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      “Anything you want for your birthday?” Those words… Those simple words uttered by so many so often, shattered my existence. Well, I guess not those words. It was my response.

      My standard answer would have been a reflexive: “No, not really.” That’s what you’re supposed to say when someone asks if birthdays matter anymore. I mean, after your twenty-sixth—when you can finally rent a car—what’s left to look forward to? So, you shrug, say “nothing,” and hope that if you don’t acknowledge your birthday, maybe time won’t notice you either.

      But for some reason, that’s not what I said that day. Not even close.

      Even as the words formed in my throat, I knew they’d land wrong. I knew they might hurt her and test our relationship. I loved Erika and treasured what we had together. And yet, the words came anyway. What I truly wanted was one of those truths you’re supposed to swallow, even from your spouse. Some truths don’t build, they bruise.

      Still, I said it anyway.

      What drove me? Was it a midlife crisis I hadn’t acknowledged? At fifty-five, it felt like a justification, even though she was only six years my junior. Or maybe it was my own brutal honesty and deep down, I suspected she already knew. She had to know at least on some level. But still, why bring it out in the open? Why say something so reckless and hurtful?

      Maybe it’s because I knew she valued the truth more than anything. After “he” cheated on her, honesty was her greatest ask. I guess I can absolve myself of the sheer stupidity of telling her with that caveat—but my justification couldn’t erase the consequences of my answer.

      “C’mon tell me.  What do you want for your birthday?” She repeated.

      “A session,” I said flatly.

      The word hung between us like a loaded gun. My heart pounded, my skin prickling with the awareness of what I’d just done—what I’d just admitted. There was no taking it back now.

      Her face fell, her expression shifting quickly from confusion to quiet resignation. Her lips parted as if to speak, but nothing came out. She didn’t need to ask. I felt the moment she understood completely. The gears were already turning behind her eyes, the pieces sliding into place. She knew exactly what I meant. Of course, she did.

      As the silence stretched, my brain did what it always did in moments of stress. It spiraled. Images surged up uninvited, intrusive yet still fulfilling. The weight of strong hands gripping my waist and turning me with ease. The effortless power of a dominant woman—lifting, pinning, and claiming me. Muscles coiling beneath smooth skin, commanding without a word. The helplessness. The surrender. The heat of being overpowered without struggle, because struggle would be pointless.

      The thrill of it all burned through me even as the chill of her impending response settled like ice in my veins.

      “A session?” she echoed, as if saying it aloud would somehow deny the impossible.

      “A session with you and a bodybuilder,” I quickly added in a lame attempt to grasp at anything to soften the blow without backpedaling entirely. Even trying to play it off as a joke would have been a lie—and while what I said was devastating, it was not the unthinkable—a lie.

      “You what?”

      Even at this point I thought about going back. Her sharp voice and incredulous eyes made me consider respooling the thread of my mistake and act like it was… what? She must have suspected it was something I had desired my entire life. It might have been wise to deflect but I just couldn’t. My shoulders sagged with resignation. The weight of my secret was just too heavy, and a lie would have been cowardice. I was resigned to justify my statement.

      Erika had long known I was into muscle. Really into muscle. That was no longer a secret. The curves, the lines, and the power of a big female bodybuilder who happened to walk by made it impossible for me not to look.

      But she had no idea just how much muscle I craved. Not just strong, but enormous. Towering, overwhelming, and unapologetically powerful women. Muscles that stretched the limits of what seemed possible on a female frame. The idea that someone with the serendipitous curves of a woman could put me flat on my back and leave me helpless before her might and beauty was a truth I still under wraps.

      I’d kept that truth locked away, sealed tight like it was an evil djinn in a bottle, too potent to speak aloud. Even with Erika who I trusted and loved I never let that final door open.

      Not until now.

      Looking back, maybe it was inevitable. We were always drawn to each other’s secrets that we thought too shameful to share. We’d been so open with another that this last pillar of my solitude was destined to fall.

      The two of us had only been married for fifteen years. We were both castoffs from our first spouses. Erika was married with one daughter but was interrupted by the unthinkable. It was the kind of unbelievable scenario you read about in books, but it happened to her. Roger had another life, another family, and when the two inevitably collided, he disappeared from both of their lives without a trace. Neither of them ever heard from him again, despite the children. It was like he was spirited off the planet—perhaps by the devil for his deeds.

      Strangely enough, Erika and Michelle became friends. Perhaps the shared trauma was something only they could understand. Michelle started a new career, and Erika went to the gym to feel better about herself and escape the pain. That’s where we met.

      Erika was a “cardio girl” for a long while and I’d catch her attacking the stair climber with a vengeance—later I understood why. Despite her lack of significant muscle, her smile, bobbing ponytail, and diligence drew me in. Still, she was skinny as a rail, so it was a strange choice for me. Eventually, I started conversing with her and matching her gym times. Finally, we progressed to dating.

      I was undergoing my own trauma. I was always in shape and married a powerlifter. Casey’s power, if not her body, was what attracted me to her. We met at the gym and were fucking in the parking lot within the hour. But while our sex life was fantastic, our connection was thin. We had a daughter together but for years drifted apart. Momentum and our wonderful daughter kept us together until one Friday night when Erika came home and announced she was going out without me.

      “It’ll be nice to get some girl time,” I said, trying to soften the blow and rationalize what she said.

      “Mhmm,” she murmured. It was the beginning of a quick end to our relationship. She left two weeks later and didn’t even put up a fight for Eva. I hardly cared. I received nearly full custody of our teen daughter, which felt like a second chance at life. I was forty years old and still something of a catch—bright, well off, and in good shape, but most of all I was kind. Surely, someone was out there for a kind, well-off, fit, wounded single father, right?

      Eventually, I made my way back to the gym and bumped into Erika— quite literally the first time. After that, we shared toothy grins across the landscape and joined her after my weights were finished for some cardio.

      We’d dated for a few weeks, and I finally understood the reason for her pain. It was then that I suggested weights rather than machines to help relieve her anger. I agreed to be her trainer. Sure, I knew what I was doing. I wanted her body to be one that turned me on, but she also wanted to gain strength, so I figured it was a win-win.

      Eighteen months later we were married. It wasn’t as easy as it sounds. Both her son and my daughter were sophomores in high school, and we had to navigate a new “mother” and “father.” Beyond that, there was my secret.

      She had to have some inclination beforehand. I mean it’s not normal to grab someone’s biceps and squeeze their thighs during sex—at least that’s what I suspect, but it’s the usual for me.

      Everything else between us felt like a perfect romance novel. I found myself willingly diving deep into us. Trails of candles and rose petals leading to a shared bath. Walking around the city holding hands, sharing drinks, shopping together, and heading to the park for a picnic. Everything felt right with her.  At parties, I could feel her presence across the room tugging at me like a magnet. I wanted to touch her, be near her, soothe her, and shield her. We had cues when we wanted to leave or needed to be rescued from a conversation. Everything seemed to be right between us, except perhaps, for her lack of muscle.

      I tried to ignore it, telling myself good sex and deep love were enough. But those cravings persisted. I'd still find myself searching the internet or magazines.

      But it wasn’t until the night before we moved in together—the night before we married—that I finally revealed my secret, though not the full extent of my cravings. By then, my house was sold and everything packed away in boxes. We lay on the bare floor, sipping wine with the flickering glow of the fireplace casting shadows across the empty room. Aside from the moving boxes, the place was stripped of everything, making the moment feel both intimate and eerily minimalist.

      It was romantic in a quiet, unspoken way.

      We were playing a game she had invented—Truth Tellers—a game I leaned into, partly for fun, but mostly to ease her lingering fears leftover from Roger’s betrayal.

      I’m pretty sure she made up the game. The rules were simple. Each of us devised ten questions. We could ask each other anything, and we had to answer truthfully. Each person got one pass. If the question was considered a ‘doozy,’ the asker had to pay the toll of one drink. I mean what’s a game without an alcoholic beverage for punishment. What was considered a doozy was sometimes debated, but surprisingly we never really argued about it. In fact, we pretty much argued about nothing.

      The lack of discord in our relationship was a bit of a whiplash from my previous one. What had been all physical and zero emotional had been flipped on its head. While the physical was still good with Erika, the emotional was superb.

      “What is it about me that makes you want to marry me?” I remember asking, fishing for a compliment.

      The way her face lit up like some lovesick teenager let me know I was marrying the right woman, even if her body didn’t have the thick coils of muscle that wrapped Casey’s frame like slithering snakes.

      “You’re tender, sweet,” she paused for a second, her index finger tapping on a tooth in thought, “and you’re hot…”

      “I like that answer,” I interrupted.

      “And above all, honest. I couldn’t deal with another liar.”

      I gulped. I wasn’t exactly lying by keeping something so personal from her, but it felt bad, nonetheless.

      “Good answer,” I posited, avoiding volunteering my secret one more time. I thought she might ask me the same question for her follow up, but she wasn’t seeking praise. She dug deeper.

      “What regrets do you have… like things you haven’t done before we’re getting married tomorrow?”

      A session. A glorious session worshipping a muscular goddess who would demean me and allow me to worship her perfect body. Swells of thick muscles pulsing beneath my probing fingertips until eventually my tongue found and pleasured her delicious clit.

      Thankfully, I was able to keep my infernal desires from leaping to my lips. I know she expected me to say ‘none.’ I wanted to say none, but it wasn’t the truth. Already, I found myself unable to lie to her. Each second that passed without the appropriate answer felt like an eternity.

      Groveling at her feet. Bested in a contest of strength. Defeated. Humiliated. Used. My hands pinching, twisting, caressing and doing everything I could to please my powerful goddess in retribution. God, I wanted a session.

      Sweat trickled down the nape of my neck. “Pass,” I finally offered.

      Her brows crinkled into an angry furrow.

      “What?” I asked, anxious to wipe the expression from her face and replace it with literally anything.

      “But it wasn’t a hard question,” she protested, patting my leg encouragingly.

      “Well, I obviously thought it was, or I wouldn’t have wasted my pass.”

      “But…”

      “You said there was no questioning passes,” I pointed out. “Next question.”

      “Fine,” she protested in a tone that sounded more like a growl. Again, her face scrunched up, but this time lost in thought. A few seconds later she came back with, “What are you not telling me?”

      “That’s a little open-ended don’t you think?” I protested palms up. “To be honest, there isn’t much and I wouldn’t know how to start.”

      She grumbled something I couldn’t quite catch under her breath, but I felt the shift. She wasn’t letting it go. I was walking a tightrope and knew I had to tread carefully. She smelled my evasion and needed some form of recompense.

      She chewed on her lip, eyes still locked on me until her face lit up and I braced for impact. “What is the thing you fear most in telling me?”

      I exhaled slowly. Damn it. She nailed it. Avoiding the question now would only make it worse. Outright lying to Erika was a non-starter but the truth sat heavy on my chest, weird and embarrassing. But there was no escaping it. Not anymore.

      I was ready to move in with her and all my stuff was stacked in boxes already, but I knew exactly where that box was.

      I planned to throw it out before I moved but hadn’t been able to do it yet. I still had one last night with it. The box of video recordings of female bodybuilding contests from my teens but I’d still been unable to part with the box of WPWs and Flex Magazines. At one point, when I lived alone, the centerfolds had graced the walls of my one room apartment. Since I’d been dating Erika, they’d been hiding under my bed.

      I swallowed hard. Without a word, I stood and led her down the hallway to the box. My heart pounded in my ears as I knelt, pulled the box free, and lifted the lid. I opened it and said, “This. I’m sorry, I’m weird.”

      Erika’s bemused expression shifted and settled into something unreadable. A slight wince tugged at her features.

      There it was. The look I’d feared for years worn on her sweet face. It was just enough to gut me. What I dreaded most had come to pass. But then, it shifted.

      Maybe she needed a moment to process the weirdness of what she was seeing. My fetish was strange enough to require a beat to sink in.

      Erika dug her hands into the box of glossy covered patiently stacked magazines. Each one was a time capsule of my secret desires.

      She pulled out a handful and spread them across another box top in front of her, like a deck of cards. Each cover featured muscular women, blurring the line between beauty and raw power.

      Today’s were even bigger. Way bigger. Their physiques pushed the limits of what once seemed possible. Still, the icons of the eighties and nineties still held a special nostalgia. They were my first discovery, my first obsession, and their images were burned into my mind like sacred relics.

      High school had been when it started. It was when I realized this wasn’t just a phase or a passing curiosity. It was something deep that was carved into me. While my friends obsessed over pop stars or lingerie catalogs, I was sneaking glances at Flex and WPW. It wasn’t for the workouts or nutrition plans, but for the women.

      These women had delts like armor and thighs like carved oak. They were women who stood on stage under hot lights, oiled and bloated with muscle, smiling like they knew they were powerful. Their eyes told you: I earned this. I own this.

      And it did something to me.

      Back then I’d secretly recorded bodybuilding contests on ESPN and fitness programs. I’d smuggle back to my room as many female bodybuilding magazines as I could collect. I scoured the local bookstore for the latest issue featuring women whose bodies were sculpted and powerful yet somehow still feminine. I traced the images on the glossy pages with my fingertips, imagining what it would feel like to stand beside them, to witness that strength up close. They existed in a dream, untouchable, beyond reality.

      Night after night I’d go through my collection. Somehow, the more magazines that I had gave me ownership of the women, even though I knew deep down I could never have one.

      I’d turn the pages in my bed every night and my arousal would peak as images flashed before my young teenage brain. A tanned quad with deep striations splitting the thick muscle like a fault line, glistening as though carved from bronze. The hard swell of a round and peaked bicep with veins coursing over the surface, hard and taut beneath my imagined grip. Oiled up glistening abs that caught the light in a way that made them seem impossibly deep. Shoulders capped with dense muscle with delts that rolled and shifted like tectonic plates beneath satin skin. A sculpted back, rippling with ridges and valleys, her lats flaring wide as the woman smiled proud of her accomplishment.

      It was the contrast that undid me. Their feminine faces stretched into proud grins, makeup perfect, hair curled just so, while beneath all of it, their bodies were sheer brute force. Dominance in mascara, a fierce gaze framed by delicate lashes atop shoulders that could press a thousand pounds. And that blend? That contradiction? It was electric.

      I wanted to meet these women, cherish these women, and worship them—but back then they were unicorns, creatures of myths captured solely by the cameras that hunted them down for me.

      Sometimes I’d just stare. Sometimes I’d press the photo flat and let my hand wander reverently over them imagining what it would feel like to be under someone like that. Crushed and overpowered before she claimed me.

      I knew it then, even if I couldn’t name it. What I needed wasn’t just a woman. It was a woman who was more. Bigger. Stronger. Unapologetically so. Someone who could look down on me with ownership.

      And that scared the hell out of me. Because where do you file that? Who do you tell that? So, I didn’t. I just kept the box and over the years expanded it. Through moves. Through breakups. Through years.

      Erika looked up from one of the magazines then, lips parted slightly, as if she could feel all of it before flipping the page. Her gaze lingered on the flexed bicep of a woman whose veins mapped a landscape of pure muscle.

      I opened my mouth, but no words came. Just breath, shaky and raw.

      “I know,” I finally whispered. “It’s weird.”

      Erika didn’t respond. The shock of processing my fetish and my secret was probably just too much. Her eyes flickered between images as she flipped a magazine open, settling on a centerfold I had seen a hundred times before. It was one that I had worshipped more intimately in the dark solitude of my teens. One of my favorite women of all time.

      Zuzana.

      She wasn’t a woman. She was a goddess carved from flesh, steel, and years of discipline. Her sculpted muscles swelled with an effortless grace beyond the limits of ordinary mortals. Thick, corded biceps arched with a perfect peak when she flexed, and a fleet of veins swarmed across them like highways in an atlas. Her broad, capped shoulders were nothing but muscle. They pushed outward and met with her wide lats which tapered into a tiny waist. It only exaggerated the hypnotic flare of her huge quads.

      I imagined what those thighs could do to my neck with a simple squeeze.

      She stared at the camera with a feminine yet confident look. High cheekbones and piercing eyes dared you to look away. Her whole visage held a hint of knowing arrogance, as if she understood the effect she had on those who gazed upon her.

      Erika traced a finger along the image. Her breath seemed to slow as she took in the photo and what it meant. I swallowed hard, waiting for the words that would follow—words that could shatter me or, impossibly, set me free.

      Finally, a sly grin swept across her face. “Looks like I need to step up my game.” She drew me into a hug at my most vulnerable moment. If I didn’t realize I’d loved her before then, it would have come right there.

      She asked some questions but nothing too probing. How long had I felt this way about muscle? Was it the size or the power that attracted me? Would I want her to get bigger? Her tone was soothing as if she knew it was hard for me.

      For years she’d worked out while my time at the gym waned. I hadn’t told her everything—even what she knew was already too much. What I really craved was her being stronger than me and lording it over me in the bedroom while I kneeled beneath her worshipping her power. I’d never have the courage to tell her, but a guy can dream, right?

      With Erika’s blessing, I hired her a trainer after we married, and she put on muscle. Her body became rock hard and defined but the pace was slow. Despite my own backsliding in the weight room I knew the day when she was physically superior in our relationship would never arrive.

      It’s not like I was unhappy. She was my better half in so many other ways and we got along so well together. Still, my libido went into overdrive when I thought about muscular women who might be stronger than me and I wanted the woman in my life to be one of them. Eventually, I’d resigned myself to the fact that day would never come.

      But now the day before my 55th birthday I’d gone and done the unthinkable. I’d told her I wanted a session and only softened the blow by telling her I wanted her to tag along with me. Tender and sweet? My ass. I was cruel. I’d knowingly hurt the only woman I’d ever really loved other than my mother and daughter.

      Who had I become? How could this happen?

      Perhaps it was my age that led me to say those fateful words. Recently my fading libido had become irritatingly obvious. Only raunchy videos of nude bodybuilders engaging in rough sex could reliably arouse me.

      I loved Erika and she’d worked hard to make her body into one I could appreciate. But sadly, nowadays I increasingly saw true fulfillment during sex as a thing of the past. Erika must have sensed this, as I'd resorted to taking a little blue pill before our lovemaking. Perhaps it was the resignation to our fate that led me to be so bold and hurtful.

      “I’m sorry…” I started.

      “Don’t be,” she shot back.  Her face tightened and she sighed.  “I know our sex isn’t what it once was.”

      “It’s my fault. I’m a freak. I…”

      She put her palm up to me and responded with a sigh, “Let me finish, and no you’re not. You’re just you. but I want to think about what you’re asking.”

      “Forget about it, I was just…” I stopped myself when I saw her venomous glare.

      “What you’re asking… It's a lot. But I’ll consider it.” With that she turned and went to the bedroom and closed the door behind her.

      At least it wasn’t a slam.

      Still, I knew I’d pushed too hard and had nobody to blame but myself. I slept on the couch that evening afraid to face her wrath. The wrath I’d brought upon myself.
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      I couldn’t believe this was happening.

      Erika sat next to me, cross-legged on the couch, laptop balanced on her knees, scrolling through images of women so muscular they could have curled me like a dumbbell. My attempt to feign disinterest had been entirely laughable. One glimpse of oiled up muscle straining beneath a silky dominatrix outfit was enough to shatter that illusion. By now, I wasn’t breathing. I was pretty sure I hadn’t inhaled in at least a full minute. Any second now, this was going to explode in my face.

      “This one?” she asked, tilting the screen toward me.

      I glanced at the photo. The woman in the photo was something out of a fever dream. She was somewhat of an Elvira doppelganger but stripped of any trace of delicacy. Her head was clean shaven which made the thick corded muscles of her neck and shoulders stand out all the more. Her traps rose like twin peaks of some impossible mountain range while her shoulders were broad enough to carry the weight of my impending doom. Her biceps, flexed with casual arrogance, seemed to mock the very concept of restraint.

      My mouth went dry. I still couldn’t fully process what was happening. It was almost as if Erika was tacitly approving of me cheating on her.

      “Uh, yeah,” I said, my throat suddenly tight. “She’s… impressive.”

      Erika’s lips quirked. She knew exactly what she was doing, showing me this. You like it, her eyes said, even if she didn’t speak the words aloud. She still had no clue. I didn’t just like it, I craved powerful women to an extent she would find impossible.

      This was a test. It had to be. No wife in history had ever willingly scrolled through images of Amazonian warriors with their husband unless she was gathering evidence for future divorce proceedings. And yet, here we were.

      I swallowed hard, my voice cracking as I asked, “You sure about this?”

      “I already said yes, didn’t I?” she replied, clicking through another page of impossibly built women. “Look, this is your one shot. So, if we’re doing it, you better get it right.”

      I shifted uncomfortably, the weight of my own ridiculousness pressing down on me. “Right. Right.”

      She looked at me expectantly, her brow arched. “Well?”

      “Well, what?”

      “What exactly do you want?”

      Oh, sweet mother of mortification. This was it. The moment where I officially lost all dignity. “What do you mean?”

      “Well, the obvious,” she snorted, failing miserably to hide her irritation. “What should she look like and what do you want to do?”

      She should look like she could press me to the wall with one hand, pin me beneath her and take advantage of me, I thought. She should look like something I could worship—no need to worship because she was so strong. Her thighs should be thick enough to snap the very air between them and her waist carved like an insult to physics. At least I had the sense to avoid opening my mouth this time.

      “I, uh—” I coughed, trying to summon some shred of dignity. “I don’t know. I mean—muscular, obviously.”

      Erika gave me a look so flat it could have leveled a building. “Yeah, I know muscular, but how?”

      God help me. The most muscular woman on the website. The kind of muscular that defied reason. The kind that made my stomach tighten and my breath catch. The kind that turned admiration into something darker, something needful, something wanton.

      I swallowed hard, my eyes darting back to the screen. “Oh, I don’t know.”

      “Of course you know,” she said sternly. “Quit equivocating.”

      I could feel the heat creeping up my neck, embarrassment and arousal bleeding together in some horrifying mix. “I just—someone who looks strong.”

      “All of these women look strong,” she sighed.

      I was gripping my beer like a lifeline as Erika scrolled through more images of the woman with an almost disconcerting level of efficiency. Like she was selecting a new couch instead of the human wrecking ball that could upend our marriage.

      She stopped on a photo of a woman stepping out of a pool, water sluicing down a body that looked sculpted by an overachieving Greek god with a fetish for symmetry. Her abs were ridiculous, her thighs could probably crush a watermelon, and she had that effortless fitness-model glow that made you question if she even knew what carbs were.

      “What about her?” Erika asked.

      I nodded. “Yeah. Nice.”

      She gave me a side-eye so sharp it could cut glass. “Nice?”

      I cleared my throat. “Yeah, you know. Fit. Athletic. Very, uh… proportionate.”

      Erika hummed in a way that told me she wasn’t buying it. I took a long sip of beer and pretended to be deeply fascinated by the label on the bottle.

      She kept scrolling. More beautiful women appeared. Some were lean and lithe while some had so much muscle it looked like it was packed on like layers of armor. I kept my responses carefully measured, giving polite nods, the occasional “Hmm,” like I was an art critic instead of a man trying not to get caught salivating over a human flexed-up masterpiece.

      “Show me what you want, Daniel.”

      Erika threw the laptop on my lap and studied me. She watched me as my fingers idly tapped against the trackpad. The blue glow of the screen had to flicker over my face like a conspiratorial figure heading toward my own destruction. Yet here I was, flipping through the pages like I was shopping for a new jacket rather than oblivion.

      “Daniel,” she growled. I knew that tone. It was reserved for my worst offenses. The misdirection was annoying her. I had to get to the point.

      “Really strong,” I responded defensively.

      “Really strong?” she echoed. A wicked grin played at the edge of her lips. She knew. She’d always known.

      I did all I could to ignore her, skipping past a woman who looked like a long muscular barbie doll and landing with a stop on a woman whose body was so unapologetically massive that it rewrote the rules of attraction. Every inch of her was dense and overgrown with muscle, her biceps like cannonballs straining against her skin, her quads thick enough to make me feel absurd for ever thinking I knew what “strong” looked like.

      My breath caught in my throat.

      I swallowed. My body had already answered before my brain could.

      Erika smirked. “That strong. Yeah. I thought so.”

      Embarrassed, I skipped past the woman. Sadly, even though her body was perfect, her face wasn’t. If this was my one chance…

      I skipped onto another. A woman filled the screen who was next level. Her biceps bulged like she could lift a car. She wasn’t just strong—she was strong. But here I was being picky again. Her legs were thin in comparison. Feeling a woman’s thighs, really feeling the breadth and denseness of a powerful woman’s thighs was always a particular fantasy of mine.

      The next woman was the opposite. She looked like a Brazilian wellness competitor—stunningly beautiful with thighs and glutes that could stop a car but her upper body was less than. Still, I felt a shift. A tightening. An unmistakable reaction that I had absolutely zero control over.

      Erika’s head whipped toward me, then down to my lap.

      Her mouth quirked. “I see we’re getting warmer.”

      I nearly choked on my beer. “I don’t know what you’re talking about.”

      “Legs man,” she said, ignoring me and pulling the laptop back into her lap. The women were getting even bigger now—some of them towering, massive, thick with sinew and power. My heart pounded in a way that made me deeply uncomfortable.

      Then she stopped.

      I felt it before I even saw it. Some kind of raw need shook my body like I sensed the incoming shockwave before my brain could catch up.

      The woman on the screen was something out of an impossible dream. Six feet tall, if not more. She was built like a warrior queen with shoulders that could probably block out the sun. She was dressed in all black—tight leather, straps, silver chains gleaming against her pale skin. Her legs looked twice as thick as mine. Her hair was cropped short except for one long, dark braid draped over one shoulder, coiling like a snake.

      She looked like she could snap me in half and use my remains as an accessory.

      I squeaked.

      Actually squeaked.

      Erika turned slowly, staring at me like she was seeing me for the first time.

      “…Her?”

      I nodded. Embarrassingly fast. My entire face was hot, my body betraying me in ways I’d never forgive.

      “Yes, that one.” I said through a lump in my throat as if she were an object rather than a person. Of course, she was just an object of my desire at this point.

      Erika studied the woman. She clicked on the services button. My eyes quickly landed on the FS option but thankfully Erika didn’t have a clue. That wouldn’t be happening, but it let me know that this girl would do nearly everything.

      “And what do you want to do with said woman,” Erika asked.

      In my mind, the image unraveled fast. I pictured her looming over me, muscles flexed, every curve dense with strength and dominance. She’d crawl on top of me with the weight of inevitability, pressing me into the mattress like I weighed nothing. Her hands would pin my wrists easily, her quads straddling my hips, locking me in place. I’d squeeze the muscles, and they’d have no give. I wouldn’t even try to fight it—I’d melt under her, open and overwhelmed, as she used me the way I’d fantasized about for years. Each thrust would knock the breath from my lungs, would own me.

      “I mean…” I scratched the back of my neck, willing myself to maintain eye contact. “I figured, you know, you’d wrestle her first.”

      Erika nodded slowly. “Me?” She tilted her head and then nodded. “Okay, and then what?”

      “And then I’d wrestle her.”

      Her lips twitched, but she kept a straight face. “Alright.”

      “And then… we, uh… worship her together.”

      A long pause.

      Erika exhaled through her nose, shaking her head like she was reconsidering every life decision that had led her to this moment. “I know there’s more,” she said, arms crossed. “Come on, don’t hold back. This is your one chance.”

      Oh God.

      I looked up at the ceiling like divine intervention might descend and save me from myself. “Okay, fine,” I admitted, rubbing my face. “I want each of us to have a few minutes alone with her.”

      “Alone, how?” she asked cautiously. There was a warning in her voice that wasn’t hard to miss.

      I swallowed hard. The images came rushing in, unstoppable. I want to lie on the floor while she stands over me, flexing. Her perfect form would be decorated with a shiny coat of oil and pumped from posing. I want her to drop to her knees and have her pin me and press her quads around my ribs and squeeze until I can’t breathe. I want to feel her beefy biceps against my throat and know exactly what she’s doing to me and smile, slow and cruel.”

      “Just for a few minutes.”

      Erika blinked. “Okay, but no penetration. That’s a bridge too far. Do you hear me?”

      I nodded so fast I nearly gave myself whiplash. “Absolutely. No bridges. Bridges are bad. Screw bridges.”

      She studied me for a second before sighing with resignation. “I don’t really want to be with her alone, but I will because you want it.”

      Guilt hit me like a freight train. “Erika, this is crazy. Let’s just cancel the whole thing. It’s just my freaky fantasy anyway.”

      But instead of shutting the laptop and running for the hills, she fixed me with a look that was equal parts exasperation and amusement. “No,” she said firmly. “This is your one shot. Happy Birthday. And thank you for being entirely honest with me. Finally.”

      I get a thank you from this. What kind of bizarro world is this? I groaned, covering my face with my hands. This was either going to be the best night of my life or the beginning of a long and painful end.

      Maybe both.

      To my utter shock, she nodded as if reassuring herself and didn’t tease me. She just studied the screen for a moment and tilted her head as if she were considering it seriously. Then, to my absolute horror, she picked up the phone.

      My stomach dropped to my feet.

      “Wh-what are you doing?” My voice cracked like I was thirteen again.

      She glanced at me, unimpressed. “Booking her.”

      “Wait, wait, wait,” I babbled, hands flailing uselessly. “We’re just looking! Browsing! This isn’t⁠—”

      She held up a finger. “Shh. It’s ringing.”

      I clamped my mouth shut and watched in abject terror as my wife—my sweet, rational, very sane wife—pressed the phone to her ear and waited.

      And that was the moment I realized two things.

      One: This was happening.

      Two: I was so, so screwed.

      Erika tapped her nails on the coffee table beside the couch as the phone rang. Her expression was calm, almost businesslike, as if she were ordering takeout instead of summoning the six-foot-tall dominatrix bodybuilder of my darkest, weirdest dreams.

      Meanwhile, I was in full crisis mode. My brain was short-circuiting and my pulse hammering like I’d just sprinted a mile. My body, on the other hand, was conflicted.

      I opened my mouth to protest again, but then—click. A low, smooth voice answered. “Kara.”

      Oh no.

      I made an embarrassing strangled noise, which Erika ignored entirely.

      “Hi, Kara,” she said, all pleasant and composed, as if she were making a polite customer service inquiry and not hiring a woman who could probably press me overhead like a barbell. “I was wondering if you were available for a private session in So Cal sometime soon.”

      There was a pause on the other end, then a slow, amused hum. “Mm. Tell me more.”

      I wanted to sink into the floor and slip through the hole. Erika, however, remained utterly unfazed. “It’s for my husband.” She shot me a look, one eyebrow raised. “It’s his birthday wish.”

      Kill me. Just kill me now.

      “I see.” Kara’s voice was rich, velvety, and laced with something that made the hairs on my arms stand up. “And what exactly does your husband… desire?”

      Erika put the phone on speaker.

      I stared at her, eyes wide with betrayal. She gave me a smug little smile and gestured at the phone.

      “Go on, honey. This is your one shot.”

      My throat had turned to sandpaper. “Uh.”

      Kara waited. I could feel her waiting, like a predator watching prey hesitate just before the pounce.

      I cleared my throat and attempted to gather the remnants of my dignity. “W-wrestling,” I croaked.

      Kara made a sound of approval. “A classic.” Her voice was rough, deep, and commanding. Already I was throbbing. What was going to happen when I actually met her?

      Erika leaned against the arm on the couch watching me with pure entertainment. “And?”

      I swallowed. “I want to watch while you wrestle my wife first.”

      There was another hum of approval from Kara. “Hot.”

      Dear God, is this actually happening?

      Erika nodded as if this were the most normal conversation in the world. “And after that?”

      I hesitated. Erika gave me a warning look. Fine. If I was going down, I was going down in flames.

      “I want to wrestle you,” I admitted, my ears burning. “And then… then we…” I gestured vaguely, my hands flailing like an idiot. “Worship you.”

      Silence.

      Then, Kara let out a low, knowing chuckle.

      “Well, well,” she purred. “A man of taste.”

      I could feel my soul leaving my body.

      Erika smirked. “Tell her the rest.” She crossed her arms.

      I shook my head frantically. “Nope. That’s—that’s the whole thing.”

      She leaned in. “Liar. Finish,” Erika demanded.

      “Fine. I want both of us to spend ten minutes or so just with you, alone.”

      “Doing what,” Kara chuckled. The sound was deep and gruff. She’s far more of a man than I’ll ever be, I thought.

      “I don’t really want to,” Erika said breezily, “but I will because he wants it.”

      Kara sounded thoroughly entertained. “You two are fun. I like you.”

      I groaned, dragging a hand down my face.

      Erika, apparently done with my suffering, got down to business. “So, what are your rates?”

      They talked about logistics while I tried to remember how to breathe. By the time Erika hung up, I felt like I’d just survived an emotional car crash.

      She turned to me, looking far too pleased with herself. “All set. She’ll be here two weeks from Saturday.”

      I opened my mouth, closed it, then opened it again. “Erika. This is crazy. Let’s just cancel the whole thing. It’s just my freaky fantasy anyway.”

      She grinned. “Nope.” She leaned in for a kiss and then whispered before she pulled back all the way, “Happy fifty-five, honey.”
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      “Harder, you fuckin’ little bitch.”

      Her words thrashed in my soul.

      I was massaging Kara’s monumental, perfect back—if you could even call what I was doing massaging. It felt more like I was trying to knead a block of granite with my laughably inadequate mortal hands. My fingers dug in, trembling with the effort.

      Kara let out an exasperated sigh, barely moving from where she was stretched out beneath me. “Are you trying?” she asked, like an annoyed personal trainer watching a guy pretend to bench press an empty bar.

      I swallowed. “Y-yes?”

      “Try harder,” her tone sent a shiver through my soul.

      I tried. I failed.

      But before we get to this mortifying moment, let me rewind a little.

      The weeks leading up to the session were… weird.

      I expected to be the lunatic, cycling through panic, euphoria, and regret like a broken washing machine. But it wasn’t just me.

      Erika changed.

      At first, I thought she was just humoring me by playing along, being the cool wife, and indulging her husband’s bizarre birthday request. But soon enough it was clear something had shifted.

      She started training harder. Like, way harder.

      One night, after we put in our usual gym time, I threw my gym bag over my shoulder, ready to call it quits and go home to decompress. I’d already begun my standard post-workout ritual which included staring blankly at my phone while shoveling protein bars into my mouth. But Erika didn’t appear close to done.

      “Another set,” she announced, grabbing a heavier set of dumbbells. “Actually, I’m going to do a few more sets until I absolutely fail and then do some forced reps.”

      I blinked at her. “But we just finished.”

      “No, you finished. I’m feeling good,” she said, like a woman possessed. “You go. I’ll take a Lyft home.”

      I watched as she powered through another set of concentration curls with all the determination of someone training for an upcoming battle. A few days later when the pattern continued, we started taking separate cars to the gym. By this point, my lifting was merely to encourage Erika, but she clearly no longer needed the motivation. As the days passed, I skipped gym sessions, and she stayed even longer. On the days when she had the trainer, she worked out with him and then did her own ‘finishing up routine.’

      Then there were the shakes.

      She’d been into getting bigger ever since the reveal of my magazines, but suddenly, our kitchen turned into a supplement store. Vanilla protein, creatine, pre-workout that smelled like alien energy drinks—she had it all.

      One morning, I caught her standing in front of the mirror, thrusting her arm by her side, flexing. A thin but noticeable horseshoe rose from her arm

      “What… uh… what are we doing here?” I asked cautiously, a toothbrush hanging out of my mouth.

      She dropped her arms and turned, far too casual. “Just checking progress.”

      “Oh. Right. Progress.” I nodded, trying not to look at the unopened email confirmation from Kara sitting in my inbox. “This wouldn’t have anything to do with⁠—”

      “No.”

      I squinted at her. “Really?”

      She sipped her shake. “Really.”

      Uh-huh. Why was I pushing it anyway? Why would I get in the way whatever it was that was getting her motivated?

      I wasn’t an idiot though. I knew she wanted to look good for Kara. The notion was a bit ironic, given that I was the one who was supposed to be terrified and excited beyond reason.

      I didn’t know what to do with that realization.

      And that was how the lead up to the moment with me kneeling over Kara, failing to massage a woman made entirely of muscle and intimidation. And it was only just beginning.

      I was surprised and a little concerned that we ended up having the session at our house. From my understanding hotel rooms were the norm for sessions so that they were to be like Vegas— whatever happened there stayed there. We had no idea what we were preparing for, so we cleaned the bedroom and laid three yoga mats out over our plush bedroom carpet for the wrestling match like some kind of ceremonial battleground.

      Either way, three minutes before the designated hour the doorbell rang and both Erika and I froze. My legs wouldn’t work. Erika flashed me a half grin in realization and opened the door.

      There stood Kara, clad in a tight black skirt and a hater top, her arms folded over her chest like she was surveying her prey.

      Us.

      She was bigger in person. Not just bigger, but colossal.

      Tall and thick but still cut like a competition was in the near future. It was as if she were sculpted from something far denser than mere flesh. Muscles coiled and twisted beneath her skin. She was wearing only black as if it were the signature of her power. Her skirt hugged her impossibly wide thighs and the breadth of her shoulders were accentuated by her jacket, and a black choker was the final, deliberate accent to her presence. Every detail was designed to stun. She needn’t have tried.

      I was barely breathing as it was.

      Her long, razor-sharp nails weren’t just manicured. It was as if they were gleaming black claws ready to tear me from limb to limb. I had no doubt she could break bones and rip my flesh if she wanted. She was pure power. And yet, somehow, despite the raw intimidation rolling off her in waves, she was still feminine. Not in a delicate way, but in the way a tigress is feminine—sleek, predatory, utterly in control of every inch of her domain.

      And then there was her grin. It was sharp and knowing like she already had us figured out before the first move was made.

      I was not alone in my shock. Erika’s jaw dropped.

      “Am I at the right place,” Kara cackled.

      “Yes, yes come in, please.” Erika stepped aside and Kara walked through the doorway. For a moment the shadows in the room grew so deep that it was like her mass blocked the sun itself.

      Kara walked in surveying the house with casual authority. “Nice place.”

      I begged my legs to work so I could rise from the couch and greet her. “Th–th- thanks,” I croaked.

      She gave me a knowing look and continued. “Is there a place I can change before the session? Don’t worry I’m not a clock watcher and I don’t have to be at my friends until 9:30.” I glanced at the clock. It was still only seven. The idea of extra time with Kara sent a shiver through my body.

      I pointed toward the bathroom. She nodded, lifted her duffle bag over her shoulder, and then disappeared inside, shutting the door behind her.

      Only when Kara closed the bathroom door did I remember to breathe. I looked at Erika and she appeared equally shocked.  Silence fell between us for a few beats before Erika broke it.

      She exhaled sharply. “Holy shit.”

      I swallowed. “Yeah.”

      “She’s… bigger than I thought,” Erika said, wide eyed and breathing hard.

      “She’s bigger than I thought was possible,” I admitted.

      Erika licked her lips and shook her head slightly like she was trying to clear it. “Okay, so. This is happening.”

      “This is happening.”

      Another beat of silence.

      Erika’s voice dropped to a whisper. “Are you okay?”

      I exhaled through my nose. “I… don’t know.”

      She studied me, eyes narrowing slightly. “You’re way too excited.”

      I gave her a look. “Like you’re not?”

      She opened her mouth to protest, then closed it again. “Fair.”

      Another pause.

      “I mean,” she continued, voice hushed, “how strong do you think she actually is?”

      “I think we’re about to find out.” I nodded. My eyes flicked to the bathroom door. The presence of Kara loomed beyond it. I exhaled slowly. “To be honest, I think… I think she could break me in half.”

      Erika shivered, but it didn’t look like fear. It was curious.

      The bathroom door clicked. A few seconds later Kara emerged, somehow even more breathtaking.

      She was simply Unreal.

      She’d stripped away the casual athletic look and replaced it with something straight out of my darkest, most indulgent fantasies. She wore a high-gloss, midnight-black dominatrix outfit, the material clinging to her curves, like a second skin. The corset laced tightly, pulling her waist into a dramatic hourglass, while the push-up bra and strategically placed straps emphasized her cleavage.

      Her body gleamed under the dim light, and it took me a second longer to notice the delicate, yet menacing, whip coiled in her hand.

      Her hair was longer than in the pictures online and now pulled back into a sleek, high ponytail, revealing the sharp angles of her cheekbones and the determined set of her jaw. Her makeup was dramatic: smoky eyes, a deep crimson lip, and a hint of something dangerous in her gaze.

      Her thighs were no longer obscured. They were devastating—swollen with impossible muscle, carved into deep-cut grooves that flexed with every step. In her arms she held patent leather thigh-high boots.

      I blinked in confusion, and she explained. “Can’t have these on for wrestling. This is for the worshipping part after.” Her usual casual demeanor had sharpened into something else entirely—something dangerous.

      She ran a hand down the length of her own thigh, eyes flicking between the two of us, watching, measuring.

      “So,” Kara purred, her voice like velvet over steel. “Are you two ready?”

      We both nodded. I think neither of us could speak. We adjourned to the bedroom and Kara chuckled at our makeshift wrestling set up. With one mighty shove she pushed our king size bed aside.

      “Gotta be safe,” she continued, dusting her hands off like she hadn’t just moved a massive piece of furniture but a throw pillow.

      Erika and I exchanged glances. The bed was solid wood and a beast to even slide an inch when we were changing the sheets. And Kara had just shoved it effortlessly like it was beneath her strength to struggle with something so trivial.

      My throat went dry.

      She turned back to us and rolled her shoulders. The motion sent a ripple through the thick slabs of muscle along her back. “Alright,” she said, smirking, “who’s first?”

      Erika, still visibly stunned, took a tiny step forward before glancing at me. “Uh… you go.”

      I swallowed hard. “Me?”

      Kara laughed. It was a deep, throaty chuckle that sent another shiver down my spine. She reached forward, gripped my wrist, and pulled me in like I weighed nothing.

      My stomach flipped.

      “Don’t worry, sweetheart,” she murmured, her grip firm, inescapable. “I’ll be gentle.”

      “We said… we said you’d be first,” I stuttered, nodding at Erika.

      “Fine,” I’ll be the man around here, Erika teased. She stretched and stepped forward like a soldier about to step onto the battlefield. I could see the flicker of nerves in her eyes, but she masked it well. She’d been training hard. I think at that moment she really believed she had a shot.

      Poor thing.

      “Ready?” Kara asked, her voice rich and dripping with amusement.

      Erika nodded. I swallowed. Then it began.

      They circled each other. Erika was light on her feet and her sinewy muscles bunched with effort. She was certainly spry on her feet for forty-five and people always marveled at how she never aged. I saw the determination in her eyes. She sprung and grabbed Kara’s arm. For a second it looked promising.

      Then Kara moved. It wasn’t dramatic. It wasn’t flashy. It was just effortless.

      A shift of weight. A tug. A twist. And Erika was flat on her back, blinking up at the ceiling like she wasn’t entirely sure what had just happened.

      Kara grinned.

      “Oh, come on,” Erika huffed, rolling onto her stomach, pushing herself up. She was already reaching for Kara again before I could process what had just happened.

      It was adorable and brave, but… completely futile.

      Sweaty sinews colliding against thick blocks of pure power was immensely arousing, but despite Erika’s efforts, she was no match.

      Each time Erika went in, Kara barely had to try. She absorbed the attacks like a mountain taking hits from a particularly determined gust of wind. Occasionally, she let Erika struggle longer than necessary. Her grin widened and her dark braid swayed as she moved with the kind of control that made my stomach flip.

      And then, just when Erika thought she had something, Kara ended it. A flick of her wrist. A shift of weight. And Erika was once again pinned, her breath coming in short, stunned bursts.

      Still, she kept coming. Her body was slick with effort, hair sticking to her forehead, and her eyes full of fire. There was something desperate in it. Perhaps it was pride. Part of me wondered if she was trying to prove something to me.

      Kara was nearly everything I’d fantasized about for years—overpowering, inhumanly built, and unrelenting. But Erika was my wife. The woman I loved. And here she was, throwing herself against a wall of muscle like her soul depended on it or she needed to impress me and conquer the woman who had captured my fancy.

      Kara caught her again, this time twisting behind her, wrapping thick arms around Erika’s midsection and lifting her clean off the ground. Erika flailed for a heartbeat, then gasped as Kara sat down and pulled her into a body-scissors, locking her legs tight around Erika’s waist.

      Erika writhed and groaned as her hands dug at Kara’s thighs, but her face was flushed with more than just exertion. It was her pride fighting with the resistance that bled ever closer to surrender.

      Kara laughed and released her, but Erika launched herself at the bigger woman yet again. Erika’s shoulder caps flared, and I noticed her size more than I had in ages, but it wasn’t enough. Kara overpowered her yet again.

      It wasn’t until the third—or was it the fourth? —takedown that Kara finally rolled off her and stretched, utterly unbothered. “Nice try,” she purred, tilting her head at me. “Your turn.”

      Oh. Oh no.

      Erika looked determined. “One more try.”

      Kara raised a brow, intrigued. “Oh?”

      Erika wiped the sweat from her brow, rolling her shoulders like Kara had just a few minutes prior in defiance. “One more.”

      Kara smirked, amused. “Alright, sweetheart. Show me what you’ve got.”

      This time, Erika didn’t lunge recklessly. She circled Kara, her stance lower, more measured. She’d learned. And then—she struck.

      A feint left, then a pivot right—and before Kara could adjust, Erika hooked
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