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​Bret watched them
crowd his wife. Shirtless, carved male bodies slick and sweaty.
Toothy, shit-eating grins and fuckboy haircuts. Short shorts and
arm tattoos. Powerful frames and broad shoulders. She smiled at
them, panting, eyes shifting wildly from one to the next.

Above the seven jocks and Bridgette hung a
sign: Center City CrossFit: Conquer Yourself. From
where Bret sat parked in the lot, he could see straight into the
gym past its roll-up garage door. Dumbbells, weights, ropes, and
chains littered the workout space. He saw them high-fiving his
wife, squeezing her shoulders, occasionally slapping her plump,
protruding ass.

“Fucking meatheads,” Bret mumbled, “putting
hands on my goddamn wife.”

Satisfied with their workout, the seven men
walked Bridgette out of the gym and across the parking lot, cutting
a straight line to where Bret waited. Fucking hell, he
thought. Another stop and chat with these clowns.

“Hi honey!” Bridgette called, flanked on all
sides by half-nude twenty somethings.

“Hey Bree,” he grumbled, “ready to go?”

“OH!” she shrieked, rising from the ground in
the clutches of one of the tatted Neanderthals. “Oh, Josh! Stop it!
Put me down!” she giggled.

“Would you look at this babe?” Josh grinned,
“this girl went hard as fuck today!” He held her
effortlessly, bicep flexed, parading around the lot. “You should
have been there Bretty boy, she set three new PR’s!”

Bret clenched his teeth, creaking his
neck.

“Yeah, what were you doing while your wife
was getting it, Bret?” said Dante, a slender and shredded young man
with a lip piercing. “She can probably squat more than you at this
point!” Smug laughter rose like a thick cloud, each man grinning at
Bret with the same look on his face, the one that said how did
you land a girl like this?

“I was working, actually,” Bret coughed, “a
job? Ever heard of one of those? It’s where you go during the day
to make money so you can pay bills. Not galivant in a hot garage
for hours on end.”

“Look honey,” Bridgette ignored her husband’s
hostility, turning around to show him her backside. “All that
squatting is making my booty so big,” she shook it left to right, a
bubble wrapped in black yoga pants, “even Josh said it’s the best
one in class.”

“Do you see the difference, Bretty boy?” Josh
squatted, placing his palms flat against Bridgette’s hamstrings and
pushing the crook of his thumbs under the curve of her succulent
ass, highlighting it for Bret like it were a math problem on a
chalkboard. “It’s rising all the time. Pretty soon it won’t jiggle
at all when you shake it.” Josh juggled his hands, Bridgette’s ass
wobbling atop his fingers.

“Mind taking your hands off my wife?” Bret
said fast, uneven, angry. He tried to look strong, hunched behind
the steering wheel of his Camry. The men surrounding Bridgette only
shook their heads and snickered, defiantly filling their eyes with
Bridgette as he looked on.

“Booty contest!” DeMar yelled suddenly, his
black skin glistening in the sun.

“Booty contest!” the others agreed, clearly
some stupid inside joke. The men lined up next to one another in a
row, flaunting their muscled asses next to Bridgette’s. Josh and
Julio (the one with the caramel skin) stood back, scratching their
chins, donning the role of judges. They walked the line of six
asses, examining each fit booty carefully.

“You’re out!” Josh smacked a healthy heinie
in short red shorts, eliminating him from the contest.

“Outta here, chico!” Julio smacked another
pair of cheeks.

One by one they were eliminated from the mock
contest until the only assess remaining were Bridgette’s and a
broad, carved lad named Rory with full tat sleeves and wings across
his chest. As Josh cocked his palm back to eliminate the
Englishman, Rory jumped from the lineup and spun, cracking his palm
against the fleshy mound that was Bridgette’s left ass cheek.

“Eliminated!” Rory guffawed, his English
accent singing.

“What!” Bridgette vaulted in the air, rubbing
the spot on her butt.

“I guess Rory wins the contest,” Josh
laughed.

“No fair! My butt is best, you said so!”

The group of them shook with glee, Bridgette
giggling the loudest. Bret looked on in a state of repressed
rage.

“Bright and early tomorrow,” Josh put a hand
on Bridgette’s shoulder. “I want to see three more PR’s. Got
it?”

“Yes, sir!” she chirped, skipping off to join
her husband in the car.

“And Bret,” Josh’s vulture eyes settled on
the emasculated hubby behind the wheel, “when are you going to join
us for a class? You look like you could lose a few extra pounds if
you catch my drift.”

“I don’t want to catch anything from you,”
Bret scoffed, backing up to leave.

“That’s too bad,” Julio added, “you could
learn a thing or two from Josh. From all of us.”

Bret pumped the brakes, facing the gang of
seven looming outside his window. Bridgette bit her bottom lip,
anxious at what her husband might say.

“Learn what?” Bret scrunched his face, “how
to waste my time in a hot garage all day, sniffing ball sweat?”

The seven flexed up, pecs dancing and veins
popping.

“Maybe you’d learn how to be man,” Josh
snickered, “and not a pudgy coward throwing insults from the safety
of his car.”

“Yeah, pussy,” Rory added from behind.

Bret considered them all for a moment more
before spitting out the window at their feet. He sped off through
the parking lot, tires screeching.
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​ “I can’t believe
how rude you were to Josh and the guys!” Bridgette scolded him,
arms crossed and speaking to her reflection in the passenger
window. “So uncalled for, Bret!”

“Are you serious right now, Bree? Because I
really can’t tell if you’re being sarcastic or are actually insane
enough to believe that I was being the asshole!” Bret’s
knuckles tightened around the steering wheel.

“Don’t call me crazy! Everything was
fine until you showed up with your negative bullshit!”

“Do you let them all grab you on your ass
like that?”

“I told you. They aren’t grabbing anything!
They give each other pats on the butt, it’s a guy thing. It’s
sportsmanship!”

“Didn’t look like no goddamn sportsmanship
to me. Looked like they were fondling you, Bree!”

“I don’t know what you’re on about,” she
blew a lock of hair from her face. Her workout attire was yoga
pants and a black sports bra, every line of progress she’d made on
her body over the last six months amplified in those clothes. Even
as they argued, Bret constantly took his eyes from the road to gawk
at her flat tummy, and small, perky chest. Her blonde hair was tied
back in a high pony-tail, with a little too much makeup on for a
workout class.

“I’m sick of those horny assholes ogling
you, touching you, smiling at you. I’ve fucking had it, Bree. I
don’t want you going there anymore.”

“Well tough titties, Bret. Tough fuckin’
titties. That class has given me so much, and I’m not
letting you take it from me!”

“Find a new goddamn class!”

“No!”

Silence entered the car, the hum of the
highway filling the void. Bridgette cocked her chin up, waiting for
his next remark. Bret shook his head incredulously, teeth
grinding.

“You didn’t seem to mind that Josh guy
picking you up, twirling you around like you were his prom
date.”

“Josh is a really nice guy who happens to
have a great sense of humor. Just because you feel threatened by
him- “

“Ha! Threatened. By what exactly?”

“His good looks? His body? Hell, take your
pick. I don’t know what sets off your insecure little tantrums,
Bret. All I know is anytime he tries to be nice to you- “

“Nice! Nice she says!”

“Are you going to keep interrupting me,
Bret? Because guess what, none of the guys at the gym do that. They
all let me- “

“I work forty hours a week to pay for a
workout class so my wife can get fondled by a bunch of brain-dead,
meathead, no good…”

“You jealous little man…”

“-pack of hungry wolves waiting to pounce-
“

“--you small, sad excuse for a- “

“-and my fucking wife just spreads her
goddamn legs for them- “

“How fucking dare you!”

Bridgette’s hand cut across his cheek in the
blink of an eye, a stinging ring filling the car. Bret’s jaw went
slack, agape in disbelief. Bridgette’s chest rose and fell with
harsh, angry breathes, her eyes a wildfire fury burning Bret to
ashes.

The rest of the car ride passed without a
word, and that night she put out a blanket on the couch for
him.

The next morning, she came downstairs
dressed in a blue, sleeveless V-neck dress, tied at the waist and
wide open at the chest.

“Damn, Bree. You look amazing,” Bret said
gently, full of apology. “I’ve never seen you wear that one…your
side-tit is incredible.”

She rolled her eyes at the floundering
compliment. Scooping her purse from the table she pulled car keys
out and walked to the front door. “I’m going out with some friends
for brunch, be back later.”

“Who are you- “

SLAM. The door shook behind her.

“And the silent treatment begins,” he said
into the empty house.

The days passed and an ice age fell on their
home. Bridgette came and went as she pleased, never bothering to
fix him a snack for lunch, no dinner on the table when he got home.
She slept cold, as far from him on the other side of the bed as
space would allow. Bret’s thoughts grew stifled and anxious, always
wondering where she’d been to, who she’d been with.

And every day new outfits seemed to
materialize. A pink romper that bared her midriff, a black
short-sleeve bodysuit that clung to every curve, a flowered halter
top that left little to the imagination.

Sometimes she didn’t come home until after
midnight, sliding into the shower before he could even get a whiff
of her.

“Where have you been?”

Silence.

“Who were you with?”

Nothing.

“Do you need a ride to CrossFit
tomorrow?”

“Yes, and a ride home at 8.”

At least it was something. Those lonely
rides to and from were quieter than death, but Bret counted himself
lucky to be that close to her for longer than ten minutes. Her
total indifference was driving him insane, and he couldn’t remember
a time when her ire had lasted so long.

On drop off she would leap from the car,
quick-stepping to the rolled-up garage door and greeting her
teammates with a shriek and a smile. Bret would watch from the car
as they lunged at her, like hungry lions in a zoo at feeding time,
snapping, and snarling and pawing at her. At pickup, the seven
bullies made it a point to walk her out to the car, and to do their
best to antagonize Bret.

“Bretty boy! How’s your cardio? You keeping
up with it?”

“Bridgette tells us you’re a couch potato.
What gives man?”

“Your wife did 30 pushups today, Bretty.
That’s 30 more than you my man!”

Booming laughter. High fives and white
teeth. His wife’s treacherous crowing underneath it all. And as the
married couple pulled away from the gym, the quiet came once more.
It seemed as though her mirth was for everyone but him.

“Throw me a bone here, Bree,” he pleaded
after picking her up one night, “I’m trying. I really am. I’m not
even talking back to those guys anymore. Hell, I saw Julio pinch
your ass I didn’t say shit. And I won’t. I just need you to
talk to me. Please, honey. You’re my wife. Say
something.”

Silence. Opposite sides of the bed. Pickups
and drop-offs at the gym. Three whole weeks she iced him, each day
wearing Bret down more than the last. Paranoia and jealousy ran
rampant in his mind, pushing him to the brink. He considered
following her on one of her mystery excursions but thought better
of it for fear of getting caught.

And then it was Thursday. Like any other,
except when he came to pick her up from CrossFit, something was
different.

“Hi, honey,” the first inflection of
kindness in her voice in weeks, “thanks for coming and getting
me.”

“Oh, say. No problem!” he was taken aback,
jumping out of the car, rushing to the passenger door to open it
for her.

“Well, howdy dudey Mr. Cheeseburger,” came
Josh’s voice from the crowd of perspiring, shirtless men.

“Excuse me?”

“Your new name is Mr. Cheeseburger,” Josh
chuckled, his voice ragged stutters on the verge of howling. The
other men around him were already cracking up, making zero attempt
to hide it.

“Oh? Why’s that?” Bret
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