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Everything went according to plan. Peter and Sandra exceeded my expectations by far. She was starved for real sex. He was willing to be made a cuckold, so his wife got the pleasure she deserved.

Our new villa was a dream come true. When Lydia and Helmut told me about the secluded building in their neighborhood, I immediately pricked up my ears. If they had known that this would arouse my interest, they probably wouldn’t have been so forthright. They were worried about being exposed in their neighborhood.

I reassured them as best I could. But, of course, there was always a lingering risk of unpleasant discoveries. I sometimes had the impression that this stimulated them even more since our move to the villa. Risk can be a potent aphrodisiac.

The houses at the end of the street were already a good distance apart. Lydia and Helmut only had to pass the house of one of their neighbors - Peter and Sandra Neumann - on their way to our new club home.

When you’ve been in this business as many years as I have, you look for variety. It has always been about more than just money for me. In the beginning, Robert and I were just a typical hotwife and cuckold couple. These terms were quite unknown in Germany back then. This only changed in the last few years - thanks to the internet. It brought a lot of new customers to the club. But still, most people don’t know what a cuckold is. Have never even heard the word. I like it that way. It gives me the opportunity to lead unsuspecting couples into this world. Just like Peter and Sandra.

Everything changed when the club was founded. It wasn’t a business back then. We were just a group of like-minded people. It quickly became apparent that I should take the lead. Leading is probably in my blood. So the club fell into my hands almost unplanned.

Today the Cucky Club runs almost by itself. And with our new home, we have a spectacular location to offer. New members are easy to find. We can be very selective in our choice. This brings me back to variety.

I’ve always had fun introducing new couples to this world. I envy each of the many first times they still have to experience. For Robert and me, those are long behind us. Instead, in my role as the club leader, I get to experience the first time repeatedly through the reactions of our newcomers.

I developed this over many years into my own kind of art form. I was quite proud of my success.

I passed the house of Peter and Sandra regularly. Could watch them occasionally in the garden. Visually, they would fit in well with us. But I still had to find out if they were the right type of people for our club.

The street party was perfect to scout them and the rest of the neighborhood. Lydia handed me an invitation. Her son had to take the blame for the error.

It was interesting to get to know the neighborhood. Most of all, it was funny to experience their curious looks. From Lydia, I knew the rumors about our club. I quickly focused on Peter and Sandra. Right away, I had a good feeling about them. I would have a lot of fun with these two, I was sure of it.

They were so easy to trap. Or perhaps better phrased, they were very easy to lead to their happiness.

The street party was an excellent opportunity to arrange a meeting at the club. Peter was so easily made a spectator there. Willingly, he watched Tom and Tanja. Wanked his little cock from sheer horniness. After that, I was sure to have found another perfect cuckold candidate in him. Sandra was no less interested when I gave her a similar insight.

When you’ve been in this field as long as I have, you know exactly how to proceed. You can’t get impatient. Time solves a lot of problems. Once the thoughts are seeded in the cuckold and the hotwife, they work in them. They can’t creep out again. Not if it’s their true calling.

I was in no hurry with my latest project. Peter and Sandra were special to me. Neighbors of the club, after all. I didn’t want to do anything wrong there. Through their eyes, I got to experience the many first times once again.

When it comes to bringing newcomers into our world, I like to get creative. Sometimes deliberately a little mean. I believe it’s best to give the cuckold a brief insight into his role early on.

Of course, each couple is a little different. Over the years, I have experienced vast differences.

For some men, it was enough if the woman went off and had her fun. He then usually waited anxiously at home and hoped for a detailed report on the escapades of his wife. Really wanted to know every detail.

Most grew out of this phase. The stories were soon no longer enough for them. The cuckolds wanted to see their wives getting fucked by a bull for themselves.

This is about where most cuckold relationships stop in reality. Some do not get along with this lifestyle and stop altogether. I prefer the ones who need more. Who have to push further. For them, it’s like an addiction to new sexual experiences.

Cuckolds in a chastity cage? That’s not so rare. Cleaning up the cum-filled cunt of his wife? That’s a bit more extravagant. The motivation behind it is quite interesting. Seldom, there is a latent bisexuality behind it. Mostly it is the humiliation. The surrender to the wife and, for some, also to the bull.

For a few, the whole thing goes to even further extremes. This can be, for example, a very explicit tattoo. Everybody knows the Venus symbol for the woman and the Mars symbol with an arrow pointing to the upper right for the bull. For the cuckold, a shortened version of the arrow points to the bottom right. Matching the small penis dangling between his legs.

For the hotwives, there are also some tattoo variations available. Quite chic can be a simple Queen of Spades tattoo. Here the spade symbol known from card games is supplemented with the letter Q. Q for Queen. All that said, I prefer my body unsullied. No ink for me.

Of course, there are couples that go even further. Everything is possible, and I have already experienced many things, even if they are only isolated cases. We had a hotwife who took pleasure in feminizing her husband. He had to wear everything from sexy lingerie to high heels when he wanted to visit the club with her.

For us in the club, this was quite practical. She preferred to dress her husband as a maid. He was a very efficient maid.

But let’s get back to Peter and Sandra. Who sees poor Peter wobbling around on high heels now? There’s bound to be someone who at least wishes he will do that. But these are exceptional cases. You never know how far you can push the game. Where a couple reaches its limit. And you never know where a limit will be in a year’s time. That’s the curse of the thrill of the new.

I still had some plans for Peter and Sandra. But how far I could fulfill them was entirely up to them. Everyone has their own personal limit. For Peter and Sandra, this was clearly their love. They would never let it be taken away from them. Lucky for them, that was something I would never allow in my club to happen.

It is interesting to see how a cuckold relationship affects love. In the club, we have had consistently positive experiences here. The love solidifies. Probably also because, after these experiences, you hardly have to keep secrets from each other.

Time to get back to Peter’s story. I had high hopes for our week together on the cruise ship. Perhaps I let my anticipation blind me and my confidence in a victory rose too high. It took me a moment to process Peter’s frenzy. Before I could react, he was already on the run.

This was, of course, a messy start to the most wonderful time of the year. But Peter was not the first husband I had experienced like this. My routine set in after the initial annoyance. The first task was to get Peter back to his wife’s side. Once that was done, we would take him a little deeper into the cuckold world. There could be no escape for him and Sandra. They were in too deep to give up this lifestyle now. And I wanted my neighbors to be club members.


CHAPTER 2
[image: ]


Our kids were on their flight home and Sandra and I were on our way back to our luxury suite. After holding off for the first week of our vacation, it was finally going to be our time. I could hardly wait to hop into bed with Sandra.

But my wife had different plans for our second week. There I played apparently only a secondary role. Instead of room service, Victoria and her entourage suddenly appeared in our suite. Besides her husband Robert, these were our neighbors Helmut and Lydia, as well as the bulls Lamar, Pedro, and Tom.

So much for a fun-filled week for two with lots - I mean really lots - of sex. Just my wife and I, or so I had hoped.

When Pedro took my wife in his arms and kissed her, it became too much for me. He grabbed her ass and gave her a deep French kiss.

I ran out of our suite. I had just to get away. Behind me, I heard our cabin door slam loudly but paid no attention. I wandered through the corridors, turning left and right at random.

My path ended at a quiet bar. After a long day ashore, passengers flocked to the restaurants. There was still little going on at this bar. I ordered a whiskey.

What have you been doing, Sandra? What have we been doing? What have I lecherous fool allowed?

I quickly downed the first whiskey and ordered a second. I watched the people scurrying by. Especially the couples. They looked happy. That’s how it should be on vacation. A few minutes earlier, I had felt similarly happy.

I sipped my second whisky. I loved whisky and was used to enjoying it. I couldn’t waste a good whisky.

Of course, I enjoyed our cuckold games. I couldn’t deny that at all. It had not only excited me to know my wife was with other men or even to be allowed to watch it myself. All too often, I was also the beneficiary of our newly revived sex life.

I got regular blowjobs, including swallowing. I was even allowed to introduce my wife to anal sex. I could not have wished for much more. In the next seven days, I had planned to do a lot of this stuff. But my wife seemed to have made other plans.

I ordered a beer with my third whiskey. This brought me a questioning look from the bartender. But he refrained from asking.

I had to think back to the many new experiences of the last few months. I would never have dreamed a year ago about which new direction our sex life could take. Positively speaking, there was more going on in bed with us than ever before.

My experiences as a voyeur had been interesting, but still harmless. One of my favorite memories was my night in Munich. I was attending a conference. In the evening, I sat alone in my hotel room. Over the phone, I was allowed to listen to my wife having fun with another man. It was the third time for her. But for the first time, I was a part of it, even if only as a listener.

That was more than enough to drive my excitement to unimagined heights. Finally, I got to see a photo. It was Pedro’s cock, deeply sunk into my wife.

With these thoughts, I wondered what Sandra was doing. Pedro was now on board. Was his cock already inside her? Just as deep as in the photo?

My breath went faster. Involuntarily, I looked down briefly. My cock was hard and pulsating slightly.

You little idiot down there. This is not your moment.

If I don’t do something now, I’ll never do anything to stop this. Who knows where this will lead us? I had even been stupid enough to concede to Sandra to abstain from anal sex with her in the future.

No, my little one! Stay down! Otherwise, I will become a second Helmut.

I had only gotten a very imprecise insight into the sex life of our neighbors. But obviously, their shenanigans went a great deal further.

As their guest, I experienced an absolutely extreme situation. I just wanted to watch a soccer game in peace and then something like this happened. Lydia calls for Helmut and lets him lick her. Directly after, she was freshly fucked.

In contrast, it seemed almost a trifle that he only got to fuck his wife on rare occasions. No comparison to how much fun I was allowed to have with my Sandra. The poor man.

“Peter,” a voice sounded next to me and a hand rested on my shoulder. I looked to the side. Helmut, of all people.

“Helmut.”

“We’ve been looking all over for you.”

“Now you’ve found me.”

“Why did you run away?”

“Is that a serious question?”

“Um? Yes?”

“This was supposed to be my week ... our week.”

“A nice vacation with lots of fun.”

It quickly became obvious to me that Helmut didn’t understand me. It was time to choose clearer words.

“Instead of Pedro, I should be fucking my wife right now!”

The bartender looked over at us cautiously. Like most people on board, however, he didn’t speak German, so I wasn’t too worried about my choice of words.

“I don’t think ...”

“You don’t think what?”, I interrupted him.

“I don’t think they’re fucking right now.”

“Why? That’s what he is here for!”

“True, but when I went to look for you, Sandra was crying. I don’t think she felt like it anymore.”

“Oh,” I snapped. For a moment, I was worried about my wife. I wanted to rush to her and comfort her. But my choice of words turned out differently. “I guess she deserves that.”

Helmut sat down in the chair next to me. “What’s the matter, Peter? You’ve had a lot of fun with this, haven’t you? As far as I’ve noticed.”

“Beer?” I asked him instead of answering. He nodded, and I ordered two beers.

“But I’m not you,” I returned. I’m sure the alcohol was talking in me as well. “I want to have my wife to myself for once. I don’t want to end up like you.”

“Like me?” asked a slightly hurt Helmut.

“Having to live days or weeks without a fuck. Or even on my knees in front of my wife. How could you possibly do that? Her freshly fucked pussy ... I can’t even speak it out loud.”

Helmut remained silent. He drank several large gulps from his bottle.

“Someone will say the same thing about you,” Helmut interjected. “How can he let his wife fuck other men? How can he do this? Is he crazy? What the fuck is he doing? Lydia and I do what we like. We are two grown-up people and are accountable to no one but ourselves.”

For a change, Helmut got angry. I wasn’t sure if his anger was directed only at me.

“That’s all right. To each his own,” I tried to reassure him.

“You don’t know what it’s like,” he continued more calmly. “I can’t help it anymore. There’s no way back for me now. Only forward ... only more. When I think of what’s in store for me next, my cock is already trying to get hard.”

“That would be?”

“That’s between me and Lydia. But ... I can’t help it. I don’t want it, but I really need it. It ...”

Helmut visibly found it difficult to put it into words. But it became obvious that he would remain trapped in the cuckold world forever. Was there still hope for me?

We remained silent for a few minutes. Drank sips of our beer. I thought about how I could avoid becoming a second Helmut. How I could assert myself, at least to some extent. But one thing also became clear to me. We wouldn’t be able to say goodbye to this world completely.

For Sandra, a world had opened up that she would find difficult to do without. Frankly speaking, these were the big cocks. There was certainly a little more behind it. But every detail of her motives, I could not decipher.

Oddly enough, it was the big cocks that exerted a special charm for me, too. They were what I wanted to see in my wife. Something that I could not offer her.

Of course, one of us could have put a stop to it all. If I had announced that the Cucky Club would destroy our marriage and demanded that we stop it immediately, Sandra would have done just that. The only problem with it was that it would have made us both miserable. Who knows where it would have led us in the long run? I doubted this move would really be good for our marriage. As horrible as it may sound to some people. Sandra would have to continue sleeping with other men for both of us. Get satisfaction there.

I had to keep the best of the Cucky Club in our lives without completely losing control. I needed more information. With Helmut, I had the best possible source sitting next to me.

“I need you to help me.” After I reopened the conversation, I immediately got his attention. “I need to know what else to expect. If I understand why you do some of these things, I maybe have a chance at fighting them.”

Helmut looked at me uncertainly. Nevertheless, he asked what I wanted to know.

“Licking your freshly fucked wife. Why do you do that? What does that give you? How did she get you to do it?”

Thoughtfully and uncertainly, Helmut looked at me. Was he not allowed to tell me anything? Or was he too embarrassed?

“I already fucked my wife when a bull had just cum inside her. That’s okay, but why more?” I asked. I had to get him to talk.

“It’s dirty ... in a perverted way, that is. Tell that to someone on the street and they’ll rant about how you can do that. But that’s only a small part. Lydia ... she wants it. A lot of the bulls - our favorite bull - want it.”

“Many? How many?”

“Almost all of them? Club leadership expects to at least have no problem with that.”

Club leadership was a unique word to use, not to say Victoria Paulsen.

“But it’s so humiliating!”

“That’s it! That’s exactly what it is. It’s a gesture of submission. A humiliation. I just can’t help it - not anymore.”

Sounded simple, actually. I didn’t want to be humiliated, so I certainly never would do that. But the expectation worried me. I didn’t believe that Victoria Paulsen was a person who would ever give peace if she wanted someone to do something.

“And what can ...”

“There you are,” Robert Paulsen’s voice rang out. With that, further inquiries were denied. In the presence of Victoria’s husband, I would not go into the subject. Surely he would report everything immediately to his wife.

“Beer?” I asked him.

“Uh, no. Shouldn’t you be with your wife?”

“She doesn’t need me to fuck around,” I replied, perhaps slightly exaggeratedly mean. Even though he didn’t want a beer, I ordered another whiskey.

“When we went to look for you, she was in tears.”

I didn’t like to hear that. I loved this woman despite everything. Helmut had also told me similar things. But she had perhaps earned herself a few tears.

Robert stood impatiently next to me and urged me to make my way back to our suite. I couldn’t put it off forever. Besides, I didn’t want to torture my wife for too long. I couldn’t get the thought out of my head that she was still in tears.

I downed the whiskey and jumped up from the bar stool. I felt myself swaying back and forth, slightly dizzy. The alcohol had done its work on me.
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Helmut and Robert silently accompanied me back to the suite. They stopped at the door and watched as I opened it. I looked back at them questioningly, but they did not appear to want to enter. They had done their job.

Through the long hallway, I strode toward our bedroom. “Peter,” my wife’s agonized voice rang out, and she flew right into my arms. Many words followed. Most of it, however, was lost in her sobs. I thought I heard the word “sorry” among them.

I put my arms around Sandra as well. I remained silent for a few seconds, then tried to speak soothingly to her. As I did so, I spotted Victoria. She was sitting on the bed and watching us. As so often, her gaze felt calculating. I would have to think carefully about how to steer our cuckold lives in the direction I wished for myself. Otherwise, Victoria would lead us toward her goals.

Slowly, we moved toward the bed. Sandra pulled me onto the bed with her and we sat down. Victoria, on the other hand, had gotten up. But instead of leaving us, she sat down in an armchair across from us.

“What did I do wrong?” asked Sandra.

I almost blurted out “is that a serious question”. But I didn’t want to see my wife in tears again right away. I had never seen her face so red before. This was not a sight that I could digest easily. At the bar, the outlook of seeing her in a sorry state had been much more promising.

“This is not how I had imagined our second week,” I admitted frankly.

“But I thought ... we would have had so much fun. In bed and around. A long way from home, we could have so much ... just have fun.”

“You mean you could have had fun? In my mind, I was the man who was going to have fun with you over the next few days. Not Pedro.”

“But you do enjoy yourself, don’t you?” she inquired uncertainly. Maybe there was a bit of fear sounding in there, too. Fear that I didn’t want to accept our cuckold life after all. But I wasn’t at that point. It satisfied some of my needs that I could no longer deny.

“I do, but sometimes I like to have my wife to myself. Without our kids, without the cuckold club. Just the two of us. That’s what I had in mind for this week.”

“Oh.”

I put an arm around Sandra and pulled her to me. While many people tend to get confrontational from alcohol, it made me more peaceful. I wasn’t a person for open and harsh confrontation. Rather for discourse and attempts to bring people over to my line through clever argumentation and tactics.

“It’s okay. I know you meant well. But didn’t you expect me to react at least a little jealously?”

“I like that.”

“What?”

“I like it when you’re jealous. It shows me you care about me. You care about me and ... it also excites me that it makes you jealous to see me with other men. That you allow it despite everything is a nice show of trust and love.”

“Oh,” came from me this time. “I thought that’s what we men buy roses for,” I jokingly added.

“I don’t think you’ve quite figured us Hotwifes out yet,” Victoria spoke up for the first time. “That we seek fun from other men says nothing about how important our husbands are to us. Quite the opposite. While motivations differ considerably, hardly any of us do not enjoy our husband’s involvement in the games. To one more and to the other less. You find that out over time. I believe your Sandra is somewhere in the upper span.”

“She hasn’t taken me to the club much for that to be the case, though,” I interjected.

“It’s not that easy,” Victoria laughed. I feared she liked how quickly the serious situation unraveled. “True, it's fun to have your husband beside you at the club. But the other way around, it doesn’t have to be less interesting. It’s the dosage that matters. If either becomes the new normal, that can take out the specialness of the relationship to your cuckold.”

I could hardly disagree with that. The slow introduction to this world and the frequent waiting for my wife to return home were things that had certainly not harmed my arousal. One could certainly also raise the question whether this had not also been exactly the plan behind it. Once again, I reminded myself to be careful of Victoria.

“I thought we were having fun?” asked an uncertain Sandra. “I didn’t neglect you, did I? We had more sex than before, didn’t we?”

“Yes. I can’t complain about that.”

“It’s getting late, and the evening was exciting,” Victoria said. “Maybe we should all sleep on it for a night. You take some time and think about the extent to which you want to ignore us for the next week.”

Sandra agreed to this, and I too was glad to settle this issue for the day. I was tired. The alcohol was taking its toll.

Victoria left us and Sandra and I got ready for bed. Silently, we lay next to each other and stared at the ceiling. Slowly, Sandra crawled up to me.

“Are you still mad at me?” she asked.

“No.”

“You know, if you said stop, it would end right now. You’re more important to me than the next fuck with a bull.”

“I know. But I also know that if I did that, I’d be taking something beautiful away from you. I wouldn’t be able to make you as happy as I’d like. And yes, I definitely have my fun - my pleasure - in this game, too.”

“We can ignore the others. Have a pleasant week. Just us two, how you wanted it.”

“Maybe,” I replied. But I was unsure if this plan had any chance of succeeding. Now that there were three bulls and a bustling Victoria on board.

Two hours later, I realized that this would indeed be a difficult task. My bladder had brought me out of sleep. The alcohol was having another effect. Cautiously, I got up and shuffled silently to the bathroom.

On the way back, I stopped abruptly and pricked up my ears. I heard quite distinct noises. Someone was having sex. Apparently, our new suite neighbors were having fun. In Florida, the guests in the neighboring suite had disembarked. An American family, we had had friendly chats with a couple of times. Our new neighbors seemed to want to entertain us with something else.

The two adjoining suites had a special feature. They could be connected in two places to be combined in one huge suite. A fence could be removed from the balconies to unite them into one large balcony. I was standing at the second passageway. A door at the entrance to our suite. The crew, if needed, could unlock the door. The two suites could also be booked as one giant luxury suite.

That wasn’t the case and so the door was locked. I could still hear sound through it from the neighboring suite. I couldn’t understand any words. But the moaning was quite clear. In addition, there was a rhythmic clapping. Our new neighbors were getting down to business.

My cock stood up. I wasn’t sure why. I had already experienced considerably more erotic moments than these suppressed sounds.

Maybe something had built up in me throughout the day and now wanted to get out. I gave in to the urge and pushed my underpants down. While masturbating, I continued listening. I tried to understand what was spoken on the other side. But the moaning overlapped all words.

“Peter.”

Hearing my name startled me. I was so busy with myself that I hadn’t noticed how Sandra had sneaked up on me.

It took her only a second to grasp the situation. Our neighbor moaned particularly loud. My freely swinging cock could also not be missed.

The corners of Sandra’s mouth immediately pointed upward. Her hand grabbed my cock and expelled my own hand.

“Is my little Cucky all horny? Is he a little voyeur?”

I replied with a moan.

“Don’t I get an answer? Is my little Cucky horny from listening in on our neighbors?”

Her hand had stopped moving, and it was clear what was needed to get her moving again. She left me no choice but to answer in the affirmative.

“Yes,” came softly from my lips.

Sandra gave me a kiss while her hand continued its play.

The situation lifted her spirits after a difficult evening. This was much more similar to our life in the last few months. Slowly, she lowered herself to her knees. My cock disappeared between her lips. This was exactly what I had hoped for from the second week of our vacation. Lots of sex with my wife. One of the most positive achievements of the Cucky Club was that I now got to regularly enjoy a blowjob. The frequent practice had not harmed Sandra’s technique at all.

She took her time and devoted herself to my cock. A quick orgasm did not seem to be part of her plans. Her tongue played around my glans and drove along its length.

“Come,” she urged me and stood up again. Pulled me into the bathroom with her. “It’s time to wax you again.”

It had been a while since she and Victoria had taken care of my pubic hair. I had shaved it a few more times myself. But then stopped doing it. I felt uncomfortable without pubic hair. Maybe my cock needed its lair. The hair also radiated masculinity to me. Most of the bulls were completely shaved down there. But unlike me, they also had a long and thick cock to show off to the hotwives. They didn’t have to concern themselves with their masculinity.

But I submitted to being shaved again. I could understand that it was more pleasant for oral sex. I also liked the feeling.

Skillfully, Sandra freed me from my hairiness. My cock remained hard and waited patiently for the game to continue.

Finished shaving, Sandra immediately took my cock into her mouth. Afterward, I was allowed to experience something new. She licked my testicles, kneaded them very carefully, and even took them completely in her mouth and played around them with her tongue.

She did this extremely carefully. A few times it became uncomfortable, but for the most part, I found it very arousing.

“Let’s hear if the action is still going on next door,” she suggested. Our path led back to the door to the neighboring suite. For a moment, I thought that silence had returned there, but then I heard another gasp. A groan joined this. It was followed by another gasp and then another groan, and the rhythmic clapping sound returned.

Something slightly irritated me. I couldn’t quite place the sounds, but I could have sworn I heard two different women moaning.

Sandra put an end to my thoughts. She pulled me back to bed. There she presented me with her legs spread wide open. Happily, I pounced on her pubic area. Briefly with my mouth, but then with my cock. A few quick short thrusts later, I felt my glans becoming increasingly sensitive. I wanted to reduce my pace so as not to cum too quickly. But Sandra crossed her legs behind me and exclaimed “faster” a few times.

“I’ll cum in a minute,” I informed her. I didn’t want to cum too fast. But Sandra seemed to disagree. Her crossed legs pushed me deeper into her. I couldn’t help it anymore and came. I shot a few big loads into my wife. Afterward, I rolled to the side and lay there exhausted.

“Sorry,” came over my lips a little later.

“For what?”

“Now I’ve cum, but you ...”

“That’s all right. I didn’t expect you to.”

She didn’t elaborate, but what was she trying to tell me? That after the fuss of the day, my orgasm was more important? Or did she not value the orgasms I brought her? Preferred she the bulls? I hated this idea.

“But what about you?” I asked gently, pressing a kiss to her cheek. Sandra looked at me seriously.

“You know that I ... can’t come ... not from your cock alone.”

That had become sadly clear in the last few months. Instead of fake orgasms, I now had to live with that truth.

“I could have licked you?”

“You could have.”

Involuntarily, I had to look down between her legs. Sandra seemed to open them a little wider. An invitation? But only a few moments ago, I had cum inside her. There wasn’t much to see, just a slight glisten that might as well have come from her.

“I can finger you?”, I suggested.

“Why don’t you hold me? I just want to fall asleep in your arms.”

We did that and ended a rather exciting day. The dust had settled a bit again. But I wondered how we were going to spend the next few days. Victoria, her husband, our neighbors, and three bulls were still on board.

Maybe I was worrying too much. The cruise ship was huge. A small town with 5,000 passengers. In addition, there was a crew of 2,000 men and women. It shouldn’t be so hard to stay out of each other’s way?
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The next morning, I had little time to think about what had happened the day before. When I woke up, Sandra was already standing next to me, freshly showered. I had overslept and had to hurry to still get breakfast.

I quickly jumped in the shower and together we hurried to the restaurant of our choice.

The first week of our cruise had taken us to the western Caribbean. In the second week, it would be the eastern Caribbean.

It was the itinerary of our second week that had me hoping for an exciting week. There were only three calls to port on the program. These were San Juan in Puerto Rico, Saint Croix in the U.S. Virgin Islands, and Basseterre on St. Kitts. In addition, there were three sea days. Plenty of time to have fun in our suite.

Currently, our ship was full steam ahead on the way to San Juan. We were scheduled to dock around 3:30pm.

After breakfast, we walked the deck together.

“Should we talk about yesterday?” Sandra asked me. I guess we had no choice. We had to figure out how we were going to deal with our friends on board.

“I guess we should.”

We looked for a quiet spot sheltered from the wind.

“I’m really sorry. I really ... I thought it would be a good idea,” Sandra said.

“A good idea from Victoria,” I added, getting a slight nod of her head. “It was well-intentioned,” I relented a little.

“Well-intentioned is not well-done. You usually say.”

“Sandra,” I addressed her, looking her in the eye. “It’s okay. We’re all not perfect. You thought you’d give us a nice week with this. It still can be a beautiful second week, just ...”

“Just?”

“Maybe without the rest? Just us two.”

“Whatever you want.”

Hand in hand, we continued walking in the fresh air. Enjoyed the view of the sea. There was still plenty of time before we docked. We were surrounded by cheerful people, which helped to steadily lift my spirits.

“Have you thought about what we’re going to do in San Juan?” Sandra asked.

I was responsible for arranging our shore excursions.

“I read the old town is very nice. The rainforest would have been interesting, too, but we’re going ashore quite late. Maybe we’ll leave it at the old town, the beach and maybe a visit to a fort? For dinner, we’ll find a nice restaurant.”

“Sounds good.”

Arm in arm, we marched back to our suite. Before heading ashore, there was time for a little sun by the pool. While I was unlocking our suite, the neighboring suite opened up. I took some extra time and let Sandra enter first. I wanted to know who I had been listening to last night.

While Sandra had already reached our bedroom, I was still standing in the open doorway when our neighbor stepped out into the hallway. Long pitch-black hair, tanned and big breasts - Victoria Paulsen.

“Hello,” I returned her greeting with a stutter and disappeared into our suite without another word. Sandra hadn’t noticed who our neighbors were.

Startled, I realized who I had been listening to the previous night. I guess that explained the two different women. I had been listening to Victoria and Lydia.

I wondered if I should let Sandra in on my discovery. But decided against it. She would probably find out soon enough. This day should belong to just the two of us. I didn’t want to take the chance that she would want to pay a visit to our new neighbors.

We spent some time on the loungers by the pool. In between, we cooled off, read a book, and ate a snack. Soon Puerto Rico came into view. We got ready for shore leave and watched from the railing as our ship entered the harbor and moored at the wharf.

We were among the first ashore and headed straight for the old town.

This was exactly how I had imagined our time together. Forgotten were the events of the previous day. Also forgotten were Victoria and the Bulls in her wake. The world consisted only of Sandra, me, and a throng of anonymous tourists around us.

We walked through the old town of San Juan. I had read opinions that it was supposed to be the most beautiful old town in the Caribbean, and I had to agree. The beaches were beautiful as well.

We spent the dinner in a romantic fish restaurant with a sea view. Sandra had insisted that it should be this restaurant. A gesture of amends in my direction, because I was the big fish lover among us.

We were off the ship with the first passengers and ended up rushing back on board with the last passengers. It had been seven fun-filled hours.

But that wasn’t the end of a wonderful day. In a hurry, we freshened up and got dressed. As our ship sailed out of the harbor, we were on the dance floor.

I am not the biggest dancer. But on our vacations, it had become a given that I would fulfill Sandra’s every dance wish. She loved to dance. In her youth, she had even had dance training. That made it pretty easy for me. I just had to let her lead me around the dance floor. Her skills masked my inabilities.

After fifteen minutes, we took a short break. A long day was behind us and we both needed a cool drink. We had a relaxed chat about the day and struck up a conversation with a Canadian couple.

While our wives chatted animatedly, my attention shifted to what was happening in the background. I had spotted Victoria and her entourage. At least part of it. She was accompanied by Lydia and Pedro, Lamar and Tom. Robert and Helmut were not to be seen.

Just like us before, they danced. My Sandra was obviously missing from the group. One Bull always sat out. But they changed regularly.

It may be the 21st century, but a white woman with a black man still stands out. Especially since both the women and the men were beautiful. I definitely noticed some interested looks in their direction. Some may also have noticed that the group had a surplus of men and swapped dance partners among them.

I had completely fixed my attention on this spectacle. In between, I took only brief glances at my conversation partner and occasionally threw in a few words.

Slowly, my gaze loosened, and wandered around the room. I spotted Robert and Helmut sitting at a table. They, too, were watching their wives. I could well imagine how they were aroused by looking at them dancing with the bulls. Jealousy must have been blazing through them. A strange mixture of very different feelings must have taken possession of their heads. Jealousy, pride, love, and, of course, lust. I could hardly have imagined a few months ago that one could feel all this at the same time.

A careful glance behind me made my heart slide a little deeper. My wife had also discovered Victoria, Lydia, and the three bulls.

Inevitably, the question arose in me whether she would not rather be on the other side. Be once more in the arms of Pedro and dance with him. Her look seemed to indicate that. In my jealousy, however, I tended to read too much into things.

It drew our Canadian acquaintances back to the dance floor. I stopped next to Sandra, and we looked at each other silently. Her shining eyes were hard to miss. I was sure that the look on the other side had already been enough to arouse her.

“Well,” I commented into the silence. Something I had to throw into the room. “I guess they’re having fun.”

“Seems so,” came back cautiously.

“How about a dance?”

Sandra nodded. She seemed too tense for words. Once more, I let her move me around the dance floor. Victoria and Lydia also got back on the dance floor. This time with Lamar and Tom. Pedro stayed behind alone.

We both couldn’t help but keep throwing them furtive glances. Knowing that the two women were here dancing with their Bulls while their husbands were only allowed to watch gave the situation a special gravity.

In my mind, the situation expanded even further. Here it was no longer me dancing with Sandra. Pedro took my place. Under the gaze of the guests and our Canadian acquaintances, she danced with the muscular, dark-skinned man. A man who was not her husband.

I felt it getting tight in my pants. This idea excited me - much to my dismay. While it didn’t involve a sexual act, it would be a humiliation that would reach a new extreme.

Sandra and I continued to float across the dance floor. Every now and then, we came closer to Victoria and Lamar, and Lydia and Tom. They threw us welcoming glances. But there was no exchange of words. It seemed as if they did not want to expose us. There was a truce. At least that’s what I thought.

Suddenly, Pedro strolled past us with a flourish. He, too, gave us a brief nod of greeting. But in his hands was neither Victoria nor Lydia. Instead, an unknown blonde. I suspected she had made a pass at the handsome, seemingly available man. Perhaps had hopes of a vacation adventure.

My wife’s hands gripped noticeably harder. Her gaze was still fixed on Pedro. But her smile had disappeared. Slightly amused, I realized that for a change my wife was reacting jealously. She didn’t want to see Pedro with another woman. Some unknown beauty.

The really strange thing, however, was that I felt the same way. Pedro should adore my wife. Enjoy himself with her. There was nothing that this woman could give him that my Sandra didn’t offer.

Remain steadfast. Stand firm. Don’t let yourself be tempted. Be able to say no for once.

Demonstratively, I pulled Sandra off the dance floor and gave her a kiss. I easily convinced her that we should end the evening. Maybe to not have to continue seeing Pedro with another woman.

Instead of going straight to our cabin, we took a nighttime stroll. The ship plowed leisurely through the water. There was no shore leave scheduled for the next day. We would not reach the U.S. Virgin Islands until the day after tomorrow. We were in for a restful day. Standing at the railing and looking at the moon, this day was about to end just as quietly.

“I wonder if they’re still dancing?” asked Sandra into the silence.

“Maybe.”

“It turned you on?”

“What?”

“Seeing Lamar, Tom, and Pedro with the ladies? While Robert and Helmut only got to watch.”

“I don’t know.”

“Peter?” came back impatiently. She didn’t want to hear such an evasive answer. But it didn’t stop there. Her hand grabbed my crotch. Through the fabric of my pants, she rubbed against my penis.

“Maybe?”

“I liked it, too. Even though I admit I would rather not have been in the spectator role. But you and I can still have a bit of fun time.”

I had little objection to that. We made our way to our suite. Here Sandra got right down to business. After two minutes, we were lying naked on the bed, enjoying ourselves.

Sandra stroked her breasts over my chest. Even with closed eyes, I could feel which route her hard nipples were taking. She pressed one leg against my cock. Satisfied, she looked at me. This was exactly how I had imagined this week.

“Do you think Pedro will seduce that little blonde?”

I had hoped that this topic was settled for the evening. Sandra obviously disliked the thought. The jealousy in her voice was clearly audible. My penis twitched briefly, showing pleasure in her jealousy. For a change, she felt how I must feel so often.

“What?” Sandra added before I could answer her question.

“You’re jealous,” I returned, slightly amused.

“You think so?”

“Yes. I think it’s cute.”

“Uh-huh?”

“For a change, you get to experience how I get to feel all the time when I see you in someone else’s arms.”

“But what can she offer him that I can’t?”

“Probably not much. Other than the fact that she’s available.”

Sandra sat on top of me and pushed her body back a little. My steeply protruding cock rubbed over her pubic area. Calmly, she slid over me, increasing my arousal. My cock slipped easily through her wet slit. She was very aroused despite her jealousy. Or perhaps precisely because of it?

“Would you like to have seen me in her place?” she asked.

A few more times she slid over my penis, then grabbed it and pushed it inside her. She sat on me, frozen, and looked at me expectantly. She waited patiently for an answer.

“Yes,” I admitted honestly. “I imagined it.”

“Mmm. That would have been awesome. Me in his hands on the dance floor and you with Robert and Helmut. My little Cucky - a lusty spectator.”

Slowly Sandra rode me. In conjunction with her words, my arousal reached an agonizing height. But it wasn’t enough to make me come. I was tempted to grab her, turn her over, and fuck her hard. But I did not want to destroy this moment. As excruciating as the slow arousal and humiliation were, it still felt incredibly good.

“I wonder what our Canadian friends would have thought about that. Would they have thought we were perverts? She certainly would have had good reason to be jealous of me. Pedro is a big and strong man and exceptionally endowed. A perfect bull.”

Sandra let my cock slip out of her. Carefully, her fingers wandered along it.

“And you are my perfect Cucky.”

“Why?” shot out of my mouth. I wonder if I really wanted to hear the answer. Sandra grinned at me.

“There are many good reasons for that. Your cute little cock is one of them. But more importantly, it makes you horny to see me with other men. You like seeing a gigantic cock penetrate me deeply, over and over again. Oh, just thinking about it makes me so horny. Fuck me!”

At her last words, she pushed my cock back inside her. I had a slight suspicion, however, that in her mind it might be a completely different cock.

“Doesn’t my cock give you anything?” I inquired, disappointed.

“Oh, honey, you give me so much,” Sandra answered in a smooth voice. “You’re the man I love. The man who gave me a family. The man I want to grow old and gray with. But also the man who lets me live out my lust with other men because he can’t offer me everything himself. The one who jumped over his own shadow for my lust.”

“Don’t worry,” she continued. “I like your cock. He’s a nice little cock. He’s all mine. But it’s no use beating around the bush. He’s not enough to fuck me to an orgasm.”

That’s how it was, unfortunately. But all this was no longer news to me. In this respect, it didn’t deteriorate my mood. Especially since my little cock was still inside my wife and having fun.

“We can still experience so many new things,” she continued, with shining eyes. “So many horny things we don’t even know about today.”

Sandra gave me a satisfied laugh and leaned down to me. A long kiss followed. She, too, was caught up in this new erotic world.

“We should trust Victoria more. She has already brought us so much good. Don’t you think so?”

Once more she rode me faster and I felt my cock slowly getting ready to cum. Otherwise, I probably would have objected to her last words. I didn’t trust Victoria.

“I love you, my Cucky. I love you, Peter Neumann!”

With these expressions of love, Sandra rode me even wilder.

“Come inside me. Come inside your hot marital slut!” exclaimed Sandra. My cock might not be able to give her enough. But the situation and the thoughts of our new sex life seemed to turn her on immensely.

With a loud groan, I squirted into my wife. She was not deterred by this and rode on without mercy. I squirted a few more times and asked Sandra to be a little careful. My cock was now very sensitive to any touch.

She pushed backward off me and spread her legs wide.

“Look. There it is. Your love juice.”

I looked between her legs. A whitish liquid was peeking out of her wet opening - my cum. Most of it was probably still deep inside her.

“A horny sight?” my wife inquired. She stroked a finger through her pubic area and collected a bit of cum. She lifted it to her face and licked it off with relish.

This was an incredible sight. Less than a year ago, she would have immediately rinsed her mouth after one of the extremely rare blowjobs. She would not have swallowed my cum. The influence of the club was once again abundantly clear.

“Mmm. Your cum with my pussy juice. A very special mix. Stick a finger in me and give me more to lick.”

Tensely, I followed her request. I inserted two fingers at once and tried to get some of the mixes out. My fingers were soaked. A little white indicated that my sperm was part of the mix. Normally, I didn’t squirt that much. This time, however, I had been quite generous.

“Give it to me,” Sandra demanded and pulled my hand towards her. With pleasure, she licked my fingers. First with her tongue, then she let my fingers disappear in her mouth.

We repeated this game several times. I wetted my fingers each time with the mixture of our two juices.

“Will you get a wet washcloth from the bathroom?” she asked me afterward. I nodded and took the opportunity to wash my hands. I then cleaned her pubic area with the washcloth.

Sandra giggled. “What?”, I asked, irritated.

Instead of answering immediately, she pushed me back onto the bed. She surprised me with a kiss on my mouth. Was I still tasting remnants of my sperm there? Or was that just her own juice? She had licked her lips clean before. Probably just my imagination.

“Now that you’ve cleaned me up so well down there, surely you can lick me there? I’ve earned a reward, didn’t I?”

I stared at her. My gaze swung back and forth between her thighs and her face. I remained motionless and silent. There couldn’t be much of my sperm left. But it would hardly have evaporated completely.

No answer seemed to be enough for Sandra. I watched in horror as she crawled up my body. Positioning her knees directly under my arms, and dangled her wet pubic just inches above me.

“Come on, honey, give it to me. Your lips and tongue can give me so much pleasure. Please. Do it for me.”

I wondered if that was just her talking about this moment. This one time. But I could not pursue these thoughts any closer. Slowly, she lowered her thighs. Her pussy lips met my still closed mouth.

Sandra pushed herself slightly up and down. Her juice spread over my face. “Come on honey, do me. Make me explode.”

Carefully, I opened my mouth. Let in a little of her juice. My tongue pushed out slightly. Slowly and testingly, it probed my wife.

Somewhere I had once read that sperm should taste salty. Now I tried to gather if Sandra tasted different. Was there perhaps a slightly salty taste to discover? Several times I thought so, but then rejected it again and again. If so, there was not much of my sperm left in this mixture. So little that it no longer mattered. At least I tried to convince myself of this and was quite successful. For safety, however, I limited myself to her outer pubic area. I played around her labia and circled her clit.

With sinking concern, my tongue became more active. I dedicated myself to making my wife explode.

“Very good, my darling. Your hotwife loves your tongue.”

Sandra became more active. Especially louder. She seemed to enjoy the work of my tongue.

“Imagine what it would be like if I came home right now. Freshly fucked by Pedro. His hot cum is still deep inside me ... just for you. Oh, yes ... don’t stop ... keep going. Stick your tongue deep inside me. Suck me dry. Suck his juice out of me. Yaaaa.”

Despite her words, my tongue wasn’t deep inside her. Instead, it intensified its work on her clit until she orgasmed.

While Sandra fell exhausted next to me, I remained lying, startled. Asked myself if I had heard her correctly. Did she really want to make a second Helmut out of me?

At that moment, her hand grasped my cock. To my surprise, it was sticking out steeply. How long had that been the case?

She jerked me slowly. Her gaze was fixed on my cock.

“He liked it,” she mused, looking up at me searchingly. “And you?”

“I enjoy licking you, but ...”

“But?”

“But ... when ... well, when you’re full of cum ...”

“He finds the idea horny, though, apparently?” she inquired, nodding toward my cock.

“He finds so many things horny that he shouldn’t,” I returned, groaning. Her hand gripped tighter and stroked me faster.

“I know some cuckolds at the club do it,” she continued more seriously. “Victoria showed me. And ... well, somehow it always makes me quite horny. But if you don’t like it. Your choice. We’ll do just what we both want. Okay?”

“Damn sure.”

“Just so you know,” she continued, jerking me off much faster. “If you want to try it, you don’t have to ask for my permission.”

Sandra masturbated me faster once again and a tiny bit of cum shot out of me and landed on her hand.

“Well, I like your cum,” Sandra commented in conclusion, licking my cum off her hand.

One by one, we disappeared briefly into the bathroom. Sandra reminded me she would attend a fitness class early the next morning. Then we lay asleep in bed. Another crazy day finally ended.

At least Sandra was asleep right away. I needed a few more minutes. Feverishly, I pondered whether this day had gone well or poorly for me.

I wanted to remain steadfast. Positively seen my Sandra had not amused herself with another man. I was the only man she had had sex with. At least physically. In her thoughts, I had not remained the only man. Moreover, she had revealed a new perversion to me. I’m sure I had to thank Victoria for that.

I really didn’t want to be degraded like Helmut. But why had it turned me on so much? This unspeakable game with the sperm of another man. That’s fucked up.

At least Sandra had reminded me of our most important rule. We did this together and either of us could stop the games at any time. So it was in my hands and that clearly settled the question. I would never do such a thing in my life.


CHAPTER 5
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The next morning, I saw Sandra get up and disappear into the bathroom. A little later, she said goodbye to me with a kiss. I remembered something about fitness training she wanted to do this morning.

I tried to turn around to get some more sleep. But the sun was already shining through the large balcony window. I gave up and made my way to the bathroom. I showered and shaved, put on short pants, a shirt, and good German sandals. I wanted to sit on our balcony. Breakfast had to wait until Sandra returned.

The balcony of our suite was as large as some of the smaller cabins offered in total space. But when I stepped outside, I immediately noticed that our balcony had doubled in size overnight.

The partition that was supposed to separate our balcony from the neighbors was gone. Our balcony had been joined with the balcony of the neighboring suite to form one giant balcony. This meant unimpeded access to the suite of Victoria and her entourage. And of course the other way around, too.

I reacted angrily. We surely had to thank Victoria for this once again.

I would have liked to make that clear to her right away. But something held me back. Instead of rushing into her suite, I crept with small and quiet steps toward their balcony entrance. Leaned forward a bit and looked through the window. Just like our suite, the master bedroom was connected to the balcony.

The large double bed was overcrowded. Four people were cavorting here at once. Victoria was held by Lamar and Lydia found herself in the arms of Tom. There was no trace of the rest. I found the absence of Pedro particularly interesting. Sandra wouldn’t like it. He may have spent the night with the blond.

Our neighbors still slept. I couldn’t avert my gaze. All four slept naked. Victoria and Lydia were good-looking women. Something immediately stirred in my pants at the sight of them. Lamar’s morning wood was also hard to overlook.

All of them made a rather wild impression. Apparently, they had partied long and had fun.

“Peter?”

Startled, I turned around. My wife called me from our suite. I retreated on quiet soles and stepped over the balcony door back into our bedroom.

“I’m going to take a quick shower. I’ve already ordered us breakfast. It should be here any minute. I thought with this lovely weather, we might as well have breakfast on our balcony?”

“Uh, I ...”

I didn’t get a chance to answer. Sandra had already disappeared into the bathroom. I looked back at the balcony door. With us having breakfast on the balcony, I could no longer keep the identity of our new neighbors a secret. There wasn’t enough time to have the crew install the balcony separation.

A little later, there was a knock at the door and room service rolled in a small covered table.

According to my wife’s intentions, I should have set the table outside. But I couldn’t.

“It just got here?” Sandra asked me, looking at the table with our breakfast.

“Sandra. We can’t have breakfast on the balcony.”

“What? Why?”

“Um, Victoria is in the next suite.”

“Oh? I think she was talking about wanting the suite. Sorry, I forgot all about that. But what does that have to do with our breakfast?”

“They removed the partition between our balconies,” I answered.

“Oh.” It sounded slightly apologetic. “Is that such a bad thing? We can still have breakfast there, can’t we? Then later we’ll talk to Victoria about the rest of the cruise?”

“I don’t know.”

“I’m sorry,” she apologized once more and settled into my arms. “I know this isn’t how you imagined the second week. But we’ve had a lot of fun so far, even though they’re on board. That will not change. Come on.”

Sandra pushed our breakfast out onto the balcony and I followed lamely. She was right, at least in a way. If I wanted to be steadfast, I had to be able to handle a situation like this.

What made me dither? Deep down inside, I didn’t feel so steadfast at all. It was exhausting to resist the temptations of our new casual sex life. It was no less difficult to not want to see my Sandra in the arms of another man.

Now I could only hope that our neighbors would sleep for a while. Of course, I wasn’t that lucky. It didn’t take long and Victoria joined us outside on the balcony.

“Good morning, you two,” she greeted us with a broad laugh. We talked briefly about the weather. The harmless topic helped the atmosphere.

Several times, I tried to collect myself and address our missing balcony divider. Just as I was finally ready, Lamar followed her out onto the balcony.

Victoria was wearing an airy dress. Lamar no more than a pair of shorts. He stood behind her and clasped her. His hands sought her big breasts and kneaded them. He kissed her neck.

“Come Lamar. Take me,” Victoria urged him. Instead of going back to their suite, they stood at the railing. There was little danger of being discovered. The balcony ran around a corner, allowing a view of the deck below. It couldn’t be viewed from the sides.

He pushed his shorts down, and Sandra held up her dress. From behind, Lamar slowly pushed his cock into Victoria. She moaned pleasantly. Lamar fucked her. He took his time.

I had already watched Victoria do a few things. Among other things, from my observation post as a voyeur. But this close was a first. I even regretted not getting to see her completely naked.

My gaze sucked in on the two of them. My wife’s hand startled me out of my thoughts. She put her hand on my crotch and got to feel my hard cock. I looked over at her briefly and got a smile in return. With her head, she indicated I should continue to watch the two.

I was happy to do so. Once again, I was only partially the master of my actions. My cock controlled my decisions. Without objection, I let Sandra open my pants. However, that was not enough for her. She stripped them off me, including my underpants. To do this, I had to stand up briefly. When I looked back at Victoria, I had to note her knowing look.

My wife’s hand then sought my cock again. While watching the fuck before our eyes, she jerked me off. At her slow pace, however, it would take me forever to come.

I took an almost pleading look at my wife. She just shook her head in amusement. I had to be patient.

While Victoria and Lamar continued to amuse themselves, Lydia came out onto the balcony. She greeted us and joined us. Slightly embarrassed, I let her shake my hand. She bent down to look over my shoulder.

“I just want to say hello to the little one down there, too,” she joked at my expense. She then sat down in a free chair. From there she could watch both my wife’s handiwork and Victoria and Lamar’s fucking. She made ample use of both.

I slid restlessly back and forth and came closer to an orgasm. But Sandra knew me too well. She knew exactly how far she could go without making me come.

Lamar was the one who was allowed to come first. While Victoria was still standing at the railing, he greeted first me and then Sandra. My wife got a brief kiss on the mouth.

I was both embarrassed and aroused. My cock was still in the hand of my wife. Very slowly, she kneaded it, keeping me in an aroused state.

Victoria had let herself be fucked from behind. Now she turned around. Once again, she pulled up her dress and revealed her freshly fucked pussy to us. It was still slightly open from Lamar’s cock. His cum could not be missed. A large drop was slowly pulled out by gravity and would soon fall towards the floor. Like most bulls, he squirted copiously.

“Anyone hungry?” asked an amused Victoria. “I could use an orgasm, too.”

Her questioning gaze led around the balcony. First at Lydia, then at Sandra, and finally at me. Did she really expect me to do something like that? Just the thought of such a perversion made more blood flow into my cock. I thought I could even feel it pulsing in my wife’s firm grip.

Her grip had also become a little tighter at the sight before us. The sight of a fully cum-sprayed pussy didn’t leave her cold anymore.

“Lydia?” Victoria asked after long seconds. Our neighbor answered with “gladly” and stood up. She went down on her knees in front of Victoria. The latter turned in such a way that we could keep watching her.

Lydia first licked off the outer traces of sperm. She didn’t mind the taste. Of course, she was also a woman. A hotwife to be more precise. Blowjobs were everyday life for her - a pleasure. Cum was a big part of it, too.

“Imagine Peter,” an aroused Victoria called out to me. “Imagine your Sandra here between my legs.”

At these words, my wife briefly stopped her hand movements. Then continued even slower. What was she thinking about Victoria’s idea? She had never shown any interest in women. Everything seemed to revolve around cocks.

“Or would you rather do it yourself?” Victoria asked.

I could hardly think straight at these words. My wife’s agonizingly slow, masturbatory movements demanded everything of me. It wouldn’t have taken much and I would have knocked her hand away to make myself explode with a few quick movements.

Victoria buried her hands in Lydia’s hair. Our neighbor slurped audibly at her wet pussy. As if she wanted to get every precious drop of Lamar out of her. Her tongue delved into a willing Victoria. The Cucky Club leader wasn’t capable of any further words. It didn’t take long, and she finally came to an orgasm.

The two women sat down with us. Lydia with a smeared face.

Once again, everything had gotten completely out of hand. I had failed at controlling the situation. It seemed as if everything had conspired against me. Even my own urges.

Even an orgasm seemed not to be granted to me. With a stiff cock, I sat on the balcony. I wanted to pull my underwear and pants back up, but Sandra stopped me.

“Let him get some fresh air.”

I really didn’t like showing my naked cock around here. It was too small for that. Three women who knew bigger things and a well-stocked bull could look at my penis. If they had shown interest in it. As much as I didn’t like to show it, the disregard hurt even more.

We sat and drank coffee and shared our very rich breakfast with our neighbors. Lydia ordered us some more breakfast.

In between, my cock got a little attention again and again. First, it was the hand of Sandra, then to my horror, the hand of Victoria. It didn’t bother my wife, and I was much too excited to veto anything. And anyway, my wife was responsible for this entire situation.

While serving coffee, Lydia didn’t miss the chance to jerk me off a few times. Now all three women had touched me.

“Cute,” she whispered in my ear. That should have annoyed me. More humiliation. An obvious allusion to my below-average size. He had been enough for my wife for a long time, hadn’t he? Surely it’s not all about the size?

“We really don’t want to keep you from your plans any longer,” Victoria announced, surprising me. “If you’re looking for some timeout from each other, tough. Our part of the suite stands always open to you.”

They left the balcony. I carried my clothes back to our suite and was about to pounce on my wife. It was time for my overdue release.

“Honey?” she purred at me. “Would it be okay if we put this off until later?”

“What!?” I almost screamed.

“For me?” Sandra pressed up against me. “So I can have a nice horny man later?”

With words like that, how could anyone say no? But she would get a horny man later. I was damn sure of that.

We enjoyed the next few hours together. Fortunately, it’s difficult to run into each other by chance on a big ship. We indulged in a massage, lounged by the pool, shimmied through the climbing park, and let the sun shine on our bellies. We were back in togetherness mode - the way it should have been all along.

If it hadn’t been for Sandra’s little torments. She was happy to ask me multiple times if I was still horny for her. Twice she even grabbed my crotch in unobserved areas.

In addition, there was also the exchange of plenty of tenderness. Be it holding hands or kisses. It was a strange situation. Sandra sought my closeness and showed me her love. At the same time, it was clear to me that she would also have liked to take a trip to the suite of Victoria and friends.

Sandra had changed beyond sex over the last couple of months. She had become much more open. Knew what she wanted and let me know it.

A rather unpleasant part of her change was her request to me to wait until later for an orgasm. I couldn’t deny that it would cause a more explosive result. But it was a big challenge for my patience and endurance. Had I had the opportunity, I might have helped myself.

“What do you think of what Lydia did?” she asked me casually as if it was no big deal. She was obviously referring to how she had kneeled in front of Victoria on the balcony that morning.

“If she likes it?”, I asked back cautiously.

“So you wouldn’t have a problem if I ... what am I even asking this for? You men.”

The little tent in my swim trunks seemed to reveal to her what I thought of the idea. My wife playing sexy games with another woman. I wouldn’t look the other way on that one. I would stare at that show.

“And what about you?” she asked.

“About me?”

“Would you lick one of the other ladies?”

“Is this a trick question?” I asked. I didn’t want to give the wrong answer on this one.

“Don’t get me wrong. You will never fuck another woman. Under no circumstances will your cock go into another woman’s mouth, pussy, or butt. But should your services ever be needed on another mission? Be it to lick her wet before the act or clean her up afterward.”

“Sandra!”, I screamed. “Most certainly I will not ... I will not do such a thing. Not when she’s full of ... of cum.”

“Okay,” she placated.

“Okay?”

“Your decision alone. But you wouldn’t mind if I filled in for you?”

“No,” I admitted again. “Do what you want ...”

“Would it make you horny? Me with another woman?”

“Yes, damn it. You know that very well.”

“Are you mad at me?” asked Sandra after a few minutes of silence.

“Why would I be mad at you?”

“Because Victoria’s on board and I can’t resist teasing you a little. To make you horny.”

“It bugs me a little ... that Victoria is on board. But it’s too late to change that. We should consider having the divider put back up, though.”

“Do we have to? It was nice this morning, wasn’t it? Or didn’t you like it?”

“I did. Kind of. But do you always have to show me off like this?”

“Show you off?” Sandra asked.

“My penis. Did you really need everyone to see it?”

“Why are you ashamed of it? It’s a nice dick. My dick.”

“Thanks, but...”

“Honey, everyone knows you don’t have a monster cock. Otherwise, you wouldn’t be a cuckold. But it’s still a beautiful cock. Very straight, unfortunately not long, but meaty and thick. I like to touch it and by now I’ve also learned how nicely it fits in my mouth. It’s a pleasant change from the giant cocks of Pedro and Co. Lydia and Victoria also like to touch him. We’re a big community, after all. Everyone gets to have their fun.”

“Everyone?”, I asked doubtfully.

“Hey, I didn’t say this fun was exactly the same for everyone,” Sandra said and laughed. I had to grin as well.

“What are you guys making me into?” I asked rhetorically and got no response.

“Peter?” asked Sandra after another pause. “I will not fuck any of the bulls on this cruise without your okay. The decision if and when is yours alone. Okay?”

“Fine,” I returned satisfied. But the slightly pained look on my wife’s face showed she would prefer to get my okay sooner than later.

That wasn’t so surprising. For some time now, she had been allowed to have her way with a bull every week. She had already missed out on her time with a bull during our first week of vacation. Now there were bulls on board, but she didn’t want to jeopardize our marriage. Her anticipation for the second week must have been high during the first seven days.

Still, I had to deny her. It was the only way I could make it clear to her that my opinion counted, too. That I, too, could remain firm. I was sure that Sandra was absolutely serious. She wouldn’t get intimate with any of the bulls without my okay. I wasn’t concerned about her.

My big worry was myself. Often enough, I felt the excitement inside me growing. The desire to experience my wife again with another man. To experience her without restraint. It didn’t bother me if she was a little bit mean to me. She had already shown some small signs of this here and there. These humiliations always had a loving undertone despite everything.

I had no doubts. In my plan not to drift deeper and deeper into the cuckold world, I myself was the biggest weakness.

Truth be told, I was pretty messed up by late afternoon. My sexual tension accompanied me almost constantly. I couldn’t get my feelings about our life as hotwife and cuckold in order. I didn’t know where I wanted to go from here. How much I wanted to allow and if I could even do without any of it.

Sandra seemed to sense this. She increasingly held back with her sexual stimuli. Allowing me to dial my body back to only a slightly heightened state of arousal.

“I’ve ordered us a table for tonight,” she announced. “A table for two,” she specified herself after my questioning look. “I want my husband to myself tonight. Just the two of us.”

No Victoria. No bulls. That sounded good to me. With the kids, we mostly stayed in the standard restaurants. Here, the food and drinks were already included in the cruise's price. We hadn’t done this to save money. As a family, we preferred the relaxed atmosphere.

But as a couple, we were happy to treat ourselves to a special evening and paid a good price for it without hesitation. Sandra had chosen a steak restaurant. She knew how to put me in a good mood.

Our conversation started harmlessly. For the first hour, we ignored the elephant in the room - Victoria and the bulls. It was an amusing and romantic evening with my wife. Then Sandra broached the subject.

“Is everything okay between us?” she asked me. I knew immediately that she meant the incidents of the last three days.

“Yes.”

“Are you still mad at me?”

“You know I can’t stay mad at you for long.”

“I love you.”

“I love you, too.”

We gave each other amorous looks to those words and reached across our table for a quick kiss. That settled the subject.

With our meal, we had treated ourselves to a bottle of excellent red wine. Tipsy, we took a walk before going to bed. The fresh air did us both good.

It was almost midnight when we entered our cabin. Kissing, we moved toward the bed.

“Why don’t you freshen up in the bathroom and give me a few minutes?” Sandra asked me.

I did as I was told. After a few minutes, my wife called for me to come. I stepped out of the bathroom and marched down the hall to our bedroom.

To be honest, the anxious side of me had had some apprehension. They had me stepping into our bedroom just to find out that my wife was already enjoying herself with one of the bulls.

Instead, she was lying on the bed. Alone. In the dim light, I took a long look at her in a red lingerie set. I got to see this one for the first time.

Immediately, I moved over to my wife and was greeted by her no less willingly. The next hour was certainly one of our most intense sexual experiences in perfect togetherness. In me was a sincere greed for my wife. She didn’t seem to feel any different, either.

“We should do an evening like this more often. This was wonderful,” Sandra said afterward.

“It was,” I agreed with her. “The whole evening.”

“We should do date night more regularly again.”

“We will,” I replied, kissing Sandra tenderly in return. Afterward, she buried her head against my chest.

An exhausting day came to an end.


CHAPTER 6
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Early the next morning, the ship reached St. Croix. At half past seven, Sandra and I stood on our balcony and watched as the ship approached the island.

The balcony door of our neighbors opened, and Lydia stepped out onto the balcony. Behind her, she closed the door again. We wished each other a “good morning.”

While we watched the ship being maneuvered to the quay, Sandra said goodbye and went to the bathroom. She wanted to get ready for the day. We planned to go ashore soon.

I talked with Lydia about our plans for the day. Unlike us, they wanted to take it easy. Sandra and I, on the other hand, had planned a real adventure day. We would start with kayaking and snorkeling. In between, we had planned a little time for lunch and sightseeing. A visit to the beach would end our shore leaf. We had to be back on the ship by 5pm.

Just as Sandra came back to the balcony, Victoria stepped onto it as well. We greeted her but said goodbye quickly. It was time for us to go ashore to be on time for our first booked excursion.

“Sandra?” Victoria called my wife back. “Lydia and I have planned a girls’ night out for tonight. We will have some cocktails and chat a bit. Just have some fun. You’re invited, too, of course.”

“We’ll see,” Sandra returned defensively. “We haven’t planned our evening yet. But maybe after this day, I’ll be exhausted anyway and in bed early.”

Victoria nodded and agreed. She probably had hoped for a more positive response. I didn’t know if I should object to a girls’ night out. However, I was pleased that Sandra continued to place her priority on me and our vacation together.

Our kayak tour should last three hours. Our tour guide led our small group through a mangrove forest. It was a very mixed group. It consisted of two other couples, a group of three men and two young women. Fortunately, only sporty people. So we made rapid progress.

After the first hour, we went ashore for a break. Here, one couple caught my interest. I was certainly not the only one.

However, this couple wasn’t one of the known couples, but an unexpected fourth couple among us - the two young women. I estimated them to be in their mid-twenties.

Until this point, I had pegged them as two good friends on a vacation together. But now they were not only holding hands but giving each other kisses. We obviously found ourselves in the company not of three couples, but four.

Like some others, I couldn’t help but throw a few glances at the two young women. The thoughts behind the looks differed. Some were watching almost lustfully, while others showed disapproval.

“Just watching, no touching.” Sandra amused herself at my interest in the two.

“I don’t think they’d let me touch them. You might have a chance, though,” I countered.

“You’d like that,” came back with a wink.

“Yes.” I tried disarming candor to win the conversation for me.

“Let’s see what else comes up in the next few days,” Sandra whispered in my ear and then ran ahead laughing.

I stopped and looked after her. Sandra turned her head to me once more and gave me an air kiss. I looked after her in love. The stress and anger of the last few days had been forgotten by now. I knew my wife was in my corner. Maybe she would still have liked to experience an hour of Pedro fucking her. But I didn’t resent such thoughts. For me, actions counted, and she made it clear that I was her priority. I also appreciated that she didn’t constantly try to convince me to let her roam. Instead, we enjoyed our vacation.

After three hours, our kayak tour ended. We looked for a place for lunch. In the afternoon, we went snorkeling. Afterward, we relaxed on the beach for an hour to finish our shore excursion. After all the activities, it was an excellent opportunity to wind down.

Here, once again, my wife’s new openness became apparent. Without fuss, she presented herself on the beach in a skimpy bikini. I had to acknowledge that she looked better than ever. I could have sworn that she had become even more beautiful in the last few months. As if she had put in a few extra shifts of exercise.

I suspected I had to thank the Cucky Club for that, too. There was certainly a little competition between the women for the most popular bulls.

Back on the ship, the first thing we wanted to do was to take a shower. On the way to our cabin, we ran into Helmut, Robert, and Pedro.

Pedro took his time to greet my wife. Then, however, he addressed me.

“Today is our men’s evening. You are welcome to come along. We have booked a whiskey tasting.”

“We will think about it,” Sandra took over the answer for me. I could certainly be enticed by whisky.

Back in our cabin, Sandra pulled me into the shower with her. We were used to small showers from our past cruises. These also used water sparingly. For luxury suites, however, other laws seemed to apply. Here was space enough for us both.

Like the night before, it was Sandra who initiated the sex. Of course, I was happy to join in. First, she kneeled in front of me and blew my cock. Then the game turned around, and I kneeled in front of her. In between there were kisses and also her breasts got some attention from me.

In the end, I fucked her and was rewarded with an orgasm. Afterward, I returned the favor to her with my fingers and the jet of the shower spray.

It was almost 7pm when we lay naked and exhausted on our bed. We were both startled when suddenly there was a knock on our balcony window. From there Victoria smiled at us.

“I don’t mean to interrupt, but Lydia and I are about to leave. Are you coming with us, Sandra?”

Sandra looked at me questioningly. I could only shrug my shoulders, though.

“Let us think about it for a minute,” Sandra answered for us and Victoria pulled away.

“What do you think? Girls’ night out for me. Whiskey for you? Or would you rather we do something together? Just us two?”

“I suppose I could treat you to an evening with the ladies,” I replied in a charming tone.

“And feast on the whiskey,” Sandra giggled. “Then that’s what we’ll do. But ... hmm ...”

“Yes?”

“What do I do if Victoria and Lydia have more on their minds?”

“I suppose the men are all at the tasting?” I asked in return.

“Yes ... I meant without men. Just us women. We can get dirty, too.”

“Oh ... if that’s what you want?”

“I don’t know yet,” she admitted. “But somehow my gut tells me I should try everything at least once.”

“That’s okay. I can’t say there is nothing arousing about the idea of you with another woman.”

“You can tell,” Sandra giggled, looking down at my cock. I wasn’t bothered by such a little thing anymore. Apparently, I had become a little more open, too.

“But,” Sandra began again, more cautiously. “Don’t be angry with me, but I’d like to try it without having you around. Without having men around. It makes me nervous enough as it is.”

“Why? After all that stuff we’ve done in the past few months. It wouldn’t stand out much. Would it?”

“I guess that’s true. It still makes me nervous, though. This is totally new territory for me.”

“Okay. I’m not putting any conditions on it. If you like it, I’m sure I’ll get to see something of it soon enough. And if not, then it’s probably not that great, anyway.”

“Thank you ... I love you.”

Sandra got ready for the evening and headed over to the other suite. Before heading to a cocktail bar, the ladies were going to have dinner together.

We, men, had no dinner plans. We would not meet until an hour later for the tasting. Helmut asked me if we wanted to have a bite to eat beforehand, and I was happy to oblige.

While we were on our way to the restaurant, I couldn’t help but think about the fact that I finally had him to myself again. On the first evening, I wanted to ask him some questions. But then Robert had intervened. Now I had the chance to get some more information out of him.

We sat down in a quiet corner of one of the self-service restaurants.

“So - what do you guys do all day?” I tried an unobtrusive approach to my desired subject.

“Today we were at the beach. You’ll find us often at one of the pools. Lydia and I like to do spa days, too. They’re fantastic.”

“Hmm.”

“Or were you interested in something else?” Helmut grinned.

“I mean ... there are three bulls on board?”

“It may surprise you, but Lydia doesn’t like to fuck twenty-four hours a day. We have lots of time for ourselves.”

“How can you be so ... so relaxed about it?”

“Why not? After all, nothing is happening that I haven’t consented to?”

I could only shake my head at that. “How long have you guys been at this?”

“Five years.”

“That long?” I had a hard time keeping my voice down.

“Our interest in it had grown for a while. Two or three years before we tried it. We were guests in a swingers’ club once. But that wasn’t for us at all. Then we got in touch with like-minded people through a forum. There, we got the tip to contact Victoria. That’s how things took their course.”

“Took its course is good ... I mean ...” I looked around and automatically leaned forward. Quietly, I continued. “You lick your wife ... after ... well, you know.”

“Creampie is what they call it in English when the woman’s pussy is full of cum. I don’t think we have a word for it in German.”

“But ... well, I don’t want to ... well to each his own ... but ... isn’t that somehow ... well ...”

“Just say it, Peter,” Helmut said and laughed. “We’re both in so deep that we should be able to talk about it.”

“Okay ... so ... isn’t that kind of gay?”

Instead of reacting angrily, as I expected, Helmut took my words with a smirk.

“Not for me, it isn’t. I have no interest in men. But also no problem with those who have.”

“I didn’t mean it that way either. But it is strange. A bit crazy. Why do you do it?”

“It’s hard to say. I once observed a man doing it in our early days. Came across it again later on the Internet. Somehow, I started looking around and found more stuff about it. I couldn’t let go of it anymore. I started downloading pictures and watching videos of men doing it. Or watched well-creamed women. It was in my head and I couldn’t get rid of it.”

I leaned back in my chair and took a deep breath. I didn’t quite know what to make of this. Wondered if I was on a similar path as he once was.

“But isn’t it humiliating?”

“It is, and that’s exactly what makes it so special. At least to me. Talking about it so openly with you is also humiliating ... and yet ...”

“Don’t tell me talking about it gives you a boner?”

“It would if I could,” he replied ominously.

If he couldn’t get it up, it would explain why he so rarely got it on with his wife. For me, however, this subject was too sensitive to bring it up. If my dick would fail at its job, then that would already burden me enough. The entire world wouldn’t have to know about it. I preferred to play the clueless neighbor on this one.

It was time for us to make our way to the whiskey tasting. A small bar was reserved just for this purpose. A total of twenty seats were up for grabs. Besides 18 men, just 2 women were interested in the tasting.

Robert was already waiting for us with the three bulls. Not only he but also Pedro, Lamar, and Tom greeted me with a firm and friendly handshake.

Before I knew it, they already maneuvered me into a seat. I was to sit between Pedro and Lamar. Between two bulls, of all people.

Up to this point, I had had little contact with the bulls. It had always been within the confines of the club, with the women by our side. Now we were an all-male group.

At first, I remained rather quiet. I had actually wanted to sit next to Helmut. But he sat the furthest away from me.

Lamar, in particular, involved me in the conversation right from the start. It turned out that he was a whisky lover, just like me. Pedro showed interest in learning more about whisky, and I was too happy to divulge my extensive knowledge. Thus, a strange silence could never arise. Still, it was odd sitting here with three men who lusted after my wife.

The whisky expert did a good job. Together with his assistant, he provided us with samples and explained the background of each whiskey. I quickly realized that he knew what he was talking about, and my interest to learn something new was piqued. Lamar and I talked with him again and again. He was as passionate about whiskey as we were and was delighted to talk to two enthusiasts about it.

I sat between two bulls, who had already experienced my wife in bed and talked enthusiastically about whisky. But thoughts of our life as cuckold and hotwife rarely came up. I was too busy with other things.

We only tasted small samples of the various whiskeys. But there were so many different ones that after an hour we were already slightly drunk. This was probably to blame for me being a little more liberal in my choice of words.

“The assistant of our expert could be to my liking,” Pedro commented on the undoubtedly pretty black-haired assistant.

“Yeah, she’s a looker,” Lamar agreed with him. He looked at me as he did so, giving me the feeling that I should add my opinion.

“She’s quite beautiful, but I certainly hope you wouldn’t choose her over my Sandra.”

The words had spilled out of me before I could really think about them. Lamar and Pedro grinned at each other.

“Don’t worry. Your Sandra is welcome to have fun with my cock at any time,” Lamar said.

“If we ever get to do it again,” Pedro added.

“I’m sure that will happen soon enough,” I defended myself. “You guys ambushed me. I had other plans for this cruise.”

“True,” Pedro admitted. “But we assumed you were in on it. Victoria probably had other things on her mind. Sometimes even she is wrong.”

“It’s okay.” I didn’t blame them for the situation. It was probably only Victoria and my wife who had to bear this one.

At that moment, my smartphone vibrated. Modern technology does not stop at cruise ships. I could communicate with my wife on board via an app. The cruise line provided Wi-Fi for this purpose. Practical on such a large ship.

I inconspicuously glanced at the display.

Sandra: We are on our way to our cabin. Victoria and Lydia want to show me their lesbian games.

My imagination immediately went crazy. I saw my wife for the first time in her life between the legs of another woman.

Ten minutes later, another message reached me. This time it was just a photo. It showed Lydia and Victoria kissing. Two more pictures followed. These showed the two semi-nude. Next, I got to see how Lydia sucked on Victoria’s nipple.

Sandra: What do you think? Do you want me to try it out?

Peter: Your call.

Sandra: Would it make you horny?

Sandra simply asked this question freely and put me on the spot. I could not avoid a straightforward answer. But I deliberately kept it short.

Peter: Yes.

Twenty minutes of radio silence followed. My brain was in overdrive. I fantasized about the three of them going wild. My cock became incredibly hard. Unfortunately, I was caught in the whiskey tasting. But just as I liked to watch my wife getting a hard fuck from one of the bulls, I would also love to see her once in tender lesbian sex.

Then suddenly it went blow on blow. Within a few seconds, they sent several pictures to me. I made sure that no one else got to see them.

In the first picture, I got to see my wife and Victoria kissing. In the second picture, Lydia joined in as a playmate. They escalated quickly. The third picture showed how one of them sucked on my wife’s nipples. In the fourth picture, Victoria lay between the legs of my wife. The last picture showed Sandra’s head between Victoria’s thighs.

Victoria: Well. Did that make you horny? :-)

Peter: Beautiful pictures.

Victoria: Your Sandra was great for a first-timer. We will have a lot of fun together. Next time maybe with you as a spectator?

Peter: I hope so.

Our whisky tasting ended. The evening, however, not yet. The bar reopened to the public at the end of the tasting. It took only a few minutes and our three wives joined us. The women’s night seemed to be over after their lesbian games.

Of course, I couldn’t help but keep a close eye on my Sandra. She looked at me sheepishly. We kissed in greeting, then she pulled me up from my chair and towards the bar. Here she ordered us two glasses of champagne.

“Are you all right?” I asked.

“Yes,” came back uneasily.

“Wasn’t it good?”

“Yes, yes.”

“How was it?”

“Different ... very different than with a man. Gentler - I think.”

“Worth repeating?”

“Yes.”

“You will not turn into a lesbian now, are you?” I tried to lighten the atmosphere a bit. Sandra still made a rather tense impression. I was successful. I made her laugh.

“Don’t worry. It’s a pleasant change, but as long as women don’t grow penises, I won’t go full-on lesbian.”

“There are strap-ons, aren’t there?”

“You obviously learned something from lesbian porn,” she returned with a smile. She knew I watched porn occasionally. But surprised me with the fact that she also knew more precisely which ones I liked to watch. “Maybe worth a try. Staying big and hard is an effortless task for a strap-on dildo, after all. But I’m sure I would miss the heat of a real cock ... and, of course, the cum. I don’t imagine giving a blowjob to a piece of plastic is all that exciting either.”

We toasted with champagne glasses. The little inhibition in Sandra seemed to have gone.

“So you’re not mad at me for having fun with someone else?” she asked.

“No.”

I felt Sandra’s hand between my crotch. She was kneading my hard cock. “You like the idea of me with a woman?”

“Yes.”

“Next time, I’ll let you watch. I promise.”

“Mm. I’m looking forward to that.”

“You’ve earned it.”

But I noticed how the words were coming out much more uncertainly now. She looked to the other side of the bar. There where I had been sitting a short time ago. Victoria and Lydia were now sitting beside the three bulls. They had each placed themselves next to Lamar and Tom. There, where Robert and Helmut had sat a short time ago. My place next to Pedro, however, had remained empty.

I looked around. On the other side of the bar, I discovered the two who had disappeared - Robert and Helmut. They were sitting on bar stools and talking.

My gaze led back to my wife. In the meantime, she had become a little more nervous. Her hand had left my crotch. But now she put her hand back on my cock. It was still hard. Her touch let it pulsate a little. It wouldn’t have taken much to give me an orgasm.

I looked around nervously. But no one was paying any attention to us. We were standing out of sight in a corner next to the bar.

“Peter ... we can go to bed now. Maybe have some more fun together ... or ...”

“Or?” I inquired after a few long seconds of silence.

“Or we can have some other fun.”

“You mean cuckold fun?”

“Yes.”

“And what should that look like?”

I had wanted to defend my No to sex with the bulls for the rest of our vacation. This cruise should have been about us. I was relaxed about her little adventure with the ladies. It felt unproblematic. I guess I didn’t see them as a threat.

“For starters, let me sit next to Pedro, and you join Robert and Helmut.”

“Here in public?”, I inquired, startled.

“Why not? No one knows us here. And we’ll see none of the other guests again after this cruise.”

I really wanted to be tough. But only my cock was hard at that moment. My mind was weak. My lust threatened to take over once again.

“I don’t know Sandra ... I don’t know.”

“I know I made a mistake,” she admitted. “I took away your week. I’m sorry. I thought it was a good idea. Expected we could both have fun with it. But haven’t you punished me enough now?”

To these words, she made a sweet pout. She used it only sparingly, but she knew exactly how it could make me melt. Still, I wouldn’t give up so easily.

“Sure it was a punishment ... not letting you play with them ... but in the meantime ...”

“Yes?”

“My anger has faded. It’s more for myself now. To prove to myself that my word still carries some weight. That I’m not only driven by my lust.”

“Aren’t you?” came back perkily, and her hand gripped my cock once again. This time much tighter. In doing so, she hit my glans, and I had to suppress a moan. “You don’t have to prove anything to me,” she continued. “You are the man I love. My forever love. Maybe even a little more love every day? When you suddenly left a few days ago, that was awful. I was terrified.”

“I’m sorry about that. I didn’t mean to.”

“Don’t lie,” Sandra shot back, and we both had to smile. “I deserved it ... but what do we do now? Don’t you want to be a cuckold for our last few days? At least a part-time cuckold? Maybe you’d even like to experience some unique things, after all?”

“Is your hand trying to help me find the right answer?” I inquired uncertainly. Once again, this seemed to me to be one of those special moments in our new relationship. A point where I could choose between two directions.

If I would deny her the game, then I would show that I, too, could keep the situation under control. Could set at least some boundaries. However, if I were to join this game, it would be no small task. My fight of the last few days - my rebellion - would be doomed.

That should have made the decision quite easy. Unfortunately, however, my two heads had very different opinions about the right decision. The head between my legs tried to convince the head above of a decision agreeable to him. The one on top brought forward some good objections.

Sandra had announced that I could still experience a few unique things on this cruise. Whether these would really please me, however, remained open for the time being. In addition, if we went with her suggestion, I would be a public cuckold. Even if it was just in this bar. That gave me a tough time. By nature, I fixated on what others thought about me.

Sandra seemed to sense that I was struggling. She clearly intensified the massage of my cock through the thin pants.

“Honey?” she inquired, pouting. At that, I could already feel my penis getting ready to cum.

“Okay,” I finally pressed out. But it was too early for my orgasm. Almost simultaneously, her hand stopped working. Instead, Sandra fell around my neck and kissed me effusively.

“Thank you. I love you. Never forget that. No matter how wild we go. Understood?”

“I know. I love you too.”

“Good Cucky. Then please join Robert and Helmut now.”

“Good Cucky?”, I inquired, irritated.

“My good Cucky,” she repeated her words with a slight addition. Then came a little closer to me. “Honey,” she began, kissing next to my ear. Once again, her hand found its way to my cock and squeezed firmly. Incredible feelings of arousal went through me. So much that it was almost hard to bear.

“Honey,” she began again from the beginning, looking at me with wide eyes. “I would like a big favor from you. We’re in the middle of nowhere here. No one knows us here except our friends, and we won’t meet anyone else ever again. This is the perfect time for us to go all out for once. To just be able to be hotwife and cuckold. Can we do that? Just for tonight? Please?”

And there was that pout again. This certainly helped in making her case. But her hand in my crotch was probably the even bigger help. The arousal clouded my decision-making ability considerably. I was aware that she was deliberately manipulating me. She had apparently learned a few tricks from Victoria.

“Okay,” I agreed.

“Thanks. This is going to be great.”

Sandra turned and headed straight for Pedro. She sat down in the seat next to him - my former seat. As a greeting, he got a kiss. My eyes immediately looked around in despair. Had someone observed this? At least Robert and Helmut had watched closely. They waved me over to them.

That’s where I should be anyway, according to Sandra. So I complied.

“Everything okay?”, Helmut asked me immediately. At least one who cared about my well-being.

“How do you do it?”

The three of us looked over at the others. It took no explanation as to what I meant. How could they accept their cuckold existence without any despair?

“You get used to it,” Robert explained. He had been at it for so long. For him, there was probably no other life.

“But we’re sitting here a few feet away from our wives. Anyone paying extra attention will have already realized that we actually belong with them. What must they think?”

“They probably think we’re perverts,” Robert returned with a laugh. “Is it embarrassing? Yes. Even I'm not indifferent to that. It’s a special game, but on vacation, you can go wild once in a while, can’t you?”

“I’m wanted,” Helmut announced, and I watched him walk over to the table. There was a brief conversation, then he came back to us at the bar.

“Three beers, please.”

I expected these to be for us. But to my amazement, he took the beers and walked back to the table of our wives and the bulls. He placed a beer in front of each of the bulls.

Afterward, his wife waved him over and gave him a kiss. Looked like a thank you to him for his service before sending him back to us.

“You can close your mouth,” Helmut commented.

“What the hell?” I said with wide-open eyes.

“At the club, we often stand behind the bar or take care of the garden, don’t we?” Robert commented dryly.

“But here? What are we? Servants?”

“At least he doesn’t think we’re slaves,” Robert remarked mischievously in Helmut’s direction. “Servants? Maybe. Cuckold servants. I kind of like that. We let our wives have their fun. Even help them have a good time. They get to go somewhere else for the things we can’t give them.”

“But it’s not only giving,” Helmut interjected. “We also receive something in return.”

“What you get in return, I already know. If you want that, that’s up to you,” I threw back angrily, but above all, still very much in disbelief.

“To each his own, could be the unofficial club slogan. Everyone should have fun. But that goes for us, too,” Robert interjected. “Take advantage of the next few days. Try things out. Nothing will happen that is permanently bad for you. Of course, you can always shout stop out loud. But many things you have to try at least once to judge whether they are arousing or repulsive to you. Ah, I’m being asked for.”

I looked over at the table and spotted his wife’s prompting hand. The same game followed that Helmut had to go through before. This time, he fetched drinks for the ladies and his wife also thanked him with a kiss.

“Now don’t look so stupid. You’re next,” Helmut joked. At first, I wanted to laugh with him, but then I realized he was absolutely serious. “Now it’s your turn to keep an eye on the table and on your wife.”

That explained why, after the first work session, Robert had taken Helmut’s place. I had deliberately turned my back on the table. I didn’t want to keep a constant eye on how my wife was enjoying herself.

“I ...” That was all I could get out. Helmut had maneuvered me onto Robert’s bar stool, and I offered no resistance.

“We’re all complete idiots,” I commented dryly and at least had the laughs on my side.

Despite these words, I kept my eyes on the table and my wife. She was laughing a lot. Seemed to be happy. She liked to be touched by Pedro. But she also sought his closeness herself. It didn’t take long and an arm of Pedro's lay around her shoulder.

In me, it rumbled. This sight was so incredibly humiliating. In public, they celebrated their relationship. Pedro, I considered being her main bull. She seemed to be particularly attracted to him. Could he be a threat to me? Jealousy boiling up, I watched them having a good time.

With all these thoughts, I could feel how tight my pants had gotten. The worry and the whole humiliating situation did nothing to diminish my lust. It was insane.

“Peter, your cue.” Irritated, I looked at Robert. For a moment, I had become completely absorbed in my thoughts. Robert pointed toward the table and I followed his finger. Sandra waved at me. When she realized she had gained my attention, she smiled at me.

With trembling legs, I stood up. Slowly, I moved toward my wife. I didn’t dare let my head wander. I didn’t want to have to look the other guests in the eye. Even if it was only a stranger to them. The idea that someone would recognize what was going on here was maddening.

“Sandra,” I addressed my wife after I arrived.

“Peter, my darling,” she grinned back, overjoyed. At the same time, however, she visibly pushed her body closer to Pedro. Kind of contradictory signals for me. “I hope you’re all right over there?”

“Quite okay,” I answered cautiously.

“Fine ... sit with me for a moment, please.” Lamar had just disappeared toward the restroom and his seat was therefore vacant. I sat down in it and waited.

I looked at my wife and was surprised when suddenly a hand grabbed my crotch from the other side. Immediately my head flew in that direction and I stared into Victoria’s eyes.

“Still hard,” she announced.

“Told you so,” came proudly from Sandra. “My Cucky is having fun. Right?”

The question was directed at me. “Peter?” followed questioningly, as I failed to give an answer.

“I think so.”

“He doesn’t seem that sure, though,” came doubtfully from Victoria.

“Earlier, he told me he wanted to spend the night as a cuckold.” Sandra was less than impressed by this observation. “Peter?”

“Um ... I did.”

“And now? Peter? Still of that opinion?” inquired Victoria. I could only turn to her in confusion. It seemed to me that the roles were reversed. Victoria suddenly questioned our game.

“I think so ... it’s all so ... crazy.”

I had a hard time talking openly. In part, because there were two bulls and Lydia sitting beside Victoria and Sandra.

“A crazy adventure?” interjected Sandra.

“I guess you could describe it that way,” I admitted.

“But obviously horny, too?” inquired Victoria, having another good grab on my cock.

“Uh ... yeah?”

“You’ll know if you’re horny, won’t you?” Victoria asked. “He wouldn’t be that hard without a reason, would he?”

“It’s weird. Crazy. But yeah, I am.”

“Horny?” Victoria didn’t let up. At this point, I don’t think I could blush much more.

“Yes.”

“Point to you Sandra. You’ve convinced me. Your Cucky wants to play. That promises a good time for you ... and for your Cucky. I think we should toast to that. Peter. Will you bring us six glasses of champagne, please?”

“Okay,” I returned uncertainly.

I made my way back to the bar and placed my order.

“I put it right on a tray for them. It’s easier that way,” I was told by the bartender. To that, he grinned broadly at me. He had recognized that something unusual was going on here.

I took the tray and brought the drinks to the table.

“Peter,” Sandra called back to me as I started to make my way back. “We’ll be on our way to the cabin in a minute. I’m sure you can imagine that after ten days of abstinence, I’m in dire need of something.”

I glanced around the room and saw interested and waiting looks.

“Surely you know that?” asked Sandra again. Obviously, she was expecting an answer.

“Um ... of course.”

“And what do I need so badly?”

I had a rough idea of what she wanted me to say. But could I really say those humiliating words? I could feel it pulsing in my pants. An unusual mixture of pain and arousal.

“Peter?”

“A ... fuck?”

Sandra smiled.

“Just a fuck?” inquired Victoria. “Or a special fuck?”

“With a bull?”

“Right,” Victoria agreed. “A bull with a big cock, to put it more precisely.”

“Wait in our suite, please. But you can take your time with Robert and Helmut and finish your drinks first. The two of them are then expected in Victoria’s cabin.”

“Okay.”

I was glad to finally be able to retreat. Back with Robert and Helmut, I enlightened the two about what was planned next.

A few minutes later, our wives left the bar. I drank my beer in peace. Robert and Helmut were in a bit more of a hurry.

“Sorry, Peter, but Helmut and I have an interesting night ahead of us. We’d like to get that started.”

Helmut agreed with him. A little later, we said goodbye to each other at our suite doors.

I lay down on the bed. I needed a few minutes of rest. But my cock didn’t want to give me that. It had been waiting too long for release. I had already put my hand on my zipper when I paused. Had I just heard a moan?

Of course, they were pleasuring themselves in the neighboring suite. Unnecessarily quiet, I slid off the bed. The prospect of catching a glimpse of my wife’s pleasure was just too tempting. Quietly, I opened our balcony door and slipped across our shared balcony to the window.

Despite the glazing and closed windows, I heard the moans of my wife much more clearly here. But more wasn’t granted to me. The curtains were drawn. What a disappointment.

“Peter,” a woman’s voice suddenly sounded behind me, startling me. Quick as a flash, I turned around. In the other direction, on our side of the balcony, Victoria Paulsen was sitting in a corner. She was sitting in a chair, her legs crossed, and she was watching me with a playful grin. As if she had been waiting just for me. “Sit down, please.”

Victoria eyed me at length before she spoke again. “Are you all right?”

“Yes.”

“You’d like a look?”

This time, I just nodded in response. It was too obvious to deny.

“It’s not your decision when you get to watch,” Victoria clarified to me. I didn’t respond to that. There was nothing I could do about it, anyway. “I’m here because I wanted to make sure you were ready for the next few days.”

“You’re worried about my well-being?” I laughed a little cynically.

“Well, that’s my job. I take it very seriously.”

“I’m fine.”

“Would you like to see your wife now?” suddenly Victoria changed the subject.

“Yes,” I admitted frankly.

“The question is how urgently? What would you do to get to watch?”

“It depends.”

“Would you lick her?”

“I’ve licked her many times,” I returned. But of course, I already suspected she had something specific in mind.

“Lick it clean?” she specified herself.

“Victoria,” I returned, pained.

“What’s the problem?”

“That’s ... that’s ...”

“Gay? You’re licking a woman. That can’t be that gay. When I licked your wife a couple of hours ago, tough. That was definitively gay.” Victoria laughed at her joke.

“But ...” I didn’t know what to say. This idea was so outrageous.

“Helmut does it. My Robert does it. Most of the club members do it.”

“And I’m supposed to do it, too.”

“I’ll be honest with you,” Victoria replied. “I will not let up until you’ve done it at least once.”

“Why?”

“You new cuckolds are special to me. And cleaning up your hotwife for the first time is just the ultimate cuckold act for me. After watching one of you do it for the first time, I walk around down there soaking wet for a week. That’s how horny it makes me.”

I remained silent. Victoria seemed pretty sure of her success. For her, it seemed just a matter of time.

“Is it never enough?”, I wondered.

“Everyone has enough at some point,” Victoria mused. “But that’s up to Sandra and you. I only care about two things now and licking is one of them. You won’t be rid of me when you have done them, but I will just be an observer and maybe an occasional playmate for your wife.”

“The next couple calls?” I returned smugly.

“You’re on to me,” came back from a smiling Victoria.

“What’s the second one?”

“Do you really want to know?”

“Probably not.”

“I don’t know if you’ll see your Sandra again tonight. The poor thing was really quite ravenous and went wild for Pedro. Lamar and Tom had to give him a hand. But we agreed you should not go empty-handed today. It was an exhausting day for you. You’ve more than earned a reward. Interested?”

“Do I really have to say yes?”

“I’ll take that as a yes,” Victoria continued. “We figured you’d get to experience something new as a reward. We’ve been through quite a bit together, but I don’t think you’ve gotten to watch me and Lamar yet?”

“Not yet,” I agreed with her. Knowing full well that this was actually a lie. From my voyeur’s lookout, I had watched them once.

“Then we’ll change that today.”

We walked into our part of the suite. Victoria motioned for me to undress. After all this time, I had nothing to hide from her and had little trouble following this instruction.

“Is he horny for me?” Victoria looked delighted at my hard cock, took it briefly in her hand, and jerked me twice. I had to groan.

“In a minute, you can play around with yourself as much as you like. But no orgasm before I allow it. Okay?”

“Okay,” I returned willingly. I just wanted it to finally start. My cock was ready to burst.

“Go lie down on the bed. I’ll get Lamar.”

I wasn’t a big fan of being on the same bed with them. It was a big bed, though.

Two minutes later, Victoria not only led Lamar into the bedroom but her husband, Robert, too.

Lamar was naked, and I got a good few of his impressive cock. Victoria had used the intervening time to leave her dress behind. In silk stockings, suspenders, and a corset, she offered a spectacular sight.

Robert sat down in an armchair while Victoria and Lamar occupied the other half of the bed.

“Let’s give the guys a hot show,” Victoria announced her plans.

Without further ado, Lamar went down on Victoria. He did his best to maximize her pleasure. Hot kisses, sucking on her breasts, and hungry kneading of various body parts. There seemed to be no hurry to move to the main act.

“Look at that beauty,” Victoria announced, holding Lamar’s cock in her hands. She kissed the glans and licked one all over the penis before continuing. “Would it be fair to deprive a woman of something like this? Peter?”

“No,” I replied timidly.

“Right,” Victoria agreed. She straightened up and pushed herself to the center of the bed. With her free hand, she grabbed my penis. Jerked me off a few times really fast and then paused.

“Look at it,” she urged me. Lying on the bed, I could keep a good eye on both of our cocks. The difference in size was abundantly clear. It was kind of oppressive.

“That’s okay Peter ... you’ve identified what your wife is missing with you and you’re remedying it.” Victoria seemed to have seen through my thoughts.

But the time for words was over for now. Lamar’s cock disappeared inside Victoria’s mouth. As if in a trance, I watched as she seemingly effortlessly made it disappear deeper and deeper inside her. While she gave Lamar a blowjob, her hand held my penis tightly.

For all the confusion inside me, I could not deny my immense arousal. For hours, I had been waiting for release. It was high time.

Even Victoria could not delay her play with my lust any longer. Her own arousal took over. From close range, I got to observe how Lamar sank his penis into her.

A wild fuck followed. In between, I felt the hand of Victoria again and again on my cock. He could hardly wait for his release.

With a loud moan, Victoria asked Lamar to cum in her. Afterward, they both needed a little time to calm down. Then Lamar pulled out and disappeared from the room.

My gaze had fixated on Victoria’s pubic area. There was no mistaking. Lamar’s cum was all over it.

“Would you like to lick me there?” Victoria asked me and received a startled look in return. “As much as I’d like to grant you that, I’m afraid I’m going to have to deny you that. Your first time should be with your Sandra.”

“No, well ... of course not. I don’t want ...”

“It’s okay. You don’t want to ... blah blah blah. Luckily, I know someone who’s a little more eager about it and is happy to do it for me.”

Her gaze shifted to her husband, Robert. He immediately started to move. So, not only did Helmut do it, but so did Robert. Perhaps I should have taken more seriously that a large part of the club members did it. It was still hard to believe.

“Hold on,” she prompted her husband, then turned her gaze to me. “Kneel at about my chest level, please,” Victoria demanded of me.

I did as I was told. Victoria immediately reached for my cock. “Still hard,” she commented smugly.

She began jerking me off steadily and faster. Brought me half to the brink of madness. I had to cum. If she did not do it now, then I had to help myself.

“Watch closely, Peter. Your first time up close. You can still learn something.”

I couldn’t help but look at her pubic area with the sperm oozing out. Robert was waiting for his cue just a few inches away.

“Robert, please.”

Immediately, his tongue came out and ran once through her lips. Afterward, a large white blob had disappeared. He had actually done it.

That wasn’t my only concern, though. Victoria’s hand was suddenly in a hurry on my cock. Not much was missing and I would finally cum.

“Sexy, isn’t it?” asked Victoria purely rhetorically in my direction.

Robert thrust deep into his wife. In addition, he brought out sperm with one finger. I could clearly see him licking it off his finger.

He kept licking the mixture of Lamar’s and Victoria’s juices. Still, I couldn’t understand how he could do this. Yet he wasn’t even indifferent. In fact, it clearly filled him with lust.

However, I was no different as an observer. Of course, I could have put the blame for my lust on Victoria’s hand, but a little gnawed at me whether this perverse game didn’t add to the pleasure.

A few minutes after Robert had begun to lick his wife, I knew no stopping. The whole time I had tried to hold back my orgasm. But I couldn’t anymore. I squirted. Three times it splashed neatly on Victoria’s belly. She looked at me, amused.

“That’s enough, Robert,” she announced immediately after. “You can go.”

Robert withdrew, and I was left alone with Victoria. I lay back on my half of the bed.

“As you can see, there’s nothing to it. I hope you see that soon, too. For your Sandra. I have to go now. My cucky has earned a reward now.”

I didn’t know what to say. Honestly, I didn’t feel I could get around this act. Victoria would certainly never give up.

Victoria swung out of bed. “This has been a busy day for you. The next few days will not get any easier. Why don’t you try to get a few hours of sleep?”

With those words, she stalked out of the bedroom. I heard a door open and then close again. For a moment, I wondered in irritation if she had stepped outside into the hallway. But then I remembered that a door at the entrance connected our suites. Obviously, this one had been unlocked, too.


CHAPTER 7
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I had a hard time falling asleep. I couldn’t get the past hours out of my head. There was a lot to process. My excitement, which didn’t want to leave me, was of little help.

I couldn’t help but give myself relief once again. I pumped quickly. Imagined how my wife was enjoying herself only a few meters away from me. How Pedro, Lamar, and Tom shot their cum deep into her again and again.

At the end and at the highest excitement, I imagined how she lowered her stained pubic area onto me. The sperm dripped down onto me. After a brief hesitation and shuddering, I finally sank my tongue into her and sucked on her lips.

At that moment, of all times, I came to orgasm.

I rolled to the side. Through the half-open window, I could hear the sea. I felt a little lost. Maybe also lonely. Would have liked to have my wife by my side at that moment.

In the half-dark, I looked down at my body. My cock was still hard. If he had his way, there probably wouldn’t be many limits left. Had I already lost? Had I ever had a chance?

I fell asleep. It was my wife who woke me up a few hours later. The first sun was already shining in through the window. I guessed it must already be approaching 7 o’clock.

She joined me in bed. She didn’t wake me on purpose. Out of habit, I pulled her to me and gave her a quick kiss on the lips.

Only then I examined her more closely. Her hair was all messed up. Her whole body radiated that she had had a long night with a lot of sex behind her. She literally smelled of it. After my inspection, I looked into her eyes.

“I haven’t showered yet,” she mentioned the obvious. “I thought ... you might want me like this ...”

“Like this?”

“Fuck me? Or ...”

“Or?”

“Lick me?”

I glanced down between her legs. My gaze didn’t go unnoticed.

“It’s been a while. I’m sure it’s diluted by now. At least most of it.”

This time it was me who followed my wife’s gaze. It had locked on my cock, which had erected itself in defiance of my instructions.

“He wants something, but what does he want?” Sandra asked gently.

I would have liked to know that too. My heart was pounding furiously. The idea of doing something so depraved seemed to turn me on.

Sandra’s hands stroked my chest and caressed me. Fatigue was not to be detected in her - rather anticipation. She wanted me to do it.

“I’ll let you have a sniff,” she suddenly announced. First, she swung one leg over me. Then she pushed herself up to me so that her knees were placed to the left and right of my head. Her wet pussy lips hung over my face. At least she still kept a safe distance.

Nevertheless, it didn’t take long for a smelly mixture to spread in my little cave. Did it smell like my Sandra or more like a man? How many times had they cum in her in the last few hours?

My heart pumped at an incredible pace and my cock developed a life of its own and twitched of its own accord. My eyes were completely fixated on the sight before me.

Then nothing happened for a long time. There was a standstill. Sandra waited patiently to see how I handled the situation. I, in turn, was incapable of making a decision.

“Do you smell it?” Sandra broke the silence. I sucked in a few breaths of air and imagined I actually smelled something. “Honey? Can you smell it?” Sandra repeated her words.

Instead of looking at her wet lips, I continued to look up into my wife’s eyes. I nodded twice.

“Smells good, doesn’t it?”

I didn’t reply to that.

“You can lick me now. If you want to.”

I swallowed once and let my cock, aching with arousal, work on me. Then I lifted my head and carefully licked around my wife’s pubic area. First left and then right along her labia.

“Oh yes,” I heard rapturously from above.

I slowly lost my restraint. Dared myself further forward. Touched her labia, kissed her clit, and finally licked once through her cleft. She was incredibly wet.

I tasted again and again some saltier places. But I wasn’t absolutely sure if this was really the case or if my imagination was just playing a trick on me.

Finally, it was time to explore one last place. I pushed my tongue deep into my wife’s opening. Tried to penetrate deeply. Then it happened. It felt like a small explosion on my tongue. My taste buds excitedly signaled that I had encountered something very salty.

Who knows how many times Sandra had let the Bulls take her that night? How many times they had cum deep inside her? It was probably not surprising that something had remained.

I lost all restraint at that moment. Grabbed my wife’s ass and pulled her close to my lips. Let my tongue play crazy. Licked and kissed her again and again and tried to fuck her with my tongue.

Despite her certainly exhausting and orgasm-rich night, I brought Sandra to a climax once more.

Afterward, she lay exhausted next to me. Gave me tender kisses and confessed to me a few times her infinite love for me.

It was a little surreal, of course. After this eternally long and so crazy day. But I was also more than ever filled with love for my wife.

“But now it’s high time to thank you.”

With these words, she began an incredible blowjob.

Holding each other, we fell asleep afterward. I had no energy for further thoughts. When I woke up again, we had already docked in Basseterre on St. Kitts.

Through the balcony door, I could watch my wife. She was sitting alone at the table, looking out over the land. I quickly jumped into the shower and then joined her.

We didn’t talk about the past day for the first few minutes at the breakfast table.

“Is everything okay between us? I hope I did nothing stupid and you’re mad at me about yesterday?” Sandra asked.

“I’m not mad at you,” was the first thing I said to reassure her. “Whether it was stupid, I honestly don’t know. It was very ... extreme in parts? Having us play servant there in public?”

“Humiliating?”

“Yes.”

“Victoria said you would like that?”

“I don’t know ... maybe I did.”

“We don’t have to repeat it ... but ...”

“But you’d like to?”

“At the club, we can do it anytime, of course, but it’s quite another to do it here in public. With people around who are not in the lifestyle. And the distance from home gives as security.”

I drank my lukewarm coffee.

“And what are we doing today?” Sandra asked me.

“As husband and wife on vacation or as cuckold and hotwife?”

“I need a break. The games can go on tonight. Victoria offered we could accompany her ashore. She’s visiting a friend who runs a hotel resort - the Chastity Beach Club. But I declined. I’d rather spend the day with my husband. Surely you have already prepared a program for us?”

I had, of course. We were running late and hurried to get ashore. Of course, I couldn’t get the previous day out of my mind. But most of the time, I was able to block out the thoughts and enjoy the vacation.

Sandra was very helpful with this. She was incredibly affectionate. She was reluctant to let go of my hand. Or wanted me to wrap a hand around her body. She also did not hold back with kisses.

On this day she seemed to me like on our first vacation. At the very beginning of our relationship - then still without children. In my memory, she had shown similar behavior on those vacations. I enjoyed this relaxed and charming Sandra. The Sandra who behaved like we just fell in love.

We took a small guided tour through the rainforest. We also explored Basseterre and frolicked on the beach for a while. In time, we went back to the ship. After an exhausting night, we didn’t have enough energy for more.

Back in our suite, Sandra started to seduce me. It didn’t take long, and we were naked on the bed. She devoted herself again and again briefly to my cock. But we didn’t really pick up speed. It was rather a long exchange of caresses.

“You want to save yourself for later,” I commented after half an hour.

“Is it that obvious?” She probably wondered if I resented her for this.

I was in too good a mood to feel that way. But I was wondering if I shouldn’t be angry with her.

“I don’t want to save just me for later, though,” she smiled mischievously at me. To this, she took my cock in her hand and massaged it lightly. She elicited a satisfied grunt from me. But nothing more developed.

We dozed for a while. Victoria awakened us around 7 pm. She knocked on our window.

“We’re going to eat in half an hour,” she called out to us.

“Do I have to serve dinner now?” I amused myself and Sandra laughed with me.

“I think the kitchen would object to that. We’re just all going to eat together. Have fun and enjoy the vacation.”

“Okay.”

“Playtime will come soon enough,” she said with a wink.

We quickly showered and got dressed. I watched with interest as Sandra got ready. She seemed to want to put on quite a show this evening. Her cleavage was remarkably deep.

While I put on my shoes, Victoria and the rest streamed into our suite. With a slightly pained look, I watched as Pedro took my Sandra in his arms and gave her a welcome kiss.

Victoria had reserved a table for our large group. We sat around it. Pedro and I framed Sandra. To my left, Lamar, Victoria, and Robert were seated. Across from us sat Tom, Lydia, and Helmut.

Dinner was fairly normal. We talked, joked, and laughed. I was probably the quietest of all. In contrast to me, Robert and Helmut seemed to be able to talk almost normally, even with the bulls. I always felt quite strange about talking to them. After all, they had enjoyed themselves at length with my wife.

To be honest, my talkativeness was probably also lacking because I was constantly waiting for something to happen. I looked at the possibility with trepidation and yet also longed for it.

After ninety minutes, we were served dessert. In the meantime, I had thawed out after all and was chatting with Lamar. He talked about his schooldays and his experiences as part of the football team.

Through the conversation, I had turned away from my wife. Suddenly, a hand touched my crotch. Startled, I looked down and discovered my wife’s hand. I turned to her. However, she was also turned away from me and busy with Pedro. They were kissing passionately.

I couldn’t avert my gaze and her hand didn’t leave me, either. After long seconds, they ended their kiss and Sandra turned to me. Her hand squeezed my crotch firmly.

“Everything good with you?” she asked me. I could only nod.

Our meal didn't mark the end of the evening. We went dancing. Unlike last time, we cuckolds didn’t have to sit at an extra table. Instead, we all sat together. Sandra granted me the first dance. But Lamar, Tom, and especially Pedro also got to dance with her.

To most people, we were probably just a group of friends having a lot of fun together. But those who looked more closely noticed that Sandra occasionally gave me quick kisses, while Pedro enjoyed quite explicit French kisses.

I kept an eye out for our Canadian vacationing acquaintance from the last night of dancing. Fortunately, they didn’t show up.

Around 11 pm, Sandra pulled me up from my seat.

“Let’s take a short walk.”

We left the rest behind and strolled along the nighttime promenade. After a few minutes, Sandra stopped at the railing.

“Everything is still in the green?” she asked me.

“Everything’s okay,” I admitted. “Sometimes exhausting, but at least so far, nothing bad has happened.”

Sandra stood very close to me and took my hand and put it around her shoulder.

“Of course, the evening is just getting started,” she continued. “In a few minutes, the fun part will start. Is that all right? With you again this time. I know you were expecting something different from our second week. Us spending time as a couple ... but I’m sure we’ll find time for that later.”

There was no escape. Not to mention, my desire to escape wasn’t big either. She had acted out her sexual desire the night before. But for me, it had also been a while since I had experienced something like that. The prospect of being allowed to be there again and watching her aroused me. I thirsted for these wild experiences. There was no doubt in my mind that it was impossible to return our sex life to the old state.

I turned Sandra to me and pressed her body against mine. Presumably, she got to feel my penis.

“I love you,” I began. “As horrible as these cuckold games can be, they are also beautiful. I have to live with the fact that you need other men, too. And I also have to live with the fact that I enjoy seeing you in the arms of another man. That still takes a lot of getting used to. I keep wanting to tell myself what a stupid limp-dicked wimp I must be ...”

“Peter,” Sandra interrupted me. “Honey. You’re a lot of things, but definitely not a wimp. Someone like that would certainly have run away a long time ago. We do what we both enjoy. For outsiders, it may sometimes seem strange. But we are so strong and don’t have to care about them. We are a loving couple ... my husband is not a wimp ...”

Sandra giggled. For a moment, I wondered if she was laughing at me. At me calling myself a wimp. “What?”, I asked, slightly crossed.

“Limp-dicked?” she asked. “Let’s be serious. Your dick has almost a permanent erection these days. There’s nothing limp about it.”

That made me laugh, too, and I gave her an amorous kiss. We continued to kiss. Played with our tongues and also began some teasing shenanigans. The mood was more relaxed again. It was Sandra who became serious again.

“The rest is probably already quite busy. We should not let them wait too long.”

“Afraid there won’t be anything left for you,” I joked.

“After last night, I know that will not happen anytime soon. That’s something else I want to address, though ...”

“Yes?”

“Tonight - or more likely early this morning - when I got into bed, you were ... spoiling me with your tongue. I don’t know how much of them was left to taste ... but ... later after Pedro has fucked me properly, I will ask you if you want to lick me again. Is that okay?”

I remained silent. She hadn’t said exactly what she wanted me to lick. To clean-up. But of course, we both knew exactly what she was talking about. To me, this seemed like the ultimate perversion. By now, I knew that Robert and Helmut were doing it. I had done it myself in the morning. I couldn’t shake the thought that the sudden salty taste on my tongue must have been a big drop of sperm.

“Peter?”

“I don’t know. It’s difficult,” I admitted. Especially if there would be observers. I couldn’t think of many more embarrassing things to do.

“I understand,” Sandra relented. “Maybe some other time?”

I nodded mutely. Maybe.

We walked hand in hand to our suite. Even as the door closed behind us, I could hear our neighbors. The connecting door was wide open. They were apparently already waiting for us.

We strode through the hallway into the master bedroom. Here we were greeted by a bunch of naked, cheerful people. Sandra immediately threw herself into Pedro’s arms. Lydia was sucking on his penis while she let her naked husband lick her between the legs.

“Take off your clothes, too, please,” Victoria urged me. Pedro was already busy undressing my wife. There was no reason to remain the only clad one. Besides, I no longer had anything to hide from anyone present. At least not in that department.

Victoria grabbed my stiff cock and jerked it a few times. Then she made her way to the bed. Before I knew it, three naked women were lying side by side on the bed. The rest were standing around the bed.

“Robert, would you please give me a nice wet lick so Lamar can give me a nice fuck?”

The addressed man immediately went into action and sank his head between his wife’s legs.

“Helmut, would you please lick me nice and wet so Tom can fuck me?”

The scene repeated itself, and Helmut also sank his head between his wife’s legs.

Automatically, my eyes turned to my wife. I knew what had to come now. Sandra was already looking into my eyes. Our conversation was going through my mind. But the “maybe another time” had referred to another situation. Now I would have no problem with it. But Sandra seemed to hesitate at first.

I saw Victoria take her hand and squeeze it. Sandra looked at her and Victoria gave her a prompting nod. Sandra then looked back at me.

“Peter, would you please give me a nice wet lick so Pedro can give me a nice fuck?”

I wondered if this situation was so agreed upon by them. But I was much more concerned with my task. I went over to the bed and felt how my cock swung back and forth.

There was already a slight glitter between my wife’s legs. I looked up at her and let my tongue drive through her cleft. I received a smile from her in return.

I was preparing my wife to get fucked by one of the bulls. This thought dug itself deep into my head. But instead of being bothered by it, it animated me to deliver a good job.

“Thank you, that’s enough.” Victoria was the first to speak up again. Lydia and my wife followed. With Robert and Helmut, I left the bed and stepped aside. Immediately, the three bulls took over. Again, it was Pedro who would pleasure my wife.

With his firm hands, he grabbed my wife and pulled her close to him. He gave her a few kisses. Then he sank his cock into my wife without further preparation. Sandra gasped in delight.

The bed was big enough for three couples next to each other. More than the missionary position, however, wasn’t possible. But this seemed to be enough for them.

All three women had their fun and let their bull fuck them hard and fast. They didn’t seem to want to take their time this time.

I was, of course, fixated on my wife. I observed how Pedro pushed his cock deep into her. My wife moaned and screamed.

“How’s Pedro’s cock?” Victoria asked her.

“So good, so good,” Sandra moaned. A subliminal “so big, so big” resonated in my head as she did so.

Victoria motioned me to stand at her side. Unnerved, she grabbed my cock and jerked it a few times.

“I’m allowed to touch it?” she asked my wife for permission only afterward. Probably just rhetorically, too.

“Of course.”

“And how do you like it, Cucky?” She jerked me off painfully slow. I saw that Helmut’s wife was doing it similarly to her husband. Robert had to do it himself.

“Good?” I replied.

“Isn’t it nice that your wife finally gets to enjoy big cocks?”

“Yes...ahh.” With one finger, Victoria stroked my glans and brought out the long-drawn-out response.

The time for conversation seemed to be over. The three fucks sped up once again. Nevertheless, Victoria’s hand did not let go of my penis.

The first to cum was Tom. He came inside Lydia. He pulled his cock out of her and squirted twice more on her pubic.

Lamar followed Tom. He also squirted first into Victoria and then once more on her pubic.

I looked at my wife. I was full of anticipation for what I thought was coming next. Pedro was fucking Sandra with quick, powerful thrusts. But then he suddenly stopped. His cock was only two or three inches inside her. I was sure I knew what had happened. He came into my wife. Pedro confirmed my assumption when he pulled out of her and shot two more shots onto my wife’s pussy.

My gaze slid over the pubic areas of the three women. Each of them was now marked by traces of cum.

“Robert, would you please lick me to orgasm? I’ve earned it, haven’t I?”

I couldn’t suppress a pulsing of my cock at hearing Victoria’s command. She was still holding it and I feared she was feeling how my cock was going wild.

I watched with wide eyes as Robert resumed his old position. It all happened incredibly fast. But for me, it started as if I watched a slow motion. He extended his tongue and licked around his wife’s lips. With the sight that he offered me, I had to wonder if he did this with great pleasure.

Slowly, he licked her pubic area and the surrounding area. His wife had asked him to lick her to orgasm. But he seemed to avoid her labia at first. Licked up to her thighs and also the belly above her pussy.

He licked everywhere Lamar had squirted. My head was once more in overdrive. What a pervert!

My cock acknowledged this realization with another pulsation.

“Helmut, would you please lick me to orgasm? I’ve earned one, haven’t I?”

My head flew to Lydia. She had repeated Victoria’s words. Involuntarily, I immediately swiveled on to my wife. I expected, feared, and hoped that she would use those words next. But she remained silent. Her gaze was turned to Helmut. She watched as he, too, licked his wife clean.

Robert was already one step ahead. His tongue unabashedly plowed through his wife’s pubis and parted her labia. I watched as he paused briefly. With his fingers, he pulled his wife’s labia apart. Then his tongue pushed forward into her. I got to see him try to fuck her with his tongue. He also kept slurping on her. After a while, he also took a finger to help and pushed it into her. Licked it clean in between. I was pretty sure I knew what kind of slime was on it. A mix of his wife’s juices and her bull’s sperm.

My gaze went back to my wife. I got to see Victoria press an arm into her side. She whispered something to her. Sandra shook her head in response.

She wouldn’t. At first, I thought she didn’t want to put me through this game. Then, in my excitement, I looked through more clearly. She had asked me at the railing and I had refused. Made it clear that I wasn’t ready, at least for now.

I don’t know if it’s strange. But took this as proof of her love for me. That sounds really strange. You would think love would be a given. But we had already broken through a lot of self-evident things in the last few months. Sometimes, getting a subtle signal was all it needed.

Victoria whispered again. She then turned her gaze to me and got up from the bed. Victoria Paulsen probably can’t help it and his to appear dominant at all times. She has to hold the reins in her hand. Now she took my cock in her hand once more. At the same time, she stepped so close to me that she pressed her big breasts on my upper body.

“Sandra thinks you’re not ready,” she informed me. “I disagree.”

But it was clear what she was talking about. I felt her pulling on my penis, taking a step backward. She guided me to the foot of the bed with her firm grip. From here, I looked at my wife lying in front of me. From behind, I felt Victoria’s breasts pressing against my back.

“Peter, would you please lick your Sandra to orgasm? She deserves it, doesn’t she?”

Victoria breathed these words into my ear. Around us, it had become quiet as a mouse. My wife must also have heard the words. Judging by her look, she had heard them. Motionless, she stared at me, and our eyes met once again.

Suddenly I kneeled on the bed. Whether it was entirely of my own volition or involved a little push from Victoria, I can’t say for sure. I was too excited to remember such details. My pulse would surely have panicked any doctor.

I glanced at my wife’s glistening pussy lips. Some of the sperm had already dried up. I slowly approached my wife’s pubic area. This time completely of my own accord. The world around me was forgotten. My world consisted only of Sandra, me, and especially her wet pussy.

A few inches from my target, I paused. I was now bent low. From this angle, I had a much better view of the entrance to her sanctuary. Here, I observed a thick white drop that was slowly moving down due to gravity and would soon fall onto the bedsheets.

I watched this game for what felt like an eternity. But it was probably less than a minute. Around me, nobody spoke a word. Everyone waited, probably spellbound about whether I would actually do it. Probably didn’t want to bring me back from my trance into the here and now.

Then it happened. The drop began to detach itself from my wife’s pussy. Faster and faster it ran down and would fall towards the bed sheets. I didn’t have time to think. Instead, I simply acted. My tongue caught the drop and licked it up.

This time I was sure to taste a salty flavor explosion on my tongue. Although my wife’s juice had mixed in, there was still a lot of Pedro to taste.

I paused briefly, then carefully licked once more. This time, there was no emergency. I licked first from the outside. Caressed my wife’s labia, played a little with her clit, and believed to smell and taste Pedro’s cum everywhere.

I had lost the battle - or had I won? While licking my wife, I slowly came back to reality. Realized that there was a world around us after all. Still, I didn’t stop licking. Instead, my arms reached under my wife’s legs to have more control over her and to press her pussy to my mouth.

“Go on,” I heard a voice whisper beside me. Briefly, I glanced to the side. Victoria had kneeled down next to me on the bed and was watching me. Her eyes were filled with lust. This was her moment, too. She had won. Again.

This was what she lived for, I guessed. The moment where she wanted to drive all cuckolds to. She kept reliving her first months as a hotwife through her victims.

“If you pull your wife’s labia apart and keep your tongue ready at the entrance to her cave, you can go on a treasure hunt in there. You might get a delightful surprise,” she whispered to me.

I had not yet dared to penetrate my wife. Pedro had shot the first - certainly largest - splashes in Sandra. What would I find there?

But the invitation of Victoria was enough to take the last restraint from me. There was no turning back.

The taste told me that my treasure hunt was successful. Sandra seemed to like my tongue fuck. With her hand, she grabbed my head and pushed it even closer to her. She pressed my nose between her labia. It didn’t bother me. I enjoyed the moment. Especially because an unknown hand played with my penis.

“Stop!”

To my surprise, it was Sandra who halted this game. It should have ended with her orgasm. Instead of pressing my head against her, she pushed it away. I looked up at her. She was smiling at me happily and contentedly. There didn’t seem to be a problem. Why did she stop me then?

Sandra pushed away from me and swung off the bed. With a “come” she grabbed my hand and led me toward the hallway. She stopped beside Pedro.

“Give us a 15-minute head start,” she begged him and kissed him on the mouth. Then she pulled me on - back to our bedroom.

Giggling like a teenager, she ran the last few feet to our bed and threw herself on it. Spread her legs wide apart.

“Fuck me!” she exclaimed lustfully.

Of course, I didn’t let her ask me twice and literally pounced on her and pushed my cock into her. Thanks to Pedro, it was pretty easy and very slippery.

It took little to make me come. Just five minutes of wild fucking and I was squirting inside Sandra. Exhausted, I turned to the side.

Sandra turned to me and put her head on my chest. She looked up at me.

“I love you,” she breathed to me. “You’re incredible.”

“Incredibly depraved?”, I asked, a bit shocked about what has happened.

“Aren’t we both?” Sandra asked back, obviously trying to put my words into perspective. “I know this hasn’t been easy for you. I wanted to ... after our conversation ... so ... I’m sorry if it was too much? Victoria can sometimes ... when she wants something ...”

“The world has lost a great dominatrix in her,” I groaned.

“I don’t think any dominatrix can match her,” Sandra replied with conviction in her voice. “She has a unique power over men ... and us women.”

“Women?”

“She led us both here ... seduced us into this game. Corrupted us.” Briefly, Sandra laughed, then became very serious. “Do you regret it?”

I remained silent at first, thinking about the last few months. Did I have regrets? I had done a lot of things I would have never imagined before the club had opened in our neighborhood. The level-headed Peter thought I was a fool. But this Peter seemed to lose importance - at least when it came to our sexual pleasure.

“No,” I answered tersely after my time of reflection. Sandra looked at me with satisfaction.

“Neither do I,” Sandra laughed, snuggling up to me.

“You still haven’t come,” I spoke up.

“Pedro can take care of that in a minute,” Sandra announced. I wondered if she knew that this choice of words had a humiliating effect on me. Not in a bad way - but in the way that let my cock immediately respond.

“I’m cumming! I’m cumming! I’m cumming!”

The call had come to us through the hallway from the neighboring suite. I looked at Sandra in confusion.

“Over there they play the I’m coming game,” Sandra remarked, amused. “If you remember, we’ve played that with each other before, too.”

That seemed like ages ago.

“Actually, I didn’t want to do it,” Sandra announced. “Seemed kind of inappropriate for our vacation. But now that I hear our neighbors ... hmm ... I’ll let you come as many times as you want tonight. But each time, I want to hear your loud call. Would that be okay?”

Sandra looked at me with her pout and wide eyes. How could I refuse?

“There’s one more thing. I’d like the bed for Pedro and me alone.”

“Okay,” I replied, irritated. But had to admit that it would be odd to share the bed with them.

“If you want to sleep, please, in the second bedroom.”

“You want to? The ...”

“I want to spend the night with another man. The entire night. Does that make you horny?”

With her last words, she grabbed my cock. It had already straightened up again.

“Seems so,” I admitted meekly.

A short time later, Pedro came into our bedroom. I looked at Sandra once again. She pulled me close to her and gave me a long kiss.

“I love you,” she whispered to me again. “Remember the game and have a nice night.”

I just nodded in reply and looked toward Pedro. With a nod, we greeted each other. I got up from the bed and stepped aside.

Pedro and Sandra took more time than ever before. Kissed, caressed, and enjoyed each other. I stood by their side and could only watch. After a while, I sat down in an armchair.

It hurt to see Sandra in such a familiar-looking love game with another man. However, this did not detract from my excitement. Quite the opposite - I could not help but reach for my cock.

Slowly, their game picked up speed. Sandra gave Pedro a blowjob. It was a special sight to see such a big cock pressing her lips outward.

Then the main act began. This time, I was allowed to watch as Sandra got on top of Pedro. A wild ride followed.

My hand also completed a wild ride in the meantime.

From next door I heard another three times “I’m coming”. It reminded me painfully of Sandra’s order. But I was already way too far along to pass up on an orgasm. I was still wrestling with myself about whether to say those words. But most certainly, I wouldn’t forgo my climax.

Sandra literally screamed out her lust and showed herself completely uninhibited. But before she or Pedro could come, she reduced her pace and rode him slowly. Her eyes turned to my hand and its work.

“Faster,” she urged me on. “I want to see you coming ... hear you coming.”

That was a pretty explicit request. That alone was almost enough for me to make the final move. After half a minute of her looking at me, I came.

“I’m coming!”, I exclaimed in relief. “I’m coming!”, I exclaimed a second time with satisfaction. “I’m coming!”, I exclaimed one last time and slumped back, exhausted.

While Sandra turned back to Pedro, I made my way, ashamed, toward the second bedroom. A few days ago, our children had slept here.

I was still naked, so without further ado, I threw myself onto the bed, exhausted. I could still hear the sounds of pleasure from our bedroom and the neighboring suite, but fatigue overcame me.


CHAPTER 8
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Their noises woke me up throughout the night. The couples in the neighboring suite, as well as Pedro and my wife, didn’t seem to run out of air.

Hearing them had, of course, some effect on me as well. Around 2 o’clock in the morning, I had a hard-on and went to watch Pedro and Sandra. On quiet soles, I crept up. Instead of stepping into the room, however, I just watched them from the corner. Pedro took my wife hard from behind. Again and again, he slapped against her bottom. Sandra seemed to be out of her mind.

I masturbated in step with Pedro’s fucking movements and came to a fast orgasm together with my wife. Unnoticed, I then crept back into the second bedroom.

Later, I was awakened again. “Peter,” I heard the voice of my wife. Sandra was squatting next to me. I felt her hand on my cock. It had already risen.

“Sandra?” I whispered. It was dark. Only some light was coming in from the hallway.

“I have something for you,” she announced. In the next moment, her lips already embraced my cock, and began a wild and deep blowjob.

After about a minute, she left the squat and swung onto the bed. Suddenly she was lying on top of me in a 69. Her thighs lowered down on me and I got to feel her wet pussy on my face. Her last round with Pedro seemed to have happened recently.

Sandra wiggled invitingly with her butt and pressed her pussy lips onto my mouth. I was aroused. I drove my tongue into her and licked her. Got to taste Pedro once more. At least I suspected it had been him again.

It didn’t take long, and I came. Sandra literally sucked me dry. Without an orgasm of her own, she climbed off me.

“Sleep well,” she said, gave me a kiss, and left the room. She closed the door behind her.

It was late in the morning when I woke up again. Already After 10 am. Tired and exhausted, I sat up.

Another crazy night lay behind me. A night that had made me even more of a cuckold. In which Sandra had spent the entire night with another man. And I had done things that most people would at best look at with a shake of the head. A lot with disgust or at least incomprehension. I could hardly understand it myself.

I dragged myself under the shower. I tried to clear my thoughts with cold water. To be able to grasp what was happening. Afterward, I stepped into our actual bedroom. Sandra and Pedro were gone.

I looked around. Tried to discover traces of their nocturnal activity. Sandra’s underwear was still lying on the ground. The bed hadn’t been made yet. Their juices had dried up.

Our room door suddenly opened and Sandra walked in. She looked worn out and sweaty. Of course, I immediately had quite clear thoughts about what activities the sweat came from. But she enlightened me otherwise. She had been to the gym.

She asked me to order breakfast. I felt hungry myself. It took a while before room service appeared. Sandra had just come out of the shower. Together, we pushed the small covered roll-top table outside onto the balcony.

I expected another more or less pleasant encounter with Victoria here. But when I stepped onto the balcony, I stumbled and stopped abruptly. Sandra ran up to me from behind. I turned to face her, and she realized why I was so startled.

“I had the balcony divider put back in and the door is also locked,” she enlightened me. “I think we should enjoy the rest of the cruise together. Just the two of us.”

I took Sandra in my arms and gave her a kiss. More than a simple “okay” didn’t cross my lips, though. I was too perplexed. I had expected that she couldn’t wait to be taken by Pedro again. Instead, she put the focus back on me - her husband.

Satisfied, I noted she could still set the right priorities. She was still worried about how I was feeling. Our marriage and family were important to her.

We spent the last 48 hours aboard the ship together. We saw Victoria and the rest twice. But we paid little attention to each other. Sandra turned both times to me and gave me a kiss.

We used the time to make extensive use of all the ship’s offerings. We swam and sunbathed, spent time in the hot tub, enjoyed a couple’s massage, listened to the sounds of a band, and enjoyed way too much good food.

Of course, we didn’t go without sex either. My personal highlight was that I was allowed to take Sandra’s ass once again. A practice that should be reserved for the bulls in the future. But Sandra was now less sure whether this was really necessary. At least on special occasions, she wanted me to continue to enjoy it. So far, none of the bulls had taken her that way. But I was sure that would change soon enough.


CHAPTER 9
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I stood alone at the railing and watched as our cruise ship entered the port of Miami. A memorable cruise was ending. I would certainly feel the effects for a long time.

There was a knock on the door of our suite. Sandra was in the shower, so I marched over to answer it. Standing in front of me was Victoria Paulsen.

“Good morning,” she wished me and strolled past me. “Sandra’s in the bathroom?”

“Yes.”

“Perfect. I have something for you here.”

Victoria had a black leather bag slung around her shoulder. She took it down and opened it. Out came a small box. It was wrapped in perfectly black wrapping paper and decorated with a gold bow.

“For me?”, I wondered, in irritation.

“Please don’t open it until you get home,” she instructed me. I looked at her. “And maybe you’ll open it on your own - without your wife,” she added, looking smug. The devious Victoria was back. “Have a safe trip home.”

She marched past me and left our suite. I examined the package, but there was no indication of its contents. The shower turned off, and I looked at my suitcase. I quickly opened it and squeezed the gift between my clothes.

“Has anyone been here?”, Sandra asked me.

“Just room service,” I lied.

Victoria, Lydia, Helmut, and Tom were going to another event in the States. As far as I could tell, this was about cuckolding, too. Pedro and Lamar would also remain in the US for another week. They were visiting their families.

Sandra and I traveled home alone. We were in good spirits despite the end of our vacation. Only the present in my suitcase was weighing on my mind. What devilry was waiting for me this time? Victoria had hinted that there would be one more act in our introduction to this lifestyle that she wanted us to do. Was the present connected to it?


CUCKY CLUB 5
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The Caribbean vacation is over. Everyday life has Sandra and Peter back. But do you really want to call it everyday life when you are a member of the Cucky Club?

The gift from Victoria Paulsen puts Peter on edge and in a new quandary. Does he really want to go in this direction? Enrich their cuckold games with another kind of play? Can he bear such humiliation?

He keeps the gift and his thoughts a secret from his wife. As so often before, Victoria Paulsen tries to give him a decisive push. Will she succeed again?

Forever Cuckold (Cucky Club 5) is available on Amazon. Start reading now!


AFTERWORD


Thank you! I hope you enjoyed book 4 of the Cucky Club series.

Amazon reviews are of course always appreciated and help me tremendously. Feel free to let me know what you think of this book by email.

Subscribe to my newsletter, to stay informed about my next book release.

AutorDavidSilver@gmail.com

Follow me on Twitter


FRIENDLY TRAP
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Chris and Katie miss their best friends. Since they bought a vacation home, they have made themselves scarce in their lives. Finally, they invite Chris and Katie to visit. Unfortunately, while not being there themselves. But Chris and Katie want at least to learn what is so special about this place.

They quickly get to know the new acquaintances of their friends. These are three married couples and three black men. Towering above them all is Luis. A tall, well-toned, wealthy black man. He quickly makes it clear to Chris that he is just waiting for his approval to make a pass at his wife. Luis has no doubts that Katie wouldn’t be able to resist his special qualities.

For Chris, there are tough decisions ahead. Can he resist the lure or will he and his wife fall to their lust?

Friendly Trap is available on Amazon. Start reading now!


HOLIDAY TRAP
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Leonie and Jonas catch up on their honeymoon a year after their wedding. The young couple has treated themselves to a luxury vacation in Jamaica.

The hotel employee Zane picks them up at the airport. The American couple Jessica and Andrew arrive at the same time. A friendly vacation acquaintance develops. Jessica and Andrew aren't here for the first time. Soon, however, Jessica surprises the newly married couple with her closeness to Zane. Why doesn't her husband intervene?

Other wives also show an unseemly closeness to the locals in view of the ring on their finger. Again and again, Leonie and Jonas encounter unique erotic situations.

Leonie and Jonas had been looking forward to a vacation full of adventures. But instead of rafting and snorkeling, they're confronted with the temptations of a lust previously unknown to them. Can Leonie hold back her desire? Or Jonas accept he isn't adventure enough for his wife?

Holiday Trap is available on Amazon. Start reading now!
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