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Chapter 1


The first thing you learn at these functions is that loyalty comes in three scents: cheap aftershave, institutional disinfectant, and the warm, sour fog of a crowded room that’s been breathing too long. I take my place—per usual—in the far corner of the hotel ballroom, my back to the decorative wall sconce, positioned perfectly to watch the event unfold without inviting interaction. The men, already loose-limbed and shiny with sweat before the speeches even start, crowd the refreshment tables and spill over to the circular seating like toddlers set loose at recess. The wives form their own orbit: gracious, decorative, all in soft pastels or harshly ironic business-casual. I blend with neither, a periphery shadow, two cups ahead and three steps removed from the unspoken contest of who can pretend to enjoy these evenings the most.

Marcus circulates like a shark in a half-size suit. His face holds the expression he reserves for athletic directors and press conferences—reassuring, competent, mildly bored by your existence. I used to envy that mask. Now I see every crack in it, the way his eyes flicker to the one true threat in the room: Jonah Reyes, tonight in an aggressively tailored navy shirt that clings like a fuck-you to anyone who ever told him off-the-rack was good enough.

Rey is new enough to this level that he still laughs with his whole body, mouth open, head tipped back, hands smacking the table with joyful violence. He is, as I’ve noted in every private conversation with Marcus, painfully beautiful: skin always at war with the sun, smile wide and reckless, arms thickened from years of compensating for a too-small midfield. He doesn’t belong here yet, not really, but he acts as if he owns the room. And Marcus, for all his practiced indifference, can’t stop watching.

It’s not a sexual thing, or so Marcus has assured me in that annoyed, let’s-move-on tone he uses whenever I have the temerity to point out what he thinks he’s hiding. I let him believe I buy it. It’s easier to be the obliging wife, especially when it keeps the conversation moving. But I know my husband’s tells better than he knows his own goddamn face.

Tonight, the tells are all in overdrive. Marcus tracks Rey’s movement like a panther on the wrong side of the glass: tension in the jaw, tongue pressed hard against his upper molars, hands flat on the linen tablecloth until the knuckles bleach. I see the little spasms of regret every time Rey breaks into another story, every time he collects an audience that Marcus can’t enter. When Rey looks up and catches Marcus’s eye, my husband glances away too quickly, heat rising in his face, ears coloring behind the neat curve of his hair.

The internal monologue is easy to reconstruct: I am the coach. I am the authority. I don’t want. I need to not want.

Tonight, I want to see what happens if I stop helping him.

So I wait for the first opportunity. When Marcus’s attention is hijacked by the team’s owner, I slip out of my seat and melt into the fray. The room smells worse in motion: bodies crammed shoulder to shoulder, every breath a chorus of pheromones, lager, and anxiety. I find Rey at the far end of the bar, hunched over a too-small cocktail glass, talking with a cluster of teammates who part as soon as I approach.

He stands when he sees me, always the charmer, and gestures to the empty stool beside him.

“Mrs. Morales,” he says, voice warm and deliberately slow. “I didn’t expect to see you out here in the wild. Does Coach know you’re slumming it with the basic refreshments?”

I return his grin. “He doesn’t monitor my intake quite as closely as he does yours, Rey.”

He laughs—an unfiltered, honest sound that makes me want to check for cameras. The boy has no idea how intoxicating he is, or maybe he does and simply doesn’t care.

“You sure about that?” he says, and his gaze lingers, a beat too long. “He’s been pretty locked on you tonight. You must be up to something.”

The line is meant to tease, but I can see the pulse of insecurity beneath it. No one in this organization fully trusts an observation they didn’t make themselves.

I put a hand on his forearm—just above the wrist, exactly where his sleeve is rolled back to show the sharp edge of a recent tattoo. I squeeze, the way you might steady a glass about to tip. He stiffens under my touch, surprised but not displeased.

“If I were up to something,” I say, “do you think you’d notice before Marcus did?”

His pupils contract, a microsecond of analytic recalibration. “Probably not,” he admits, “but I’d like to think I’d at least enjoy the fallout.”

This is the opening. This is the part where I could demur, deflect, return to my corner with a hint of a smile and be done with it. Instead, I lean in, close enough for Rey to smell my lipstick, and lower my voice to a level that reads as intimacy but is loud enough for anyone behind me to hear.

“You want to hear a secret?” I say.

He nods, and I bring my lips almost to his ear. “He talks about you in his sleep sometimes. Not by name, of course, but I know the difference between a regular dream and a Jonah Reyes special.”

Rey inhales sharply. A thousand things flicker behind his eyes, most of them disbelief and confusion, but I catch the glimmer of pride there, too.

“Are you fucking with me?” he asks, voice raw.

I shake my head and let my hand slide up his arm, over the dense muscle, until my fingers rest lightly on the inside of his elbow. The gesture is calculated, almost scientific in its precision.

“Not unless you want me to,” I say. “You’re more fun to watch when you’re not sure what’s real.”

A flush creeps up his throat, visible even under the low-wattage bar lighting. His hand comes to rest just shy of my waist, a reflex he aborts at the last moment, unsure of the rules. I sense the energy shift: conversations stutter at adjacent tables, heads tilt, Marcus’s gaze burns a raw hole in the back of my dress.

“I, uh, didn’t know the coach—” Rey starts.

“He doesn’t. He’d never admit it. But he wants you, and you know it.”

I pull back enough to see the effect, and I’m not disappointed. Rey is short-circuiting, trapped between the urge to play it cool and the desperate need to ask a thousand questions. The arrogance, the easy charisma, it all dissolves. What’s left is the raw, honest boy who got here on talent and bad decisions and a luck that never quite feels earned.

I let the silence linger, let the rumor metastasize.

When I return to our table, Marcus is waiting, jaw set, the tendons in his forearm tight as he grips his glass. His voice is even when he asks, “What was that?”

“I needed a drink,” I say. “And he needed someone to tell him he’s not as mysterious as he thinks.”

There’s a long, hot silence between us. The tablecloth ripples as he drums his fingers—Marcus’s tell for frustration when he’s trying not to show it.

“Are you trying to make a point, Lena?”

“Would it work if I was?”

He doesn’t answer, and I watch his eyes drift again, this time to the place where Rey is now uncharacteristically quiet, staring at the dregs of his own drink as if it might spell out instructions for what comes next.

The ballroom dissolves into factions: players clustered by contract year, wives and girlfriends tallying micro-aggressions and social debts, the team’s PR director making rounds with the buoyant desperation of a drowning woman. I watch the current shift, see the way glances travel between me and Rey, between Marcus and the other coaches. It’s not a scandal yet, but the virus is in the air, and everyone can feel it.

Later, as the speeches drone on and the men start to scatter for the after-party, Marcus pulls me aside. His hand is tight around my elbow—harder than necessary, but not painful. I let him steer me into the corridor, where the light is less forgiving and the crowd noise thins to a hush.

“You can’t do that,” he hisses, voice low and urgent.

“Do what?” I feign confusion, too practiced for it to be convincing.

“This,” he gestures back to the ballroom, to Rey, to the sum total of my rebellion. “You’re not just embarrassing me—you’re fucking with the team dynamic. That’s my job on the line.”

I wait for him to look at me, to actually see me instead of whatever version he’s built out of duty and inertia.

“It doesn’t have to be about you, Marcus,” I say. “Maybe I wanted to see what would happen if I stopped being invisible for a night.”

He releases my arm, and for the first time in years I see something break in his expression. Not anger, not even fear—just the slow, horrified realization that he’s not the only one playing at control.

We return to the ballroom, but the axis has shifted. Rey won’t meet Marcus’s gaze, but he watches me with a new intensity, equal parts admiration and caution. The other wives look at me like I’ve slipped a wire in the punch bowl. Even the PR director corners me near the restrooms and asks, “Everything all right at home?” with the brittle smile of someone logging every answer for future reference.

On the drive home, Marcus is silent. I stare out the window at the cold neon and think about the ripple effect of a single, calculated touch. I imagine Rey replaying our conversation, trying to decide if it was real or just another test he failed to prepare for. I imagine the next team practice, the atmosphere thick with implications. And I wonder how long it will take before Marcus realizes that what I did tonight wasn’t about Rey at all.

At a red light, he finally says, “You’re not the woman I married.”

I turn my head, meet his eyes, and smile.

“Maybe not,” I say. “But maybe you’re not the man I thought you were, either.”

He doesn’t respond, but his hand leaves the wheel, comes to rest on my thigh—tentative, then possessive, as if reminding us both where the boundaries lie.

But I know better. After tonight, the boundaries aren’t where they used to be. And that, for the first time in a decade, makes me feel fucking alive.
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The car ride home is the kind of silence you’d expect after a car bomb, not a dinner party. Marcus’s hands choke the steering wheel. The dashboard lights throw sickly blue shadows across his knuckles—bone-white, every tendon rigid. He doesn’t look at me, not even at red lights. The only sound is the hum of the road and his breathing, sharper than usual, teeth grinding so hard I can almost feel it through the seatback.

My own pulse jackhammers in my neck, but you’d never know it from the way I slouch into the passenger seat, legs crossed, phone untouched. My reflection in the passenger window looks smug. That’s not how I feel, but it’s useful, so I let it stand.

He waits until we’re in the driveway, engine off, headlights glaring at the garage door like the eyes of something angry and blind.

“Don’t,” he says, voice low, not even turning his head. “Don’t do that ever again.”

I wait for the next part—for the bark, the litany of marital expectations, the breakdown of whose embarrassment was bigger. But he’s empty, hollowed out, and I realize he’s more afraid than furious.

I don’t answer. I just get out of the car, click my heels up the path, and let myself in.

He follows. Of course he does.

We don’t say a word as we hang our coats, or as I flick the kitchen lights on and pour a glass of water. He stands in the doorway, arms folded, eyes fixed on a spot somewhere over my left shoulder. His entire body vibrates with the effort of holding itself together.

Finally, he says it. “What the hell was that?”

I drain my glass, feeling the cold climb down my throat, then set it on the counter. “What do you think it was?”

He shakes his head like he’s trying to clear water from his ears. “You humiliated me, Lena. I’ve never—Christ, you don’t just—”

He cuts himself off, staring at me. Not my face, not even my eyes—he’s watching my mouth, the same way he’s watched opposing coaches before a handshake at the end of a bitter loss. Searching for a signal, a weakness.

I peel off my blazer, drape it across the kitchen chair. Then I start in on the buttons of my blouse, slow, one by one. I don’t break eye contact.

Marcus’s jaw flexes, but he doesn’t move.

“I did what you wouldn’t,” I say. “I crossed the line.”

He laughs—a single, ugly bark. “You crossed a line, all right.”

My blouse slips from my shoulders, puddling at my feet. I leave it there, unbothered. I reach behind to unzip my skirt, let it fall, too. Every movement is deliberate, a challenge. My nipples pebble instantly in the cool air. I walk past him, almost brushing his chest.

He grabs my arm, hard enough to leave marks. “Lena.”

I lean into his grip, use it to pivot toward the stairs, and pull him with me. His fingers bite into my biceps, but he lets himself be dragged.

Upstairs, I kick open the bedroom door. I unhook my bra and step out of my panties before I’m even fully inside. I hear him exhale behind me, sharp and animal. When I turn, he’s blocking the doorway, all 6’3” of him braced for impact. He wants to punish me. He wants to fuck me. Maybe both, in some order.

I crawl onto the bed and spread my knees wide, hands behind me on the mattress for balance. “Well?” I ask, voice as flat as I can make it. “Show me what you’re so afraid of.”

He’s on me before I can blink, the bedframe groaning as he shoves me down and kneels between my legs. His mouth is hot and mean on my collarbone, teeth finding the sharp angle just below my neck. He doesn’t kiss; he bites, like he wants to mark me so no one else can ever forget whose I am.

I dig my fingers into his hair and pull him up so we’re eye to eye. His pupils are blown, black with adrenaline.

“You want to fuck me like you hate me?” I whisper, lips brushing his. “Go ahead. But I’ll be thinking about his hands the whole time.”

He grunts, a sound of pure frustration, and slams his mouth down on mine. I taste blood where his teeth catch my lip. His cock is already hard—painfully, insistently so—and I can feel it grind against my thigh as he fumbles his way out of his pants. I rake my nails down his back, and he shudders, every muscle drawn tight as piano wire.

He flips me onto my stomach with one rough motion, palms spread over my shoulder blades to keep me pinned. I lift my ass for him, arching shamelessly, not just giving consent but demanding action.

He doesn’t even bother to ease in. Just lines up and shoves, burying himself in one furious thrust. I gasp at the stretch—he’s always thick, but tonight it feels obscene. He starts to move, hips jackhammering, nothing gentle about it. Every time he bottoms out, I whimper, and he must like the sound because he picks up speed, slamming into me over and over.

“You wanted this, didn’t you?” he pants, voice unrecognizable. “You wanted everyone to watch you flirt with that little shit?”

“He’s not little,” I spit back, twisting to look at him over my shoulder. “Bet he’d fuck me harder than you ever could.”

Marcus’s hands clamp on my hips so tight I know I’ll bruise. He pounds into me, faster, harder, rage and arousal mixing until I can’t tell which is which.

“He’s a child,” Marcus growls, but the word child is half-swallowed, coming out more as an admission than a slur.

I push back against him, meeting every thrust, making him work for it. “I bet his cock is huge,” I gasp, loving the way Marcus’s rhythm stutters at the provocation. “Bet he’d rip me open and leave me leaking for days.”

Marcus loses his shit then—pulls out just long enough to flip me onto my back, legs up and over his shoulders. He plunges in again, deeper this time, angling up to hit the spot that always wrecks me. His hands pin my wrists to the bed, and for the first time, I see tears in his eyes—anger and shame and something dangerously close to need.

I bare my teeth and moan for him, loud enough for the neighbors to hear. “That’s it,” I croon, “fuck your wife while you think about him. It’s what you want, isn’t it?”

He shakes his head, but it’s a lie, and we both know it. I tighten my pussy around him, fluttering in short, ruthless pulses.

“You want me to take him in front of you?” I goad, staring up at him, daring him to say yes. “Want to see how he’d ruin your perfect little wife?”

Marcus’s body locks up, his cock swelling impossibly thick. His jaw drops, but no sound comes out. I push harder: “Do you want him to fill me up and then make you lick it out of me?”

He howls—actually howls—and the orgasm rips through him so violently I think he might black out. He fucks through it, every muscle in his body spasming, flooding me with hot pulses of cum. He collapses over me, forehead pressed to mine, breath coming in savage gulps.

We stay like that—tangled, sweat-slicked, trembling—for long minutes. Finally, when his pulse has slowed enough to form words, he whispers, “You’re evil.”

I grin up at him. “You love it.”

He can’t deny it. He just rolls off and pulls me to his chest, holding me so tightly I almost can’t breathe.

The room smells like sex and sweat and something scorched clean. In the dark, I feel his hand drift down to my ass, stroking the bruised flesh like an apology. I kiss his jaw, taste the salt of old tears.

We both know this isn’t over. The war is just beginning.

But for tonight, at least, I’m not invisible. And I’m not alone in my own bed.

Tomorrow, maybe, I’ll tell Marcus just how good it felt when Rey’s eyes dropped to my cleavage and he stuttered his way through a compliment. Maybe I’ll tell him that I want to see how far he’ll let me go. Maybe I’ll let him watch.

But for now, I let my head rest against his shoulder, let him think he’s reclaimed something. Let him believe I’m his and only his.

After all, the best mind games are the ones you win without ever showing your hand.

I close my eyes and listen to the dark, already rewinding every moment, ready for the next move.


Chapter 2


The tablecloth is too white, too perfect. I run my palm across the crisp linen, watching the fabric ripple under my touch. Four hours until he arrives, and my skin already feels too tight, like I might vibrate out of it before the doorbell even rings.

"Team strategy dinner," I murmur to the empty dining room, testing how the words sound out loud. As if I have any real interest in the difference between a false nine and a shadow striker. But the fiction gives us all a reason to be here, doesn't it?

I set the water glasses first—crystal, not the everyday tumblers. They catch the afternoon sun and throw fractured rainbows across the table's edge. Pretty. I wonder if he'll notice, or if his eyes will be too busy tracking the movement of my hands as I pass the salt.

Three place settings. I stand back, squinting at the arrangement, then nudge Marcus's chair slightly closer to mine. Not enough to be obvious, but enough that his knee might brush mine if he leans to the left. The third chair I leave where it is, deliberately angled so its occupant will have a clear view of both of us—and us of him.

My phone buzzes. One new message from Tessa: "You still going through with this madness?"

I don't answer. The question's been sitting in my gut since I hit send on the invitation to Jonah Reyes. Three days of watching my husband's face for any sign he'd heard, any whisper from the locker room that might have reached him. Nothing. Either the boy keeps his own counsel, or my husband's poker face is even better than I thought.

I move to the kitchen, where the marinade for the steak is resting. Garlic, rosemary, more red wine than the recipe called for. The sharp, herbal scent cuts through my nervousness. At least if this all goes to hell, we'll have good food.

The timer on the bread dough dings, and I punch it down more viciously than it deserves. Twenty more minutes for the second rise, then into the hot oven. Simple. Predictable. Unlike the thrumming in my chest that's been there since I typed out: "Marcus and I would love to have you over to discuss your role in the new formation. Thursday at 7?"

No response for sixteen excruciating hours. Then: "Thanks for the invite, Mrs. Morales. Looking forward to it."

Mrs. Morales. Not Lena. As if the formality might protect him from whatever this is.

I slide the bread into its final proofing basket and cover it with a damp cloth. The clock reads 4:17. Enough time to shower and change before Marcus gets home.

Under the spray of hot water, I practice what I'll say. Casual, easy. "Just thought it would be good for him to see us as people, not just coach and coach's wife." True enough, if not the whole truth. I scrub my skin until it's pink, then condition my hair with the expensive stuff that smells like sandalwood. No reason not to smell good, even if the only one who might lean close enough to notice is my husband.

Drying off, I catch my reflection in the steamy mirror. Thirty-nine and my body's starting to show it—the soft crease where my thigh meets my hip, the slight puckering of skin above my elbow. Would he notice? Would he compare? The thought sends an unwelcome flush across my chest that has nothing to do with the hot shower.

I twist my hair up into a messy knot and secure it with a pencil, then swipe on mascara and a tinted balm. Not full makeup—that would be too obvious. Just enough to look like I made some effort, but not so much that Marcus would raise an eyebrow.

The front door slams and I jump, nearly dropping my lip balm. Five-thirty. He's early.

"Lena?" His voice carries up the stairs, followed by the thunk of his briefcase hitting the entryway table.

"In the bathroom," I call back, pulling on my robe. "Give me two minutes!"

I take three, smoothing lotion over my legs and spritzing a hint of perfume at the base of my throat. When I finally emerge, he's in the kitchen, tie already loosened, scrolling through his phone with one hand while the other reaches for a beer from the fridge.

"Hey," he says, looking up. His eyes do the quick scan they always do—face, neck, the triangle of skin visible where my robe crosses—before he leans in for a kiss. "Smells good in here. What's the occasion?"

Casual. Easy. I turn to slide the bread into the preheated oven, giving him my profile. "No occasion. Just tired of takeout." I nod toward the marinating steak. "Thought we'd eat like adults for once."

He hums, cracking open his beer. "Smart. I've got some film to review after, but nothing that can't wait." He drops into a kitchen chair, long legs stretching out to cross at the ankle. "How was your day?"

Normal. So perfectly, deliberately normal that I have to bite the inside of my cheek to keep from smiling. We dance through the familiar script: his staff meeting, my editing deadline, the neighbor's new puppy that won't stop barking. All while I move around the kitchen, setting the table for three instead of two.

He notices on my second trip to the dining room with the good napkins.

"Are we expecting someone?" he asks, voice carefully neutral. But I see the way his thumb taps against his glass—once, twice, three times fast.

I lean against the doorframe, letting my robe fall open just a fraction further. "Jonah Reyes. I invited him for dinner to talk about the team." I keep my face blank, like this is the most natural thing in the world. "You're always saying he needs to understand the bigger picture. Figured he might listen better over steak than in your office."

Marcus's face does something complicated—a flash of surprise quickly smoothed into thoughtful consideration. "That's... actually not a bad idea." He takes a long sip of his drink. "What time's he coming?"

"Seven." I push off from the doorframe. "Which means I need to get dressed."

As I head upstairs, I let my robe belt trail from my fingers, just enough to make him watch me go.

Six-thirteen. Forty-three minutes to make myself look like I haven't been thinking about this all day.
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The doorbell rings at exactly 6:59, and my pulse spikes. Marcus is occupied in the kitchen, wrestling the cap off a second bottle of sparkling water. I’m at the door before he even turns around, which is precisely the point.

Jonah Reyes stands on our front porch looking nothing like the confident midfielder who terrorizes opposing defenses. He's wearing a navy button-down with the sleeves rolled up, and he's shifting his weight from one foot to the other like he's waiting for a penalty kick.

"Hey," I say, swinging the door wide. "Right on time. Come in."

"Mrs. Morales," he says, then catches himself. "Sorry, Lena. Thanks for having me."

He steps inside, bringing the scent of some expensive, subtle cologne with him. I take his light jacket—heavier than the spring evening warrants, but he's dressed for the air-conditioned restaurant he probably thought we'd be going to.

"Marcus is just setting things up," I say, leading him toward the kitchen. "Can I get you something while we wait? Water, soda, or are you sticking to the coach’s rules on game week?" He laughs, the sound loosening something in his shoulders. "One soda won’t kill my first touch. But water first, if you don’t mind." I gesture for him to take a seat at the kitchen island while I fill a glass. From here, I can watch Marcus’s reflection in the microwave door—the slight pause in his hands when he hears Jonah’s voice, the quick, assessing glance over his shoulder.

"Reyes," he says, finally turning with the successfully uncorked bottle. "Good to see you. Lena didn't tell me she was springing a homework assignment on you."

I hand Jonah his water and lean against the counter, deliberately putting myself in the sightline between the two men. "It's not homework if there's no test. Just thought it might be easier to talk formations over food than trying to shout over the weight room music."

Jonah takes a long drink, his Adam's apple bobbing. "Smart. And I never say no to a home-cooked meal." He nods toward the oven. "Whatever that is smells incredible."

The timer dings, saving me from having to answer. Marcus steps in, reaching around me to grab the oven mitts. "Let me," he says, his chest brushing my back. "You've been cooking all afternoon."

It's a small thing, but it makes me wonder if he's showing off—the easy way he pulls the roasting pan out, the flex of his forearm as he sets it on the stove. Or maybe I'm just looking for it now, watching for any flicker of awareness between the two men in my kitchen.

We move to the dining room, and I watch Jonah take in the set table—the candles I lit at the last minute, the good china we usually save for holidays. His eyes dart to Marcus, then quickly away, like he's checking if this is normal or if he should be worried.

"Nothing fancy," I say, catching his look. "Just an excuse to use these before we die of old age.”

The first ten minutes are all safe territory: how training's been going, the upcoming away game in Chicago, the horror of airline food. I let them talk, interjecting only to steer the conversation when it veers too far into inside jokes or technical terms I'm not supposed to understand.

"The thing I don't get," I say, leaning forward to reach for the salt, "is how you all remember which run to make when Marcus is shouting three different instructions at once." The movement makes my blouse gape slightly, and I don't miss the way Jonah's eyes drop for a split second before he forces them back to my face.

He shrugs, cutting into his steak. "You just... know his voice, you know? Even with twenty thousand people screaming, I can pick out whether he's pissed about a missed pass or if we need to switch the press."

"Is that a skill you can turn off?" I ask. "Like, if we're at a crowded bar, can you still hear him ordering drinks across the room?"

Marcus snorts. "God, I hope not. The last thing I need is for him to know exactly how many bourbons I'm putting away."

The conversation lurches into a story about an away trip to Portland where the hotel bar stayed open suspiciously late for the coaching staff. I'm half-listening, watching the way Jonah's hands move when he talks—expressive, quick, occasionally tapping the edge of his plate to emphasize a point. His left pinky has a crooked knuckle, like it's been broken and never quite set right.

My phone buzzes in my pocket. Tessa. Again. I ignore it, but the second buzz has Marcus glancing over.

"Everything okay?" he asks.

"Just Tessa being dramatic about her date tonight," I lie smoothly. "I should probably check if she's setting anything on fire."

As if on cue, it starts ringing. I make an apologetic face. "Speaking of. Do you mind if I...?"

They both wave me off, already diving back into a debate about whether the league's newest designated player is worth his astronomical salary. I slip into the kitchen and hit answer.

"Are you dead?" Tessa demands before I can even say hello.

"No, I'm serving the second course of manipulation with a side of sexual tension," I whisper, keeping one eye on the doorway. "He's here. They're talking about the Vancouver game."

"Details, you withholding bitch. Is Marcus doing the thing where he tries to sound smart?"

I peek around the corner. Marcus is demonstrating something with two salt shakers and a bread basket, Jonah leaning forward to follow the movement. "Yes, but the player is actually listening, which is novel. Hang on—"

I break off as Marcus looks up, catching my eye. I give him a quick thumbs up and he rolls his eyes, turning back to Jonah without missing a beat in whatever tactical point he's making.

"Okay, I need to go. I'll call you tomorrow with the full autopsy."

I hang up despite her squawking protest and take a deep breath. Showtime.

When I come back, they've moved on to the team's injury report, which is my cue to jump in with a question about the new sports medicine guy. As I slide back into my seat, I "accidentally" bump the table, jostling Jonah's nearly empty glass. The soda sloshes over the rim, splashing a dark streak across the front of his white shirt.

"Oh god, I'm so sorry!" I'm halfway out of my seat before he can react, grabbing my napkin to dab at the spreading stain. "Let me get that before it sets—"

"It's fine, really—" he starts, but I'm already pressing the dampened corner of my napkin to the spot, which only succeeds in making the stain bloom further across the thin cotton.

Marcus is half-standing, caught between concern and something that might be amusement. "Lena, maybe let the man breathe while you attack him with a napkin."

I pull back, but keep my hand on Jonah's forearm. "It's going to set if we don't get some club soda on it. Come on, let's at least try to save the shirt." I stand, tugging lightly on his arm. "Bathroom's closer than the kitchen. Marcus, where's that stain stick thing you use on your ties?"

The look on my husband's face is worth every second of the awkward dinner prep. Confusion, then dawning understanding, quickly hidden behind coach-mode. "Under the sink. But really, it's just a shirt—"

"It's a nice shirt," I insist, and because I can't help myself: "And white's not a good color for hiding things, is it?"

Jonah's looking between us like he's trying to decode a language he only half-speaks. But he pushes back from the table, letting me lead him toward the hallway while Marcus watches, his glass frozen halfway to his lips.

The moment the door closes behind him, the air in the entryway turns thick enough to choke on. I stand there with Jonah's stained shirt clutched in my fist, watching the taillights of his Uber pull away from our curb. Three seconds of brake lights, then he's gone.

Behind me, I can feel Marcus's silence like a physical weight. Not the comfortable quiet of a thousand other evenings, but the specific, deliberate not-speaking of someone counting to ten.

"Did you want more drink?" I ask, finally turning. "I could open another—"

"What the fuck was that?"

The words hit the foyer walls and bounce back at us, sharp and sudden. His face is a study in controlled fury—mouth tight, nostrils flaring with each quick breath. I let my expression shift from surprised to confused, the way I've practiced in the mirror.

"What was what? Him spilling his drink? Pretty sure that was an accident, unless you're suggesting he—"

"You know exactly what I'm talking about." He steps closer, close enough that I have to tilt my head back to keep eye contact. "The shirt. Making him take it off. Touching him while you 'cleaned' the stain."

I shrug, letting the shirt dangle from my fingers. "Would you rather I let him walk around with a giant blotch for the rest of the night? He's meeting friends after."

"You could have given him the club soda and let him handle it himself." He's in full coach-voice now, the deep, measured tone he uses when a player's made a stupid mistake but he's trying not to show how pissed he is. The problem is, I'm not one of his players, and we both know it.

"He was trying to be polite. You saw how nervous he was." I sidestepped around him, heading for the kitchen. "If you're that worried about him catching a chill, I'll wash it now and you can take it to practice tomorrow."

He follows, of course. His footsteps are heavy behind me, deliberately so, like he's reminding me he's here. I drop the shirt in the sink and turn on the hot water, adding a generous squirt of the fancy stain remover I use on his dress shirts.

"Lena." Just my name, but with that particular frustrated sigh that means he's trying very hard not to lose his temper.

I keep my eyes on the shirt as I work the soap into the stained fabric. "What do you want me to say, Marcus? That I deliberately spilled his drink on him so I could make him take his shirt off? Because that would be..." I pause, pretending to search for the word. "Inappropriate. And weird. And definitely not something your wife would do."

The sink water discolors as the stain starts to fade. I push the shirt under the sudsy surface, watching the bubbles rise.

"You were flirting with him."

I snort, not looking up. "I was being a host. There's a difference."

"You leaned over the table at least six times when you didn't need to. You kept touching his arm when you laughed." He's counting off on his fingers, and the realization that he was tracking, actually keeping count, sends a dangerous thrill through my stomach.

"So I'm friendly. Sue me." I squeeze the excess water from the shirt and reach for a clean dish towel to wrap it in. "Would you rather I sat there stone-faced and made him feel unwelcome? Because I can do that next time, if you prefer."

"Next time?" He steps closer, close enough that I can feel the heat radiating from his chest. "You're already planning the next dinner where you get to watch him take his clothes off?"

I turn then, letting my hip bump against the edge of the sink. "Is that what's bothering you? That I watched? Or that you did?"

His face does something complicated—shock first, then quickly hidden behind a scowl. "Don't turn this around. This isn't about me."

"Isn't it?" I push the wrapped shirt to the side and dry my hands on a paper towel, taking my time. "Because you've been watching him all season. Every time he jogs past the bench, every time he takes his jersey off to swap it for a dry one. I have eyes, Marcus."

He flinches like I've slapped him. "That's not—it's not like that. He's a player. I'm evaluating his fitness, his—"

"His abs? The way his shoulder muscles move when he waves to the crowd?" I cut him off, my voice deliberately light. "Because that's not in the scouting report, but I've seen you tracking it."

He grabs my wrist, not hard enough to hurt but firm enough that I can't pull away without making it a struggle. "Stop it."

"Stop what? Saying what we're both thinking?" I step closer, using his grip on my wrist to pull him in. "You want to know what I was thinking while I was dabbing at that stain? I was wondering if you were imagining it was your hand on his chest instead of mine."

His free hand comes up to grip my jaw, thumb pressing into the hinge just shy of painful. "You're playing a dangerous game," he says, low and rough. "One you don't understand the rules to."

I turn my face just enough to let his thumb slip to the corner of my mouth. "Then explain them to me." I dart my tongue out, just a flick against the pad of his thumb. "Tell me exactly what you were thinking while you watched us."

He surges forward, capturing my mouth with his in a kiss that's all teeth and desperation. His hand slides from my jaw to the back of my neck, holding me in place as he licks into my mouth like he's trying to taste the lies. I bite his lower lip, not gently, and he groans, the sound vibrating through both of us.

When he finally pulls back, we're both breathing hard. His eyes are dark, pupils blown so wide there's just a thin ring of brown around the black.

"Was this the plan?" he asks, thumb stroking over the pulse jumping in my neck. "Get me jealous enough to fuck you against the kitchen cabinets?"

I arch into his touch, letting him feel how my heart is hammering. "No plan. Just curious." I slide my free hand up his chest to his shoulder. "Would you have stopped me if I'd kissed him instead of cleaning his shirt?"

His fingers tighten on the back of my neck. "Don't," he warns, but it's half a plea.

"Don't what? Don't imagine what his hands would feel like instead of yours?" I push up on my toes to whisper directly into his ear. "Don't think about how you'd watch?"

He makes a wounded noise, deep in his throat, and suddenly I'm being lifted, my ass hitting the edge of the kitchen counter as he steps between my legs. His hands are everywhere—one sliding under my thigh to hike my leg around his hip, the other fisting in the hair at the base of my skull.

"You want to talk about him while I'm touching you?" he growls, pressing his hard cock against my center. "Want to compare us before you've even felt him?"

I roll my hips, grinding down on the firm ridge of him. "I don't need to touch him to know," I pant. "I can see how he looks at you. The question is, does he look at me the same way?"

He kisses me again to shut me up, all hunger and no finesse. I bite back, just as hard, and when he finally breaks for air, there's a smear of my lipstick across his mouth. The sight of it—my mark on him—sends a possessive thrill through me that must show on my face because he pauses, eyes narrowing.

"What are you thinking?" he demands.

I swipe my thumb across his lower lip, smudging the red further. "That I want to see you come apart," I admit. "Not for him. For me."

Something flashes across his face—relief, confusion, want—before he buries it in the curve of my neck, biting down just hard enough to make me gasp.

"Bedroom," he says against my skin. "Now. Before I do something we'll both regret."

But as he helps me down from the counter, his hand lingers on the small of my back, possessive and sure. And when I lead him toward the stairs, I don't look back to see if he's watching me go. I already know the answer.


Chapter 3


I’m in the parking lot fifteen minutes before the training facility even closes. That’s how badly I want it tonight—I don’t even try to look casual, not in the rearview where my lips are a wine-dark gash, or in the overheads as I check for any stray gloss smears on my teeth. The dash clock clicks over: 8:46. The last time I pulled a stunt like this, it was for a job interview, and I wasn’t nearly this nervous.

I make myself wait. Two full songs, engine idling, windows up to keep the night’s chill from needling through my dress. I use the time to conjure every possible version of the next hour: Rey alone in the locker room, maybe half-dressed; Marcus exactly where he promised he’d be, hidden in the supply room with a view through the old vent. And me—moving through the hallways like a fucking ghost, immune to security cameras and the alarm sensors that all blink green after 7 p.m.

The building is emptier than I hoped, just the overnight janitor slumped behind her cart in the front vestibule, eyes locked on her phone. She doesn’t look up when I pass. The only thing louder than my heels on the tile is my heart. At the junction past the training staff’s office, I pause, pressing a hand flat against the wall to ground myself. The last time I stood here, it was for Marcus’s contract signing party, and there were banners and local news crews and Rey, shirtless, getting his photo taken while the team’s PR rep tried to keep him from mooning the local press. Now, it’s only the tang of disinfectant and the hush of distant water pipes.

I let myself into the locker room like I own it. The lights are down to half, the main bank off to save energy. Steam curls under the door to the showers, and over it all there’s the chemical bite of detergent—someone ran a load of towels before bailing for the night.

He’s there, just like Marcus said he would be: sitting on a bench, hunched over his phone, still damp from the shower and wrapped in nothing but a white towel. His hair’s dark with water, sticking up in a way that’s so juvenile it almost breaks the tension. But his body—fuck, it’s a living monument. Shoulders heavy and round, thighs as thick as fenceposts. Even now, half-distracted, he could probably crush me with a hug.

I shut the door behind me with a soft click. Rey looks up, instantly alert, but his face does a weird thing—like his mind needs a second to catch up to what his eyes are seeing. He pulls his towel tighter, but doesn’t stand.

“Mrs. Morales?” His voice cracks just enough to make me want to smile.

I don’t let myself. “Lena,” I correct, moving toward him. My heels are useless on the rubber mats, but I walk like I’m still in them, back straight, chin up. “You always stay this late?”

He shrugs, then thinks better of it, keeping the towel pinned with one hand. “Needed some solo time. New formation’s got my head spinning.” His eyes flick to the left, then the right, like he’s checking for chaperones.

I pause at the end of the bench, hands loose at my sides. “I heard you were in the building. Figured I’d see if you wanted to talk through the changes.” I keep my voice low, like we’re sharing a secret. Maybe we are.

He glances past me at the clock on the far wall. “Coach left hours ago.”

I let out a little hum. “Did he?”

There’s the softest scrape from behind the supply closet door—barely audible, but enough to make my stomach twist with anticipation. Marcus, right on cue.

Rey shifts, clearly uncomfortable but not enough to cover himself more. I sit, careful to leave a full foot of space between us. From the side, I can see the pulse in his throat jump when I cross my legs.

“You looked good tonight,” I say, running my tongue along my bottom lip. “Faster than the last game. More confident.”

His face goes red, all the way up to his hairline. “Thanks. Trying to keep up with the old guys.”

I laugh, sharp and a little cruel. “You could break every record here if you wanted to.”

He looks away, not disagreeing. “Don’t tell Coach that. He’s got enough pressure on me already.”

This is the opening. I slide closer, barely an inch, and rest my hand on the bench. “You like the pressure?”

He breathes in, holds it, then lets it out slow. “I like winning.”

“And if the game isn’t about winning?” I pitch it soft, a dare more than a question.

His eyes find mine. For a second, he’s all nerves and uncertainty, but there’s something else there—a hungry, reckless spark. “Then what’s it about?”

I lean in until I can smell the soap on his skin, the faint tang of sweat under the clean. “Sometimes it’s about who’s watching.”

He licks his lips. “Who’s watching now?”

I let my gaze drift, just for a heartbeat, toward the vent above the supply closet. I hold it long enough to know Marcus sees me, that he’s watching every move. When I look back, Rey’s frown is confused but curious.

“No one who matters,” I say.

He laughs, shaky, a little too loud. “If you say so.”

I reach out, brush a stray bead of water from his shoulder, let my fingers drag slow across the warm skin. He flinches, but doesn’t pull away. The towel slips a fraction, exposing the edge of his hip bone.

“You’re nervous,” I murmur.

He swallows. “Should I not be?”

I tilt my head, weighing him. “Do you want me to leave?”

He looks at my mouth, then back to my eyes. “No,” he says, so quietly I barely hear it.

I slide my hand down his chest, over the rigid planes of muscle, tracing the line of his sternum until I reach the towel’s edge. He shivers. I hook a finger under the terry and tug, just a little, just enough to make him choose: hold it up, or let it drop.

He lets it drop.

His cock’s already hard, pressing up against his thigh, flushed and impossibly thick. I can hear the rush of blood in my own ears, can feel the heat of Marcus’s eyes on us from behind the slats of the closet vent.

Rey laughs again, this time embarrassed. “Sorry,” he says, and tries to hide it with his hand. It’s adorable, but also a challenge.

I push his hand away. “Don’t apologize. You should be proud.”

I kneel between his legs, dress pooling around my knees, and take him in my hand. He sucks in a breath, hands digging into the bench, knuckles white. I stroke him once, slow, feeling the pulse and throb of him under my palm.

He looks down at me, face open and raw. “If Coach walked in—”

I cut him off by taking the head of his cock in my mouth, swirling my tongue around the tip before sinking lower, savoring the weight and heat of him. His hand flies to the back of my head, fingers tangling in my hair. He makes a desperate, guttural sound—something between a moan and a plea.

I pull off, just enough to speak. “You taste better than I thought you would,” I say, and glance again at the vent, letting Marcus see my tongue dart over my lips.

Rey’s hips jerk, the need in him stronger than any anxiety about being caught. “Fuck, that feels—” He can’t even finish.

I take him deep, using my hand at the base, letting saliva run down my chin and onto his thighs. Every time I look up, his eyes are wild, almost frantic, but always coming back to mine. I make a show of it, moaning around his cock, letting him know exactly how much I’m enjoying it.

Behind us, the supply room vent lets out a metallic clink. I imagine Marcus, hand buried in his pants, watching me work over his star player with a pride that’s half rage, half lust. It makes me want to win even more.

I speed up, bobbing my head, sucking him harder. Rey’s breathing goes ragged, every muscle in his thighs flexed and trembling. He tries to warn me—“I’m gonna, fuck, I’m gonna—” but I don’t let up. I grip his hips and pull him closer, swallowing every inch.

He comes with a broken groan, spilling hot into my mouth. I don’t pull back, not even when he trembles and shudders, not even when he tries to push me off, gentle and panicked. I swallow it all, then lick him clean.

When I stand, wiping my lips with the back of my hand, he’s slumped on the bench, head back, eyes glazed. His towel is somewhere on the floor. He looks at me with a reverence that borders on fear.

“I—fuck, Lena, I’m—” he starts, but I press a finger to his lips.

“Shh,” I say. “This never happened.”

He nods, mute, as I gather my things and head for the door.

Just before I leave, I glance one last time at the vent. I blow a kiss at the darkness behind it, knowing exactly who’s watching.

And I don’t bother hiding my smile as I walk the empty hallways back to my car.

[image: ]

He’s waiting for me the next night, not even pretending it’s a coincidence. Rey loiters in the parking lot, eyes scanning every car in the lot before he sees mine and does that thing—running a hand through his hair, pretending he hasn’t been pacing for twenty minutes straight. There’s a new nervousness in him, some animal energy that vibrates in his walk as I pop the door and step out.

“Couldn’t stay away, huh?” I say, letting the wind work my dress against my legs.

He grins, all teeth, nothing left of the shy kid from yesterday. “Coach called a meeting for tomorrow. I figured if you had any last-minute scouting reports—”

“I do,” I say, and I’m already walking, knowing he’ll follow.

Inside, the place is even deader than before. Even the cleaning crew is gone. I lead us down the hall, past the empty offices, to the locker room where every fluorescent light is off except the one buzzing over the showers. The tiles echo with our steps, a ghost stadium.

Rey closes the door behind us and leans against it, arms crossed, biceps straining against the sleeves of his t-shirt.

“So,” he says, “about last night—”

I step right up to him, close enough to feel the heat radiating off his chest. “You want an apology?” I tilt my head, smirking.

“Fuck, no.” He grabs me, hands rough at my waist, lifting me so I’m balanced on tiptoes. His mouth crashes down on mine, and it’s nothing like the last time. Less polite, more desperate, tongue and teeth and the taste of energy drink and salt. He pushes me back against a row of lockers, the metal cold through my dress. My pulse thuds so loud I can barely hear his breathing, already ragged.

“Someone might see,” I gasp, just to see his reaction.

He laughs, but there’s no humor in it. “Let them.”

He unzips the side of my dress, impatient, shoves the fabric up around my hips. His fingers are clumsy but strong, kneading my ass, pulling me into him. When I slide my hand under his shirt, I feel his muscles tense, every inch of him bracing for what comes next.

He turns me, hands guiding my shoulders, and bends me over the nearest wooden bench. I catch myself with both palms, the lacquered wood hard against my thighs. My breath clouds the bench’s surface, lips parting as he yanks my underwear down and spreads me open.

He hesitates, just for a second—enough to ask, “You good?”

I look over my shoulder and meet his eyes. “Better than good.”

He doesn’t need more. He plunges in, thick and hot and urgent. I arch my back, let him bottom out, moaning into the empty room. The sound bounces off tile and metal, returns to us as evidence.

He fucks me with total abandon, no rhythm at first, just instinct. His hands grip my hips so hard I know there’ll be bruises in the morning, and the thought makes me wetter. I brace myself, dig my nails into the bench, grinding back against him with every thrust.

Above the lockers, the vent slats are barely visible in the dim light. I know Marcus is up there—feel it like a sixth sense. I tilt my head to catch the faintest reflection of movement behind the grill. I lock eyes with the darkness and moan louder, clutching at the bench, making a spectacle of myself. For my husband. For all of us.

Rey fucks me harder, hips slamming against my ass, each thrust sending sparks up my spine. He leans over, lips at my ear. “You ever do this before?” he pants.

“With you? Never,” I say, voice hoarse. I reach back to cup his balls, rolling them between my fingers, making him shudder.

“Shit,” he groans. “You’re so fucking tight.”

The bench groans beneath us, a counterpoint to the slap of skin and the wet, obscene noises that fill the air. Rey’s hands leave my hips, one bracing on my lower back, the other snaking up under my dress to grab a breast. He squeezes, not gentle, and I whine for him, pushing my ass higher.

“Coach would fucking kill me,” he says, like he’s hoping I’ll tell him he’s wrong.

“He doesn’t have to know,” I reply, looking right at the vent. “Just keep fucking me.”

He loses all composure, rutting into me, his breath coming in desperate, staccato bursts. I can tell he’s close—his rhythm stutters, every muscle in his thighs tenses, and his cock twitches inside me.

I tighten around him, bearing down. “Come on, Rey. Fill me up.”

He does, with a low, strangled sound, pouring himself into me, hips jerking as he milks every last pulse. He collapses over my back, breath warm on my neck, both of us shaking.

There’s a beat of silence—a long, shivery aftershock.

Then the door flies open, hinges shrieking. Rey jumps so hard he nearly pulls me off the bench.

Rafi Duarte stands in the threshold, gym bag in one hand, mouth open. His eyes flick from my bare ass to Rey’s cock (still inside me), then up to my face. For once, the cool, stoic veteran is all surprise, no composure.

No one moves. No one speaks. I feel the stretch of seconds, the perverse thrill of it.

Rafi is first to recover. “You two need the room?” he says, voice flat but eyes blazing. He doesn’t even bother to look away.

Rey fumbles back, tucking himself in with shaking hands. He mutters something in Spanish, grabs his pants, and bolts past Rafi so fast his shoes squeak on the tile.

I straighten, smoothing my dress, and meet Rafi’s gaze head-on. “Discretion?” I ask, not bothering to cover myself.

He nods once—barely perceptible—then turns and leaves.

I pull myself together, heart still jackhammering, and savor the look on his face. I know this will be the talk of the team by sunrise.

But for now, I close my eyes and bask in the victory, the bruises on my hips throbbing with every step.

In the vent above, the air is heavy with everything unspoken.

Rafi’s still there when I emerge from the locker room, posted at the end of the corridor with his arms folded tight against his chest. He doesn’t speak as I approach; doesn’t even blink. The controlled blankness on his face isn’t fooling anyone—not with the tic in his jaw and the tremor in the hand gripping his gym bag.

I stop in front of him, shoulders squared, eyes locked on his. “You know what you saw,” I say, voice unflinching. “You also know what happens to people who talk out of turn in this business.”

He meets my gaze, and for a moment I see the math whirring behind his eyes—what it would cost to gossip, what he’d gain by staying silent, what the hell he’s supposed to do with the image of his coach’s wife bent over a locker room bench. After a long, tense breath, he nods once. Not a promise, but an understanding.

I turn and walk away, not looking back.

The parking lot’s empty except for three cars. The team’s van, a cleaning crew hatchback, and Marcus’s old black sedan idling under the sodium lights. He’s in the driver’s seat, engine running, gaze pinned to the rearview. I get in, slamming the passenger door behind me.

He says nothing. Just drives, one hand tight on the steering wheel, the other white-knuckled on the gearshift. We hit the freeway, the streetlights strobing over the dash, and he still hasn’t looked at me.

“Marcus—” I start.

He cuts the headlights and jerks into an abandoned lot behind a boarded-up pizza place. Shoves the gear into park and turns on me like a riptide.

The first kiss is savage—teeth, not lips, all raw want and punishment. He fists a hand in my hair and yanks my head back, biting down on my neck, not caring if it marks. The console digs into my hip as he wrestles me over it, mouth working its way down to the hollow of my throat.

“You fucking—” he growls, voice shaking. “You let him—”

I don’t let him finish. I claw at his shirt, pop the buttons, dig my nails down his chest. My knees jam into the dashboard, skirt bunched at my waist, as I yank his zipper open and reach for his cock, hard and hot and already leaking.

He pulls me onto his lap, crushing my face to his with a groan that sounds more animal than man. I straddle him, grinding down, the wet heat between my thighs soaking straight through his dress pants. He grabs my ass with both hands, rocking me against him, smearing the slick across his cock until he can’t take it anymore.

“Now,” he hisses. “Now, Lena.”

I brace against the passenger window and slide him inside me, no warning, no preamble. He fills me in a single brutal thrust, bottoming out so hard I gasp, the sound fogging up the glass.

He fucks me like he wants to erase every other touch from my skin. Every thrust is a demand, a question, a dare: Who owns you? Who sees you? Who’s inside you now?

The car rocks on its shocks, windows steamed, the staccato slap of our bodies echoing in the cramped space. I claw his back, draw blood, bite his shoulder until he moans and bucks up into me, deeper, harder. There’s no finesse, no rhythm—just the desperate, furious need to possess and be possessed.

“Say it,” he grits out, hand at my throat, squeezing just enough to make my head spin. “Say who you belong to.”

I look him dead in the eye. “Yours.”

He shudders, cock jerking inside me. “Even after—?”

“Especially after,” I gasp, clenching around him, milking every last inch.

He comes with a growl, hands locked tight around my waist, holding me down until I can feel every pulse, every drop. I ride him through it, refusing to break eye contact, even when the aftershocks make me tremble.

We sit there, panting, stuck together, sweat beading on our skin as the windows drip condensation.

He’s the first to move. He strokes my thigh, thumb brushing the damp crease where he’s just finished inside me. There’s no anger left—just exhaustion, and something dangerously close to contentment.

We don’t speak the whole drive home. I rest my hand on his leg, fingertips tracing lazy circles on his skin, claiming him in silence.

At the last red light before our street, I see our reflection in the windshield: two feral things, fucked open and filled up, ringed by the glow of the traffic signal. My hand is still on his thigh, wedding ring catching the orange glow as we wait for the light to turn.

We don’t need to say a word. The game is on, and neither of us is letting go.


Chapter 4


Morning in our kitchen always hits like a punchline: sunlight in aggressive bars across the Formica, the comforting drone of the neighbor’s mower just loud enough to override the silence between us. Marcus sits across from me at the table, engineering a crossword with the same clenched focus he brings to opponent scouting reports. He’s in a threadbare t-shirt and yesterday’s sweats, not even pretending to read the box scores beside his coffee. He hasn’t spoken since I shuffled in, hasn’t looked at me except for the moment our knees brushed under the table and he flinched like I’d socked him.

I let it hang for a while. I butter toast, not because I want it but because the act of spreading something to shreds feels appropriate. I check my phone for notifications (none, of course), then flick through old texts with surgical boredom. He’s waiting for me to break first, and it would almost be sweet if it weren’t so transparent.

I take a bite, chew, and watch him over the rim of my mug. “Are you going to talk to me, or do we keep pretending nothing happened?”

He pencils in a word, the pressure so hard the tip snaps. “What’s there to talk about?”

“Last night.” I say it with my mouth half full, uncivil, because if I start playing nice now I’ll lose my nerve. “Or do you blackout every time you fuck me in a parking lot?”

He does look at me, then, but it’s not anger that stares back. It’s a deep, battered caution, like he’s checking for traps. “You told me to.” It comes out softer than I expect.

I set my mug down. “I told you what I wanted. I didn’t force you.”

He looks away, jaw twitching. “I was angry. You made me—”

I cut him off with a laugh, just sharp enough to sting. “I made you hard, Marcus. Let’s not rewrite history.”

The mower out back coughs and dies. In the vacuum left behind, the hum of our fridge is a metronome for the tension in the room.

He flips the crossword over and drags a hand through his hair, spiking it in every direction. “Is this your plan? Piss me off until I do something stupid, then blame me for it?”

I push the toast aside, lean in. “No. I want to understand what you want. Because from where I’m sitting, you haven’t said a goddamn word about it in months. You just…watch.”

He crosses his arms, defensive. “That’s not true.”

I tick off on my fingers, methodical as a prosecutor. “You watched me with Rey. You watched me at the function, you watched me at the training camp. You even watched when you thought I didn’t see you through the shower glass, right after the Chicago loss.”

He starts to protest, but I raise a hand. “Don’t. I’m not shaming you. I’m just done playing the only audience in a one-woman show.”

He sinks back, and for a second the mask slips—just enough to see the naked exhaustion underneath. “It’s not like that,” he mutters.

“Then what is it like?” I ask, gentler. “Because I’ve spent a lot of years trying to be what you needed, and lately I can’t tell if I’m even in the right room.”

He says nothing.

So I pull out the ace. “If it’s about Rey, just say it. If it’s about wanting to watch someone else with me, say that too. I won’t run, Marcus. I’m not afraid of what you want.”

He looks up, startled, and for a moment I wonder if he’s going to cry or laugh. Instead, he says nothing. He just waits, the old coach’s tactic: silence the team until the rookie fucks up and fills the air.

I let the silence draw out until my skin is crawling. Then I go in for the kill.

“I know about the email, Marcus.”

He blanches. “What email?”

I smile, brittle. “The one from that old intern. The late-night one. I found it when you left the browser open.”

He looks stricken—like I’ve found a thumbprint on a murder weapon. “That was nothing. She just—she needed a reference.”

“Her reference was a photo of her tits, Marcus. With a note about missing ‘the summer you two spent together in Barcelona.’”

His face goes blank, then sets. “It was before we were married.”

“Doesn’t matter. That’s not why I brought it up.” I lean in, elbows on the table. “I brought it up because you answered her. And you wrote, ‘I wish things had been different.’”

He doesn’t deny it.

“I wish you’d just say what you want,” I say, voice suddenly shaky. “Even if it’s ugly, or embarrassing, or—fuck, Marcus, even if it scares me.”

He covers his face with both hands, voice muffled. “You don’t want to know.”

I take a breath and say, “Try me.”

When he drops his hands, his eyes are glassy. “It’s not…normal.”

I shrug. “Neither is blowing a soccer player in the men’s locker room at midnight, but here we are.”

He huffs a surprised laugh, then shakes his head. “I can’t.”

I tilt my head. “Is it about Rey?”

He doesn’t answer. Which, after so many years of deciphering his silences, is as good as a yes.

I reach across the table, palm up. It’s almost maternal, but there’s an edge to it. “Do you want him, Marcus?”

He closes his eyes, breathes in through his nose, and when he answers his voice is so low I almost miss it. “It’s not that simple.”

“Then make it simple for me.”

He opens his eyes. “I want to watch. I want to see what you do to him. I want to see what he does to you. And I want you to tell me everything. Every fucking detail.”

His hands are shaking.

I stare at him, letting the truth land. It doesn’t disgust me. If anything, it’s a relief. I’ve spent so long waiting for him to admit what I already knew. Maybe I’ve wanted it too.

I say, “You want a proxy. You want me to do what you can’t.”

He doesn’t flinch. “Yes.”

There’s a giddy, reckless freedom in saying it out loud. I lean back in my chair, considering the possibilities.

“Okay,” I say. “But I want rules.”

He exhales, shaky. “Name them.”

“No emotion. No dating. I do what you want, with who you want, but you don’t get to blame me for it afterward. And you watch. You always watch.”

He’s nodding before I even finish. “Done.”

I glance at his lap. His cock is hard, tenting the old sweats. The sight of it—so vulnerable and so desperate—makes something sharp twist in my gut.

I stand, round the table, and sit on his lap. His hands go straight to my hips, almost bruising, as if he’s afraid I’ll vanish if he loosens his grip. I kiss him, deep and rough, tasting the confession on his tongue. It’s not romantic. It’s a contract, signed in saliva and regret.

He pulls back, forehead pressed to mine. “You’ll do this?”

I kiss him again, slower this time, and whisper, “Just wait and see.”

When I stand, I leave him there, ruined and hopeful in equal measure. I can feel his eyes on me as I move through the kitchen, gathering plates and pretending like I haven’t just changed the rules of our marriage forever.

Outside, the mower starts up again, the smell of cut grass drifting in through the screen. I dump my untouched toast in the trash and feel, for the first time in ages, like I’m right where I belong.
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The dress is dark blue, tight enough to signal intention but loose enough to pass for “just running errands” if someone important happens to walk by. The neckline dips just a shade below modest, exposing the faintest crescent of collarbone. I wear flats—because nothing says desperate like tottering heels at a sports complex—and a lipstick Marcus once said made my mouth look dangerous. It’s a small detail, but I want to be sure he notices.

The parking lot at the training facility is a scattershot of battered SUVs and neon-painted muscle cars, plus the battered Accord Marcus drives when he wants to remind people he’s “one of the guys.” I spot Rey’s ride instantly—a matte-black Mustang that looks more expensive than his rookie contract and twice as hungry.

I time my entrance for just after the scheduled practice, when the players are herded off the pitch in clumps, fresh sweat beading on their necks and calves. I claim a spot on the bleachers, ignoring the parental clique with their logo hoodies and judgy side-eye. My sunglasses make a one-way mirror: I can watch Rey without giving him the satisfaction of knowing I’m watching.

He is, as ever, the axis around which the practice orbits. Even cooling down, he’s all aggression and cocksure moves, every stride a low-grade fuck-you to the coach who dares bench him for even a minute. When he strips off his training jersey, the muscles in his back ripple in a way that seems almost rude. I make a note of the way he half-turns, as if searching for someone in the stands, then pretends disappointment when he doesn’t find them.

I cross and uncross my legs, feel the hem of the dress catch on my thigh, and text Marcus: Looks like someone’s fishing for attention today.

He doesn’t reply immediately. He never does. It’s his way of punishing me for making him complicit, or maybe for enjoying this too much.

Practice ends, and the field clears in a slow-motion exodus of bodies. I slip down from the stands, make my way to the perimeter fence. Rey spots me at the last second, nearly crashes into one of the trainers because his head is craned in my direction. I suppress the smirk, but not entirely.

He jogs over, towel slung low around his neck, hair still damp from the sweat. “Didn’t know you’d be here, Mrs. Morales.” He winks. “Are you scouting, or just bored?”

“Neither,” I say, and tilt my sunglasses to the crown of my head. “I was in the area, thought I’d see how the new lineup looks in action.”

He cocks an eyebrow. “And?”

I let my gaze drift, deliberate. “You looked sharp. Strong on the ball. A little distracted in the second half, though.”

He grins, not even ashamed. “Hard not to be, with that level of opposition.”

“Right.” I step in, closing the space. “Listen, I’m heading to the hotel bar near the stadium. You want to join me for a drink?”

The question catches him off-guard—his mouth opens, then closes, then opens again. “I mean, yeah. Sure. Just—uh—” He glances behind, checks for teammates or staff. “Coach won’t mind?”

I give a little shrug. “What he doesn’t know won’t kill him.”

He smiles, like that was exactly the answer he was hoping for. “Give me fifteen? I need to shower off the blood and glory.”

I nod. “I’ll grab us a table.”

He jogs off, not even trying to hide how he’s checking over his shoulder to see if I’m still watching. I am.

On the walk to the hotel, I text Marcus again: He’s in. Hotel bar, thirty minutes.

A little dot flashes as he types, then nothing.

At the bar, I pick a booth in the back, deep in the shadows and far from the TV screens blasting reruns of yesterday’s playoff highlight reel. The place smells of polished wood and the kind of citrus used to disguise expensive gin. I order two whiskeys, neat, and arrange myself so that Rey will have to slide in beside me, not across. I angle the seat to guarantee that if he tries to bolt, I can block him with my knee.

He arrives exactly sixteen minutes later, damp hair tamed with product, tight black polo that seems painted on. His skin is scrubbed pink, and he smells like cedar and ambition. He looks around, spots me, and approaches with a cocky sort of hesitation, the kind of walk that only comes from being told you’re handsome your entire life.

He slides into the booth, eyes flicking to the second whiskey, then up to my face. “You order for me?”

“I like to make people feel at home,” I say, and raise my glass. “To distractions.”

He clinks his glass against mine. “To the best ones.” He drinks, then grimaces at the bite. “You don’t mess around.”

I let the silence linger, let him squirm a little. Then: “So. You always this jittery after practice, or just when you’re drinking with the boss’s wife?”

He laughs, genuine and unfiltered. “I guess you’re kind of intimidating, to be honest.”

I tilt my head. “You don’t seem easily intimidated.”

He shrugs, rolling the glass between his palms. “There’s a first time for everything.”

I lean in, elbows on the table. “Tell me about your first time, then.”

His pupils dilate—a biological tell if there ever was one. “My first time drinking whiskey with a beautiful woman?” he says, but there’s an undertow of seriousness that almost betrays him.

“Sure,” I say. “Start there.”

He takes a measured sip, watching me over the rim. “You want the honest version or the one I use for sponsors?”

“Honest,” I say, and set my hand on the table, close enough to his that the hairs on his arm stand at attention.

“Honest, then.” He glances away, as if marshalling the words. “I grew up poor. Not, like, dirt-poor, but nothing fancy. First time I drank whiskey was with my dad, after I signed the college letter of intent. He poured one for each of us, said ‘You’re a man now, but don’t be an asshole about it.’” Rey grins. “Didn’t work, obviously.”

I can’t help but smile. “You think you’re an asshole?”

He shrugs, a practiced move that says both yes and who cares. “Sometimes. But I try to keep it to the field.”

I text Marcus: He’s nervous. Talks about his dad a lot. Drinks whiskey like he means it.

Another little typing bubble, then: What’s he wearing?

I answer: Black polo. Very fitted.

A beat. Show him you like it.

“Is that a new shirt?” I ask, letting my fingers brush the sleeve, thumb grazing the defined muscle just below his shoulder.

He goes still, then flexes—subtle, but it’s there. “Yeah. Got it on sale. Figured it might get noticed.”

“It did,” I say, and don’t pull my hand away.

He shifts, moving closer. “You’re not at all what I expected,” he says, voice lower now.

“Good,” I say. “I hate being predictable.”

He laughs, and the tension in his posture melts, replaced by something more dangerous: curiosity. “So what’s the real reason you invited me here? Was it the second half? You gonna tell me all the ways I fucked up my coverage?”

I slide my hand to rest on his forearm. “You want coaching, you can get that from Marcus. I’m here because I wanted to spend time with you. Off the clock.”

He lets that land, then lifts my hand from his arm and kisses the knuckle, quick but loaded. “You’re trouble,” he says, but the way he looks at my mouth tells me he wants the trouble more than he wants to be good.

I text Marcus: His hands are bigger than yours. He just kissed me.

This time the reply is instant: Does he know you belong to me?

I turn my body toward Rey, let my knee knock into his. “You ever wonder what it would be like to break the rules?” I ask, just above a whisper.

He grins. “Every day.”

“Then what are you waiting for?” I say.

He kisses me—soft at first, as if testing whether it’s allowed, then deeper. He tastes of whiskey and nervous energy. His tongue flicks over mine and he makes a sound, deep in his chest, that sends a jolt straight through me.

My phone vibrates on the table. I glance down mid-kiss: Take him home.

I break away, just long enough to catch my breath. “Do you want to go somewhere more private?”

He answers by reaching under the table and gripping my thigh, just above the knee. “Lead the way.”

I drop enough cash to cover the drinks, then take his hand and steer him toward the exit. As we walk, I send one last text: On our way. He’s not nervous anymore.

The night air is cold, but it might as well be a furnace with the heat coming off us. I lead him across the parking lot, toward the row of discreet townhouses the club uses for visiting staff and VIPs. I can feel his gaze on my ass, the way his stride matches mine with predatory intent.

At the door, I pause, fumble the key card, and let him crowd me from behind. His hands slide up my sides, the heat of them burning through the thin dress.

“You sure about this?” he whispers against my ear.

I press my ass back into him, feel the outline of his cock hard and insistent. “Absolutely.”

I swipe the card, and the lock beeps open. He follows me inside, the door clicking shut behind us like the starting whistle of a very dirty game.

Inside, I text Marcus: It’s starting.

And then I turn my phone off, because after that, I want him to wonder.
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I steer Rey through the entryway like a sleepwalker leading the blind. Every surface of the house looks sharper, crueler tonight. I see the world through Marcus’s eyes: the jacket draped on the hook, the second glass on the bar cart, the photos of our “happy couple” years beaming from the credenza. Each one a trap for the unsuspecting.

Rey, for his part, is so horned up he might not even notice a SWAT team in the foyer. Still, I clock the moment his gaze snags on the frame by the stairs—a shot of me and Marcus at a wedding, smiling so hard you can see the strain in our cheek muscles. He looks at it, then at me, and for a flicker there’s the old hesitation, the what the fuck am I doing here with my coach’s wife?

I take his hand, warm and big enough to dwarf mine, and thread him toward the bedroom. The mattress is already turned down; sheets crisp and cool, and the closet door, blessedly, just ajar.

“You okay?” I ask, settling on the bed, the dress climbing up my thigh of its own accord.

He laughs, but it’s softer now, a little less bravado. “I’ve never done anything like this before.”

I peel off my flats, let them drop to the floor with a thunk. “You nervous?”

He shrugs, sits beside me, thigh pressed to mine. “Just want to do it right, you know?”

I smile, lean in so my lips brush his ear. “Don’t think so much. Just follow my lead.”

He kisses me like he’s been saving it, hands at my hips, strong and greedy. The first touch is all lips, but soon he’s pawing at the dress, tugging the hem higher until it’s nothing but a scrap around my waist. I let him undress me, piece by piece, every button and zipper a small act of surrender. When I’m down to my bra and panties, he pulls back, just to look at me.

“You’re gorgeous,” he says, almost in awe.

“Show me,” I say, and push him onto his back.

I straddle him, grind down, and feel the thick line of his cock straining against his jeans. He hisses, arches up, fingers digging into my ass. The friction is delicious, but I want more. I want all of it.

With a practiced flick, I undo his belt, then the button and fly, dragging his jeans and boxers down in one smooth motion. His cock springs out, red and leaking, even thicker than I remembered from the locker room. He makes a self-conscious move to cover himself, but I grab his wrist and pin it above his head.

“None of that,” I say. “I want to see.”

He groans, a beautiful, wrecked sound.

I lower myself, mouth hovering just above the head, tongue flicking out to taste the pre-cum beading there. He twitches, almost bucks off the bed, but I pin his hips and suck him in slow, inch by inch. I can feel the tension radiate off him, every muscle locked and trembling.

He whimpers. Actually whimpers.

I take him deep, bobbing my head, hand twisting at the base. I know Marcus is watching—I can sense the prickling heat of his gaze from the closet, the slight scuff of his shoe as he shifts to get a better view.

I look up at Rey, lips stretched around him, and let a string of spit dribble down my chin. I know the sight will kill Marcus; I do it for him, as much as for myself.

Rey fists his hand in the sheets, panting. “Fuck, Lena, I’m gonna—”

I pull off just in time, let the tip rest against my tongue as I look him dead in the eye. “Not yet,” I say, and crawl back up to straddle him.

I slide my panties off, slow and theatrical, toss them across the room. Rey watches, entranced, pupils blown so wide there’s barely any color left. When I sink down onto him, he moans—no, he howls, the sound rough and raw, more animal than man.

He fills me, stretches me so perfectly it almost hurts. I fuck him slow at first, letting him feel every inch, every clench and release. His hands roam my body, squeezing my tits, dragging nails down my back.

“You feel so fucking good,” he says, and his voice cracks at the end.

I ride him, grinding down, circling my hips, angling until I catch just the right spot. I moan, loud, no pretense anymore. I want Marcus to hear every filthy sound.

The closet door creaks. Not much—a millimeter, maybe two—but enough that I can see a sliver of Marcus’s face, eyes wide, jaw clenched. His hand is at his crotch, and he’s not even trying to hide it.

I reach down, guide Rey’s hand to my clit. “Rub me, just like that.”

He obeys instantly, thumb working in tight circles. I keep my eyes on the closet, daring Marcus to look away.

I fuck Rey harder, hips slamming down, the slap of skin against skin echoing off the walls. Rey’s hands go wild, clutching and grabbing, desperate for more contact. He’s close—I can tell from the way his breath stutters, from the wild look in his eyes.

“Please,” he begs. “Can I come?”

I smile, slow and wicked. “You want to fill me up, Rey?”

He nods, frantic.

“Then do it. Make a mess.”

He does, cock pulsing inside me as he spills, hips jerking, mouth open in a silent cry. I keep riding him, milking every last drop, until the aftershocks leave us both shaking.

I collapse on his chest, breathing hard. He wraps his arms around me, gentle now, stroking my hair.

“That was—” he starts, but words fail him.

I kiss his neck, then whisper, “You did perfect.”

I slide off, roll to the side, and make a show of pulling the sheet over my body. Rey lies back, dazed, one arm slung over his eyes.

I wait a minute, then say, “You should probably go. I have an early meeting tomorrow.”

He blinks, surprised, but nods. “Yeah, yeah. Of course.” He dresses in silence, every move a little clumsy, glancing at me like he wants to say something important but can’t find the words.

At the door, he turns. “You’re not going to tell Coach, are you?”

I smile, lazy and sated. “Not unless you want me to.”

He laughs, sheepish, and then he’s gone.

The second the door clicks shut, the closet opens. Marcus stands there, disheveled, eyes dark with something I’ve never seen before—possessive and broken and ravenous all at once.

He doesn’t say a word. Just crosses the room and yanks me up, mouth brutal on mine. He tastes me, tastes Rey, bites down until I gasp. His hands are everywhere, pinning me to the wall, pawing at my ass, squeezing so hard I see stars.

He fucks me like he’s exorcising a demon, every thrust a punishment and a prayer. There’s no rhythm, no finesse, just raw need. He holds my wrists above my head, bites my neck, fucks me until I scream his name.

When he finally comes, he buries his face in my shoulder, shuddering.

We collapse onto the bed, tangled and gasping. I stroke his hair, soothing, and wait for him to come back to himself.

After a while, he looks at me, eyes clearer now. “Was it everything you wanted?” he asks.

I pull him close, press my lips to his ear. “It’s just the beginning,” I promise.

He nods, silent.

And in that silence, I know we’ve crossed into new territory. There’s no going back. We don’t want to.

We just want more.
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