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		‘Okay,’ Calvin says, ‘you think you’re hot shit because you got closed the sale over me?’

		I shake my head desperately. Words have totally failed me. I always clam up like a moron in difficult social situations, but this is something else entirely. I look around the room at the rest of the work party, trying to signal distress with my eyes. Naturally, nobody notices or cares or realizes that Calvin is threatening me. He’s got one hand on my shoulder. The gesture appears friendly – just a good-natured slap on the arm from one sales rival to another – but his grip is tight and firm and really close to my throat. His eyes are burning with barely-restrained anger.

		‘N-no,’ I say, my voice thin and reedy. ‘No, Calvin, I don’t think that. You know I don’t think that, c’mon, man. Please…’

		Calvin glances away as one of the girls from legal walks past, shooting him a tempting wink. He looks her up and down as she walks away, her skirt swaying with the movement of her hips, and smiles to himself. Then he turns his fierce, angry gaze back to me.

		‘I worked my ass off for months, setting up that deal,’ he says through clenched teeth. ‘And you swoop in at the end and steal all my goddamn commission. You motherfucker.’

		His hand grips my collarbone tighter and tighter as he talks. I whimper in pain and try to pull away, but he’s backed me up against the wall. I either try and phase through the hotel, or I try and push through him. Faced with that kind of choice, I know which one is more likely to happen.

		‘It wasn’t like that, man,’ I say, raising both empty palms up to him in surrender. Calvin is a big, beefy man. Easily half my age, twice my size, and almost a foot taller. If he wanted to, he could probably shove my face right through this wall and there’s not a damn thing I could do about it. The veins in his neck bulge with anger. ‘C’mon, buddy, calm down, let me get you a drink, okay? We can talk about this, right?’

		‘Oh, we’re gonna talk about it, all right,’ he says, eyes burning so intensely I can feel heat boring through my forehead. I can’t look away. He’s got me locked in his sights and I’m staring back like a deer trying to decide whether to move out of the path of the oncoming truck. Part of me wants him to just slug me and get it over with – he clearly wants to; his body language is totally ready to throw down and knock my damn head off – but another part hopes that I can somehow talk some sense into him. ‘We’re gonna have a nice long talk, you and me, and you’re gonna decide how to make this right.’

		It’s just a big, stupid misunderstanding. That’s all this is. Just a crazy mix-up. I didn’t steal the contract from Calvin. He was out of the office on another errand when they called back to complete the deal. I just happened to answer the phone. Of course I was going to make sure that he got the commission – I’m not an asshole! I knew how much work he had put into the negotiations.

		But I can’t find the words to explain all this to him. My throat tightens and clenches, constricting my airflow and making me gasp, wheeze, and whistle like an asthmatic pug. Maybe I could try to cut him a check right now for the commission? It hasn’t been deposited into my account yet, but I’m sure that Suzie wouldn’t mind if I moved some our savings across from the joint account to cover the expense. She’ll understand when I explain. Maybe she’ll even find it funny.

		One of the guys from human resources walks past, a half-empty beer in his hand. His eyes are glazed and his walk is unsteady. He’s laughing to himself, a drunken giggle over some private joke. He spots us and slaps a hand on Calvin’s back.

		‘Hey, Calvin!’ he says, talking way too loudly. ‘You’re the man, Calvin, you’re the man!’

		‘Thanks,’ Calvin says. His grip loosens imperceptibly on my shoulder. A forced smile crosses his face. It looks like a pained grimace with his angry eyes and bulging temple.

		‘Greg!’ The drunken man suddenly seems to realize that I’m here, too. He slaps me on the arm like we’re old friends. I’m not sure who this guy is or how he knows me. ‘Good to see you, buddy. Man, I gotta say, your wife is lookin’ hot tonight!’ He laughs to himself and shakes his bottle violently. About half of the remaining liquid slops over the sides and across his hands. He looks at the beer, apparently surprised to have spilled anything. He laughs again and turns and walks away from us.

		Calvin watches the man walk away, not relenting in his grasp or moving away even an inch. Once the drunk invader is safely out of earshot, he slowly turns his gaze back to me. This time, his expression looks different. More thoughtful. Introspective. Still angry, but also clouded by thought.

		The look on his face does not bring me comfort. In fact, the combination of aggression and thoughtfulness that fills his features right now is downright unsettling. There is nothing more dangerous that an aggressive man pausing his rage to think clearly about how best to manage it.

		‘Calvin?’ I say, unable to stop myself from speaking and rambling. ‘You okay, buddy? You wanna go and get that drink now?’

		‘Your wife…’ His tone is not aggressive or forceful – which is surprising, considering his expression – but there’s a strong edge of malice to that look in his eyes.

		‘M-my… wife?’ I feel a chill freezing my heart.

		A smile spreads over Calvin’s face. A cruel, malicious, devious smile. The kind of smile worn by people who have just had an evil thought that brings them joy. His eyes flash with excitement. His hand gives my collar a squeeze – not a friendly squeeze; more of a reminder about who is really in control here.

		‘Yeah…’ he says, with the tone of a man settling on a great idea. ‘You’re married to Suzie from accounting, right?’

		Every fiber of my being tells me to deny this fact. To straight-up lie in Calvin’s broad, furious face. Whatever he’s got in mind, it surely won’t end well for me.

		He squeezes my collar. I yelp in pain and nod slowly.

		‘Yes,’ I say, ‘she’s my wife… why?’

		His eyes sparkle with cold amusement. He says, ‘You know, I heard a funny rumor about the two of you a while back…’

		My heart sinks. I think I know where he’s going with this – and I don’t want to follow. Just let me go, please! We can get a beer and talk about this stupid misunderstanding like civilized men! I try to wriggle free, but his grip is too damn strong. He leans in a little closer, as though confiding in me. Nobody nearby – not the little clusters of people drinking and talking or the occasional partygoers walking past us toward the bathroom – has a damn clue what’s happening to me right now. And even if they did, would they be able to stop Calvin from tearing me apart if he wanted? The guy is as strong as a damn bear.

		‘Please,’ I say, dropping my gaze and shaking my head. ‘Please, Calvin, c’mon, man…’

		‘I heard,’ he says, speaking over my pleas, ‘that she went to the conference last year and fucked at least two other guys behind your back.’

		I groan. His words sink into my chest like a knife to the heart, ripping my chest open. The old wound suddenly becomes a raw, gaping rend in my flesh all over again. All the days and weeks and months of work it’s taken me to put that ugly incident – that ugly, unproven incident – in the last are suddenly gone like shadows in the light. Poof.

		I know all too well what he’s talking about. I remember the days of stomach-churning agony; the endless whispered rumors; the way people would look at me behind my back. I remember the impossible terror and pain I felt every single day once this nasty, disgusting, soul-crushing story began to spread throughout the office. But more than that, I remember the look on Suzie’s face when I finally broke down and asked her if it was true.

		Did you cheat on me? I asked.

		And my wife – my beautiful, wonderful, angelic, passionate wife – looked me dead in the eyes and said, No, of course I didn’t.

		She explained that it was all a crazy misunderstanding. People had seen her leave a colleague’s hotel room because she was too drunk to make it all the way back to her own bed. Nothing had happened. My wife was totally faithful to me.

		It wasn’t that easy for me to get over. Her explanation did nothing to stem the horrible rumors or the incessant staring or the whispers. It made me feel better – and helped me get through a few sessions with a gentle, kindly therapist – but the stories took a long time to fade away completely.

		And now, with Calvin’s grinning face directly in front of me, all those feelings have come flooding back. He is the first person to every bring the rumors up to me like this – and he’s also the very last man I would ever want to talk about this with.

		‘N-no,’ I say, ‘that’s not true. That’s not what happened at all-’

		He barks a harsh laugh that silences me.

		‘Says you.’ He glances over his shoulder, making sure the nearest people are out of earshot. ‘But I know different.’

		That creepy cold seizes my throat now. I do not want this man thinking about my wife in any other way than Suzie from accounting, married to Greg. But I can’t speak. I can’t move.

		‘So here’s what’s gonna happen,’ Calvin says. ‘You fucked with my life, so I’m gonna fuck with yours. Before this night is over, I’m gonna fuck your wife.’

		My blood freezes solid. I stare at him in shock and horror. His fiendish grin widens. He pokes me in my soft gut with one hard finger, jabbing me.

		‘Maybe Suzie would prefer something firmer to hold onto, huh?’ he says, relishing my embarrassment and humiliation.

		‘Hey, c’mon Calvin,’ I say, trying to pull away without success. ‘That’s not funny, man. Just relax, this is all some crazy misunderstanding, okay?’

		He shakes his head slowly. There is no way I can argue with this man. He’s made up his mind. He has already decided what’s going to happen tonight.

		‘Fair’s fair,’ he says. ‘You fucked with me, I’m gonna fuck with you. That’s the way of the world. I can’t let a pissant like you screw me over and not do anything about it, can I? Imagine if people found out that I let you cheat me out of my sale. That’s the kind of thing that can ruin a man’s reputation, am I right?’

		‘It’s not going to happen,’ I say. ‘It’s not. You can make all the threats you want, but that is not going to happen.’

		‘What are you so worried about?’ Calvin grins now, reminding me of a snarling wolf about to leap at the throat of its unsuspecting prey. ‘If she really is faithful, you got nothing to worry about, right?’

		I swallow hard. My body trembles with fear. He’s stumbled upon a secret terror of mine, a thought I’ve worked so hard to supress for far longer than I care to admit. While – publicly, at least – I’ve put on a brave face and decided to trust Suzie, a deep, dark part of me believes that she has lied to me. I don’t truly believe that my wife has been faithful to me throughout our marriage. Not just the incident that Calvin knows about – the rumors about the conference – but other things as well. Evenings when I couldn’t get through to her phone and she didn’t come home for many hours. Last minute dinners rescheduled hastily when I was already on my way to the restaurant because she had to work late. Sudden unexplained disappearances and out-of-state visits to her parents and increased desires to attend the gym after work – but never with me. I’ve had suspicions about my sweet, wonderful wife for a long time now, but always chose to remain blissfully ignorant instead of finding out for certain.

		And with all this in mind, the absolute last thing I ever want in my life is for a guy like Calvin – a total alpha male; a big, burly dominant man; my workplace rival – to give her an offer she can’t refuse. I know Suzie could do so much better than me. She’s five years my junior and looks like she’s barely in her twenties. I’m thirty-eight but look like I’m approaching fifty – not helped by my soft and rapidly-expanding gut or my silvering hair. I can’t hope to compete with a guy like Calvin on any kind of playing field. He’s got me beat hands down.

		My mouth opens and closes. Nothing comes out. Calvin’s cruel grin grows even wider. He’s not asking for permission to hit on my wife – he’s telling me that he’s going to do it and there’s not a damn thing I can do to stop him.

		‘What’s the matter?’ he says, reveling in my discomfort. ‘She’s faithful, right? You got nothing to worry about, yeah?’

		‘Y-yes,’ I say. Even to my own ears, the word lacks conviction. His eyes gleam with triumph.

		He glances around again, lips pursed in thought. There are still a few people milling around close by.

		‘Let’s go for a walk,’ he says. The hand gripping my collar slips around the back of my neck. Within a moment, his arm is around me like we’re old friends.

		‘Where?’ I say. My head is spinning. My feet feel like lead. My tongue has turned into a piece of dried wood.

		He uses his considerable strength to half-shove and half-yank me along with him. We turn away from the clusters of people and head out of the main area, toward the hallways running around the outside of the hotel’s conference area.

		The hallways are lined with people in various stages of drunkenness. Laughter. Smiles. Wild gesticulating. Nobody pays us any attention. Calvin, the alpha male with a hard-on for my wife. Me, the condemned man being forced to walk against my will. His grip is firm and unmoving. His arm loops my neck easily. If I even tried to get away, he could easily crush my throat or pop my head like a grape.

		I look around, trying to signal anyone for help, but nobody notices. It’s far too late in the party for any of my co-workers to pick up on subtle clues. By this stage, they might not notice even if I ran through the hallway screaming for help and waving my arms. Too much alcohol has already been consumed.

		Just as I start to worry about where he’s taking me, I suddenly see his end goal up ahead: my wife, Suzie. She’s standing in the hallway, talking with some of her colleagues, an empty plastic cup in her hand, a smile on her face. As always, my wife looks stunning. She’s wearing a deep purple cocktail dress that reaches her mid-thigh and offers a tempting glimpse at her cleavage – while remaining appropriate for wearing in front of our co-workers. She sees us approaching and waves. Her face lights up. Her eyes are glazed from drinking too much booze.

		‘Calvin!’ she says. ‘I didn’t know you were coming tonight!’

		The big man’s arm squeezes my neck a fraction tighter, but Suzie doesn’t notice.

		‘Ah, you know me, Suze,’ he says. ‘Never say no to a party.’

		She laughs.

		‘Oh, by the way,’ Suzie says, still addressing Calvin. It’s like I’m invisible next to this man. ‘Did Greg tell you about the sale? He managed to close it for you!’

		‘Yeah.’ Calvin’s voice is neutral, but I can feel the anger trembling along his tensed arm. ‘He’s promised to make it up to me.’

		Suzie nods. She lifts her cup and realizes that it’s empty.

		‘Damn, I’m out,’ she says.

		‘Hey,’ Calvin says, ‘so am I. Greg, why don’t you go and get us some fresh drinks, huh?’

		He takes his arm back and slaps me on the shoulder so hard I almost see stars. I look from him to my wife. Suzie holds out her empty cup. I take it.

		‘Rum and cola,’ she says.

		‘Beer,’ Calvin says.

		I stand in place for a moment, looking between them, wanting to say something – to beg him not to try it; to plead with her not to fall for it – but nothing comes. They stare at me for a moment, before Calvin asks Suzie a question and her attention is diverted again. Her face lights up when she talks to him; she smiles wider and flicks her hair and bats her eyelashes at him. I may not know much about keeping my wife totally faithful, but I know the signs of attraction when I see them.

		My heart sinks in my chest. I turn and almost run back up the hallway, rushing back to the main room. I push past people and dive into small gaps, moving as fast as my feet can carry me.

		Terrible images flood my mind. Images of my wife’s slender body trapped beneath his huge, muscular frame. The thought of his hands on her naked figure. The sight of them locked together in passion. My stomach churns.

		The bar is packed at least five or six deep. I take my place at the back of the crush and glance back nervously, as though they’re both behind me. But Calvin and Suzie are out in the hallway, well out of my sight. Panic rises in my chest. Why have I left them alone together? I know exactly what his intentions are. I know – well, I strongly suspect, at least – that her loyalties are less-than-pure, too. And now I’ve given them both the perfect opportunity to arrange an illicit meeting. What the hell have I done? Why couldn’t I be more assertive? I should have looked that meathead in the eye and told him flat-out that, No, Calvin, you will not be doing anything with my wife. Not tonight and not ever! That would have put him in his place, yes sir.

		And then he would have knocked your ass out and done it anyway, says a voice in the back of my head. I try to convince myself that the outcome would have been totally different if I had attempted to assert myself… but my heart knows the truth. Calvin would have stomped on my head and everyone would have laughed and he would still be out there right now, talking to my wife.

		The queue takes forever to move. People are slowly served and filter out of the crush. I am swallowed by the seething mass of drunken people. All around me is the sound of happiness, but I can’t join in. All I feel is gnawing dread in my gut and the dizziness of sheer panic clouding my brain.

		After an eternity, the queue finally moves enough for me to take my place at the bar. The bartenders rush back and forth with careful, precise movements, working hard at not looking like they’re working hard. Drinks are poured into plastic cups and bottles are opened and cocktail mixers are shaken. Finally, a tired-looking man about my age steps up and takes my order. Rum and coke and a beer. He nods and swiftly produces the drinks. I pay for the drinks and grab them and turn back to try and force my way out of the heaving crowd. How are there so many people here tonight? I could have sworn that our company didn’t have so many employees.

		I hold my drinks ahead of me as a kind of battering ram and carefully shove my way back from the bar, until the crowd is finally behind me. My heart is pounding so fast that I start to worry about a heart attack. What would happen then? Would anyone call an ambulance? Would my wife come running to my side? Would Calvin feel even a hint of regret for putting me through this? I doubt that any of those things would happen.

		My heart speeds up yet again as I make my way back across the room, ducking and weaving around scores of my follow co-workers. Nobody could possibly understand the terror that’s gripping my heart right now. I can’t even force a fake smile on my face. all I can do is drag my heavy feet as fast as possible.

		I leave the room and turn into the hallway, the place where I left Calvin and Suzie just a few minutes ago. How long has it been? Five minutes? Ten? Not long enough for him to have made a move on her… right?

		The hallway is heaving with drunken people. I hear laughter and singing and happiness echoing through the tiny space. I push through the mass of warm bodies, looking ahead, trying to find them, desperately hoping to see my wife again.

		But something is wrong. Badly wrong. I can feel it in my tightening chest and rapidly solidifying gut. I should be able to see Calvin over all these people. I should be able to see his huge head and shoulder rising above everyone else like a mountain rises over the clouds. But he’s not there.

		And neither is Suzie.

		‘Have you seen my wife?’ I say, turning to the nearest person. She shrugs and carries on talking to her friend.

		Panic grips my heart in its icy fist. I push on again, looking for someone – anyone – who might be able to help me. Just when I’m about to lose my shit, I spot a couple of familiar faces leaning against a wall up ahead. Suzie’s co-workers, the people she was talking to when I was here earlier.

		‘Where did she go?’ I say. I raise her plastic cup full of cola, as if this is the reason I look so flustered.

		‘Think she went outside,’ says a young-looking guy, one of the men my wife was rumoured to have fucked. ‘Calvin wanted to smoke.’

		My heart almost stops dead in my chest. Calvin doesn’t smoke. Suzie doesn’t smoke. They haven’t gone outside for cigarettes; they’ve gone to get away from everyone else!

		I push my way through people, forcing a path to the end of the hallway. I don’t care who I barge into or what curses are shouted in my wake. I need to get outside. I need to find them. I need to stop whatever the hell Calvin has in mind.

		And then me and Suzie are going to have a long and difficult conversation about fidelity and marriage and what all that means to her.

		The crowds of people finally peter out as I near the main entrance of the hotel. Some people are heading home early. Others are stumbling back inside for more drinks to keep the party going. The few hotel staff I see look flustered and tired. I don’t envy them.

		I step outside into the night air. It’s warm and smells of recent rainfall. I turn to my right. There’s a smoking shelter. A few people stand around smoking cigarettes and vapes. None of them look tall enough to be Calvin or pretty enough to be Suzie. I turn to my left and see the parking lot, stretching away and around to the side of the building, partially hidden in shadow. I ask myself an awful question, one I’ve asked before.

		If I was going to fuck another man’s wife, where would I take her?

		The answer is obvious. Somewhere quiet and dark. Like around this side of the building, where nobody would think to look. I swallow hard and start walking in that direction. The sounds of laughter and fun fade away to nothingness behind me, replaced by my own ragged breathing and heavy footsteps.

		I feel like a man walking to my own execution. All I can do is hope and pray that this is all some kind of mean-spirited prank that Calvin is playing on me. He isn’t really going to try and sleep with Suzie, he just wants me to think that he is. He wouldn’t really do this to me. Suzie wouldn’t agree to cheat on me in just ten short minutes in his company. It’s all a bad, tasteless, awful joke.

		Right?

		I turn the corner and look around the side of the building. Street lights cast orange and yellow haloes on the ground, but they mostly illuminate the parking lot and the dark cars within. The path leading around side of the building is mostly draped in shadow. And in that, about halfway along the side of the building, I can see two people pressing up against the wall.

		No, not two people. There is no mistaking the size of one of those people or the familiar purple dress of the other. I have found them. Suzie and Calvin are pressed up against the wall. Together. Alone. In the shadows.

		I open my mouth to call out, but I step a little closer and my throat snaps shut like a bear trap. I’m now close enough to make out what they’re doing together. My wife’s back is against the hotel wall. Calvin is pressing against her. They’re kissing passionately. My wife’s hands are around his broad back, holding on tight. But the worst part – that part that kicks my balls up into my heart and destroys them both at once – is the fact that my wife is lifting one leg up into the air and Calvin’s hand is underneath, touching her in places that were meant for only me.

		‘Suzie?’ I say. My voice comes out high and reedy, like a teenager going through puberty.

		She breaks off the kiss and turns to me in surprise. Her face registers shock and guilt and a hint of fear. But all she says is, ‘Ah, shit.’ Like I’ve caught her smoking, not being felt up by my work rival outside the party.

		‘What are you doing?’ I say. My feet are stuck to the floor. I want to march over there and grab here and throw a punch, but I know exactly how that will end for me.

		‘What does it look like?’ Calvin leers at me now, his face full of smug victory. This was his end goal all along. This moment. My humiliation and defeat.

		‘But… but…’ The words fall out of my mouth like debris from an accident. Calvin doesn’t remove his hand from between my wife’s legs. She doesn’t push him away, either. Both of them are looking at me as though I’m the one in the wrong here.

		‘Why here?’ I say, finally finding my voice. ‘Anyone can see you!’ Somehow this absurd thought is the only one that makes sense to me.

		‘Well,’ Suzie says, with a drunken laugh, ‘we can’t exactly sneak upstairs.’

		She gasps, her body reacting to something Calvin’s hand is doing under her dress. She smiles with lust and moans, apparently not giving a shit that her fucking husband is standing less than ten fucking feet away.

		‘Stop it!’ I say. ‘Stop doing that!’

		Calvin laughs and sneers at me.

		‘You gonna make me?’ he says.

		I stare at him with as much hatred as I can muster.

		‘Go get your car,’ he says. ‘You don’t want us doing it here, fine. You can give us a ride to my place.’

		‘What?’ I stare at them both in shock. ‘No, I’m not gonna do that!’

		‘Suit yourself,’ Calvin says. He whispers something in Suzie’s ear. She laughs, lowers her leg, and sinks to her knees. My wife begins to unbutton Calvin’s pants. He grins at me, daring me to do something about it. My wife is going to give him a blowjob – right here, right now, in the hotel parking lot.

		‘Okay!’ I say, finally caving in. ‘Okay, I’ll do it! Just stop! Please!’

		Calvin laughs. ‘Better hurry up with the car,’ he says. ‘Your wife’s a fucking animal. But I’ll take those drinks.’

		He holds out his hands to me. I march over and slam the beer and the plastic cup in his hands, glaring at him. I shoot a poisonous look at my wife, but she ignores me, her hands stroking Calvin’s bulging groin. I turn away and run through the parking lot, fumbling through my pockets for the car keys. I stumble and slam into the side of a large Ford, taking the impact on my shoulder. It hurts like a bastard. I swear loudly and keep moving.

		Our car is where I left it earlier, parked under a light so I can find it easily. Never would have guessed that I’d be trying to find it under these conditions. I take my keys out of my pocket and immediately drop them on the floor. I swear again – louder this time – and snatch them up and fumble with the lock button for what seems like an eternity before the car finally beeps open.

		I yank open the driver’s door and throw myself on the seat. I slam the keys in the ignition and shut the door as hard as I can. My heart is beating the inside of my chest like a wild animal fighting a net. If I don’t find some way to calm down, I’m going to have a heart attack.

		The car jerks forward as soon as I fire up the engine, almost slamming into a small brick wall. I stick the car in reverse and roll back out of the space and start driving around the lot to where Suzie and Calvin were standing.

		As I near them, I turn on the headlights and immediately wish I hadn’t. The glare of the beams catches them together, projecting massive shadows against the hotel wall. I get a huge, ten-foot-tall glimpse of my kneeling wife with something massive between her lips and Calvin’s enormous, bulky body blocking my sight. I bring the car to a halt and turn off the lights, bile burning the back of my throat.

		She stands up, smiling and laughing like this is all some hilarious joke, like they haven’t totally destroyed my life this evening. Calvin takes a moment to zip up his pants and they open the rear doors and climb into the back seats together.

		‘Don’t be mad at me!’ Suzie says, in a tone that suggests she’s not doing anything wrong here.

		‘Where do you live?’ I say, glancing at my rival’s smirking face in the rear-view mirror.

		‘Lexington and third,’ he says.

		I know that place. It’s about twenty minutes away from here. At this time of night, with Friday evening traffic, I can get there in maybe fifteen minutes.

		I hit the gas and head out of the lot and onto the main road before either Calvin or Suzie can buckle up. My wife laughs with childish delight as she slides around on the backseat. Calvin places a hand on her bare knee. I see it in the mirror and feel a shard of cold hate pierce my heart.

		‘Take your time,’ Calvin says, as though I’m his fucking Uber driver. ‘We’re not in a rush. Are we?’

		Suzie giggles. In the mirror, I see her legs part. Calvin’s hand slides up her thigh, slipping under her dress once more. She groans from behind me.

		‘Stop!’ I say, taking my eyes off the road for long enough to turn my head back. ‘Fucking stop! Now!’

		I have never felt so angry or so assertive. But Calvin laughs at me. He isn’t scared. He isn’t intimidated. There’s nothing I can do to this asshole. His amusement punctures my rage like a knife bursting a balloon.

		‘You hear that?’ Calvin says. ‘Greg here thinks he’s a big man.’

		Suzie giggles. Her laugh is cut short by another groan. She shifts in her seat and the dress rises, exposing her upper thighs and Calvin’s big hand cupping her bare sex.

		‘Your slutty wife isn’t wearing panties,’ Calvin says. ‘It’s like she wanted this to happen.’

		I groan in pain and make a sharp left turn onto another street. The movement of the car doesn’t stop Calvin from putting his thick fingers inside my wife. Suzie moans with satisfaction. I can’t remember the last time she made that sound for me.

		‘Tight and wet,’ Calvin says. ‘Just how I like ‘em.’

		Suzie moans again. The sound feels like a bullet to my brain. Tears prick my eyes. The road blurs. I ease off the gas and get into the right lane. I was right about the traffic tonight – there aren’t many cars around, thankfully.

		I glance up into the mirror, but all I can see is my wife’s spread legs and Calvin’s fingers exploring her tight, wet entrance. The air is sucked out of my lungs. I can’t breathe. I squeeze the brake pedal and come to a stop at a red light.

		‘Fuck,’ Suzie moans. ‘Your fingers are bigger than his cock…’

		Calvin laughs. I don’t know what hurts more; my wife’s casual dismissal of my prowess, or my rival’s amusement. Both drive daggers into my chest. I glance up again and see his fingers gliding in and out of my wife’s slippery sex. She’s freshly shaved and her lips are pink, swollen, and puffy with lust. The sight of her naked slit makes my cock throb even though my stomach is churning.

		‘Eyes on the road, Greg,’ Calvin says, a smile in his voice.

		I look forward. The light has turned green. I fumble with the brake and stall the car.

		‘Fuck!’ I say. I restart the engine and slam the car forward, jerking all three of us in our seats. Calvin laughs at me again. Part of me wants to skid the car into the oncoming lane and let him take all the impact. But I don’t. Instead I focus on driving, like the good beta male that I am.

		A few moments of silence pass. Thankfully the gentle rumble of the engine covers any noises from the backseat. I try to concentrate on the road, but it’s difficult. All I want to do is scream or stop the car or hurl myself into the backseat with them. I don’t know if I want to join in or attack him. Both, probably.

		Then my wife makes a throaty sound of pleasure. Every part of me says not to look back, but it’s already too late. I look into the mirror and see Calvin putting his wet fingers into my wife’s mouth. She groans with lust and sucks his fingers clean.

		‘How do you taste?’ he says.

		She makes a naughty noise of approval.

		‘How do I taste?’ he says. Calvin unzips his pants. Suzie bends toward him.

		A car horn blares at me. I tear my eyes away from the insanity unfolding in the back of my car and jerk the wheel, bringing the car into the correct lane. The other car passes us, the driver giving me the finger and cursing me out at the same time. I slow down and turn off the main road, heading east toward Lexington. We’re almost there. This is almost over. Then I can toss his ass out of my car and have a long, difficult conversation with my wife.

		Calvin’s groan of pleasure distracts me again. He’s sitting comfortably in the backseat, legs spread wide. My wife is bent over, head in his lap. Calvin’s thick, hard cock is in her mouth and, judging from the expressions, they’re both loving it. My wife bobs her head up and down in his lap, moaning in the back of her throat, as she sucks him with desperate greed. She has never been so enthusiastic about sucking my cock. In fact, she’s never been even half this excited. I can’t help but be shocked by his size and thickness – her lips are stretched around his shaft and he’s easily two, possible even three, inches longer than me.

		‘Fucking hell,’ Calvin says, leaning back into the seat. He looks up into the mirror, locking eyes with me. ‘Your wife is a real slut, you know that? Of course you do. Everyone at work knows it. I’ve been waiting fucking months for the chance to fuck her. They say she gives the best blowjobs around. What do you think? Is she a good cocksucker or what?’

		I tear my eyes away from the image of Suzie blowing my rival and focus on not getting all of us killed – which is starting to seem like a pretty valid option. The streets become quieter and emptier as we move away from the main hustle and bustle and get steadily closer to Calvin’s place. The roads darken. Less and less streetlights illuminate the way. After a few minutes, each intermittent light that passes over us shines on the lovers in the backseat like a search beam, igniting them clearly. I try not to look back, but can’t help myself. Every sudden flash of a passing light makes the scenes sudden burst into life. My eyes keep finding the mirror every time. The scene plays out in sudden flashes and bursts, like a TV picture suddenly bursting through static every now and then.

		Suzie works her tongue around his tip. She deepthroats his length. She slaps his cock against her tongue. She uses her hands and mouth to pleasure him. Neither of them cares that she’s married. Neither of them cares that I’m sitting less than three feet away from all this. Neither of them tries to stop.

		‘You gotta keep your wife happy,’ Calvin says. He’s talking to me, but watching Suzie’s mouth slide up and down his shaft. He groans with pleasure. Saliva trickles down his length, making it gleam and sparkle in the passing lights. ‘Else she finds other guys to fuck, isn’t that right?’

		Suzie makes a throaty noise of agreement. She doesn’t stop sucking Calvin’s cock for a moment. I doubt I could pull her head out of his lap at this point.

		‘If you don’t keep your wife happy and satisfied,’ he says, ‘then you deserve to lose her. And judging from how good she’s sucking my cock… Greg, you’re a fucking failure as a husband.’

		I groan in shame. In defeat. In agony.

		I guide the car through one final turning and reach his address – a good-looking house with an expensive Mercedes in the driveway. I ease the car to a stop.

		‘We’re here,’ I say. ‘Get out. Just go.’

		‘What’s the rush?’ He grins at me in the mirror, one hand on the back of my wife’s head as she desperately sucks his cock with unmatched greed. I can hear her throaty gasps for air as his length fills her throat over and over and over again.

		‘Get the fuck out,’ I say again.

		‘One more minute,’ he says. ‘I want you to watch this.’

		‘Watch what?’ But I already know.

		Suzie grips the base of his shaft with one hand, jerking his off furiously while sucking the top half. Spit and drools cover his manhood. He groans with delight. Suzie moans wildly, desperately. She’s enjoying herself even more than he is.

		‘Oh, fuck yeah!’ Calvin grunts and shoves Suzie’s head all the way down, forcing her mouth almost to his pants. Every last inch of his manhood is buried between her lips now. It must be in her throat.

		He holds her there for a long moment, moaning in primal, masculine satisfaction. Then he releases her head and she leans back, cupping a hand to her mouth, gasping for air. He grins at me.

		‘Show him,’ he says.

		Suzie leans between the seats and opens her mouth. I turn back to see a pool of creamy white come coating her tongue. Her lips and chin are silvery with spit. Her eyes are wild and glazed with excitement.

		‘Now swallow,’ Calvin says.

		My wife doesn’t hesitate. She closes her mouth. Swallows. Opens her mouth again. She sticks out her tongue to prove that it’s all gone. What’s left of my shattered, ruined, destroyed, heart is stamped on by a huge foot. She’s never done anything even remotely like this for me. She’s never even offered to swallow my come.

		‘Good girl,’ Calvin says.

		Suzie laughs and climbs out of the car. Calvin tucks his wet cock back into his pants and zips up again. He pats me on the shoulder.

		‘She’s staying here tonight,’ he says. ‘I’ll call when you can pick her up. Could be tomorrow. Could be Sunday. I have a feeling she needs a good long fuck.’

		‘Calvin,’ I say, unable to keep the raw emotion out of my voice. ‘Why are you doing this to me?’

		‘Because I can,’ he says. ‘Now be a good boy and fuck off. I’ll keep your wife company. I’ll take plenty of pictures, so if you try and fuck this up, I’ll show them to everyone you know.’

		He slaps my shoulder again and climbs out of the car. I watch Calvin slip an arm around my wife’s waist and guide her to his front door. She’s laughing at something. He opens the door and they walk inside, leaving me alone and empty and nursing a hard-on that I can’t explain or get rid of.

		I fire up the engine and drive home alone.
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		The Cuckold’s Tale:

		The First Taste

		

		Some cuckolds are born. Others are made. This is the story of how I became a beta male…

		

		Every cuckold remembers the moment that changes their lives forever, the experience that fundamentally altered their perception of sex and relationships. This story is one man’s first taste of the most intense forbidden fruit imaginable.

		

		Two young men in a foreign city. A hidden business selling fantasies and oozing with explicit lust. One unforgettable night. You never forget your first taste…

		

		Some cuckolds are born. Some are made. I guess that I was a bit of both.

		There are many places for cuckolded husbands to hang around the internet and discuss matters of mutual interest with like-minded men – usually while our wives are out of the house, fulfilling our greatest fantasies – and I’ve learned that guys like me share exactly one thing in common with one another. We can all recall the moment a switch was flipped inside our minds, the instant we realized that something society deems unacceptable was actually supremely erotic and intensely thrilling. That’s the moment when the cuckold fetish first creeps into your life and sinks its fangs into your flesh. We all experience it differently.

		I talk with a lot of guys online about our wants, needs, loves, and lives. Some of them might be talking total BS for all I know – it is the internet, after all; everything should be taken with a generous fistful of salt – but a lot of the stories seem to match up. Some guys fell into the fetish through outside interference and without being aware of it until much later. These guys usually discovered a wife or girlfriend cheating on them and chose to embrace the unique and deeply intoxicating mixture of shame, humiliation, inadequacy, and jealous excitement that such an experience leaves on them. I’ve talked to a lot of guys who discovered that they were cuckolds long before there were communities for men like us to meet and talk about it openly and honestly. These guys have gone through the wringer and come out the other side with a whole new take on relationships.

		There are other guys who realized that they prefer watching to taking part. The explosive rise of internet pornography has had a huge impact in this area. So many guys watch porn almost every day, slowly falling under its spell. Soon they can only get off to the absurdly graphic images and visuals porn provides – the feeling isn’t as exciting as the sight. This has a strange new effect on the way they view porn, too. They begin to imagine their wives, girlfriends, childhood sweethearts, office crushes, even vacation romances in the faces of those beautiful starlets. Before they’re even aware of what’s happening, the image of their own loved one being railed by a big, thick cock is the only thought that makes them climax. It’s a small step from there to finding a way to make the fantasy become reality.

		Other guys are like me. They experienced a profoundly erotic experience at a key point in their sexual development, an experience that fundamentally altered their perception of women; of sexual prowess; and the kind of man they wanted to be. These stories can be more straightforward, but no less interesting – one guy I know has an early childhood memory of walking in on his mom and dad having sex, only to be pushed out of the room. This made him grow up under the impression that sex was something that only happens to other people, not him. I know another guy who recalls hiding in his high school crush’s closet at a party and watching the girl he adored make out with another man. That image was so intense and profound that it completely changed everything he thought he knew about his own sex drive.

		We’re all very lucky men to have found women that go along with our fantasies like this. There are plenty of women in the world who would find it gross or unpleasant to be shared with other guys; women who scoff at the idea of an open relationship; women for whom marriage is an everlasting bon between two people, no matter what. I understand where those women are coming from, but I feel deeply sorry for them. They will never understand the utter pleasure of sheer sexual freedom or the bliss that comes with never having to apologize or worry about what their husband might think. I know my wife sure doesn’t.

		So today – while my wife is out on a date with someone she met over Tinder – I want to tell you my story. This is not how I became a cuckold, but the story of how that fetish first bared its fangs and trapped me in its grip. Any man could become a cuckold, given the chance – how many tens of thousands of men already are cuckolds, but have no idea? How many of those men would embrace this liberating lifestyle if they knew about it?

		My story is like so many others I’ve read online from other blissfully happy cuckolded husbands. Even though I’m pushing fifty now, I can vividly recall my first experience in the world of cuckolding with crystal clarity. Even thinking about it now, decades after it first happened, I’m getting excited. But my wife has locked my cock away and taken the key on her date. It’s our way of keeping me honest while she lives dishonestly. When she gets home, she will humiliate me over and over while I thank her for every second of it. I will beg to clean her cheating holes and I will listen in rapturous, agonized delight while she explains in graphic detail how much better a lover her date was compared to me. Maybe – if I’m lucky – she will even show me some pictures or videos of the things they did together behind my back.

		Many people would probably be appalled to have a husband like that. But not my wife. She understands my needs and embraces them. I’ve always been like this, as far back as I can remember. This is the story of how I became the man I am today.
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		The Cuckold’s Tale:

		Living the Dream

		

		What kind of a choice do I have? I either go along with what she wants, or I’ll never have any kind of sexual pleasure from their relationship again. At least this way I can still pretend to be involved…

		

		Joel’s wife Reagan is enjoying an intense sexual relationship with his best friend. It’s a cuckold partnership that has grown and blossomed over time, leading to its current status, with Joel caged and listening to them through the wall.

		

		But Reagan wants to do more than just cuckold her husband. She wants to completely own him. When she gives him a new ultimatum, Joel is forced to make a choice – can he give up all claims to his wife’s body, or will he try to resist?

		

		I reach the bedroom door. As always, it’s ajar by a couple of inches. I crouch down on the floor, naked but for the tiny prison keeping my manhood in strict check, and put my eye to the cracked doorway.

		The bedroom is a mess of passion and lust. Crumpled clothes lie tossed on the floor here and there. At least three condom wrappers have been discarded and forgotten. The smell of intense sex – sweat, body fluids, burning rubber – fills my nostrils. I see two used condoms dumped on the cabinet next to my side of the bed.

		But the real sight is in the mirror on the wall. It’s angled perfectly right now, giving me a full, uncluttered view of the bed and its occupants. The sight makes the cage constrict my penis in a painful fist.

		My wife and my best friend are both totally naked together. Brandon is underneath. Reagan is on top. She is lying with her back on him, breasts out in the open air, his hands freely grabbing and squeezing them. His sheathed cock is buried inside her. They are kissing passionately, her neck bent at an awkward angle. I know how much she loves this position – but only with him. My manhood is nowhere near big enough to stay inside her at this angle. But Brandon’s extra inches ensure that his cock remains deep in her trembling, sticky sex, even though she’s lying backward on top of him. His hairy legs are between hers, keeping them spread wide open, granting me an amazing view of their intimacy. A golden chain is around her neck catching the light every time she moves. A single key hangs from the chain – the key to my penis’s prison.

		I swallow hard. That’s why she’s stopped making any noise. She must have just climaxed. I know the rhythms of her body well enough to understand that Reagan is probably overloaded with stimulation right now. Her sex must be too tight and too sensitive to continue for a moment. They’ll resume soon enough, but right now they can’t bear to be apart.

		My breath catches in my throat. Everything about this scene is both wonderfully erotic and excruciatingly humiliating. They’ve already fucked several times tonight, but they can’t stop. My wife is so exhausted that they’ve taken a break, but he’s still inside her. They’re fucking in my bed – the one Reagan insisted that I pay for, even though it was more expensive than all the others – and leaving their mess on my side. But the real kicker is watching them kiss. The passion. The enthusiasm. The lust. They almost look as if they’re in love with each other.

		That thought makes my chest tight. What would I do if Reagan left me for him? I couldn’t stop her. Hell, the thought alone excites me almost as much as the sight of them locking lips together in the bed I paid for using my own hard-earned money. If she wanted to leave me, she would. But so far she hasn’t. I guess that’s a win for me.

		‘Are you done creeping around?’
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		Cuckoldress:

		You Wanted This

		

		He wants me. I want him. We’re both consenting adults. What do I care about my vows?

		

		Emily is on the verge of fulfilling her husband Andrew’s greatest fantasy – to have sex with another man. But before she can take her date to the next level, Andrew calls, unsure if he can really go through with this.

		

		Although her husband has his doubts, Emily has never been so sure of herself. She wants to go through with this – even if Andrew is on the phone, listening to every filthy moment…

		

		‘Emily?’ Andrew says, his faint voice floating up from next to my lover’s naked leg. ‘Are you there?’

		I push my breasts together with my hands, enveloping Clark’s shaft. He grins rolls his hips, pumping my full, hard tits. I spit on his cock head, moaning at the sensation of his red-hot shaft gliding up and down my breasts. It feels fucking fantastic. My husband isn’t big enough to do this.

		‘I’m here, honey,’ I say, another moan of delight escaping my lips. ‘Clark’s fucking my titties!’

		‘He’s doing what?’

		Clark rocks his hips harder and says in a loud, clear voice, ‘I’m fucking your wife’s tits!’

		My husband falls into stunned silence. I can almost hear him trembling. Clark groans as he uses my body for his own pleasure. That knowledge drives me crazy with lust.

		‘He’s really enjoying my big, hard tits, honey. He says, Thank you for buying them.’

		Andrew makes a moan. The sound is a perfect blend of pleasure and pain.

		‘Emily, please…’ he says, in a pathetic whimper. ‘Please come home. Don’t do this.’

		Clark pushes my head down. His big cock slips effortlessly between my tits and into my mouth with every thrust. He growls; a low, breathy sound of blissful satisfaction. I make delighted little giggles every time the head of his cock passes my lips.

		Finally, I lift up my head and respond to my husband. I say, ‘Not yet, honey. I haven’t fucked him yet. Wasn’t that the biggest part of your fantasy?’

		I stand up and push Clark back onto the bed. He lies down, hard cock pulsing toward the roof like an arrow pointing to heaven. God, he looks incredible. Hard body, hard cock, arrogant, horny smile on his handsome face. I take my panties off and stand naked in his bedroom. He looks me up and down, studying my figure, eyes glittering with triumph and lust.

		‘I don’t think I wanna share you!’ Andrew says, imploring desperately. I know that tone. That’s the voice he uses when he knows it’s too late to change my mind. I don’t think I wanna paint the bathroom green! Too late, honey. Far too late.

		I push the phone further onto the bed, moving it away from us. I climb up onto my lover and slowly kiss his chest, sending little tingles through his body. I hear him inhale harsh, sharp breaths. His hands paw at my body.

		‘Emily?’ Andrew says, his voice faint and pathetic in the room. The sound of my husband’s pleading, begging voice makes Clark’s wicked grin broaden.

		‘Honey,’ I say, straddling Clark’s body, ‘I know that we talked about this and we agreed on using condoms if things ever went this far… but, honestly, his cock is fucking beautiful. I really wanna feel it inside me properly. I don’t want him to wear a condom. I want to feel it. You don’t mind if Clark fucks me bareback… do you?’
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