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I look up at the tall, modern building and dread fills me. There's no sign on the door but that would be superfluous. Everyone in the entire city knows that this is the Cuckold Center. The one place where no guy ever wants to end up, yet so many do.

"Wow, it's bigger than I expected," Aubrey tells me, gazing up the glass facade. 

The words send a shiver down my spine. I can't tell if she's doing it on purpose or not. She clings closer to my arm, as if she, too, is under the oppressive effects of the structure.

There was a time when I would have laughed at anyone who tried to tell me that I'd end up here. Hell, there was a time when I would have just punched them in the face without a second thought. Yet here I am, with my beautiful wife at my side and no other options available.

I hate everything about it. I hate that this place even exists. It sickens me to my core. The Cuckold Center. The last place you turn to when you are in desperate need of money and there's nothing left you can sell — except for your wife's body.

I can't believe how busy it is. A steady throng of people flows to the large revolving doors, though few come out. Not because the building swallows them whole — at least not physically — but the exit is on the other side. Couples of all shapes and ages, mostly husband and wife. Everyday faces. I don't even want to look at them.

Instead, I look at my wife. Aubrey. The love of my life. The voice of my heart. The song of my soul. Mrs. Allen Cook. She dressed up for today — of course she did. I don't blame her. It's going to be an exciting day for her. They tell us that the women will never be the same again but I can't see Aubrey ever being defeated by anything.

That is what they pay for, of course. To take what should only be yours in return for a pittance. Aubrey looks good in the red dress she bought herself for her thirty-second birthday a few weeks earlier. It really accentuates her bubble butt and her perky C-cups. 

She looks as good as on our wedding day twelve years ago and it feels like she hasn't aged a day since then. The only difference is she now has a purple streak in her auburn hair — she always picked up on modern trends effortlessly. We met in college. She was an education major, I was in IT. It was love at first sight — at least we joke about that. Our first date was a blind date, so it doesn't count.

"Shall we go in?" she asks and her dark eyebrows contort in a mix of trepidation and concern.

There is nothing in the world I want to do less. Even death is preferable to the humiliation.

Death, however, doesn't pay my debts. It would just make things worse for everyone else. Aubrey in particular.

Six months ago, I borrowed a hundred grand from Ruthless Rudy. The man doesn't really need an introduction, the name says it all. A rat faced, slimy fuck with a reputation worse than his odor. 

I was so sure that I found a way to make a lot of money, I gambled everything on it. Fuck. I wish I never even heard of Bitcoin.

Can't change the past, of course.

I can change the future, though. I can make good on my mistakes. "Yes," I tell her with trembling voice. 

"Don't be scared, Al. It's going to be alright. We can get through this because we love each other. Nothing will ever change that."

I nod and fight back the tears welling up. She is ever the optimist. That's what I love about her. One of the many things. There's not an ounce of malice in her kind face, either. She's not going along with this to hurt me, as some of the other wives do, but because she genuinely wants to help me. That hurts even more and I wipe away a spot of dampness. 

"I love you, too, Aubs," I tell my wife, wondering if I'll ever say those words again after today. I kiss her and try to convey to her just how much I appreciate her with my lips but it ends rather abruptly.

"Honey, you're smudging my lipstick," she says apologetically. She reaches into her purse to pull out her handheld mirror but there's no need. Her lipstick is still perfect, as is the rest of her makeup. Not a visible blemish on her skin.

I always maintain that she hasn't seemed to age a day since I met her and she is as beautiful now as she was then. Of course, there are signs here and there, but I think the wrinkles suit her. The only reason she has them is because she laughs so much and so frequently, it's a sign of her happiness, not of her age.

"Let's get it over with," she says and intertwines her fingers with my own. 

We join the steady stream of people. Just one of many. Another common face.

The sky is hidden behind a layer of gray clouds on this warm May evening. I wish I could see the sky one more time. Damn. I feel like a prisoner walking down to the execution chamber. The only thing that gives me the strength to go on is Aubrey herself.

I can't believe how many people there are. There have to be at least two dozen couples. Yet it's as quiet as a church. The low-hanging heads of husbands everywhere. I've seen the lines on T.V. of course, but those don't have sound. Those don't have the atmosphere. It's depressing.

It doesn't get any better when we enter the building. The entrance hall is majestic. Made of polished white marble tall enough to stack five elephants. Benches lined the side, though nobody sat on them. Everyone was waiting in the long, winding queues.

I've been in Grand Central Station before. A cavernous hall full of people. The noise is unbelievable. A cacophony of voices and echoes. The Cuckold Center is different. The only sound echoing is the scuffing of shoes and coughing.

You can tell nobody wants to be here.

There are two separate queues, each leading to a door with a plaque hanging beside it: "Please wait to be called in. One group at a time only." One is for repeats and one for newcomers. The newcomers one is a lot shorter. That's the one for us. 

I make a vow to never, ever come back here. 

Right in front of us is a young couple. They can't be more than twenty years old. Her face is buried in his shoulder and he is gently rubbing her back. There's a small white discoloration on his ring finger where his ring used to be. I raise my hand and look at the gold band on mine. It's one of the last things people sell. I curse myself for not even thinking about it, not that it would make a dent. But I should have at least tried.

In November of last year, Bitcoin exploded. At that point, I had about two grand invested, more as an academic endeavor than out of any sort of financial wisdom. It's a fascinating idea and working in IT meant that every time anyone heard of Bitcoin, they came to me to explain what it was. Problem was, I had no idea.

That's how I got interested in the cryptocurrency. I never dreamt that it would take off the way it did. A small, pocket-change investment suddenly purported to be worth ten times that. Media outlets started picking up on it. By early December, it felt like the entire world was talking about Bitcoin.

It seemed like it was unstoppable. I watched the value rise into the five digits. Of course, I thought about investing more. I talked about it with Aubrey and checked and double checked our finances. There wasn't much to squeeze out of it. Between the mortgage and the new car, I was able to scrape together a couple hundred bucks. It didn't seem worth the effort.

A few days later, the value catapulted to sixteen thousand a coin. My original two grand was worth almost thirty thousand dollars. It was a fever. I got an app that reported live updates to me and every time it went up, it showed me how much money I made.

Unfortunately, I could do the math in my head about how much I was losing out on by not having invested a few hundred bucks more. Thousands! It was eating away at me. Yet Aubrey was skeptical. She couldn't see the value because it wasn't tangible yet. 

I couldn't get a loan or take out a second mortgage without her approval. That's why I went to see Ruthless Rudy. It was supposed to be a sure thing.

"Next," the pleasant voice chimes through the speaker and pulls me out of my memory hole. I look around and the young couple who was ahead of us is gone. We're next.

Behind the door is a hallway. Warm light shines in through the glass ceiling. To the left and right are a series of doors, most of them closed. There's an LED strip on the floor that paints a series of arrows towards the third door on the right. We follow it.

The room at the end of the trail reminds me of a hotel lobby. There's a tall, frosted glass countertop with a smiling, young blonde standing behind it in the Cuckold Center uniform. Green — the color of envy. Other than the counter, the only thing in the room is a tall potted plant in the corner.

"Hello and welcome to the Cuckold Center. My name is Suzy and I want to give you two a big, warm cuckold welcome!" the young woman chirps.

It's absurd that she's so excited about it. Surely she can't actually be happy about people coming here. What kind of person does that make her? A sadist? "Hello," I mutter and shuffle up to the counter.

"No need to look so dour, mister," she continues in the same happy sing-song voice. "Don't worry. I'll be your personal Cuckold Companion for the day, guiding you every step of the way."

Fantastic. On the worst day of my life, this is what I get. A chipper chipmunk to personally watch me get humiliated. I just want to turn around. Maybe the two of us can skip town. Maybe we can find a city that's not hooked up to the Blockchain yet.

"Nice to meet you, Suzy," Aubrey greets the demon amicably. "I'm Aubrey Cook and this is my husband, Allen."

"Wonderful! I always love meeting newcomers. What did you have in mind for today?"

"We're here for... the thing," I tell her. I can't bring myself to say it out loud as if that would somehow make it more real. It's childish, I know, but it's one of the few indulgences I have left.

Suzy is not a kind woman. She hears me stumble over the words and zeroes in on it, going in for the kill with a smile on her face. "It's okay, Allen, you can say it. By the end of the day, we'll be so tight you'll think of me as your new sister!"

I doubt it. The woman looks at me like she seriously expects me to say that I'm here to get cucked. Her blue eyes bore into me like daggers.

 "He's a bit squeamish still," Aubrey appeases her, coming to my rescue. "We didn't really come here because we wanted to, you see."

"Oh, few do," Suzy says and does a little laugh that reminds me of one of those cartoon shows. There's not an ounce of compassion in her. "But we still need to discuss which package you want, there are so many options to choose from."

"We just need money," I say, emasculated.

"I know, sweetie," she croons. "Everyone does. Now, are you guys already in the system?"

"Yes." I reach into my wallet and pull out my CryptoID, a laminated badge the size of a credit card with my face, biometric data, and a QR-code.

"Ah, there we go. Alright, this is going to take a while to retrieve the data from the Blockchain. You know how it is. Let's go over the packages while we wait."

I groan, knowing far too much about the Blockchain than I want to.

When I invested everything I had, it just hit $19,000 per bitcoin. I couldn't even buy six measly coins but, of course, things were different back then. Ten bitcoins were considered a fortune. Well, a potential fortune. I had eight and a few satoshis in total.

I remember it well, the fever that gripped me. Every time my app buzzed and let me know I just made another grand or two, I pictured telling Aubrey about it. She didn't know about any of it, then. I wanted to wait to surprise her. The news of being financially independent would far outweigh the news of me going behind her back.

I had done the math. By the end of the week, we'd officially be millionaires. By the end of the year, we'd have enough to quit our jobs and retire. 

Only, as we all know, it didn't hold that long. Preparing for Christmas meant that I didn't have the time to check up the price constantly. I woke up on the morning of December 22nd to a deluge of articles about the crash of bitcoin. All the way down to $12,500. 

It's what I imagine jumping out of a plane without a parachute feels like. The sudden feeling of the floor dropping out under you. The swooping sensation in your stomach. Aubrey asked who died when I walked into the kitchen but I just couldn't tell her.

It was only a temporary setback. These kinds of things happen all the time in investing. Things fluctuate. I told myself that it would recover.

Sure enough, the value rose again. When it reached $17,000 again just after the new year, I was so relieved. I had a plan. The moment it came back up to $19,000, I would sell it all. Repay my loan from Ruthless Rudy and chalk up the interest as loss. 

Aubrey would never have to know.

Except the value never reached $19,000. Didn't even stay at $18,000. It dropped again. I developed an ulcer waiting for it to recover.

I was such an idiot.

"Are you familiar with our plans?" asks Suzy.

"Only vaguely," Aubrey answers.

"Well, in that case, let me show you the brochure." She picks up a glossy green leaflet and slides it over the counter.

The graphic on the front depicts a woman surrounded by a ring of twelve enormous cocks. I flip it open with trembling fingers.

Basic Cuckold: Give your wife the experience of a lifetime with our Basic package. No bells and whistles, just a romantic encounter between your wife and her new lover. We will take care of everything, all you have to do is choose whether you want to hold her hand or not — we hope you do!

In Control: For the husband who wants what's best for his wife. You are in control of everything. You pick the stud from our vast selection of qualified employees — race, size, sex positions, it's all up to you. Finally, you can experience all the fantasies you've ever had first hand. 

Auction: Think your wife is the most beautiful woman in the world? Put it to the test. Every weekend, the Cuckold Center holds an auction open to the public. Men from all walks of life will outbid each other for the right to screw your wife — the hotter your wife, the more money you make. Who knows, maybe there will even be a friend or co-worker who is willing to pay premium for a chance to get back at you.

There are more options, like the Deluxe plan, where the stud moves in with you, or the Ultimate Betrayal, where your wife becomes a surrogate. I don't have the time to read through it all. I don't want to, either. I feel sick.

"We need money," Aubrey says and puts a comforting hand on my wrist.

"Ah, in that case, I can recommend the Pay-by-the-Inch plan. It's a brand-new plan that's being tested in various cities throughout the country and our clients are seeing fantastic results."

"How does it work?"

"It's a very simple one-on-one option. We pay out based on the size difference between your husband and the stud. Each inch gets you more buck for your bang."

"That could be something for us, honey," Aubrey tells me.

The casualness in which she says it hurts me as a man. I've never made myself out to be some well-hung macho man but I consider myself to be at least adequate. Yet my wife just implied to a complete strange that I'm not.

"How much is it?" I ask. My throat is dry and my voice sounds like a pathetic croaking.

"Entirely depends on you, mister. Every full inch of difference is a grand on the base amount."

"A thousand bucks?" Aubrey blurts out. She turns to me and I see the glimmer of excitement on her face. "Did you hear that, Al? A thousand per inch! Oh, please, this is definitely the way to go."

I close my eyes and take a deep breath. The floor feels like it's wobbling underneath me. As part of my recovery process, I had to actually find out how much money I needed. I borrowed a hundred grand from Ruthless Rudy. With a few months interest, that has grown to about a hundred fifty. A cutthroat interest rate. The mortgage payments were around twelve-hundred a month, but those weren't as important. 

There is no way it would be enough unless they somehow find a guy with a twenty-inch penis. Even the best bionic surgery can't do that. Yet. The other line already taunts me. The long one of repeat cuckolds.

The other option is the auction. They televise that one. Dozens of naked women lined up like cattle next to each other while they're being groped and fingered by strangers to "evaluate" their purchase. I could make enough to pay all my debts that way but it was a gamble. I learned a thing or two about risks recently and that one is too high. There's a real possibility that it ends with some guy banging your wife for a few hundred bucks and after that, she's worth next to nothing on the cuckold market.

"Is there an estimate we can get?" I ask. It has to be better than the auction, right?

Suzy opens a drawer and pulls out a single pill in a blister pack. She slides it over on the counter, along with a bottle of water. "We'll need to measure you first, of course. Just take off your pants and swallow this pill."

"What is it?" I ask apprehensively.

"Just a little helper that will give you an erection in no time at all. We need to be sure you're at your full potential. No cheating," she laughs and winks at me.

"Might as well find out, right?" Aubrey suggests and hands me the blister pack.

I sigh but this is why I came here after all. To do exactly this. I know when I'm beaten and right now, life has my balls in a vice grip. Suzy is squeezing it tighter.

The effects of the pill start working about thirty seconds after I wash it down. An uncomfortable prickling between my legs, like my penis fell asleep and is now waking up.

Suzy emerges behind the counter holding a measuring tape. Both of the women look at me expectantly. I sigh

I push down my pants and briefs and to my utter surprise, I'm rock hard. Suzy doesn't react — she's a professional, after all. I resist the urge to ask her how many penises she has seen in her life. 

She bends down and places the end of the tape at the base of my shaft. Her fingers are surprisingly warm. "Looks to be... three and two-fifths of an inch."

There is no sudden fanfare. No laughter. No nothing. Only the deep-seated shame, resting in my manhood.

"You have nothing to be ashamed about," Aubrey whispers into my ear and plants a kiss on my cheek.

I pull up my pants and just nod numbly. 

"Look at that, just in time. Finally got your data from the Blockchain. Medical info is... very healthy. Props to you, mister. I'll just quickly add your penis size... there we go. Now, let's see... spouse, Aubrey Cook neé Greene. Medical... looks great." 

I still remember all the hype around the Blockchain. A system that can store vast quantities of information safe from corruption and loss. Everybody was trying to use it for their own purposes. Companies made millions just for announcing they were going to going to implement blockchain technology. For what exactly, nobody had any idea.

Not until the United States nationalized Bitcoin and Blockchains in March of 2017, after the Bitcoin war in eastern Europe threatened to get out of hand. All public records were stored in the Blockchain, accessible for everyone. Better than any national ID.

Bitcoins were accepted as official U.S. currency at a fixed exchange rate of one dollar per Bitcoin. All the money I invested, the mortgage, my house, my entire life was barely enough to buy three gallons of milk. 

"So what are we looking at?" asks Aubrey.

"If you want to go for the maximum payout under Pay-by-the-Inch, we have several twelve-inchers, which would be nine thousand, but there's a waiting period of several months."

"We need the money soon. Today, preferably," I tell her.

"Let me check who he have available on short notice. Hm, there's an eleven-incher available later this week, and... a few tens that are open."

"How much would that be in total?" Aubrey asks.

"Let's see. If you're going for a tenner, that'd be seven on top of the thousand base. Condom or no condom?"

"No condom."

"That's another five thousand, and if you'll allow me, a great choice. Free or restricted access?"

"Free."

"Pregnancy?"

"No," I blurt out very quickly. Aubrey nods.

"That's a shame. I think you'd make a very gorgeous brown kid. Oh well, let me just add these up and... fifteen thousand base price. With the virgin cuckold multiplier that brings it up to seventy-five-thousand, plus royalties of course. For a video like yours, that could bring in another twenty-five over several months."

A hundred thousand dollars. It was so much but at the same time, not enough. It means we'd have to go a second time. 

"Oh wow, that's a lot of money," Aubrey says with her eyes wide. "I'm really worth that much?"

"Your pussy is," giggles Suzy. "Believe me, someone as pretty as you could make a lot at the—"

"No auction," I bark.

"As you wish. Now, let's see which one of these fine studs you'd like. Please take a look here."

Suzy flips the monitor around and we're treated to a collage of cocks. Like a casting spread. They're all big and black. Much, much, much bigger than mine. One of these men is going to fuck my wife.

I can't bear to look at it. "You pick one, Aubs. I can't."

"Wow," Aubrey marvels. "They're all so big."

"I know," commiserates Suzy. "It's so much different than porn, isn't it? Those are all mostly camera angles. Believe me, the first time I saw one of these up close — god damn, girl, you're in for something special."

"You've done this?"

"Yeah, that's one of the perks of working here. Occasionally we get to try out new studs and evaluate their performance. Forget benefits, that's by far the best thing."

"Can you just pick one?" I urge. Seeing it is going to bed bad enough, I don't want to also hear about Suzy's crap.

"Sorry, honey. Okay, now, let's see... hmm... I don't know. They're all the same."

"If you'll allow me, our system does spit out a few recommendations. Based on the info in your Blockchain, the computer recommends this one."

I have my back turned to them and can't see which one she points out. "What's special about this one?" Aubrey asks in my stead.

"The computer doesn't say, I'm afraid. It has a much higher than normal projected royalty though. If it's money you're after..."

"Well, sure. I guess. Let's go with him," Aubrey says, shrugging.

"Excellent. You can turn around again, mister." The monitor is back in its normal position. Suzy hits a few buttons on the keyboard. "And it looks like he's available in thirty minutes. That's perfect, we'll need to get you set up and everything. Is that alright?"

"Yes," I say, agreeing to my doom. Suzy holds out a fingerprint reader. I press my right-hand thumb down on the device until the lights turn green. She repeats the process for Aubrey.

"Wonderful." She hits the enter button rather hard. "It's booked. For the rest of the day, your wife is property of the Cuckold Center. If you would please follow me."

Suzy leads us back out of the room, into the hallway. There aren't any LED stripes to guide us this time, only the click-clack of our guide's heels. 

The rest of the building feels very much like a hotel. We ride up an elevator to the third floor, accompanied by three other groups just like us. A dour husband, quietly-excited wife, and a green guide. Everyone tries their best not to meet each others' eyes.

Our room is 3005. It's almost like a hotel room, except the only furniture is the bed. Green bedsheets with the Cuckold Center logo embroidered in gold thread. Another difference is that the bathroom isn't closed off. Not just the door is missing, the entire wall is. There's also a rack with technical gadgets.

"Welcome to your cuckold room, Mr. and Mrs. Cook," Suzy announces grandly and does a little flourish. "Allen, let's get you plugged in so we can start this."

I walk over to the rack with the gadgets. Suzy picks up a tangle of black straps and velcro and hands it to me.

"Are you familiar with our equipment?" Suzy asks.

"Of course." I recognize it immediately from the ubiquitous videos. I pull it over my head. It's just a light harness, more like a headband than anything else. There are two built-in cameras at the front, positioned just above the eyebrows.

It's the state of the art VR camera: 288 Hz, 8K resolution, and binaural audio. It's heavier than I expected. The battery pack at the back of my head weighs it down significantly. Suzy flicks on the receiver box on the wall. 

"There are three other cameras," Suzy says and points at the ceiling, the wall, and the bathroom, "so rest assured, everything will be caught on tape. There's no need in trying to hide anything of it. But remember, this video is what's going to earn you royalties. People want to see the real deal. So make sure you really get in there and show people the pink of your wife's pussy. Why don't we give it a test run? Aubrey, it's time to take a shower. Allen, just look at her."

Suzy pushes a button on the monitor recessed into the wall and a video flicks to life. It's a feedback loop of the monitor. She nods in the direction of my wife.

"Okay, I'm watching," I announce.

"Help me unzip," Aubrey says and turns her back to me.

My fingers tremble as I pull down the zipper. Her dress wilts away from her body, revealing her back. She turns around and lets go of the garment. 

Aubrey is the sexiest damn creature on the planet. Neither of us goes to the gym but five years ago we discovered couples yoga. It has been a very transformative experience for both of us. It kicked my ass at first but nowadays we're both in excellent shape. 

She doesn't have abs but her skin is taut and her stomach smooth. Her breasts are hidden behind a black lace bra but even so, it's painfully obvious how amazing they are. There's a tattoo of a lily on her left hip, for her mother, Lily Greene, who passed away two years ago. It's a small blessing that she will never have to see her daughter like this.

Aubrey unhooks her bra and her perfect C-cups plop free. She pushes down her panties and reveals her neatly trimmed bush. 

For a moment I feel like it's just the two of us. No Suzy. No cameras. No Cuckold Center.

The spell is immediately broken as Suzy lets out a whistle. "Nice bush, miss. Go on, give us a whirl so we can see your hot bod and remember to smile for the camera."

Aubrey does as she is told, flashing her pearly whites and showing off her crisp ass. I resist the urge to turn my head away. What's the point?

"Alright, off to the shower with you. Just the body is fine if you don't want to mess up your makeup. We do have a full makeup kit available if you'd like, just look in the drawer under the sink."

Aubrey walks over to the bathroom and steps into the shower area. There are no doors, of course. Just a retractable shower nozzle set into the wall and a drain in the tiled floor. She turns it on, gauging the temperature.

"So, Allen," Suzy says close to me. "Are you excited that you're about to become a cuckold?"

"No, of course not."

"I think that's what they all say the first time. Don't worry. We don't judge."

"Are you enjoying this?" I ask.

"Oh yes, of course. Wouldn't do this job if I didn't."

We watch Aubrey wash the suds off of her body. She does a little show of it and I wonder how many people are going to see it. It's not live, of course. The net just isn't fast enough for that, yet. Maybe it never will be, now that the Blockchain is taking up sixty percent of the world's traffic.

Aubrey shuts off the water and grabs a green towel. She rubs herself dry and wraps it around herself like a dress. 

"The stud will be here soon," Suzy says. "Why don't you take a seat on the bed and maybe answer some questions."

"Okay." 

"And take off that silly towel."

Aubrey sits down at the edge of the bed. She looks so frightened now. I sit down next to her and wrap my arm around her. She hugs me close. 

"It's going to be okay," I tell her, even though I don't believe it.

"I know, Al. I know," she replies, not sounding like she believed it either.

"Can you spread your legs for me?" Suzy demands, interrupting our moment.

"Is that really necessary?" I plead.

Aubrey does it, though. She also lies on her back when Suzy tells her to. I wish I could say that I'm better, but when Suzy tells me to take a good look at my wife's vagina, I do it. 

Aubrey never liked the look of her lips, but I do. They're a bit larger than you see in porn and fairly dark. It's a lot of fun to nibble on them. Suzy doesn't care about them, though. She wants Aubrey to slip two fingers inside and show her pink.

Just as my wife lies there spread eagle, the door opens. She sees him first. Her eyes go wide in shock and she sits up, immediately clamping one arm over her breasts and the other hand over her pussy.

"Jamal!" Aubrey gasps.

I whirl around to see him closing the door. He's young, black, in his early twenties, wearing cargo pants and a loose t-shirt with "STUD" emblazoned on it. He reminds me of a young Wil Smith.

"Mrs. Cook? No friggin way," the guy blurts out.

"Do you know each other?" I demand, looking from him to my wife and back.

"Jamal is a former student of mine," Aubrey says.

"Tenth grade English class. Shiiit, I can't believe I get to fuck you."

"Is this some sort of mistake?" I bark at Suzy.

"Wicked. No wonder the computer recommended you two. It's no mistake at all, Allen. This is going to be amazing for the ratings."

"I gotta tell my buds about this," Jamal laughs. He pulls a phone out of his pocket and raises it to his ear. There's a thin gold chain around his neck. "Yo, dog. guess who I'm gonna nail."

I'm completely dumbfounded. I look at Aubrey. She's mortified. 

"No, no, no, better. You remember tenth grade English? Mrs. Cook? Blonde with a big ass?"

"..."

"Yeah, dog. She's in the room right now. Totally naked. Yeah, of course, hold on." He pointed his phone at my wife. "Hey, take your hands away for a moment."

"No," I object.

"Mister, you know the rules," Suzy reprimands me. Aubrey sits there, blushing, shooting a pleading look at our arbitrator. "You know the rules, too, Mrs. Cook."

Reluctantly, Aubrey removes the arm from her breasts. "Snatch, too," Jamal says. Aubrey closes her eyes and removes both hands. The shutter snaps several times. "Ohhh," Jamal grunts appreciatively. "You got a kickin' bod." He raises the phone back to his ear. "You see that shit? Hell yeah. Anyway, I'll call you later."

"'sup Jamal," Suzy nods at him.

"Oh, hey, Suze. How's it going?"

"Pretty good. This is gonna be a lot of fun, I think. Anyway, Mrs. Cook is entirely yours. Open access. No condom."

"Ooof, you are an angel, Suzy."

"Got your contraceptive?"

"Yup," he says, patting his pocket.

"You're gonna need it. Otherwise, you're good to go."

Jamal pulls a bottle out of his pocket, twists open the cap and pops one of the round pills into his mouth. He pulls his shirt over his head.

The kid didn't even have hair on his chest, yet. Just a smooth, chocolate brown chest. And abs. An honest-to-God six-pack. He slips out of his shoes and pushes down his pants.

"Oh my," Aubrey gasps. 

I can't help but feel awed, too. It's by far the largest cock I have ever seen and it's not even hard yet. My throat is constricted by a big lump. I feel dizzy. 

"You like it, Mrs. Cook? Fuck, I still can't believe you're here. I used to never be able to pay attention in your class 'cause I kept dreaming about fucking you. God. I've been wanting to do this forever."

He approaches Aubrey and just squeezes her breast.

Another man's hand is on my wife. Rage fills me. My fingers are tightly clenched into a fist. I want to run at him and tackle him — beat the everliving shit out of the snot-faced runt. 

As if she can tell what's going on inside my head, Suzy materializes in front of me. "Stop snarling, cuck."

I take a deep breath, trying to steady my nerves.

Meanwhile, Jamal got bored of her breasts and moves on to finer things. He sticks his hand between Aubrey's legs. She lets out a little gasp and her cheeks flush crimson.

The entire time, her eyes are fixed on the cock dangling between his legs. She hasn't so much as glanced at me.

"Go on, Mrs. Cook. Wrap your lovely lips around my dick and suck me hard."

For just a brief moment, I hope that she doesn't do it. That she pushes him away and announces that I am her husband and she loves only me.

That hope is annihilated as she reaches out and pulls his cock closer to her face. She opens her mouth and takes his tip in. It barely fits.

Aubrey starts to salivate. It's dripping down her cheeks as she forces in more of his enormous cock. 

Then it grows harder. Like an ancient beast uncoiling, Jamal's cock grows to epic proportions. Aubrey has to pull away.

"Wow," she gasps. Before her is the full ten and a half inch monstrosity. She holds it with both of her hands.

It seems too big to somehow fit on the young man's body. Like God made a mistake and gave this guy an elephant's prick. Something he had denied me.

"Come on, I want to know if you're as good at using your lips to please a man as you were at reading Shakespeare."

"I can't. It's too big," Aubrey says.

Jamal snorts. "Sounds like someone hasn't done their homework. There's more to sucking a dick than taking it in your mouth, you know. Why don't you start by sucking on my balls and then work your way up."

Aubrey quietly slides off the bed. She waddles forward until her head is between his legs.

"You might wanna get a better position so you can get it on tape, cuck," Suzy whispers into my ear.

I get a good shot of my wife's tongue flickering along a dark sack. His cock rests atop her forehead like a custom build shelf.

"Alright, now work your way up."

Aubrey grips his meaty shaft with her lips and slides upwards. She reaches the head. Unbidden, she takes his glans inside, pops it out, swirls her tongue around it, and goes back for more. She licks her way down his onyx shaft, coating it with saliva.

"Aw, yeah, you're getting the hang of it, Mrs. Cook. You're a natural little cocksucker. Yo, Suze, hand me my phone, will ya?"

Jamal trains his phone on my wife's face. She doesn't seem to notice or care. Her head is bobbing back and forth. Her breasts jiggle. He has to actually tap her on the shoulder to interrupt her.

"What?" she asks. Spit is flowing down both cheeks.

"I wanna send my friend Jacob a nice video. I'm sure you remember him, he sat right next to me. Say something about how he's been a naughty boy, always forgetting his homework."

"Really?"

"Uh huh."

Aubrey is quiet for a minute, looking down at the floor in concentration. That's her creative face, brows all furrowed and lip peeking out of the corner of her mouth. The way she does when she's making new assignments.

"Hello, Jacob. You've been a naughty, naughty boy, forgetting your homework three times in one week. That just won't do, I'm gonna have to punish you by sucking your cock until you learned your lesson, young man. You don't want to turn your teacher into a slut, do you? I'm going to suck your big black cock until you learned your lesson. Mmm, such a nice, big cock." 

The last word is barely out of her mouth when she resumes pleasuring her former student. I can't help but notice she dramatically veered off script. That last bit was her own invention. I'm not the only one who notices.

"See? She's already starting to get the hang of it, cuck," Suzy whispers. A cold shiver races up my spine.

"Alright, I think that's enough for now. I wanna fuck you."

My heart hammers loud enough in my chest I wonder why Suzy isn't telling me I need to stop or it will ruin the recording. Aubrey jumps up on the bed, rolls on her back, and spreads her legs.

"Wow, look at how wet she is," Suzy notes. Sure enough, there's a trail of juices emanating from her slit. "Tell us why you're wet, Aubrey. Are you looking forward to it?"

"Yes," Aubrey says and has the grace not to look in my direction when she says it. "I want to know what it feels like."

Jamal scrambles up on the bed and kneels between her legs. He slides his massive glans through her wet lips. "Do you remember what you gave me for a grade, Mrs. Cook?"

"No."

"You gave me a D. Well, now you're getting that D back," he laughs.

I don't think I will ever forget the sharp gasp that leaves Aubrey's lips. Jamal pushes in hard and deep in one smooth motion. Aubrey's head rolls back and she digs her hand into the green blanket, gripping it tightly. She exhales loudly, somewhere between relief and pain.

"Oh. My. God," she calls out.

"Wowee, your pussy is fine, Mrs. Cook," Jamal roars and starts pumping. 

Suddenly it hits me. This is it. The moment it's all over. Another man is taking what should only be mine. The vows we made standing in front of the priest are broken. For better or for worse. This is definitely worse.

"Ow. Not. So. Hngh. Fast. Please," Aubrey rasps between shallow breaths.

Jamal either doesn't hear her or doesn't care. If anything, he thrusts harder. A little poof of air every time he pushes in, followed by the slick, wet plunge. Sweat beats on Aubrey's forehead.

"Oh. Oh. Oh. Oh. Oh," she moans, the way she does when it's just the two us.

Now those secret sounds of our joy are going to be shared with the world. I feel nauseous.

Aubrey climaxes. Her moans take on an unearthly wail that pierces straight through my soul, shattering it into a million pieces. Even now, she the most beautiful woman in the world. I have never seen porn that got me harder than Aubrey did. Even on another man's cock, I love her.

Tears flow down my cheeks. Suzy hands me a tissue. She's done this before.

Jamal isn't done yet. My wife is squirming underneath him. She always gets extra sensitive after her climaxes. This must be borderline painful for her. 

I want to intervene. Tell this asshole that he has no idea how to treat a woman, can't he see that she's had enough?

Then I hear Aubrey's ragged voice. "Faster. Please. Faster."

I feel like the asshole now. On top of everything else, I'm the idiot who doesn't even know his own wife.

"I'm gonna cum in you, Mrs. Cook."

"Yes, please, Jamal. Give me your homework," Aubrey begs.

I close my eyes when it happens. I can't bear to look at it. The camera strapped to my forehead keeps recording, of course. They'll get their pound of flesh. Nobody says I have to watch.

Suzy pats me on the back. I want to laugh at the absurdity but it's oddly comforting.

"It's done," Suzy whispers.

I open my eyes again. Jamal stands there with his fists planted at his waist, smugly grinning down at my naked wife. Aubrey is just lying there. Her eyes are closed and her fingers are relaxed. There's a big smile on her face. The one she has while eating ice cream. 

White goo is leaking out between her legs, rolling down those beautiful labia. 

"Is that it? Are we finally done?" I ask. It takes all the strength I have left just to stand upright.

Aubrey hears me and reacts. "What? No, not yet," she blurts out.

Suzy grins broadly. "Well, how long this goes on isn't up to either of you. That's entirely Jamal's decision."

"There's no way I'm tapping that ass only once," Jamal laughs. "I think I'm getting hard again. Why don't you flip over and get on all fours like a good little teacher? I got more homework for you."

Aubrey doesn't even hesitate. She eagerly gets into position, sticking her ass and pussy up into the air. Jamal slides his mostly erect cock inside of her and slaps her hard on the buttcheek.

"Ohh!" Aubrey squeals. 

"You like that?" Jamal chuckles.

"I like everything about this," she fires back.

I hate everything about this. The worst part is definitely the one where someone else makes loves to my wife but it's more than that.

Once you're a cuckold, your entire life changes. If you work at big company like I do, the first thing that happens is they fire you. I've seen it happen before. They say it's nothing personal, it's just that employing a cuckold reflects badly on the company. It might make people think that they're not paying their people well enough — which, by the way, they're definitely not doing.

Your friends and family will treat you differently. It's like winning a lot of money. You'll start getting calls from people you don't even remember who act like they're your best friend. They want to see if they can get a crack at your wife, too. There are guys out there who have sworn off dating and will only go after cuckolds' wives. 

A lot of marriages end in divorce. There's irony in that, though. All the money is paid to the wife. 

I don't even want to think about it.

The slaps of Jamal's thighs crashing into my wife reverberate in the room, joined by her utterances of pleasure.

"Oh yes, Jamal, fuck me. Fuck me," she moans, over and over.

"Do you think if we asked her right now, she would even know who you are?" Suzy whispers.

I genuinely do not know the answer but I know I don't want to find out. 

When Jamal pushes her face down into the mattress and slams so hard into her it makes the entire bed rock, I'm glad that the fabric muffles her screams. It's all too much.

The two of them look like gods of sex. Jamal has all the youthful exuberance. Plenty of energy to spare and the right tools for the job. Aubrey brings the beauty and grace. You can really see it on her face how much she loves to be alive.

As time passes, it all just melts into one, long continuous session of debauchery.

I watch Jamal make love to my wife in every position imaginable. After every orgasm, Aubrey just gets more into it. Hours pass where she doesn't even look at me.

She declares her undying love of black cock while riding Jamal.

She prays to God to let her be able to fuck a black cock every day until she dies.

She moans with careless abundance, fluttering from climax to climax.

She even kisses him. They are embroiled in each other and just spend a while kissing, while waiting for him to recoup.

The sun starts to go down. Through the tall window, I can see the sky turn to orange. It looks like shit.

Suzy claps me on the shoulder, congratulating me for a job well done, as Jamal stands up, stretches, and announces that he's finally spent. "Good job, Allen. You did it," she tells me, as if I had anything to do with it at all.

Aubrey, in one last act of betrayal, begs him to stay. Her hair is matted. Her face is flushed. Streaks of dried cum cover every part of her body. Her makeup is a mess. But she looks happy. Satisfied.

Suzy sends her off to the shower. Maybe she pities me, or maybe she thinks that there's more than enough recorded, but she helps me take off my headset. My neck hurts and for the first time, I realize how heavy it was.

One weight has lifted off of me, but a much greater weight settled on my shoulders.

I don't remember Aubrey dressing, or navigating the Cuckold Center down to the exit. It's not until I breathe in my first breath of fresh air that I am able to put together two coherent thoughts.

The air has never smelled fouler. The cover of clouds was gone, replaced by the purple twilight. It has never looked uglier. The colors are muted. The sounds are harsher. The world is a terrible place.

My wife doesn't seem to think so. If I didn't know better, I'd say she was drunk. Her arm is wrapped around my stomach and her head is burrowed into my chest. She smells of lavender and her hair is still damp.

She's humming a little tune while using me to walk on unsteady legs. 

She's still the same person. She looks the same. She sounds the same. Yet I know she's not. Not after what she has experienced.

The moment we set foot outside, the vultures descend on us. Salesman, representatives, scumbags. Everyone who walks out those doors and into the courtyard just had a big payday and they all want a slice of the pie.

There's a billboard hanging on the side of the building, teen feet wide. I see my face next to a frame of Aubrey naked on the bed, riding Jamal. It reads: Allen & Aubrey Cook. Out Now: Husband watches his teacher wife get fucked by a former student. Only on Cuckold TV.

They work surprisingly fast. So do the vultures. Offers of life insurance, cars, houses, timeshares. I shelter Aubrey from the onslaught as best as I can and push through the crowd. We don't actually have the money on us. It was deposited straight into our bank account.

There are other offers, too, of guys willing to pay a lot of money to fuck her. Who knows what kind of diseases those people have. At least the Cuckold Center tests people.

Finally, I get some reprieve when the door swings open and the billboard flickers. "Thomas & Dorothy Pits. Out Now: Husband breaks down in tears seeing his wife taken by three black cocks. Only on Cuckold TV."

My phone rings. It's Mom.

"Al? You didn't go to one of those centers, did you? Please tell me it's not true. Please?"

"I'm sorry, Mom. I can't talk right now."

The instant I end the call, it rings again. This time from Dad. I smash the phone against the concrete ground hard enough for it to shatter. It stops ringing.

Aubrey doesn't seem to notice or care. I kiss her on the top of her head and pull her a little closer. She looks up at me but her eyes have this faraway look, as if she's looking through me. "Al?"

"Yes, Aubs?"

"Can we go again tomorrow?"

I don't answer. There's nothing I can say. 

I always thought that the worst part about being cuckolded was having to watch it all. I was wrong. The worst part is seeing how much she enjoyed it. It's not the husband that's cucked. It's the wife that changes.

I will always love her but I'm not sure if she will ever love me again.
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