forward beneath him.

"N-no..."

Coach drove deeper.

"What was that?"

"No, Coach!"

Her voice rose into a desperate wail.

"He can't fuck me like you can!"

Steve froze behind the glass.

Becca pushed backwards eagerly to meet the next thrust.

"Ohhh God!"

Her hips began moving with Coach's now, actively chasing every brutal stroke.

"He can't fuck me like you can!"

Coach grunted and drove into her harder. The slap of flesh filled the office.

"Admit it, slut," he growled. "You need a real man's cock."

Another brutal thrust.

"That little husband of yours isn't enough for this greedy cunt."

Becca cried out into the cushions. Coach tightened his grip on her hip.

"You need a..."

He slammed into her.

"BIG..."

Again.

"BLACK..."

One final, punishing thrust.

"COCK fucking this pussy."

"Ahhh...God!"

Becca's whole body suddenly locked beneath him.

"Oh...oh fuck..."

Another orgasm ripped through her.

Her legs trembled uncontrollably and her hips jerked beneath Coach's hands as her body clenched around him.

"That's it," Coach growled. "Cum on this big black dick, you fucking slut."

He kept pounding into her through the spasms.

"Your weak-ass husband could never make you cum like this, could he?"

"No!"

Becca sobbed the answer.

"Never!"

Steve's stomach dropped.

Becca's face was buried partly in the cushions, tears and smeared mascara streaking her flushed cheeks as Coach continued driving into her.

"I need your cock, Coach..."

Her voice broke.

"Oh God...I need it..."

That was too much.

Steve's entire body tightened.

Before he could stop himself, he came right there in the hallway.

He bit down on a groan, one hand braced against the wall while the other remained wrapped around his rapidly softening cock.

For several seconds, humiliation washed over him almost as powerfully as the orgasm itself.

There he was.

Standing outside a window.

Coming in his own hand while another man fucked his wife only a few feet away.

Steve looked down at himself, then back through the glass.

Coach laughed.


The Sound Of Laughter

The sound dragged Steve's attention immediately back into the office.

His enormous hands were gripping Becca's body hard enough that Steve could already see marks forming beneath his fingers.

Coach looked down at her with a cruel smile.

"Look at you."

He drove into her again.

"Married little tramp begging for my dick like a bitch in heat."

Becca whimpered beneath him.

Coach leaned over her.

"You gonna be my personal little white married whore from now on?"

"Yes!" Becca screamed. "I'm your whore!"

Her voice broke into a desperate sob.

"Use me, Coach!"

The wet sounds of their bodies filled the office as Coach continued driving into her, Becca's body struggling to accommodate his size. Coach leaned over her.

"Say it, cunt."

He punctuated the demand with another hard thrust.

"Say that tiny-dicked husband of yours is never gonna satisfy you again."

Becca cried out.

"This pussy belongs to me now."

"Ahhh...God!"

Another thrust drove the words from her in broken pieces.

"It's yours, Coach!"

Becca's hands clawed uselessly at the cushions.

"My pussy is yours!"

Steve stared through the glass.

"Say it."

"Steve's dick is tiny!"

The words hit him like a punch.

"I'm your married slut!"

Becca sounded almost delirious now, completely lost in the filthy role Coach had imposed on her.

"I'll do anything you want!"

Coach let out a deep, triumphant roar and drove into her with renewed force.

Becca's body gradually went limp beneath him.

Not unconscious.

Surrendered.

She no longer seemed interested in resisting the movement of his body at all, allowing Coach to control the rhythm completely while desperate moans spilled from her into the cushions.

Steve stood frozen outside the window.

He hardly recognised the woman he was watching.

His prim, respectable wife—the woman who had spent years keeping this side of herself hidden behind closed doors—was now dishevelled, sweating and completely consumed by another man's pleasure.

The faint slap of flesh carried through the glass.

Becca moaned.

Coach grunted.

And Steve could still hear her words echoing in his head.

Steve's dick is tiny.

I'm your married slut.

The humiliation of it crushed him.

He knew she was caught up in the moment. He knew this was exactly the kind of degradation they'd fantasised about.

But standing there watching another man make his wife scream while she publicly reduced Steve to the inadequate husband in their fantasy, those words suddenly felt frighteningly real.

As the intensity of Becca's orgasm slowly began to fade, her body continued trembling beneath him.

Small aftershocks ran through her legs and stomach while Coach eased his pace, replacing the brutal pounding with slow, deep strokes that seemed designed to make her feel every inch of him.

"Mmm...God..."

Becca's voice was hoarse.

"Coach..."

Another deliberate thrust pushed a broken moan from her.

"Thank you..."

Steve's eyebrows rose.

"Thank you..."

Becca pressed her face into the cushions, breathing hard.

"Your cock..."

Her hips moved weakly backwards to meet him.

"It's fucking perfect..."

Coach chuckled.

Becca whimpered as he sank deeply into her again.

"Stretching me..."

Another gasp.

"Filling me..."

Coach's hands tightened around her hips.

"That's right, slut."

He rolled his hips slowly against her.

"This is the cock you were made for."

Becca answered with a soft, exhausted moan.

Coach continued fucking her at the same measured pace for several seconds.

Then his tone changed.

"So..."

Another deep thrust.

"Your husband tells me you two came up with some ground rules."

Steve immediately became more alert.

Becca nodded against the cushions.

"Uh-huh..."

Coach smiled.

"That's good."

His rhythm began gradually increasing again.

"Because I've got a few rules of my own."

Becca gave a high, breathless whimper as another harder stroke jolted her body forward. Coach gripped her hips more firmly.

"Rule number one."

His voice dropped into the same commanding tone he'd been using all evening.

"This body belongs to the team now."

Becca shuddered beneath him. Then coach drove into her again.

"Every inch of this married pussy..."

Another hard thrust.

"...is ours to use..."

He tightened his grip.

"...as we see fit."

"Ohhh...God...yes..." Becca moaned, pushing her hips back towards him.

Coach's possessive language was clearly getting to her. The fantasy of surrendering control—of becoming the team's willing plaything—seemed to send another shiver through her already exhausted body.

Coach's pace increased.

"I'm gonna teach you exactly what we expect," he growled. "When you want this, you're gonna know how to tell us. And when you don't, you say so."

Becca whimpered into the cushions.

"I want it..."

"What was that?"

"I want it, Coach."

His hand tightened around her hip.

"Rule number two."

Becca went still enough to listen.

"When I say all of you, I mean all of you."

His hand moved lower, making his meaning unmistakable before he went any further.

Becca's eyes widened.

For a second, Steve saw genuine surprise cross her face.

Coach stopped.

"You understand what I'm asking?"

Becca hesitated, breathing hard.

Then she nodded.

"Yes."

"Tell me."

Her face flushed even deeper.

"Yes, Coach."

Only after hearing the answer did he continue.

Becca gave a startled cry at the unfamiliar sensation and tensed instinctively, forcing Coach to pause again until her body relaxed.

Then the initial shock seemed to merge with everything else she was already feeling.

"Oh...fuck..."

Her fingers clenched into the cushions.

Coach kept his movements controlled while Becca adjusted, watching her reaction closely.

"Still okay?"

"Yes."

Her answer came quickly this time.

"Don't stop."

Another shudder ran through her, and Becca buried her face against the couch as the combination of sensations threatened to overwhelm her again.

Coach laughed darkly as he worked his thumb deeper into Becca's ass.

"Listen to you."

Becca shuddered beneath him.

"Married little slut coming apart with my thumb in her ass."

"Ohhh...fuck..."

Coach twisted it slowly.

"Pathetic."

Becca's fingers dug into the cushions.

"Does your husband even know what an anal whore he married?"

"N-no..."

Her voice broke into a gasp.

"He's never..."

Coach pushed deeper.

"Never what?"

"Never touched my ass!"

Becca cried out, her entire body trembling as she struggled with the unfamiliar stretch.

"Uhhh...God..."

Tears gathered at the corners of her eyes, partly from the intensity, partly from the overwhelming pleasure that seemed to be building again.

Coach laughed.

"Of course he hasn't."

He drove his cock hard into her at the same moment.

"Little husband probably wouldn't even know what to do with an ass like this."

Becca moaned helplessly.

"But don't worry, slut."

Coach continued working his thumb inside her while maintaining the hard rhythm of his hips.

"Me and the boys can teach you."

Becca's head lifted slightly from the cushions.

"We'll train this tight little asshole until you know exactly how to take cock back here too."

"Ohhh God..."

Her breathing became frantic.

"Yes, Coach..."

Steve stared through the window.

Becca pushed backwards against him.

"My ass..."

Her words came out almost pleading.

"Please..."

Coach's grin widened.

The humiliation itself seemed to be feeding her arousal now. Every filthy promise produced another shudder, another desperate movement of her hips.

Coach began fucking her harder again. At the same time, his thumb worked steadily against the tight muscles of her ass. Becca cried out.

"Fuck...yes..."

The combination seemed almost too much for her. Her whole body shook beneath him as wave after wave of sensation ripped through her. Coach leaned over her.

"That's it, slut."

He drove into her harder.

"Take all of it."

Becca screamed into the cushions.

"This is what you're made for."

Another punishing thrust.

"Being a set of holes for real men."

Becca whimpered, pushing herself back towards him despite the intensity.

Coach's voice dropped into a rough growl.

"We're gonna train this ass."

He worked his thumb deeper.

"Stretch it until you can take exactly what we give you."

"Uh...uh...uh..."

They were almost the only sounds Becca could make now. Each punishing thrust seemed to knock the breath from her lungs, leaving her able to do little more than gasp and whimper into the cushions. Coach grinned down at her.

One hand travelled slowly up her sweat-slicked back before tangling firmly in her dishevelled hair. He pulled. Becca's head came sharply away from the cushions, her back arching as Coach drove even deeper into her.

"Rule number three."

CRACK!

His palm came down across her already-burning ass like a whip.

Becca screamed.

"You worship this black cock above everything else."

Another hard thrust.

"No more of that tiny-dick shit from your pathetic husband."

Steve's stomach twisted behind the glass.

Coach tightened his grip in Becca's hair.

"This married cunt wants real dick now."

He slammed into her again.

"Understood, slut?"

"Oh God...yes!"

Becca's voice cracked.

"I worship black cock, Coach!"

Steve froze.

"I'm your white married slut!"

Her words spilled out between desperate gasps.

"Only black cocks fuck me now!"

"Ohhh...fuck!"

Coach roared his approval.

Then he started hammering into her again.

Becca's body jolted violently with each stroke, the couch creaking beneath them while she writhed and wailed helplessly against the cushions.

The sounds coming from between her legs had become obscenely wet.

Every thrust forced another slick squelch from her stretched pussy as Coach drove his enormous cock into her again and again.

"Hnnngh...fuck!"

Coach's hands locked around Becca's hips.

His fingers dug deeply into her pale skin.

"This cunt's mine now!"

He slammed into her.

"Gonna ruin it for that pathetic husband of yours!"

Becca babbled incoherently beneath him, completely lost in the intensity of the moment.

Whatever embarrassment or hesitation she'd carried into the office seemed temporarily forgotten. Her world had narrowed to Coach's hands, his voice and the overwhelming sensations tearing through her body.

Coach drove into her several more times. Hard. Deep. Then suddenly pulled out. The wet sound of his cock leaving her was followed immediately by Becca's frustrated whimper.

"Ohhh..."

Her hips shifted instinctively backwards as though searching for him again, her swollen pussy clenching around nothing while slick fluid ran slowly down the inside of her thighs.

Coach stepped back.

"On your knees, whore."

Becca moved immediately. She slipped from the couch and dropped onto her knees in front of him, looking up through smeared makeup and watery eyes.

Coach towered over her. His body still glistened with sweat, chest rising and falling heavily as he wrapped one hand around his erection, now slick with Becca's juices. He stepped closer. Then slowly dragged the swollen head across her flushed cheek.

"Time for your reward."

Becca's lips parted.

"For being such an obedient little white slut."

She opened her mouth wider and extended her tongue towards him.

Coach gave a low grunt.

His fist began moving rapidly along his shaft.

Becca watched.

Waiting.

"Here it comes, slut."

His breathing became ragged.

"Fucking take it!"

Coach roared.

His cock jerked violently in his hand.

The first thick jet of semen struck Becca across the cheek.

Then another.

And another.

Heavy streaks of white cum splattered across Becca's face.

Coach grunted as the last heavy spurts of cum streaked across Becca's face.

Several landed across her waiting tongue and inside her open mouth, while others ran over her lips and down her chin.

Becca stared up at him in exhausted disbelief.

There seemed to be an impossible amount.

Cum clung to her eyelashes, streaked into the loose strands of hair around her face and ran in thick trails down her neck. Several ropes had landed across her exposed breasts, leaving her flushed, sweat-covered skin glazed with his release.

Coach finally stepped back.

Becca barely had time to react before his hand closed around her shoulder and pushed her backwards onto the couch.

She collapsed into the cushions.

For several seconds she simply lay there.

Spent.

Every muscle seemed to tremble from the prolonged intensity of what she'd just experienced. Her chest rose and fell rapidly as she struggled to catch her breath, eyes half closed and lips parted.

Steve stared through the window.

His wife was an absolute mess.

Her strawberry-blonde hair had come loose and stuck damply against her face. Mascara was smeared beneath reddened eyes. Thick streaks of Coach's cum coated her cheeks and lips, slowly running down her chin and neck.

More had collected across her collarbones and breasts, glistening against skin already slick with sweat.

Becca made no immediate attempt to clean herself.

Instead, one hand drifted slowly down her stomach.

Then between her legs.

Her fingertips brushed across her swollen, oversensitive pussy.

She flinched slightly at the first touch.

Then explored again.

Everything felt tender and unfamiliar after taking someone so much larger than Steve for so long.

Becca slowly ran her fingers along herself, feeling the lingering sensitivity and temporary stretched sensation Coach had left behind.

A quiet moan escaped her lips.

Coach finally stepped away from the couch and strode towards the office door.

His broad body was still slick with sweat, and a deeply satisfied grin remained fixed across his face.

He pulled the door open.

"You can come in now, Steve."

Becca's head snapped up.

For a second, she simply stared at Coach.

Then the meaning of his words registered.

Steve had been outside.

Watching.

The colour drained from her face before rushing back twice as strongly.

"Oh my God..."

A wave of emotions seemed to crash over her all at once.

Humiliation.

Panic.

Fear of what Steve must be thinking.

And, somewhere beneath all of it, another disturbing little thrill at realising her husband had witnessed just how completely she'd surrendered to another man.

Becca hurriedly tried to sit upright.

She immediately winced.

Her body was exhausted and tender, every movement reminding her of the prolonged fucking she'd just endured.

Then she became aware of her appearance.

"Shit..."

Cum was still streaked across her face, neck and breasts.

She wiped frantically at her cheek with one hand, but only succeeded in smearing it further into her skin and the loose strands of hair stuck around her face.

More slowly ran down her chest towards her stomach.

"Fuck..."

Becca grabbed uselessly for something to clean herself with.

Steve stepped cautiously through the doorway.

His stomach tightened at the sight of her.

Seeing everything through the window had been shocking enough.

Standing in the same room afterwards was different.

Coach looked almost absurdly pleased with himself.

He reached for a pair of basketball shorts and pulled them on.

"Told you she'd be okay."

Steve looked at him.

Coach chuckled.

"She had questions. We talked."

His eyes flicked towards Becca.

"She was nervous as hell at first."

Becca's face burned.

"But once she decided what she wanted..."

Coach's grin widened.

"Well."

He looked back at Steve.

"Let's just say your wife surprised the hell out of me."

Becca stared at the floor.

Coach laughed softly.

"Turns out that sweet little wife of yours has got quite a wild side when she lets it out."

He spoke about her with the same crude satisfaction he'd shown throughout the encounter, almost as though Becca weren't sitting only a few feet away.

Steve's eyes met Becca's across the room.

For several seconds, neither of them spoke.

Becca looked almost nothing like the polished, carefully composed woman who had walked into the stadium only a few hours earlier.

Her strawberry-blonde hair was a tangled mess, damp strands plastered against her flushed face. Mascara had streaked beneath her eyes and mixed with the drying tracks of tears, while traces of Coach's cum still glistened across her cheeks and along her jaw.

Becca stared back at Steve.

Humiliation burned through her.

He had seen everything.

Every scream.

Every filthy thing she'd said.

Every orgasm.

And yet, beneath the embarrassment, she felt another unwanted flicker of excitement as she watched Steve's gaze travel slowly over her dishevelled body.

He looked stunned.

But he was unmistakably aroused too.

That knowledge sent another little shiver through her.

Becca hurriedly tried to make herself presentable.

She pulled her top and bra back into place and zipped the front of her vest, hiding breasts that were still sticky with traces of Coach's release.

Her crimson yoga pants and panties had been dragged back on with little care, the tight material clinging awkwardly to her damp skin.

Nothing about her looked composed.

She looked thoroughly fucked.

For a fleeting moment, that realisation seemed almost to excite her.

Then the sexual haze began to clear.

Steve saw the change happen.

The flush in Becca's face slowly faded.

Her eyes became less dreamy and more uncertain.

Her fingers trembled as she tried to straighten her clothes and smooth down her ruined hair.

The reality of what she'd just done—and what Steve had witnessed—was beginning to settle over her.

Coach, apparently oblivious to the shift in her mood, continued talking with the same smug satisfaction.

He looked towards Becca and grinned.

"Can't wait to get that tight little pussy again."

Becca went still.

Coach glanced back at Steve.

"Your girl's cunt was made for my big black cock."

Becca shifted uncomfortably on the couch as she slipped her shoes back on.

Coach's crude words landed very differently now.

Only minutes earlier, that same kind of degradation had driven her wild. Now, with the sexual haze rapidly disappearing, every comment seemed to deepen her humiliation.

Her face burned.

Fresh tears gathered at the corners of her eyes.

She couldn't bring herself to look at Steve.

"You heard her, man," Coach continued with a smug laugh. "Begging for it."

Becca's shoulders tightened.

"Screaming for my dick like a bitch in heat."

She stared down at the floor.

"Didn't take long to turn that sweet little wife of yours into a cum-hungry slut."

Becca closed her eyes.

Each word forced her to remember something she'd said or done only moments earlier.

The screaming.

The begging.

The things she'd said about Steve.

At the time, she'd barely been capable of thinking beyond what Coach was doing to her.

Now she remembered all of it.

And Steve had watched.

She wanted to disappear into the couch.

Coach stepped closer to Steve and glanced back towards Becca.

Then he lowered his voice so she couldn't hear.

"We're gonna fuck her in every hole, bro."

Steve's expression tightened.

"Pussy. Mouth."

Coach grinned.

"Even that virgin ass."

He nodded towards Becca.

"We'll have that married little body trained to take whatever we give her."

Steve looked past him towards his wife.

Whatever excitement had been in Becca's expression before was gone now.

She sat hunched slightly forward, fingers trembling as she fussed uselessly with her shoes and ruined clothes.

The room fell quiet.

Becca drew in an unsteady breath.

Then Steve heard it.

A faint sob.

"Please, Steve."

He looked at her.

For the first time since entering the office, Becca met his eyes properly.

The embarrassment and fear in her expression hit him immediately.

"Please..."

Her voice shook.

"Can we just go?"

Steve stared at her for a second.

Her eyes were glassy with unshed tears, silently pleading with him to get her out of the room.

He cleared his throat and forced himself to look away from her.

"Uh..."

Steve turned towards Coach.

"Thanks for the...hospitality, Coach."

The words felt strange even as he said them.

He swallowed.

"But we should probably get going now."

Coach's lips curled into an amused grin.

"Hospitality, huh?"

He chuckled.

"That's one way of putting it."

Steve gave him a strained smile.

"Yeah."

Coach looked towards Becca.

"Well, you two have a good night."

Then, to Becca's obvious surprise, he stepped closer and took her hand.

"It was a pleasure, little lady."

He raised the back of her hand to his lips and kissed it.

Becca stiffened.

Coach smiled down at her.

"On behalf of the whole team, I hope we see you again real soon."

Becca managed a tiny nod.

Then she pulled her hand back and reached for her purse.

"I need to go."

Her fingers were still trembling as she gathered her things.

Steve immediately moved beside her.

Becca walked towards the door on unsteady legs, desperate to get out of the office and away from Coach's relentless attention.

Steve followed closely, placing a reassuring hand against the small of her back.

Neither of them spoke.

They made their way through the deserted locker room and towards the stadium exit.

The cool night air hit Becca's face the moment they stepped outside.

She took a deep breath.

"Hey, Steve."

Coach's voice came from behind them.

Steve stopped.

Becca didn't.

She kept walking towards the car.

Steve glanced back warily.

"Yeah?"

Coach approached at an easy pace, reaching into his pocket.

He produced a business card.

"Here."

Steve looked at it.

"It's got my number on there."

Coach held it out.

"And I've written down the number for BJ and Tray's apartment too."

Steve hesitated before taking it.

Coach glanced towards Becca's retreating figure.

"Something tells me you might be needing those numbers."

Steve's stomach tightened.

"Uh..."

He slipped the card into his pocket.

"Okay. Thanks, I guess."

Coach laughed.

Then he placed a heavy hand on Steve's shoulder.

"Trust me, bro."

His grip was just a little tighter than necessary.

"I've seen this before."

Steve said nothing.

Coach nodded towards Becca.

"These respectable married women come in nervous as hell."

His grin widened.

"Then they discover what they've been missing."

Steve's expression tightened.

Coach chuckled.

"I don't think that's the last time we're gonna see your wife."

Steve pulled slightly away from his hand.

"We'll see."

"Oh, you'll be back."

Coach sounded utterly certain.

Steve didn't answer.

He simply nodded once and turned away.

Becca was already halfway across the parking lot.

She walked slowly towards the car with both arms wrapped tightly around herself, as though she were trying to hold together whatever remained of her composure.


Books By This Author

While Her Husband's Away: A White Wife Can't Resist Her Big Black Urges

Luke had suspected the truth for years. Lucy was sweet, loyal, and affectionate… but she had never truly enjoyed sex with him. No matter how much he tried, he couldn’t make her cum. She never said it out loud — until one night she finally did.

That single conversation changed everything.

Now, during a storm that’s cut off the power and trapped them with their best friends, Luke is watching his wife on her knees for Jaydene — his oldest friend. Jaydene’s big black cock is stretching her mouth, and Lucy is moaning like she’s never moaned for her husband. Luke should be furious. He should be heartbroken.

Instead, he’s painfully hard.

He told himself he only wanted this once. Just to see. Just to give her what he couldn’t. But as he watches his wife surrender to another man, Luke realises something he’s no longer sure he can control:

He doesn’t want it to stop.

Finding Their Bull: A White Couple Find Their Big Black Bull

For anyone who met Hannah and Luke, they seemed like the perfect all-American couple — young, attractive, and completely ordinary.

No one would ever guess what happened once their bedroom door closed.

It started innocently enough: the two of them naked on their bed, watching interracial porn together. Hannah frantically rubbing her soaked pussy while Luke stroked his modest four-inch cock. But the video hit different when the blonde wife on screen looked just like Hannah… and the massive black cock she was worshipping was twice the size of Luke’s.

That was the moment everything changed.

The fantasy quickly became an obsession. One late-night discovery of the website in the video title and the young couple took the plunge — uploading their verification photo and offering themselves to a real Black Master.

Now, sweet Hannah is on her back, legs spread wide, moaning in ecstasy as the dominant, well-hung Andre claims her tight white pussy. And only seconds after he fills her with thick ropes of superior black cum, her devoted cuckold boyfriend Luke is face-down between her thighs — eagerly cleaning up every drop.

The more humiliated Luke feels, the harder he gets. And Hannah? She’s never going back.

The Reluctant Hotwife: Origin

It started as a quiet obsession—fantasies I couldn’t shake: my faithful wife with another man, specifically a Black man.

I confessed everything to her after years of therapy.

Her answer was immediate: “No way.”

I thought that would end it. Instead, the seed took root. She began indulging me—just whispers in bed, a teasing name, small crumbs of dirty talk to keep me sane.

But reluctance has a way of crumbling.

Slowly, she grew bolder. Curious. Until one night I invited him into our home and watched from the shadows as my hesitant wife whispered “I can’t”… right up to the moment she spread her legs and begged for more.

Now she’s on our bed, still dripping his cum, eyes locked on mine with raw, unashamed lust.

No regret. No tears.

This is the origin of my Reluctant Hotwife—and I’m the one who set her free.

I only hope I can handle what comes next.
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