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Mallory Joins the
League

Ross and Mallory are a hot, happily married
twenty-something couple, living the American dream. But when Ross
is in a bind and forced to let Mallory join his fantasy football
league all hell breaks loose. And the league begins to take over
their lives.

The ultra-competitive Mallory Monroe will
stop at next to nothing to win and prove to all the guys that she
belongs in the league.

FOR ADULTS ONLY!

Content warning: Contains cheating, light
bondage, light BDSM, voyeurism and highly charged M/F and F/F
sexual activity.

Mallory joins the league is a seven part
novella, approximately 47,000 words in length.

Part One: She Fumbles

Part Two: She Comes Ready to Play

Part Three: She Almost Gets Sacked

Part Four: She Goes Deep

Part Five: She Switches Sides

Part Six: She is Desperate to Score

Part Seven: She Takes It for the Team
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Mallory Joins the League
Part One: She Fumbles



Ross was in a bind. The fantasy football league that he was
commissioner of had lost two guys; one who had moved away and one
who had a wife that was a controlling shrew and nixed the idea. So
here he was, hours away from the draft – part fantasy football
draft, part kegger – that he had hosted each of the nine years
since the league’s founding, scrambling to get two more
players.

The league started out as ten college buddies
who wanted an excuse to drink beers and watch football together,
but since those early days it had morphed into a few old college
buddies, a few guys from the office, a friend of a friend, and
Ross’s step father – a motley crew if there ever was one. Most of
the guys were in their late-20s like Ross, but there were a few
older ones mixed in too.

Two hours prior to the draft Ross worked the
phones. He had called all the members of the league and asked for
referrals. A few of the guys said, “I think I know a guy,” but they
never panned out. As he kept calling around his wife, Mallory
busied herself around the house making sure all was in order for
this important day for Ross.

Ross knew if he were desperate Mallory would
take one of the empty spots. But he also knew how competitive
Mallory was and he had visions of weekends without sex when her
team was sucking it up. He was also aware of the ribbing he would
take from the guys if he let Mallory join. He pictured it now,
Keith, his best friend, would call a toast and petition that Ross
change his team name from “Ross Is The Boss” to “Pussy Whipped.”
The thought of the taunting he would endure made him shudder and he
kept searching.

Just as the guys were set to show Ross threw
a “Hail Mary” and landed two new guys, Riley and Patrick, for the
league. Mallory, listening from the other room, was crestfallen.
She has loved football all her life and wanted to show these guys
that woman liked football too and could do just as well in a
fantasy football league as a man could. So when she heard that the
neighbor’s kids – teenagers for god sakes – from down the street
were taking the vacant spots she wanted to throw Ross out the
window.

Instead, she remained the loving, supportive
wife and put the hot wings in the oven.



The guys started showing up and soon the party was in full swing.
Ross could finally relax knowing he would have a full league, and
the beer started to flow. Ross and Mallory mingled with the guys
and just as the draft was about to start, he noticed that one of
the guys, Alex from work, was missing. He picked up his cell and
called him. Alex answered obviously seeing the caller ID, “Hi Ross,
I’m really sorry I had to flake out on you.”

“Wait, what?” Ross replied.

Alex said, “You got my email right? I sent it
yesterday. I told you that I couldn’t join your league this
year…”

“FUCK! NO…NO…I didn’t see that…” Ross
bellowed.

“Well I sent it… It’s just not going to work
out this year. Sorry but good luck.” Alex told him before hanging
up the phone.

Ross, head in his hands, asked himself what
to do. When he looked up, he saw Mallory in the kitchen and figured
now he had no choice. He walked in, pulled Mallory aside and told
her the news. She screamed for joy and hugged him tight. She had
wanted this moment ever since she found out he ran a league nearly
seven years ago when they had first started dating. Ross, smiled
begrudgingly, because he knew the teasing that was about to
follow.

Ross gathered everyone in the living room and
went over the rules. There wasn’t much unusual about the scoring or
the format of the league. But the awards and punishments were a
little different. Ross detailed those standing in the center of the
room with a beer in hand, “Ok guys, so most of you know this, but
the top six teams make the playoffs – with the bottom four going
home. If you are in the bottom, watch out, because the top four
teams get to pick punishments for you – commissioner approved of
course. If you come in last, well, nobody wants that, but if you
do, I feel for you man…or woman” he said with a nod to Mallory.

“Last year the regular season winner had the
regular season loser get his team name tattooed on his ass. Why do
you think Hank isn’t allowed to play anymore? Colleen is sick of
looking at ‘BallzDeep’on his butt!”

The room roared in laughter, and they looked
at Keith, last year’s regular season winner, who shrugged his
shoulders and casually said, “I didn’t tell him to lose.” Everyone
was laughing. Everyone but the teenagers that is, they just looked
like they were going to throw up.

Ross noticing their distress, said “Hey guys,
guys no worries, those were two college buddies just being dicks to
each other. If one of you were to lose, you’ll probably just need
to wash the winner’s car for a month or something.” The young men
breathed a sigh of relief and smiled hesitantly.

“So gentlemen, and lady, the changes we’ve
made since last year. We’ve extended the trading deadline from week
ten to week twelve, and we’ve done away with the commissioner veto
– meaning that if someone wants to get ‘trade raped’ who am I to
stand in their way. Now, we’ll begin the draft after we get the
newcomers their draft order assignments.” Ross finished up and led
Mallory and the brothers Riley and Patrick to the table to figure
out who would take the vacant spots – spots #1, #4 and #6.

The process was simple; a deck of cards,
highest card got their pick of the order spot, followed by the next
highest picking the next one and lowest card taking the last
opening available. Luck was in Mallory’s favor as she drew a King,
while 18 year old Riley got a ten and his older brother, Patrick,
got a four. Mallory threw her hands in the air and picked the open
#1 spot – meaning she got first pick of the draft – Riley got the
#4 and Patrick got the #6.

After that was over, Ross wrote on his little
white board, the name of the person, their team name and the draft
order. Mallory already had a team name picked out so she surveyed
the board and since she didn’t know everyone tried to figure out
how Ross knew them. The board looked like this:

1 Mal Monroe (I Two Hand Touch Myself)

2 Cal Schmidt (6 inches of glory)

3 Tony Peloso ( I Love Tight Ends)

4 Riley Peterson (Broncos4life)

5 Bobby Bass (All Bout that bASS)

6 Patrick Peterson (What Would Breesus do)

7 Owen Monroe (Show me the money)

8 Ross Monroe (Ross Is The Boss)

9 Sam Shields (Wham Bam Thank U Sam)

10 Keith Dwyer (BallzDeep)

Mallory knew Cal, Bobby and Keith as Ross’s
friends from college. All three were in their wedding, with Keith
serving as Ross’s best man. She really didn’t like Keith, he was
loud, obnoxious and 28 going on 12, but being Ross’s best friend,
she had learned to tolerate him.

Sam and Tony worked with Ross. Sam was 33, a
little older than Ross, but he seemed like a nice family man.
Mallory had met him and his family at the company picnic a little
earlier in the summer, and while they weren’t close she admired how
Sam seemed like a good father and husband. On the other hand, Tony
was a dick. He was older – Mallory guessed early 50’s – and married
to what she assumed was a trophy wife. She knew that besides being
arrogant and pushy, he was a top executive with the property
management company that Ross worked for. She had always made a
point to avoid him as best she could.

The Peterson’s, Riley and Patrick, were the
18 and 19 year old neighbor kids that she had watched grow up for
the past six years. In fact, when Ross and Mallory first moved into
their house, she had babysat them. They still called her Mrs.
Monroe and she didn’t like that because it made her sound older
than the 27 that she was.

And lastly there was Owen, Ross’s step
father. He alternated between being a sweet older man and a
crotchety jerk. He was right around 60 year old, but at times he
seemed older, Mallory thought. He was a man of few words and
Mallory couldn’t remember a time when he didn’t seem to have a beer
in his hand. Ross really didn’t want Owen playing in the league,
but he had asked him as a courtesy to his mom, who’d married Owen
after Ross’s father died ten years ago.

As things settled down they got to the reason
why they were all there; to draft their teams and drink lots of
beer. Mallory felt happy with her draft and after drinking more
than she should have, started trash talking all the other guys.
Ross watched his demure, usually quiet wife drop a few F-bombs and
flip at least two guys off. The other guys loved it, but Ross knew
he had to brace himself for a long season.

***

The first month of the season started out in
completely opposite ways for the Monroe household. Ross was
enjoying a great run and was currently in first place at 4 and 0.
Mallory, however, had terrible luck. Two of her top three running
backs, Adrian Peterson and Ray Rice had been suspended from
playing. Her tight end was injured, her wide receivers sucked and
her quarterback was in the worst slump of his career. So with a 0-4
record she was in the league’s cellar.

To make matters worse, ultra-competitive
Mallory had been running her mouth so much that all the guys were
just waiting for her to finish in last place so they could punish
her. She’d even made a ridiculous side bet with Keith. Last week,
she bet him that if he had a worse record at the end of the year
than she did, he would need to come to her house and clean the
entire house – in a French maid costume. Keith gladly took that
bet, as long as she agreed to the same conditions, which she did
without thought. Keith was feeling pretty good about his chances of
seeing his best friend’s sexy wife bending over in a short and
frilly maid outfit, seeing that he was already two games ahead of
her with ten to go.

Ross knew that Mallory was in dire straits
but he had no way of helping her out. She begged him to make trades
with her, but being that he was leading the league he wasn’t about
to mess that up. She got so worked up that she made some wild
accusations and then offered him a crazy bet. He declined at first,
feeling sorry for her and her bad luck. But she egged him on and
finally he agreed to her bet.

She set the conditions of the bet; the team
with the most wins at the end of the regular season could go on a
$500 shopping spree chauffeured by the loser. He agreed to that
prize for her, but he said he wanted a different prize.

She asked him, “So, what do you want?”
knowing full well that he wanted something sexual in nature.

He said, “Blow jobs,” since that was
something he rarely got now that they were married.

She scoffed at him and said, “Just a blow
job?”

“No, blow JOBS, as in plural. One for every
win that I get during the regular season, to be paid off over the
course of one month – the first one to be given at halftime of the
Super Bowl,” he explained.

“Fine,” she agreed, “but when you chauffeur
me around I want you wearing a Speedo and a bow tie…and nothing
else.” He laughed and readily agreed, confident in the fact that he
was already four games up on her and her team had no hope.

Week 5 brought Mallory more misery. She lost
to Patrick. She was thankful that Ross had lost, but he lost to
Keith, so now he was three games better than her. Keith, to rub it
in, sent a picture of a maid’s costume and said, “Should I order it
in small or extra small?”

She replied with a simple “Fuck you.”

Week 6 was her worst week yet. She had been
playing Sam and he crushed her by over 100 points. Both Keith and
Ross won and now hope was beginning to fade. Mallory continued
talking smack despite the position she was in. But when she goaded
her husband and Keith into raising the stakes on their respective
bets even she knew that she was just being plain stupid.

Keith teased her again after the week’s
results by sending another text “Do you mind if I turn the
temperature down when you clean my house or would you prefer to
sweat when you’re scrubbing my toilet?”

She texted back almost instantly, “Doesn’t
matter to me, but if it’s cold wouldn’t your little pecker shrivel
up and hide? Or are you used to that by now?”

He flirted back, “lol…mine might shrivel but
I’m afraid your high beams might burst through your top, I wouldn’t
want you to lose your security deposit on the maid’s outfit.”

Seething she wrote back, “My nips will be
just fine, but since you’re feeling so confident why don’t we raise
the stakes?”

He wrote back seconds later, “HA…name it.
Maybe we lose the French maid outfit and just say loser cleans the
winner’s house in the buff? lol”

She said, “LOL…fine with me, but since I just
want my house cleaned and the odds are slightly in your favor why
don’t we do this… If I win, you clean my house once a month until
next season starts. If you win, I clean your house once,
naked.”

Instantly, Keith typed back, “It’s a
deal.”

When Ross got wind of her bet, he scolded
her, “What the fuck are you thinking? You can’t be making bets with
my best friend that involve you being naked in his house!!”

Mallory responded, “Don’t worry honey; he’s
going to clean our house for almost an entire year!”

Ross shook his head and tried to talk sense
into her, “You are four fucking games behind him with only eight
left. There is no way you are winning this.”

Mallory, ever the eternal optimist, said,
“Just a couple of trades and I’ll be on a roll. Of course, people
in your league don’t like to trade. What’s the fucking deal with
that?”

Ross shook his head, “Well maybe people don’t
like ‘YOUR’ trade proposals. You have to offer them something they
want.”

Mallory smiled mischievously and repeated
what he said, “Offer them something they want…good idea sweetie.”
And off she went to plot how she could win week 7 against Cal.

She had made trade offers to nearly everyone
in the league, but seeing that she really didn’t have any tradable
assets nobody was taking them. So with her ego on the line, she
scanned all the team’s rosters and laid out a plan. With a devilish
smile, she fell asleep hoping that morning would come quickly.

The next morning, she started with phase one
of her mission. She sent a text to the youngest member of the
league, Riley. Thinking he might be the most naïve she asked him,
“What would it take for me to get Manning from you?”

Riley replied a little later and with brutal
honesty said, “LOL. He’s not available. Besides, there is nobody on
your team that I want.”

Mallory, assuming that would be his reply,
quickly shot back with a second text, “I understand, but I need to
start winning and I’m desperate. Are you sure there is NOTHING that
you want from me?”

Riley sent back, “???”

Mallory figured she was going to need to be
more direct, “How about I trade you Romo and Welker for Manning and
Gore? And…”

Riley eagerly replied, “And…what?”

“And…a selfie of me in my new lingerie?” the
cute housewife blushed as she typed it.

Even 18 year old Riley, who did have the hots
for his cute neighbor, knew how to negotiate, “Two selfies, one
before the trade with you in lingerie and if you send that I make
the trade and then you send a second one of you completely
topless.”

Mallory smiled to herself and replied, “You
drive a hard bargain, but OK.” With that she changed into her cute
little light blue baby doll nightie with matching thong. After she
changed she made herself over; applying some sexy make up and
pulling her hair into cute little pigtails. She figured if she was
going to do this she wanted to make sure the teenager was feeling
like he was getting his money’s worth. Then she stood in front of
the mirror and snapped a cute selfie. She hesitated for a good long
while. But thinking of Keith, she pressed the send button and the
picture was now in the hands of her young neighbor.

Seconds later she got a reply, “WOW very nice
Mrs. M.” Then her phone buzzed and a trade offer, the trade that
she and Riley had agreed to, was waiting for her approval. She
approved it and then remembering the rest of the deal, removed her
nightie and snapped another one of her firm 34Bs. She inspected the
picture, and thought that her boobs looked bigger in the photo than
they did in real life. Although nobody, most especially her
husband, had ever complained about her perky tits capped with
bright rose colored nipples.

This time was no exception, Riley replied
back with a simple, “OMG…WOW!” and with that, the transaction was
complete.

Now Mallory thought of bigger trades. Nobody
was having a better season than DeMarco Murray so she scanned the
computer and saw that Bobby had him on his team. She had already
lost to Bobby during week 4 and thought maybe she could play that
up. So she sent Bobby the next text.

“What would it take to get Murray from you?”
she asked.

“Ummm…me to get hit over the head with a
hammer or several Benjamin’s,” was his quick reply.

She replied back, “Well I don’t have much
money, and I don’t like blood - but is there anything that I do
have that you do want? ;)” Throwing in the winky face, not just to
be flirty but also to be able to claim innocence if he was offended
by what the text was implying.

It took a little time before Bobby replied,
“Ummm…Mal, I have some ideas on how you can get Murray from me.
Wanna meet for lunch to discuss?”

Unsure where this was going, but eager to
make the trade to get Murray she said, “Sure, come over here? I’ll
make you lunch.”

“Yes, around noon,” Bobby answered back.

Mallory smiled and replied, “Great, see you
then!”

Mallory threw on a sweatshirt, and her jeans
before going into the kitchen and putting together a big sandwich
and some chips for Bobby. True to his word Bobby rang the door at
exactly noon, looking dapper in his suit and tie, especially since
Mallory was used to seeing him in shorts and a ratty t-shirt on
game days.

Bobby came in and greeted Mallory with a hug.
He sat down and started in on the sandwich his friend’s wife had
made for him. As Mallory busied herself in the kitchen, Bobby ate
his sandwich and watched the pretty woman scurry about. He had
always admired her ass – something he had done for the last seven
years – and now he was getting to view it without worrying about
who was noticing him ogle her.

Mallory turned around to find Bobby staring
at her ass. She knew that the guys checked her out when she walked
around in shorts or yoga pants, but she had never caught any of
them blatantly drooling over her. She smiled and asked, “Like what
you see?”

Bobby turned five shades of red and stuttered
a reply, “Errr…sorry…ummm I was just thinking about other
things…”

Smiling big, Mallory retorted, “Like the
trade… How I can get Murray? Do you have any ideas?”

He nodded, looking down at his plate, “Ummm
sure…” but his answer tailed off and again Mallory knew she was
going to have to be the one to move this along.

With her face the color of a tomato, she
spoke. “How about I show you my ass, in a thong…up close and
personal?” she asked with her eyes averted so she was assured not
to make eye contact with Bobby.

“REALLY?” he asked.

“Yes. You can look but not touch…for three
minutes. Then you trade me Murray for Trent Richardson” she said
still looking toward the floor.”

“Five minutes. No touching, but no thong
either. And then, it’s a deal,” Bobby said.

Mallory agreed quickly and offered, “How
about we go in the living room?”

“Perfect. Let me wash my hands first and I’ll
meet you in there?” he said as he went to the bathroom. Seconds
later he arrived in the living room, minus his jacket and tie.

“Ok…let’s get this over with, where do you
want me?” she asked her husband’s college friend and a groomsman at
her wedding.

“There,” he said, pointing to the couch, “why
don’t you bend over the couch and I’ll sit on the ottoman behind
you.”

She agreed and walked over to the couch they
all sat on during football Sundays. She turned back to him and
asked “Ready? Set your timer for five minutes?”

He fumbled with his phone, typed in five
minutes on the timer and said, “All set!”

She then turned around, dropped her jeans to
her knees, and then hooked her thumbs in the waist band of her cute
light blue thong, that she’d put on earlier for Riley’s picture,
and peeled it down to her knees as well. Mallory heard Bobby
whisper, “Holy fuck!” as he drank in the scene before him.

Unbeknownst to Mallory, Bobby had not hit the
start button on his phone’s timer, so he was planning on getting a
couple extra minutes to drool over her firm, alabaster booty. Bobby
shook his head, thinking that this was better than he ever
imagined. He eyed up and down her cheeks and down to her smooth,
creamy thighs. He bent down to see if he could get a glimpse of her
pussy, and he nearly cheered out loud when he saw her smooth slit.
He was about an arms-length away and he fought himself not to reach
out and touch her.

Bobby noticed immediately that his cock was
rock hard and his hand involuntarily reached down and stroked it
through his wool suit pants. He continued to stare at her ass and
nervously asked, “Will you spread your cheeks for me?”

With her back to him, she cheerily said,
“Sure but it will cost you!”

He started to say “Anything,” but he caught
himself and instead replied with a question, “Okay, what do you
want?”

Mallory pulled up her thongs and stepped out
of her jeans, before walking over to the computer and looking at
his roster on the screen. All poor Bobby could do was stare at her
legs and ass as she strolled by and bent over the computer. He
heard her say something but he didn’t understand her as his eyes
were still focused on the half-naked beauty in front of him.

“Hey, did you hear me?” she asked, turning
around to see if he had or not, “I want Randall Cobb too, for
Crabtree.”

She could have asked John Elway and Jerry
Rice at that point and he would have agreed to it. He just wanted
to see more of that lovely ass. He nodded his head, which caused
her to smile big and prance back to the couch, “Okay, where were
we? How much time do we have left?”

Broken from his trance, he realized what she
was asking and wanted to add a stipulation or two. “First off, I
want to start at five minutes again. Next I would like you to
follow my directions,” he said.

“What kind of directions?” she asked
suspiciously.

“Just you know…to spread them…or to bend over
or stand up…that kind of stuff” he answered nervously. “Nothing
weird or kinky,” he quickly added.

“Fine. Anything else?”

“Ummm…actually…” he nearly whispered, with
his face blushing bright red.

“What is it?” she asked, curious to hear what
could make him so embarrassed.

“Ummm…I would like to…err…I want to…jack off…
as I watch you?” he said as he looked at the floor and was
nervously wringing his hands together.

“Ummm…” it was Mallory’s turn to be nervous,
“Okay…but let me get a towel,” she decided before running into the
downstairs bathroom to get a little hand towel. From the bathroom
she added, “But you need to offer me that trade before we go any
further.”

Bobby rushed to the computer, signed on to
his account and sent the trade offer to Mallory before running
back. Mallory was already in position with her thong at her ankles.
She was slightly bent over the couch and looking back at him with
an apprehensive look that added to Bobby’s excitement. His cock
twitched in his pants and he groaned loud enough for Mallory to
hear.

Mallory broke the silence, “Okay, let’s get
on with the show…five minutes or until climax whatever comes first.
I’ll work the timer this time,” shooting him a knowing glance over
her shoulder.

Bobby started to protest, thinking that he
wanted the whole five minutes no matter what, but figured he could
control himself until the last minute anyway, so it wouldn’t
matter. He unzipped his slacks and fished out his very hard cock.
“Okay…I’m ready,” he said, loosely gripping his erection, as
Mallory started the timer.

Mallory leaned forward on the couch, with her
legs close together. Bobby’s first instructions were for her to
widen her stance. She did, but only a couple of inches. He
protested her reluctance and she sighed, before adjusting her feet
to a shoulder width apart. Bobby smiled in victory, while
continuing to eyeball her up and down. He asked her to lean into
the couch a little more and she obeyed.
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