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Chapter 1: England v Croatia
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My wife Sarah and I had always kept our marriage exciting, but nothing prepared me for the conversation that changed everything during the World Cup build-up. We sat at the kitchen table one quiet evening, the England flags I had hung earlier fluttering slightly in the breeze from the open window. Sarah leaned forward, her large breasts pressing heavily against the edge of the table through her thin tank top. The way the fabric stretched over her curves always distracted me, and tonight was no different.

"You get the big TV downstairs for every single England game," she said with a playful glint in her eye. "No nagging, no distractions. You can cheer, drink beer, and live every moment. But while you're down there, I get the bedroom upstairs. I'll find someone from the internet, invite them over, and we do whatever we want. You stay downstairs until half-time. Then you can come up and see what's happening if you like. No joining unless I say so. Deal?"

I stared at her, my heart beating faster. The idea should have made me jealous, but instead it sent a thrill through me. Sarah had always been bold in the bedroom, and her body, especially those big, full tits that drew attention everywhere we went, made the fantasy even more intense. "Deal," I replied, reaching across to shake her hand like it was some formal contract. But her wicked smile told me this was far from business. It was pure desire.

We spent the next few days teasing each other about it. She would scroll through hookup apps and webcam sites at night, showing me profiles of guys who caught her eye. "This one says he loves big natural breasts," she whispered one evening, her hand resting on my thigh. I felt myself getting hard just imagining it. By the time the first group stage match against Croatia rolled around, the anticipation had built to a fever pitch.

I prepared the living room like a fortress. The massive TV was tuned to the pre-match coverage, beers chilled in a bucket, snacks laid out, and the England scarf draped over my chair. Sarah had been upstairs for nearly an hour, getting ready. I heard her laughing on a call earlier, her voice flirty and excited as she arranged the details. "Yes, the bedroom. Bring protection but don't worry about being gentle," she had said at one point. My stomach twisted with a mix of nerves and arousal.

Kick-off arrived, and I settled in. The atmosphere in the stadium was electric, and I cheered as England lined up. Croatia looked dangerous on the counter, but our boys held their own. For the first twenty minutes, I was fully absorbed in the game. Every tackle, every pass, had me on the edge of my seat. But as the clock ticked toward half-time, my mind drifted upstairs. Who had she chosen? What were they doing right now on our bed?

The referee blew for half-time. The score was 0-0, a tense and cagey affair. I paused the TV, took a deep breath, and headed up the stairs. My pulse pounded in my ears with each step. The bedroom door was slightly ajar, soft moans and the rhythmic sound of skin against skin drifting out. I pushed it open quietly.

The sight hit me like a wave. Sarah was on all fours in the center of our king-sized bed, completely naked. Her big tits hung down heavily, swinging back and forth with every powerful thrust. A tall, muscular guy with tattooed arms and a shaved head was behind her, gripping her hips as he fucked her deep and steady. His body was impressive, broad shoulders flexing with effort. On the dresser, a laptop was set up with the webcam light glowing red. The screen showed their live stream on one of those adult sites, the chat window scrolling rapidly with comments.

"Holy shit, those tits are massive!" one viewer had written. "Look at them bounce!" another added. The viewer count was already over two hundred and climbing.

Sarah turned her head toward me, her face flushed pink, lips parted in pleasure. Her eyes met mine and she smiled through a moan. "Hey love. This is Mike. He found my profile this morning and could not wait to get his hands on these." She arched her back dramatically, pushing her chest out more as Mike continued thrusting without missing a beat.

Mike glanced over at me, a cocky grin spreading across his face. He did not slow down at all. "Your wife has the best tits I've ever seen, mate. So big and soft. Look at them swing." He reached underneath her with one hand and grabbed a handful of her breast, squeezing it firmly. Sarah let out a loud moan that echoed in the room.

I stood frozen in the doorway, unable to tear my eyes away. Mike's thick cock slid in and out of her pussy, glistening with her wetness. Her heavy breasts swayed hypnotically in time with his movements. The webcam captured every detail, and the chat kept exploding with praise.

"Those boobs need to be fucked next!" someone typed. "Cover them in cum!" read another message.

Sarah spoke between gasps, her voice breathy. "They love my big tits on the stream. Mike has been sucking them and playing with them for twenty minutes before you came up. He says they are the softest he has ever felt. Want to watch a bit?"

I nodded silently, stepping inside but staying near the door. Mike pulled out of her with a wet sound and flipped her onto her back. Sarah's breasts spread out beautifully, full and round. He climbed up and positioned his cock between them. She pressed her tits together around his shaft, enveloping him completely, and looked straight at me with a mischievous expression.

"Fuck yes," Mike groaned loudly. "These are perfect. So warm and heavy." He started thrusting between her cleavage, the head of his cock disappearing and reappearing near her mouth. Sarah tilted her head and licked the tip each time it came close, her tongue swirling around it.

The laptop speakers picked up the chat notifications. Viewers were going wild. "Titfuck those massive juggs!" "Husband watching is hot as fuck!" The numbers kept rising. I felt my own cock straining against my shorts as I watched my wife pleasure this stranger. Jealousy burned in my chest, but it mixed with an intense arousal I had never experienced before. Seeing her big tits used like this, worshipped by a guy she had just met online, was intoxicating.

Mike picked up speed, his hands pressing her breasts tighter around him. "God, I could do this all day. Your missus knows exactly how to use them." Sarah giggled and squeezed harder, her nipples hard and prominent.

I checked my watch. The second half would be starting soon. Part of me wanted to stay and watch more, but the deal was clear. Half-time only.

"Enjoy the rest of the game, love," Sarah called out as Mike moved back between her legs and slid inside her again. She gasped as he filled her. "Come up again if you want after the match. Or maybe tomorrow for the next one."

Mike looked over his shoulder. "Nice meeting you, mate. These tits are legendary." He gave one a firm slap, watching it jiggle, and Sarah moaned in approval.

I turned and headed back downstairs, my mind replaying the scene. The second half of the match was a blur. England pushed forward but could not break the deadlock. Croatia defended well, and the game ended 0-0. Normally a draw would disappoint me, but today my thoughts were elsewhere. Those swinging tits, the livestream, Mike's groans of pleasure.

When the final whistle blew, I waited a few minutes before going back upstairs. Mike had already left. Sarah lay sprawled on the bed, glowing with satisfaction. Her big breasts were marked with faint red handprints and glistened with sweat and traces of cum. She looked beautiful and thoroughly fucked.

"That was hot," she said softly, reaching out to pull me close. Her skin was warm against mine. "Mike came twice on my tits for the camera. The viewers tipped well. Ready for the next game against Ghana? I have bigger plans."

I kissed her deeply, tasting the mix of her excitement and the evening's adventure. The deal had opened a door I never wanted to close. As we lay together, I wondered what the rest of the tournament would bring. Sarah's big tits and her appetite for strangers had turned the World Cup into something even more exciting!

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 2: England v Ghana
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The draw against Croatia had left me restless all week. Every spare moment my mind replayed the sight of Sarah on all fours with Mike, her big tits swinging heavily as he took her. The livestream had added another layer of thrill I had not expected. Sarah noticed my distraction and teased me constantly. Over breakfast one morning she leaned across the table in a loose robe that barely contained her chest. "The stream from last time got thousands of views. Comments were all about my tits. For the Ghana game I want more. I told some guys from the chat to come together."

My pulse quickened. "How many?" I asked, trying to sound casual.

She smiled. "Three. They are friends and all excited about these." She cupped her massive breasts and gave them a playful lift. "They said they cannot wait to share them."

The anticipation built through the days leading up to the match. I went through my usual routines at work but kept checking the clock. England were strong favourites against Ghana, but the real event for me was half-time upstairs. Sarah spent the afternoon preparing. I heard her moving around the bedroom, setting up better lighting for the webcam and choosing lingerie she planned to strip out of quickly. By evening I had the living room ready again: fresh beers, the TV tuned to the build-up, and the England chants playing softly in the background.

Sarah came down briefly before kick-off. She wore a short silk
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