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Brittany Williams, a five-foot-two woman with dark brown hair and brown yellow-flecked eyes, was sitting in the comfort of the spare room of her home, flipping through a scrapbook. The album contained memories of her time in college with her husband. They met in freshman year, and hit it off immediately. She stared at the photo taken of them the night they met, some mixer at a house party with people she no longer associated with. Besides a fuller chest and longer hair, she looked exactly the same as she did in the picture taken ten years ago. For Hank Williams, a then five-foot-ten man with short black hair and brown green-flecked eyes, she couldn’t exactly say the same. In fact, the man otherwise known as “The Bull” nowadays, was a completely different person from the sweet skinny guy she had encountered in the photograph. In those days, he worshipped the ground she walked on. In the present, the irony was cruel.

“Brittany!! That beer isn’t going to walk itself from the fridge! Hurry up!” his deep and demanding voice called from downstairs.

“I miss you...” she whispered in forlorn longing, brushing her thumb across the brightly-smiling couple and closing the book.

She exhaled and proceeded to the first floor, ignoring the several pictures and awards lining the wall of the staircase. All of them were what Hank eventually became today, a pro-linebacker for a major football team. She briefly glanced at the only one that included her, a snapshot of the time she felt everything changed. In his junior year of college football, he went from fourth-string quarterback to head QB after a game in which he shocked everyone by scoring four touchdowns. The picture showed him with her after the successful night, carrying Brittany in his clearly jacked arms. She was so happy for him then, because he made a really big deal of her being there that night. That evening, he said, “Tonight’s going to be the night I’ll show you I’m the man worthy of being with you. You have to come!”

Besides that quote, what magnetized her towards this was the startling size of him. Although taken over two years after the photo in the scrapbook, he was almost as slender up until about a month before his big four-touchdown night. To this day, the story he would repeat to reporters was he spent those four weeks bulking up and practicing. And while he indeed did that, it still didn’t account for the drastic increase that occurred to his body. Once more, she stared mystified at him holding her—two inches taller, muscled from chest to calves, and sporting slightly wider shoulders. As she fixated on the image, she noticed something, a gem-encrusted ring.

“Hellooo!! My mouth sure is getting dry! Would be great to have a nice cold beer to wet my whistle!!” he crassly insisted.

She exhaled longer, moving as fast as a woman with bird-like appendages could. The smell of the multiple dishes she was cooking greeted her nose, and Brittany resumed the mindset of the person Hank expected her to be—a subservient housewife.

“Sorry, babe! I needed to grab the spare pot holders, because you didn’t like how long I took at our last dinner party!” she apologized, dashing to the fridge and pulling out a beer from the freezer, like how he liked on game days. “...Got your k-koozie?”

The nervous stutter in her voice set him off like striking a match, as though her timidity was an insult in the presence of The Bull.

“Duh, I got my ‘k-koozie’!” he retorted, mocking her and over the banister that separated the living room from the kitchen he had thrown said koozie at her, “It’s been sitting here, dripping in my hand while I waited for your slow ass to come! For someone looking to save time for me, you sure are taking your sweet ass time!”

Her breathing altogether slowed, not even fighting the wave of anxiety washing over as she kicked herself into gear. She went to the floor, scrambling and stretching her little arm to reach the koozie that had landed under the table packed full with food. Brittany got a hold of it, but the sound of heavy footsteps was soon visually in front of her as well. Meekly, she stood up, looking up at the heavily-breathing mountain of a man he had swelled into over the last ten years. Slender in two, bigger in one, and massive in seven.

“Gimme that.” he said, short and spiteful, his longer wingspan allowing him to reach across the table to snatch the beer from her. “...You better not be this slow once the boys come over. I didn’t bust my ass for a second Super Bowl ring for my wife to embarrass me.”

As he tipped the beer to his lips, his vast shadow swallowed her. At six-foot-six, with shoulders three times as broad as hers and decked in an anatomy of ninety-percent muscle, Hank had grown into a hulking figure. A few months after the Super Bowl, he had devolved into the post-season glutton he would regularly assume after. Thus why he had a huge round and bloated belly, personally filled by the many meals he would make her cook. As for the last six years since he went professional, she waited on him hand and foot. His teammates would come over to watch the pro-basketball play offs, while he made her wait on them in the same manner. The guys would be polite and decline, but Hank would insist. It wasn’t always like this. When they did it the first year, she did it willingly, not out of subservience but because she loved him. Brittany was proud of his accomplishments and was fine with being a homemaker. However, he began to morph into a selfish jerk a little bit more each year, to the point where he took it for granted...and demanded more.

“Sorry, I—” she began, cut off by him crushing the beer can after chugging it down.

“Save it. Make sure my weights are polished for the feats later. ...I always loved one-upping the boys while I’m soaked and stuffed. Like you...it lets them know their place.” he ego-tripped, handing the empty can to her, “Get me another...and then hop to it.”

She exhaled through her nose, throwing the can away and getting him another. He didn’t even look at her, turning the volume up on the television and chugging away at another. Brittany would normally excuse the behavior as him getting “depressed” after riding high during the season but his last statement left a sour taste in her mouth. Hank had unknowingly watered the seed that had been long planted by her reluctance concerning his change in character. As she put the last of the protein-loaded dishes into the oven, she watched him without the lens of love, seeing him for the person he was if she didn’t know him.

He was in the living room, parading around the space as he cheered for this favored team, his big bloated belly proudly protruded outward as he checked himself out. “Soaked and stuffed” was apt, because he seemed to live for this time of rest, relaxation, and ravishing. Like the soon-to-come guys would remark, they would marvel in his ability to pig out and lose the excess weight in less than a week afterward. Even now in his food and booze-swollen state, the ten-pack of his hard-cut abs was still present on the front of his belly. While the metabolism of a young twenty-eight year old male was usually the excuse those same guys would give, she always had a funny feeling about the “growth spurts” they also excused for him in the same breath. Those who weren’t his friends assumed he was using steroids, but to her knowledge, she could attest that wasn’t the fact. Even if he was, it didn’t explain how he gained eight inches of height.

-Oh, right. That’s not for me to worry about. Me, the walking koozie, broom, and sex toy for His freaking Excellence...- she bitterly thought, surprised the sentiment had finally surfaced.

Although she was starting to stand up for herself, she brought herself back down again by the same succession of excuses mentioned above. They weren’t convincing her as strongly as normally, but the number one sentiment that overpowered them all was her love for him. Maybe he could change, you don’t know all the facts, et cetera, went through her brain. She was onto something, but tired all the same, she dropped it altogether, setting the timer on the oven and proceeding to polish the weights as the jock monster king hath so decreed. Brittany continued the role she’d been given, stopping in the supply closet to retrieve the carrying caddy she bought to clean faster and efficiently for his majesty. After all, she was a willing housewife but not an invalid.

She graduated college with a bachelor’s in business, wanting to open a sports medicine clinic with him as they originally planned. Nevertheless, he got drafted into the pros and before all the fame, size, and money went to his head, he told her that he didn’t want her having a job, saying it was his “duty” to take care of her. She was smitten with him during their four years in university, remembering how charming and nice he used to be. The type of guy would hold the door open for her and take her out on elaborate dates that ended with rose petals leading to the bedroom. The kind of corny, sappy stuff she dearly missed. Not this...soaked, stuffed, and sloppily self-centered.

“Baha! I’m this big and I can run faster than this whole team!” he bragged out loud.

She shook her head and left the kitchen, heading to the den where he kept his weights. In not long, she crossed the threshold into the room with a sign above the frame reading, “The Bullpen”. Essentially, it was a conglomerate of a home gym, man cave, and trophy room. And since he didn’t allow her into the room but only to clean, the place was of course, a pigsty. When home, he spent the majority of his time here, evidenced by used
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