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	THE CUCKOLD CLUB

	VOLUME 1

	 

	CHAPTER 1

	"Peter... Peter!"

	I was sitting in my office when my wife's call reached me and pulled me out of my office chair, startled. I hastily pulled up my pants and closed the browser window.

	While my wife Sandra was out cycling to a friend's birthday party, I had once again immersed myself in the world of porn. After fifteen years of marriage, our sex life had become sparse.

	Not that we didn't love each other anymore. I couldn't imagine any other woman by my side. Together we had started a family and had two great children. But the rut had set in long ago.

	"Peter!"

	I quickly hurried into the hallway and announced my presence with a »Sandra«.

	'You won't believe what I just found out from Anna. It's a shame. A shame!'

	I could only look at my wife questioningly and hope that she would explain this shame to me in more detail. In the end it was probably just some irrelevant gossip.

	What else should you expect when a horde of women meet for coffee?

	“They're opening a whorehouse at the von Bartens' mansion. Can you believe that? Only five hundred meters away from us. A whoop? How can the city let that happen?”

	Sandra appeared completely angry. In view of this news, but then rightly so.

	The Bartens' small property had stood empty for years. The community of heirs was in dispute. Three months ago, construction work had suddenly started. Finally something happened. Everyone in the neighborhood was happy and excited.

	However, it remained a mystery who bought the villa and for what purpose. In the meantime, this shone in a fresh coat of paint and, given the many craftsmen, a lot should have happened on the inside as well.

	The property was a large villa with a beautiful large garden. Our house was closest to the villa. For the 500 meters, however, two sharp turns had to be completed. There was also a small forest between us.

	"Peter?" my wife snapped me out of my thoughts.

	“Are you sure, I can't quite imagine. The city could probably not prevent a puff there. But even for a whorehouse that seems a little too remote?”

	"I don't know. They must have registered a club with drinks and erotic shows in the city.«

	'Not to mention the cost? Didn't the heirs want well over a million euros?

	Can that really be profitable for a whorehouse?'

	"Hm," was my wife's brief reply.

	»Where does the info come from anyway?«

	'Anna's brother's wife works for the city. In addition to a brothel, there was also speculation about a swingers club. No matter what. They can't do that, can they?"

	"I don't know. That's pretty remote. I don't think the city has a handle on that. You're probably even glad it's so far out. After all, we already have two brothels in the middle of the city.”

	"And all because of those damn Americans," my wife retorted angrily.

	We lived only ten miles from the American military base in Ramstein.

	Of course, the topic continued to occupy us. My wife was convinced that something had to be done. But it quickly became clear that we had no options there.

	It also remained unclear exactly what kind of establishment should move in there.

	A few months passed like this. We noticed a little increased traffic. My wife occasionally made a nasty comment about it.

	We now avoided the route and basically only drove in the other direction. Also, we forbade our two children to go in that direction. That wasn't a big problem as there was only nature to be admired there anyway.

	 

	CHAPTER 2

	In April my wife flew out for three days. She had to go to a trade fair for her company. I stayed behind with our two children. I made sure there was food on the table. Otherwise, Paul and Julia were away most of the time and I had a lot of time to myself.

	I used the evenings for short bike rides. I am a passionate racing cyclist. A nice compensation for the long days at the computer. On the second evening I made a big curve. Out of a sudden impulse, I planned my route so that on the way back I passed the former von Bartens estate.

	The subject of puff had of course settled. No one knew exactly, but everyone assumed that a whorehouse had actually opened there. Its existence was noticed above all by the slightly increased traffic. To my surprise, especially in the evenings and on weekends.

	I couldn't quite let go of the topic. During my routine visits to porn sites, I occasionally wondered what was going on there?

	But a visit was out of the question for me. Not only because it was right next door, but also because I could never betray my wife. We belonged together and I wouldn't risk that for an hour of fun.

	I had set a decent pace again on my racing bike. But now I made it extra slow. So I slowly rolled past the property on my bike and calmly looked at the picture presented to me.

	The first thing that struck me was that the building and garden were again in excellent condition. The garden maintenance alone had to devour huge sums of money. One owner couldn't do it alone. If you could afford such a villa, you probably wouldn't have to do it yourself.

	To my surprise there were around 10 cars in the parking lot. I have no experience of this, but that seemed like quite a lot for a Wednesday night booze.

	There was also a small sign on the road - Cucky Club. I could understand that they called it a club. But what was that supposed to mean Cucky ?

	Back home, I did some much-needed chores. Then I retreated to my office. My offspring were still playing sports - both played football.

	So I still had time to spoil myself in peace.

	I did that once or twice a week. Sandra and I had sex about every other week.

	Cucky Club came to mind again. I opened an incognito window in my

	Chrome browser. I didn't want to leave my wife any unnecessary traces. What would Google spit out for such a search?

	I noticed a few results right away. Wifesharing Cuckold Club and similar hinted at the sexual nature. My English is excellent and the word wifesharing was very easy to interpret sexually. The word cuckold was also featured several times. But didn't tell me anything.

	I wanted to look for it - but then I asked myself another question. Did the club on our doorstep perhaps have its own website? I myself work in online marketing as a consultant and I was sure that the horizontal trade relied a lot on the internet today.

	I also added the name of our small town to my search. The first result immediately caught my eye. That could be the club.

	Of course I clicked on the link right away. The club's website immediately showed a large picture of the villa. Also some half-naked women and men. However, most of the people's faces were blurred. I understood that. Who would want to be associated with this business?

	There were only two links on the page. One led to a "members area." Here, however, a password was required.

	The second link was also more interesting for me. It was titled ›Who we are‹.

	Interested, I clicked on the link.

	The Cucky Club was founded in 2004 by Victoria and Robert Paulsen. The club offers its members the opportunity to live out their sexual desires.

	Men - cuckolds - can finally offer their wives the opportunity to rediscovering sexuality. Her sexual desires thanks to the help of her husband up to to satisfy completion. In a way that their own husbands alone could not could offer.

	This game of lust kindles a new fire. We are convinced that some have to have saved marriages.

	In addition to the cuckold and cuckold couples, many visit us well-built Bulls. The bull is responsible for the sexual satisfaction of the woman. But we lay It is important that he also responds to the needs of women outside of this activity.

	Every first Monday of the quarter we offer an introductory event for those who are interested couples. Contact us here. Pre-registration is necessary in any case.

	We currently have enough Bulls. New Bulls are therefore only on the basis of recommendations recorded.

	I was confused. Didn't sound like a puff. What man would take his wife to the whorehouse. But what was the point of all this bull talk? And what is a cuckold now? All a bit strange.

	The short text wasn't really informative either. Wasn't there a need for marketing, the marketing guy in me asked himself.

	So back to Google. I tried a simple search - cuckold. Wikipedia then finally shed light on the darkness:

	 A cuckold (also known as cucki, cuck or cux for short) is primarily used in the BDSM scene Man referred to in a steady partnership or love relationship by the intimate Contact of his partner with other men (cheating) gained sexual pleasure.

	The cuckold can be dominant, voyeuristic, masochistic and/or submissive prefer behavior.

	An image slowly formed. However, I hadn't expected that. Puff might not have been such a wrong word after all. But instead of men, women probably found their sexual satisfaction here. Crazy!

	I haven't really been able to process my new knowledge yet. I was too surprised for that. Instead of thinking any further, I went to a porn site and decided on some lesbian porn.

	On Thursday my wife came back from her mass. I felt compelled to tell her about my findings. But I just couldn't muster up the courage to do it. It was just too strange. Husbands who let their wives have sex with other men? A strange world.

	But this strange world would not let go of me. I kept checking the club's website. Maybe there was new information about what was going on there? However, nothing happened.

	 

	CHAPTER 3

	At the end of April, I discovered a new sidebar category on my favorite porn site – Cuckold. I clicked the link curiously.

	At first glance, nothing special could be discovered. The preview images showed many quite clear-cut situations. After skimming the images, I turned my attention to the title texts.

	›Paisly gets black cock and husband has to watch‹

	›Milf sucks big cock‹

	›Cuckold watches Sara with BBC‹

	›The Ultimate Humiliation‹

	I chose the movie 'Cuckold Watches Alexa with BBC'. I liked the thumbnail. I've always preferred movies where the lead actress is blonde like my wife.

	You could see the blonde, her husband and an African American with an impressively large cock. I was used to that from porn movies, though. Being well-hung was certainly a prerequisite for male porn performers.

	After a short chat with her husband, the blonde started sucking the black cock. But after a short time she wanted to feel it inside her. Again there was a conversation with her husband.

	"I don't know if I can accept that," her husband interjected.

	"You have to get used to the fact that I need big cocks," was her announcement.

	"Was that an ultimatum?"

	"If you can't accept it, I'll have to find another man who can accept it."

	"I don't want to lose you," came back, slightly distressed.

	That was the end of the conversation. The black man slowly began to slide his long and thick penis into Alexa. It's amazing that a woman can absorb such a large penis so quickly.

	"What do you mean get used to it?"

	“I want to be honest with you. He's a lot bigger than you, that's why I like black cocks so much."

	The fucking movements became faster and faster. There was a change of position and Alexa lay down on a table.

	"Why don't you smell your wife's thong," the black man asked Alexa while throwing the thong at him. Without a word, he followed the instructions.

	»Why don't you get out your penis and masturbate yourself? You have my permission,” he heard next from his wife.

	Her husband immediately pulled out his cock and began masturbating. Meanwhile, the black man was ready to insert his cock into Alexa again.

	"Just be careful," Alexa told him. "I'm just used to his little white cock."

	I watch the fast fuck for three more minutes, then it was my turn and I cum. Exhausted, I leaned back in my office chair and closed my eyes for a moment.

	Crazy , I thought. What ideas the porn industry comes up with.

	I closed the browser window. It was time to get busy with my work.

	Over the coming week I had to go to a client and straighten out their marketing plans.

	However, it did not stop with this one visit. I also regularly visited the cuckold category. I kept watching women being taken by big cocks. How they cheered on the men and gave themselves completely. I continued to favor blondes, as did my wife.

	The frequency of my masturbation also increased slightly. I did it myself almost every day now.

	 

	CHAPTER 4

	After a Saturday afternoon of gardening, I was glad to have a quiet evening. The kids were finally in bed. Sandra lay in my arms and there were signs that we would have a little more fun.

	After the first kisses, we quickly shifted our game towards the bedroom. I played it safe and locked our room door while my wife freshened up in the bathroom.

	At first we just kissed, then I began to knead her breasts. I ran my hand further down between her legs. Oral sex had become a rarity for us.

	It took a special pleasure from my wife that she satisfied me like that. On the other hand, I was even more rarely to be found between her legs.

	On this day, however, I felt like it and so I pushed my whole body deeper after my hand. My gaze shifted to my wife's vulva. It's a beautiful shame. Long and fleshy labia. A great taste. Why don't I lick them more often? , went through my head.

	My wife had already spread her legs in anticipation of my activity and was looking at me expectantly. After a few tongue twisters, she unabashedly surrendered to me.

	I was surprised that she didn't demand oral sex from me more often. It almost literally goes off like a rocket. Maybe she was afraid I would demand her mouth on my cock in return? She certainly wouldn't be wrong about that.

	But that day I was in a giving mood. While Sandra gave herself to me, I gave myself to her fully. With pleasure I deepened my tongue into her column and took in her juices. After some time I took my hand to help and pushed it deep into her.

	My tongue devoted itself to her clit.

	My wife got a little louder. Our room was far away from the children's rooms. Nevertheless, at some point it could have come to a point where it got too loud. My wife responded and buried her face in a pillow. I didn't like that very much, I would have loved to have continued to watch her ecstasy.

	I felt another gush of her sweet nectar erupt and my wife shivered. A moment later she lay still. I had done my work.

	Sandra didn't try to say thank you with her mouth as well. Instead, she maneuvered my penis right up to her opening. I was able to slide right into her with no problem.

	I slowly began my fucking movements - up and down. My gaze was often directed

	downward. I liked watching my penis enter my wife and then come out again.

	A small movement of my butt backwards was enough to pull my penis almost completely out of Sandra. As I watched this spectacle, my mind began to play. Thoughts that were new to me.

	In my reverie, my penis became another man's big long cock. Just like I had seen it many times in porn movies.

	Not only longer, but also with a larger girth. In my mind's eye I could literally see my wife's entrance wrapped around his cock.

	I pushed into my wife faster and faster. My thoughts kept driving my arousal to levels I had never known before. My glans was more sensitive than ever. The feelings were almost unbearable and so I squirted into my wife pretty quickly.

	For a moment I lay exhausted on her and took a deep breath. Then I turned sideways.

	"You must have urgently needed that again," commented my wife's sweet voice and gave me a kiss.

	 

	CHAPTER 5

	In addition to my racing bike, I also called a mountain bike my own. I'm just a bike crazy person. I also hear that from my family when I watch the Tour de France or the Giro on TV. I like fighting my way up a hill with a last-ditch effort. I also enjoy taking part in amateur races.

	Most of the time I prefer my road bike. On a Friday afternoon I felt like my mountain bike again.

	My wife wished me a lot of fun. Her exercise routine consisted of jogging, light weights, and swimming. Our sporting interests didn't quite align, but the result was that we were two extremely fit people.

	I turned right off our driveway. That would indeed have led me towards the Cucky Club. Before that, however, there was still a little way to go. This consisted mainly of sand and partly of rubble and led through a small forest.

	I made a wide detour and drove many small byways. I mostly avoided developed roads. The sand and the constant up and down of the small hills was a good workout for the whole body.

	After an hour I took a short break and had a few sips. Then I made my way back.

	Again it went through the grove between our house and the Cucky Club.

	Shouldn't you have a better view from here?

	Even if a loud voice advised me against it, a second voice was even louder and more demanding. I strayed from the path and made my way down a barely recognizable dirt track.

	To my left and right was dense forest. But after fifty meters I came to the abrupt edge of the forest. A meadow opened up in front of me.

	Across the lawn I could see the von Bartens' estate - which was now home to the Cucky Club. I estimated the distance at around 200 meters.

	I leaned my mountain bike against a tree. I could make out some people even from this distance. So I preferred to be careful and mostly hid my body behind a tree and some thickets.

	I was standing on a small hill and the meadow was a bit sloping, so I had a good view despite the small bushes and hedges.

	Behind the house was a large terrace and a well-sized pool.

	I could make out six people. Two of them swam in the pool. The rest was up

	Lying and enjoying the warm sun. It was only May, but with 26 degrees it was one of the first really warm days of the year.

	My eyes fell on the bodies again. The distance was great, but I thought I saw two women. I couldn't see any color differences on their bodies.

	Were they both naked?

	Unfortunately, I could hardly make out any details from this distance. I would have loved to have seen more. A thought occurred to me - it might be worth a try.

	I went back to my mountain bike and pulled my smartphone out of a small pocket. With this I went back to my starting position.

	I opened my camera app and scanned what was happening in the distance. Then I started zooming in on this. Despite the 4x zoom, the result was rather disappointing. At least I was pretty sure that the women were nudists.

	I wish I had my binoculars to hand now. I got this as a gift from the manufacturer two years ago when I was updating their marketing campaign.

	But it was time for me to head home anyway. One last look and I got back on my mountain bike and started the short rest of my way home.

	 

	CHAPTER 6

	For 16 years, our street, together with some side streets, has held a street festival. This was a closed festival for local residents only. One of the residents had converted part of his old farmhouse into a party location. This could be rented, but was available once a year free of charge for our street festival.

	Each year the planning committee was taken over by other local residents. So everyone had to get involved. This year it was my wife and I's turn.

	The tasks were not that complicated. Prepare invitations and collect money, take care of the children's entertainment, buy grilled meat and of course provide plenty of drinks.

	The festival should rise in mid-July. We were right on schedule. For today's planning session we met at Lydia and Helmut Berger's. As always, snacks and drinks were served at the meeting. Towards the end of our meeting, Lydia and Helmut pressed around a bit. Something seemed to be on their minds.

	“There is something else we must confess to you. A stupid mistake and we have to think about how to deal with it now,' Lydia began her explanation.

	I was already expecting the worst, but was then surprised when Helmut continued to speak for his wife.

	"We had Tom hand out the invitation cards..."

	Again he fell silent. Tom was her 11 year old son and a good friend of our son. We could only look at it questioningly and hope for a sequel.

	'We told him to invite everyone on the street. So he invited the Paulsens too?”

	“Paulsen? Do we have new residents that I don't know yet?' my wife immediately asked with interest. New neighbors were always extremely exciting for a few months and provided entertainment in the form of gossip.

	»Jein … still relatively new and haven't gotten to know each other personally. They're the owners of this, er, establishment?”

	"Oh," came from my wife. It took me a moment to register what was meant. The new owners of the Cucky Club had also been invited.

	"But surely they won't come?" I asked cautiously.

	“Apparently yes. At least they want to come, have already registered and paid the money. I don't know what to do either? Should we unload them? Would be kinda weird too?”

	As part of the planning committee, I now had to deal with this dilemma as well. But since I hadn't gotten it into us, I saw it, at least internally, amused and interested. Our street party could definitely use a little freshening up. And I would love to see our distant neighbors up close.

	"But they're just normal people, after all?" I interjected.

	"Yes," our hostess immediately interjected. "Surely we can't unload?"

	She gave me the impression that she wasn't interested in being unloaded. Strange.

	In the end we agreed not to uninvite them for the time being and to ask around what the other participants thought of our problem. If there was greater resistance, we would still have to tackle an unloading.

	"That could be something," my laughing wife commented when we got home.

	"What?"

	"Partying with whorehouse owners?"

	"At least we'll find out what's going on there," I replied. Of course, I knew very well that there was no whorehouse there. Instead, women in particular were allowed to have fun there.

	“Well, I hope at least they don't bring a staff member. Otherwise you go straight home. I can promise you that.«

	"You're not worried that I'm with another woman-"

	I left the end of my sentence open. Had this but presented with an obviously played insulted tone.

	"Honey," was my wife's reaction. At the same time she put her arms over my shoulders and pulled me to her. A long and deep kiss followed. This continued in a French kiss.

	Our children spent that night with their grandparents. So we had no storms and I was hoping to be able to land with my wife again.

	For us it was on to the sofa. We started by slowly undressing. In the early days of our relationship, sex outside of our bed hadn't been uncommon.

	With the children, this had changed to an extreme rarity.

	But on this day our games should at least start on the sofa. It doesn't take long and we've stripped off our clothes. My wife leaned into a corner of the sofa and I lay halfway across her. So we kissed before I slowly moved lower and devoted myself to her breasts.

	My wife's nipples are very sensitive and get very large when aroused. She often struggles with them in everyday life if she doesn't want to present them to the whole world.

	I enjoyed nibbling and sucking on her hard nipples. I was able to observe my wife's face very closely.

	My wife's face could express a lot in any situation and I had learned to read it. So I could easily read her mood and prepare myself for it.

	But sex was the most fun for me. Exactly one could read their increasing excitement on their facial expressions. Added to this was her moaning that couldn't be ignored. Today she didn't have to be considerate of her volume.

	But the best part was the grand finale. When she cried out her ecstasy and her face showed this indescribable ecstasy followed by great contentment and release.

	I also wanted to experience that that day and I knew exactly how to do it best - with my mouth.

	So I slowly walked deeper and finally knelt on the floor in front of her. With my mouth I kissed slowly on her thighs and around her crotch.

	My wife watched me doing it. She didn't say a word, but it was clear to see that she was hoping that I would finally find my way to her shame.

	I didn't want to keep myself in suspense any longer either, so I attacked my wife's labia. Sucked and licked them. This time I didn't use my hands to help, but let my mouth and especially my tongue do their work alone.

	After taking my wife's arousal to the brink of orgasm, all it took was a little tweaking of her clit and she reached her deafening orgasm.

	I watched with satisfaction as her face twitched and then gave me a smile with her eyes closed.

	For us, the night was far from over. We made ourselves comfortable in the bedroom with a bottle of wine. I must have put my wife in a giving mood. Finally I was allowed to feel her mouth on my cock again.

	 

	CHAPTER 7

	I also continued to visit porn sites on a daily basis. It had meanwhile become common practice that I had to hose down once a day.

	I've also made forays into other genres of porn.

	I was also into lesbian porn, for example. But I visited the cuckold category particularly often.

	Curious as I was, I kept clicking on particularly daring films. 'Husband Watches His Hot Wife Enjoy Big Black Cock' was one such video that made me sink deeper into the world of cuckolds.

	Here the man is standing next to the bed and watches his wife being pampered. In my imagination I was standing by the bed and watching my own wife.

	But I wasn't ready for some indecency. Not yet or maybe never?

	Of course I didn't know that yet.

	I was not only concerned with this topic on the Internet. The Cucky Club has always played a role in my mind. The internet had already shown me that from simple sex to all kinds of kinky games, pretty much anything was possible. What types of games were preferred there? Unfortunately, the website still didn't reveal anything new.

	I couldn't get my little activity as a voyeur out of my head and felt compelled to do it again. But better prepared this time - with binoculars.

	On another Friday afternoon in early June, the time had come. Over the years, it had become normal for me to end my working week with a long bike ride before I was primarily available to my family.

	I smuggled my binoculars into my pannier and set off on my mountain bike. Instead of a long tour, my path should lead directly to my observation point.

	I cautiously stalked my way to the edge of the forest. I chose this day for my activity because it was warm weather again - pool weather. There were also some activities around the pool.

	At first, two people standing slightly to the side caught my eye. A woman and a man were playing badminton. I pulled out my binoculars.

	I nervously squatted down, hoping to be even less visible. A discovery and possible consequences made me very concerned.

	I aimed my binoculars at the woman playing badminton.

	She was tall - I guessed 1.80 meters. Long blond hair, like my wife. Her breasts, on the other hand, were significantly larger. Considerably large, if not to say. I asked myself whether they were real or maybe they had been helped?

	I watched her movements with rapture. Her breasts always bounced a little. I didn't get a good look between her legs. But she seemed hairless to me.

	I put down the binoculars to let my eyes wander. Not least so as not to be suddenly surprised in my hiding place. There was splashing around in the pool, some loungers were occupied and someone brought drinks outside. There must have been ten people out in the garden.

	Back to the blonde. Since she was standing and facing my way, I had the best chance of observing her.

	Her big breasts did it to me again. I felt something stir in my pants despite my nervousness.

	I was about to get active and unpack my cock when someone stepped in front of the blonde. It was her badminton partner. Unfortunately, he took my eyes off it. Luckily they turned a bit and I was able to continue my observation from the side.

	The two were deep in a kiss. Thanks to my binoculars, I could see exactly how they kissed greedily.

	The man's hands rested on the shoulders of the unknown beauty. He slowly pushed her to the ground and she let it happen.

	So my eyes fell on the man's privates for the first time. And the word genital seemed really appropriate to me at that moment. A penis like I had only seen in porn movies before. He was already stiff. I'm not very good at guessing, but this could very well be an eight inch penis.

	I could see them exchanging a few words as the woman cupped her hands over his cock. Due to her height, she also had relatively large hands. My wife could certainly only have grasped this penis with two hands.

	A few times she jerked the penis and I saw her spit on it. Words were exchanged again and she began licking him with her tongue.

	The spectacle had fascinated me for a while. But now I noticed how my own cock was almost painfully pressing against my pants.

	Continuing my observation, I tried to unbutton my pants with one hand. It took a while, but it was finally done. It was almost redeeming when I could take hold of my penis. Slowly and carefully I began to masturbate. I didn't want to come straight away, but wanted to enjoy my existence as a voyeur for a moment.

	My fear of discovery continued to accompany me. Now it wasn't just nervousness anymore. Fear of discovery also fueled my excitement.

	I keep watching what's happening. The blonde continued to lick the huge cock.

	In between she took it in her mouth again and again and blew two or three times.

	She should have licked the whole tail by now. Instead of starting a blowjob, she devoted herself to his scrotum. Licked that one too and massaged it with her mouth.

	The spectacle was easy for the other guests to observe. They gave this, but little attention. It was probably not such an unusual sight for her.

	I was satisfied that the blonde had finally started her blowjob.

	Her lips pressed tightly around the big cock. She had to make an effort to take in the full scope. I was even more impressed by how much she could absorb.

	My wife had no problem swallowing my cock whole, but that was also significantly less. The stranger, on the other hand, seemed to absorb more and more.

	Of the 20 centimetres, it was definitely 15. But I also thought I recognized that she had reached her limit.

	The man made no effort to thrust further into her. In some films I had seen women getting mouth fucked and even gagging. Not a particularly exciting sight for me. Here the man simply let the woman do it. It was probably fun enough as it was.

	In all of this observation, my own hand continued to be active. I was having a hard time holding back. A thoughtless moment and I would have come immediately. I had never tried to stay so close to climax for so long in my life.

	It was a strange feeling, and on its own there was something exciting about it.

	The blonde now took her hand to help. Apparently she wanted to finish her work.

	At first her jerking off movements were fast, then they suddenly became very slow.

	I thought I could tell by her eyes and the man's posture that he had come and that she had swallowed his sperm straight away.

	With all attempts to delay my orgasm, this realization made it impossible to hold me in any longer. My cock squirted and I struggled to keep it far from my body. I didn't want to give my wife any telltale semen.

	The man grabbed the blonde and lifted her up. With quick steps he ran towards the terrace and under the screams of the woman they disappeared a moment later with a big jump in the pool. The water splashes in all directions. But that only caused laughter from the other guests.

	With my orgasm my satisfaction was achieved and my fear of discovery increased again. I slowly crept back and made my way home.

	 

	CHAPTER 8

	My little voyeur experience kept me busy all weekend. Several times I had to slip away to masturbate and replay the scene in my mind's eye.

	Only after a few days did I resort to porn films again as a stimulation aid. Otherwise I've been very busy these days. It was the last work to do before our vacation. Summer vacation started in mid-June and we would be going on vacation for ten days right at the start.

	This year we went on a cruise ship for the third time. We had learned to appreciate this type of vacation. We were able to experience different ports and there was a special program for the children on board, so that we could also do activities for two.

	Financially, it was not a problem for us to give the children their own cabin. As is so often the case, this led to us being particularly active in bed.

	It became amorous on the very first evening. It had become a small tradition over the years that Sandra chirped me with special lingerie that day.

	While I was enjoying my glass of wine on our balcony, she changed in the bathroom.

	It was again a combination of bra and thong with lots of lace. This time in a bright, glowing shade of blue. In addition a babydoll in a darker blue. The stunning outfit was rounded off by high-heeled pumps.

	I stayed in the balcony door for a moment to take a good look at my wife.

	She was often a little shy about showing off her charms. In the intimate togetherness of these holiday moments, however, she was a bit more relaxed and seemed to enjoy my admiration.

	The wine certainly helped too.

	She turned once on her own axis and looked at me expectantly. A compliment was due.

	"Beautiful," was my first word. "Or maybe horny puts it better," I added mischievously after a short pause.

	I took the few steps to my wife and hugged her. We kissed for a long time and let our tongues play with each other. An activity I loved and we should do more often.

	We quickly found ourselves on the bed. But this was also one of the moments when we gave each other a lot of time in our lovemaking. There was no need to rush and I wanted to

	don't unwrap my present too quickly.

	So I was the first to be stripped of my clothes and my wife got on her knees in front of me.

	My cock disappeared into her mouth.

	For a moment my thoughts wandered back to home. When I watched the stranger in the garden of the Cucky Club sucking the big cock. Unfortunately I couldn't help my wife with that. She didn't seem to mind though.

	The thoughts got me going again and I had to slow my wife down a bit. I didn't want to be early.

	It was time to strip my wife of her clothes and return the favor. For the umpteenth time in the past few weeks, my mouth found itself between her legs.

	Otherwise more of an activity that only happened a few times a year.

	Unlike me, my wife let herself go completely. Except maybe trying to keep her volume down. The walls on a ship let some noise through. It was also clear that I would bring her to orgasm that way. Experience showed that just a penis wouldn't make her come.

	After a few minutes, Sandra trembled under her orgasm and lay content. I watched her contentedly for a few moments. Now it was my turn. As I was about to position my penis, my wife stopped me.

	"Peter, not like that today," were her only words. She pushed herself deeper and after a few moments she took my cock back into her mouth.

	I watched excitedly as she spoiled me with her mouth for the second time that evening. I felt that it would not be long before I, too, reached my climax.

	I didn't have many thoughts at that moment. I could only watch as my wife spoiled me. Just before I exploded it occurred to me that I should warn my wife. Occasionally I did enjoy a blowjob. But my wife didn't want my sperm in her mouth.

	»Sandra, I'll be right there… Sandra! Now!"

	Usually my wife would switch from her mouth to her hand after the first warning. This time she just looked at me with wide eyes and just continued. My other warnings also went unanswered.

	Of course I could have become active myself and pulled my tail back. But I was far too excited for such consideration. I had done my part with the warning.

	The fact that my wife let me cum in her mouth fueled my explosion again and I felt my cum spurting out.

	My wife then disappeared into the bathroom. With a smile on my face, I asked myself a question. Did she swallow or did she spit out my sperm? Clear spitting noises followed by water and a gurgle answered my question relatively quickly.

	"I love you," were my wife's first words when she was back in my arms.

	I kissed her and returned her words.

	“I love you too, my darling. I made a great catch with you. More than I could ever dream of.«

	Every word I said was meant absolutely seriously and I was sure that my wife, after 15 years of marriage, was not much different. Of course, a little rut had gotten into ours

	crept life. With a view to many friends, we could hardly have done better. Quite a few were already divorced. With others, you didn't really have the feeling that the great love of your life had met here.

	Our 10-day vacation was again very nice. A bit stressful at times, but we were able to enjoy most of the time. My wife pleasured me a few more times, albeit not with a blowjob.

	 

	CHAPTER 9

	On a Friday we came home from our vacation. Exhausted, we went to bed early.

	The next day, the wife and children left the house early. Julia and Peter would meet friends. My wife was also visiting a friend and would certainly go over our holiday experiences again.

	I had accordingly storm-free. At first I wanted to sit down at the computer. Check a few emails and then maybe find your way back to a porn site after 10 days.

	But before I did that, I changed my mind. Twice I watched the Cucky Club on a Friday. What would be going on there on a Saturday afternoon?

	So I packed my binoculars and set off on my mountain bike.

	This was completed within a few minutes.

	Again I went to my usual position. The blazing sun had again attracted many guests to the pool. However, there was no sign of much activity.

	I watched as two men brought drinks to the rest. Another man pulled out a grill. I was hoping for something more than a barbecue party. Even if I already knew how to like the mostly naked female bodies.

	But then I should see something. Another man came out onto the terrace - a black man. Due to the American military base, you saw a relatively large number of Americans with the most diverse cultural backgrounds in our area.

	The man greeted the group and joined a woman with brunette hair. This had previously occupied a double bed alone. Immediately they started kissing and with his big hands he massaged the woman's breasts.

	After a few minutes, the brunette let go of him and turned around. She called out to the man at the grill. He then came over to her. They kissed briefly. Then he knelt in front of her and began to spoil her shame. He covered my gaze, but I was sure he was using his tongue and mouth to the fullest.

	The black man also got up again and stood on the head side. So the woman could grab his cock. She jerked him off a few times. He was already semi-rigid before and quickly extended to full size. Another big cock, I realized soberly.

	She took the cock in her mouth for a moment, then pushed the man back between her legs. The black man was quickly back on the couch and between her legs.

	He also blocked my view again. But his up and down movements were quite clear.

	It goes without saying that I was already holding my own cock at this point. If I had had a perfect view of the fuck, I probably would have already experienced my orgasm.

	The white man was now standing next to the couch. His penis was now stiff, too.

	I was almost relieved to see that he was about the same size as me. After all the big cocks in my observations and in porn videos, it was nice to be able to feel normal for once.

	The man's eyes were on the fuck. Unlike me, he should have perfect eyesight. Just like me, however, he had to satisfy himself by hand.

	The woman kept glancing at him. Words were also exchanged. Finally she took his hand off his penis. A few times she jerked him off with her hand, then it disappeared too and his penis just stood out stiffly.

	There was a small change of position on the couch. Now it should continue in doggy style. Unfortunately, I was still not given a better insight.

	In between, the brunette kept looking back - to her engraver. You could read her excitement more and more. I interpreted a final gasp as a successful orgasm.

	Exhausted, she slumped onto the couch for a brief moment, then turned around. Apparently she wanted to finish her work with a blowjob. It didn't take long for me to see from the man's reactions that he was cumming in her mouth.

	Like the blonde, the unfamiliar brunette seemed to have no problem swallowing cum - unlike my wife.

	She licked the penis clean and the black man finally sat down on the couch.

	The stranger stood up and gave the man a kiss. Briefly her hands found his penis, then he was obviously sent away by her. He disappeared into the house while she settled back on the couch and snuggled close to the black man.

	I too had already come in the meantime. About the same time as the man.

	This time I had taken precautions and disposed of my sperm with a handkerchief. But I didn't want to stop my observation immediately. But now it seemed to me that it was time to head back.

	I rode my mountain bike home slowly. The experience didn't let go of me and after a few minutes I felt something stirring in my pants again.

	This can not be? , suddenly shot through my head halfway. That was not? Yes, the white man who licked the woman had to be her husband.

	Had I just watched a husband watch his wife get banged by a long black cock?

	I don't know why it took me so long to realize this. Maybe I was too busy with other things during my observation. But now I felt my stiff penis pressing painfully against my pants.

	I picked up my pace and pedaled hard. I should have enough time at home to satisfy myself again. For a brief moment I even toyed with the idea of turning around and becoming a voyeur again.

	At home, I left my mountain bike in the driveway and headed straight to my office. Computer on, pants down and before I knew it I had my cock in my hand.

	I glanced briefly at the Cucky Club website. But there was still nothing new there

	to experience. Next up was a porn site and the cuckold category.

	I quickly looked through the current offer and my gaze got stuck on a text.

	›Cuckold watches his wife with BBC‹ That perfectly matched my observation today.

	The video started very slowly. The wife greeted her husband who was coming home from work. She kissed him briefly and announced that visitors would soon come.

	The visit then came in the form of a heavily built African American. In front of her husband, the woman began to kiss him.

	At first, the husband did not like this spectacle. "Honey, you can't do that," he whined. "Treasure?"

	"Sorry darling, I need something big between my legs too."

	"But? But?"

	"I love you... don't you love me too?"

	"Of course, but..."

	»Then you wouldn't begrudge me the chance to feel a big cock.

	Finally getting fucked to orgasm? To be completely filled?”

	You could see that the man realized that he couldn't offer his wife everything.

	At least as far as his acting performance went.

	"Thank you," came softly from his wife and she kissed him briefly. Then she turned back to the visitor and gave him a long French kiss.

	Then she led him by his hand in the direction of the bedroom. Her husband followed hesitantly.

	In the bedroom, the two turned on each other pretty quickly. After a few moments, the big black cock had already disappeared into the woman's mouth.

	Despite its size, she was able to make the cock disappear completely in her mouth without any problems. For a porn actress maybe not such a surprising quality, I guessed.

	For a few minutes she gave herself to the penis. In between, her husband could be seen briefly, as he found it difficult to bear the scene in front of his eyes. Apparently he came to terms with it, because he massaged his penis through his pants with one hand.

	»You have such a horny woman here. I'll get her nice for you," announced the African American in the direction of the husband.

	"Oh God yes," was his wife's reaction. She let herself be thrown onto the bed and in no time at all she had got rid of her clothes.

	I guessed her age at 25. According to that she was still crisp. She might have helped with the breasts, but I still liked the look.

	Without further ado, the black man put his big cock on her opening.

	He stayed there for a moment. The camera once again showed the husband staring spellbound at the scene. Then the penis entered his wife very slowly.

	At that moment I knew no stopping and sprayed. The insight of the large penetrating penis had excited me too much.

	I closed the browser window and leaned back, exhausted. My cumshot turned out to be good timing. My wife came home five minutes later.

	Such videos with watching husbands were rarely found among the new cuckold videos. But more and more often I chose them when there was a new one to choose from.

	They just aroused me particularly at the moment. I didn't give much thought to why.

	As with other porn loves of the past, I just saw it as a phase. At some point, the appeal of the new usually lost its appeal.

	 

	CHAPTER 1 0

	The next few days were busy for me. In addition, preparations for the street festival were in full swing.

	"Did you order the grilled meat?" my wife asked me. I answered yes to her question. I had also taken care of the last drinks. My wife took over the organization of the children's entertainment.

	"Good," she replied, sitting next to me on the sofa. Her head rested on my shoulder.

	“I'll be glad when we've got the organization behind us. We'll still be there next year, but after that we'll have some peace and quiet.«

	"Yes," my wife agreed. I put my arm around her shoulders. Sandra took them away again and immediately lay down on the sofa. Her head was in my lap. From here she could look up at me.

	"I hope it won't be a disaster," she said with a worried look.

	"Why? Because we take over the organization? The street festival has been running smoothly for years. Nothing can go wrong there.«

	"There hasn't been a brothel couple yet," she pointed out.

	"Well, maybe our little group could use a little life here," I replied with a smile.

	'I hope it won't be too much life. But word has probably gotten around and so far there have been no recognizable cancellations. It will work out."

	"Well, that's fine then," I commented only briefly. What should I have contributed to the topic? At least I had a lot more information. But how should I inform my wife about this? And did I really want to tell her that there wives could be pleasured by well-hung men?

	"Maybe you can give us some bed tips?" my wife joked.

	I was embarrassed by that saying. Did she think we had some catching up to do? Maybe I wasn't enough for her? That would then make her the ideal cucky club visitor. Inwardly, I smiled briefly - what absurd thoughts.

	Now, not only had I seen big cocks in porn, but also in real life, albeit only through binoculars. No, it really was better if she didn't know what was really going on there. I could only hope there wouldn't be too much detail on that at our party.

	Later I sat at the PC for a short time. I couldn't get it out of my head. Wasn't I enough for my wife?

	am i too short , was my somewhat dismayed question.

	Now I had seen big cocks in porn. But that didn't count. Any reasonable porn producer would certainly choose the most beautiful and largest specimens. That should be the standard for finding success as a man in this industry.

	Besides, I had also seen men with normal cocks in the Cucky Club -

	smaller cocks. What was actually normal?

	I nervously typed 'penis size average' into the Google search box. For a moment I was amazed at how different the penis size was in the individual countries. The average German penis should therefore be 14.48 centimeters long.

	I wasn't really happy with my penis length. According to the article, this is how it should be for more than half of German men. Of course, an effort was also made to emphasize that length is not important. Many other factors decided whether sex was fun. But could I really offer my wife everything?

	I wanted to answer now. I wanted to know how long my own penis was. How did I compare to the German average penis? I got a tape measure and pulled down my pants including my underpants. I masturbated briefly and let my penis stiffen.

	When I thought I was my normal size, I put the tape measure on.

	You should measure from the root to the tip.

	10 centimeters? 10.2 centimeters?

	I held the tape measure in front of my eyes. I could only offer my wife a good 10 centimeters? I was expecting 12 or maybe even 13. The result disappointed me. Was I really enough for my wife?

	I put the tape measure aside and looked down at my still stiff cock.

	So far it has always been enough for her. We are happy. What the hell?

	A few doubts remained, but I wanted to dispel them. My wife sat on our bed in the bedroom. I tried my best to seduce her and she accepted my advances.

	Twenty minutes later we were lying in bed next to each other, exhausted. We both had experienced our orgasm, I note with satisfaction.

	But then a little self-doubt arose again. It wasn't my penis that made my wife orgasm. This time I had brought my hands to use and worried her with them.

	I wasn't sure. Had she ever had an orgasm just through my penis? I remembered our early years, even before we were married.

	Back then we had sex almost every day. It often ended with my orgasm. I also believed at the time that I had also satisfied Sandra. But was that really the case? Unlike us men, women found it easy to fake their orgasms.

	But what should I do? My wife never complained and we were happy.

	Maybe she just didn't know what she was missing? I would be damned if I asked her about it.

	What she doesn't know doesn't make her hot was my motto.

	 

	CHAPTER 1 1

	In the two days before the street festival, we had to run around again.

	Then the big day finally came.

	"I'll be glad if I'm finally in bed tonight," I admitted first thing in the morning.

	'Oh, come on. At the latest when the barbecue is over, we can have our fun.«

	Together with Helmut and Lydia, the festival kept us busy all day. Final preparations had to be made. A bouncy castle was inflated, the grilled meat picked up and the drinks chilled.

	At 6 p.m., the street festival began in the traditional way with a walk through the entire neighborhood. On our big curve we even passed the Cucky Club.

	Even though our new residents would be partying with us, their club still appeared to be open, as indicated by the number of cars there.

	The couple who own it were the first thing I noticed in our group. There weren't that many new faces.

	Victoria and Robert Paulsen made a very normal impression at first. Who would have guessed what kind of business the two ran?

	I estimated her age at slightly over 40 years. Victoria Paulsen was not stingy with her charms and also had a lot to show. Last but not least, there would be her large stem. Her décolleté could be admired through a deep neckline. It was just demure enough for the occasion.

	Her long jet black hair and tanned exterior completed the picture of a very beautiful woman who knew how to present herself.

	I estimated her husband Robert to be a little closer to 50 years old. Apart from the fact that his hair was almost completely gone, he certainly didn't look bad either. Just like his wife, he also made a sporty impression.

	Right at the beginning of our walk they had joined a group at the head of our train and were chatting with the Bergers, among others.

	Sandra and I completed our little move. Dressed in safety vests, we made sure that motorists passed us carefully.

	"So far they've been acting normal."

	"Excuse me?" I answered my wife, irritated.

	"Poofmommy and her husband?"

	“Er, yes, it seems so. What should they do?'

	"But the tits aren't real," Sandra commented further.

	I wasn't sure how to go about it. Sandra has always been good for biting comments. It wasn't really mean.

	So I didn't say anything and reached out to my wife. So we walked hand in hand.

	Our group took short breaks in between. After one of those occasions, Victoria and Robert suddenly found themselves with us at the end.

	"Hello," was the first voice to come from Victoria. She whispered her greeting sexy and smoky. What a sexy voice , went through my head. We returned the greeting.

	"I understand you are our next-door neighbors?"

	"As far as one can speak of neighbors at 500 meters," I interjected.

	"Yeah, well, you don't just rush over to get sugar," replied a laughing Victoria.

	I tried to see in her the puff mom, as Sandra had called her. Your club may have been more in the swingers field, but still I wasn't expecting such normal people.

	It didn't take long and I was involved in a soccer talk with Helmut. As it turned out, we were both big Kaiserslautern fans. We indulged a bit in the great old days of Kalli Feldkamp and of course the German championship under Otto Rehhagel.

	We finally reached our destination. With that, work began again for Sandra and me.

	I mainly took care of the grill together with Helmut.

	After taking care of most of the pack, I was able to take a short break. I watched as Victoria Paulsen rejoined my wife. They talked animatedly. I couldn't overhear their conversation from afar, but my imagination was starting to run away with me.

	"Your husband has a small one too?" Victoria asked her.

	"Well, maybe not much," my wife replied.

	"Not big? Or maybe rather small? I understand that you love your husband, but that's why you can still wish for something bigger.«

	"Hmm, maybe..."

	»Such a really long thick cock. Let it fill you up and you'll know what I mean. You won't want to miss it anymore. But maybe that's what worries you might?"

	"What?"

	»Not being able to do without it anymore. Once you get a real cock inside you sensed your husband's little dick was going to—"

	I shook myself. What were those thoughts again? Especially in this place. I looked over at my wife again. She was still chatting animatedly with Victoria. Maybe they were just exchanging recipes, I thought, laughing a little at myself.

	Once again I relieved Helmut at the grill, and then this part of the evening was over. That way I was able to relax too.

	I treated myself to a first beer and joined my wife. I would have loved to ask her about her conversation with Victoria, but we were seated at a table with others

	guests.

	As every year, one of the guests played the DJ and there were always couples on a small dance floor. The alcohol level rose with every hour. Some were already known as Schluckpechte from previous years, others were very reticent.

	I was somewhere in the middle. I liked drinking a beer, as well as good wine or a fine whiskey. However, the latter was not an option. Around midnight I was slightly drunk and had a little dance with my wife.

	After midnight the field slowly began to clear. The children were already in bed.

	As co-organizers we had to stay until the end.

	It was already 2 a.m. when we were finally able to head home. A small group of ten people set off on foot. I chatted with a neighbor. House by house our group shrank. I stopped short at the house of my interlocutor to say goodbye before I set off again.

	My wife was already 50 meters ahead. However, she did not run alone, but was accompanied by Victoria and Robert Paulsen. We were the last four people left.

	Even from this distance I could see that my wife and Victoria were engaged in a lively discussion. They looked around at me briefly, then Victoria exchanged a word with her husband and he stopped and waited for me.

	My gaze was forward, watching my wife's conversation.

	At the same time, Robert engaged me in conversation. It was about football again and whether we should watch a game together. In addition, the World Cup was scheduled for next summer.

	So we had plenty of topics to talk about and the actually not so long way dragged on due to our slow pace. I tried to keep track of how my wife was talking to Victoria. What was the topic this time?

	I was glad when we finally reached our house.

	"See you soon," were Victoria Paulsen's happy last words.

	After our front door locked, I looked questioningly at my wife. "See you soon?"

	»Yes, the Paulsen are taking over from the Bergers on the organizing committee.«

	"Oh. OK."

	You were always part of the committee for two consecutive festivals and then you were exchanged. So there was always someone with experience from the previous year. So the Paulsens stayed with us and we would have to organize the next street festival together with them.

	But actually nothing would be pending for the next few months. We wouldn't start organizing until the new year. So why see you soon?

	We made our way to our bedroom. I got us two more bottles of water while my wife got ready in the bathroom. When I finally stepped out of the bathroom, she was all dressed up for me, wearing the baby doll from our cruise vacation.

	I hadn't expected to end up with her that evening, but I gladly accepted the offer.

	I kissed my wife and she giggled back.

	"What?"

	"I'm sorry, but I won't soon forget this evening."

	I looked at her questioningly.

	"It turns out the brothel isn't a brothel at all."

	With a questioning "Aha" I tried to act a little surprised. Perhaps now I would learn what the conversations with Victoria had uncovered.

	»More like a swingers club, but only for regular members.«

	"Hm. Then your talks with Victoria must have been interesting.”

	"Yes," Sandra giggled again. The alcohol had made her a little talkative. »Women are the focus there.«

	"Women?" I asked again, clueless.

	"Yes, they can be happy there."

	With these words, Sandra grabbed my cock and jerked it lightly. I groaned slightly. "A whorehouse for women?" I pretended to be stupid.

	"No. Single women are not accepted. Couples only… and single men.”

	Sandra slowly jerked me on. That she put on a hand like that was almost as rare as a blowjob.

	"Individual men?" I asked again.

	"Yes," Sandra giggled again. Maybe she drank more than I thought? »Um

	… well-endowed individuals.«

	"Oh."

	My oh was less a reaction to her answer and more a reaction to my wife. Sandra had bent down and played around my penis with her tongue.

	After a minute she let go of me. She looked at me thoughtfully for a moment, then sat down on me. Before I could react, she had inserted my penis into her.

	It was half an eternity since Sandra had ridden on me. I watched her greedily.

	Sandra started to ride me slowly at first, but then quickly became wilder and my cock slipped out of her. She quickly introduced him again and rode me on.

	"Come on kid, stay in there," she softly scolded my penis as it slipped out for the third time.

	He obeyed this time. Maybe Sandra was just more careful. Three minutes later I cum inside her. Exhausted we stayed lying on top of each other.

	After recovering somewhat, I couldn't help but bring up her words. Maybe I should have left it alone?

	"Small?"

	"What?"

	"You think my penis is small?"

	“No, no, that was just a .

	I then looked at her seriously. "Hey, we're always honest with ourselves."

	“Maybe Victoria's talk just confused me. Her open way of talking about sex was interesting and funny. Good for a nice evening, but then it's been good too. In her constant crush on big cocks…”

	"You women..."

	“We women, yes. We just like to talk.«

	"Hm. You didn't have her?"

	"What not?"

	"Said like mine... how long mine..."

	'Sorry I didn't say it. She kind of knew. Said she had the experience to tell men their lengths."

	"And?"

	"And what?"

	"What was she looking at me for?"

	Sandra pressed around briefly, but it became clear to her that she would not be able to avoid an answer.

	"12, maybe 13 centimeters?"

	"Aha." In my mind, of course, I had my own measurement - four inches.

	“I think they definitely are. Maybe 14 too? Victoria said that's about average length. But as you know, I'm not that good at guessing."

	Sandra was right about that and occasionally showed it with her parking skills. Judging distances wasn't her forte.

	I preferred to keep my own measurement to myself.

	"I love you honey just the way you are."

	"I love you too."

	Those were the last words. Sandra fell asleep peacefully at my side.

	I, on the other hand, was awake longer. Of course, I was mainly concerned with my own penis length again. Luckily for me, Sandra hadn't realized how little it really was.

	Should I leave it at that? Not that she would then want a lover.

	In my imagination I saw Sandra being taken by a big cock. I noticed something happening between my legs. My cock slowly stood up again.

	I slowly crept to the toilet. While imagining Sandra being taken by another man, I jerked myself off.

	Why do you have such thoughts? Why did I get excited by the idea of my wife being taken by another man?

	Ever since I discovered the Cucky Club and what was really going on there, the thought had become increasingly arousing.

	With these thoughts I fell asleep. But I had also made the decision to get to the bottom of the matter further the next day.

	 

	CHAPTER 1 2

	Sunday belonged to the family. We also had to rest a little.

	On Monday I first sat down in my office and processed a few inquiries and telephoned a customer.

	Shortly before noon, the topic of cuckold came up in my mind again.

	I decided to get a little smarter.

	The first thing I tried was a search for "cuckold." However, little of relevance came to light.

	Years ago I was active in a marketing forum. Back then, forums were still very popular - before Facebook. Maybe there was an opportunity to exchange ideas with others?

	So I tried a search for "cuckold forum" and lo and behold there were quite a few forums to choose from. I chose one at random and clicked through the many sub-forums and discussions. I didn't expect so many people to deal with this topic.

	I read through many different discussions and took away many new insights.

	Some things were interesting and instructive - others rather frightening.

	In particular, I took with me that there were many men who liked to watch their wives having sex with another man. It was not uncommon for better-endowed men to take the husband's place.

	All those thoughts were humiliating. And yet I felt pleasure again. I imagined again my wife being taken by a big - a really big -

	tail was taken. How she got worried - to orgasm. I had probably never been able to give her that before. An orgasm with my cock alone, or with the help of my mouth, hands, or toys.

	Sandra called me to eat and I quickly closed all the windows. It was certainly not really relevant anyway. My wife loved me too much to share a bed with another man.

	 

	CHAPTER 1 3

	For the moment, the topic calmed down again. I was very busy with a new customer. For this I created a comprehensive online marketing concept.

	The last day of July was a Sunday and my wife surprised me.

	"Peter?"

	"We have to go to the Paulsens in the morning?"

	"What?" came back from me, surprised. Did my wife just announce we had to go to the cucky club?

	"The Bergers are coming too," came back in an apologetic tone. “The cash register still has to be handed over. Lydia called me. She wouldn't have known how she could turn down the Paulsen's invitation."

	'But we can't? Who knows what's going on there?'

	I wasn't that upset. I was more worried about letting my wife into such a club.

	"What's going on on a Monday morning?"

	She wasn't entirely wrong. We were probably invited on a Monday morning because we wouldn't see any guests then.

	"We have to go there," I relented. Of course, I was also very excited to be able to take a look inside the club.

	A nervous night later the time had come.

	"Let's walk," Sandra invited me. It was a beautiful and sunny morning - 500 meters through nature was no problem.

	"It's remarkable what they've done with the property."

	I agreed with my wife. The large villa shone in new splendor and the surroundings also made an extremely well-kept impression.

	We tried the main entrance. There was a bell there. I nervously took over the pressing.

	We had to wait a moment, then Robert Paulsen opened the door for us.

	"Hello, come in," he greeted us warmly. Just like when friends came to visit.

	There was a small cloakroom in the entrance area. Because of the warm weather we didn't have to take anything off. Robert led us through a small hallway into a large hall. I

	was able to discover two counters and plenty of seating. In addition, a large dance floor in front of a small stage. It could also have been a normal nightclub.

	We crossed the room through another hallway. Most doors were closed. I was able to discover a small wellness oasis including a whirlpool through a half-open door.

	For us it went straight through the house. Our way ended on the well-known terrace. Victoria Paulsen and Helmut Berger were already sitting there.

	"Hello, nice that you could come," Victoria greeted us very friendly. She got up and gave us a quick kiss on the cheek.

	"Please sit down. Coffee?"

	We agreed and Victoria sent her husband to get coffee.

	"Lydia couldn't come?" my wife asked in the direction of Helmut Berger.

	'Oh no, she'll be right there. Had to do something first.”

	The atmosphere seemed tense. Somehow you had the feeling that something was in the air. Only Victoria Paulsen didn't show anything. She seemed to be in good spirits.

	Victoria's husband brought us the coffee. Lydia Berger also joined our group. She made a slightly worn-out impression. Maybe she had walked the way as well? We started handing over the cash register and other formalities.

	However, I had little to do with any of this. Finally, Helmut was responsible for the cash register and the women took care of the handover.

	'Ah, before I forget. While the rest do the counting, I need a man's strong arms for a moment. Could your Peter help us out for a bit?”

	To my irritation, Victoria hadn't put the question to me, but to my wife.

	"Sure," she said only briefly.

	"Thank you, are you coming?"

	I got up and followed Victoria back to the villa. She hooked one arm on mine.

	"You've landed a beautiful woman there."

	"Uh, yeah," I replied, irritated.

	“Okay, can you take the three sacks up here? Just go up the stairs and you can put it down at the end of the hall.«

	"Of course no problem."

	After all, they were sacks weighing 25 kg. I could understand that she couldn't even wear them herself. But couldn't her husband have done that?

	"Thanks. Can you find your way back to the terrace afterwards?”

	"Naturally."

	With that, Victoria made her way back. I looked at the first sack and grabbed it.

	25 kg are not to be scoffed at. Above all, the bag was also a bit unwieldy. But within seconds I was up the stairs and on my way to the end of the hallway. Here I put the sack down.

	I was about to head back when something stopped me. Didn't I hear something?

	I listened again more closely and was now sure to hear a moan. Clearly a moan of a sexual nature.

	Two steps down a side passage and the source was found. A door stood a crack

	wide open. Before my eyes a couple were enjoying themselves.

	The man was muscular and tanned. His face had disappeared between the woman's legs. She had clawed her hands in his hair and moaned loudly and without any inhibition.

	The man slowly began to work his way up and kissed all over her body. Sucked briefly on her breast and then pushed a little higher. I could watch closely as their tongues played wildly with each other.

	"Fuck me, fuck me!" Came the woman a little desperately. She was obviously in a hurry and very much needed.

	The man leaned back. Without putting his hands on it, he put his penis head on the woman's column.

	"Come on then," he grinned smugly.

	The woman slowly pushed herself towards him and impaled herself on his cock. When she had completely absorbed him, she paused for a moment and visibly took a deep breath.

	The man now grabbed her pelvis. He pushed gently into her a couple of times. But his pace quickly increased and a wild fuck developed.

	As a result, the woman had escalated her moans to a scream. I looked around. The coast seemed clear. So I gave in to my own cravings and unwrapped my own cock. Immediately I started with fast masturbation movements.

	The wild fuck continued at different speeds. With a wild scream, the woman finally announced her orgasm. This was no less wild than the previous sex between the two.

	I too couldn't hold myself back at this sight. Suddenly and unexpectedly, it spurted out of me. Rarely had I hosed down with such force. My sperm shot down three times and landed on the door. My penis head was also smeared.

	Time to retire and see where I could clean my penis. I turned to the left and got a fright.

	Victoria Paulsen was standing on the corner. She was leaning against the wall and watching me calmly. In my excitement I had forgotten all caution and concentrated only on the spectacle before my eyes.

	I would have preferred to sunk into the ground. I quickly turned away. I wanted to stash my penis even if it would smudge my pants.

	“Hey, not so fast. Clean up first,” Victoria whispered to me. She had taken quick, short steps towards me and was already standing next to me. She put a handkerchief in my hand.

	"Please my door first and then your cock."

	What choice did I have? I crouched slightly. My sperm was already drying but could still be seen. I carefully wiped it away. I didn't want to draw the attention of the still very busy couple.

	Victoria, on the other hand, had other ideas. Unabashedly she pushed the door open.

	"Hallo Tanja. Hello Tom. Don't let us bother you. We'll just clean the door quickly."

	But they allowed themselves to be disturbed and I suddenly felt like the center of attention.

	"New members?" Tanja asked with interest.

	"Candidates," Victoria replied.

	»But definitely a Cucky.« With these words I literally felt Tanja's eyes

	my cock. It had shrunk in the meantime and only peeked out a little bit from my pants.

	"Come on, let's give the cucky a little show."

	With these words, Tanja sat down on her partner's big cock. I couldn't help but sneak a peek at them. More looks followed and I felt my breathing getting heavier again.

	Despite my discovery and the words of Tanja and Victoria right next to me. I couldn't prevent it. My cock slowly stood up again. When I got up again, it was fully extended again.

	"Nice sight," Victoria asked me in a slightly sardonic tone.

	I just wanted to quickly wipe my cock clean and then finally leave this spectacle behind me. Despite all the excitement, the situation was above all very embarrassing for me.

	“You're welcome to treat yourself to a second release. Tanja and Tom like spectators.

	right?”

	"Yes, you're welcome to come in," Tanja replied.

	"I'll leave you alone. You will surely find the way.«

	Before I could react, Victoria had started back. I stood there a little like the proverbial "watered poodle" - completely undecided.

	Before my eyes Tanja rode on her Tom. My penis literally throbbed at the sight.

	"Come in. Take a closer look.”

	I was still undecided. Looked back, but Victoria was gone. But what about my wife? I didn't see it as cheating and she had no problem masturbating. I could only hope she didn't get me. That would just be damn embarrassing.

	I stood next to the bed. From here I could watch exactly how the big cock shot into Tanja again and again.

	"Take your pants down and jerk off your little cock, or don't you like me?"

	I automatically followed her request and pushed down my trousers including my underpants. My hand found my cock. Slowly, carefully and still a bit unsure, I began to satisfy myself.

	"Do you like watching big cocks at work?"

	I remained silent.

	“I asked you something… Cuckold. Do you like watching big cocks at work?”

	This time Tanja's voice had become a little more definite. She expected an answer.

	I saw no choice but to give her these. So I said a quiet "yes".

	"I thought so. You should become a member. Just out of consideration for your wife. It's not fair to deny her such a beauty. What husband would be so selfish? Certainly not a good one.”

	With her last words, she let the entire penis slip out of her and waved it provocatively back and forth with her hand.

	I couldn't help but stare at this scene. He was long and fat.

	“Imagine him in your wife. How he slowly slides in and stretches your wife nicely.

	Makes her really horny and takes care of her properly ... yes, very nice. Play on you.«

	I had accelerated my masturbation and Tanja seemed to like it. She briefly changed positions and now let herself be taken doggy style. So I now saw her large breasts hanging down.

	As I had just arrived, it took me a little longer.

	For the grand finale, the two had changed position again. Tom now jerked himself off and then cummed on her breasts.

	Of course, this meant that I could follow exactly how his sperm flew in a large arc onto her upper body and was distributed there. It seemed to have no end.

	I watched the spectacle fascinated and sprayed myself. But this time I used the handkerchief.

	I took another deep breath and began to tuck my penis back into place.

	"Hey," I heard from the bed on the way to the door and turned around again. "Keep our little experience in mind. Think about it and imagine you weren't watching me, you were watching your wife. That would certainly be much hotter!? My Rüdiger always likes it when he can watch me ... see you soon.«

	With that, Tanja turned back to her Tom. I saw her cleaning his penis with her lips as I disappeared around the corner.

	I turned another corner and stood for a moment. I had to catch my breath and calm down. My heart was still pumping like crazy. This was hands down the craziest experience of my life. But it was probably the hottest experience I've had so far. But there was no time to think now. I was long gone. It was overdue to head back.

	I had been interested in what was going on in this building before. On the way back to the terrace I took a closer look around. Above all, I pricked up my ears. However, no other clear noises could be heard. That was probably not that unusual on a Monday morning.

	Suddenly, on the last few meters to the terrace, Victoria and my wife joined them.

	"Ah, ready? Everything done?” Victoria asked me immediately. Again in a slightly sardonic tone.

	"Yes," was my brief reply.

	"Nice. Thanks. I briefly showed Sandra our plans for our wellness oasis. If we ever have an expert on site.«

	My wife worked for a company that planned, built and sometimes also operated wellness areas.

	»Yes, you have the right expert at hand. She can go on and on about the subject.«

	I was just happy to steer the conversation in this direction. Not that my wife suddenly asked why I had been away for so long.

	Back at the pool, the Bergers were already gone. I didn't bring it up, but assumed they were on their way home.

	Victoria forced another cup of coffee on us. Neither my wife nor I managed to stop them. I sensed that my wife would also rather go home.

	After this cup of coffee it was finally time. Victoria led us back to the front through the garden.

	We stopped a few times and Victoria and my wife chatted about design options. Without a doubt, it was a dream garden. However, I was not really enthusiastic about gardens.

	Hidden from the street we saw a second parking lot. There were at least six cars here. I hesitated for a moment at a blue Volkswagen, but then immediately dismissed my thoughts. The Bergers drove such a car. But they were home long ago.

	Sandra and I made our way home quite quietly. My wife had taken my hand and I was enjoying the sun on my face.

	With every step we put between us and the Cucky Club I felt like a weight was lifted from me. I was glad when we were home and I could crawl into my office.

	My wife only worked 20 hours a week and was quite free to organize her time.

	That day she stayed at home. While I was working, she would take the kids out. New summer clothes were in demand.

	Alone at home I had a lot of time to think again. So I brooded over my latest experiences.

	This time I had been a voyeur up close. Not only that, but this time I was being watched too.

	I got to see Tanja's wild lust. Where did this come from? Was it the big penis?

	Was it sex with anyone other than her own husband? Why was he obviously not enough for her? Why did her husband accept this arrangement?

	Which inevitably led to another question: Was I good enough for my wife? I had never actually considered our sex to be really bad. But I had never seen the ecstasy and lust in her that Tanja had shown today. Was it me? Was it my wife?

	I felt something stir between my legs for the third time that day.

	My thoughts had brought me up to speed again.

	I couldn't help but make myself cum a third time that day.

	Although not much came out. First, I slipped back into the observer role. Watched Tanja once more as she rode Tom. But then it was my wife I was watching. I let her ride Tom in my mind's eye. Watched her face contort with pleasure.

	How could I have become so perverted in such a short time?

	 

	CHAPTER 1 4

	A little calm returned to us. I worked a lot and we spent the free time with the children and enjoyed the holiday season.

	On a Wednesday I drove to a customer in Cologne. The appointment was already in the morning and so I came back in the late afternoon.

	To my surprise, I practically handed over the handle with Victoria. She greeted me briefly and then made her way home.

	"What was she doing here?"

	"Have a coffee and a little gossip," was my wife's unsatisfactory reply. "Is that all?"

	Secretly, I was worried that she might tell her about my little observation.

	"You know what we women are like," was my wife's no less meaningless reply.

	I left it at that.

	 

	CHAPTER 1 5

	That night we lay in bed next to each other. We both had our tablets in our hands.

	My wife was reading a book - certainly one of her romance novels. I, in turn, did research for my work.

	However, I couldn't let go of Victoria's visit.

	"What was Victoria really doing here?" I asked again.

	“Gossiping. That's what I said."

	“Do you really think we should hang out with her. Doesn't that reflect badly on us? And what if the kids find out what she does for a living?”

	"Isn't it always you who says not to care so much about other people's opinions?"

	I had a hard time arguing against that. I really thought that you shouldn't always give a damn about it, but live your life as you please. However, I myself was more bad than good at living by this principle.

	"Hm," was my reaction.

	Victoria looked at me thoughtfully.

	'I have something to tell you - confess to you. Please promise not to get angry."

	"Okay?" I answered very slowly.

	'When we were visiting the Paulsens, you were away for a while. Isn't that where Victoria introduced me to her plans for a spa?”

	"Yes?" I asked when Victoria paused.

	"That wasn't all... we also saw something else."

	I felt my heart start pumping. I expected - or rather feared - that they had seen me.

	“We watched a couple… having sex. Suddenly there was this door and it was open a crack. Victoria stopped and...I couldn't help but glance briefly...and then...the gaze lengthened a little. I… I'm sorry.”

	My wife's story reminded me fatally of my own. Victoria wasn't a bad person - I was pretty sure of that. But she seemed a little devious. We just seemed like playthings to them.

	The more I thought about it, the clearer my picture became. Victoria had a clear goal. She wanted to make us members of the club.

	"Peter?" my wife asked after a few seconds of my silence.

	What should I tell her now? I had had no problem withholding my experience from her. But if I didn't confess it to her now, it would be

	equate to a lie. That wasn't the way we conducted our marriage. We gave ourselves our freedom. Not everything had to be said. But there were red lines, and without discussion, everyone pretty much knew where they were.

	»Sandra…I have something to tell you…confess. I had a similar experience to yours. Also a door open… also just a crack and a couple having fun.”

	It was quiet for a moment.

	"Hm," came from Sandra and then she laughed. "I think Victoria wants to make us members of the club."

	"I have that impression too."

	"That explains a lot," Sandra continued. Leaving open what this explained, though?”

	"Explained?"

	"She likes to talk a lot about sex... and... er... well... the merits of well-endowed men."

	"I see," came back from me sadly.

	"Hey," came back from my wife. "You've always been enough for me."

	Maybe she wanted to appease me with that. But that little word still hit me deeply. Be it the amount of porn, my moments as a voyeur and last but not least my close observation in the Cucky Club. I was unsure. I had increasing doubts that I could offer my wife great sexual fulfillment.

	"What's going on?" my wife asked me. She noticed that something was on my mind.

	"When you observed ... there ... the man had, was he well equipped?" I stuttered back slightly.

	Sandra looked at me thoughtfully and then answered with a simple "yes".

	"Wouldn't you like to experience... something like that?"

	"Honey, I love you and you love me. That's the most important."

	Oh god , I thought. That was almost a hint to me with the fence post that she would like to one day. I was the big obstacle, so to speak.

	"It's late, let's go to sleep." With that, my wife ended the discussion.

	But I couldn't think about sleeping yet. My wife wanted to experience a big cock. I was sure of that now, or at least I told myself so.

	At least in my imagination I wanted to experience it too. But we were not allowed to implement it. The thought scared me. What if my Sandra would find a real man? could i lose her to him

	 

	CHAPTER 1 6

	We ignored the issue for the next few days. None of us really knew how to deal with it. Certainly it was also fear that made us ignore the subject. As long as we didn't deal with it, nothing could change the status quo.

	The next morning my wife was surprisingly clingy. I was able to enjoy several kisses and some hugs. She also brought me a fresh coffee. The words "I love you" were also repeated several times.

	All of this would not have been unusual on its own. In this accumulation, however, suspicious. But I couldn't make sense of it.

	My wife went to work at 10am. She wouldn't come back until evening. Shortly after she left the house, the doorbell rang.

	"Eh, hello?" were my awkward words after opening the door for the visitor. In front of me stood Victoria.

	"Hello."

	"Aren't you going to invite me in?" There was another second of silence.

	"Sandra isn't here," I hastened to say.

	'It doesn't matter. No, that actually fits quite well. I wanted to talk to you."

	"With me?" I managed more worriedly than questioning.

	Victoria didn't wait any longer for an answer and practically ushered me into the house.

	'Why don't we sit on the terrace. The weather is so nice today. And would you have a cool orange juice for me?'

	I escorted Victoria through the house. Then I got her the orange juice, while there was only water for me.

	"How are you?" Victoria finally continued when I was finally able to sit down.

	"Good," I answered cautiously again.

	"Good? Hm? Also recovered from your little experience? Tanja was very enthusiastic and immediately recommended that you join the club.«

	"That's it!?" I asked, a little louder than I had planned.

	"What?" Victoria asked, unfazed.

	“You want to lure us into your club. Make me one of those cuckolds?”

	“I only make offers. Maybe I can help to open up new perspectives.

	The decision is then yours alone. Don't tell me the thought doesn't bother you

	always aroused. That really couldn't be overlooked."

	“Sandra is my wife. I can't let her fuck around!"

	»We have the 21st century. You can decide for yourself what you want. There are enough open relationships.«

	"But it's only a matter of time before she falls for one of these guys."

	'It's unlikely. After ten years as a cuckold, my husband hasn't lost me either. But on the contrary. I think our relationship has gained a lot.«

	"Robert is...?"

	“Robert is my cuckold. There is a good reason why we founded the club. You don't come up with an idea like that without a certain interest in the subject,” Victoria admitted with a laugh.

	"And now I'm supposed to...?" Somehow I wasn't able to finish the sentences in those moments. Maybe I just didn't want to say it.

	'Like I said, I don't want anything. I only make offers. The question is, what do you want?

	Don't fool me. The thought closes. That couldn't be overlooked. And a good husband would not allow his wife such an experience. Can't she get banged properly once in her life?”

	'I don't think Sandra could - wanted to. She loves Me."

	'And you love her. That's out of the question. I also love my Robert and he loves me.

	Sex is sex and love is love.«

	"I could lose her."

	“You think you might lose her. That's part of being a cuckold. It also took Robert a long time to learn that he will not lose me. The mixture of fear and desire makes the early days something very special.«

	"Hmm... I'm enough for my Sandra," I replied defiantly.

	"Do you think? No offense, but how many wives tell their husbands that they think his cock is a little too small? Good, find it a little way too small? Would like to let off steam voluptuously with a real guy. Want to be stretched and explored by a thick long cock?”

	I kept quiet. Victoria stood up and looked down at me.

	"I have to go. Maybe take a look in your wife's drawer. You might find something interesting there.”

	Victoria turned and left. I could only look at her questioningly. I didn't have the strength to get up and walk her out. Our conversation weighed heavily on me.

	 

	CHAPTER 1 7

	I brought our glasses back into the house. I stopped at the stairs, undecided.

	What was the hint on my wife's drawer?

	My curiosity was of course piqued. I would hate to rummage through my wife's drawers. But it wasn't really that bad either.

	I needed an answer and so it went up the stairs with quick steps. Always two steps with one step. I stopped for a moment in our bedroom.

	My wife had some drawers. This included a bedside table and a chest of drawers. The first thing I did was quickly peek into her nightstand. But there didn't seem to be anything exciting there.

	The top drawer of her dresser mostly contained socks and stockings.

	One floor down it got more exciting. This is where her underwear was found. But there was nothing really exciting here either.

	At the bottom, my wife stored her special underwear. The lingerie she put on to feel extra sexy and I got to see when she tried to seduce me. This included selected panties, bras, babydolls and the like.

	I started on the left and pushed her laundry back and forth. The result was not surprising. Her vibrator came out.

	Your little pink friend was well known to me. Just as I was allowed to masturbate, she could of course lend a hand if necessary. I rarely got to see him active myself.

	Well, the little pink friend was a little bit taller than me. But my wife still had to hold him somewhere.

	I pushed the vibrator back into the back corner. Push a little further. Was there something else?

	I pulled it out with my hand. A long black dildo appeared. It was new and you could see it too.

	Slightly shocked, I took two steps backwards and sat down on the bed. I still had the dildo in my hand.

	How long was this? Definitely a lot longer than I was equipped with. And fat too. I felt a little uncomfortable, but tried to put a single hand around him. But this wasn't quite enough. I couldn't keep up with the size either.

	I needed answers - needed to know exactly. After a few seconds I was back with a tape measure. First I wanted to know the length. The dildo had a kind of small

	stand. From there to the top it was 22 centimeters.

	I literally couldn't spit. My wife had held this giant in her hand.

	That would give her a good idea of how little I had to offer her. Wouldn't she definitely want to make me a cuckold now? Could she really do without it?

	I placed the dildo on the dresser and noticed that the foot acted as a suction cup.

	Back on our bed, I pushed down my pants.

	My penis had already erected. Seeing the direct comparison in front of my eyes shocked me again. But I also felt my cock twitch. Despite all my wife's concerns and fears, I couldn't deny that I was aroused at the same time.

	With the big black dildo in front of my eyes, I slowly began to masturbate. I couldn't take my eyes off the dildo. In my imagination I saw my wife in front of me. She pushed him deep inside her. I could take him in completely.

	"Faster," "deeper," and "take me" were words she uttered in my mind.

	So it didn't take long and I squirt in high arcs on our carpet. I quickly hurried to clean this again and let the dildo disappear again.

	Later I sat in my office. Actually, I wanted to work. But my thoughts were too confused for that. So I wasn't really productive.

	Where did the big dildo come from? Did my wife buy it? Maybe secretly?

	Victoria must have edited them too. She had succumbed to it and yet had to feel something big inside.

	Above all, I felt a little inferior. My cock compared to this giant. That was quite a difference.

	Nothing helped. I had only one choice. I had to confront my wife.

	 

	CHAPTER 1 8

	In the evening I plucked up courage and spoke to my wife about my find.

	"Victoria was here today," I began the conversation.

	"Oh, did she want to see me?"

	"No I do not think so. She probably wanted to see me.«

	"Aha? She wanted to edit you? right?” came from my clearly amused wife.

	"Yeah... don't seem to mind?"

	"Should it?"

	"I don't know. Maybe a little bit?"

	“She doesn't want to lure you into bed with another woman. Then all hell would break loose. I can promise you that.«

	"So I can't, but you can?"

	"Who says that?" said my now suddenly angry wife.

	"Isn't that the goal here?"

	“If that's your goal. It's not mine."

	"Hm," was my brief reply. Should I bring up the dildo?

	"Peter. We've been married for so long - happily married. Have a great little family.

	Victoria plays with us. Why don't we play along and have fun?"

	"How is this suppossed to work?"

	'Well, don't you find their stories a little arousing? Didn't you feel like watching the Cucky Club? I have to admit that it never ceased to whet my mind. not yours?”

	"But already."

	"So let her talk? What we do is our business, isn't it? Maybe she'll let us watch one more time?"

	Sandra grabbed my pants with her hand.

	"Uh oh, did our little chat make you horny?"

	No answer was necessary to this rhetorical question. Especially since she was obvious.

	My hard-on pressed against my pants once more.

	"Come," my wife asked me and led me by her hand in the direction of the bedroom. "I have something else to show you."

	My wife placed me on the bed. My eyes on the dresser. A moment later she was holding the black dildo - which I was already familiar with.

	Sandra placed the dildo on the dresser - just like I did earlier in the day.

	"I know him," I admitted.

	"What? From where?"

	"Victoria. She told me I would find something in your drawer. Don't be mad at me,' I finished with a pleading look.

	"It was clear," Sandra groaned. "I'm sure she didn't tell you where that thing came from."

	"No?"

	"She gave it to me."

	"Oh."

	'Don't worry, it was still wrapped in plastic. She got me to unwrap it in front of her eyes. Said to be an original replica made by a Cucky Club member.”

	With this message, my eyes went to the dildo again.

	"But? Are you sure? Is he like that?'

	"Big?" Sandra finished my question. 'At least that's what she said. The packaging said 22 centimeters.«

	“Then she wants to convince you with the… that thing?”

	“Yes. She thinks it's for you,' Sandra admitted sheepishly.

	"For me?"

	why for me What should I do with a giant plastic cock?

	"She says that way you'll see what you're keeping from me."

	"Am I?"

	"What?"

	"Have something been withheld from you?" I asked sheepishly.

	"Treasure. You are all I need to be happy.«

	"I love you too. But love is love and sex is sex..."

	'Oh stop it. Did Victoria tell you that too!?” my wife snapped.

	Sandra pushed me onto the bed and sat on me. We started kissing and slowly undressing.

	Before I knew it, my cock disappeared into my wife's mouth. After a short sucking session, she got her body moving again and before I knew it, she was placing her privates over my head.

	We had tried the 69 a few times before. But that was at least ten years ago -

	probably more. Maybe before the kids?

	I liked the position. Of course, because I was only too happy to feel my wife's tongue on me.

	But I also liked to satisfy her with my tongue.

	I immediately set to work. To my surprise, Sandra was already very wet.

	Had she perhaps excited our conversation?

	It wasn't long before I felt myself getting closer to orgasm. But Sandra also felt this and let go of me. So it was up to me to lick her to orgasm. Then she placed herself directly on me and let me slide into her.

	My gaze slid over to the black dildo. Sandra noticed my look.

	"Here is playing the music."

	I looked at my wife - specifically as my cock slid inside her. I imagined it would be the big dildo.

	"Have you tried it?" I asked tentatively.

	"No, I do not know. He is so big …"

	To get a better picture of how it slid into my wife, I looked over at the dildo again.

	Before I knew it, Sandra jumped off me. She grabbed the dildo and brought it back onto the bed.

	"Is it that what you want? Do you want to see that thick long cock in me? Should I sink him deep inside me? Fuck me properly with it? Tell me. Tell me!"

	After that little tirade, I looked uncertainly at my wife.

	“I just want you to be happy. satisfied?"

	Sandra threw the dildo aside. He landed on the floor with a thump. She climbed back on me. After a short wild ride I cum inside her.

	Later, after a shower, my wife lay next to me in bed. I took her in my arms.

	"Are you okay?" I asked her. Especially considering her little tirade.

	"Yes."

	"But?"

	"I have to think. Can we adjourn?”

	"Naturally."

	Ponder? About what? I racked my brains. Made wild speculations. Was it just about the dildo or maybe something more?

	 

	CHAPTER 1 9

	A particularly busy week began for us on the following Monday. Sandra's sister would get married. Accordingly, she had to help out.

	Hen party on Wednesday and registry office and big celebration on Friday also kept me busy.

	The bachelorette party was to take place in her parents' garden. Among other things, my wife and I have to ensure that drinks are refilled. It was inevitable that we too were repeatedly asked to join in the drinking.

	Of course, we often declined or had non-alcoholic drinks ready. Around midnight we were also slightly drunk.

	Our table neighbors were briefly in the fresh air. That gave us a little togetherness.

	Sandra sat on my lap. She put her arms around my neck. A few short kisses followed.

	She looked at me laughing.

	"What's so funny?"

	"I can feel you."

	"What?"

	"Your cock," she whispered in my ear. "Which of the men is fucking me in your mind?"

	"None," I hastened to say. That was also the truth. My wife's firm butt was more than enough to get me going.

	»Hm … when I was out with my sister on Saturday, there were exciting things to hear.«

	My wife giggled again. I waited patiently.

	"Your future husband is pretty well hung," she whispered to me.

	Her fiancé was 1.90 meters tall. Maybe he was stocked halfway proportionally?

	'But not only him. Lisa has gushed over her new boyfriend. She means almost 20 centimeters … if you knew about our Blacky?”

	"Blacky?"

	“The dildo… nine inches, after all.”

	Sandra slipped back and forth on me. With that she rubbed my penis and increased my arousal. Her devious expression made it clear that she knew exactly what she was doing to me.

	"Do you want to see him in me?"

	Sandra's gaze penetrated me. Did I want to see Blacky in her? And if I wanted to.

	But I was afraid of the consequences.

	Fear that it would open all the floodgates. Blacky would show her what she was missing. First Blacky and then a visit to the Cucky Club to experience a real Blacky?

	"So, what's on? Doesn't the thought make you horny too? mmm So horny?'

	Which made me realize what my wife wanted. She wanted to try the dildo. Once again I felt her movements massage my penis.

	"Oh God," I blurted out.

	"Was that a yes?"

	"Yes."

	"HM okay."

	I saw our table neighbors slowly coming back at the door.

	"I love you," were my wife's last words before she slipped off my lap.

	It took a while for me to forget our conversation and for my hard-on to calm down.

	 

	CHAPTER 2 0

	At 2 o'clock we could finally say goodbye to the bachelorette party. We left the field to the young people.

	At home I let my wife go first in the bathroom. When I finally got back to our bedroom, I was shocked.

	My wife lay on the bed in front of me. Her bosom and crotch were uncovered. A babydoll barely covered the rest.

	Between her legs was the big black dildo - Blacky.

	"Are you keeping your promise? are you fucking me With Blacky?'

	I felt my panties twitch immediately. My penis said yes. I stood undecided for a moment. Then my lust won out. I slowly climbed onto Sandra's bed.

	The dildo stood between my wife's legs and towered high. Could this really be a scale replica? Why was the world so unfair?

	Sandra leaned forward and pulled my underpants down. I then freed myself completely from her.

	I was a little lacking in visual protection. My penis was erect, sticking out hard and stiff. But Blacky - the dildo - stood between my wife's legs. The direct comparison was impressive, almost frightening and also a little depressing. A cock that size - plastic or real - I couldn't keep up with.

	"Take him," came almost inaudibly from my wife. But I could hear her greed in her words. My penis twitched again - this time in freedom.

	I followed my wife's request and took the dildo in hand. It wasn't the first time, but in front of my wife it still took some getting used to. Somewhere in the world supposedly a man was walking around with this penis.

	Sandra grabbed my hand. Together we led the dildo to her opening. She was wet and greasy. I looked at her in surprise.

	My wife recognized my questioning look and pointed to her bedside table. There was a can - probably a lubricating gel? She was well prepared, was Victoria responsible for this?

	Together we introduced Blacky. Very slowly and only a few centimetres.

	"Wait," came from Sandra. I looked up and saw her twisted face. "Very slowly …

	in and out very slowly… not deeper yet.”

	She now sat back and let me do the work myself.

	I directed my eyes back between her legs. Her labia encircled the

	dildos. It shouldn't look any different inside her. Blacky should fill it out and maybe give her completely new feelings? things I couldn't?

	I slowly pulled the dildo out and in again. Over and over again. Sandra moaned slightly. Her hands began massaging her breasts.

	Imperceptibly, I thrust deeper into her. When I was able to sink the dildo halfway into Sandra, I paused for a moment.

	"You okay?" I asked her.

	"Oh God, yes," came the visibly agitated reply.

	"We're halfway there now?"

	"Good, that's enough for today."

	"OK."

	“Fuck me now. Fuck me with Blacky!«

	I continued my movements. Out and back in. Always up to about half of the dildo. Sandra let herself go more and more and my penis jumped again and again.

	So far I had used both hands. Now I tried to get by with one hand.

	My free hand found its way to my own cock. I too needed redemption.

	The slowness was long gone. I fucked Sandra faster and faster. She screamed louder and louder and moved wildly back and forth - it's a good thing that we had no storms that night.

	"Yeah yeah...fuck me, fuck me...shove that big thing in me...this is so good...so hot."

	Sandra's exclamations of lust were perhaps not particularly original, but they obviously came directly from her lust center. I have never seen them so obscene. That really said a lot to me about how sexually aroused she was. How she liked that big dildo.

	I wasn't much different. Only with difficulty could I prevent a premature ejaculation. However, I avoided speaking.

	Finally, Sandra exploded in a grand finale. My eyes wandered from her shame to her face. This showed rapture, bliss and relief.

	I didn't feel any different at this sight and only seconds after my wife I knew no stopping and squirt my juice on the bed covers.

	Exhausted, I lay down next to my wife. We looked at each other wordlessly and kissed briefly. Then we fell asleep hugging each other.

	 

	CHAPTER 2 1

	The next morning we slept in. It was almost 10am when we woke up. But there was no need to rush. The children stayed with my in-laws.

	My eyes fell to the left. The dildo lay on the floor. We hadn't stowed it away.

	What would last night mean? Would she change anything now that Sandra had felt such a giant inside her?

	"Blacky?" my wife laughed, picking up the dildo. She didn't seem to have a problem with the way our night went.

	"Come on." Using her hand, she pulled me up and on toward the bathroom. Blacky ended up in the sink there. "I'll clean it up later."

	Sandra briefly stopped the shower. A moment later we stood together under this one. For a long minute we just enjoyed the refreshing water. I closed my eyes and enjoyed the cool water. While I hadn't been dead drunk last night, I rarely drank more than two or three drinks.

	I felt Sandra's lips on mine. A moment later I pinned her to the wall and we flexed our tongues. Her hand found its way between my legs.

	My penis quickly erected and was ready for use.

	Sandra pushed herself up the wall and hugged me. She slowly introduced my cock into herself.

	"Cautious. I'm still a little... sore? Down there.”

	My lust would now have been enough for a wild fuck, but I remained cautious. If Blacky could fit in there, shouldn't my cock be able to break a lot?

	While I pushed Sandra up and down, we kissed again. In between, Sandra slipped in “I love you”. We've said this to ourselves over and over again, but lately it's been increasing.

	Was it perhaps a covert clue? No matter if Blacky or even another man, did our love last?

	Our slow fuck turned wild after all and I felt my penis start to twitch. I would come soon. Before my eyes I saw again how Blacky had filled my wife. What pleasure it had given her.

	After our shower we lay down on the bed in our bathrobes. We could start the day calmly. I leaned my back against the head side. Sandra lay in my arms with her head on my chest.

	"So how was last night?" she asked me.

	"Interesting?"

	“Should I be alone with … Blacky in the future?”

	So she liked it, was my first thought. She wanted to feel something big inside of her again. Could I really blame her for this? It was predictable. Maybe it was better if I played along?

	"You can ... but we can also let him play again."

	"Then you don't mind?"

	"What?"

	"That he's... so tall?"

	Or to put it another way, that I'm not really well endowed?

	“It was nice to see you enjoying the lust. Totally let you go,' I admitted. "Blacky is tall, but is that part of it?"

	"For what reason?"

	»To be able to look at you in this perfect ecstasy. The…the…” I fell silent, did I really want to finish this sentence?

	"They?" Sandra asked immediately.

	“I've never seen you do that before. Never that intense. Especially not with my cock.”

	Now it was out - pronounced.

	“Oh darling I love you. You have given me so much love and pleasure over the years.«

	Sandra turned her head. Her hand grabbed my cheek. She kissed me briefly.

	"But not as much as Blacky?"

	"You liked Blacky too," Sandra said, refusing an answer. "We'll just have a little more variety in bed in the future."

	I left it at that. I didn't want to deprive my wife of this pleasure. Besides, she was right. The sight made me happy. I wanted to relive him the same way. Few things were more beautiful than seeing my wife in this ecstasy.

	Maybe the development also meant that we were having more sex again? I had found this idea appealing to me over the past few weeks. I had no problem masturbating on a daily basis. But the warm body of my wife was a completely different experience.

	 

	CHAPTER 2 2

	The game with Blacky repeated on Friday after the wedding. This time, however, under the influence of less alcohol. My wife was even quite sober. She offered to be the driver.

	But that didn't change the fact that she could really let herself go with Blacky. Maybe her feelings didn't leave her any other choice? Again it was my job to fuck her with Blacky.

	When I wanted to put my hands on myself again, my wife stopped me.

	Instead, she maneuvered us into a 69.

	Now she was sucking my cock while I thrust the dildo into her. It was an incredibly exciting experience for me.

	Of course I liked the blowjob. In addition, before my eyes, my wife's shame, which wrapped itself tightly around the dildo again.

	I fucked her faster and faster and heard her screams of pleasure. She let go of my penis for a moment in order to be able to devote herself entirely to her orgasm. Then she immediately attacked me again and it didn't take long for me to squirt deep into her mouth.

	That was certainly one of my most beautiful sexual experiences in recent years.

	 

	CHAPTER 2 3

	At the latest after that night, Blacky was an integral part of our love life.

	But it did not stop.

	It was a Friday evening when my wife surprised me once more. It was just before midnight. The house was quiet and the offspring were already fast asleep.

	When Sandra followed me to our room and locked the door behind us, I knew right away that we would still have fun.

	But I was surprised when she turned on the TV.

	"Honey, I picked a movie for us," she announced, lying half-naked in my arms.

	Technically we were perfectly equipped. My wife was able to use a tablet to operate our television and stream a film from the internet.

	To my surprise, she had chosen a movie on a porn site. After a few moments, it appeared on our TV.

	"Interesting," I commented, amused.

	"Hey, porn isn't just for men," came the mock offended reply with a big laugh.

	"I'm not complaining," I admitted, laughing.

	It quickly became apparent that my wife had probably not made her selection entirely without ulterior motives. Black men with long cocks fucked white women hard. From my own experience I knew that there was more than enough choice of this type of porn.

	I felt something stir inside me and pulled down my panties. Sandra made no move to grab my cock and so I wanted to lend a hand.

	"Just. Stop."

	My wife grabbed my hand just as she reached her destination and removed it.

	Instead, she wrapped herself around my stiff member. Of course I liked that better - at least at first.

	The minutes ticked by and the action on screen in front of us really picked up speed.

	My wife's hand, on the other hand, did not pick up speed. She continues to embrace my penis.

	Sometimes she would ride up and down and jerk me like that. But it was so incredibly slow that I was still far from a redeeming orgasm. At the same time, my cock felt like it could burst at any moment.

	What could I do to finally get the shot? I tried to hook up with my wife and kiss her. But got a rebuff. She wanted to keep watching the film.

	The porn consisted of a series of shorter scenes. Always 5 to 10 minutes, quickly cut and with changing protagonists. As with most porn, there was no story.

	I could hardly stand it. My penis became more and more sensitive. But my wife didn't let me explode. Instead, she commented on the scenes in between.

	"Now he's taking the little one hard... look at that big cock... oh how cool...

	nice ride… what a fine specimen.«

	Just to name a small selection. The film should be at least 60 minutes long.

	With the last scene, Sandra suddenly started jerking me off faster and when the film was hosed down for the last time, I was finally allowed to come too.

	I lay there completely exhausted and happy.

	»Now I was allowed to see you so happy and content.«

	"How I look after my orgasms with Blacky, according to you," she continued after my questioning look.

	"Maybe I'm just glad an hour of torture is over," I replied, amused.

	"The way is the goal," came the laughing reply.

	The whole development around the Cucky Club and our sex life had changed again in the last few days. At least since we first used Blacky. The mood was more relaxed. We talked a little more openly about sex. Maybe I didn't see big cocks - or at least Blacky - as a less of a threat. I still had my fun with my wife.

	So I had no problem with it when my wife asked me if I could get Blacky. As a good husband, I didn't want to send her to sleep without her own satisfaction.

	 

	CHAPTER 2 4

	The best week of the year began for us on Monday. At least that was the description I came up with four years ago. Every time I used them again, my Sandra gave a nasty »Peter!«. However, there was also laughter.

	What is the best week of the year? When my parents drive up to us in their caravan and take our two children on a long trip for a week.

	Of course I couldn't completely ignore my work, but again we had some plans for the week. But late Monday afternoon, my wife surprised me with a plan of her own.

	"Peter?" she asked hesitantly, clearly nervous.

	"Sandra?" I asked back. She took a deep breath.

	"I made an appointment for you," she blurted out.

	"Meeting? Do I have to go back to the hairdresser?'

	"No... the appointment is at the club... at the Cucky Club."

	"What? You don't mean to… do you?” I asked, shocked. But my first assumption turned out to be wrong.

	"No, I will stay at home. Only you."

	"I don't understand?"

	'It turned you on watching there before. I thought we'd do it again. And then when you come home really horny, we'll let off some steam.” What a strange suggestion? But it would certainly work. Assuming I didn't come back from the club completely exhausted.

	"I assume you didn't come up with the idea?" I asked.

	“Well… well…” Sandra rambled.

	"Victoria?"

	"Yes," came back quietly.

	"You know the proposal has ulterior motives?"

	"Of course, but I thought we agreed that we are the masters of our own decisions?"

	"Yeah, but if we keep going a step further."

	"Wherever we go, it will be the path we want to go together."

	Now that was an answer that pretty much left everything open. Maybe my wife wanted more than she wanted to admit? Looking at my own world of thought, it would be all right

	understandable if she imagined what a big cock would feel like for her. A real warm big cock.

	However, I gave up my little resistance. Another visit to the Cucky Club was too tempting.

	I was expected there at 6 p.m. sharp. I nervously set off. To my surprise, several vehicles were already parked there. On a Monday evening I would have expected fewer visitors.

	Robert Paulsen opened the door for me. He led me the few meters into the large hall.

	A few people were already gathered here. Couples, as well as single women and men. It was weird. Almost everyone stood on their own, hardly anyone seemed to know each other.

	After two minutes, Victoria entered the room. She immediately drew attention to herself. She was always surrounded by a special aura.

	'Welcome to the Cucky Club. Today is our monthly information evening for interested parties. We'll show you what the club has to offer. But also give more insights into cuckold relationships. Of course you will also get to see one or the other erotic scene.«

	“So what is a cuckold? Every cuckold is in a committed relationship. He doesn't necessarily have to be married, but here at the Cucky Club we only accept members who have been a couple for at least a long time.«

	»The cuckold derives sexual pleasure from the fact that his wife satisfies her sexual desires with other men. He can be a spectator, he can also be involved in one way or another. But he can also sit at home and look after the children.«

	»The sexual satisfaction of the woman is central. The bull also gets his satisfaction.

	who is the bull The lucky man who can please the woman instead of the cuckold.«

	“The Bull is usually well stocked. Usually better than the cuckold. A cuckold does not necessarily have to have a short cock. It can also be more than 10 centimeters. With us, some cuckolds reach the national average of 14 centimeters. We also had a cuckold with an above-average 16 centimeters.«

	“A lot of being a cuckold is mental. As already mentioned, the cuckold is also concerned with the pleasure of the woman. This then creates a great pleasure for himself. The sight or even the thought of a big, strong penis digging deep into his wife, making her scream in pleasure. That is the core for him.«

	"The second big thing is fear."

	»Fear of not being able to satisfy his wife anymore. no longer enough for her. Maybe even losing her. It may sound strange, but this fear increases his lust even more.«

	“It's like a sweet and sour candy. It's the antithesis of fear and pleasure that becomes an explosive mix for the cuckold.«

	'But enough talk. Every couple, every woman and every cuckold can and will find out for themselves what this world has to offer and how far they want to explore it.«

	»Please follow me on a little tour. Just a warning in advance. We'll get straight to the point now.” Victoria announced this with a slight smile. “But I don't want to see any bare facts from you. You are not a member yet. So everything stays nicely packaged - this is especially true for the men. If you're nice and good, then maybe there is

	special permission from me.«

	Victoria divided us into two groups. The women were guided by her husband Robert while Victoria would show us men around the club.

	It started with little excitement. I had already seen part of the property.

	However, this time we were able to take a first look at other rooms. We saw a changing room, rooms with beds and the wellness area under construction.

	The thought came to me again how all this was financed. The club could not possibly be so profitable that such a property could be financed? The cost of membership had to be exorbitant? We would never be able to afford that - luckily?

	Our way led into a conservatory. This bordered directly on the terrace. So we had a good view of the pool. We saw some men and women outside. Bathing naked seemed almost standard here. Not only I enjoyed the view of the bare breasts.

	I glanced to the right and saw Victoria watching us staring in amusement. She gave me a quick wink, as if to say "typical men" or perhaps "I've got you all screwed?"

	"If you want to see some more action, then you should follow me now."

	Who didn't want that and so we continued on our way. This led to the first floor, which I also already knew. On the way up the stairs we met the group of women.

	Short greetings, but the women seemed to me to give off a rather thoughtful, perhaps also agitated look.

	There were a few doors up here too. I already knew one well. Victoria placed two men in front of each door. Only at her command were we allowed to enter together and had to sit on a chair. In no case were we allowed to speak. We were just observers.

	Three people were waiting for us behind the door. A well-built man sat on the bed. A second man sat in a chair. A woman was sitting on his lap.

	I and the man next to me took our places. We sat about a meter apart. The door closed behind us.

	The three people looked at us briefly, then ignored us. The woman deepened in a kiss. In between she whispered to the man. But her words were not understandable. That changed after two or three minutes.

	"Please baby, I need to feel that big cock."

	The woman looked over at the man on the bed. This had begun to undress slowly. Just then his best piece came out and it was big indeed.

	The man in the chair looked at the woman.

	"I do not know, honey. Isn't it too big for you?'

	“Oh, don't worry about that. I already know what fits in there. Please please? i need this now I'm already wet. Here, can you feel that?'

	With her last words she had grabbed his hand and guided it under her skirt.

	"Oh, baby, soaking wet," he replied.

	Again she kissed him. Between their kisses she begged him again and again. "Please I need to feel it... I'm so hot... I need a big cock... please honey."

	The whole scene before our eyes was obviously played. Her words were one

	presented a little clumsily. Their performance was certainly not enough for the big screen. But it was more than enough to get me going.

	"Don't you want to see it too? How he thrusts deep into me? Fucked me hard.«

	To these words she rode her husband briefly and rubbed his crotch with her bottom. This excited him visibly.

	"Come on darling, say it. Say I can fuck him. Say I can bang him?”

	"Honey?" came back from him. Once more she rubbed his cock.

	"Say it. You want to see it?'

	'Oh God, honey, please, yes, do it. Let his big cock fuck you.«

	With that the spell was broken. She kissed him again and then stood up. Seconds later she was kneeling in front of the bed. She looked back again and smiled at her tortured looking husband. Then she took the big cock in her mouth.

	I looked around briefly, embarrassed. Beside me, I saw my companion's hand resting on his crotch. The show probably didn't leave him cold either. Unfortunately we were not allowed to unpack our best piece. Victoria had made that very clear.

	At that moment, the door opened and I jumped for a moment. Victoria came in.

	Without a word, she went to the other side. She sat down on the armrest and whispered something in the man's ear. He looked at her briefly, almost grateful and pleased. Then he opened his pants and pulled them down a bit.

	The result was an average German penis. Immediately he began to masturbate. The eyes turned back to the spectacle on the bed. The woman was still busy with the penis and blew it.

	After a few minutes, the man finally got her onto the bed. They kissed, he devoted himself to her breasts and finally he began to caress her with his tongue.

	Victoria got up and walked over to our side again. She sat on my companion's lap. They talked quietly. But I couldn't understand the whisper. Also because the woman now announced her excitement loudly.

	Again there was a change of position on the bed. The man moved higher again.

	I could watch very closely from behind how he put his best piece on her opening.

	My eyes never left the sight. She slowly stretched and allowed him entrance.

	Bit by bit he penetrated deeper into her until he finally disappeared completely inside her. Then he started with slow fucking movements.

	I was so captivated by the sight that Victoria took me completely by surprise. She settled into my lap suddenly and unexpectedly.

	A quick glance to the right showed that my companion was now also allowed to masturbate. Was I the next lucky one?

	I felt Victoria's ass pressing on my stiff member. I could barely suppress a groan.

	"Nice, isn't it?" Victoria asked me. I didn't give her an answer, but she probably didn't expect it either.

	Victoria hugged my neck and leaned back to give me a clear view. At the same time, she was good at whispering in my ear and made good use of it.

	"Watch him thrust his thick cock nice and deep inside her."

	I noticed that and most of all I liked it. Victoria's words only turned me on even more.

	The woman on the bed wrapped her legs around the man's bottom. As if she wanted to try to pull him even deeper into her. She moaned completely uncontrollably.

	"Mmm, awesome. Put your wife in her place. How she lets herself be taken so deep. No comparison to Blacky.«

	I didn't realize it at that moment. But later it became obvious that she had learned the name of our dildo from my wife. They had seen each other more times than I knew, and each time Victoria used the time to convince my wife of the benefits of a cuckold relationship.

	With Victoria sliding around on my cock like that, it took little convincing from me. I only hoped that she would get up soon and that I could finally lend a hand.

	Meanwhile, there was a change of position on the bed. The woman was now taken doggy style. A position that my wife and I only tried early in our relationship. Ten centimeters were not enough to push in deeply in this position.

	'Nice from behind. Always nice banging against the buttocks. Isn't that an awesome sound?

	If you can only hear it from your wife's butt? That would be awesome, wouldn't it?"

	Victoria knew exactly how to meet me. For a moment I really imagined how Sandra was taken. I liked the position and it made me sad not to be able to offer it to her.

	The position on the bed was changed again. The man lay flat and the woman now rode him. Her face pointed in our direction. I watched closely as the cock disappeared into her again. This time without the slightest resistance.

	Immediately she began to ride him wildly. Her breasts bounced wildly. But most of all I liked her face. It showed her rapture and total excitement. She also let this out through her moans and loud shouts of "yes".

	"What a wild ride," Victoria commented. I waited for her to ask me if I didn't want my wife to do the same. But she remained silent. Still, I imagined this scene. What total ecstasy would my wife's face offer me?

	The woman moaned louder and louder and something stirred in the man too. They exploded almost simultaneously. I heard how the two other observers came to their orgasm.

	Only I was not granted this by Victoria.

	With her hand she turned my head back onto the bed.

	"Look," was her simple command. The woman slowly raised her pelvis. The tail squirted out and the man pulled his body a little higher. So the woman could sit down on the bed between his legs again. She leaned her back against his lower body.

	I could see it glittering between her legs. She spread her legs a little further and something white appeared - the sperm. It slowly ran out of her towards the bed covers.

	"Beautiful or?"

	I could only contemplate the sight, uncertain and confused. Of course I was still excited. But wasn't this wrong? Not just sex with another man. She had let him cum inside her too. Didn't use a condom?

	And yet this sight aroused me so incredibly. He was the dirty end of a

	perverse game.

	"Come," she invited me. She also asked our second companion to leave the room.

	For us it was back down. We were the last. The rest were already enjoying champagne and other drinks. I was also handed a glass right away. Groups had formed again.

	I stood alone, however, and listened to the words. Heard enthusiastic men and women, as well as more cautious voices.

	"I'm sure there are a few candidates," Victoria whispered to me.

	"Seems so," I admitted.

	"But we don't take everyone," came back. She noticed my questioning look and continued. »Our hurdles are not extreme, but our existing members also expect a certain selection. It doesn't have to be a model figure, but it can be pretty. Of course, the men have to be cuckolds first and foremost. It must make her horny to let her wife mate with a handsome stud. Just like you.«

	I glared at Victoria a little angry.

	'Oh, now don't be upset just because I say what you dream of. How many times have you imagined watching your wife with another man in the past few weeks? How many times have you wondered if you have the right to withhold this experience from your wife?”

	I lowered my gaze. How right she was. I was trapped in her spider web and saw no way out.

	»You are a cuckold and your wife is a hotwife!«

	Hotwife - I had already read about the term. It was the term for a cuckold's partner. A woman who lived out her erotic and sexual needs with other men.

	“That's enough for you for today. We've kept you in suspense long enough and your cock is surely longing for release. Sandra is waiting for you at home.«

	Victoria led me to the door. However, I didn't have to walk home. She told her husband to drive me home.

	We didn't exchange a word on the short drive. I was busy with my own thoughts and he probably respected that I needed rest.

	 

	CHAPTER 2 5

	Before I could unlock the front door, it flew open and Sandra was standing in the door. Her look full of expectation and yet also a little uncertain.

	We hugged silently. Then I felt her hand travel down and rest on my crotch. She started massaging me lightly there. Immediately something stirred again and blood shot into my best piece.

	Sandra leaned back a bit and smiled at me.

	"Was it fun?" she asked softly. But it was less a question than half an answer. From her point of view, the signal between my legs was answer enough.

	"We'll talk tomorrow, okay? Now I just want to feel you?”

	This plan was more than right for me. I willingly allowed myself to be pulled into our bedroom by her hand.

	The description "they did it like animals" best describes the next few hours. I had built up enough desire for three orgasms and Sandra was completely unnerved.

	Sex, breaks and numerous changes of position shaped this time. In between we allowed ourselves a wine. Later I was allowed to experience a blowjob and this time Sandra even swallowed. I was in seventh heaven.

	Sandra wasn't a prude, but I had never seen her so greedy for sex and my closeness. Maybe there was another beautiful side to this cuckold thing?

	Satisfied and satisfied, but also completely exhausted, I fell asleep.

	 

	CHAPTER 2 6

	The next morning I woke up alone in bed. I overheard my wife in the kitchen. Just like the voices of our children.

	I quickly made myself halfway presentable in the bathroom. Then it went down.

	My wife sat at the breakfast table with Julia and Paul. The radio played current music.

	Together they laughed and fooled around.

	I stopped in the door. They hadn't spotted me yet.

	Could I jeopardize such moments? Was sexual pleasure worth joining the Cucky Club when it might jeopardize our future as a family?

	What if my wife found something better there? Someone who offered her the highest sexual pleasure and at the same time was her type of man?

	My mind went crazy. But it was not only fear and worry, but also pleasure. Desire for new experiences. Probably also pleasure in the danger that emanated from them. I had the feeling that I had only gotten a small glimpse into this world so far.

	I shook myself internally. Now wasn't the time for such thoughts.

	It was a wonderful morning with the whole family. Instead of working, we decided at short notice to spend a day at the outdoor pool.

	In the evening peace finally returned. The children had gone to their rooms. I sat alone on the terrace and looked into the distance, lost in thought.

	The day had left me little time to think. But soon Sandra would probably raise the subject of Cucky Club again.

	I couldn't shake the feeling that she was genuinely interested. In fact, she could only win. After all, it was she who was finally allowed to be taken by real big cocks. She would still have me - as a sort of substitute or second choice?

	It was not easy to deal with this topic. My fears always came up. Fear of not being enough sexually for my wife once she has been spoiled by another man. And then one step further. Fear of losing my wife - my family.

	At the same time, I also felt a desire for this sexual experiment. The idea of seeing my wife with another man was incredibly arousing to me.

	"Treasure?"

	Sandra surprisingly appeared next to me and brought me back to reality from my thoughts. She put a glass down in front of me.

	"Your good Glenfiddich."

	"Um, thanks."

	I had preferred not to tell my wife that the bottle had cost 200 euros. But she knew that I only drank it on special occasions.

	It was immediately clear to me what was to come. The talk announced yesterday about the Cucky Club.

	"We need to talk," she began, then paused again.

	I just waited. Picked up the glass and took a small sip.

	"I think we should give the club a chance."

	When she blurted out that bombshell, I was about to put my glass back. I almost dropped it. I expected an open discussion. But certainly not that she would put her cards on the table so openly.

	"Oh," I blurted out.

	"You don't want to?" came back. Maybe a little disappointed?

	'No, yes, I don't know. I didn't think you had such a clear opinion already?"

	'I've dealt with it a lot. Especially with what the club can offer us. Both of us. Me too, of course,” she finally admitted.

	"That would?"

	»More desire? More arousal? Eroticism? Let's not fool ourselves. We haven't had much more than standard sex in recent years. The last few weeks have been... different. More interesting.

	more arousing?'

	'I can't deny that. But aren't you afraid?"

	"Naturally. I have read some things about this world. Let Victoria tell me a lot.

	There are probably some dangers. But I think together we are strong enough to fend them off and come out stronger.”

	I snorted.

	"What if I lose you?"

	"Peter. We belong Together. I know that fear of loss is part of being a cuckold.

	Just like lust? But I'm sure. This experience will not endanger us. On the contrary - it will bring us even closer together.«

	“Will it? Maybe... I can understand your wishes. I can't offer you everything you deserve. Blacky must have demonstrated that perfectly.”

	I lowered my head in resignation. Sandra got up and came to me. She lifted my head and kissed me. Sat on my lap and buried her head in my side.

	"I love you. Never forget that. Understood?"

	"I love you too," I replied. "And because I love you, is there only one answer?"

	Sandra sat up and looked at me.

	“We're giving the club a chance. Will take a chance and try it once. But any one of us can pull the ripcord at any time and declare the ... experiment over?"

	"Agreed," was Sandra's short answer. Then she thanked me

	a kiss with me

	It became a long and passionate kiss. This continued later into an equally passionate night. Just as if Sandra wanted to reward me for my approval. Or perhaps just particularly excited in anticipation of future experiences.

	 

	CHAPTER 2 7

	Sandra wanted to discuss with Victoria when and how the Cucky Club visit would come about. On Wednesday Sandra went shopping with the children. Last errands before school would start again soon.

	Victoria took this opportunity to visit. For me it was reasonable to assume that she had been informed by Sandra that she could speak to me alone.

	"I'm glad you want to try it," she opened the conversation. "A good decision - for both of you."

	"Do you think? Or a good decision for you and your club?”

	»Oh, we are always happy to find suitable new couples. No question. But if your question is more about the financial side. It doesn't make that much of a difference. The club contribution is only 100 euros per month. Apparently Sandra didn't tell anyone, but good neighbors get the first three months free of charge.«

	Of course that made no sense. The club couldn't finance itself that way. It would take hundreds of contributors.

	"Okay, thanks," was my brief reply, despite my misgivings.

	"Good. Let's come to Sandra's first club visit. Friday would be fine. How about you?”

	It was up to me to seal my future as a cuckold. I should now agree to the appointment proposal here.

	"That fits," I managed in a slightly trembling voice.

	"Good. Don't worry, Peter,' Victoria continued in a caring tone. "We'll take good care of your Sandra."

	"We?"

	»Me, my husband and the whole club team. And of course the Bull chosen by Sandra.«

	"And me?" I asked. I was feeling bad.

	“Your time will come. But not on Friday. Sandra has to go the way alone.«

	"But? No! That will not do. We belong Together!"

	"Peter," Victoria continued calmly, ignoring my slightly irascible words. “It's not easy for Sandra either. Especially the first time. Trust me. I have accompanied many couples on this path. Sandra also thinks this is a good idea. She, too, is anxious and nervous about the first time.«

	"Do I have a choice?" I asked resignedly.

	"Naturally. Always. Isn't that the beauty of being a cuckold? You don't want it and at the same time you really want it.«

	How right she was. If I ignored Sandra's wishes and only looked at myself - what would I want?

	I could only repeat her explanation. I was scared and didn't want it. I felt pleasure and excitement and wanted it badly.

	"Is it Friday then?" Victoria asked.

	"Yes."

	"Good. I pick up Sandra and accompany her on her way. We'll drive them back too.

	So you don't have to worry."

	With an "okay" I agreed and took a deep breath.

	»Relief when you have made a decision? No worries. You too will get your money's worth. I'm sure Sandra won't let you fall asleep on Friday without a little fun."

	That seemed to be the end of the matter for Victoria. Instead, we talked a little more about completely different topics. For example, she was interested in my work. For the first time a normal conversation developed between us.

	 

	CHAPTER 2 8

	I later chatted with my wife about Victoria's visit. It was no longer really surprising to me that she was already informed.

	But she was obviously pleased that I had given my consent.

	“Do you really think it's the right idea to go alone?” I asked again. “I think so. You really don't need to worry about my safety and...well...it might be easier the first time if you're not around?"

	"If you say so," came back from me doubtfully.

	»Hey, I promise I'll tell you every detail about how the evening went afterwards. Deal?"

	"Okay, deal."

	This concession really pleased me. I hadn't thought about it until now, but it seemed like the least I could do.

	I spent the time until Friday with increasing nervousness. My emotions went through a roller coaster ride. From fear and worry to excitement and pleasure and back to the start.

	I was glad when we finally had Friday night. Sandra sent me to the children. She wanted to prepare in peace.

	Around 8 p.m. it was time. A car pulled into our driveway. A few minutes later the doorbell rang and I opened the door for Victoria.

	Fortunately, the children showed little interest and did not show up. Luckily they didn't get to see their mother. She looked stunning.

	She had already been to the hairdresser's in the morning. Now she staggered down the stairs in a dark red dress. This ended just above her knees. Her breasts were also beautifully staged.

	"Beautiful," Victoria commented.

	"You look stunning," I admitted frankly and hugged Sandra. I wanted to kiss her briefly, but she fended off my attempt. She wanted to get her lipstick.

	"Be careful," I told her.

	“Am I… I love you. See you later."

	"I love you too sweetheart. Have fun."

	Have fun - what a challenging choice of words. I was glad when the door closed. I watched the car exit our driveway and turn toward the club. What did I have did?

	 

	CHAPTER 2 9

	It only lasted fifteen minutes and I was walking around with a hard-on.

	I retreated to the TV and tried to distract myself there. But I wasn't really successful with it.

	How long should the evening last anyway? When could I expect Sandra back? I was annoyed that I didn't ask this question at all. I was way too excited for that.

	Time passed and I became more and more restless. In my imagination I already saw my wife with another man. They kissed, they caressed and finally they ended up in a bed and made love.

	I kneaded my stiff cock through my pants. That alone was almost enough to make me explode.

	Sandra had been gone for almost two hours when the doorbell rang. I hadn't even heard a car before. I rushed off immediately and threw open the door.

	Instead of my Sandra, however, only Victoria stood at the door.

	"Hello, I'm back again. Disappointed?"

	"What brings you here again?" I asked, confused. "Are you okay with Sandra?"

	'Yes, don't worry. I'm here to take care of you and be by your side."

	"What? I don't understand."

	“The first time is always particularly difficult for the would-be cuckold. A little supervision is not wrong. Maybe a conversation? I hope you haven't lent a hand yet?"

	"No?"

	»Okay, Sandra wants something from you afterwards. And when you're pretty horny, the story of their night is twice as much fun.«

	"When can I expect her back?"

	"Later? That is entirely up to her and the partner of her choice. Sometimes it's pretty quick.

	Others spend the whole night together. But I don't think Sandra falls into this category. Not the first time. When I left earlier, did she at least make her choice?”

	"Your choice?"

	'The bull of her choice for her first time as a hotwife. The man who will cuckold you. Well built and well stocked. But Sandra should soon find out for herself. She made a good choice.«

	A chill ran down my spine. Who do you think was her type? How did you even make such a choice?

	»If you have something on your mind, feel free to ask questions. Otherwise I wouldn't have any objections to a wine. According to Sandra you have a nice dry red wine?”

	I got Sandra her red wine and allowed myself a glass. I wondered if I had any questions for her. But I wasn't sure if I wanted to ask her at all. In my indecisiveness I preferred to do without it.

	Instead, we talked about how Sandra and I met.

	 

	CHAPTER 3 0

	It was almost midnight when another car drove into the yard.

	"Wait in your bedroom, please," Victoria said.

	I looked at her in surprise and slightly challenging.

	»Don't worry, your Sandra will be up soon. I just want to speak to her for a moment.

	Alone."

	What could I do and so I left the field to Victoria.

	I sat down on our bed and waited. The time felt like forever and my eyes kept falling on my alarm clock. At the same time, I listened with one ear to see whether Sandra was finally coming up the stairs.

	When I finally heard footsteps, my heart started racing and I could literally feel my penis pulsing. How would my wife approach me right away? How was your evening? Did she actually do it? Had she had fun with another man and made me a cuckold?
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	CHAPTER 1

	It was almost midnight when another car drove into the yard.

	"Wait in your bedroom, please," Victoria said.

	I looked at her in surprise and slightly challenging.

	»Don't worry, your Sandra will be up soon. I just want to speak to her for a moment.

	Alone."

	What could I do and so I left the field to Victoria.

	I sat down on our bed and waited. The time felt like forever and my eyes kept falling on my alarm clock. At the same time, I listened with one ear to see whether Sandra was finally coming up the stairs.

	When I finally heard footsteps, my heart started racing and I could literally feel my penis pulsing. How would my wife approach me right away? How was your evening? Did she actually do it? Had she had fun with another man and made me a cuckold?

	The steps came closer and Sandra stepped in the door. She stopped there for a moment and looked at me.

	She looked just as stunning in the crimson dress as she had a few hours ago. Her face was slightly red. Maybe with excitement? Her hairstyle looked completely different. Her long blond hair hung straight down. She was obviously freshly showered.

	Sandra took off her heels and pushed them aside. Then she started moving again. I was still sitting on the bed. A variety of sensations continued to flow through my head. I was excited and shocked at the same time. Did we actually do this? Did I really allow it? After 15 years of marriage I left my wife to another man?

	A thought that is difficult to bear. Nevertheless, I felt my cock very clearly.

	Hard and sensitive, he pressed against my pants as if asking for release.

	Sandra reached me. She stopped in front of me for a moment and looked down at me, then sat on my lap. Her thighs closed around me. Her shame separated little material from my penis.

	For a moment we looked into each other's eyes. I tried to explore Sandra's state of mind. I thought to discover contentment there, but also insecurity.

	Maybe it was more satisfaction than contentment?

	We still hadn't exchanged a single word. How do you start a conversation like this? Hello darling, I'm back. I let myself get banged properly. That was a horny stud of man. Probably not.

	Sandra bent her head further and I lost sight of her eyes. I felt her breath close to my ear.

	"Thanks. I love you."

	Those were her first words to me. Thanks? It went through my head Thank you me allowed to have fun? Thank you for finally letting me fuck a real cock?

	As a good husband, I naturally responded with, "I love you too." Despite my difficult thoughts, those words were meant as sincerely as ever.

	Sandra put her head on my shoulder. So we sat in silence for a few seconds.

	Pressed tightly together.

	Sandra slowly became active and slid back and forth on me. Her womb inevitably rubbed against my penis.

	'I sense something. I think something would like to be released.«

	She managed those words with a slight smile.

	"I think I promised you something?"

	Sandra got up and pulled me up with her. We undressed together. I looked at Sandra's naked body with interest. But traces of their extramarital activity could not be found.

	There was something that I could see more clearly. My cock was hard and sticking up steeply. Sandra looked at me with a knowing grin. Her hand stroked my cock lightly and it immediately jumped joyfully.

	"I think I have to be careful," Sandra said. "Otherwise you'll cum on me before I've even started my story."

	She was undoubtedly right about that. A couple of pumps would certainly have sufficed. I felt that exactly - almost painfully. I would have preferred to have just lent a hand and relax.

	But I was just as excited about Sandra's story. How was your evening? Had she really had sex with another man? Or was this all just a bad dream?

	We lay down on the bed. Sandra leaned her body against me. Her hard nipples showed her own arousal. Her hand sought my thighs and held slightly apart from my penis. As if she didn't want to risk me coming early. That only aroused me more and was almost torture.

	"Where do I start?" she began. “Best at the beginning? Victoria picked me up.

	We then drove to the club. I can tell you, I've rarely been this nervous before. I think only on our wedding anniversary was it even more. I was a nervous wreck then too.«

	The last words came out with a nervous smile. Did she really have to bring out that day at that moment. One of the best days of my life?

	'So I joined the Cucky Club nervously. Luckily with Victoria by my side.

	To my surprise, numerous guests were already there. The hall near the entrance was well filled. A DJ played music, the counters were occupied and a buffet was set up. To be honest, the small crowd did me good. It takes your attention away from yourself. You are just one among many.«

	Sandra stopped her story for a moment. Her eyes focused on my pubic area. Her fingers wandered from my thigh to my cock. She slowly stroked the underside of my member with just her index finger. I felt up to

	bursting excited. I was surprised that this little touch wasn't enough.

	'I think your little one is excited about the outcome of the night. What do you think? Did I cuckold your owner?”

	Her last words were very obviously directed towards my cock.

	Little she had called him. Degrading and demeaning. Unfortunately also a correct fact.

	Would he ever bring her joy again after that night? And why the hell was I turned on like never before in my life despite all this humiliation? That's not normal?

	“Victoria took my hand and led me across the room. Introduced myself to various guests as a new member,” Sandra continued her story. “As it turned out, I wasn't the only newcomer. As Victoria explained to me, such an evening is usually held once a month.”

	»But of course there weren't just newcomers, but also cuckolds, experienced hotwives and plenty of men. Do you call them bulls? Each of the Bulls would like to be a hotwife's first. I'm sure you'll be pleased to hear that interest in your wife has been plentiful."

	Again Sandra stopped briefly. She took my penis between two fingers and slowly pumped it three times.

	"Please," escaped my lips before I could think about it. Sandra acknowledged this with a satisfied smile.

	“Patience, darling. Surely you want to hear the whole story? … Where was I …

	ah yes bulls The interest in the newcomers was great. I think there were six of us. Victoria introduced me to a few. Nice but nervous conversations. The Bulls obviously had a hard time holding back. Only one person was allowed to speak to us at a time. You were real gentlemen. We introduced ourselves and had a nice chat.”

	Again Sandra stopped briefly. She seemed thoughtful.

	"And then Victoria introduced me to Hugo."

	Another pause followed. There was something in the air and I knew immediately what it would be. Sandra had just mentioned the name of the man who made me a cuckold.

	"You really did it?" I asked, my voice low and uncertain.

	»Hush. Just listen.” At that, Victoria put a finger to my lips.

	Told me again that I should remain silent.

	“Hugo has grown tall. Certainly a head taller than you. He only briefly introduced himself and then asked me to dance. In that moment I knew I had made my choice.«

	That wasn't surprising. Sandra loved to dance. I rather less. The rhythm wasn't really in my blood. For her love, I allowed myself to be persuaded to dance every now and then. Not surprising that he had been able to convince her with that.

	“Somehow everyone seemed to have realized that I had made my choice. Victoria kept her distance. No other bull came forward and Hugo never left my side.«

	Sandra jerked my penis a few times. But it made a rather thoughtful impression. As if she were thinking back to this moment intensely. As if it was something special for her. She had let herself be ensnared that easily. I slipped into the background so quickly. I - her husband . those thoughts

	are now increasingly tormenting me.

	»We danced and talked. Hugo didn't let me leave his side. He also introduced me to other members. But I was so nervous that I could hardly remember a name. Not a word was said about the goal of the evening. I found that strange at first, but I suppose there's a tactic behind it too?"

	“Eventually Victoria pulled me aside. I had already noticed that the hall had emptied slightly. She asked me with a knowing look if I had made my choice. I looked back at Hugo again and then nodded. I was too nervous for words, but Victoria wanted to hear it from me and dared me to say it. She said it once and I repeated it after her. I want to be taken by Hugo, zur be made hotwife and thus make my husband a cuckold. «

	“I didn't get that out quite so fluently. Still, it was kind of liberating,« Sandra admitted to me and then looked at me uncertainly. “Until then, I kept thinking about dropping out. Somehow I couldn't shake the feeling that I was cheating on you a little. Maybe it was just my own lust that was coming more to the fore now. The prospect of… sex.”

	Sandra stopped briefly and then added a simple »sex«. In my mind she had wanted to say something completely different. A prospect of a big hard cock for example. She probably didn't want to expect me to use a more hearty choice of words.

	'Victoria led me back to Hugo and put my hand in his. It's about time , were her words to Hugo. His gaze explored my face and he must have been pleased with what he saw there. We want? he asked me. I nodded and that was it. I was led out of the hall by his hand. Our way led to the stairs. It went up quietly.

	It went purposefully to one of the rooms.«

	Instead of my cock, Sandra carefully scratched my testicles. I couldn't even remember the last time she did this.

	“The door closed behind us and we looked at each other in silence for a moment. Hugo took me in his arms and gave me a short kiss. A second and third kiss followed. The kisses became longer and more intense. His tongue slid toward me...our bodies pressed close together...his hands grabbed my bottom and pushed me even closer to him and then...and then I felt him for the first time...his...his big...big member...penis."

	With her last few sentences, Sandra's mood had visibly changed. With difficulty and sobbing, she managed to get the words out and finally stopped her story altogether.

	It broke my heart to see her like this. It was as much my fault as hers. I, too, had driven her into another man's arms. I had given my consent. I got excited about it.

	"Hey, hey," I uttered my first words in a long time and pulled Sandra higher and closer to me. With that, her hands left my pubic area for the first time. I hugged her and wrapped an arm around her.

	"You okay?" I asked her gently.

	"I really did it," she confessed through tears. “I fucked another man. What kind of slut am I? Cheating on my husband like that? Shouldn’t it be forever and ever?”

	"You didn't cheat on me," I tried to calm her down. “I wanted it the same way. I was stupid. I was guided by my excitement and wanted you from

	let another man take it. What husband does something so stupid with the woman of his dreams. No… it's my fault as well.”

	Sandra calmed down again. But at the same time he pressed even closer to me. I gave her a kiss on the temple. She must have seen this as the start of more and turned to me and gave me a kiss.

	My wife's hands ran over my body again. Although my penis had calmed down slightly, it was still erect. Sandra pumped again a few times.

	"Take me... make me your wife again," were her words of encouragement. I was only too happy to put this request into practice. For hours I was aroused and thirsted for release.

	I pushed Sandra in the middle and then turned on her. Put my cock on her wet column. For all the self-doubt she seemed to have, she didn't seem to be lacking in excitement either.

	I carefully inserted my penis. It was only at that moment that it occurred to me that another man had only recently been active there. At least that was to be expected.

	Sandra still owed me part of her evening.

	My eyes went down and then up again. Sandra noticed my questioning look and interpreted it in her own way.

	"No worries. We used a condom.”

	To my shame I have to admit that I hadn't thought about it at all. At the same time, her words were the clear confirmation. She had sex with had another man. She made me a cuckold.

	This realization didn't bother me much at that moment - quite the opposite. With fast movements I pushed deep into my wife again and again. Sunk my cock all the way into her over and over again.

	Was something different? Did it feel different? Didn't a big cock have to fill my wife up? Stretch? I didn't feel any change. Maybe because I've only been able to fill them out to a limited extent so far? What a really big cock must have felt like to her.

	One who could really fill her up?

	The hours of waiting and my thoughts kept pushing me. I felt it wouldn't take me long to cum. Inside, this annoyed me. I wanted to offer my wife more than a five minute fuck.

	"Come faster. Fuck me. Take me,” Sandra challenged me again.

	That gave me the rest. I groaned and squirted deep into Sandra. Made a few final movements and then stayed on top of her. I buried my head in her shoulder for a moment. Didn't want to look at her.

	"I'm sorry," were my first words after I was able to get up and slid down next to Sandra.

	"For what?" she gave me an irritated look.

	"For... so fast."

	"Don't worry," came back from her. "I already got my money's worth today."

	She cupped my cheek with one hand and turned my head towards her. We looked at each other for a long moment. Then Sandra kissed me.

	"I love you," slipped softly and persuasively from her lips.

	"I love you too," was my reply.

	Sandra snuggled up to me again. gave me another kiss

	"Would you like to hear the rest?"

	The rest? Did I want to hear what she had done with this man - Hugo? How he fucked her? you took? Thrusting his big cock inside her?

	I had only just hosed down, but I felt something stir again. Of course I wanted to hear the rest. I had been waiting for this for hours.

	"We don't have to today," was my reply.

	"I promised you beforehand," Sandra replied. Then her gaze fell on my crotch. She embraced my already semi-rigid member. "I think he wants to hear it, too."

	The prospect of the narration and the grip of her hand made my cock swell to its full size again. Sandra bent down to him and took him into her mouth.

	Blow him for a minute. Then she came up to me again and I had to make do with her hand.

	"I think you're ready for the rest," she winked at me. In a better mood now.

	"Where were we? Hugo kissed me and I kissed him back.

	I let myself drift and enjoyed it. I can't deny that. And then I felt his penis for the first time ... still through his pants and my dress, but clearly noticeable. He's... quite tall... I knew that straight away."

	“I guess it was obvious that I was ready for more. Hugo stopped our tongue play and led me to the bed. His blue eyes looked at me greedily. That rubbed off on me. I… wanted it badly at that moment.”

	»He let the straps of my dress slip over my shoulders and suddenly I was half-naked in front of him. Hugo let his big hands stroke my bare skin.

	Kneads my breasts through my bra. We kissed again."

	'We were still standing in front of the bed. Hugo took my hands and brought them to his crotch. Let me feel his penis through the fabric of his pants. Made me want more."

	Sandra stopped short and looked at me. I got the sense that she was feeling slightly guilty again. I didn't want her to stop her story again, so I tried to calm her down with words and get her to continue. It was mostly selfish at that moment. Her story was the most exciting thing I've ever experienced. My cock already felt like it was about to burst again. I had to know the rest now. Had to hear how Hugo had taken her.

	"Okay," Sandra replied when I asked him to continue. At the same time she slowly began to pump my cock. Obviously careful not to let me come early.

	'So we stood next to the bed. I already half naked. My hands felt his stiff cock through the fabric of his pants. Meanwhile, his hands had wandered onto my shoulders and pressed on them. He wanted me to kneel down in front of him. I let this happen. His hand then cupped my head and directed my gaze up at him. Open my trousers, he asked me.«

	'He has a beautiful voice. A masculine voice. I had to obey his request.«

	“I was nervous but focused on my task. First undid his belt, then his zipper and then pulled down his pants. His cock swung me immediately... his big one

	towards the tail. To my surprise, he wasn't wearing any underwear."

	Again Sandra took a short break and looked at me.

	"Shall I describe him?" she asked me uncertainly.

	"Yes, please," was my half-moaned reply.

	"It was long...tall...it was beautiful," Sandra admitted frankly.

	"Much taller than me?" I asked, to my own surprise.

	I got a simple "yes" as an answer. That should have bothered me. It did, and yet I felt a little more blood rushing into my cock. He became a little harder and more sensitive and enjoyed the touch of Sandra's fingers.

	“Hugo brought my head even closer to him with his hands,” Sandra continued her story. “Then he asked me to kiss him and I… I didn't hesitate and slowly tilted my head forward and gave him a single kiss. Then I looked up at Hugo. He just nodded to me and so my eyes went back down. I gave him more kisses. Kissed him from head to root and then..."

	Sandra took a short break again and took a noticeable breath. But this time it seemed to me to be more than just fear or worry about her story. This time she was excited too.

	"Then?" I asked promptly and urgently.

	»I licked my tongue from its root to its head and it found its way into my mouth by itself. My tongue circled his head and I took him in a little deeper. It was difficult… he was so big… too big for me.”

	“Hugo just let me do it for a few minutes. I think he liked my blowjob even though I only got a part of it.«

	"By this point...I...my fingers had already found their way between my legs...under my dress."

	The confession of her own excitement made Sandra visibly nervous and embarrassed.

	I gave her a quick kiss to show her it was okay. And, of course, so that she could continue her story.

	'After a while Hugo pulled me up again and onto the bed. In the meantime he had already got rid of his shirt. We kissed again and then he pulled my bra down and my boobs got his attention. He suckled and nibbled on them. Then he literally threw me further onto the bed and I lay in the middle. His eyes looked down my body greedily. It... it was nice to be looked at like that. To be wanted.«

	Embarrassed, Sandra lowered her gaze again. These personal details about her feelings were obviously difficult for her. Nonetheless, she told them. Just for me? I wondered.

	"Then it was time," Sandra continued her story and at the same time pumped my cock a little faster. »First Hugo freed me from my bra, then my panties. For a brief moment, his lips buried themselves in my privates. I was more than ready though... condom? , he asked me and I could only answer with a nod. I lay there transfixed and watched him roll the condom over his cock.”

	"Certainly Magnum," Sandra added with a relaxed grin. Her tension seemed to be slowly easing. Maybe she was glad to be coming to the end of her story.

	“Then he put his cock on my opening. Rubbed him up and down again. Spit on his hands and spread his spit all over his penis. Then he started

	second time and entered me. First his head. I felt him watching me closely. I couldn't take my eyes off his penis myself. Slowly he penetrated deeper into me.«

	Sandra briefly stopped her story. She pushed her body down the bed. Her head was about level with my pubic area. For a few seconds she took my cock in her mouth. Unlike Hugo, most of me disappeared into her mouth. So oiled, she again took a hand to help and began to masturbate me again. She slipped her second hand between her own legs.

	"So far everything all right? wanna hear the rest Want to hear how I got taken by another man's big cock?"

	The whole story was unusually vulgar for Sandra. But with these vulgar words she had surprised me again. Inwardly, I shouted "yes" out loud and slowly realized that she was actually waiting for an answer. Looking at me questioningly and her narration had paused.

	"Yes," slipped softly from my lips.

	"Yes?" came back from Sandra inquiringly. “You want to hear how I got banged properly by a big hard cock? Say it!"

	With these words, Sandra became louder and more insistent. Her excitement resonated formally and could be read in her voice. At the same time she had accelerated her masturbation for a few seconds.

	I felt challenged by her. Maybe you should give her the confirmation again that I wanted it that way too. Part of me wanted to say, "No thanks."

	Men can certainly understand why I couldn't. My own cock was finally tense to the point of bursting and was just waiting to finally be allowed to discharge.

	At that moment I was cock controlled in the truest sense of the word .

	"Tell me... tell me how you were taken by that big cock... please."

	That seemed to be enough for Sandra. At least she looked at me satisfied and her hand made a little faster again.

	"Slowly he penetrated deeper and deeper into me," Sandra continued her story to my relief and joy. 'Out a little at a time, only to thrust a little deeper into me each time. The obstacle wasn't just its length. Its scope was also remarkable. He filled me out really nicely… like Blacky.”

	She had named her big dildo Blacky. She had gotten this from Victoria. In the last few weeks he has already been used more and more and must have prepared her well for this experience.

	“Blacky is beautiful, but… a real and warm cock… that's different.

	Even if he's as tall as Blacky.'

	I don't know if it was thoughtless or intentional, but her words reminded me once again of my own inadequacy.

	»At some point Hugo filled me out completely. Sunk his cock all the way into me. He showed a lot of patience with me. We kissed briefly. But then my patience ran out.«

	Sandra took a short break again. The movements of her hand now steadily accelerated. For me a sign that we were coming to the end of the story.

	'Hugo took me wild. I was also hard to control. I guess I've never been that loud before. I couldn't hold back. completely let me go My world reduced

	to this fuck.”

	“I don't know if that's normal for the Bulls at the club, but Hugo had pretty good staying power. Most men would certainly have hosed down by now... but he... he let me go first. My memory...ah...of my orgasm is fuzzy...it was long...and hot...so hot."

	Sandra not only pumped my cock like crazy, but also masturbated herself at high speed. This stalled her narrative. I too had trouble holding back. I didn't want to come yet. Wanted to savor every word she said. My hands had clawed at the duvet. But I could already feel my penis becoming more sensitive. A sign that it was about to happen. I was only seconds away from cumming.

	»I came... and came... at some point I realized... that I was actually having a second orgasm... and then Hugo cummed. Only in the condom, but I could feel his big cock twitching inside me. So horny… so horny.«

	With these words from her, I couldn't stop it anymore. My cock twitched and my cum flew in a wide arc onto my stomach. Sandra observed this and she also clearly reached her climax.

	Exhausted and exhausted, I collapsed back into bed. I still felt how Sandra pushed back up to me and put a blanket over us. But I was no longer able to react. With Sandra by my side, I soon fell into a deep sleep.

	 

	CHAPTER 2

	You'd think all the excitement would have been followed by a restless night. But the opposite was the case. I slept and slept. When I came to, it was already 10 o'clock. The bed next to me was already empty.

	It took me a moment to review the experiences of the previous night. I actually put my wife in another man's arms sent? Let her fuck you with my consent?

	I didn't know what to think of it. What should I think of myself? What did that make me? A cuckold, of course, but was I still a good husband? Or was that why I was a good husband? Because I let my wife experience what I can't offer her myself?

	These thoughts accompanied me into the shower. Made me half insane. There seemed to be no answers. I actually like it black and white. Good or bad, yes or no. In my work I collect facts and statistics and make an informed decision on this basis. It's very easy and simple. Advertising costs us 10 euros per new customer and each new customer is worth 15 euros to us. Simple math. Of course, the advertising deal is worth it.

	But here the situation was different. i hated it I hated pushing my wife into another man's arms. I hated being a cuckold. And still I loved it. Loved the idea of her letting another man take her. Even the thought of being a cuckold had its appeal. Even if I wasn't quite sure what that meant exactly. Was it just that I let my wife have sex outside of marriage? And what about me?

	There were no answers for the time being. My shower was over and the call came from downstairs

	"Breakfast is ready". My wife had already fetched rolls and the children had probably been awake for a long time anyway.

	
I work from home. This makes it easy to work even on weekends. Sandra didn't like that at all and therefore regularly declared the weekend a family weekend. Then there was an absolute ban on working - at least as far as paid work was concerned.

	Of course, the garden does not make itself.

	And so this Saturday a work assignment in our garden was announced. Much to their displeasure, our children were also allowed to lend a hand for a while. After a brief grumbling, things went quite well. The lawn was mowed, the weeds removed and the terrace shiny again.

	The reward was grilled. Of course I took the place at the grill. Paul knew

	when he was ten years old where he belongs - of course with his father at the grill.

	Even gardening had distracted my thoughts from the night before. This remained the case for the next few hours, when the barbecue turned into a game night. Only rarely and without much depth did my thoughts go back to the previous night. The family time was obviously good for me and Sandra was also in a good mood. Maybe it was also a signal to us. No matter what happened, we are still a small happy family.

	Exhausted but in a good mood, we went to bed that night. I was already in bed when Sandra stepped from our bathroom into our bedroom. She was completely naked. Even when she wants to seduce me, she usually still wears lingerie.

	Of course my interest was piqued. Sandra approached the bed and pushed back the covers. Without a word, she took off my panties. My tail was of course already awakened to life. Sandra did the rest with a blowjob. She looked up at me from below with greedy eyes.

	Sandra climbed on me. I watched as she sank my cock into her and began a slow ride. My excitement continued to rise.

	"Faster," I told Sandra. But she just gave me a knowing smile and didn't change her slow pace. What did a single night out with another man look like made my wife?

	It was enough of the torture for me and I turned the tables. Rolled aside with my wife. Now she was down and I set the pace.

	"Yeah, fuck me," Sandra asked me now. "Take your wife hard."

	I kept getting faster. Her words did the rest. They also reminded me of what I had my wife do the day before.

	So it doesn't take long and I sprayed in Sandra.

	"And what about me?" she asked me afterwards, slightly reproachfully. Which also reminded me of Hugo's staying power.

	Out of necessity, I put on a hand and satisfied Sandra with my fingers. I concentrated on her clit alone. Kissed her and sucked on her breasts. So I was able to deliver her orgasm with a few minutes delay.

	We didn't talk about her visit to the Cucky Club for the next few days. But somehow there was a new energy between us. We kissed a lot more often and I managed to say "I love you" once more. In bed, too, things continued to heat up.

	I had been afraid of her visit to the club. Above all fear of losing her or no longer satisfying her. Instead, the exact opposite seemed to happen. Our love was greater than ever and so was the sex more often and better. Was this new adventure perhaps a win-win situation for us?

	 

	CHAPTER 3

	For the entire next week we didn't even talk about the Cucky Club. I didn't know how to start the topic. Wasn't even sure I wanted to talk about it. It was a nice week, why spoil it?

	Of course, that was just the calm before the storm. Part of me knew that, of course. After all, the Cucky Club was only 500 meters down the road. So condemning it entirely from our lives was impossible. So it was little surprise when I got Victoria on the phone on Sunday afternoon.

	However, she did not want to speak to me, but asked for Sandra. As a good husband, I gave her the phone. Sandra disappeared into our bedroom with it.

	Eavesdroppers didn't seem to be wanted.

	I immediately became restless. What did Victoria want? For days I had ignored the subject of the Cucky Club. It slowly pushed into the background. Now it suddenly caught up with me again. I stood at the bottom of the stairs and considered whether I should sneak upstairs.

	Maybe I could listen at the door? But I could control myself. Sandra would certainly tell me afterwards what there was to discuss.

	Time passed and I looked more and more towards the clock. The conversation seemed to last longer. That wasn't entirely unusual for Sandra. She could even talk to her mother or her best friends for an hour on the phone. That wouldn't happen to me without a good reason.

	Of course, my biggest concern or hope was that Victoria wanted to lure Sandra into the club a second time. I tried to fathom my feelings. When Sandra emerged from our bedroom, I didn't want to face her completely disoriented.

	The idea of my wife letting another man take her still excited me. I also doubted how, as a supposedly good husband, I could allow something like this to happen. And then I also thought explicitly about big cocks in my wife, which certainly offered her experiences that I wasn't capable of.

	I was so deep in my thoughts that I didn't notice Sandra until she sat down on the sofa next to me.

	"What did Victoria want?" I asked curiously.

	"She invited me."

	"Invited?"

	"To swim. Morning."

	"OK?"

	I was actually expecting another explanation. But Sandra owed me that for now. "Just swimming?" I asked. I just had to know.

	"I don't know."

	My breath caught. There was more to it than Sandra had previously told me.

	"You do not know?"

	"I don't know if my husband will let me fuck someone else again?"

	Sandra looked at me seriously. Again that clear choice of words. I didn't know that about her.

	The question was of course aimed at me. What did she want to hear from me? Both doors seemed to be open to me. Also a rejection. An end to our little cuckold adventure. No, your husband doesn't allow that. It might not have needed more from me.

	Instead, I remained silent for now - unable to make a decision.

	I felt Sandra's hand on my leg. She pushed up into my crotch and discovered my stiff penis there. Sandra put on a knowing look and raised an eyebrow.

	"Unlike you, he probably has a clear opinion."

	What should I say? Did the thought of a repeat excite me? There was really no doubt about it. But that didn't make it a good idea.

	Sandra opened my zipper and took out my cock. She pumped briefly and then took it in her mouth. A short but intense blowjob followed. Most of my thoughts were in the moment. Again I was allowed to experience her oral sex qualities. That was indeed the positive side of this development.

	"I'm going for a nice swim tomorrow," Sandra brought me back to our initial conversation. “Maybe there will be more, maybe not. Who knows what 's going on there on Monday? Maybe it's just the two of us and splashing around a bit?

	Then later I come home and we two have our fun. In order?"

	How could I disagree? I was particularly interested in my upcoming orgasm.

	"Okay?" Sandra repeated her question and I answered with the same word and gave my consent. Inwardly I groaned at it. And despite all my misgivings, seconds later I exploded. My sperm spurted uncontrollably onto my shirt. That only seemed to amuse Sandra. She came up and gave me a kiss. "Thank you," was her final word on the matter.

	Despite my doubts, I was also a little hopeful. At least I could hope to have breathtaking sex with my beautiful wife again on Monday. Win win?

	 

	CHAPTER 4

	The next morning I woke up early. Sandra was still sleeping next to me. I eyed her closely. She lay so peacefully next to me. In a few hours, maybe for the second time, a big cock would force itself into her mouth.

	Even with these thoughts I noticed how something moved between my legs. I looked forward to the events of the day with excitement. Was I hoping that on a Monday no man would be found? Or did I fear this fall?

	I decided to start the day with a cold shower. Somehow I had to escape this madness. I took care of the coffee and sat down in my office. The first thing to do was to read emails. Then I wanted to examine the advertising statistics for the past week. Any little things always had to be adjusted or analyzed more precisely. So I got my mind off things, at least temporarily.

	From my office I could hear the rest of the family stirring and the house slowly coming to life.

	Normally I would have had breakfast with Sandra now. Sometimes even the children came along. Unfortunately, this Monday didn't turn out the way I had hoped.

	First there was an early call from a potential new customer. He had a few questions about my contract offer. Then I found that another client's advertising campaign had stopped. Allegedly a policy violation.

	While I was taking care of it, my wife came to my office. She wore a light summer dress and had a small bag with her.

	"I'm on my way... swimming with Victoria."

	There were no more details from her. The possibility that more could happen was not raised by her. Instead, I only got a kiss goodbye.

	I stayed back in my office chair and closed my eyes for a few seconds. Think Woman is on her way to a second adventure , went through my head. My pants immediately became tight again. But there was no time for satisfaction. My customer's problem took precedence.

	So I was busy the rest of the morning. After all, the thoughts of my wife couldn't drive me completely crazy.

	Around noon, as a good father, I naturally made sure that something was put on the table. Not that unusual since I was working from home. Our children spent the afternoon with friends. So I had no storms. In addition, all urgent customer problems were solved. Nevertheless, I refrained from masturbation. I wanted

	Don't anticipate Sandra.

	It was 3 p.m. when she finally got home after almost five hours. I heard her key in the door and immediately made my way to the door. Eager to know how her time at the Cucky Club had gone.

	"Hello darling," I greeted her and poured myself a glass of water. I didn't want to appear too inquisitive and hoped that Sandra would start herself.

	"Hello darling," was her reply. There was a kiss on my neck.

	I turned to her. My eyes explored her exterior again. But this time, too, you couldn't see what she had experienced.

	Sandra pressed close to me. Her hand wandered into my crotch and discovered my hard cock once more.

	"Where are the children?" was her first question. I informed them that we were on our own. "Good," she acknowledged and pulled me upstairs.

	We were quickly naked and lay on the bed. I looked at Sandra expectantly.

	"You want to hear something?" she teased. I ignored it and just waited. »I went swimming, lay by the pool and sunbathed.«

	That was the less exciting part for me. But only now did I think about the fact that nudism was popular there when I was observing. Did Sandra also present her body to several other men and women there? Let them stare at you? The idea had something. It was hard to imagine that my Sandra could suddenly be so free. But I would have thought it even less possible that she would climb into bed with another man.

	“It was just the two of us, though… at least at first. It was really nice. The pool really did us good in this weather.«

	Sandra had briefly waxed my cock. Now she sat back on me and let me penetrate her.

	“A little life came up around noon. Two more women arrived and then...

	then Hugo was there again. He really wanted to meet me a second time.«

	That didn't sound good. Hugo wouldn't want more from my Sandra, would he? There was no way I could lose her.

	“We lay by the pool with the rest. We swam a few laps and splashed around in the pool. The conversations were interesting. The other women were also quite new. It seems Monday is reserved specifically for beginners. There are probably stricter rules in the club. But Victoria didn't tell me any more about it."

	"Hugo wasn't the only man, but I knew I had to have him a second time."

	Sandra's words were surprisingly honest and without any guilt. At the same time she accelerated her ride on me.

	“His cock was great the second time too. First I blew him again, then was fucked again. This time in several positions. It was nice to be taken really deep from behind. Slapping his thighs against my butt."

	Now her words were spoken almost dreamily. Doggy style was a position I was also into. Unfortunately, it was not well suited for my penis. To my chagrin, valuable centimeters were not used.

	»So he fucked me to the climax. But it didn't stop there. After a short break

	we did it a second time. I felt his thick cock pulsing inside me again when he came himself.«

	Meanwhile, Sandra performed a wild ride on me. Obviously wanted to make me cum.

	"It was so cool to feel such a big hot cock," were her last words. That got me over the threshold and this time my cock was allowed to throb inside her. But I doubt whether she felt anything about it.

	 

	CHAPTER 5

	My wife had been to the Cucky Club twice now. I was then rewarded twice with hot sex. In between there was one or the other nice time together.

	So I really couldn't complain. Apart from the fact that I let my wife do it with other men. Nevertheless, the situation continued to gnaw at me. Was that really right for us? And now Sandra had chosen this ominous Hugo a second time. Who, unlike me, could dance well. Now, if he was her chosen one, wouldn't that increase the risk of her falling in love with him?

	In no way did I want to lose my wife. The thought was unbearable. I had to seek a conversation with her, as difficult as it was for me.

	However, I delayed this conversation a bit. It wasn't until Thursday that I brought out a "we have to talk." Words that probably do not expect anything good for every spouse.

	Accordingly, I also got an uncertain »okay« from Sandra.

	"We need to talk about this cuckold thing," I began, trying to find the right words. "Are you sure it was the right decision for us?"

	"I thought so?" came back from her inquiringly. "Haven't we had a lot of fun the last two weeks?"

	"Certainly, but..."

	"Yes? Please be honest. What are you worried about?"

	"What if you fall in love? You've now twice with that Hugo and... and..."

	"Oh treasure. You will never lose me. Never. It was fun with Hugo. He was nice and accommodating. A real gentleman and a tiger in bed..."

	"You're not helping to dispel my doubts," I interjected during her brief pause. "But he has to be like this," came back as a simple answer from Sandra. "It has to be like this, that's part of it."

	"I only understand train station," I replied.

	Sandra looked at me thoughtfully.

	"You're a cuckold, aren't you?" Sandra asked me uncertainly. “And… well… cuckolds obviously love seeing their wives with another man. A strong man.

	Only through their fear do they experience the agony of fear of losing their wife to him.

	What makes the cuckold experience something special. Is not that so?"

	She described exactly how I was feeling. Should it really be like this? Did it have to be like this?

	"Perhaps?"

	At this point our conversation was interrupted by the phone ringing. It was my mother-in-law's turn. So it would take longer. We did not resume our conversation that day.

	 

	CHAPTER 6

	On Friday morning I was home alone. Sandra was working and the children were out. I was sitting in my office trying to get some work done before the weekend. I was interrupted by a ringing.

	I made my way to the front door. Already in the hallway I saw the striking figure of Victoria Paulsen. Her long, straight and pitch-black hair and her breasts, which are clearly staged as always.

	"Hello?"

	"Hello Peter, may I come in?"

	"Of course, but Sandra isn't here."

	"I know," she admitted frankly.

	"Aha?"

	I led Victoria into the living room and we sat down.

	"What brings you here?" I asked cautiously.

	"I heard you're worried? We thought I might be able to answer a few questions for you. take care. What's on your mind?'

	Should I really pour my heart out to Victoria Paulsen? Was that what Sandra wanted? Apparently they had arranged this meeting. But could I trust Victoria? She pulled us into this story. Caution was called for.

	“I don't know if we're on the right track. Wouldn't we risk our marriage for short-term pleasure? Our family. Maybe we should end this game."

	“I understand your concerns. I've had the privilege of witnessing them many times. It is always an experience to see you men ... you cuckolds ... squirm. Part of it. Will you have to live with And to be honest, it would be a bit strange without it too. What would be the alternative?

	Lets your wife fuck you through world history and when someone asks you if you don't mind, a simple 'no' comes back. Is this how you imagine love? Of course you do mind. You hate it… and you love it.”

	Victoria's words were harsh and direct. Her tone of voice changed now, however, becoming softer.

	"Peter. Your Sandra had a lot of fun. And I hear you had a lot of fun too.

	It's clear that she won't just let any man do it. We women also need a little spiritual connection. Especially at the beginning.«

	“And frankly, your worries touch me personally, too. It is very important to me that we bring couples closer together in the Cucky Club. Weld them even closer together. If there are breakups, it's not the club's fault. It can

	also run in reverse. The wife does not get full satisfaction from her husband and seeks a replacement behind his back. Our solution is much more elegant than that?”

	Which brings us back to my own inadequacy. We had good sex, but there were natural limits.

	'You're members of the Cucky Club now and I hope you stay that way. It's nice to have some friends with us. Sandra and I get along really well and we both get along really well. Once we have properly introduced you, we will integrate you even better.«

	"Introduced correctly?"

	'Yes, Robert and I have been running the club for a few days longer. We can now draw on a great deal of experience. Recognize quickly what we can expect from a couple. For the moment, Sandra is coming alone, but of course we would like to welcome you to the club soon. After all, you are a member as well. It's not without reason that you cuckolds made our club's name.«

	"Surely you'd like to watch your wife sometime, too," Victoria added with a wink. With that, she piqued my interest. Victoria sensed that immediately.

	"All in good time. There is only one first time. Don't rush it. Enjoy the way there. As the saying goes, the journey is the goal.«

	For a few minutes our conversation drifted off to everyday topics. Victoria was an educated woman and could say something about anything. It really had something friendly and therefore relaxing. Then it was time to leave.

	“Would you please tell Sandra that she can come every Monday now. You don't have to announce yourself. The door is always open to her.«

	»Mondays only? Your induction day?”

	'Yes, only on Mondays. This path is not easy for Sandra either. He's beautiful but definitely has his challenges for women too. She too has to grow into her new role.«

	For a moment I wondered what was to come next. However, our postman got in the way of further inquiries. As he pulled into our driveway, Victoria said goodbye and headed home.

	 

	CHAPTER 7

	I couldn't get my conversation with Victoria out of my head. She had hardly been able to reduce my fears. But she piqued my interest. Soon I would be able to experience my wife up close with another man. When I thought about it, something in my pants immediately stirred.

	I freed my cock from its prison and sat down at my computer.

	Cuckold porn was quickly found. I had specially selected a video in which the man watched his wife.

	In addition, I imagined how the sight of Sandra with another man would be. Blacky already gave me an idea of how tightly her opening would wrap around his penis.

	I came masturbating wildly after just a few minutes. In the first few minutes, my guilty conscience caught up with me. What would only friends and acquaintances think of us? I would certainly be everyone's laughing stock. What man lets his wife fuck other men just like that? If at least we were swingers and I had fun with other women too. That hadn't come up once before. With all my desire for other women, my interest in real sexual contact is limited here. This was not a step I could imagine for myself. My Sandra was all I needed.

	After half an hour my bad conscience had already withdrawn. Instead, my penis showed more interest again. In the meantime, however, the house was filled with life again.

	I now faced the difficult task of conveying the message of Victoria to my wife. She was now a welcome guest at the Cucky Club every Monday.

	Only in the evening in bed did we find time for a conversation. Sandra was the first.

	"How was it with Victoria?" she asked bluntly, confirming from her side that her visit had been arranged.

	"Kind? She… she asked me to give you a message.”

	"Yes?" asked a hopeful Sandra.

	“Yes… you can come to the club every Monday now… without prior arrangement or notice.”

	"Oh treasure. I love you. You are so sweet and understanding."

	"I? What's that got to do with me?'

	'Victoria seems pleased with our progress. I wasn't sure if you -

	whether we are already that far. Hence the conversation with Victoria. She wanted to know if you're ready."

	"Willing to let my wife fuck other men on her whim every Monday," I replied sarcastically.

	"Yes," was Sandra's serious answer. She completely ignored my sarcasm.

	"Where is this supposed to lead?" I moaned.

	"We're having fun, aren't we? Why don't we just enjoy it?"

	Sandra didn't expect an answer. Even with her words, her hands had found their way into my underpants. A little later I penetrated her and was allowed to enjoy sex with my wife once more.

	 

	CHAPTER 8

	The weekend became family time again after our conversation. On Saturday we went to Mannheim for shopping, much to the delight of our women. On Sunday, among other things, there was a bike tour.

	In the evening Sandra and I lay in bed. Once again she showed her amorous side. Crawled into bed with me and pressed her breasts to my side. We kissed and a moment later her breasts were hanging over mine. I caressed her buds and sucked on her nipples. Sandra obviously liked that.

	"Come on, lie down," I urged her. I wanted to fuck my wife. Maybe I wanted to show her that I'm a man too. She would probably be a guest at the Cucky Club again the very next day. Sandra confirmed my guess.

	“Not today, darling. I'll get enough of that tomorrow. Today I want to try something different.«

	"What?" I asked, clearly interested.

	Sandra's hand grabbed my cock and pumped up and down a few times.

	'Swallowing a blowjob with… um… with?' she added sheepishly.

	“Okay, but you don't have to… only if you want to? You never have?"

	Of course I wanted that. But of course, as a good husband, I also knew how to react.

	"No, I want it... maybe it's best if I try it out with you... I... in the Cucky Club, Hugo has always come in the condom... but I'd like to...

	I guess the other women do it too… and… I thought you should be my first?”

	I felt reduced to a test subject. But why should I complain. I liked her blowjobs and was still able to experience them far too rarely. It was nice to feel her lips tight around my cock. There was something forbidden about it. To be honest it was even more stimulating than a fuck. Maybe because her lips could suck my cock really tight while doing it. It felt a lot more intense.

	"If that's what you want?"

	"And you don't mind if I'm at the Cucky Club-"

	"No," I lied to her. Disturbing was perhaps too big a word. The thought of letting other men cum in her mouth took some getting used to, at the very least. That she would then swallow it too. But that didn't matter anymore. At least I got to experience the same thing.

	Sandra made her way downstairs. Took my penis head in her mouth and grinned at me. My excitement skyrocketed again.

	Sandra pumped my cock with one hand now. Her second hand scratched my testicles. At the same time my cock was allowed to explore her mouth. Can life get much better? I was literally in seventh heaven and was at her mercy. I gave myself completely to her and finally exploded in a huge orgasm.

	Twice I splashed big. Another small squirt followed. I carefully observed my wife's reactions. The taste of semen was not entirely new to her. Occasionally she had let me cum in her mouth. But swallowing had not been in it so far. She always spat out my sperm.

	"Hmm... interesting," she admitted afterwards.

	"Aha?"

	'It's really quite simple. I don't know what has kept me from doing so until now. And a lot cleaner too,' she added happily. "And I think you enjoyed it, too."

	"Yeah... kinda... don't take offense... but... that was the best blowjob I've ever had from you."

	"But not just because I..."

	"No no."

	"Good. I have to admit, since I found out about the Cucky Club... my interest in sex has been piqued... I'm more concerned about how I can do something better.

	After all, now I have to compete with a horde of women for men’s attention.”

	"Ouch," I commented, mockingly hurt.

	"Oh... honey... don't act... like you're not getting enough benefit from this."

	I laughed happily at Sandra and gave her a kiss. That was my answer, replacing words like "You're so damn right."

	 

	CHAPTER 9

	This time Sandra didn't want to go to the club until the evening. On the one hand, the weather was slightly rainy and the pool was therefore not desirable. On the other hand, Sandra openly admitted that the selection of men should be larger in the evening.

	'If I screwed Hugo a third time, you'd worry again.

	This time it should be different. And honestly, I want to experience different men too.«

	I watched Sandra get ready. She dressed up once more. Didn't seem too happy though.

	"It's all so simple," she moaned, dismissive of her choice of clothing. “We have to go shopping again soon. Just the two of us - without the kids.«

	Something was found and Sandra also had plenty of make-up in the house.

	"You're beautiful," I admired the end result.

	"Thanks, dear."

	Later that evening Sandra was to be driven home by Robert Paulsen. It was up to me to drive her to the cucky club though. I drove my wife to her third adventure at the cucky club. That was so damn wrong and yet my pants felt tight again.

	I stopped in front of the club with the engine running. The parking lot was already slightly full. There was a lot going on on a Monday evening.

	"Honey?" Sandra snapped me out of my thoughts.

	"Yes?"

	"Do not wait for me. I try not to let it get too late. But it's almost midnight and I'm probably too tired for more. OK?"

	"If you think."

	Sandra's hand found its way back into my crotch and lay on my stiffeners.

	"I think someone's happy for me," she commented, smiling. She briefly kneaded my cock through my pants and I couldn't suppress a slight moan. 'Don't force yourself, dear, if you need relaxation then you probably know best how to get it. OK?"

	"Okay, treasure."

	Sandra got out of the car and I said goodbye to her with a »have fun«. What silly words, like taking one of our kids to an afternoon play date.

	"I'll have it," Sandra replied confidently.

	I watched her disappear into the club and headed home.

	Again I was alone with my thoughts and had a lot of time for myself. What would she experience this time? In any case, a blowjob with swallowing seemed to be part of their plans.

	There were restless hours for me. At least there was a football game going on and it distracted me at least at times.

	Sandra had told me not to wait for her. Of course I ignored this. Sleep was out of the question. I was way too excited for that.

	Instead, I pulled out my cock and masturbated with another man in introduction to Sandra. How she sucked his cock and let him take her hard.

	This game was repeated three times with short breaks. The last time I only sprayed droplets.

	The wait for Sandra still didn't end. Just after midnight I heard a car drive up. Some unintelligible words could be heard and the car drove away again.

	Two minutes later, Sandra sneaked into our bedroom, briefly disappeared into the bathroom and then back into our bedroom. She carefully slid into bed next to me.

	"Are you okay?" I asked her.

	"It's okay, go to sleep," was her curt reply. There was a short kiss.

	She must have done something with that mouth tonight , went through my head. There was also a little bit of disgust. She'd probably sucked on a cock and let it cum inside her, then swallowed the cum. Still, I felt my cock wanting to get hard a fourth time. But I was too tired and soon fell asleep.

	 

	CHAPTER 1 0

	Of course I hoped that I would get another narration of her evening. But on Tuesday there was no word from Sandra about her evening at the Cucky Club. I was too proud to ask myself. There was something embarrassing about asking my wife how it had been with another man.

	So we spent a few quiet days. However, we also had a lot of family ties and had little time for ourselves. Of course, my curiosity didn't diminish.

	“Are you back… at the club on Monday?” I asked her on Friday night.

	"Yes," came back as a simple answer.

	"You didn't say how it was last Monday?"

	"Nice," came back curtly.

	"Aha?" I tried to get more out of her.

	“Honey, you'll find out more soon. I have a little surprise for you, but not today, okay?”

	I pouted a little but responded with an "okay" anyway. Sandra then distracted me from this topic with kisses. Once again we loved each other intensely. This time with fuck and blowjob to the end. Can't life be beautiful?

	 

	CHAPTER 1 1

	To my personal misfortune, I would not be allowed to listen to my wife's next club experience immediately afterwards. On Monday I would make my way to Munich. On Tuesday and Wednesday there was a conference to attend.

	I wouldn't be back home until late on Wednesday evening.

	“I have another sexy surprise planned for you. So you don't get bored at the hotel tonight,' Sandra announced. But she didn't want to give me any more information. However, I should keep my smartphone handy.

	I drove off in the early afternoon. Heavy traffic meant that I only arrived in Munich five hours later. My hotel room in the conference hotel offered me a beautiful view over the English Garden.

	I usually meet up with other acquaintances from the industry the day before a conference. We go out for a meal together and enjoy a cool drink or two. But that night I didn't really know what to do. I preferred to be alone with my smartphone and waited for my wife to surprise me.

	I wrote Sandra that I had arrived safely and that I would go out for a bite to eat. It was almost 8pm when I got back to my room. I also shared this with Sandra via WhatsApp. My hope was of course that I would get my surprise with it. What could it be? Maybe phone sex? We had never had that before.

	I lay half-naked on the bed and tried to distract myself with the TV program.

	At 8:30 p.m., my smartphone finally reported a message.

	get ready my darling :-) The next two hours you'll be on a small Travel to the Cucky Club. While I'll have fun elsewhere ;-) will Victoria telling you how my last Monday at the club went. Have fun. I love you.

	I felt uncomfortable having Victoria tell me the story. But my excitement won out. I quickly got rid of my last clothes.

	Hello Cucky, this is Victoria. :-)

	I hear you have always been very interested in your wife's experiences. The distinguishes you as a good cuckold. But she still owes you last Monday remained. There's a good reason for that. We have prepared something there. That's how you feel Munich not quite so lonely.

	You'll be getting a few messages from me over the next two hours. May be tense.

	As always, we had a lot going on last Monday evening. The Bulls, of course, know it is the beginner's day. They have fun showing the newbies how much fun sex can be

	 can really do.

	That was another punch in the heart.

	Of course, some were also interested in Sandra. She's a beauty too. One perfect milf. And your wife showed no less interest in the Bulls.

	Luckily for you, I was able to convince Sandra to give you a small gift.

	We prepared them with a small microphone. So their conversations became recorded. You'll enjoy some excerpts of this over the next few hours.

	At first Sandra was still a bit nervous, but slowly she seemed to forget the microphone.

	Would you like to hear the first audio file? Then answer now with »yes«.

	I was extremely tense and nervous. I did not dare to touch my cock, worried about coming immediately. Hearing my wife in such a situation and experiencing it like that was something I never dreamed of. It was a surprise.

	Of course, Victoria had to play her own game again. So far I hadn't written a word back. But now she was forcing me to do it, so I sent a "yes" back.

	Of course I didn't want to miss Sandra's experiences.

	After a few seconds, a loading screen appeared and an audio file was loaded onto my smartphone. Of course it was too slow for me. I waited impatiently and started it as soon as it was finally loaded.

	»What does the first all-round view say? Anything tasty?” came the voice of a confident Victoria.

	"I don't know," came back from Sandra. "They're all pretty."

	"And well stocked," added Victoria. "Come on, let me introduce you."

	Footsteps followed and Sandra could be heard being introduced to a group. The names Rüdiger, Pedro and Jonas came up. In addition, there was already a woman in the group - Bettina.

	"Hello beautiful woman," was what Rüdiger said. I couldn't imagine a bull behind either the voice or the name. And then this flat pick-up line.

	Pedro had a distinct accent. As it turned out later, he was Latino and stationed in Rammstein.

	Jonas seemed to be more of a quiet nature. He also sounded a lot younger. Bettina, like Sandra, also seemed to be a beginner. A very articulate and self-confident woman.Although a little cautious at first, Sandra gradually got involved in the conversation. In part, she had no choice because she was questioned by the rest at the beginning. However, they quickly turned to more general topics.

	To be honest, I wasn't expecting such everyday conversations. It was just party small talk, not sex talk. Instead, people laughed and had fun. I would have preferred the opposite. If it had just been sex, it would have reduced the risk of love developing.

	It wasn't really exciting. In between there were drinks and snacks.

	There were also some time jumps. Someone had probably cut out some passages and shortened the conversation significantly. Whether things should be deliberately withheld from me or whether it should simply be shortened to a reasonable level remained open to me.

	After fifteen minutes the compilation came to an end. As if she had stopped time, it was only thirty seconds before Victoria sent me the next message.

	 That was part 1. You could already hear the bull your wife chose. You want to hear part 2? Then give your tip now. Which of the three did your wife last fucked monday?

	You can't be serious, can you? went through my head. Of course she was serious. I didn't want to stop this journey. Wanted to learn more and continue to experience their visit. It hadn't gotten particularly fiery so far. But was there still a lot to come?

	Who do you think she would choose? I couldn't judge them visually. Rüdiger got on my nerves. I hoped he wouldn't be, so I ruled him out.

	Jonas or Pedro? There was little that spoke for one or the other. But I suspected that being Latino might appeal to my wife. He also played the bad boy in the group. Doesn't that appeal to women too? Once again quite the opposite of my own person.

	Pedro? I wrote back after thinking about it for a while.

	So it should be the sexy Latino? Then we'll see what becomes of your wish.

	Of course, Victoria had to twist it again right away. It really wasn't my wish. Or? My thoughts were interrupted. The second file was loaded and after a short wait I was able to continue listening.

	It started with my wife apologizing and wanting to freshen up. What happens when a woman makes her way to the toilet? She gets company. In this case Bettina followed her. I heard a door open and close. They had probably reached their goal.

	"Have you already chosen someone?" Bettina asked my wife. "So if you don't mind? I'd like Jonas."

	"Jonas?"

	"Yes. I already had the pleasure with Rüdiger and Pedro. Somehow ... well, it's always fun for me to experience a new bull. They all have their own peculiarities and only one big thing in common.«

	"Common ground?"

	"Your big cock," Bettina giggled back and Sandra laughed too.

	"Indeed," she admitted. “I've only seen Hugo so far. You can have Jonas because of me. I haven't made my choice yet."

	“I can advise you on that… let me think about it… both have their qualities… Rüdiger is… just a Rüdiger. Thoroughly German. Does something with insurance.”

	"You can tell," my wife commented to a shared giggle. "And Pedro?" she asked afterwards, more seriously but obviously interested.

	“He's got fire in his blood… which is a bit stereotypical again… but once he's through with you, all you can do is walk home with your legs apart. The man has endurance, strength and power. And his cock..."

	Again there was giggling.

	"To be honest," Bettina continued. "Compared to the tails here, our men can pack up."

	"Well," my wife put in.

	»Who would you choose if you wanted to get really banged again?

	Want to be taken by a real man? It needs a real one

	A tail and not a tail.”

	Don't say it, don't say it went through my head.

	"Okay...big cocks have their perks, but..."

	I had to hold myself back not to cum.

	"But? No buts. I love my Christian. In the last three months, however, the club has opened my eyes. I haven't had this much fun in a long time. It's time for the next level.«

	"Next level?"

	»Well, at the moment we can only come on Mondays. With luck we will be invited on other days. There is certainly still a lot to discover and experience. Numerous bulls who didn't show up on Monday are still waiting for us. At least I'm ready for a new adventure or two... with nice big cocks.«

	Sandra only mumbled an answer, as if she had to think about Bettina's words.

	“And on the subject of big cocks. We should make our way back to our boys. Otherwise they'll steal another horny competitor from us.«

	I briefly heard another laugh together, then this video came to an end. A minute later there was another message from Victoria.

	Wasn't that interesting? :-)

	I stared at the screen for a few seconds. She obviously expected an answer.

	I didn't dare to say more than a simple »yes«. In reality, I remained extremely tense and wanted to hear more.

	There's something about big cocks. Your wife should do the same right now experience for yourself.

	But let's stick with last week. Of course, the girls took it back in their arms Bulls driven. The men were quickly divided. You seem to like your wife very well know. She actually chose your tip - Pedro. Congratulations. :-) Actually, she would have sneaked into a room with him right away. But Bettina has radioed in and invited her to her room as a spectator. As many viewers as possible seems to be her thing. I have a short and concise synopsis for you created from it. Aren't we all waiting for the main act? ;-) I waited for another audio file to be offered for download. But nothing came.

	Aren't we all waiting for the main act?

	It seemed like a rhetorical question to me at first, but obviously Victoria still wanted me to be a part of her game. What choice did I have?

	Of course I wrote "yes" back. Seconds later the download started.

	What would Bettina and the rather quiet Jonas offer for a show? It quickly became apparent that Bettina was also the talkative type when it came to sex. A small selection of her words: Deeper.

	Faster Faster.

	yeah fuck me Fuck me properly.

	Show my cucky what a real cock can do.

	Look at that Christian, look at that.

	Your little cock can't keep up with that.

	Oh god oohhh yeah yeah

	Bettina's tone of voice clearly showed her increasing ecstasy. She seemed completely immersed in her role.

	Her words also indicated that her husband appeared to have joined them. He was allowed to listen to a lot from her. Bettina's choice of words was anything but nice. I put that down to the heat of the moment. I had never seen a woman go off like Bettina. But maybe it was also because of the skilful compilation of Victoria.

	Our Bettina. Goes off like a rocket. ;-)

	Are you so speechless? No hand free to write? :-) Haha, I then texted her back. Still better than a "yes".

	:-) You should have fun too. We're only doing this for you. I want you there don't put them in suspense unnecessarily. We will deliver the main act to you in full length.

	Your wife isn't quite as talkative as Bettina. Maybe it'll come after all. Hence it will give occasional comments from me in between. So you should use your smartphone keep handy. One hand should be more than enough for your cock. ;-) And a We also have a special surprise in store for you.

	Before we start, I have one last question for you. You can guess again.

	How many orgasms was your wife able to experience with Pedro. And how often did Pedro come.

	I could have just given any numbers. My answers didn't seem to have any real relevance. But my ambition wanted to be close to the result.

	Pedro: 2. Sandra: 3

	That seemed to me to be a very serious tip.

	At least you've already realized that our Bulls value the satisfaction of the put woman. Let's see how close you are.

	So that my comments come at the right time, please start the audio file directly after the download has finished.

	This started the download of the last audio file. This time the download took a long time. In the end I was able to state that two hours awaited me. That gave the two a lot of leeway.

	It started slowly. I only heard kissing noises for a few minutes. Then it rustled and rumbled. One seemed to get rid of the first pieces of clothing.

	More kisses followed. Also, I heard the bed. This seemed to be their new venue.

	So far only Pedro had spoken, praising my wife's "hot" body over green clover.

	"Oh yeah," I heard Sandra speak for the first time.

	Now she's being pampered by his tongue , Victoria wrote to me with a first comment.

	I reenacted the scene before my eyes. Some Latino had to serve for Pedro.

	I had no idea what he really looked like.

	Now he fucks her with his fingers... and makes her lick them off. Your own juices are not too bad either. :-)

	I haven't tried that with my wife yet. At best she could taste herself when I kissed her after oral sex.

	Take it in your greedy mouth. Yes. Very deep. There's more. Yes, you horny mouse. deeper.

	That sounded very much like a blowjob. I also heard the typical noises. Then there were two loud claps. What was that?

	 gossip, gossip. Once on each plump buttock. That will be nice red handprints have given. :-)

	I should have dared to do that with my wife. She just squeaked loudly with Pedro. Her well-filled mouth probably didn't allow for more sounds.

	So the blowjob continued for a few minutes. Sometimes there was blowing, then licking and even a "lick my balls" allowed clear conclusions to be drawn about the current activity.

	Nice deep and suck. It's coming soon... aah... nice swallow.

	So I was allowed to listen to how my wife had taken the sperm from another man for the first time. I didn't have any concerns at that moment. But on the contrary. I couldn't stop myself. My hand movements became even faster. Then I felt my sperm shoot through my penis and land in a nice arc on my stomach.

	That put a damper on my excitement, of course. At first I just lay there, exhausted. Then I got up again.

	Well, that was delicious , Victoria had written to me in the meantime.

	I hadn't missed anything. There seemed to be a brief pause after the blowjob.

	Now the climax is slowly approaching. The second bull for your wife. yippee

	My wife and Pedro slowly became more active again.

	Oh yes, suck on them , Sandra said. A brief discussion about condoms followed. Pedro immediately accepted that she wanted to use a condom. He had asked too.

	But he did not refrain from pointing out that it would be nicer without a condom. She would feel him even better and the cumming would be a real highlight. But Sandra remained steadfast.

	Here we go. Round 1. :-)

	Victoria's anticipation didn't seem much less than my own. In the meantime I was greedy for more. My hand had found its way between my legs a second time and was doing its job again.

	Sandra made it clear how the big cock was inserted into her.

	Yes. Slower. Yes. Go on, go on. ohh

	To be honest, it was a little shameful and embarrassing for me. I had never been able to get such sounds out of her. This greed for sex was palpable.

	That was stressful. These were things I wanted to give my wife myself. How could she have got along without this experience all these years? I guess I was lucky that she didn't even know what was being withheld from her. Of course that was history now.

	Okay, drum roll. your surprise

	I was relatively clueless as to what to expect. But then he was surprised.

	A picture?

	What do you think you're seeing there?

	I looked closely. Let the picture fill the whole display. Zoomed in a bit closer to the center. Doubts did not arise. My wife was there in the picture. If only a certain part of the body - her pubic area. I had never seen him in a photo. But that alone would not have been worth the excitement.

	Sandra was not alone in the picture. A large, slightly dark penis pushed into her opening. Did I see Pedro's cock in my wife here?

	My excitement made great leaps. In seconds I went from well aroused to ready to cum. I didn't just have the picture. Besides, I still got to hear her fuck. The moments when this picture must have been taken.

	My wife also seemed to be making great strides towards orgasm. Pedro seemed to be doing well too.

	I still pumped wildly. But I tried to delay my orgasm a little longer. Wanted to listen to her play to the end.

	My wife finally roared out her orgasm. I followed her and cum a second time that evening.

	Wasn't that something? came from Victoria after a minute.

	I'm slowly taking my leave of it. I'll see what your wife is doing today has driven. You have one more round left. But your Sandra can't do enough either receive. :-)

	In the end, Pedro was allowed to come three times and Sandra only twice. So the result Exactly the opposite of your tip, but not that wrong either. Your wife just wanted it be sure to try and swallow a good load of cum. Nice that you are there didn't stand in the way. I wasn't wrong about you. You are a model cuckold. ;-

	) Have a good evening.

	That ended the text conversation. I only contributed a little. Sandra and Pedro also slowly stirred again. Currently, however, they only kissed. So I raided the minibar first and had a beer.

	Of course I listened to the rest. Fucked again. This time probably in doggy style and riding with my wife.

	Despite everything, I was glad when this file also came to an end. I felt completely drained and drained.

	 

	CHAPTER 1 2

	After the day of my arrival, I still had two conference days to go.

	Also, the first night we went to a party. As always, there were many familiar faces to see. A few customers could be met and in some places feelers had to be put out for new contacts. That always distracted me for longer periods . On Tuesday I spoke briefly to Sandra. She asked me directly how I liked her surprise.

	“Different… interesting… beautiful. Thanks,” was my reply.

	"Victoria thinks you would have enjoyed it again this morning?"

	"I enjoy and keep silent," I replied.

	"I love you," came back from a laughing Sandra. Of course I immediately returned it.

	'We'll have to talk about a thing or two when you get home.

	With Victoria.”

	"Aha?"

	"About the next steps?"

	"Next steps?"

	"Yes. Surely you would like to be there yourself when I... um... when I have sex with another man. You cuckolds like that a lot?”

	What should I say about that. There was no denying that. But I preferred to leave it uncommented. "Let's see," was my imperial answer.

	I was back home late on Wednesday evening. I sat down on the sofa tired. Sandra by my side. There were a few kisses. We spoke briefly about how the conference had gone. 'And what was my surprise? Was she joking?”

	Actually, we had already answered this question. But Sandra seemed quite happy and wanted to hear more.

	"Yes, thanks."

	“What was fun. Not so monosyllabic. We have to be able to talk about it. Even if you find it difficult. What was your highlight?'

	"Okay," I replied, almost trembling. "The picture."

	"What about the picture?"

	But she also wanted to know damn well and her question prompted a small outburst.

	“Like another man's fucking big cock stuck in your pussy. Filled it out beautifully and certainly stuck deep inside you. Bloody hell! How you let another man fuck you like a slut!”

	Sandra stayed calm. She gave me a kiss on the corner of the mouth.

	“I think that's how it is for both of us darling. It's so exciting, isn't it? So forbidden?”

	"Sandra," I groaned. "I do not know either. It's so...I don't want it and yet it makes me so horny and I need to have it...so wrong and...what are we doing here? What's gotten into us?'

	»We enjoy life. Let's see what Victoria has to say on Friday. Then we'll see how it goes. OK?"

	I nodded in agreement. At the same time, I had another thought.

	But Sandra would hardly like this one. Maybe we should unite under this stupidity draw the line?

	 

	CHAPTER 1 3

	Over the next two days I became more and more convinced that we should bury the cucky club issue. Of course it had revived our sex life enormously, but that could only end in disaster.

	Of course I still couldn't get the sight of my Sandra with the big cock out of my head. I feared that image had been burned in forever. Especially since I could bring it out again at any time. Image and audio files were stored on my smartphone.

	On Friday morning, Sandra revealed to me that the conversation with Victoria had been postponed by one day. I used the free time for my Friday bike ride.

	Again with me were my binoculars. It's been a while since my last activity as a voyeur. To say goodbye, I could perhaps take another look.

	However, it was still early. I made the weekend on time and announced a longer tour to Sandra. This gave me an understanding look, like I could really use this after all this week's excitement.

	Instead of going straight to the Cucky Club, I went for a proper lap. Struggled up some small hills and got it rolling neatly. After two hours I turned onto the path to my observation post. My excitement was palpable. I tried to calm down. Just a quick look and then off home. That part of my life was about to come to an end.

	I took a quick sip and then pulled out the binoculars. The late summer weather was really kind to us. It was correspondingly lively on the terrace. Even if it was only in the afternoon, there were certainly 20 to 25 there already

	Persons.

	I took my time and observed calmly. I took a closer look at each person.

	Maybe you found a familiar face? I was especially looking for a Latino.

	But there was no person who looked like Pedro to me.

	All guests were dressed differently. From completely naked to normally dressed. Only swimwear was not found. If you wanted to splash in the pool, do so naked.

	Of course, the many naked women did not leave me cold. Something stirred in me again. But for a change I had the strength not to lend a hand just yet. This was mainly because I was hoping for a more interesting sight.

	I should get that too. I really hadn't expected that. only that

	sudden appearance of my wife would have aroused me even more.

	There were three people who excited me so much and made me doubt my eyesight.

	Victoria Paulsen made the start. She wasn't a surprise, but I'd never seen her like this before.

	Naked, she flaunted all of her femininity. My eyes immediately fell on her breasts.

	I've been able to admire her deep neckline a few times. Now her large breasts hung in the air, defying all gravity. I was more certain than ever that she had let me help here. That didn't make the sight any less appealing to me.

	The rest of her body was worth more than a look, too. Long legs, naturally shaved, and her long jet-black hair. She was also beautifully tanned. There were no white lines whatsoever. She is often lying naked by her pool.

	I enjoyed the sight and couldn't help massaging my cock through my pants. Then my excitement turned to shock.

	I had seen that other people followed Victoria. But first I gave her all my attention. Now the two other people fell into my focus.

	I was expecting a lot, but not that. Two of our neighbors - the Bergers - stepped onto the terrace. Lydia Berger was also naked, while Helmut stepped onto the terrace in normal summer clothes.

	We organized the last street party with the Bergers. It was their fault, in the form of their son, that Victoria and Robert Paulsen were also invited. If that hadn't happened, my world wouldn't have been turned upside down like this.

	Had Victoria seduced her into the cucky club too? Was Lydia also a hotwife and Helmut a cuckold?

	After I had already carefully examined the naked Victoria, Lydia followed, of course. I'd never dare tell my wife, but her sassy pixie cut in frequently changing colors did grab me. And that where I usually prefer women with long hair. Maybe that short hair just went well with the slim and almost frail looking Lydia. Her breasts were correspondingly small.

	Lydia took a seat on a double bed while her husband took a chair next to it. After five minutes it was explained why he wasn't lying next to his wife. Victoria had done a little lap around the pool and briefly greeted various guests, then she lay down next to Lydia.

	That was the beginning of the waiting for me. I considered masturbating. But I didn't want to go home that quickly. I hoped they would offer me something more exciting.

	Of course it didn't get boring anyway. After all, there was a whole series of naked women to watch. However, my eyes always went back to Victoria and Lydia.

	They talked to each other. Sometimes Helmut Berger was also included in the conversation. He also provided them with drinks.

	After half an hour I was rewarded for my patience. A woman on a couch next to them started things off. A man joined her. The woman pulled out his cock and sucked it like it was the most normal thing in the world. The rest didn't ignore it, just watched with mild interest. From my previous observations I knew that something like this was not entirely unusual.

	Victoria and Lydia also looked at it. They exchanged a few words

	and Victoria surprised me once more. She leaned in behind Lydia and kissed her neck. Kissed slowly and turned her head. A kiss followed.

	I've always liked watching lesbian porn. But this was the first time I've watched two women kiss live, even if only through binoculars.

	The kiss didn't last long. But there was no reason for disappointment. After a few words from Victoria, Lydia made her way downstairs. Her path ended between Victoria's legs.

	The fact that she blocked my view with it drove me half insane. But it wasn't difficult to imagine what was happening there. Lydia Berger's tongue -

	our neighbor - was deeply in the shame of Victoria Paulsen.

	Wow went through my head. With one hand I had long since pulled down my shorts and brought out my cock. The second hand was of course needed for the binoculars. I didn't want to miss a second.

	At least I had a clear view of Victoria's face. You could clearly read the steadily increasing desire. Not in the form of screams of pleasure. It was just an ever-satisfying look.

	I occasionally glimpsed the blowjob, but my main interest was Victoria.

	She was the great riddle for me - a mystery. I would have to face her on Saturday.

	The sight excited me greatly. It didn't take long for me to cum. Then I pulled my pants back up. Nevertheless, I continued to watch the spectacle. After a short time Victoria came too. I expected that maybe she would reciprocate with Lydia.

	But she just got up, gave her husband a kiss on the mouth and then jumped into the pool. The blowjob had also come to an end next to them. Calm had returned to the pool at the Cucky Club.

	I wrestled with myself for a moment. But then I decided to go home. I didn't have the feeling that something exciting would develop again so quickly.

	Our neighbors are also members of the Cucky Club!? This realization kept me busy for the rest of the day. Thoughts of lesbian lovemaking continued to drive me insane with lust. Unfortunately, I couldn't find a way to relax. Again and again I had to fight my hard cock and had to hide it.

	In addition, there was another issue that bothered me. I couldn't talk to my wife about my discovery. How was I supposed to explain to her how I knew about her membership? I would certainly not come out as a horny voyeur.

	I considered confronting Helmut Berger. Maybe we could help each other. But who knew if he wouldn't run straight to his wife? And from there the message would probably go quickly to Sandra.

	 

	CHAPTER 1 4

	The announced conversation with Victoria was scheduled for Saturday. I thought about how to end the Cucky Club topic for us. Even if I kept struggling with a stiff at the same time. The topic didn't leave me completely cold.

	Of course, it also gave me some interesting experiences. But limits had to be set somewhere. Maybe the Cucky Club adventure would work out for us, but was it worth the risk?

	Sandra went shopping with the children. She had been gone ten minutes when the doorbell rang. I had just sat down in my office chair and finally wanted to get the necessary relaxation with a porn.

	Victoria Paulsen was standing in front of the door. I suppose it shouldn't have surprised me that she came to see me alone again. I was duped once again.

	“Victoria? What a coincidence. Unfortunately, Sandra went shopping a few minutes ago.«

	"How stupid," she grinned at me. »But we can talk alone first.«

	She pushed past me into the house. I had no choice but to engage in the conversation. I would just let her know my decision.

	“Those were exciting weeks?” she began the conversation. I just grunted briefly.

	»Exploring such a new world isn't that easy, is it? And pretty exciting. But you've made pretty good progress."

	"Progress?" I asked, slightly patronizing. "My wife fucks her way through a pack of men..."

	"And enjoys it . . . as do you," Victoria replied coolly. "So is your little birdie, by the way."

	With these words her gaze went between my crotch. There my stiff penis became apparent. Damned.

	"Victoria. With all due respect to your club, I don't think that's the right thing for us.«

	"Do you believe? Hmm. Let's figure out why you think that and why I think it's bullshit."

	I was secretly hoping for an easy finish. But Victoria probably wouldn't allow that. However, my plans also included Sandra at my side. While she wasn't in on it and probably wasn't interested in an ending, I was sure she would accept my choice. So I was left with the hope that she would soon

	would return.

	“I don't know what I should be interested in about the club. He doesn't offer me anything. On the contrary, something is just being taken from me.«

	Not only was my wife taken from me, but also my masculinity. Instead of getting excited about it, I should punch men in the nose who are after my wife. That would be male.

	“I think you got a nice surprise earlier this week.

	A nice radio play including picture.«

	»While in the club heaps of cuckolds are allowed to watch live and up close. Congratulations."

	"That's how it starts," Victoria laughed out loud at my wailing.

	"What's so funny about that?" I hissed back. She slowly calmed down again.

	»You talk about leaving the cucky club and at the same time you complain that unlike you, other cuckolds are allowed to watch their wives. Shouldn't that make you think? Peter you are a cuckold. Once a cuckold, always a cuckold. You can't put that down that easily. Your wife's screams of pleasure and the image of Pedro's cock inside her, that would stay with you for the rest of your life."

	»At least I would still have my Sandra … my wife!«

	»You have that now too … and in a much happier way. How do you imagine that. Do you want her to get along with your penis for the rest of her life? With respect, do you really think that will make her happy?”

	"I guess I'll have to live with that," I replied bitterly. But I also had great doubts. Maybe I would achieve the exact opposite of what I was aiming for. Sandra was allowed to taste a new world. Could she do without it again?

	'To take a step back. Of course you will be allowed to watch your wife. It's only a matter of time. We're not heartless. It's also called the Cucky Club and not the Hotwife Club or the Bull Club. Among other things, I am here today to talk about the general conditions under which this will take place.«

	I can't say that this didn't pique my interest. The prospect was alluring and palpably arousing to me.

	"First of all, I need to get something straight," Victoria continued. “Our philosophy, of course, is that all three groups—the hotwifes, bulls, and cuckolds—get their satisfaction. It just looks significantly different. Of course we could have let you watch your wife on the first evening. Of course, almost every cuckold wants that. But the same applies here - the path is the goal. It's like Christmas. The anticipation is the best.

	And being able to watch your own wife for the first time is incomparable. That cannot be repeated - only increased.«

	"Increase?" I asked before I could think about it. As I said the word, my anger began. I didn't want to show any interest.

	»There are hardly any upper limits. That's up to the couple. I don't want to anticipate here. That would take the tension off. In the case of your wife, for example, anal sex would be a possible step up. So far she has refused you. The Cucky Club could certainly change that. Few women in our club don't like being fucked deep in the ass.«

	I had approached Sandra about anal sex three or four times over the years. But her rejection was always quite clear, so that I had given up long ago. Quite like that

	it wasn't important to me either. Nevertheless, every few weeks I would consciously watch a porn video with an anal scene.

	»This is just a small example and still offers a lot of potential for improvement. As I said, there is little taboo for us if none of the parties involved announces their rejection. Only when it comes to the private sphere do we become very careful. We would never allow ourselves to privately embarrass or harm our members. Of course, children are also taboo. That goes without saying. But there is a fetish where the hotwife lets the bull get pregnant.

	Anyone who dares to do that in our club will be kicked out. We don't make any compromises. This is anything but fair to the child.”

	That made sense and made sense. But left a damn big leeway for all sorts of messes. I can hardly imagine most of them. So these words didn't seem to me like advertising for the club.

	"What?" I asked a laughing Victoria in an annoyed voice.

	'You're a cuckold - no question. You have the ride of your life ahead of you. I am so excited. We're going to have so much fun."

	Again, that sounded little like advertising for staying at the club.

	"You're rejoicing too soon. Certainly..."

	My words were interrupted by the ringing of the front door. Who could that be?

	Sandra was probably back with the children. That would hopefully end this unspeakable conversation.

	Victoria smiled kindly and waved her hand towards the front door. As if she wanted to give me the order to take care of it.

	As expected, Sandra was at the door.

	"Hello? Where are the kids?” I asked her uncertainly.

	"With my parents," came back curtly. "Pedro? Are you coming?"

	My eyes widened. Next to Sandra came a muscular man with short-cropped hair and brown skin. The Pedro?

	He was younger than I expected. Just touched the 30 year mark.

	"Hello," he greeted me firmly but in a friendly manner.

	"Er, hello?"

	Sandra led him into the house by one hand. Before I knew it, she had grabbed my hand too and was pulling me along too. Victoria was still sitting on the sofa and whistled a greeting to the two.

	Victoria sat down on the second sofa with Pedro. I just stood there stupid and still completely confused.

	"Why don't you get us something to drink?" Victoria suggested.

	As if on autopilot, I carried out this task. A beer for Pedro and wine for Victoria and Sandra. At the last moment I had the thought that I should also consider myself and so there was a second beer.

	I stood by the table for a moment. Victoria then clapped the seat next to her, motioning for me to sit next to her.

	"Fine, then we're finally ready to go," Victoria commented.

	»Why not skip the talk and look at the object of desire. Sandra?”

	My wife looked at me uncertainly. But I couldn't offer her more than an uncertain look. I didn't want to offer her at all. Finally she stuck again

	once in league with Victoria.

	"Sandra," came from Victoria again, then she took action. Before my eyes, she first unbuckled Pedro's belt, followed by the zipper and then pulled down his pants.

	Pedro got out of his pants and took off his t-shirt himself. His muscular torso with numerous tattoos came to light. In keeping with our very unchristian activity, there was also a cross among them.

	Once again Sandra looked at me and our eyes looked at each other briefly. She smiled sheepishly and immediately looked away. Once again she got on her knees and freed Pedro from his boxer shorts. Immediately his semi-rigid member swung out.

	I automatically took a deep breath. Felt my pulse go up. My gaze was glued to his cock.

	Only when I kissed my cheek did I realize that Sandra had come over to me.

	She pulled me up from the sofa and began undressing me as well. I was frozen and let her do it. Could hardly think clearly. My eyes searched Pedro's penis again. He was still semi-rigid, but still visibly larger than mine.

	When Sandra freed me from my panties, I slowly came to myself.

	My hands automatically moved to my pubic area and wanted to protect my penis from prying eyes. My manhood had already reached its full hardness.

	Victoria pushed my hands out of the way with a "We're on our own here."

	Then I was pushed back onto the sofa.

	So I sat across from Pedro and watched as my Sandra rejoined him.

	Victoria leaned close to my ear and whispered to me. “Look carefully. Have you seen anything so horny before?” Before my eyes, Pedro and my wife kissed.

	At first, Sandra was very careful and reserved. I saw her glance over at me a few times. Then their kisses got wilder and wilder.

	When Sandra's hand found Pedro's cock, I felt my penis twitch. Pedro returned the favor by kneading Sandra's breasts. But could only do this through the fabric of her blouse. Unlike us, the women were still fully clothed.

	With stoic calm, a fixed gaze and certainly a little shock, I watched as my wife ended the kiss, gave me a satisfied look and then lowered her head into Pedro's lap. Wouldn't she?

	But she did exactly what I feared. Pedro's cock found its way into my wife's mouth.

	I wanted to say something, do something. But what? Perhaps the right choice would have been to end the game and kick our visitors out of the house. But that would also have meant that this sight would be taken away from me.

	Once again I was caught between two worlds. The good husband would snatch my wife from Pedro. The cuckold, on the other hand, would probably want to see a lot more.

	I felt Victoria's hand on my thigh. My cock immediately twitched. A great excitement had built up in me again. It wouldn't take much for a discharge.

	“Watch as she tries to stuff as much of his cock as possible into her mouth. It's only a matter of time before she can handle the biggest cocks.«

	Sandra paused her blowjob and looked up at me. My excitement was more than

	clearly. To my surprise and displeasure, she got up and walked over to me.

	Sat down by my side again.

	"Honey?" she began. It was exactly the tone she used when she desperately wanted something from me, expected something. Her hand covered my cock at the same time. I groaned briefly. Much to the delight of my wife, who saw my reaction with a satisfied smile.

	'Isn't it nice to be a cuckold? to be my cuckold? The club really is the best thing that could have happened to us. What do you think?"

	Her hand briefly kneaded my cock.

	"Can't I get an answer?" she whined.

	"Me," I began. Just at that moment, Sandra jerked me off once and I had to stop. Only with difficulty could I hold back an orgasm. That would have been far too embarrassing for me here in front of Pedro and Victoria.

	"Really cool, isn't it?"

	In her excitement, Sandra reminded me more of an excited teenager than of a 37

	year old wife and mother.

	I took a deep breath. My tormented gaze went to the right side. There Victoria sat, looking at me with satisfaction and confidence. She leaned towards me and whispered something to me.

	'Well say yes. At least accept your defeat like a man. You're a cuckold now."

	Victoria savored my agony. That should have frightened me. Should show me the right path. Instead, I accepted this agony. I even enjoyed it. I felt Sandra only lightly pressed my cock, then it was all over with me.

	"Yes," I gasped and a first splash shot out of me. "Yes!! i am a cuckold

	I'm your cuckold."

	It took me a few seconds to calm down. Getting back down to earth.

	What had I done? Did I seal my fate with that?

	At least Sandra was very happy with my words. She lay in my arms and kissed me on the mouth. Between kisses, she said thank you. It took a few minutes for the situation to calm down again.

	Our two guests had let us do it quietly. When Sandra pushed away from me again, Victoria took command again.

	“Now that we've got that sorted out, there's still one question left. Would our new cuckold like to watch his wife get fucked for the first time today?”

	I remained silent. After all, I had just hosed down. This gave me perfectly clear thoughts for a short time. Still, I really wanted it. It was just the embarrassment of this situation that kept me from speaking it out. Even if it's just a simple "yes"

	would have needed. Victoria thought so too.

	"Yes or no?" she asked impatiently.

	"Honey?" came from the other side.

	I closed my eyes and said a soft "yes".

	"Good," came from Victoria. “Then there is only one condition. You have to give your wife permission to fuck the Bulls without a condom in the future."

	“What?” came from me, startled and relatively loud. “This is unacceptable! That really does not work."

	"Okay," came back curtly from Victoria. “Sandra, Pedro, have fun. I'm waiting

	here with Peter.”

	I got a disappointed look from my wife. Nevertheless, she got up and took Pedro's hand. Then she decided to go to Victoria again. The two whispered briefly. Then Sandra nodded acceptingly. Holding her hand, she led Pedro towards the stairs. The target could only be our bedroom.

	I looked after them in shock and my mouth was half open. Sandra would have another Fuck man in our marriage bed.

	"Well, you could have been on the other hand by now, but you really wanted a condom," Victoria commented smugly. She was obviously still having fun.

	At least that made it clear that they really would use a condom.

	Sandra and Pedro had disappeared in the meantime. I was as quiet as a mouse and tried to hear if anything was happening upstairs. Whether perhaps adjusted rhythmic noises. Victoria, in turn, watched me with interest.

	"You soundproofed your bedroom?"

	Maybe not, but our bedroom had thick walls.

	"Why can't you hear anything?"

	'Don't worry, I'm sure they're having fun. But Sandra knows how to handle her cuckold.«

	I looked questioningly at Victoria.

	"Would you like to know what she just asked me before she left?"

	"Please?" I burst out.

	'She wanted my opinion on whether to close the bedroom door or leave it open so you can at least listen from a distance. After which I asked her a simple question.”

	"Yes?"

	'Did he deserve this? Well, now we know what her answer to that will be.”

	I moaned in agony. How could this day have gone so wrong. I felt as if I had fallen into an abyss. There was now no escape from this.

	"Why?" I asked quietly. It was more rhetorical, but Victoria answered me anyway.

	»Every woman has different ideas about the perfect relationship with her cuckold. But this inner torment is the most beautiful thing. Just at the beginning. Splendid."

	For a moment, Victoria had probably unintentionally given me a glimpse into her own world of thoughts.

	"You're almost all the same... no, no, I don't want to," she mocked a desperate man. "I'm so horny, so horny, do what you want," she added as a counterexample.

	That pretty much described my emotional life. I was torn. In the end, my excitement - my cock - decided where the scales just tipped.

	How could I escape this world now? The situation was hopeless that day. I needed quiet to think about it.

	"And... why... I mean, otherwise you try harder?"

	"More?"

	"To get your way?"

	"Why didn't we try to convince you to take the next step today and let your wife fuck bareback?"

	"Yes," came back quietly from me.

	“Sandra might have done it. But even if I repeat myself - the journey is the goal. You'll tell her yourself when you can't take it anymore. When you really want to be there. Those are always wonderful moments... especially for women.

	But for you cuckolds, too, there is always something very liberating about it.«

	I provided drinks and snacks for Victoria and myself. She didn't know exactly how long one would have fun upstairs either.

	It had been almost an hour before something finally stirred. Pedro and Sandra came down together. Both obviously freshly showered. Sandra was already dressed.

	Pedro gathered his clothes in the living room. Had this day finally come to an end?

	Victoria would take Pedro with her. Sandra announced that she would collect our children from my parents again.

	'It would be nice if you could clean up our bedroom in the meantime. New bedding especially. You've earned yourself a nice treat for tonight."

	So I was home alone again. I took a deep breath. Then I made my way upstairs. I wanted this task done before Sandra got back with the kids. I was also curious about our bedroom. Had to take a look at the bed.

	The door to our bedroom was closed. I walked in and looked around and sniffed the air. Was that the smell of sex? First I tore a window open.

	Then I began to remove the pillow and the duvet.

	I almost missed it. But something was stuck between our two mattresses.

	I lifted the small object and then froze. I held a condom between two fingers.

	It was knotted at one end. There was plenty of whitish liquid inside. Pedro's sperm. He had sprayed a decent shot, I had to accept appreciatively.

	Naturally, the condom was also relatively large.

	I carefully took it to the bathroom and dumped it in the trash can.

	They really did it in our marriage bed.

	I was too mentally drained that day to think about what had happened. But Sandra later made her announcement and let it rip in our bed. She literally "sucked" me dry. It was just awesome and uninhibited sex. That topped once again the frequent and good sex of the last few weeks.

	The topic of cuckolding did not come up between us that day. This also included the dalliance with Pedro in our marriage bed. But pictorially, it kept haunting my head.

	 

	CHAPTER 1 5

	Sunday was all about family. It was my mother-in-law's birthday so we went there to visit.

	Late in the evening, Sandra revealed the plans for Monday to me. To my surprise, Victoria had asked if I could schedule it to come to the club.

	"I?"

	"Yes," was Victoria's simple reply.

	"And you?"

	"Let's see, I don't think I'll be on my way until evening."

	This was a clear announcement that we would continue to be members of the club.

	That she wanted to continue reaping the benefits of membership. After Saturday, however, I hadn't expected anything else. For the moment I saw no other option than to accept it.

	 

	CHAPTER 1 6

	I didn't have anything important on my desk. In the morning I did a few minor things, then I took the liberty of being self-employed to take the rest of the day off.

	I was expected at the Cucky Club at 10 a.m. on the dot. I was extremely excited and of course a little excited.

	"Have fun," Sandra wished me goodbye. We hadn't talked about what to expect. I couldn't bring myself to ask.

	I walked the 500 meters to the club. At this early hour and at the start of the week there were already six cars in the parking lot.

	Robert Paulsen was already waiting for me at the door. As I was about to enter, another car drove into the yard.

	"Let's wait a minute."

	Two men got out of the car. They were introduced to me as Anton and Thomas.

	"New?" Anton asked, looking at me and in the direction of Robert Paulsen.

	"Yep, still quite a freshman."

	Robert gave us a complete tour of the club. We stepped out onto the terrace. Two naked beauties were already lying by the pool.

	Victoria stood next to two men and gave them instructions. They tended a flower bed.

	"There's the rest," she greeted us happily. »Robert, would you please instruct Anton and Thomas in their work.«

	Those addressed left and I was left alone with Victoria.

	"Why don't we go for a little walk?" she asked in my direction. She didn't wait for my answer, but started walking. I automatically stayed by her side.

	'Such a lovely villa. I'm still overjoyed every day that we were able to buy this gem.«

	"It's something special," I admitted.

	"A lot of work, too," she continued.

	"I can well imagine. Sandra and I have a lot to do with our garden.« »Yes … fortunately we have many helping hands.«

	"Aha?" I had bad suspicions.

	"What do you think you're here for?"

	"Around? I have to?"

	"Correct. gardening. Now don't look like that. We're not monsters. After the work is done, there is of course a reward. And I really can't think of worse than doing my job next to naked women?”

	I still had to process this news and without thinking I let Victoria lead me back towards the terrace.

	"Robert, are you taking care of Peter?"

	"Naturally."

	I stayed with Robert while Victoria disappeared into the villa. Rake, pull weeds, dig up. We worked together around the terrace and brought it into shape.

	I was once again functioning mostly on autopilot. I couldn't believe what I was doing here. Of course there were also positive sides. Only a few meters away from us there were some naked women. There were now four of them. They were also joined by two men.

	I was just waiting for them to offer us a fuck or at least a blowjob. I had already observed this from my voyeur position at this point.

	But they didn't do us that favor.

	At least Robert provided us with drinks. We also took a long lunch break at half past midnight. Robert and Anton started the grill together. First the ladies and their visitors were taken care of. Then it was our turn.

	With six men - or more precisely with six cuckolds - we sat together at a table. I understood that now. Calling a group of cuckolds to do gardening on Monday morning. No wonder the Cucky Club always looked so immaculate.

	For two hours our conversations had revolved around the work to be done. Now the atmosphere was more relaxed and I got to know the rest better. I mainly talked to host Robert, as well as Anton and Thomas.

	First it was about the intricacies of barbecuing, then we came to football and the starting season. Robert and I were fans of Kaiserslautern. Kaiserslautern would have to struggle through the 2nd Bundesliga again. Thomas was a Bayern fan and Anton didn't believe in football.

	The topic of cuckold was still ignored. That changed when another woman stepped onto the terrace.

	"Hello darling," she greeted Thomas and gave him a quick kiss on the cheek. Then she disappeared to the other side of the terrace and joined the rest of the women and men.

	"Beautiful woman," Anton commented after a few seconds. He was certainly right about that.

	Stefanie still had something very youthful and carefree about her. As I learned later, she was only 28 years old. Thomas himself is only a year older. "The cops must be really keen on her," he added after a few seconds.

	"Yes," Thomas sighed. "Two weeks ago I watched... for the first time."

	"That must have been an experience," commented Anton, patting him on the shoulder. “I remember my first time well. Even if it's been three years.

	You never forget something like that.«

	"Yes," confirmed a grinning Robert.

	"How long has it been with you?" Anton asked in Robert's direction.

	"Phew. A felt eternity. Let me think. I was 28 then - 19 years ago.

	We'll be celebrating our anniversary soon...but everything was a little different back then. Pretty different.

	We found a couple for a night together through an ad.”

	“You were allowed to do it too?” asked a fascinated Anton.

	"Yes... back then," came back from a thoughtful Peter.

	"And how about our newbie?" came in my direction.

	"Well... I... so far..."

	"He hasn't yet," Robert finally answered for me.

	"Uh," came from Anton immediately.

	"But surely your wife already has?" asked an irritated Thomas.

	"All cuckolds are different," Robert taught Thomas. 'Only a few are destined to see their wife for the first time. You're in the minority there. In our club it should only be around 20 percent of the cuckolds.«

	"Yes," Anton mused. »I was only allowed to be there the second time.«

	“Peter can now too. He only has to give a little agreement and is still reluctant?”

	"What's the problem?" Anton asked once more.

	"Would you like to explain it to them?" Robert asked.

	"I want my wife to be without a condom," I admitted quietly.

	Instead of words, I was greeted with laughter from all sides.

	"Condom?" asked Anton, shaking his head and laughing.

	"What?" I asked, hurt. »Can't do without? But that is …"

	"All the Bulls at the club have regular doctor's visits and pertinent check-ups, if that's your concern."

	"Of course, but also... she's my wife... and... and..."

	»There is nothing more beautiful than your wife's freshly fucked pussy. If a bull's semen spills out as well... anyway. Let's wait and see when you give your approval."

	When, not if. He obviously had no doubt that it was just a matter of when. After our conversations and her revelations about her own wives, I also hungered for it more than ever. But I had to stand my ground. If I let it, I would probably be lost in this world forever. There would never be a way back from that.

	I didn't even think about my wife and whether she could do without this world. My concern was for me alone. If I were to experience my wife with another man up close, I would hardly be able to free myself from it again. The consequences could hardly be estimated.

	"But our Peter still has a few surprises in store," Anton pointed out to Robert. 'If he's going to have a go first. That will be interesting."

	“Anton, you know our rules. Don't anticipate."

	"Yes, yes," he grinned back. But Robert also seemed amused by the hints. I was clueless again. Thomas also showed interest and was probably still in the dark on many points.

	After our lunch break we continued to work for another hour. Then our work came to an end.

	We were shown back to the villa. A lot of sweat had flowed over the last few hours

	and we were allowed to take a shower. Then I was dressed in a white bathrobe. Robert instructed me not to wear underwear. My clothes disappeared into a small locker.

	Our path led once through the entire villa. I hadn't been in this area before. There was a sign in one passage that said "Cucky Bar."

	Next to it was another sign in the look of a stop sign with the inscription "No Bulls Allowed" - no bulls allowed.

	In fact, we had reached a small bar. There was a counter, several TVs, and plenty of seating. The room was already slightly filled. 8 out of 20 people wore

	also a bathrobe. The rest wore normal street clothes. This included Anton and Robert. To me, Thomas was the only familiar face in a bathrobe.

	Anton and Thomas had reserved places for Robert and me. We sat down with them on a sofa. I sat between Anton and Robert.

	Thomas sat on the far right of Anton. He patted us both on the shoulder. "Enjoy yourself."

	"What's the mess now?" I groaned.

	"Oh," came from Anton. "Pretty women in yummy lingerie certainly aren't a mess...um...come to think of it, you two actually make the mess."

	I would probably never get clear answers from another club member. I guess I had to get used to that. But instead, hints still raised additional questions. At least Victoria now came in accompanied by a woman. Maybe now I would learn more.

	»Dear cuckolds, once again I welcome Antonia to one of her popular lingerie shows.«

	This announcement was greeted by most of the cuckolds with a short and loud roar.

	»Before we start, the rules for our newcomers should be explained. Some of our hot wives are about to show off the lingerie. It is then up to you to decide which lingerie would suit your wife. As always, our lovely Antonia has everything in stock. Your wives know about the show and would certainly be disappointed if you came home empty-handed.”

	"Once you've decided to buy something, just raise your hand and one of my nice helpers will come to you and take care of everything else," Antonia added. »You don't have to worry about sizes. We have already collected them for you.«

	"I see we've got plenty of robe wearers among us again," Victoria went on.

	“Some of you see it as a reward. I am convinced that your ladies only hope to put you in a good buying mood. Anyway. As always, you can masturbate to your heart's content for the duration of the show. Only rule, you would have to open your robe and reveal your happier cuckold friends.«

	I was stunned. Did I just hear that right?

	After all, Thomas and Anton, two people without a bathrobe, sat next to me. I didn't have to witness the masturbation directly. Would anyone even take part?

	"Dear cuckolds," Antonia took over again. 'The show can finally begin. Our lovely Maria starts with a set consisting of a triangle bra and a thong.«

	A black-haired beauty stalked in. The lingerie she presented did not hide anything. Netzoptik very generously revealed both the view of her nipples and her shame.

	“Here you can expect hand washing…” Antonia went on. I took little notice of her further words. My eyes were glued to the sight in front of me. I immediately felt something stir under my bathrobe.

	A hand also flew up on the other side. A helper came over to him and took the order.

	"Ha," came from Anton next to me. "Maria will once again coax plenty of laundry out of her Jürgen."

	It took me a few seconds to understand his words. The man on the opposite page was probably our model's husband.

	"Here we have sweet Stefanie in an enchanting corset - also in black."

	In fact, Thomas's wife came in. Sweet wasn't a term at all.

	»We offer the corsage including overknee stockings and panties. Most men are attracted to suspenders. You cuckolds resemble you with the bulls for a change. This corsage is a bit awkward to put on due to the many fasteners. So your ladies will be happy to ask for your help. I guess that won't bother most of you."

	I turned away briefly and looked around. This time four hands had shot up.

	"Raise your hand," Anton whispered to Thomas next to him.

	"What is it?" he came to. His gaze was previously completely engrossed in his wife.

	“The unwritten rule is, buy anything your own wife performs. At least if you want to be a happy cuckold for the next few days.«

	Timidly, Thomas' hand went up. Although he had some experience ahead of me, it was also his first lingerie show. For a change, Anton's explanation was more than logical.

	While orders were being accepted and Stefanie was tossing and turning again, my gaze went through the room again. My gaze lingered for a brief moment and then turned away in shock, quickly returning to the sight of Stefanie.

	In a corner of the bar, two cuckolds caught my eye for a brief moment. These two cuckolds in bathrobes made use of our permission. They had their penises exposed and they were masturbating.

	"With all the delicious sights, don't forget to buy your Sandra something nice."

	“Miriam shows us the same thing again. Instead of black but this time in aubergine.

	Very nice for all red-haired ladies, like our Miri here.«

	Hands went up again and orders were taken.

	More performances followed. I saw another cuckold masturbating and immediately looked elsewhere. I was getting nervous. Once again I was warned not to come home empty-handed.

	Then Stefanie appeared again as a model. Like my wife, she was blonde. Now she wore a rather playful white lingerie. I knew immediately that I would make a purchase.

	»Here we have a sexy corset with underwired bra cups. There is one in front

	sophisticated lacing. String and stockings are of course also part of the package.«

	My hand went up. Instead of one of the ladies, however, Victoria came over to me and took the order.

	"Good choice," she complimented me. 'Wouldn't it be nice to see your wife for the first time? White also has something virginal about it and would therefore be ideal for your debut.«

	Victoria crouched slightly for her words. She patted my leg lightly. 'I'm sure there's a hard cock under that robe. You really don't have to be ashamed to show it here and get your salvation. After all, you're in good company here."

	With her words she had grabbed my head and pushed it aside. More cuckolds were now masturbating. I couldn't understand how they could let themselves go like this.

	Well - I wasn't quite that uncomprehending after all. My sensitive cock also sent quite clear signals to me. His desire was quite clear. But my brain hadn't completely shut down yet. Embarrassing, embarrassing, embarrassing , was the unequivocal broadcast from there to such behavior.

	"I had such a hard time with it the first time, too," asked an amused Anton. "Boys," he continued. “Enjoy the moment. You don't experience a situation like this every day. If I were sitting here in my bathrobe..."

	His opinion was pretty clear.

	"That's how it works," followed after a few seconds. A look to the side showed me that Thomas had opened his bathrobe. His hand held his cock in his hand. A tad bigger than mine. But probably not on a scale that would interest any woman in this damn club.

	Thomas started slowly. But quickly dropped his inhibitions.

	"You're the last one," Robert whispered to me.

	"What?"

	"The last one with the bathrobe closed."

	I looked around. Robert was right. Should I? went through my head. I took a deep breath and felt every pore in my head screaming for relaxation. This strange situation excited me. This perverted new life full of strange adventures.

	I watched a cuckold cum a few feet away. In that moment it was all over me. I needed that too.

	I slowly pushed the bathrobe apart. My hand grabbed my cock. it was crazy Here among a horde of men to masturbate at the sight of the model. But my cock had once again triumphed over reason.

	Up and down. Slowly my hand did its work. Not a word came from either Robert or Anton. My gaze was fixed on the respective model.

	My hand steadily got faster. I pushed my body deep into the sofa and quickly realized that I was about to come. I closed my eyes and took a deep breath.

	"Here we have the pretty white corsage again..."

	"Open your eyes," interjected Robert and I just followed the instructions without thinking.

	»...this time Sandra is showing us this.«

	I literally jumped. My wife posed in front of my and numerous other eyes. She twisted and turned. But her eyes were only on me. Just as

	my gaze was fixed on her.

	After just a few seconds I felt my cock begin to throb. It sprayed three times and my sperm landed on my hand.

	That didn't go unnoticed by Sandra either. She smiled at me knowingly and contentedly. Then she disappeared as quickly as she had appeared.

	"Pretty woman," Anton commented.

	My gaze went down to my sperm-smeared hand. I wiped them in the bathrobe.

	That ended the lingerie show. Robert led me back to my clothes. A few minutes later I was on my way home. Also this time I would manage the 500 meters on foot.

	It didn't surprise me that I didn't find Sandra at home. It was now late afternoon and she seemed to be still looking for her pleasure in the Cucky Club.

	On the other hand, I was completely exhausted from this exhausting day. Not only from the work input, but also from what followed. I made dinner for the kids and then went to bed early.

	Later I woke up again. Sandra had crawled into bed with me and snuggled up to me.

	"Go back to sleep," she whispered to me. A quick look to the side showed that it was almost midnight.

	 

	CHAPTER 1 7

	Again I didn't find out how Sandra had fared at the Cucky Club. For two days we didn't even mention Monday. But then I had to ask.

	"I don't know why I always have to tell you," Sandra answered. »You only have to comment briefly and you will get a much more impressive view of what is happening. Words will never be able to compete with that.«

	"That can't happen," I replied, almost sadly.

	“You don't even have to say anything. I put a surprise in your closet for you earlier. Take a look."

	I opened the double doors on my side of the closet. My gaze immediately stopped. There were the white lingerie that Sandra had presented in front of my eyes.

	"It's very simple," Sandra continued. “Just put the lingerie out for me next Monday and I'll know what your decision was. No words needed. I understand that this is not easy for you. But I am sure that we are on the right track here. To be honest, I haven't felt this close to you in a long time."

	I saw Sandra drop a tear and hugged her comfortingly.

	"Promise me to think about it," she demanded of me.

	A soft “okay” escaped my lips in response, followed by “give me time”.

	Nothing happened for three weeks. Apart from the fact that Sandra continued to be drawn to the Cucky Club every Monday. But there were no stories for me. Sandra went to the club in the evening and lay in bed with me around midnight. On Tuesday morning we went on with our lives as normal.

	In principle, I could have ignored the cuckold world with it. I just shouldn't have paid attention to my wife's Mondays.

	Of course that didn't work. Especially on every Monday I imagined what Sandra would do there again. I also had the picture and the audio files of her with Pedro. These were still used again and again.

	An increasing part of me wanted to say yes. Wanted to accept this life. Above all, I wanted to see my wife with another man. Watch them experience real and total ecstasy. Not to mention the sight of a big cock shoved deep inside her.

	It was Sunday again and we were facing the next Monday. I didn't expect anything to change this week.

	On Sunday evening, Sandra wanted to go jogging and asked me to accompany her. After several requests from her, I finally agreed, slightly reluctantly. Sandra didn't seem to mind.

	For a moment I expected that we would now be jogging towards the Cucky Club.

	That we would take a surprising turn there and end up in the club. In the end just for one purpose. To let my wife see me having sex with another man and thereby seal my fate.

	But no, it went the other way. But after 200 meters we stopped. Or rather, Sandra stopped us.

	"Wait," she whispered to me. At the same time she pulled me aside. A hedge served us as a small privacy screen.

	"What?" I asked back.

	I followed Sandra's gaze. It was aimed at two men standing in the Bergers' driveway. One of them smoked a cigarette.

	"What is it?" I asked again in Sandra's direction. But she just told me to be quiet.

	Irritated, I waited and stayed with her for cover. Finally the cigarette was smoked and the two men rang the doorbell. After a few seconds they were opened and they disappeared into the house.

	"Oh my God," I heard from a visibly excited Sandra.

	"Am I now slowly finding out what this is about?"

	"They're from the club!"

	"Who?"

	“The two men… who just disappeared into the Berger's house. They're in the club... two Bulls. What are they doing here?'

	Of course, I suddenly saw the light. From my observations as a voyeur, I already knew that our distant neighbors were also members of the cucky club.

	However they got in there. But I still couldn't and didn't want to confess this to Sandra. I preferred to keep my voyeur activity to myself.

	"Come, come," like Sandra and pulled me on. She remained slightly crouched.

	"Sandra? What are you doing? … No."

	My "no" rang out as she pulled onto the Bergers' property. We approached the house slowly and carefully. But their goal was not the front door. Instead she turned left into the garden.

	"Are you crazy?" I asked when we reached the corner of the house.

	But Sandra continued on her way undeterred. There was little resistance from me either. I let myself be pulled by her hand. Followed her further around the house.

	We finally reached the back of the house. In the meantime it had become quite dark. So some bushes and shrubs were enough to hide us. At least I hoped so. The picture presented to us was not particularly interesting at first. Helmut Berger sat in an armchair. The two guests on a sofa. There was no sign of Lydia Berger. They seemed to be talking. But we couldn't understand the words. What was this?

	I tried to withdraw Sandra. We'd better end this stupid thing. But

	she stood her ground. I didn't dare to convince her with words. My concern that I might be heard was too great.

	But then something happened. Lydia Berger entered the living room. My breath caught.

	I've seen her naked before, but in the right packaging, the sight of a woman can be something very special. That was certainly the case here.

	But the first thing I do is her hair. It had changed color once again. Now it was bleached blonde. The lingerie was all black. It started with black silk pantyhose, continued with suspenders and a garter belt and ended with a black bra. It looked classy and yet very playful. At second glance, I also discovered her high heels. Also in black, of course.

	Immediately all eyes were on Lydia and she was greeted. This strutted provocatively to the three men. First to her husband. There was a quick kiss and a few words were exchanged. Helmut said goodbye with a smile.

	Then her way led to the sofa. The two men moved aside and let her sit between them.

	Of course, by now I had a clear idea of what I was about to see here. I was excited, nervous and full of anticipation. A look at Sandra brought out an embarrassed smile from her.

	"Look," she whispered, and my head snapped back. Lydia kissed one of the two men - a black man. They didn't stay long and immediately started a wild tongue game.

	The second man meanwhile pulled Lydia's bra under her breasts. He was tall, almost skinny, and very pale. He kneaded her briefly, then his face disappeared between her breasts. It couldn't be seen, but he would probably suck on her nipples.

	This game continued for a while. After a few minutes, the roles were switched.

	"Who is that?" I asked quietly in Sandra's direction. I was slowly finding my voice again. The shock of this situation was overcome.

	“I'm not exactly sure… I think the black guy's called TJ. The other one's called Adam, I think."

	Lydia was now tampering with TJ's pants. After a few tries, his tail stuck out. Lydia immediately put her mouth over it.

	I was only allowed to see his penis in its full length for a short time. Now he had disappeared into our neighbor. That in the truest sense of the word. I couldn't see it exactly, but I got the impression that she could really absorb him completely.

	That fascinated me. Could any woman create such a giant, could my wife do it?

	The situation in our neighbors' living room was now steadily evolving. The black man had now climbed onto the sofa and was standing in front of Lydia with his legs apart. His cock was deep inside her again. He now literally fucked her in the mouth with it.

	I could only see the bottom half of Lydia's face through his legs. But such a hard fuck in the mouth, was that comfortable for the woman?

	"Wow," I heard softly from Sandra. The sight didn't seem to leave her cold either. Did you imagine being able to do this yourself one day?

	In the meantime Adam had freed Lydia from her thong. His face buried deep in her shame.

	A change of position followed. Adam sat down on the sofa. Lydia knelt before him. Now

	he probably got a blowjob. TJ briefly admired the sight and tugged at her nipples.

	Then he got up from the sofa and stood behind Lydia.

	With that, the view was lost again. But it was obvious that his cock was penetrating her.

	At that moment, my Sandra also became active. Her hand ran down my sweatpants.

	She immediately discovered my hard-on.

	»Oh, do you like that«, she commented on finding it and kneaded my cock lightly through my pants.

	A few minutes passed before the next change of position. In between, I kept looking at Helmut Berger for a moment. However, he sat stoically in his chair and just watched. I would have at least expected him to relax himself.

	But nothing happened.

	But Sandra seemed to think that I needed to relax. Under my quiet protest, she pulled my jogging pants down a bit. My underpants followed. So I stood as a voyeur in my neighbors' garden and presented my cock. Sandra grabbed him and slowly began to jerk off.

	To do this, she stood behind me. She also let me feel her breasts. These pressed against my back with their clearly noticeable nipples.

	Despite all this distraction, I never quite lost sight of the sight before our eyes. Lydia's moans could now be clearly heard through the windows.

	"They're having fun," Sandra whispered in my ear.

	In the meantime, another change of position took place in front of our eyes. TJ was now sitting on the sofa.

	Lydia rode wildly on his tail. This was finally a really good position for us two voyeurs. Now we could watch very closely how TJ's cock disappeared deep into Lydia again and again.

	Adam stood to the side of Lydia. This tried to spoil him orally as best as possible.

	Of course, that wasn't easy with her increasingly wild ride.

	"Horny, isn't it?" Sandra said again from behind. I remained silent, but was completely caught up in this wild fuck game myself.

	Sandra's hand still gripped my cock vigorously. I felt her bring me close to orgasm. My lust would soon explode. In addition to playing with my cock, she slipped her second hand under my shirt. Her fingers sought my nipples purposefully.

	It was the first time she touched me like that there. Nipple games are for women, aren't they?

	But now my nipples surprised me. Obviously, I had an erogenous zone that was still unknown to me.

	Sandra just rubbed my nipples with her finger. Then she gently pinched my nipple. Repeated this a few times. Finally, she ran her fingernails over my nipples, and especially my nipples.

	That would actually have been enough to let me come to the climax. But at the same time her pumping of my cock became less. My breath seemed to give early warning of my approaching orgasm. Sandra still seemed to have plans with me.

	Also in the living room one slowly came to the climax or at least to the first climax of their activities. It was clear to see that TJ and Adam were about to climax.

	TJ started it off. With a scream that can also be heard outside and clearly twitching, he came into Lydia. His cock was sunk deep inside her. Without a condom , I briefly thought.

	Then TJ cleared his gaze, flopping down on the sofa next to Lydia. My gaze immediately led me to Adam. Lydia took his shaft deep in her mouth again.

	At the same time Adam jerks him faster and faster.

	Finally he came too. I only knew this sight from porn movies. He sprayed his cum on Lydia's face.

	"How cool," commented a delighted Sandra.

	I could only agree with that, even if I refrained from using words. Instead, I was totally fixated on the sight before my eyes. In addition, I felt how Sandra jerks me faster again.

	“Oh, you bitch, hm. Yummy,' she commented on the next sight.

	Before our eyes, the honorable Lydia Berger was busy collecting the cum on her face. With her fingers she pushed it into her mouth.

	By the time she was done, her hunger didn't seem to have been satisfied. This time her finger pushed into her wet column. Sperm was already running out of this. She now picked this up and licked her fingers with relish. TJ and Adam cheered them on with words.

	"Lick you bitch," came again from Sandra.

	Was that still my wife? The last few months had changed them - had changed us.

	Obscenities and frivolities were more common.

	Not that these thoughts occupied me for long at that moment. It was more like I got even more aroused by her words.

	Sandra accelerated her masturbating movements once more. Her other hand pinched my chest several times, then a few words were enough to finally make me cum.

	'Come on, my cuckold. Come on. Squirt for me.”

	I did that in a real explosion.

	Then I hung slightly on the ropes. Luckily Sandra supported me.

	When I calmed down again, my vision became clearer. We watched as Lydia took TJ and Adam's hands and led them out of the living room. Her clothes were left there. After a few seconds, a light went on on the first floor. Lydia and Helmut Berger's bedroom. The fun shouldn't be over for her. Helmut sat in his armchair the whole time. Now he got up. He glanced around, then gathered up TJ's and Adam's clothes. He stacked them neatly on a chair. He also collected his wife's thong. But keep him to yourself.

	Then he went to a small closet. There he poured himself a drink. Maybe scotch or whiskey. With this he sat down on the sofa. Exactly where it had driven his wife a few minutes ago. He began to drink with relish and in small sips. In between, he put his wife's thong to his nose and sniffed it.

	I no longer registered a point at that moment. He sure was weird though.

	Even now he didn't pull his cock out to finally relax himself.

	"Come," Sandra whispered to me and pulled me back. Our time as spectators was over.

	Of course, nothing more came of our jogging plan. Instead, it was a straight way back home and into our bedroom. Here we were quickly freed from our clothes. Before I knew it, Sandra pushed me onto the bed and climbed on me. But instead of letting my cock penetrate her, she first pressed her shame in my face.

	By this time I had long since had a stiff again. Accordingly greedy my mouth went to work.

	Later Sandra made me happy again. It was two wild hours with plenty of position changes.

	 

	CHAPTER 1 8

	It was a restless night for me. Events had rolled over again within a short time. I already knew that our neighbors were also members of the club. The spectacle that they had offered us this time, how completely uninhibited Lydia Berger had fucked two other men in front of her husband .

	I couldn't get that out of my head that quickly. But it was also difficult to process. A few months ago I was still living in my small world with a wife, two children and nice neighbors. And now?

	I had little to complain about. On the outside, my life hadn't changed. The sex with Sandra was better and more frequent than ever. Basically, there was only one debatable point. I let my wife sleep with other men.

	But that wasn't the only thing. Even though it tormented me to let her date other men. It also turned me on - excited me.

	This Monday Sandra had to leave the house early. It was pouring rain, so she took the children to school. Then she drove straight to her work.

	So we didn't see each other again until Monday evening. Another thought had occupied my mind in the meantime. What should our future look like? With or without Cucky Club?

	Of course, I didn't know how Sandra would react if I told her that I wanted to end our membership. But before this topic became topical, I first had to think critically about where I stood. Accordingly, I managed little work on this Monday.

	I was pretty much torn between continuing and quitting in my decision. Of course, the experience from the day before with our neighbors did not leave me unimpressed either. The scenes played out over and over again in front of my eyes.

	After a dinner together with the whole family, we finally had time for ourselves at 7 p.m. I poured us both a wine. Sandra then opened the conversation with a question.

	"Do you mind if I go to the club right now?"

	it was monday The only day of the week she was allowed to come into the club as she pleased. Which was a topic in itself and triggered a lot of question marks for me.

	"Sandra," I began slowly. “I've been thinking a lot today . . . and I'm to one

	result came.«

	I was nervous and had to take a deep breath. Sandra looked at me expectantly.

	Her gaze was somewhere between hope and fear. She too felt that an important decision had to be made.

	'I'm not sure what to think of the Cucky Club. There are so many things that scare me. Lots of open questions. But I can't say it wasn't a decent ride either. An adventure... when you suddenly stood in front of me at the lingerie show. That was an incredible moment.«

	I had to pause again. I felt myself shaking slightly.

	“Sandra, I think we should stay members. Should explore this world further…”

	I fell silent. I said it. Up to the last second I had been unsure whether I would really be able to get those words out of my mouth. But now it was done. I felt a great burden lift from me.

	Sandra got up and sat down next to me. Gave me a long and gentle kiss. A loving kiss.

	»I love you and I am sure that this will be the right decision for us.

	As difficult as it might be at times. I'm so glad you think so too."

	There were almost tears in Sandra's eyes.

	We just sat there for two or three minutes. We hugged each other tightly. Then Sandra sat up again.

	"Give me a head start of ten minutes, okay? Then you can follow me into the bedroom.”

	I confirmed her instruction with a simple "okay" and Sandra immediately disappeared upstairs. I had already given a lot the night before, but I immediately felt that I still had enough juice for another night. Especially in view of recent events.

	I kept looking at the clock spellbound. After ten minutes I was on my way. Instead of entering immediately, I knocked and was invited in by Sandra.

	When I saw Sandra, my breath caught. Sandra stood in front of me in the white lingerie from the lingerie show.

	“Honey, we both know what that white laundry is for. It's for our first time together. The first time you're there. I wish that very much. It would be something very special, a very intimate experience that I would like to share with you. But in the end it is your decision alone.«

	“So I have a simple question for you. Should I keep this pretty white corset on, or should I change?”

	Wow went through my head. But now she wants to know.

	"Keep on or take off?" Sandra repeated the choices again.

	Should it be now? I was excited when I walked up the stairs, expecting a sexy evening. But this clearly topped it again. My penis responded with an expectant twitch. Having just dropped a barrier and accepted our membership, I should now go one step further. I began to speak, shaking and stuttering.

	"I...uh...I...an...keep on."
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	CHAPTER 1

	I thought about it for a long time. In the end I informed Sandra of my decision.

	We should remain members of the cucky club. This decision scared me. I wasn't sure what this could mean for us and our marriage.

	I imagined the worst scenarios. Could Sandra leave me for one of these men? fall in love with him? I had a lot to offer her, but in bed I couldn't keep up at one important point.

	A lot had happened to me in the past few months. We were drawn deeper and deeper into this new world. The desire for this new game had sucked us deeper and deeper into a completely different world. So much so that I couldn't say no. I didn't want to take it away from Sandra. But I didn't want to do without either.

	Sandra and I were certainly easy prey for Victoria Paulsen. At times I was shy. In the end, however, desire prevailed over reason. I didn't quite trust her. She felt like her fingers were even more involved than I suspected.

	Still, I couldn't resist their offers.

	Sandra felt much easier compared to me. Of course she was also the much bigger one. For her, there was a lot of sex with well-hung men. These could not only convince with their tail length, but also knew exactly how to make a woman happy.

	Although Sandra made it clear that her love for me was much more important than future visits to the Cucky Club. But I was sure that she would miss him. We seemed to have reached a point where going back was becoming increasingly difficult.

	I don't want to exclude myself from that. Knowing that my wife was pleasuring herself with other men, I found increasing pleasure. My night in Munich was unforgettable. Victoria had kept me updated on my wife's wild night.

	This path had once again led us to a new point. We had already been able to experience a lot as cuckold and hotwife. But one special experience was still to come. Perhaps the ultimate experience for every cuckold. I hadn't become a spectator yet. My wife wasn't allowed to experience it directly with another man.

	It was probably not least the desire, or rather the lust for this experience, that ultimately made my decision for the Cucky Club indispensable. I just had to experience it once. I could no longer do without it.

	After I decided to go to the Cucky Club, it suddenly all went well that evening

	fast. Sandra retired to our bedroom. After ten minutes I should follow her.

	I kept looking at the clock spellbound. I set off on time.

	Instead of entering immediately, I knocked and was invited in by Sandra.

	When I saw Sandra, my breath caught. My wife presented herself in front of me.

	She was wearing the white lingerie from the lingerie show at the Cucky Bar.

	“Honey, we both know what that white laundry is for. It's for our first time together. The first time you're there. I wish that very much. It would be something very special, a very intimate experience that I would like to share with you. But in the end it's your decision alone. If you're not ready, I'll take them off."

	“So I have a simple question for you. Should I keep this pretty white corset on, or should I change?”

	Wow went through my head. But now she wants to know.

	"Keep on or take off?" Sandra repeated the choices again.

	Should it be now? I was already excitedly walking up the stairs when I was expecting another night with my wife. But this clearly topped it. My penis responded with an expectant twitch. After a barrier had just fallen and I had fully accepted our membership, I was to take the next step without delay. I began to speak, shaking and stuttering.

	"I...uh...I...an...keep on."

	 

	CHAPTER 2

	Sandra threw on an open-hearted dress and took my eyes off the lingerie. Black stilettos completed her outfit.

	A few minutes later we were sitting in our car and driving towards the club. On the way, Sandra called our neighbor and asked her to take care of our offspring.

	Our neighbor, of all people, whom we had observed in action the night before. Which I had already seen in the club as a voyeur. They too were members there. It was only a matter of time before they would also learn about our membership. I found that extremely embarrassing, even if they would be affected as well.

	I intentionally parked our car out of sight of the street. Because of something stupid I didn't want to come out to the whole neighborhood. Otherwise I would probably quickly be considered a brothel. That was probably still the prevailing assessment of the Cucky Club.

	We sat next to each other in the car for a moment. We both needed a moment before we could begin the next step of our adventure. Sandra took the first step and leaned over to me. she kissed me

	With a "thank you" she broke their kiss. But then continued it. At the same time she had pushed a hand into my crotch and got to feel my hard cock.

	This betrayed me quite clearly. The whole journey he had been pressing against his prison. Now Sandra excited me even more.

	It certainly wouldn't have taken long for me to explode. But Sandra broke the kiss and her hand disappeared from my body.

	"Come," she invited me. "Off to adventure land."

	You could also see Sandra being a little nervous. But her anticipation and desire were clearly in the foreground. With me it was different. I was on a roller coaster ride of emotions. My cock throbbed with pleasure. He was obviously looking forward to what was to come. At the same time, I was afraid and worried about this experience.

	But it was too late to go back. I couldn't have mustered the strength to do that. Despite all the fear, my lust drove me forward. In a strange way, my fear even made my lust soar to new heights. My feelings went crazy.

	I let myself be led to the entrance by Sandra's hand. We rang the bell and Victoria of all people opened the door for us. Presumably Sandra had informed her about our coming.

	Victoria was in a good mood and showed us a big grin. She hugged Sandra as a greeting and gave me a slap on the shoulder.

	"I'm happy for you," she announced loudly.

	We followed Victoria into the hall. There was a little party here. I counted about 30 people. For a Monday, that seemed like a handsome number.

	"Why don't you take your time choosing someone?" Victoria asked in my wife's direction. “Peter and I are going to make ourselves comfortable here.”

	And so my Sandra disappeared to the other side, while Victoria and I sat down on a sofa.

	We didn't exchange a word for minutes. I even forgot that she was sitting right next to me. My eyes followed my Sandra spellbound. Which bull would she choose for our first experience together?

	I had expected that it would now go very quickly. But Sandra took her time. She greeted gentlemen and ladies and engaged in lively discussions.

	While talking to a lady, she suddenly pointed a finger at me. She even waved briefly and her interlocutor looked at me and then smiled friendly at Sandra. I would like to sunk into the ground. However, he sat glued to the sofa.

	"Your Sandra takes her time, but anticipation is known to be the greatest joy," Victoria finally spoke up. I glanced at her briefly, then turned my gaze back to what was happening at the bar.

	Sandra and her interlocutor were now talking to three men.

	All well built and clearly interested in the women. Would she choose any of them?

	"Who do you think she's going to choose for your first time?" Victoria mused beside me, echoing my own thought to the point. "Who would you choose?"

	I looked at Victoria again but remained silent. Surely you wouldn't expect an answer? But she didn't give up.

	"Come on. From all the men you have been able to experience in the Cucky Club so far. Who would be your choice?'

	But I still remained silent. I didn't want to answer that.

	"It doesn't have to be someone present," Victoria teased me. »Think about it calmly and make your decision. Who should it be?'

	Even if I remained silent, the mind games had started in me.

	I imagined my wife's three interlocutors having fun with her. Which of them would Sandra like? So far she has distributed her attention quite evenly.

	"If you don't like the three, who else can it be? Hugo? Rudiger? Pedro?”

	When she mentioned Pedro's name, I couldn't help but think back to my time in Munich. I had been able to listen in audio form as my wife had fun with him at the Cucky Club. But the highlight had been my first little glimpse of my wife with another man. Victoria had sent me a photo showing Pedro's cock inside my wife.

	"Oh," I groaned suddenly, startled. Victoria pressed my cock briefly through my pants.

	"I just wanted to know if you're having fun," she explained. "You're so quiet."

	"Sandra will choose someone," I said, slightly annoyed.

	'Of course she will. But that's why we can still have a nice chat here. So who would be your choice? Who would you like to watch take your wife? Pushing her deep and making her ecstatic?”

	With her words, Victoria kept pushing me. I hoped my Sandra would make a choice soon.

	"Pedro?" I said, half questioningly. With this answer I would at least get my peace of mind before this question. I had listened to the audio files again and again and the photo had also become a permanent guest in my masturbation.

	"Good choice," Victoria admitted. "Pedro's a really good bull. You'll enjoy him."

	Victoria stood up and I watched her go, dumbfounded. She went straight to Sandra. They exchanged a few words and I could clearly see my wife's eyes widen briefly. Then she clapped her hands briefly and gave me a big smile. Then she left the room alone.

	Meanwhile, Victoria came back to me. I was already up and puzzled over what I had just observed. What was going on here?

	"Good news," Victoria announced. »Sandra is happy about your choice and is already on her way to see Pedro.«

	"What?" I blurted out, aghast. Once again I felt like Victoria's pawn. She had deliberately let me choose my wife's bull. The man I would watch her have sex with for the first time.

	I wanted to back off with Victoria. But what could I have achieved?

	She might even have enjoyed it. I was much more worried about what my wife would think of this action. What man chooses the cock he lets his wife fuck with. It felt particularly humiliating.

	My own arousal was not bothered by any of these things, however. I felt my cock in my tight pants. He finally wanted to escape his prison.

	"Come on," Victoria said. "Otherwise Sandra and Pedro will already be through with their number when we arrive."

	They probably wouldn't be that fast. But now I thirsted for more. I wanted to be there.

	Victoria led me up the stairs. We stopped in front of one of the many doors.

	“A few final instructions. Don't bother Sandra and Pedro. Stay away from your cock. You'll get permission to lend a hand soon enough. Once you come, the evening is over for you. We don't want to overwhelm you the first time. Then please leave the room and go home. Don't worry, we'll make sure your Sandra gets home safely. Got everything?”

	I had imagined this experience a little differently. However, I was in no position to negotiate it. My goal was to finally be allowed to enter the room.

	"Understood," I replied in a low voice.

	"Good. Have fun."

	Victoria opened the door. Pedro and Sandra immediately fell into my field of vision. They were already lying on the bed and kissing. It was an unusual sight. You could clearly see them playing their tongues.

	 My wife kisses another man!

	I stopped dead in my tracks. It wasn't until Victoria pushed me forward that I started moving again. She motioned for me to sit down in a chair. She herself sat down on the wide armrest of the armchair and supported herself on me.

	Sandra and Pedro must have heard us. But at first they didn't pay us any attention. Only when I was seated did I notice how Sandra threw a few furtive glances in my direction. She gave me a brief smile. There was also a little bit of uncertainty. Of course, this was also a new situation for her.

	Before my eyes, Pedro began to undress my wife. As if they were just waiting for my arrival. Her breasts quickly came to light. Pedro massaged her vigorously. His mouth devoted to her nipples. Sucked, licked and even bit lightly. Sandra moaned slightly several times.

	I could only keep still with difficulty. The urge to grab my crotch was great. Even if it's just to massage my penis a little through my pants. But I followed Victoria's instructions. I didn't want to risk this game ending prematurely.

	I wanted to do it now.

	For several minutes Pedro devoted himself to my wife's breasts. In between, they kissed again and again briefly.

	"You have wonderful breasts."

	"Your nipples are perfect."

	Pedro turned out to be a little charmer. Sandra was only too happy to hear these compliments and I knew that every one of them was true.

	My wife's cop took off his shirt. Even before that, it was clear that he had an extremely muscular body. But the sight almost took my breath away. It's a wonder women didn't faint in droves at the sight of his muscles.

	In addition, his black body was covered with large tattoos on his chest, back and upper arms. From a purely visual perspective, he looked like the perfect bad boy.

	Sandra threw another quick look at me and then pushed down the bed.

	Slowly and clearly audibly, she unzipped it. With Pedro's help, she pushed the pants down and freed him from it.

	But I had no eyes for that. My eyes fell on his underpants. His best piece was clearly evident. Even the head peeped out at the top and wanted to escape to freedom.

	Sandra quickly freed him from his underpants. His penis swung free and hung high.

	For the first time I saw his penis in all its glory. In the photo I'd already seen, most of it was in my wife. Now I was allowed to admire its full length.

	He was long and at the same time equipped with a good girth. I could only green with envy at this sight.

	"Seven inches," Victoria whispered in my ear. That was almost twice as long as I could offer my Sandra.

	What have I done? How can she ever settle for me again?

	My heart literally slipped into my pants. I would have preferred to back down. But it was too late for that. Sandra had already been able to experience this new world in the last few weeks. How would she ever be able to do without such experiences again?

	For a brief moment, my desire had crept away. Fear had clearly come to the fore. But that changed again in one fell swoop when I was allowed to watch how my Sandra wrapped his cock in her hands. Slowly she jerked him off a few times.

	Her head bowed down. I was already expecting a blowjob, but Sandra just pushed out her tongue and played around his penis head. Circularly she guided her sweet woman's tongue around him. She gave me the opportunity to observe this spectacle very closely.

	But at some point she wanted more and started taking more in her mouth. Pedro's cock slowly pushed its way into my Sandra. Her lips were tight against him and began to suck.

	The blowjob should be prolonged with plenty of variety. In between Sandra licked again and again from the root to the tip.

	But one thing quickly became apparent. She couldn't record the full 19 centimeters.

	I figured she'd be done at just over halfway.

	Pedro clearly enjoyed playing with his penis. Occasionally his hands grabbed Sandra's head, but mostly he just let her do it. However, he was less reserved in his choice of words.

	»Nice deep my horny mouse. One piece is still possible. Come on. Very good. Don't worry about sooner or later you'll get everything in your little mouth. I'll make sure you get enough practice."

	What if the prospects weren't dazzling? Sandra seemed to like it. Her mouth full, she couldn't speak, but a grunt sounded like agreement.

	At least that was my interpretation. It was also noticeable that Pedro became a little more imperious after his first words. He took matters into his own hands and assumed the dominant role.

	I had little need for questions about whether we were still on the right path. I lived out my own lust. My penis was almost aching with excitement. I could clearly feel how sensitive he had become in the meantime.

	As if by itself, one of my hands slid into my crotch and squeezed briefly. An exciting shiver ran through my body immediately.

	"If you can't control yourself, there's the door," Victoria whispered firmly to me.

	At the same time she grabbed my hand and removed it from my best piece.

	For a brief moment my eyes left the scene in front of me and I turned my head to Victoria. She gave me a determined look and gave me a short smile.

	"Don't worry, you'll be there soon enough for your fun."

	The blowjob had come to an end. Pedro had brought Sandra up to him and freed her from her last clothes.

	"Pretty horny my beauty?" he commented, touching her shame. His hand came out with slightly glistening moisture. Sandra nodded bashfully.

	Her lover threw her on the bed and bent over her. First there were kisses again. He slowly worked his way down her body and landed purposefully between her thighs. Calmly he devoted himself to her shame with his tongue and fingers. He slowly began to fuck her with his middle finger. Sandra acknowledged this with a mixture of cheering and moaning.

	"When his hammer hits, you can unwrap it and lend a hand yourself," Victoria whispered in my ear.

	Victoria's slightly cryptic words were easy to interpret. When the fuck started in front of my eyes, I was finally allowed to masturbate. As embarrassing and humiliating as this may seem. I looked forward to this moment. Not only that I finally needed an outlet for my excitement. I also wanted to finally watch my wife in the crucial act. As hot as the preliminary skirmish had been, it certainly bore no comparison to what was to come.

	Pedro did me a favor and didn't linger. He slowly pushed Sandra's body back up. It pushed his cock through the furrow of my wife. You could clearly see how she was trembling just because of this.

	They kissed again, then Pedro let go of her and straightened up. His arms encircled Sandra's squats and lifted them slightly. Freehand, he put his best piece on my wife's column. The next moment his penis head was already in her.

	My eyes were fixed on the spectacle. Pedro took his time. That was certainly necessary. He slowly pushed himself deeper into my Sandra.

	I wondered if she could take Pedro all the way in. It was supposed to take a few minutes, but to my surprise, it went pretty smoothly.

	The fuck finally began with slow movements.

	"What are we waiting for?" Victoria whispered in my ear.

	I was so mesmerized by the spectacle in front of my eyes that I didn't realize that I too was finally able to get my satisfaction from it.

	I looked briefly at Victoria and then at my Sandra. It was the height of embarrassment here to pull my pants down and lend a hand. But what choice did I have?

	I resigned myself to my fate and undid my zipper. Then lifted my butt a bit and pushed my pants down to my feet along with my panties.

	At least my cock enjoyed the newfound freedom. The first drops of pleasure were clearly visible on my penis.

	Most men are said to masturbate with their right hand. I've always used my left hand. At that moment, my hand returned to its usual place. It was almost enough to make him disappear completely from the glans to the root in my hand.

	I began slowly with slow up and down movements. I immediately realized how excited I was. Be careful not to rush into it.

	While my hand took up its new job, Sandra and Pedro were mainly busy with themselves. I got a few very brief glances from Sandra. But she focused increasingly on her lover.

	Her lust had increased noticeably over the last few minutes. You could tell that from the fact that she, too, was constantly shedding her restraint and letting her lust out more and more freely. This was especially noticeable in her moans.

	Pedro found it much easier. He was completely focused on his partner. Again and again he sank his penis deep into my wife. He varied the tempo very skilfully. So neither he nor my wife came to a quick orgasm.

	Which didn't necessarily make it easier for me. With all my lust and the urge for my satisfaction. I certainly didn't want to be the fool here and come first. I wanted to prove a little more stability. And of course I wanted to

	also have something of the spectacle in front of my eyes.

	Once again I was able to admire Pedro's ability. Once again he increased the pace. Pushed into my Sandra with quick thrusts and let her come first. I had never been able to offer my wife that in this form.

	In those moments I seemed completely forgotten. Only wild screams of pleasure could be heard from my wife.

	I wasn't very different though. My hand was now flying up and down. I felt how I came very close to my own orgasm with quick steps.

	In the meantime, there was a brief change of position before my eyes. After a few kisses it continued doggy style. Pedro slapped Sandra's bottom rhythmically.

	That was the moment when it became too much for me. I tried to hold myself back for a moment, but it was hopeless. My cum squirted into the air and landed on my penis and hand.

	I closed my eyes for a moment and slumped a bit in the chair. When I looked back towards the bed, I looked straight into my wife's eyes. She must have been watching my orgasm closely. I got a smile from her for that.

	The situation was once again embarrassing for me. I was glad when our eyes parted again.

	"Cleaning?" Victoria asked sideways, holding out a handkerchief. I took this and cleaned myself as best I could.

	"Time to go," she said next. As previously announced, I should be heading home after my orgasm.

	I was confused and my lust had evaporated for the moment. I quickly pulled my pants back up and let Victoria lead me towards the door. From there I took one last look at Sandra and Pedro.

	They were completely occupied with themselves again. Sandra was visibly closer to her second orgasm and Pedro slapped her bottom faster and faster. As Victoria closed the door, I heard him scream what sounded like an orgasmic scream.

	In my imagination he squirted his juice into my wife at that moment. That was a strange thought for me.

	Isn't it perverted to let other men do this to my wife? Even want to feel? What have we become? What have I become? what kind of person am I? I had neither answers nor solutions. Instead, let Victoria lead me to my car without a word. Certainly my thoughts were also influenced by my temporarily satisfied lust.

	“You'll probably want to do it yourself again at home. After all, today was a special experience for you. I would advise against it. Experience has shown that your wife should attack you in the morning at the latest. Wouldn't it be a shame if you couldn't perform anymore?"

	With these words, Victoria said goodbye. I was tired and just wanted to go to bed. It's hard to imagine that I would really want more.

	When I drove into our yard, I noticed with a start that the light was on in the living room. It took me a moment to realize that it must have been our neighbor.

	She played the babysitter for our children.

	I looked around the car nervously. How could I possibly explain to her that I had come home without my wife?

	Before I could think any further, the front door opened. I was forced to go. Lydia briefly greeted me and explained that the children hadn't caused any problems. Before we could exchange any more words, she had already said goodbye and was on her way home.

	No question about Sandra? , I wondered. But of course I was glad to have escaped this. I dragged myself up to our bedroom. After a short stay in the bathroom, I threw myself exhausted into bed.

	Here I had to review the experience of the evening again. In my mind I saw once again how Pedro pushed deep into my Sandra again and again.

	Inevitably something had to move in my underpants. My penis demanded a second release. Only with difficulty could I tame this desire. In addition to Victoria's words, my great tiredness also helped. I quickly fell into a deep sleep.

	 

	CHAPTER 3

	After a few hours of sleep I woke up again. Sandra lay next to me. She must have sneaked into our bedroom at some point. I relieved myself briefly and then lay awake in bed. I could watch the sunrise through the window.

	Once again I'm busy with our new sex life. I had become a cuckold over the past few months. I had to admit that. Surely I would have had the opportunity to stop this. But my will was weak, my lust all the greater.

	It's strange. I couldn't explain where this desire came from. How could making my wife fuck other men arouse me? Even if I wasn't allowed to be there, it gave me pleasure.

	We had willingly allowed ourselves to be introduced to this new world. We had been easy victims. Yesterday Victoria quite obviously duped me into letting me choose the bull for my wife. I didn't know if Sandra was privy to the plan, but Victoria certainly enjoyed it.

	That raised some questions. I wasn't completely blind. I had already noticed how Victoria had introduced us to this world. But was there more to it than that? Were we the prey in their spider web? What would come next? Did she have more in store or was this our new life now?

	For all open questions in the direction of Victoria. I saw no way to leave this world again. Even if Sandra often got her satisfaction in the club, our sex life at home had also improved significantly. It had increased and had become more varied. In the end, there seemed to be only winners.

	I groaned slightly and stirred.

	"Uh."

	I slowly woke up. The sun lit up our room. I must have fallen asleep again.

	Sandra crouched between my legs and was the reason for my excitement. Her tongue played around my penis.

	"Good morning," she greeted me cheerfully. Afterwards she went straight to a blowjob. I managed to get my own greeting out with difficulty.

	I was literally in seventh heaven. So she might like to wake me up more often.

	After a few minutes her lips left my penis. Instead, Sandra let herself go

	down on me and began a very slow ride on me.

	Fast enough to keep my arousal high and slow enough not to let me jump the blade.

	I placed my hands on my wife's thighs and watched her breasts bounce slightly.

	"Wasn't it wonderful last night?" Sandra piped up.

	"It was good," I got out and groaned briefly. What else could I have answered?

	My feelings were rather ambivalent, but just like the night before, I was driven by lust at that moment.

	"I love you," followed from Sandra.

	"I love you too, sweetheart."

	"Pedro took me really hard yesterday."

	This harsh topic swing caught me cold.

	"He's got a nice long tail."

	Sandra slowly fucked me faster.

	"Can fuck me really deep."

	I groaned briefly.

	»It's just wonderful to feel a cock so deep inside you. To be so filled.”

	Sandra increased her speed again.

	"You made a good choice."

	'Was it nice to watch? Did it make my cuckold pretty horny?”

	"Oh God. Yeaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaa) I squirt inside my wife.

	I lay there exhausted. Sandra gave me a quick kiss and then disappeared into the bathroom. For us, the normal daily routine began. The children had to go to school and we had our jobs. However, I wasn't particularly productive that day. I kept thinking back to the night before.

	My wife's words also concerned me. She had become a little more open.

	I had never heard dirty words from her before. Now she had even confessed to me how much she enjoyed our new sex life. I was no less concerned that she thanked me for my choice of Bull. What could she possibly think of me?

	In the evening we sat together in front of the TV. Sandra lay in my arms.

	"Last night was nice?" she asked about the previous day during a commercial break.

	"Yes," I replied monosyllabically.

	"How was it for you?"

	"Difficult?"

	"Aha?"

	“Of course it was also… great. But… it also takes some getting used to seeing you like that with other men.”

	"Victoria says it's normal for you cuckolds."

	"Maybe."

	"But you don't have to be there?"

	The question of whether we wanted to be members at all seemed to be answered beyond doubt.

	Now it just seemed to be about the concrete way.

	»Would my cucky like to be there again? See his sweetheart taken by a big cock again.«

	With these frivolous words, Sandra once again reached between my legs.

	"Seems so?" she half answered as she felt my erect cock.

	“It… has something.”

	“I understand very well what I get out of it. But what's in it for you?'

	During these words, Sandra had opened my pants and pulled them down a bit.

	My underpants right away.

	"What's in it for you?" she repeated her question, jerking me off.

	"I don't know. It's hard to describe."

	"Try it."

	Sandra's hand joined her mouth and started with a slow blowjob.

	“It's… kind of arousing. It shouldn't be, but it is. At the same time, it's also demeaning. Maybe that's why it's so interesting. You don't conform to the rules of society for a change.«

	"Humiliating? Why this?"

	'Your wife is banging another man and she's having a great time. Fucks him because he has more to offer between his legs. And to top it all off, it excites you too. Isn't that demeaning?'

	"And you still decided to do it?"

	'Sometimes I think I made a mistake, but then I get overwhelmed by lust again. And

	... well ... I can understand that sometimes you need something more."

	"So we're sticking with it?"

	"Yes," I answered quietly.

	"Thank you," came back from Sandra just as quietly. “I… I would accept it if you had wished otherwise. You... we are too important to me. But for now, I'm enjoying this new experience a lot. It's quite different to be taken hard by a big strong cock. It's different than between us.«

	"I'm too small."

	"What? No, that's not what I meant to say. We've had our fun long enough.

	It's just... just rough and uninhibited sex? I can give myself completely to the bull. Just let me take it hard. That's no comparison to the two of us.

	It's always different between us and I think it always will be. More than just sex. love and tenderness?”

	"Hm."

	"Skeptical?"

	"No. Nice words. Thanks. I just wish I could give you all that myself."

	"I guess it wouldn't be half the fun if it weren't for you," Sandra admitted.

	"In what way?"

	“I… um. How should I put it... Okay, I'll just put it bluntly. I enjoy torturing you a little? Maybe not the right word... to fuel your desire for my sex with other men. Maybe it's my fault you feel humiliated?

	Maybe I should be more careful?”

	I remained silent for a moment. Sandra continued to jerk my cock and looked at me expectantly.

	“No, that is not necessary. Somehow it's part of this game. When you talk about the hard cocks, that's demeaning. It hits me a little in the middle of my manhood, but..."

	"Yes?"

	"But it also fuels my lust."

	“I guess that's how it is with you cuckolds. Victoria thinks I shouldn't be so squeamish about that. I would do you a favor with it.”

	"Victoria," I laughed briefly. »But she enjoys us.«

	"Do you think?"

	"Yesterday she pushed me until I chose Pedro for you."

	"It was a good choice."

	"I don't trust her."

	“I don't think she means us any harm. Sure, she has her fingers in here and there, but we can still make our own decisions.”

	»And she knows very well how to lead us to the right decisions.«

	"I have to tell you something. Please do not be mad."

	"What?"

	"The day before yesterday was no coincidence."

	"Day before yesterday? You mean yesterday?'

	»Um. Well, maybe that was the result.”

	"Out with it."

	»It was no coincidence that we were allowed to watch our neighbors.«

	"What? Of course that was… you? No."

	"But. I. Victoria let me in on that our neighbors are in the club too. She also suggested that we should watch them. Victoria then made the arrangement with Lydia and Helmut. And I made sure we go jogging on time.«

	“Then Lydia and Peter will know we—”

	"Yes."

	"Oh God."

	"Awkward? Humiliating? Our neighbors know that Peter Neumann lets his wife fuck him. How does my little cuckold like that?'

	In one fell swoop, Sandra had switched. To her words she jerked me much faster. I tried to control myself, but that only made my explosion bigger and my moans louder.

	Sandra had put her mouth over the tip of my cock at the last moment and so I was allowed to squirt into her.

	"Apparently you like it," she then took over the answer for me.

	 

	CHAPTER 4

	Peace returned to us for a few days. I waited for Sandra's next visit to the Cucky Club. However, there seemed to be no rush.

	I watched our neighbors with particular interest. I've known for a long time that they were members of the club. But now I had learned that they knew about it, too.

	We weren't direct neighbors. There was a bigger gap between us. I only saw her like that when I drove past her house. On Wednesday they were in the garden. They greeted me as always. What could they possibly think of me?

	On Thursday my wife came home with surprising news. She had met Lydia Berger while shopping. We were invited to a barbecue on Saturday.

	I looked at her in shock for a moment. You'd think it wouldn't be anything special.

	After all, they were nothing but us – cuckold and hotwife. Even so, I found it extremely embarrassing to face them. People I have known for a long time and for whom I had been the loving husband until now.

	"You know?" I asked, just to be sure.

	"Yes."

	"Then we'll have to go through it."

	'It's not bad. We then have two good acquaintances who know this world better. Might be able to help us.«

	"I know. It's just..."

	"Humiliating?"

	"Yes."

	"But you like that, don't you?" came back, slightly sardonic, and her hand found my crotch once more. She found herself there very often these days.

	Immediately my penis responded with pleasure and erected. Sandra and I moved to our bedroom for the next half hour.

	I could tell that she was going through some changes. She was a lot more demanding with me, and knew what she wanted. Oral sex now seemed to be becoming the standard repertoire of our sex lives. Whether it was a blowjob on her part or I found myself with my tongue between her legs. In addition, Sandra also became more talkative in bed. We had never had dirty talk before.

	In short, I really couldn't claim to get any shorter from her club visits.

	The opposite was clearly the case.

	On Saturday afternoon we set out on foot to see our neighbors. It should be an afternoon including children. So I expected that the topic of Cucky Club would not come up.

	We brought a potato salad with us and the Bergers had bought plenty.

	The grill was fired up quickly. That was still men's work here, too. With a beer in hand, Helmut and I stood at the grill. The children were always around us.

	It took me a few minutes, but slowly I got used to the situation. Our neighbors didn't say a word. It turned out to be a happy hour with lots of meat, a little salad and another beer.

	The children only played in the garden. Then Paul really wanted to show off his new bike and together with Tom he ran to our house. Julia followed them. We had forbidden her to take her smartphone with her and apparently she couldn't go without it for long.

	So we suddenly found ourselves alone and without protection with our neighbors. I was now on my third beer and didn't notice this new situation at first. I talked to Helmut about the Bundesliga.

	I slowly noticed that Lydia and my wife were talking very animatedly. They laughed out loud every now and then. They acted like two gossips.

	I shifted my attention from Helmut to our women for a moment.

	Wanted to try to overhear what they were talking about.

	We sat a few feet apart and they didn't talk very loudly.

	Music was also playing in the background. I could understand little that made sense. But the words that came to me made me jump up inside.

	"Big...pack...cock...horny...not that often...long...cucky...nice long."

	The words that got through to me made it pretty clear where the conversation had gone.

	While I was trying to listen to our women, Helmut was also silent. I turned back to him and noticed his gaze on me. It was an understanding look.

	"Women," he announced humorously. »Always only have one thing on their mind.«

	I looked at him with my mouth open. With that the spell was broken.

	As a result, our women made significantly less effort to be quiet. So I could understand more fragments of words. Lydia told about her experiences in the club and how they got into this world. In return, my Sandra was also very open. Much to my own shame, I overheard her talking about our first time together on Monday.

	There was always laughing and giggling.

	"He likes to lick... he's got a big one... needs to let him have it again... I think it's been two weeks."

	“Helmut!?” his wife suddenly exclaimed. "When was the last time you fucked me?"

	"Week before last."

	"Ah, then I was right."

	And with that, it was back to whispering to my wife. I allowed myself a side glance

	on Helmut. He seemed less fortunate than me in his cuckold relationship. Two weeks without sex seemed unthinkable between Sandra and me at the moment.

	"One lives and suffers," Helmut commented on my look.

	Luckily, two bicycles drove up at that moment and saved me from further conversations. I was still glad that the spell between us was broken.

	Later that evening I lay in bed next to Sandra. Once again the mood was sexually charged. Sandra in particular wanted to become active.

	She pushed my head between her legs. I should let my tongue play there once more. That used to be a rarity. But slowly I got used to it and certainly got better at it. In return, I was also able to enjoy my wife's blowjobs more often. In this respect, I had good reasons to make an effort.

	"It's hard to believe that Lydia hasn't let her Helmut work for two weeks," she casually opened the conversation.

	“You can feel sorry for him. One can only hope for him that he can play again tonight.«

	'Oh, probably not. Lydia wanted to go to the club.”

	"Then I'm glad I'm not Helmut," I admitted, looking up at Sandra.

	"Well, if you didn't masturbate so much...we might have a little more fun together."

	She might be right about that. But even though we were having sex very regularly by now, I still needed my additional relaxation on a regular basis. That didn't get any less with the club and our more sex. Probably even more. But luckily she didn't have a clear insight.

	"Helmut can't just masturbate," my wife continued. That got her a questioning look from me. My tongue stopped playing on her increasingly wet cunt, but didn't stop.

	"He needs Lydia's permission first," she announced next, laughing.

	“Like I said, maybe you're holding back a little. Isn't it nicer when you squirt into me? Now that I like to swallow too.«

	Perhaps one or the other sip of wine spoke. But Sandra was once again unusually open. She named another positive change from the club. Suddenly she wasn't afraid of sperm anymore. She used to be reluctant to let me cum in her mouth and swallowing was out of the question.

	'Well, not that I'm hoping you'd be a little more celibate. Certainly not now that you've seen me with another man.

	There you have another fantasy for your masturbation.«

	Sandra thought her words were funny, but there was certainly a lot of truth in them. Even if I wanted to love her and I would do a lot for her. The urge to lend a hand would simply be too great. I saw myself with a hard-on so often these days. I was almost a little sex addicted.

	I was still active between her legs. I struggled to please her. I would never have considered myself a particularly self-serving lover. But in the last few weeks I had found increasing pleasure in giving pleasure to my wife. Be it with her big dildo Blacky or with my tongue. The latter had become my best tool around

	make her ecstatic.

	Even at this moment you could see the increasing excitement. Again and again a satisfied moan could be heard.

	“Lydia and Helmut are full members of the club. You've been at it for a few years.

	Maybe we'll be full members one day? Then I can stop by any time of the day or night and have a little fun.«

	Sandra laughed contentedly at »little fun«. She obviously found this understatement funny.

	But that was the end of the conversation. Sandra was now full of my tongue.

	I hadn't given her any other choice either and attacked her clit.

	More than ever, my wife let herself go. Another sign of her sexuality becoming more open.

	After her orgasm I came up to her and we kissed.

	"I needed this now," she confessed to me afterwards.

	"Like so often these days," I said, laughing.

	"As if it's different with you," shot back and Sandra embraced my stiff member. I cooed contentedly.

	"I'm not Helmut," I interjected.

	"He's still going to get a shot today."

	"But?"

	“According to Lydia, yes. It should be a surprise.«

	'He can tell me whatever he wants. But if he hasn't lent a hand in two weeks, he should consider seeing a doctor."

	"My horny cuckold wouldn't pull this off for his hot wife?"

	"I'm still a man," I shot back. "If he wants, then he wants."

	I pointed to my best piece.

	'A little abstinence really wouldn't do you any harm. Then you would have more energy for me.«

	"I'll show you how much energy I have."

	With these words I took over the scepter and threw Sandra on the bed. A moment later I was already between her legs and slowly pushed myself into her.

	Sandra seemed extremely happy with this development. Her grinning look was pretty clear there.

	"Take me. Take your wife,” cleared away any remaining doubts about her lust.

	I was excited. How wildly I thrust into her again and again. Sandra crossed her legs behind me and pushed me even closer to her. I squirted in record time.

	"That was quick," my wife summed up. But she didn't seem particularly bothered by it.

	 

	CHAPTER 5

	For the moment, our life went back to normal. At least what was normal for our new life. This included Sandra's visit to the Cucky Club on Monday. But this time without me.

	A busy week followed. I had a lot of work on the table at that point. Many companies had noticed that the Christmas season was fast approaching and started thinking about marketing plans fairly early on.

	So the next week flew by. Of course, I always took a little time for my own masturbation in between. I also had fun with Sandra on some nights.

	We arrived quickly the next Monday and once again my Sandra made her way to the Cucky Club alone.

	It hadn't been easy watching her so directly with another man. But now there seemed to be radio silence and I was starting to miss the sight. In my mind, I replayed my spectator role over and over again.

	I would have loved to have spoken to Sandra about it. But I couldn't bring myself to do that. The admission was too big for me.

	On both occasions I was allowed to let Sandra tell me in great detail how her bull had taken her hard. How his big thick cock was thrusting deep inside her and squirting his cum. She really didn't leave out a detail.

	"Does that make my cucky really horny?" she asked during one of these storytelling sessions. She stroked my stiff cock very gently and carefully with just one finger. This pulsed immediately and made a small jump.

	"Do you like it when I tell you how I fuck other men?"

	I affirmed this question. In my tension and excitement, I would have agreed with her on just about any question.

	"Would you like to be there a second time?"

	"Oh God. Please. Yes,” I blurted out. This desire had built up in me.

	Sandra laughed briefly and let my penis disappear deep into her mouth. After a few seconds, my sperm gushed out of me and I watched as Sandra swallowed it without hesitation.

	"I guess I'd better plan our next adventure in the club then," Sandra announced a few minutes later with a wink.

	Even if I was satisfied at that moment, there was also a little bit of anticipation for the next experience.

	I had expected to accompany her to the club as early as the following Monday. But Sandra also went to the club alone for the third week in a row. But then she came home with news.

	»Hello, my favorite cuckold. Good news. We're both going to the Cucky Club on Wednesday.«

	"Aha?"

	“I spoke to Victoria about our second time. She immediately offered to take over the organization.«

	"We need an organizer?" I replied, feeling uneasy. My faith in Victoria was limited. She certainly had a surprise in store for us again this time. So far I have perhaps not been able to complain about the outcome of these surprises. At first glance, however, they were rarely an easy challenge.

	"Why not? Victoria knows best how this game works. What you cuckolds need and we love hotwives.«

	"Sometimes I hardly recognize you," I said, laughing but feeling a little uneasy.

	"Why?"

	“You've gotten so sexual. So open?'

	Sandra took my cock in her hand and massaged it briefly.

	'I fuck another man regularly now - not always my husband. You have to be a little more open about that,” she said, laughing. »We have opened a door to a new world and there is always something new to discover. You don't even know where to turn."

	"And what will Victoria bring us this time?"

	"I don't know it. She didn't want to tell. But she was very confident that you would particularly like it.”

	That didn't necessarily make me more confident. But that didn't diminish my curiosity. Just like Sandra, I found myself increasingly under the spell of the Cucky Club. In contrast to my wife, however, I was less able to speak openly about it. The embarrassment factor was also quite high towards her.

	“Maybe you try to get by Wednesday without an orgasm? I'm sure you'll need all your manpower then."

	With these words, her hand also left my penis, leaving him unsatisfied. A moment later the light went out and we lay peacefully in bed next to each other.

	I would have loved to have jumped up and done it myself in the bathroom.

	But I didn't want to show myself this nakedness towards Sandra either, so I stayed celibate.

	 

	CHAPTER 6

	On Wednesday we got ready together. I watched as Sandra freshly shaved between her legs. You could clearly see her anticipation.

	For myself, I would speak less of anticipation. It was more sexual tension. Although at least one of my limbs was certainly looking forward to the evening with plenty of anticipation.

	We set off on time. Also this time our neighbor should play the babysitter. She wished us a lot of fun with a wink.

	A short time later I parked our car in the Cucky Club parking lot. This time there was only a short kiss from Sandra. The door was opened for us this time by Robert Paulsen.

	After a brief greeting, he informed my wife that Victoria was waiting for her in the conservatory. I, in turn, should follow Robert. He took me to the Cucky Bar. I had only been here once. That was for the lingerie show when I bought my wife the white lingerie. She then wore it during my first and only outing as a spectator.

	We weren't alone. There were another ten cuckolds in the bar with us. Robert organized a beer for us. I looked around meanwhile. The previews of the Champions League were shown on a large television.

	What is a group of cuckolds talking about? Football. As if it were the most normal thing in the world, the conversations revolved around the upcoming game and other everyday stories.

	I restrained myself and especially pricked up my ears. I overheard the conversation between two other cuckolds.

	They talked quite frankly about who their wife would be having fun with that evening. Discussed after which bull she would come home completely exhausted and satisfied.

	I found such conversations to be quite surreal. How could you speak so openly about such a sensitive and private topic?

	I also got involved in the discussion here and there. But in the end I was happy when Robert left the Cucky Bar again.

	"Strange listening to the conversations?" he asked me with a mischievous smile.

	"Yes."

	"You get used to it. At some point you might be ready to do it yourself and get over your shyness. But everyone is different. Some even need it and others prefer to writhe in shame. We are all different. Maybe apart from our great similarity.«

	"Which would be?"

	"We let our women bang big cocks," he retorted, laughing out loud. I think I deserved that. It wasn't my smartest question. Maybe also understandable. At the club, my blood often pooled in another part of my body.

	Robert led us up the stairs to the first floor. I glanced briefly at the door we had entered through the last time. Where I was allowed to watch Sandra with Pedro. The first time my wife had experienced with another man. It had been a few weeks, but I could still play it in my mind's eye, almost like a movie.

	But this time we stopped one door earlier. A small room opened up. Victoria was already sitting there on a sofa.

	"Hello Peter, sit down with me," she greeted me happily. "Robert, please open the curtains so you can go back to the bar and watch your football game."

	I sat down next to Victoria as I was told. Meanwhile, Robert was working on a curtain. Behind this was a window. This offered a view of the neighboring room.

	I looked at three people. A naked man lay on the bed. Next to him sat a woman, also naked, on the edge of the bed. However, she hadn't aligned herself with the man, but was talking to a woman who was sitting on an armchair - my Sandra.

	I glanced at Victoria, confused. She smiled at me contentedly.

	"No worries. They can't see us,' she told me. Since on the other hand no one reacted to us, this was probably true. I suspected a mirror on the other side, as seen in police films.

	But internally I was already a step further. The wildest thoughts shot through me. What would Victoria bring to sex life with my wife this time? As so often in recent times, this view scared me and excited me at the same time.

	To be honest, I already had very clear ideas at the sight in front of me.

	More precisely, a great hope. I had no objection to seeing my wife with another woman. Whether it's like here with a man as a threesome or just as a duo.

	Victoria had once given me this sight as a voyeur, even if she didn't know anything about it. That was a little secret for me alone.

	Of course, I had never spoken to Sandra about this possibility. I had no idea how she could relate to that. But by now I had to think pretty much anything was possible.

	"I don't think we'll keep you in suspense any longer," Victoria said. Briefly she leaned to the left and flipped a switch. Immediately I heard my wife's voice. Not only could we watch what was happening, we would also be allowed to listen in.

	"I don't know. Doesn't that hurt,' I heard Sandra say.

	What's supposed to hurt about lesbian sex? , I wondered.

	“A little the first time. You're like a virgin. But every time it gets better. You just have to be well prepared. Approach the size slowly.«

	My face was full of question marks. That didn't sound like fun between two women. But I was at a loss as to what it was about and looked over at Victoria again. All she had left for me was a wide grin.

	"I don't know, Jutta?" Sandra asked uncertainly. With that she gave to the unknown beauty

	at least a name.

	I love Sandra more than anything and no matter how much fun I let her have with other men, I would certainly never cheat. Still, I couldn't help but enjoy the sight of other women. Jutta was particularly noticeable because of her large breasts. Even as an unsuspecting man, I had a strong suspicion that she had called here for help.

	"Preparation is everything. Today you get the beginner's course from me for free. Sit back and have your fun. And if it makes you horny, you've got two good hands."

	Jutta had to grin at her last words. She obviously enjoyed her role.

	»So my big one. Now we finally come to you.«

	With these words she turned to the man. In fact, she turned to face his cock. I got the impression that she also wanted to address this one with the designation Big . This was only semi-rigid, but its potential was already clearly visible.

	Without further ado, Jutta grabbed him and let him disappear into her mouth. It was easy to see how he started to grow.

	Although I was still irritated by the situation, it was still enough for a stiffening in my pants. Had my wife now also been demoted to a spectator?

	Before our eyes, Jutta sucked on the tail. In between, she threw a laugh at Sandra.

	Then sat up and started a short wild ride.

	I would have loved to open my pants and lend a hand myself. But I didn't want to show myself this nakedness in front of Victoria. I watched stoically as it worked within me.

	Jutta finished the short fuck and crawled up to the head end. There she opened the nightstand drawer and pulled out a tube.

	"A little dope is never wrong," she explained to my wife. "But I could do without it now."

	I finally got a glimpse of what she did next. She squeezed a little gel from the tube onto her fingers. Then she spread her ass cheeks with one hand while the other looked for her butt hole. Here she smeared the gel.

	Anal sex!? it flashed through me. You show Sandra how to … ?

	My head automatically snapped to Victoria. She smiled at me again, but didn't remain silent.

	"What do you think? Will your Sandra like it?”

	I wasn't at all sure about that. At least I couldn't imagine it. But what of all this around me would I have thought possible in my wildest dreams a year ago? Everything seemed to have become possible.

	However, she had denied my few meek requests quite clearly and made it clear that she could not imagine anal sex. Never.

	"I don't know," I admitted.

	“Your decision alone. But we can give her a little help and show her how much fun it can be,” Victoria pointed out. Help was often given here.

	Jutta was still busy with her butt hole. Smeared it and inserted first one, then two fingers. She even added a third finger.

	"A little pre-stretching is never wrong."

	Once again she picked up the tube. This time, however, she had the gel dripped directly onto her bull's tail.

	»You should also lubricate your partner well at the beginning.«

	With these words she spread the lubricant on the penis and jerked it off briefly.

	“There are many possibilities with the positions. A lot of bulls like to take you hard from behind. But they also know very well that you have to start slowly at the beginning. You don't have to be afraid. If you'd rather be in control, start with the cowgirl position.”

	Jutta followed these words with deeds and positioned herself. From where I was, I could see exactly how she put the cock on her butt hole. At first, she cautiously allowed only her head to enter.

	“Start with a small piece. Don't overstretch right away. Get used to the intruder. It is important that you relax your butt hole. Otherwise it can become unnecessarily painful.«

	Jutta slowly let the penis slide deeper into her. It didn't take long and he was all inside her.

	"What can I say? I love it in the butt. Can't get enough of this. The training pays off. It's now child's play.«

	Jutta started moving again and slowly began to ride the tail. I silently enjoyed the sight. My eyes were sucked into it. I didn't even see my own wife. Instead of a video, I was finally able to follow this sight live at close range.

	But this sight did not last. Jutta and her partner turned on the bed and got the best view of Sandra.

	"Isn't that great?" Jutta asked in the direction of my wife.

	I knew Sandra well enough and her insecurity was clearly visible. But her hard nipples were also unmistakable through the thin fabric of her dress. Whatever it was inside her, the experience always aroused her.

	There was a change of position on the bed. Jutta allowed herself to be taken from behind. That took away my complete view of the acting. But I got to hear how her partner rhythmically slapped Jutta's buttocks - repeatedly thrusting deep into her.

	"Hey!" Victoria suddenly shouted. "Hands off."

	My hand had taken on a life of its own and moved into my crotch. There she wanted to massage my penis at least a little. It probably shouldn't be. My hand retreated coyly and my gaze remained fixed straight ahead.

	So I could watch how Sandra massaged her breasts with one hand while she bit her lip voluptuously. In my excitement I was obviously not alone, her lust seemed to overwhelm her.

	However, this did not only apply to Sandra and me. Jutta was meanwhile only busy with herself. She let her ass be fucked faster and faster and even verbally cheered on her bull.

	At the end I got to see more. Again she rode on her partner.

	Wrong this time though. So I could watch her face. She seemed to know no restraint. Let her feelings run free.

	Besides the anal stimulation, Bull let her play a hand on her clit. He was obviously already very close to an orgasm himself. A groan indicated that he squirted into Jutta. She stopped riding and let herself be fingered to her own climax.

	Exhausted, the two remained lying side by side. After a short break, her bull said goodbye and left the room.

	"Well, what do you mean? Worth a try?” asked a curious Jutta.

	"I don't know? Perhaps?"

	"I knew that I'd aroused your interest," Jutta immediately responded to the small admission. »Just try it out and make your own judgement. There are enough tools and before you let a bull run, you can practice at home with your own cucky.«

	At the last words she had a big grin on her face.

	"Well, wouldn't that be something? Cucky?” Victoria whispered in my left ear.

	I was already aroused to the peaks, this was now increased again. That would indeed be something for me.

	"I have a present for you," announced Jutta and pulled out a package. »Everything you need to get started. A good lube and a couple of butt plugs of different sizes.«

	"Butt plugs?"

	'To prep your butt. It's like a plug,' said Jutta, holding one of the butt plugs in her hand. I've seen a few copies online. This was a fairly small variant.

	"If you want, you can try it right away?"

	"Well, I do not know."

	"Come on," Jutta whined and swung the butt plug back and forth.

	"Here?"

	"Yes."

	Jutta grabbed Sandra's arms and pulled her up from the chair. A moment later she found herself on the bed, her dress pushed up and her thong pushed to the side.

	"Do you want to smear yourself or should I do that?"

	"Yourself," came back quickly.

	Jutta dripped a little lube onto my wife's hand. Slowly and uncertainly, she went about her work.

	“First smear a little around your rosette. Yes exactly. And now gently penetrate with your index finger. You have to relax your rosette. This is important. Very nice. Just let it slide in a little.”

	It didn't take much for my pants to burst open. Well maybe a better equipment was missing, but it was damn tight at this sight. I got to see my wife inserting her index finger up her butt and then slowly starting to fuck herself. That was incredible to me and just further proof of how radically the Cucky Club had changed us. I couldn't believe what I was seeing.

	“Perhaps a second finger?” Jutta suggested and Sandra carefully followed this request.

	"Doesn't hurt that much, does it?"

	"A little?"

	“Don't worry, the best is yet to come. Today you'll have to settle for the little one here, but once you get to feel a real, warm cock. You just have to love that.«

	Meanwhile, Jutta spread the lube generously on the butt plug.

	"Would you like?" she asked Sandra and held out the prepared toy to her.

	My wife took it and looked at it cautiously.

	"Just insert it slowly, once you've gotten the biggest girth you'll feel it slide and it'll be snug."

	Sandra put the butt plug on and let him penetrate a little bit.

	"Relax," Jutta urged. Sandra slowly pushed further and the butt plug disappeared deeper and deeper into her.

	"Uh," she acknowledged as the announced largest size disappeared into her and the rest swam in. Only a circular Bompel looked out.

	"Perfect," Jutta commented and slapped the bobble once with the palm of her hand.

	My wife acknowledged this with another squeak.

	While Sandra obviously didn't really know what to think of it, Jutta was already busy making her presentable. Her thong was quickly put back in place and her dress hid the butt plug from view.

	"What? I can't?' came from Sandra as Jutta pushed her towards the door.

	"Why not? I like to go shopping like that, too,” came back from Jutta.

	My wife seemed incapable of further objections.

	What was left was an empty room and Victoria and I in the small auditorium. I still had to process what I saw. Admittedly, this time there was no shock or major difficulty for me. Aside from the fact that Victoria wanted my arousal to build up, I thoroughly enjoyed the spectacle.

	"So," came from Victoria. "Then I guess we'll slowly come to you and your hopefully new task."

	"New task?"

	"Jutta already explained it," retorted a happy Victoria. »Who's got the right dick to prep his wife's butt for a bull? A cuckold.”

	It was a little demeaning, but it was also an interesting prospect. But I wasn't sure about my wife's approval.

	“Sandra is already waiting for you downstairs. I'm sure she's in a hurry to get home.

	Then she can finally free her butt from that new object there. Maybe you can get bonus points and she'll let you go first and take it out afterwards?"

	With that we made our way down. Sandra stood at the bar and drank a wine. Victoria told me to get to the car while she spoke to her.

	I had to wait fifteen minutes, then Sandra walked uncertainly along the path and looked at me, visibly embarrassed. In her hand she held a plastic bag.

	Without a word, we got in the car and I drove the short distance back. Our neighbor was soon released from her babysitting job. For us it went straight to the bedroom.

	Sandra carefully sat down on the bed and stared briefly at the floor. Then they turned their gaze to me.

	"You were watching?" she asked me uncertainly. Apparently Victoria had enlightened her about it after all. I answered yes to her question.

	"Then...then you know what...is...in my butt?"

	I also answered this question with a simple and cautious »yes«.

	My answer made Sandra visibly uncomfortable. I liked the role reversal. For once, it wasn't me squirming.

	On the contrary - I was excited and wanted to get my turn. And like Victoria me

	recommended before Sandra could free herself from the butt plug. There was something wicked about it that was very appealing to me.

	With that goal in mind, I knelt in front of my wife and began kissing her. It took a little to distract Sandra from her thoughts, but then her excitement was back. After all, she too had had to watch Jutta up close. That left its mark on her too. These were easily awakened.

	Our tongues were quickly involved in the game and my hand sought her breasts.

	I kneaded the thin fabric of her dress and felt her nipples harden.

	"Darling," a visibly agitated Sandra managed. "Just give me a minute in the bathroom and I'll be ready for you."

	"No," I replied clearly and unequivocally. For that, I caught an evil look from Sandra. She knew exactly why I didn't want to let her in the bathroom. The butt plug should stay in.

	But that also broke her last resistance. I quickly began to free her from her dress. I immediately let her thong follow.

	I briefly let my tongue play with her cleft. I wanted to increase her arousal a little more to make sure she didn't change her mind.

	With a groan she signaled that I had reached my goal. For me the moment to take a closer look at the butt plug.

	Right in front of my eyes, the circular bobble looked out of her butt hole. I couldn't help but touch him.

	“Honey?” asked an uncertain Sandra again. But I didn't let that stop me. I gave the butt plug a quick squeeze, then pulled it out a millimeter only to then push it back in again.

	Sandra seemed to like this little game after all. Due to the minimal movement, she was able to feel the butt plug a little more intensely. Felt something was there that shouldn't be there.

	As I continued this game, I simultaneously let my tongue play with her cleft again. Made her arousal so high.

	I got braver and bolder and kept pulling the butt plug a little more. The slight push and pull turned into a little fuck over the next few minutes.

	Every time I pulled the butt plug out a bit, Sandra made different noises. After all, the largest scope was always to be mastered right at the beginning.

	It took some getting used to, even though it was a relatively narrow butt plug.

	With that manipulation and my nimble tongues, it didn't take long for her to explode into orgasm. I then pushed us further onto the bed and we kissed again.

	"You scoundrel," came from my wife in an amused, reproachful way. Afterwards she continued our kiss and finally started to free me from my clothes.

	After the experience in the club and the game with my wife, it only took a very short fuck to finally redeem me.

	»I guess someone was horny?« came mockingly from Sandra and we both had to laugh. Once again an evening had taken many unexpected turns.

	I quickly got ready for bed in the bathroom. Sandra took her time. Apparently she wanted to get rid of the butt plug without my presence.

	"And?" I asked into the silence when she was finally in my arms.

	"And?" she asked back in the same way.

	"How was it?"

	"Interesting?"

	"Worth repeating?"

	"I don't know. It's so difficult for me to imagine. Back there from… well, a dick that big… it’s kind of scary.”

	"That's why we should approach it slowly," I said hopefully.

	"Aha? You want me there, but only finally fuck yourself. you men.”

	"Why not?"

	"Let's see... maybe?" she retorted cheekily. "If the butt plug fits, I should be able to handle you, too."

	I left these words unanswered. They showed me my own inadequacy.

	But maybe she would be of some use to me for a change?

	 

	CHAPTER 7

	In the next few days I would have loved to see the butt plug in my wife's butt a second time. I couldn't get this image out of my head. But it didn't seem advisable to address her directly about it. I figured it would be better once she got used to the idea of anal sex.

	We went to bed early on Saturday night. Sandra had dressed up for me.

	"It's your choice," she began in her fake erotic voice. 'Would you like to come to the club on Monday and see me a second time with another man?

	Or …"

	"Right?" I asked curiously. The first variant already sounded quite tempting, what could possibly have been an increase?

	'Or you can do it yourself today. Get on my butt.«

	With these words she stroked her bottom sensually. Did she mean what I believed?

	“I know this is a difficult choice. Both so tempting for my darling. Especially Monday right? But that's still a long way off and you could already get your money's worth today.«

	"Sandra," I whined at her provocative words. She was obviously enjoying my difficult decision. 'Just so I understand correctly. I'm allowed to… well… in the ass today?”

	"Fuck? Yes,” she answered my open question quite clearly. Her openness might also have something to do with a glass or two of wine.

	As I sat on the bed, her hands found my crotch and rubbed my stiff member through my panties. He had a very clear opinion about the right decision. He would always prefer immediate reward.

	With her rubbing, Sandra made it difficult for me to even consider any other decision. I would have loved to have been a spectator again. It had been such a tremendous experience, even if I was a little apprehensive about doing it again.

	But the possibility of being the first man to take her anal virginity at that moment, how could I say no?

	"As much as I'd like to be there on Monday..."

	"Men," Sandra replied with a laugh, lightening the mood.

	Then Sandra went on the offensive and kissed me. It turned into a long kiss and we started removing our clothes. In between, I devoted myself to her exposed breasts.

	Only in her thong, Sandra finally turned around and slowly crawled up the bed

	high. She gave me a seductive look over her back. But I only had a quick glance. Instead, my eyes burned to her buttocks. Barely covered by her thong, the butt plug's bobble showed there.

	"I've already prepared myself in anticipation of your decision," Sandra enlightened me. I guess I was easy for them to see through.

	I followed her greedily and ripped off the thong, exposing the sight completely. I couldn't resist and touched the butt plug once more.

	"You get used to it," Sandra explained. “It still feels strange, but that also makes it kind of interesting. Different. New."

	Sandra turned to me and gave me a short blowjob. Then she suddenly had the lubricant in her hand and spread it over me.

	Then she posed in front of me in the doggy style position. She stretched her bottom particularly high.

	»Pull out the butt plug carefully and then you can start slowly. Please be careful."

	I did as I was told and pulled out the butt plug. Her rosette was visibly stretched and seemed about to stand open for a moment.

	I carefully started at her butt hole and pressed very lightly. I made slow progress, but then suddenly my penis head stuck in her. I slowly ventured further. Even if it was relatively easy. After a short time I was completely in her.

	"Stay like that for a moment," Sandra asked me and pushed even closer to me. Moved her butt back and forth seductively.

	I just looked down spellbound. Couldn't believe where my cock was and was allowed to be.

	Then I was finally allowed to fuck her slowly. In the beginning we were still very cautious. But I kept getting faster.

	It was a really special feeling. Not just because it was my first anal sex. I had never been allowed to feel anything so tight. This created completely new feelings for me.

	But this did not only have positive effects. I was also quickly on the verge of an orgasm. So tried desperately to hold me back.

	But I managed this only badly than right. My speed, which was always very slow, did not go unnoticed by Sandra. Over her shoulder, she interpreted my facial expression.

	"Does that make you horny?"

	With these words we both knew no stopping. I bumped into her and Sandra pushed me against it again and again. Two minutes later I couldn't hold myself any longer and cummed.

	“How was it?” I asked afterwards.

	"Nice," she admitted. "But I still need some practice before I can do anything bigger," she added with a wink.

	That was a task I would gladly take on.

	 

	CHAPTER 8

	With my decision on Saturday, the organization of my Monday was sealed. While Sandra was having fun in the club, this time I was allowed to play the babysitter.

	At first I hoped that she would tell me about her evening. But when she asked me to have our second anal sex, I had a more important job to do.

	That didn't change in the next two weeks either. Almost every other day we had fun together and every time I was allowed to take her bottom. We also tried other positions.

	It seemed as if our sex life had found another enrichment. At least that's what I thought at first. But then Sandra informed me that this should soon only be one-sided.

	"You can't be serious, can you?" I burst out.

	I could hardly believe what she had revealed to me. She wanted to take my newfound fun away from me. As soon as a bull took her butt for the first time, that was the end of it for me.

	"How can you do such a thing? How do you come up with such an idea? Did Victoria put you on this trip?”

	"All the women in the club do it," she replied calmly.

	"That... that... why?"

	"To be able to share something special with her bull."

	“It's not okay. I don't accept that.«

	"Okay," came back calmly.

	"OK?"

	"Yes. That's our decision, or actually your decision now.

	As long as you don't give the green light, no bull can reach my butt with his cock. On the other hand, if you give your okay … you would definitely be a spectator.”

	"That will never happen."

	The only reaction I got from Sandra was a shrug.

	 

	CHAPTER 9

	Our conversation about anal sex was not brought up again for the next few days. Instead, I continued to get my turn. However, I did experience a few surprises.

	So I pulled the butt plug out a few days later and found that it wasn't the same. Sandra had used a larger model.

	This game was repeated twice more over the next two weeks. Without prior notice, I found a larger butt plug each time.

	Of course her goal was clear to me. It was her preparation for the big moment. But this was not allowed to exist. It would be the end of my own pleasure.

	Ironically, in these days, Sandra found pleasure in porn films. We suddenly had access to a large number of porn films via our login on the Cucky Club website.

	However, these offered only a clear change. Anal sex played a major role in all the films.

	I grumbled internally at this apparent attempt to influence myself. However, I did not express myself. Finally, while the films were on, I was allowed to take my wife from behind.

	Of course, it was inevitable that my gaze wandered alternately between the television and my penetrating cock. Naturally, the male pornstars were all well-hung. So I had a very direct comparison between what I had to offer Sandra and what the women in the film were enjoying themselves with. Sandra could have the same thing in the club.

	However, this sight did not change my decision. But he did make me dream of how Sandra was taken by a bull in the club.

	Late one evening after another round of anal sex, I brought the subject up again of my own accord.

	"I'll never give you the green light for this," I admitted.

	"We will see. I don't intend to keep asking. When you are ready, you will come to me,' came back confidently. I shook my head doubtfully.

	While I was mainly allowed to explore Sandra in this new way, she went to the Cucky Club every week and let off steam there. She told me more or less about her adventures. But when she got started, it quickly turned into a little crush.

	As I plied her with my tongue, she talked about how it had been for her

	there to be taken by a magnificent cock. Which kept pushing deep into her.

	After I got used to the ample anal sex in the meantime, these moments were my new highlights.

	Sandra didn't go into my penis in her stories. But her crushes on her partner's endowment also made this unnecessary and clear enough, at least for my feelings.

	I wasn't mad at her. In a strange way, it only increased my lust. I especially liked it when she got dirty in her stories.

	This increased the closer she got to orgasm. It was probably one of the reasons why I constantly perfected my tongue play. It was important to get Sandra up to speed quickly with her stories, but then to keep her at this level for a good amount of time without letting her go the last step.

	The stories revealed that Sandra always had different partners.

	Only Pedro was a recurring bull. He was also the only man I had ever been allowed to watch Sandra with.

	I would have finally experienced that a second time in Zug. I had a hard time bringing it up though. I was still very uncomfortable that I felt so much pleasure from it. It seemed completely wrong. Completely against the social conventions of marriage.

	 

	CHAPTER 1 0

	It was a Tuesday evening in late October. My neighbor Helmut had invited me to watch football. Kaiserslautern played in the DFB Cup. The four of us sat in front of the television at his house. Besides me, Robert Paulsen and Thomas were also invited. Like me, the latter had once been to the introductory event at the Cucky Club. Later I met him again during my assignment in the garden.

	Over beer and snacks, our conversations revolved around football, our jobs and everyday topics. However, we completely ignored one topic - the Cucky Club.

	That changed when our host Lydia Berger came home. Briefly she gave her husband a kiss. But my eyes mostly looked behind her. A man stood on either side of her.

	They weren't strangers to me. It was TJ and Adam that I and my wife watched from our neighbors' backyard. In front of her husband she had had fun with the two of them. In the end, this had turned out to be a set-up. It should help pull me deeper into the cucky club. That worked perfectly in the end.

	We were greeted briefly, then the trio disappeared upstairs. It wasn't long before a definite moan sounded through the house.

	A few glances were exchanged briefly and silently. But at first no one spoke up. Our discussions about the game were already largely silent. Everyone listened with at least one ear.

	At least Helmut kept supplying us with beer. We had already met an hour before kick-off and my beer consumption was slowly taking its toll. Not only was I drunk, but I also had to relieve myself urgently.

	Even before kick-off, Robert had had to pursue this need. Our host announced right away that we would have to use the toilet upstairs. There was a blockage downstairs.

	That was giving me problems now. I really wanted to make my way up.

	I would also run straight to Lydia's moans. Everyone in the group would certainly think of their part.

	So I stayed seated and tried to suppress my urge to urinate, which in case of doubt produced the opposite. It got uncomfortable.

	Thankfully, Thomas started first. Shortly before the half-time whistle, he disappeared upstairs for a few minutes.

	When he came back, I pulled myself together and stood up. Without turning left or right too

	look, I was on my way. I quietly crept up the stairs.

	The bathroom was three doors down. But right out of the first door came the loud groan.

	Having had to listen to this for a while, how could I but take a look?

	Once again I saw something I was not prepared for. Of course I knew that Lydia was having fun with two men here. That couldn't be ignored. But the how was a new first sight for me. I only knew this one from movies.

	My neighbor sat on TJ's cock while Adam took her from behind. DP -

	double penetration.

	I stayed at the door and watched this game. How could I have been otherwise?

	I kneaded my cock through my pants. I briefly considered whether I should bring him out. I thought that was dangerous, but it only held me back for a few seconds.

	I was quickly about to cum. Lydia's lovers were no different. They squirted in quick succession. Just a few seconds later, Lydia rang out the loud call

	"Helmut".

	I immediately heard movement downstairs. Without repacking my cock, I disappeared into the bathroom two doors down.

	The little excitement had taken away part of my excitement. With difficulty I managed to relieve myself at least a little.

	I wondered with concern whether the coast would be clear in front of the door. But I had no real choice. My return was long overdue.

	I quietly opened the door and crept towards the stairs.

	'Hm, very good darling. Nice lick,' sounded from the open bedroom door.

	I immediately felt my penis speak again. I could certainly risk a quick look.

	While Adam and TJ sat sideways on the bed, Helmut spoiled them with his tongue.

	Lydia guided his head. She seemed to like it.

	Again I couldn't help but knead my cock. My desire was great. My inner urge to orgasm overwhelmed me. I had no choice but to open my pants a second time.

	As I cautiously let my eyes dart around, Lydia kept speaking up.

	"Nice lick... nice deep... very good darling... lick nice clean."

	It was only with her last words that the light dawned on me. Surely Helmut wouldn't? But TJ hadn't used a condom and he had clearly cummed inside her. Lydia hadn't had time for a proper shower either, apart from the fact that I had blocked the bathroom.

	Completely confused by this revelation, I squirted my juice. It shot out of me with a lot of force and landed on the door frame.

	When I straightened my gaze, it was on Lydia. She looked me straight in the eye - I was spotted. A grin played around her lips.

	I immediately retreated. It quickly went down the stairs. At the same time I made my penis disappear. Thomas and Robert concentrated on the beginning of the second half. Nobody commented on my long absence.

	A little later Helmut came down again. He gave no sign. Maybe he didn't know about my observation. At least I hoped so.

	At the same time, I couldn't help but watch him. How could he have done that? Was he bisexual?

	It shook me just thinking about what he had done. To which Lydia had even called him loudly.

	It wasn't long before we heard Lydia moaning again from upstairs. Obviously the second half seemed to have started there as well.

	They showed a lot of perseverance. But before the end of our second half, another call rang out. "Helmut!"

	He immediately made his way upstairs. I couldn't help but shift uncomfortably. I could only imagine what he would do a second time. pervert .

	
 

	CHAPTER 1 1

	I was happy when the game came to an end and quickly said goodbye to go home. From above it was clear that Lydia had started a third round.

	I knew by now that our neighbors had been involved in these cuckold games for a number of years. But I had no idea how low they had sunk. Or how much Helmut allowed himself to be humiliated.

	Of course, I didn't make the mistake of telling Sandra about my observation. I would do the hell and certainly not give her any more stupid ideas. It was enough that she expected me to give up the newly found anal sex pleasure.

	While I was going about my work the next day, all the rest of the family had flown out. Shortly after Sandra drove to her work, the doorbell rang.

	I made my way through the house. I could see from afar who was standing by our front door.

	"Hello Lydia," I greeted her.

	"Good morning Peter. do you have a moment for me?”

	"Mmm, okay."

	Together we went into the living room. Lydia sat there immediately.

	“It was a good game yesterday, Helmut told me. Kaiserslautern made it through to the next round?”

	"Yes," I replied curtly.

	"But it wasn't just on the field that there was an interesting game to watch?" she continued mischievously.

	"Cut the shit and get down to business," I replied, slightly angry. What was she doing here?

	"How you mean. I thought you might have a few questions?"

	"About what you're doing to your poor husband?"

	"He doesn't do anything he doesn't do voluntarily."

	"Is he into men?"

	"No. Definitely not,' she replied, laughing. "I alone am his universe."

	"He is in your bond?"

	'Maybe a little - sexually. In the end, however, he still makes his own decisions here.«

	"Why the hell would anyone do that?"

	"Why the hell not?"

	"That's disgusting?"

	"Aha? And you bother when your wife swallows your juice? Because it's disgusting?"

	"That's something completely different!"

	"It is - they don't add pussy juice," retorted a roaring, laughing Lydia.

	At these words my mouth dropped open. I had never seen our neighbor like this before.

	In the past few months, our two closest neighbors had turned out to be completely different people. Little sex monsters were found behind the bourgeois facade.

	'Oh come on. Now don't be so serious,' she urged me. “How two adults have fun together is up to them. You're usually an open person."

	"You'll know what you're doing," I replied doubtfully. She certainly wasn't wrong. In the end it was up to her, if Helmut wanted to do it, that was his decision.

	"And? What did Sandra say about your discovery?'

	I gave Lydia a concerned look, revealing myself.

	'Ah, you didn't tell her? Wouldn't you like to give your girl silly ideas?"

	I shifted uncomfortably. How could I be so transparent?

	"That's up to you," she continued. "She won't find out from me."

	That calmed me down. Actually strange, because I would have never done it anyway in my life.

	"And what about the anal sex front?"

	“She told you… about it?”

	"Naturally. She wanted to know my opinion on it.«

	"And? What did you tell her?'

	"I was honest," she admitted. “Despite the preparation, it wasn't easy the first time. Such a bull compared to my Helmut. It's like night and day,' she laughed. 'But once a start has been made. I do not want to miss it anymore.

	But you were allowed to examine that yourself yesterday.«

	In my mind's eye I saw the scene again. TJ and Adam had taken them at the same time. Did Sandra wish this too? Had Lydia even raved about this to her?

	"And what did Sandra say?"

	'She's looking forward to it. It's a little like Christmas. The anticipation and tension is constantly growing and one hopes that the big day may finally come. Of course, she's also a little worried about what to expect. But basically, she's just waiting for you to finally give the green light."

	"Why should I do that? Waive?"

	"Because you're the cuckold?" asked a mock-irritated Lydia. “That's what you do.

	And that is certainly one of the main reasons why Helmut does what you have observed. You want to make your wives happy. Want to offer them what you cannot offer yourself. That's the core for me personally. Of course, there are a few other factors for everyone. Some love humiliation. Others are just voyeurs at heart. But at its core, it's all about the woman.«

	With that, Lydia said goodbye. Once again she had given me many new impressions.

	There was a lot to process. So I hardly got to work for the next few hours. Again and again I sank deep into my thoughts.

	I still couldn't understand Helmut. Nor did I want to do without the newly won anal sex.

	However, I couldn't avoid masturbating in the afternoon looking at anal porn either. In my mind, Sandra was the protagonist, who was taken hard, deep and filling. In a way I couldn't offer her. To do that, she would have to experience it with a bull.

	 

	CHAPTER 1 2

	I didn't just mention my observation to Sandra, but also Lydia's visit. That would only raise questions.

	I hadn't been to the Cucky Club in a couple of weeks. I already had the suspicion that Sandra was putting me on the torture. Maybe that's the way I wanted to get my commitment to anal sex. I especially trusted Victoria to influence her in this direction. But the very next Monday, after my experience with our neighbors, I should finally accompany her back to the club.

	It would only be my second time watching her with another man.

	She had often enjoyed herself without my presence and occasionally raved about it afterwards. I was more than ready for a repeat.

	I willingly helped Sandra get ready for the Cucky Club on Monday night. I couldn't go fast enough. She, on the other hand, was all woman and wanted to look perfect.

	To do this, she wrapped herself in lingerie again. Suspenders had found their way into her closet in more and more designs.

	At around 8 p.m. we were finally in the club. A few guests cavorted at the bar. This time Sandra pulled me to the bar with her hand. A number of men and women had a good time there. Sandra ordered me a beer. She chose a red wine herself.

	I didn't really know what to do with the situation. After all, I was considered her

	"Man" presented. But I didn't really know how to get involved in the conversations.

	What topics do you discuss with someone who might be shagging their own wife in a few minutes?

	It was different than when Sandra introduced Hugo to me. He worked in the insurance industry.

	As it turned out, I also worked for his employer. Has supported the company in various marketing activities for the past two years. Hugo ran the regional office and so we quickly had some topics for loose talk.

	In my nervousness, it took me a long time to realize who I was dealing with here. Hugo - my wife's first bull.

	He had to be. He was tall, as she had described him. I wasn't sure anymore whether she had also mentioned insurance. But how many Hugos could there be in the Cucky Club? So far the name was not common.

	More people came. Victoria was the first. She introduced Jutta to me personally

	before. Of course I remembered her too well. She had put my wife on the anal trip. I thanked her internally for that.

	After my second beer I had loosened up a bit. I especially watched Sandra talking to the various Bulls. She had fun doing it and laughed a lot.

	I had to swallow my suspicions. It still took some getting used to seeing other men hugging her or her snuggling up against them. That should actually be my role. A little fear of losing her to one of these men was always in my mind.

	At the same time, I was also in tense anticipation of what was to come that evening.

	I had looked around for a moment, when I looked back at Sandra, she was already standing in front of me.

	"Honey," she whispered, "would you like to come upstairs?"

	A look next to her showed that she was leading Hugo by one hand. I could only nod silently. My mouth felt dry.

	She happily took me in her free hand and so the three of us went towards the stairs and up one floor.

	"This is going to be fun," I heard from behind. Jutta found herself directly in our entourage. She, too, had a bull on her hand. Her second hand was also busy. But I assumed that this was her husband - her cuckold.

	We walked the hallway all the way to the end on the first floor and then around a bend a little further. Guided by Sandra we went into a large room. I wanted to close the door behind me, but Jutta followed us and pushed me further forward. The door closed behind her. That made us a total of six people.

	That was probably no coincidence, I concluded immediately from the arrangement of the room. There was a large bed at each end of the room. Armchairs and sofas lined the other two walls.

	"I'll be right with you," Sandra told Hugo after a kiss. He sat down on the bed and began to undress.

	Sandra led me to the other side and pushed me onto a chair. Then she sat on my lap. Squeezed on my already hard cock.

	"Honey, are you okay?"

	"Yes," I whispered back and got a quick kiss in return.

	“I want you to undress right away. Completely. Also the socks. I want to see how my sight makes you horny. Your cock rises steeply when Hugo takes me.

	My little naughty cucky enjoys me fucking other men. Yes?"

	"Okay," I replied in a low, shaky voice. There was a smile from Sandra and this time a long and tender kiss.

	»You can masturbate as much as you want while watching and cum as much as you want. have your fun But there is one rule.«

	"Which?"

	“I want to hear you with every orgasm. A nice loud 'I'm coming, I'm coming, I'm coming'"

	"Sandra?" I replied, startled.

	"You don't have to come if you don't want to," she replied and kissed me again and then got up.

	She took a step towards the bed, but then turned around and came back to me.

	“And be nice to Jutta and watch her a little too. I know how much you love to admire her during anal sex.«

	With that she finally made her way to bed. There she practically fell into Hugo's arms and gave him a long kiss.

	I watched them, confused and confused, then let my gaze wander briefly.

	Jutta was also busy with her bull. Her husband watched her. He was already naked and held his member in his hand. It was about the same size as mine. But he wasn't masturbating yet.

	My eyes wandered back to Sandra. She had already taken off her shirt.

	Our eyes met briefly and she motioned for me to undress as well. Then she turned back to Hugo.

	Despite all this humiliating circumstance, my penis once again pressed painfully against my pants. I couldn't deny my excitement. I slowly began to undress.

	I dragged it out, but after two minutes my socks inevitably followed as the last piece of clothing. Now I sat naked in the armchair.

	From Sandra, this earned me a smile and a kiss in the air. She was now only wearing her lingerie and was busy undressing Hugo.

	A short time later, this enabled me to take a first look at his penis. Not in awe, but fascinated and maybe a little jealous, I looked at the object of Sandra's desire.

	Hungry, she immediately threw herself on it and let a good part disappear in her mouth. She had already proudly told me in her stories how much better she had gotten at her blowjobs. Here I was allowed to see for myself how much more of Hugo she could let disappear into herself. Not much was missing.

	But even if she had fun with Hugo, her eyes kept wandering to me.

	Hugo turned it a little further and from then on the two had fun in the 69th minute.

	But it didn't stay that way for long. Hugo turned the tables and Sandra was down.

	Then he began to spoil her. Not only orally, but he kissed her all over her body, dealt with her breasts and interspersed long French kisses. As her lover, he made every effort to spoil her.

	For me, simple in-out sex would certainly have been easier. So he gave Sandra a lot of what I was happy to offer her and could offer just as well.

	But those games finally came to an end. It continued in the missionary position. I watched closely as he put his cock on and slowly penetrated Sandra. This was surprisingly easy and he quickly disappeared into her with all his splendor.

	Extremely tender sex followed. With slow fucking movements, they let their tongues play with each other again.

	"I'm coming, I'm coming, I'm coming."

	I looked up confused. The loud exclamations came from my counterpart - Jutta's husband. I saw his penis cum one last time. Then he leaned back, visibly satisfied.

	For a moment I had a look for Jutta again. She and her partner did it doggy style. This gave a wonderful view of her large breasts. I particularly liked

	if they hung far down in this position and thus seemed particularly large. As a viewer of porn videos, this was clearly one of my favorite positions.

	A groan drew my attention back to more important things. Sandra and Hugo had changed position. Now she rode him upside down. This had the advantage for Sandra that she could see the room.

	I watched as she shifted her gaze from Jutta to me. She smiled at me happily. Then she raised a hand and made a few movements through the air. Her half-open fist made up and down movements.

	It took me a moment to realize what she was trying to tell me. She asked me to masturbate.

	My eyes fell on my cock. Excited, he stood up straight. Even without touching him, I could now sense that he would be very sensitive to touch.

	My gaze led me back to Sandra. At the same time, I felt my right hand slowly crawl to my penis and enclose it.

	This alone was enough for a little pleasant shower. It would have been easy for me to get in record speed. But I didn't want to come. I couldn't possibly shout "I'm coming" out loud. That would have been too embarrassing for me.

	Nevertheless, I needed relief and under the satisfied look of Sandra I started with very light masturbation movements. Fast enough for some good feelings, but not too fast for a loud proclamation orgasm.

	But Sandra seemed more than satisfied with my start. Although her ride became wilder and wilder, her gaze was often directed at me. That didn't necessarily make it easier for me, but I did my best and tried to control myself.

	So I was the absolute opposite of Sandra. She got louder and wilder. Her butt was bouncing up and down. Again and again she sank Hugo's cock deep into herself and moaned loudly.

	That was a sight that took some getting used to. My previous insights into the Cucky Club had not let me experience them like this before. I wouldn't have thought it possible that she could let herself go so completely.

	That also left its mark on me. It got me incredibly excited.

	It wasn't long before Sandra had a loud orgasm. Exhausted, she slipped off Hugo. But after a few seconds of pause she turned to him again. Once more his penis disappeared into her mouth.

	It didn't take long before Hugo came too. But instead of letting her swallow, he pulled his cock out and let his cum squirt through the air. This smeared her face with several large splashes. Even her hair took a beating.

	I never thought that my Sandra would let this happen to her. But instead of scolding Hugo, she gave him a satisfied smile and then looked in my direction. I had never seen her like this either. Her face full of cum. She licked her lips once with her tongue. Then she collected the more sperm with her fingers and let it disappear in her mouth on this way. Her gaze was primarily directed at me. I had to take a deep breath to push back my impending orgasm.

	The two then lay next to each other, exhausted. Apparently they both needed a little break.

	"I'm coming, I'm coming, I'm coming."

	A second time my gaze flew to the other side of the room. Jutta's husband had

	announces his second orgasm. His wife was taken hard by her bull and also made herself known loudly.

	None of that made it any easier for me. Of course, I felt more and more urging for my own salvation. Again and again I came dangerously close to an orgasm. I was only just able to control myself and drive down a little bit. But each time it became more difficult.

	Jutta changed position again. From my position I could see how her bull penetrated her butt hole this time.

	That made me forget my wife for a while. My attention was completely absorbed by this sight. I watched closely as her bull slowly penetrated deeper and finally began to fuck. Her rosette wrapped tightly around his cock.

	How could Sandra expect that I myself should do without it forever?

	A slurp drew my gaze back to the other side. Sandra gave Hugo another blowjob. But again only had eyes for me. She had been able to observe very precisely how my attention had been fixed on Jutta for a few minutes.

	Hugo was ready for another round. Sandra immediately aligned herself in the doggy-style position. However, towards the end of the bed. So this time she had the whole room in view.

	A short time later we heard the rhythmic clapping of Hugo on Sandra's bottom.

	This moaned comfortably.

	"I'm coming, I'm coming, I'm coming."

	A third time Jutta's husband announced his orgasm. Unlike me, he seemed to lack any shame. On the contrary, he seemed extremely content.

	My hand was still doing the same work, constantly keeping me close to orgasm. In the meantime, I couldn't even stop an irritated groan from time to time. A few times I closed my eyes in dire straits or tried to think of less reprehensible things in my mind. But all these attempts had only a very short-lived effect.

	My gaze was now fixed on Hugo and Sandra. I was particularly fascinated by their facial expressions. You could read their uninhibited lust in them.

	It was also noticeable that both came much closer to an orgasm.

	My wife's lips moved silently. As if they wanted to tell me something, but I didn't know what to do with it.

	Once again I came dangerously close to my own orgasm. Inwardly, I was already preparing for the next defensive measures, so as not to jump over the cliff this time either. It would be close once more.

	My eyes crossed again with Sandra. Full of lust she looked at me.

	"Come for me. Say it my darling Come for me!' she demanded, screaming.

	She was already half in her orgasm herself.

	At that moment all hope was lost for me. A first splash of my sperm shot up into the air.

	"Oh," I moaned, followed by "I'm coming."

	So I followed Sandra's instructions rather unintentionally. In the end I said it only once instead of three times and not very loudly either. My words were more an expression of my surprise.

	So Sandra and I stared at each other while we squirmed in our orgasm at the same time. There was something special about it - something very intimate that I was able to share with my wife at that moment.

	When I came to my senses, both couples were lying next to each other on their respective beds.

	They lay exhausted in her arms. Occasionally kisses were exchanged.

	After my orgasm, I felt regret for a short time. This all seemed so wrong. And then I had to see Sandra in the arms of another man. But that changed quickly. My penis was already showing my slowly returning arousal.

	But the games were over for tonight.

	 

	CHAPTER 1 3

	"I'm sorry," Sandra told me when we were finally in bed.

	"Why?"

	“I should have taken you back to the club much sooner. This is our journey. Together."

	"Okay," I replied monosyllabically. I hated to admit to her how much I had longed for it.

	'I thought it would be nice for you to meet Hugo. See it in action once.

	After all, he was my first.”

	"That was okay."

	"Just okay?"

	"Well, that was nice ... great ... awesome."

	"For me too," she grinned back.

	"Sometimes I think the Cucky Club is making us a little more perverted every day."

	"How did you get into it?"

	“I let my wife fuck other men. Is not that enough?"

	"And you like to watch her do it."

	"That doesn't make it any better."

	"But hotter."

	"What has become of you? I don't know you like that."

	"How?" she replied, frowning.

	“So open about sex. Vulgar?"

	'My eyes have been opened. Our eyes have been opened?”

	"I don't know."

	Sandra smiled softly.

	"Are you laughing at me now?"

	"No. I just think you're cute.«

	"Sweet?"

	"Yes. It doesn't make you any less horny than me. And it didn't change you that much less either. But if I understand that correctly, then you guys are cuckolds.”

	"What are we like?"

	'Indecisive. Sometimes you think it's totally awesome and then again you writhe in self-pity.«

	»I don't think it's that wrong to question the whole thing critically. That was another funny action today.«

	"What? Jutta's participation?'

	“That too, but I guess that shouldn't surprise me anymore. No, I meant this 'I'm coming'.«

	“I guess we need to practice that a few more times. You only called it once,' she explained with a fake pout. Somehow I didn't feel that she was taking me so seriously in this whole conversation.

	"Neither would be perfectly okay either," I retorted slightly angrily.

	"Honey," she purred, rubbing her head on my shoulder. »We certainly don't have to do this often and it's ultimately your decision, but for me it's something special. A way for me to participate in your excitement a little more. Wasn't it nice when we ended up together?"

	"We could do that without those words."

	"Not really. For me it is a signal to let go. It would be nice if you could be a little more free with it next time. Jutta's husband didn't have any problems with that either. Hey, we're all fumbling around, do those few words really matter?"

	She was certainly not entirely wrong. In the end, from a purely logical point of view, it didn't really matter whether I joined in the screaming. That would not change anything essential.

	"Although I have to admit that I could only admire your perseverance," giggled Sandra.

	"Aha?"

	"You looked strained masturbating and you didn't want to cum."

	"That was hard," I replied, laughing.

	“There was definitely something hard there.”

	With that, Sandra grabbed between my legs and began to masturbate me slightly.

	"Fancy one last blow job?" she asked relaxed.

	"Always."

	"Okay, but you have to do something for me."

	"What?"

	'If you're coming, I want an announcement. You know the words I want to hear."

	"Sandra."

	»Blow job. Yes or no?"

	Her hand movements, which had become faster, left me little choice and so I gave my consent.

	Sandra immediately got to work. Not only her lips, but also her tongue gave me full attention. At the same time, her hand continued to masturbate me. She seemed to be in a hurry.

	Our eyes met and I let out a soft "oh". My hands clenched on the bed sheet. I finally wanted to come and yet I really didn't want to say those words, even though we were alone now.

	"I'm coming, I'm coming, I'm coming."

	In the end, I didn't stand a chance against her blowjob. I had to come. An announcement with words only seemed fair and was nothing new. The fact that I now repeated these two words three times certainly had great symbolic power for Sandra.

	She had me in her hand.

	 

	CHAPTER 1 4

	"I'm coming, I'm coming, I'm coming."

	These words became a frequent part of our sex life over the next few days. Again and again I followed Sandra's request and said these words. Be it a blowjob, hand job, anal sex or just the good old missionary position.

	Your goal was very clear to me. She saw it as a desensitization measure.

	If she let me shout this often enough, I would eventually do it in front of others. Then almost automatically.

	Last but not least, she showed her full commitment by saying these words just as often during her orgasms.

	"Lots to do," Sandra came into my study late Monday morning.

	'Yes, quite a bit. The new customer has many extra wishes.«

	“Which isn't necessarily wrong, is it? More money for you.«

	"Yes," I agreed, laughing.

	"I don't want to disturb you for long. I just wanted to tell you that I'm just going to the club quickly. I really need a quick hard fuck.«

	"Okay," I replied at length.

	"No worries. I'm always so horny lately, you'll get your share too."

	And so Sandra disappeared in the direction of the club. That had become part of our montage.

	It was nothing unusual anymore. But I always had a lot of things to think about.

	My productivity on assemblies had certainly been higher before.

	It wasn't fifteen minutes and the doorbell rang. Victoria Paulsen visited me once more. Looking at her past visits, this brought up mixed feelings in me. She always seemed up to something new.

	We greeted each other briefly and then sat down in the living room. I just waited for what she had to say to me.

	"Sandra's at the club right now," was the first thing she announced.

	"I know."

	"And - how do you feel about it?"

	"What am I supposed to feel about that?" I retorted angrily. What kind of question was that?

	»Does it make you horny? Envious? Annoyed? Surely your little tail will send out some signals.«

	I tried to just casually shrug in response. I knew I couldn't tell her lies. She could see through me too easily. In the many years as a club operator she had gained a lot of experience.

	"That's how you are," she continued. “But you've had to experience that often enough by now. I'm not telling you anything new."

	"And what news are you telling me? What's your next mess?” I snapped.

	But I didn't get overly loud.

	“I thought we should just talk again. A lot has happened. Nevertheless, Sandra still has to wait for your anal sex consent.«

	"She can wait a long time," I replied.

	“Perhaps, but she certainly has time. Sooner or later you cuckolds will figure out what is best for your wife and yourself?”

	“You keep insisting it's our choice. No means no."

	"Until it becomes a yes," she replied, amused. "But that's none of my business."

	"Is not it? That being said, you seem to make it your business quite often,” I etched back. "You're having fun taking us deeper and deeper into this damn world."

	"And yet you have so much fun and lust in this damned world," she replied dryly, ignoring my sharp voice.

	"Out with it," I groaned. “What are you up to this time? Just say it."

	»Hey, as the operator of the Cucky Club, I see it as my duty that all members are doing well and that they get their money's worth. I know this world like the back of my hand. This not only applies to the Bulls and Hotwifes, but of course also to you cuckolds. After all, you are our namesake.«

	"That doesn't answer my question."

	“First of all, I wanted to talk to you. I heard from Lydia you made a few observations during your visit?”

	'Oh no, never in my life. I'm not a pervert like Helmut.«

	Victoria acknowledged my little outburst with a hearty laugh.

	"What?"

	“Helmut might have said something similar a few years ago. No, I don't mean to say that your path has to lead there. Every cuckold is different. Each hotwife cuckold relationship can be very different. And all of that is constantly changing.«

	"Change? It's probably getting deeper and deeper into the… well, let's call it shit.”

	»Oh come on, you have your fun too and get your money's worth. But there's something to it. You experience something new. It's always great and stimulating. dirty You do it over and over again. At some point it has become normal and you need a new excitement. The next kick. That's probably so. But that doesn't mean there aren't red lines. It's just that one shouldn't be so sure today where they will be in the distant future."

	For a change, Victoria had been honest with me for once. And it described well the situation in which I slipped deeper and deeper with Sandra. Her next stops were obviously anal sex with a bull and my orgasmic scream. But what would happen after that

	come?

	“But let's forget Helmut. He and Lydia live their relationship as cuckold and hotwife in their own way. They still have a secret or two. The two of you and your relationship are more important. How about them? I'm mainly in contact with Sandra, but she seems to be doing pretty well. How about you?'

	'Why shouldn't Sandra be fine too. She can fuck as much as she wants,' I replied sarcastically, but not angry.

	"Yes," Victoria admitted. “Maybe it's not a big issue for society – it's taboo.

	But a good fuck also makes us women happy. I hope that I don't hear any complaints about it. After all, according to Sandra, you get your turn a lot more often than in the past.«

	'That's probably true. In contrast to the last few years, a lot has changed.«

	"Win-win-win."

	"Seems so."

	"Which brings us to a potentially sensitive subject."

	"Ah?" I asked.

	"It might not come as a surprise, but as far as your sex goes, well Sandra and I talk a lot about it and I'm pretty knowledgeable about it."

	It was a bit embarrassing, but that's the way women are. At least in my imagination.

	“There are two problems. Anal sex... I understand you like it. But unfortunately you like him a little too much.”

	"What? She won't get my waiver like that!"

	'Now wait a minute. So this conversation has not been agreed with Sandra. You don't have to blame her. She would never tell you that, but as a friend, I should. So… I can understand that anal sex is something special for you. That's what he was for Sandra too - in the beginning.«

	"What about it?"

	“Of course her butt hole is quite tight. That's why you make the start before a bull is allowed to run, but unfortunately it turns out that it's still too tight for you. Think about how hard you fuck her pussy and how fast you finish anally.«

	"And?" came back from me with a shrug. The observation could not be disputed, but did it really matter.

	"You can understand that," Victoria continued. “Your whole life you've gotten used to having a lot of space when you fuck. The unusual narrowness makes you difficult.

	But where's the fun in that for Sandra?"

	I grumbled to myself.

	“I just want to pass this on to you for information. How you deal with it is up to you.

	But there is a second thing. It is also stored in a similar way. Sandra would like you to cum more.«

	"More? What's the problem?' I asked at a loss.

	"Is it a problem if she likes your juice?" Victoria asked. »She reports that you squirt more or less heavily. Rather less than before. To be honest, I have a good idea of what the problem is.«

	"And that would be?"

	"You masturbate too much."

	"What!?"

	"If you're already cumming with lust in the afternoon, then of course there's only a smaller load left for your wife in the evening."

	I don't have an answer to that at all. I sat there perplexed and looked at Victoria.

	The logic was simple and made sense to me, but what should the solution be. You could hardly expect me to do without, while Sandra regularly had fun with other men.

	»Of course it's also a vicious circle. If you don't masturbate now and can give your Sandra your sperm as a gift, then you will face her even more aroused in the evening and of course you will cum even faster. Unfortunately, I can't offer you the perfect solution. At least not yet.”

	I heard the door to the garage. The children were back from school. Lucky for me.

	That ended this conversation. What should I think of this one? Victoria had spoken openly and perhaps even fairly honestly. Although I certainly wouldn't have put my hand in the fire for the latter. She was always up to something. But she didn't come up with a solution.

	 

	CHAPTER 1 5

	Sandra came home in the late afternoon. Victoria had previously told her about her visit. Apparently little was said about the content of our conversation. My wife's questions were correspondingly probing.

	I wasn't quite sure what I wanted to tell her. But in the end, Sandra knew how to get me to talk. First, she had to get me in the mood a little.

	In an erotic mood. She grabbed my penis without further ado.

	As a result, I told her some things and left out other things. Above all, I spoke of the end of our conversation. After all, it was about information that Victoria had supposedly received from Sandra. On the one hand, there were my supposedly too quick orgasms and, on the other hand, my rather small ejaculation thanks to plenty of masturbation.

	Sandra openly admitted that she passed that assessment on to Victoria. However, we did not get any real results.

	This is how the next few weeks passed. Sandra put her announcement into practice and took me to the Cucky Club every other week.

	That was a new highlight for me every time. I couldn't deny that.

	I wasn't the only spectator. Sandra also liked to watch me when I masturbated while watching. She pointed out several times that it was an important connection with her husband for her.

	At least she didn't ask me to announce "I'm coming." But that continued to be a sporadic part of our home entertainment. I didn't really care anymore here.

	On the Mondays when I wasn't allowed to watch Sandra, I was still a guest in the club twice. Perhaps less a guest, but rather a requested employee. In both cases, I took on the job behind the bar. After gardening, it was only my second assignment at the club. Many posts were occupied by us cuckolds.

	It took a little getting used to working behind the bar and seeing women and men enjoying themselves on the other side and sooner or later disappearing upstairs.

	The conversations were quite interesting. A lot of it was just small talk. But quite a few times I was allowed to overhear a bull chirping a hotwife. I could understand that they quickly succumbed to this charm.

	 

	CHAPTER 1 6

	On the afternoon of December 1st - a Saturday - Sandra and I sat in front of the television. The children stayed with my parents overnight. It was cold and wet outside. Winter was coming. We had treated ourselves to a mulled wine. It was a nice and relaxed atmosphere and my wife was in my arms.

	Our peace was abruptly interrupted by the doorbell ringing. Sandra immediately announced that this would have to be Victoria. However, she had not announced an upcoming visit.

	That was reason enough not to fear anything good. At least nothing that I would see as a good thing right off the bat.

	However, Victoria was not alone. She came with her husband - Robert - and Lamar. I had already seen the latter but had not yet spoken to him. I knew from Sandra that he was Victoria's favorite bull.

	After a brief greeting, the three sat on our large L-shaped sofa. Sandra and I provided them with drinks.

	"Are you wondering why we're here?" Victoria asked me very directly. My questioning look was noticed.

	"Isn't it just a courtesy call?"

	'Oh, we're here too because we're friendly people. We want to share something with you.«

	"And that would be?"

	"Today we practice self-control."

	With these words, Victoria stood up at the same time. She instructed her husband to help her undress.

	Undoubtedly, Victoria was a beautiful woman. Even at just over 40 years old, she was still able to show a crisp body. She had obviously helped a little with her breasts.

	It wasn't the first time I've seen her naked. But from this close range and in such detail, this had not yet been possible for me.

	"Do you like them?" asked Victoria, cradling her breasts with her hands. However, I failed to answer this surely purely rhetorical question.

	While our guests made themselves comfortable on our large sofa, Sandra and I sat on our two-seater.

	After my eyes had fed up with Victoria, I also noticed Robert and Lamar again. Both had also undressed.

	Like all Bulls at the club, Lamar was well hung. His long and heavy cock did

	heavy with gravity and slightly hanging down.

	Of course, I knew Robert from the beginning of this new life experience. But that was the first time I saw him naked. Basically, he was well built. Of course, he was a few centimeters short of Lamar.

	"Come on darling," Sandra pulled me up from the sofa and began to undress me.

	Then she freed herself from her clothes.

	"Hm," said Victoria, her gaze wandering between my legs. Nothing was dangling there anymore, but was already standing out steeply.

	"Don't you think it's long overdue to finally free your Peter from this jungle?"

	Victoria's gaze was clearly on my pubic area. She also waved a hand in the air to accompany her words.

	"Actually already. That would be nice. What do you mean sweetheart?"

	Little or no pubic hair seemed to be the fashion at the Cucky Club. My Sandra meanwhile made sure to get rid of it regularly. But I must honestly admit that I was a little attached to my hair. Last but not least, it was a sign of my masculinity for me. Without it, my penis would be vulnerable to looks. His size compared to the Bulls would be even more obvious.

	At least those were my own feelings. From a logical point of view, that was certainly a bit of an exaggeration.

	"I don't know," I sheepishly admitted my insecurity.

	"Treasure? That's going to be great. Don't you appreciate my naked pussy when you lick it?"

	A few times Sandra had let it slip that she could imagine me completely naked down below. The advantages could not be denied. But I really couldn't bring myself to do it.

	"Come on," Sandra took the decision without further ado and pulled me up off the sofa again. "Are you coming with Victoria?"

	The three of us went to our bathroom. I was supposed to stand in the bathtub and the two women wanted to do the work.

	More precisely, it was primarily Victoria who took action. Before I knew it, she had my cock in her hand and was dispensing shaving cream.

	It was the first time in ages that another woman had touched me there.

	And then there was also a beautiful and above all naked woman. I could feel my cock getting a little more sensitive.

	At the same time I looked uncertain and irritated at Sandra.

	"Enjoy it while it lasts," she grinned at me. She didn't seem to mind.

	Obviously, this isn't the first time Victoria has stripped a man of his pubic hair. Within a few minutes I was completely free of her.

	On the way back downstairs we first had to go through our bedroom. I stopped here for a moment. A floor-length mirror gave me the perfect view of my newfound nudity.

	"Cute," Victoria commented smugly. Once again she took my cock in her hand. This time she even pumped him lightly. I couldn't resist the excitement. Even though I wasn't sure whether Sandra would care.

	'Now you can finally see how big - sorry - small he really is. So it's more than understandable that we women sometimes long for big, strong bulls? could

	you really deny that to your Sandra?"

	Victoria had only whispered those humiliating words in my ear. Sandra was still busy cleaning up.

	I remained silent. There was no answer to that. At least not an answer I wanted to give out loud. I was sure of one thing. We would not be able to escape from our new life. There was no way I could take away Sandra's newfound lust.

	She would probably even try if I asked. I thought our love was so strong. But even if she did, I couldn't imagine that part of her wouldn't hate me for it too.

	Not that I want to blame everything on Sandra. Often enough I myself had taken a liking to our new life. Even in this moment of greatest embarrassment, I was aroused, enjoying Victoria's firm grip on a hard member. A little humiliation didn't bother me. After all, this time it was just between Victoria and me.

	"Hi you two? Shall we go back down?”

	I was led back downstairs by the hands of the two women. Was allowed to sit on the two-seater again. To my irritation, however, it wasn't Sandra who sat next to me, but Victoria.

	Sandra, however, went to the other side and sat between Robert and Lamar.

	She looked at me one last time and gave me a smile, then turned to Lamar and kissed him deeply.

	It didn't take long for her hands to find their way over his muscular body.

	Lamar's hand, in turn, was busy with Sandra's breasts. At the same time, their first tame kiss had turned into a wild French kiss.

	"Robert. Why don't you prepare Sandra?"

	He let himself slide onto the floor and pushed my Sandra's legs apart.

	Purposefully, his path leads to her pubic area and he began to lick my wife.

	I didn't expect that I would ever see another cuckold between my wife's legs. That irritated me at first. Bothered me a little too. I really didn't know why. After all, Robert was not a danger. Perhaps because I believe this should be my job?

	Meanwhile, Victoria had pushed herself a little closer to me. Her hand ran down my legs and came to rest on my cock. Once again she encircled it. To do this, she began with slight up and down movements.

	I enjoyed another woman's hand even more than before. It was unusually different. That must have made it special.

	I noticed how Sandra looked over at us. She didn't mind. That calmed me down.

	"That's enough, Robert, I think."

	After this request, he finished his work and leaned back.

	Lamar pushed Sandra into a corner of the sofa and immediately put his long cock on my wife's crack. Without further ado, he pushed it in. He didn't meet much resistance.

	“Robert, treat yourself to a little relaxation. But woe to you! The same goes for you."

	She had dropped the last sentence in my direction. I could only look at her doubtfully. I couldn't imagine going long without an orgasm.

	For this, the strange hand aroused me, in connection with the strange man over my wife,

	but too much.

	Rarely in my life have I been so wrong about something. The afternoon was to be pure martyrdom for me.

	Probably not everyone would see it that way. I don't always see it that way myself. You have to experience it yourself. As so often these days, I was very conflicted myself. Depending on the mood, my opinion goes in one direction or the other.

	What was my martyrdom? Before my eyes, my own wife was having fun with Lamar. They kissed, licked and fucked in every imaginable position.

	At least every one that was conceivable on a large sofa and there were a surprising number of them. Whether doggy style, riding or the good old missionary position - the two had a lot to moan.

	Lamar turned out to be extremely persistent. I was already used to that from the Bulls.

	Not only could they skillfully delay their orgasm, but they were also relatively quickly ready for a second or third round.

	This is where my martyrdom comes into play. The first half hour of this game I was in good spirits and had fun. Not only did I get to enjoy Lamar and my wife, but I was also pampered at the hands of Victoria.

	This jerked me sometimes faster and sometimes slower. Early on I was ready to cum. But this was not granted to me.

	I had become Victoria's plaything. At will she turned me on and brought me close to orgasm. I was perfectly willing to ignore her request and just come. But she knew how to prevent that. I seemed like an open book to her. This continued throughout the afternoon. Sandra had a few orgasms and Lamar was allowed to cum multiple times. I was held up. I shared this fate with Robert.

	Although he had to lend a hand himself and still followed Victoria's instructions.

	I certainly wouldn't have done that.

	Towards evening I saw from behind how Lamar took my wife hard one more time. Once again he cums inside her. Then he took a step to the side and let me see my wife again.

	A sweaty Sandra lay in front of me. But my eyes were mostly on her pubic area. Her mouth was still slightly open. There and around her labia, Lamar's numerous semen could still be clearly seen.

	I had seen Sandra freshly fucked as a spectator. But this topped the previous sights again. It was a new level. Add to that the sweat, her tousled hair and her exhausted but satisfied look. It looked incredibly naughty.

	Sandra had to take a deep breath a few times. Her legs tightened. Then she turned her gaze to me. From my eyes he went to my cock. This was still controlled by Victoria.

	"Would you like to come?" Sandra asked me.

	"Please," I heard myself say. I couldn't help it. I finally needed it. Once again, Victoria had pushed me to the brink of redemption. But she didn't allow me the last piece this time either.

	"Then come and fuck me," Sandra replied. Simultaneously, Victoria's hand disappeared.

	I felt my erect member. The long period of masturbation had made it sensitive.

	I stood up slowly. My eyes on my goal. My wife's cum covered pussy .

	In the last few months she had had fun with many Bulls. But before we had enjoyed ourselves afterwards, she was always freshly showered.

	So now I should take her freshly fucked for the first time. I inevitably have to think of my neighbor Helmut. His wife would probably have very different expectations of him at that moment.

	Only when I was kneeling between Sandra's legs and my cock was dangling only centimeters from her opening did I notice something else. It was the first time that I was supposed to take Sandra in front of an audience myself.

	In other circumstances, I might have felt uncomfortable. But I was far too excited to bother.

	I put my cock on and once again our eyes met.

	"Take me hard," came softly from Sandra's lips.

	I didn't let myself be asked again and with one thrust I sank my cock completely into her. Damp, slippery and anything but tight. That's how I felt at this moment.

	Those dirty thoughts only aroused me even more. I immediately started a wild fuck. My wife's satisfaction was certainly not my goal. A moan didn't escape her lips either. Instead she encouraged me.

	"Harder! … Fuck me! ... Come on, I want to feel you completely! … Are you all the way in!? ...

	More! … Deeper!”

	To be honest, she didn't necessarily give me the impression that I was doing a good job. She kept asking for more.

	After five minutes, my guest performance came to a quick end. I was just too aroused after the long stimulation. I came and cum in my Sandra. I took a deep breath, then Sandra pulled me close and kissed me. It became a loving kiss.

	"I love you," I got to hear in a short kiss pause. Sandra had presented this with complete seriousness. After our afternoon, this seemed a bit surreal to me.

	But more important to me was knowing how serious she was about it. I was no different. I never wanted to let this woman go.

	A short time later, our guests were on their way.

	 

	CHAPTER 1 7

	We showered one after the other. Then I did a few things in my office. Sandra made us a light dinner and we later ended up back on our sofa. Again Sandra lay in my arms.

	"I hope you were okay with this afternoon?" she asked as a commercial break began. Up to this point we had not discussed the afternoon.

	"Shouldn't that be him?" I asked back.

	'Well, I wasn't sure. I mean... maybe it was too much? I liked it, but what about you?'

	"What couldn't I have found nice?" I asked back.

	"We've got you pretty teased?"

	"That was hard. Mean? You could have let me come a little earlier.”

	"Edging."

	"What?"

	“That's what they call it. It's orgasmic control. For a long time the man is kept close, but is not allowed to jump over the cliff. This should increase the pleasure of orgasm when it is finally granted. The route is the goal."

	“I don't know if that worked. It was okay though."

	"We had other reasons too."

	"Aha?"

	»You enjoy watching more if you feel like it? Also, a little orgasm control can't hurt you. But that part only worked to a limited extent. In the end it only took you five minutes.«

	"I'm sorry."

	'It doesn't have to. I've been fucked well,' Sandra replied with a grin and took another sip of wine.

	"How many orgasms have you had? Four?"

	"Five," she replied boldly.

	"How was it for you?" she asked after a moment of silence. "Well... I was still... full of semen."

	»Needs getting used to? But after you played with me, I couldn't wait any longer."

	"My little horny goat," she laughed.

	We kissed, looked at each other lovingly, caressed each other and lay in each other's arms. But we didn't have the strength to do more that evening.

	 

	CHAPTER 1 8

	The next few weeks passed quickly. I still had a lot to do before Christmas. It was constantly necessary to ensure that my clients' marketing campaigns ran optimally. For many it was the most important time of the year.

	But I still got plenty of relaxation. Sandra made sure of that. She was at the Cucky Club every Monday. Moreover, Victoria still invited her on a second date

	– mostly on Wednesday. Every Monday Sandra took me to the club.

	It was on a Wednesday that she was at the club without me. Sandra came home. I should lie down naked on the bed. Then she did a little striptease for me.

	She finally sat down naked on my hard cock and started riding it. Before that I had seen her shiny shame. A second time I fucked my still cum-filled wife. A third time should follow before Christmas.

	I didn't quite know what to think of it. Although in the past I hadn't bothered about my own sperm. Neither did the Bulls. But if it came from another man, that was something else. Wild. Crazy. Perverse.

	There was a second episode of Saturday night - Edging. Sandra seemed to enjoy teasing me. Most of the time she did it herself. In the club, however, Victoria took over this role again and kept me in suspense the whole evening. I was only allowed to discharge my excitement at home and practically attacked Sandra.

	I have to admit that I started to like it more and more. A hand other than my own always felt more exciting. Also was a very easy form of domination.

	I put my orgasm in my partner's hands. At the same time, however, it was clear to me that it was only a matter of time.

	To keep me in the dark, sometimes I was only allowed to cum at the end, while other times I was allowed to cum right at the beginning or in the middle for the first time. That made it even more exciting. I never knew when I would find my next redemption.

	Meanwhile, another thought struck me. A problem I had to grapple with every year. What do you get your wife for Christmas? The kids were easy, they had their wish lists, but what about Sandra?

	“You know me best. I'm sure you'll find a great present."

	That was the answer to my question. No help.

	To make matters worse, Victoria also announced that Sandra had an absolutely amazing gift. Of course I asked her for more information, but other than more

	There was nothing to get out of her for adulation.

	This, of course, increased the pressure even more. My actual plan was a small gift in front of the children and nice lingerie later. But that seemed too unimaginative to me.

	"I know something," Victoria announced. »Something that Sandra desperately wants. She often asks me how it is. But that only increases her longing. It wouldn't cost any money, but it would make her very happy."

	"What's that supposed to be?" I asked.

	"Anal sex with a bull."

	"But?"

	"But you would have to give something up? Doesn't that make it a great gift?”

	Of course, that made it a great gift. At the same time, it turned out to be a very expensive gift for me. That was too much for me, even for my beloved wife. A better solution had to be found.

	 

	CHAPTER 1 9

	Christmas came sooner than expected. As always, the presents were under the tree.

	After a quick meal, the kids were served quickly. We had long been in the habit of making short work of it, which kept the whining to a minimum.

	Games consoles and smartphones were the two big gifts.

	I gave Sandra a book and perfume. There was also a soft whisper and the announcement that there would be more gifts later. In the end it turned out to be lingerie. Apart from the lingerie show, I hadn't given them to Sandra for a long time.

	It was Sandra's turn. She kept her gift a big secret. It should be for the whole family. It was the last present under our Christmas tree.

	I left the unpacking to our kids. They were only too happy to open the oblong package.

	A cruise ship about fifty centimeters long came out.

	»Give Papa the letter«, Sandra asked her and I was handed an envelope.

	"Read aloud please."

	So I did. To my surprise, Sandra dug deeper into her pocket than I did and gave us a vacation for Christmas. Hence the cruise ship.

	"In two days?" I asked, confused.

	“Don't worry, I've already planned everything. We can jet to the airport in the car.«

	"I do not want to complain."

	Above all, I didn't want to complain about a peculiarity of their holiday planning.

	The first week we would cruise through the Caribbean with the kids. But then she would have to go back home on her own. My parents would meet her at the airport. Sandra and I then had a second week in the Caribbean.

	That was a pretty good reason to look forward to the next two weeks with particular excitement.

	However, I also had some doubts about the quality of my gifts. Sandra had given me a week's holiday with her alone, what did I have to offer her?

	When the excitement finally subsided after midnight and the children were in bed, our way also led to the bedroom. Here I took out my presents for Sandra. I had bought the lingerie from Antonia. She had also done the lingerie show at the club back then. In the meantime, Sandra had stocked up on more sexy underwear from her. So I was relatively sure that the sizes would fit.

	I had splashed out and spent a few hundred euros. Sandra insisted on showing me my gifts.

	'Oh, Pedro will like that red. He loves me in red.«

	"White - like an innocent virgin."

	"Leather," she remarked on the last piece. A corset with suspenders and everything that goes with it.

	The peculiarity was in fact that it was made of leather. Antonia had vehemently talked me into it and I couldn't help but think this decision was the right one. Sandra looked stunning.

	"Your wife ... hotwife ... mistress ... should you come down harder," joked Sandra.

	Sandra kissed me. Her hand grabbed my crotch. So she felt my hard cock. She gently kneaded it while we continued kissing.

	"I've got something else for you," I said before I could really think it through.

	But at that moment I was as in love as on the first day. When we became a couple. I remembered the heartbreak when we couldn't see each other for three weeks shortly after. We talked on the phone every day back then.

	It was this love that now made me give her another gift. It wasn't my desire. Sandra looked at me curiously.

	"You wish you could finally get anally taken by a bull..."

	I got no further. Sandra literally jumped on me and fell me like a tree. Luckily the bed was behind me.

	"I love you," she exclaimed. "I knew you would give it up for me."

	I was actually hoping to make a deal with her. Anal sex once a month or at least on a special occasion. She had already taken that chance from me. There was no turning back.

	But it wasn't time yet. No bull had ever had fun with her butt and that evening I got my pleasure once more. The thought that it might be the last time made me cum quickly.

	Sandra succinctly brushed my subsequent apology aside. Soon she will also be continuously fucked in her buttocks.

	Later I lay exhausted next to Sandra. She was already asleep. My gaze ran over her curves and got stuck on her bottom.

	I thought a little wistfully of what I would be denied in the future. On the other hand, I was also curious to see how Sandra would experience a bull. Maybe it was too big for her and she would come back to me ruefully?

	I smiled. That was unlikely to happen.

	 

	CHAPTER 2 0

	Two days later we took the plane from Frankfurt to Miami. Our ship was waiting for us in the port. It was a true ocean liner. Significantly larger than our previous cruise ships. But it was also the first time that we didn't go on a German-speaking ship.

	I was expecting a nice balcony cabin. Instead, I suddenly found myself in a large suite. I looked at Sandra confused. Sure we could afford more than one vacation a year, but this suite had to be very expensive.

	"I got a really good price," she later explained privately to my question.

	"Aha?"

	"A high-ranking employee of the shipping company is in the Cucky Club," she explained with a grin.

	We had booked a balcony stateroom and had been upgraded to a luxury suite by him. I didn't want to complain and decided to enjoy the luxury I was given. It was only right and proper that I, too, benefited so much from the Cucky Club.

	However, the suite had one disadvantage. Our offspring didn't sleep in their own separate cabin, but in one room. This made our late-night escapades of past cruises unnecessarily difficult.

	In the end, in the first week of vacation, I only had two chances to work with Sandra. But I could easily overlook that. It was a wonderful family vacation. Besides, I would have Sandra to myself for the second week. I was sure that we would spend a lot of time in bed.

	 

	CHAPTER 2 1

	At the end of the week we took our kids to the airport. The staff made sure they got on the right plane. The flight went straight back to Frankfurt, where my parents would meet them.

	"Freedom!" I grinned at Sandra as we stepped out of the airport building. Then she laughed heartily and even choked. It took her a while to get over her subsequent hiccups.

	We strolled through the city for a while. My mood was brilliant. I wouldn't describe Sandra's mood as bad, but she was relatively quiet. I put it down to worrying about our children. With such a direct flight, however, they could hardly get lost. I had no qualms about that.

	In the late afternoon we went back to the ship. This should be gone soon. Holding Sandra's hand, we headed towards our suite. Our purchases wanted to be stowed away. I also had my own plans for the next hour.

	Back in our suite, Sandra pushed around and now seemed to be visibly nervous.

	"Peter?"

	"Yes?"

	"I did something and I don't know if you'll be mad at me."

	"Aha?"

	'It has to do with us. Our new life as cuckold and hotwife.«

	"Have you jumped into bed with a man in the last few days," I joked.

	"No but …"

	Sandra didn't get any further. There was a knock at the door. Sandra immediately set out and opened the door.

	I was expecting room service. They had really tried very hard for us in the last few days. An advantage of our luxury suite. Instead, my mouth fell open and I certainly looked more stunned than I've ever seen in my life.

	Victoria stood in the doorway. Her husband Robert and our neighbors Helmut and Lydia came into the room behind her. The entourage was completed by the Bulls Lamar, Pedro and Tom.

	All seven easily found space in our spacious cabin. I could only watch in disbelief as the greetings took place. I automatically shook some hands. When Pedro finally took my Sandra in his arms, grabbed her bottom with his hands and gave her a deep French kiss, it was all over me. I ran away. I slammed the cabin door behind me.

	This should be my week. I would kiss my Sandra now and then on

	should throw our bed. But she seemed to prefer Pedro.

	I ordered a whiskey at the first bar I came across.

	What have you done Sandra? What have we done? What do I have, lustful fool authorized?
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	CHAPTER 1

	Everything went according to plan. Peter and Sandra exceeded my expectations by far. You starved for real sex. He is willing to be cuckolded for his wife's lust.

	Our new villa had become a dream. When Lydia and Helmut told me about the remote building in their neighborhood, I had to prick up my ears.

	Had they known that this immediately piqued my interest, they probably wouldn't have been so forthcoming. They worried about being exposed in their neighborhood.

	I calmed her down as best I could. But of course there was always a residual risk of unwelcome discoveries. At times I had the impression that since we moved to the villa, this has even stimulated the two of them even more.

	The houses at the end of the street were already well apart. On the way to our villa, Lydia and Helmut only had to pass the house of a neighbor - Peter and Sandra Neumann.

	When you've been in this business for as many years as I have, you're looking for a change.

	It's always been about more than just money for me. In the beginning my Robert and I were just a typical hotwife and cuckold couple. Although these terms developed slowly at the time and were fairly unknown in Germany. That has only changed in recent years - thanks to the Internet. This brought us a lot of new customers.

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

	Today the Cucky Club runs almost by itself. New members in particular are easy to find. We can be very picky when choosing. With the villa we provide them optimally. Which brings me back to the change.

	I've always had fun introducing new couples to this world. I always tell them that there will only be a first time and they should enjoy it. I envy them every one of the many first times they will experience. For Robert and I, these are long behind us. In return, in my role as club boss, I can experience the first times again and again through the reactions of our newcomers.

	A small art had developed from this over the years. I was quite proud of this.

	I passed Peter and Sandra's house regularly. You could occasionally watch them in the garden. They fit in well with us. But I still had to find out if

	they were also the right type of person for our club.

	The street fair was perfect for scouting out the two and the rest of the neighborhood. I got an invitation from Lydia. Her son was blamed for this.

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

	They were so easy to trap. Or perhaps better put, they let themselves be led to their happiness very easily.

	The street party was a good opportunity to set up a meeting at the club. Peter let himself be turned into a spectator so easily. He watched Tom and Tanja willingly. Wanked his little cock out of sheer lust. After that I was even more sure that I had found another perfect cuckold candidate in him. Sandra was no less interested when I gave her a similar insight.

	If you've been in this field for as long as I have, then you know exactly how to proceed. One mustn't get impatient. Time solves many problems. Once the thoughts are sown in the cuckold and the hotwife, they work in them. Can't be taken back and keep crawling out.

	I was in no hurry anyway. Peter and Sandra were also something special for me.

	After all, neighbors of the club. I didn't want to do anything wrong there. Through her eyes I was once again able to experience what the many first times felt like. But I was also immediately optimistic that a really good neighborhood could develop here.

	When it comes to bringing newcomers into our world, I like to get creative. Sometimes also deliberately a little mean. I thought it best if the cuckold got a little insight into his role early on.

	Each couple looked a little different. I've seen insane differences over the years.

	For some it was enough if the woman went out and had fun. He then usually waited anxiously at home and hoped for a detailed report on his wife's antics. Really wanted to know every detail.

	It then slowly increased. The stories soon no longer sufficed for many. You wanted to be there as a spectator. See how the woman was taken.

	This is about where most cuckold relationships end in reality. Some don't get along with this lifestyle. But from experience I can say that there are always a few who live out the unthinkable. Who always have to push it further. It's like an addiction to new sexual experiences.

	Cuckolds in a chastity belt? That's not all that rare. Lick the wife clean after the fuck? That's a little more extravagant. The motivation behind it is quite interesting. Occasionally there is a latent bisexuality behind it. But mostly it is the humiliation. Devotion to one's own wife and, for some, also to the Bull. This can be a very clear tattoo, for example. The symbols for man and woman are ideal for cuckolds. Once the Venus symbol for the woman and the Mars symbol with the arrow pointing up to the right for the bull. For the cuckold, an arrow points down to the right. Gladly also shortened. Fitting

	the little tail dangling between his legs.

	There are also some tattoo variants for hotwifes. A simple »Queen of Spades« tattoo can be very chic. Here the spade symbol known from card games is supplemented with the letter Q. Q for Queen or Queen in German. Although I myself prefer my body untainted.

	Of course, there are cases that go a step further. Anything is possible and I've experienced a lot, even if it's just isolated cases. So we had a hotwife who took pleasure in feminizing her husband. He had to or was allowed to wear everything from lingerie to high heels.

	That was very practical for us in the club at the time. She preferred to dress her husband as a maid.

	But let's get back to Peter and Sandra. Who sees poor Peter wiggling around in heels now? Someone is bound to be there who at least wants it. But these are exceptional cases. You never know how far you can push the game. Where the limit is reached. And when it's reached, it can be somewhere else in a year's time. That's the bane of the new kick.

	I still had some plans for Peter and Sandra. How far these could be fulfilled, however, was entirely up to them. Everyone has their personal limit. For Peter and Sandra this was clearly their love. They would never let them take them.

	It's interesting to see how a cuckold relationship affects love. We have consistently had positive experiences in the club. Love solidifies.

	Probably also because you hardly have to keep secrets from each other after these experiences.

	So for our week together on the cruise ship, I came onto the ship with high hopes. Maybe I let my anticipation blind me too much and was too sure of victory. So it took me a moment to process Peter's excitement.

	Before I could react, he was already over the mountains.

	That was of course an ugly start to the best time of the year. But Peter wasn't the first husband I'd seen like this. My routine set in after the initial excitement. Peter had to be brought back to his wife's side. Once that was done we would take him a little deeper into the cuckold world. Neither he nor Sandra could escape. They were in too deep to give up that lifestyle now.

	 

	CHAPTER 2

	Our kids were on our way home and Sandra and I were on our way back to our luxury suite. Our kids were on our way home. Sandra and I back in our luxury suite. After a week of holding back, it was finally our time. I couldn't wait to jump into bed with Sandra.

	But they obviously had completely different plans for our second week of vacation. Apparently I only played a minor role in it. Instead of room service, Victoria and her entourage suddenly appeared in our suite. In addition to her husband Robert, these were our neighbors Helmut and Lydia, as well as the Bulls Lamar, Pedro and Tom.

	So much for a fun week together with lots - lots - of sex. Just my wife and I, that's what I was hoping for.

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

	I ran out of our suite and fled. I heard our cabin door slam behind me, but ignored it. I wandered aimlessly through the aisles, turning left and right at random.

	My journey ended at a quiet bar. After a long day on land, passengers flocked to the restaurants. Not much was going on at this bar. I ordered a whisky.

	What have you done Sandra? What have we done? What have I lustier fool admitted?

	I quickly downed the first whiskey and a second stood in front of me. I watched the people scurrying by. Especially the couples. Happy they were. This is how vacation should be. A few minutes earlier I had felt just as happy.

	I drank my second whiskey more slowly. I loved whiskey and was used to enjoying it. I couldn't waste a good whiskey.

	Of course, our cuckold games had given me a lot of fun. I couldn't deny that. It didn't just excite me to know my wife with other men or even to be able to watch myself. All too often I was the beneficiary of our new sex life.

	Finally regular blowjobs and then I was even allowed to introduce my Sandra to anal sex.

	I couldn't have wished for much more. In the next seven days I wanted to live out a lot of this. But my wife seemed to have other plans.

	I ordered a beer with my third whiskey. That got me a questioning look from the bartender. But he declined to ask.

	I had to think back to the many new experiences of the last few months. A year ago I would have never dreamed where our sex life could go. On a positive note, we had more going on in bed than ever.

	My experiences as a voyeur had been interesting but harmless. One of my favorite memories was my night out in Munich. I attended 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 her third time. But for the first time I was allowed to be part of it, if only as a listener.

	That was more than enough to drive my excitement to unprecedented heights. Finally I got to see a photo. It was Pedro's cock sunk deep into my wife.

	With these thoughts, I wondered what Sandra was doing at that moment. Pedro was now on board as well. His cock might already be inside her. As deep as in the photo?

	My breathing quickened. I couldn't help but look down. My cock had blood on it and was throbbing slightly.

	You little idiot down there. Now is not the time for you.

	If I don't do something now, I'll never make it. Who knows where that will take me will still lead. I was even stupid enough to admit that Sandra would do anal sex in the future to renounce with her.

	No, my little one! stay down Otherwise I'll become a second Helmut.

	I had only gotten a very vague glimpse into our neighbors' sex lives.

	But obviously their shenanigans went a good deal further.

	I experienced the absolute highlight as her guest. You want to watch a football game in peace and then something like that. Lydia calls for her Helmut and lets him lick her. Right after she was freshly fucked.

	In contrast, it seemed almost insignificant that he was only rarely allowed to fuck his wife. No comparison to how much fun I was allowed to have with my Sandra. The poor.

	"Peter," said a voice next to me, and a hand rested on my shoulder. I looked to the side. Ironically, Helmut was my discoverer.

	"Helmut."

	"We've been looking for you everywhere."

	"Now you have 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 a lot of fun.«

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

	»Instead of Pedro, I should be fucking my wife!«

	The bartender cautiously looked over at us. However, like most of the people on board, he didn't speak German, so I wasn't concerned about my choice of words.

	"I don't believe …"

	"Don't you think what?" I interrupted.

	"I don't think they're fucking right now."

	"Why? That's what he's here for!"

	'Yes, but when I went to look for you, Sandra was crying. I don't believe,

	that she still felt like it."

	"Oh," I blurted out. For a moment I worried about my wife. Wanted to rush to her and comfort her. But my choice of words was different. "I guess she deserves it."

	Helmut sat down in the chair next to me. "What's the matter Peter? You have… had a lot of fun with it so far? As far as I can tell."

	"Beer?" I asked him for an answer. He nodded and I ordered two beers.

	"But I'm not you," I replied. The alcohol certainly had a part to play in me.

	“I want my wife to myself sometime. I don't want to end up like you."

	“Like me?” asked a slightly piqued-sounding Helmut.

	“Having to go days or weeks without a fuck. Or on my knees in front of my wife. How can you do that? Her freshly fucked pussy...I can't even pronounce it."

	Helmut remained silent. He took a few big hits from his bottle.

	"Someone will say the same about you," he interjected. “How can he let his wife fuck other men? How can he do this? How can you do that? is he crazy?

	What the fuck? Lydia and I do what we like. We are two grown people and we are accountable to no one but ourselves.«

	Now, for a change, Helmut got angry. I wasn't entirely sure if his anger was directed solely at me.

	"It's nothing. To each their own,' I tried to calm him down.

	"You don't know what it's like," he continued more calmly. 'I can't do anything else. There is no way back for me. Only forward... only further. Thinking about what to expect next makes my cock try to get hard again.«

	"That would?"

	“It's between me and Lydia. But...I can't help it. I don't want it, but I absolutely need it. It..."

	It was obviously difficult for Helmut to put it into words. But it became obvious that he would be stuck in this cuckold world forever. Is there still hope for me?

	We remained silent for a few minutes. Sipping our beer. I thought about how I could avoid becoming a second Helmut. How I could assert myself at least a little bit. But one thing became clear to me too. We wouldn't be able to say goodbye to this world completely.

	A world had opened up for Sandra that she would find difficult to do without.

	To put it bluntly, these were big cocks. There was certainly a little more to it than that.

	But I couldn't decipher every detail of her motivations.

	Oddly enough, for me too, it was the big cocks that had a special attraction. They were what I wanted to see in my wife. Something I couldn't offer her.

	Surely one of us could have put a stop to the hustle and bustle. Had I announced that the cucky club issue was bad for our marriage and demanded that we stop it immediately, Sandra would have done just that. The only problem was that it would have made us both miserable. Who knows where that would have led us in the long run. I doubted that this step would be really good for our marriage. As terrible as it may sound to some people. Sandra would continue to have to sleep with other men for both of us. Find satisfaction there.

	So I had to try to keep the best of the cucky club without totally dying

	to lose control I needed more information. With Helmut I had the best possible source sitting next to me.

	"You have to help me," I started the conversation again and immediately got Helmut's attention. “I need to know what's waiting for me. I understand why you do contingent things. If I know that then I can certainly fend them off.”

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

	»Lick your freshly fucked wife. Why are you doing this? what does this give you How did she get you into it?'

	Thoughtful and uncertain, Helmut looked at me. Wasn't he allowed to tell me anything? Or was he too embarrassed?

	“I fucked my wife just as a bull cummed inside her. That's okay, but why more?” I had to get him to talk.

	'It's dirty… in a perverse way. Tell that to anyone on the street and they'll scold how it's done. But that is only a small part. Lydia... she wants it. A lot of Bulls - our favorite Bull - want it."

	"Many? How many?"

	"Almost all? The club management is expected to at least not have a problem with that.«

	Club management was a nice word, not to say Victoria Paulsen.

	"But it's so demeaning!"

	"That's it! Exactly that. It's a gesture of submission. A humiliation. I just can't help it - any more."

	Sounded really easy. I didn't want to be humiliated, so I certainly never would. But the expectations worried me. I didn't believe that Victoria Paulsen was a person who would calm down.

	"And what can..."

	"There you are," came the voice of Robert Paulsen. This prevented me from asking any more questions. In the presence of Victoria's husband, I would not delve into the subject. Surely he would report everything to his wife immediately.

	"Beer?"

	“Uh, no. Shouldn't you be with your wife better?"

	"She can fuck without me," I answered, perhaps exaggeratingly meanly.

	Even if he didn't want a beer, I still ordered a whisky.

	"When we went looking for you, she was in tears."

	Well, I didn't like that very much. After all, I loved this woman in spite of everything. Helmut had already told me something similar. But maybe she even deserved a few tears.

	Robert stood beside me impatiently, urging me to make my way back to our suite. I couldn't put it off forever. Besides, I didn't want to torment my wife for too long. The thought that she was feeling bad at that moment didn't want to get out of my head.

	I downed the remaining whiskey with one last big gulp and jumped off the bar stool. I felt myself swaying back and forth, slightly dizzy. The alcohol was not without consequences.

	 

	CHAPTER 3

	Helmut and Robert silently accompanied me back to the suite. They stopped at the door and watched me open it. I looked back at them questioningly, but they made no appearance as if they wanted to enter as well. They had done their job.

	I walked down the long hall towards our bedroom. "Peter," came my wife's tortured voice and she flew straight into my arms. Many words followed. But most of it was lost in her sobs. I thought the word "sorry"

	to have heard.

	I also put my arms around Sandra. I was silent for a few seconds, then tried to talk to her soothingly. That's when I discovered Victoria. She sat on the bed and watched us. As so often, her gaze felt calculating. I would have to think carefully about how to direct our cuckold life in the direction I wished for myself. Otherwise, Victoria would lead us in the direction of her goals.

	We slowly made our way towards the bed. Sandra pulled me onto the bed and we sat down. Victoria, on the other hand, had stood up. But instead of leaving us, she sat down in a chair across from us.

	"What did I do wrong?" Sandra asked. I almost blurted out "Is the question serious?" But I didn't want to see my wife in tears again. I had never seen her face so red before. It wasn't a sight that came easy to me. At the bar, that idea had been far more satisfying from afar.

	"This isn't how I imagined our second week going," I admitted frankly.

	“But I thought . . . we had so much fun. In bed and around. Far from home, we could have just… just had fun.”

	“You mean you could have had fun. In my imagination I was the man who should have fun with you in the next few days. Not Pedro.”

	"But you're having fun with that, too," she asked uncertainly. Maybe there was a bit of fear involved. Fear that I didn't want to accept our cuckold life after all. But I wasn't at that point. It also satisfied some of my needs that I could no longer deny.

	“Sure, but sometimes I like having my wife to myself. Without our kids, without the cuckold club. Just the two of us. That's what I had imagined this week.«

	"Oh."

	I put an arm around Sandra and pulled her to me. While many people are more confrontational with alcohol, it made me more peaceful. I was though

	basically not a person for an open and hard confrontation. Rather for discourse and attempts to bring people into my line through clever arguments and tactics.

	"It's nothing. I know you meant well. But didn't you expect me to react at least a little jealously?"

	"I like this."

	"What?"

	“I like it when you're jealous. It shows me that you care about me. You care and... it also arouses me that seeing me with other men makes you jealous. The fact that you allow it despite everything is a nice token of trust and love.«

	"Oh," came from me this time. "I thought that's what we men buy roses for," I said jokingly.

	"I don't think you quite understand us hotwives," Victoria said for the first time. “Just because we seek pleasure from other men doesn't say anything about how important our husbands are to us. But on the contrary. Although the motivations differ considerably, hardly any of us don't want to involve our man in the games. One more and the other less. You have to find that out over time. I think your Sandra is more in the upper range.«

	"But she hasn't taken me to the club that often," I interjected.

	"It's not that simple," laughed Victoria. I was afraid she liked how quickly the serious situation began to resolve. “It can be fun to have the husband with you.

	But vice versa, it does not necessarily have to be less. It depends on the dosage. If it becomes a matter of course, that also takes away from the cuckold what is special.«

	I could hardly disagree. The slow introduction to this world and the frequent waiting for my wife to come home were things that certainly hadn't harmed my excitement. One could certainly raise the question of whether this was not exactly the plan behind it. Once again I warned myself to be careful with Victoria.

	"I thought we were having enough fun?" asked an uncertain Sandra. "I haven't neglected you, have I? Didn't we have more sex than before?"

	"Yes. I really can't complain about that."

	“It's late and the evening was exciting. Maybe we should all sleep on it one night. Then you can calmly consider to what extent you want to ignore us for the next week.«

	Sandra agreed and I was also happy to do this topic for the day. I was tired. The alcohol took its toll.

	Victoria left us and Sandra and I got ready for bed. We lay side by side and stared at the ceiling. Sandra slowly crawled up to me.

	"Are you still mad at me?"

	"No."

	'You know if you said stop it would be over in an instant. You're more important to me than the next fuck with a cop."

	"I know. But I also know that I would be taking something beautiful away from you. Couldn't make you as happy with it as I would like. And yes, I also have my fun - my pleasure - in this game.«

	“We can ignore the others. Make us a nice week in absolute togetherness?"

	"Maybe," I replied. But I was unsure whether this could really succeed.

	Now that there were three Bulls and a busy Victoria on board.

	Two hours later I realized that this was indeed going to be a difficult task. My bladder had woken me up. The alcohol had another effect.

	I got up carefully and shuffled silently into the bathroom.

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

	The two adjacent suites had a great feature. They could be joined together in two places. An intermediate piece could be removed from the balconies in order to combine them into one large balcony. I was on the second possible pass. A door right at the entrance. This could be unlocked by the crew if necessary. Our luxury suite was also offered as a giant luxury suite.

	At that moment the door was locked, but it was still permeable to noises from the neighboring suite. I couldn't understand the words. But the moan was quite clear. There was also a rhythmic clapping. Our neighbors really got down to business.

	I felt my cock stand up. I wasn't quite sure why. I had experienced a lot more erotic things than these suppressed noises.

	Maybe something had built up in me and now I really wanted to get out. I gave in to that urge and pushed my panties down. So my penis could swing freely and my hand found its target immediately. Continuing to listen, I began to masturbate. My focus was on trying to understand as much as possible. But the growing moan drowned out all the words.

	"Peter."

	I woke up, was so busy with myself that I hadn't noticed how Sandra had come to me. Busted.

	It only took her a second to grasp the situation. Our neighbor once moaned particularly loudly. My freely swinging penis was also not to be overlooked.

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

	»Is my little cucky really horny? Is he a little voyeur? Listeners?"

	I answered with a groan.

	"I get no answer? Is my little cucky horny listening?”

	Her hand had stopped moving and it was clear what it took to get her moving again. She left me no choice but to say yes.

	"Yes," slipped softly from my lips.

	Sandra kissed me while her hand continued its game.

	The situation visibly lifted her spirits after a difficult evening. This was much more similar to our life in the last few months. She slowly got down on her knees. My penis disappeared between her lips. That's exactly what I was hoping for from the second week of vacation. Lots of sex with my wife. With the most positive

	One of the achievements of the Cucky Club was undoubtedly that I was now able to enjoy a blowjob on a regular basis. All the practice hadn't harmed Sandra's technique at all.

	She calmly turned to me. A quick orgasm didn't seem to be part of her plans. Her tongue caressed my glans and traced its length.

	"Come," she said, getting up again. Dragged me to the bathroom. "It's time to depilate you again."

	It had been a long time since she had taken care of my pubic hair with Victoria. After that I shaved it a few more times. Then let it go to sleep. I felt uncomfortable without pubic hair. It didn't necessarily make my penis look bigger. The hair also exuded masculinity for me. Most of the Bulls were completely shaved down there. But unlike me, they also had a long and thick tail to show off. More masculinity was really not possible.

	But I submitted to the renewed shave. I could understand that it was more comfortable for oral sex. I myself also liked my completely shaved Sandra.

	Skillfully Sandra freed me from my hair. My cock stayed hard, just waiting for the game to continue.

	Once she had shaved, Sandra let him disappear into herself. Then I got to experience something new. She licked my testicles, kneaded them very carefully and even took them completely into her mouth and played around them with her tongue.

	She was extremely careful. It got uncomfortable a few times, but mostly I found it very exciting.

	"Let's see if there's still mail next door," she suggested. Our way led back to the door to the neighboring suite. For a moment I thought it was quiet, but then I heard gasping again. This was joined by a groan. This was followed by another gasp and then a moan and the rhythmic clapping sound returned.

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

	Sandra ended my thoughts. She pulled me back to the bed. There she presented me her spread legs. I happily pounced on her shame. Briefly with the mouth, but then with my tail. A few quick short thrusts later, I felt my glans becoming increasingly sensitive. I wanted to slow down my pace so as not to cum so quickly.

	But Sandra crossed her legs behind me and called out "faster" a few times.

	"I'll be right there," I tried to inform her that this wouldn't be the perfect solution. But she seemed to have a different opinion. So I squirted into my wife and lay exhausted.

	"Sorry," escaped my lips a little later.

	"For what?"

	"Now I hosed down, but you..."

	"It's nothing. I didn't expect that either."

	She didn't elaborate, but what did she mean by that? That my orgasm was more important after the excitement? I liked the alternative much less in comparison. Didn't she value an orgasm from me?

	"But what about you?" I asked softly, kissing her cheek. Sandra looked at me seriously.

	"You know I can't come... from your cock alone."

	Unfortunately, that had become clear in the last few months. Instead of faking orgasms, I now had to live with this truth.

	"I could have licked you?"

	"You could have, but now you don't like it anymore."

	I couldn't help but look down between her legs. Sandra seemed inviting to open it a little further. But a few moments ago I had only hosed down in her. There wasn't much of it to be seen, just a slight glitter that could also have come from her.

	"I can finger you?" I suggested.

	"Why don't you hug me," came as a counter-suggestion. "I just want to fall asleep in your arms."

	So we did it then and ended a pretty exciting day. Things had calmed down a bit again. But I wondered how we should spend the next few days.

	Maybe I was worrying too much. The cruise ship was huge. A small town with 5,000 passengers. Added to this was a crew of 2,000 men and women. Shouldn't you be able to successfully avoid each other?

	 

	CHAPTER 4

	The next morning I didn't have much time to reflect on what had happened the day before. When I woke up, Sandra was already freshly showered next to me. I had clearly overslept and had to hurry to be able to take breakfast with me.

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

	The first week of our cruise had taken us to the Western Caribbean. The Eastern Caribbean was on the agenda for the second week.

	It was also the itinerary of our second week that gave me hope for an exciting week. There were only three attempts on the program. These were San Juan in Puerto Rico, Saint Croix in the US Virgin Islands, and Basseterre in St. Kitts.

	There were also three days at sea. Plenty of time to have fun in our suite.

	Currently our ship was full steam ahead on the way to San Juan. We should dock there around 3:30 p.m.

	After breakfast we walked on deck together.

	"Should we talk about yesterday again?" Sandra asked me. We probably had no choice. We had to think about how we were going to treat our "friends on board".

	"I suppose we should."

	We looked for a quiet place sheltered from the wind.

	"I'm really sorry. I really thought… I thought it was a good idea.”

	"From Victoria," I added, getting a slight nod.

	"It was well intentioned," I conceded a little.

	'Well meant is not well done. That's what you always say.«

	"Sandra," I said to her and looked into her eyes. "It's okay. We're all imperfect, you thought you'd give us a nice week with that. She can always be beautiful, only..."

	"Only?"

	"Maybe without the rest?"

	"Whatever you want."

	We walked hand in hand in the fresh air. Enjoyed the sea view. There was still plenty of time before docking. We were surrounded by happy people, which steadily lifted my spirits.

	"Have you thought about what we're doing in San Juan?"

	I was responsible for organizing our shore excursions.

	»The old town is said to be very beautiful. The rainforest would have been interesting too, but we go ashore quite late. Maybe we'll leave it at the old town, the beach and maybe a visit to the fort? We'll find a nice restaurant for dinner."

	"Sounds good."

	Arm in arm we marched back to our suite. Before going ashore, there was still time for a little sun at the pool. As I unlocked our suite, the neighboring suite opened. I took my extra time. Sandra was allowed to 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 door when our neighbor stepped out into the corridor. Long jet black hair, tanned and big breasts - Victoria Paulsen.

	"Hello," I stuttered back to her greeting and disappeared into our suite without another word. Sandra hadn't noticed who our neighbors were.

	With a start I realized who I had been listening to last night. That probably explained the two different women. I had heard Victoria and Lydia.

	I wondered if I should share my discovery with Sandra. But decided against it. She would probably find out soon enough. This day should be just the two of us. I didn't want to risk her paying a visit to our new neighbors.

	We spent some time on the poolside loungers. In between we cooled off, read a book and had a bite to eat. Puerto Rico soon came into view. We quickly prepared for shore leave and watched from the railing as our ship entered the harbor and moored at the quay.

	We were among the first to land and made our way straight to the old town.

	That's exactly how I imagined our time together. The events of the day before were forgotten. Also forgotten were Victoria and the Bulls in tow.

	The world consisted only of Sandra, me and a crowd of anonymous tourists around us.

	We walked through Old San Juan. I had read opinions that it should be the most beautiful old town in the Caribbean and I could only agree. The beaches also convinced us.

	We spent dinner in a romantic fish restaurant with a sea view.

	Sandra had insisted that it should be this restaurant. A clear gesture of reparation in my direction, because I was the big fish lover among us.

	We were off the ship with the first passengers and in the end we rushed back on board with the last passengers. It had been a great seven hours.

	But that should not have been the end of a wonderful day. We hurriedly freshened up and put on new clothes. While our ship left the port, we were on the dance floor at exactly 11 p.m.

	I'm not the biggest dance fan. But during our vacations it had become a matter of course that I would fulfill Sandra's every dance wish. She loved dancing. In her youth she had even enjoyed dance training. That made it pretty easy for me. I just had to let her guide me across the dance floor. Her skills perfectly 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 chatted relaxed about the day and struck up a conversation with a Canadian couple.

	While our women chatted animatedly, my attention shifted to what was happening in the background. I had spotted Victoria and her entourage. At least part of this. She was joined by Lydia and the three Bulls Pedro, Lamar and Tom. I couldn't spot Robert and Helmut.

	Just like us before, they started with a dance. The group obviously missed my Sandra. A bull always sat out. But they changed regularly.

	We may be in the 21st century, but a white woman with a black man still stands out. Especially since both the women and the men were a visual highlight.

	I noticed quite a few interested glances in her direction. Some may have noticed that the group had to make do with a surplus of men and that the dance partners were changed happily.

	My attention was completely fixed on this spectacle. In between, I only had brief glances at my interlocutor and occasionally threw in a few words. Slowly my gaze detached and wandered more through the room. I discovered Robert and Helmut at a table. They too watched their wives. I could well imagine how aroused they were by this performance of their wives. Jealousy must be burning in them. A strange mixture of very different feelings is likely to prevail in them. Jealousy, pride, love and of course lust. A few months ago I could hardly have imagined that you could feel all of this at the same time.

	A cautious glance behind me made my heart sink a little lower. My wife had also discovered Victoria, Lydia and the three Bulls.

	Inevitably, I wondered if she wouldn't rather be on the other side. Maybe wanted to dare a little dance with Pedro. Her eyes seemed to indicate that. In my jealousy, however, I was also quickly ready to interpret many things into this.

	Our Canadian acquaintance moved back to the dance floor. I stopped next to Sandra and we looked at each other in silence. Her bright eyes were clearly visible. I was sure that just looking at the other side was enough to arouse her.

	"Well," I commented into the silence. I had to throw something in the room.

	"You must be having fun."

	"Seems so," came back cautiously.

	"Dance?"

	Sandra nodded. She seemed too tense for words. Once again I let her move me across the dance floor. Victoria and Lydia also dared another little dance.

	This time with Lamar and Tom. Pedro stayed behind alone.

	We both couldn't help but keep glancing at them. The knowledge that the two women were dancing with their bulls while their husbands were only allowed to watch made the situation particularly serious.

	In my head, the situation expanded. Here I no longer danced with Sandra. Pedro took my place. Under the gaze of the guests and our Canadian acquaintances, she danced with a muscular dark-skinned man. A man who wasn't her husband.

	I felt my pants tighten. This idea excited me greatly - much to my dismay. While it wasn't about physical sex, it would be a humiliation that would still reach a new extreme.

	Sandra and I continued to float across the dance floor. Every now and then we got closer to Victoria and Lamar as well as Lydia and Tom. They gave us welcoming looks. Yes to one

	There was no exchange of words. It seemed like they didn't want to expose us. There was a truce. At least that's what I thought.

	Slightly surprising, Pedro suddenly strolled past us with momentum. He also gave us a short nod of the head in greeting. But neither Victoria nor Lydia was in his hands. Instead, an unknown blonde. I assumed that she had made a move on the handsome free man. Maybe had hope for a holiday adventure.

	My wife's hands gripped noticeably harder. Her gaze was still on Pedro. But the smile had left her. I realized with a little amusement that my wife was reacting jealously for a change. 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. Have fun with her. There was nothing this woman could give him that my Sandra didn't have to offer.

	stand firm. Stay strong. Don't be tempted. You also have to be able to say no once.

	I demonstratively pulled Sandra off the dance floor and gave her a kiss. She was easily persuaded that we should end the evening. Maybe to avoid seeing Pedro with another woman.

	Instead of going straight to our cabin, we decided to take one more night walk. The ship plowed leisurely through the water. There was no shore leave for the next day. We wouldn't reach the American Virgin Islands until the day after tomorrow.

	We should have a good day ahead of us. Standing at the railing and looking at the moon, this day should end just as calmly.

	"Are they still dancing?" Sandra asked into the silence.

	"Perhaps."

	"It got you excited?"

	"What?"

	“To see Lamar, Tom and Pedro with the ladies? While Robert and Helmut were only allowed to watch.«

	"I don't know."

	"Peter?" came back impatiently. She didn't want to hear such an evasive answer. But it did not stop. Her hand grabbed my crotch. She rubbed my penis through the fabric of my pants.

	"Perhaps?"

	'I liked it too. Even if I have to admit that I preferred not to have been in the spectator role. But we can both have a little fun, too?”

	I had little objection to that. We made our way to our suite. Here Sandra went straight to the point. After two minutes we lay naked on the bed and had fun. Sandra rubbed her breasts over my chest. I could feel exactly which way her hard nipples took. With one leg she pressed against my cock. Her head kept coming closer to my mouth. She looked at me with satisfaction. That's how it should be this week.

	"Do you think Pedro is going to fuck the little blonde tonight?"

	I had hoped this topic would be settled for the evening. It was clear that her

	this thought displeased. You could clearly hear the jealousy inside her. My penis twitched briefly, showing pleasure in her jealousy. For a change, she was allowed to feel how I had to feel so often.

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

	"You're jealous," I replied, slightly amused.

	"Do you think?"

	"Yes. I think it's cute.«

	"Aha?"

	"For a change, you can experience how I'm allowed to feel every time I see you in someone else's arms."

	"But what can she offer him that I can't?"

	“Probably not much. Except that she's available."

	Sandra sat on me and pushed her body back a little. My steep protruding penis rubbed over her pubic area. She calmly pushed herself over me and increased my excitement. It flowed well. She was obviously very aroused despite her jealousy.

	Or maybe just because of this?

	"Would you like to have seen me in her place?"

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

	"Yes," I honestly admitted. "I imagined it."

	"Mmm. That would have been cool. Me in his hands on the dance floor and you with Robert and Helmut. My little cucky - a lusty spectator."

	Very slowly Sandra rode on me. Coupled with her words, my excitement reached an agonizing height. But it would not be enough to hose down. I was tempted to grab her, turn her over and fuck her hard. But I didn't want to destroy this moment. As excruciating as the slow arousal and humiliation was, it still felt incredibly good.

	“What our Canadian friends would have thought when they saw this development. Would they have thought we were perverts? She would certainly have had good reason to be jealous of me.

	Pedro is a tall and strong man and exceptionally endowed. That's the way a good bull should be."

	Sandra let my cock slide out of her. Her fingers trailed cautiously along it.

	"And you are my perfect cucky."

	“Why?” came out of my mouth carelessly. Did I really want to hear the answer? Sandra looked at me with satisfaction.

	“There are many good reasons for that. Your sweet little cock is one of them. But it is much more important that it makes you horny to see me with other men. To see how a big cock penetrates deep into me again and again. Oh how cool that is.”

	With her last words, she pushed my cock back inside her. But I had the slightest suspicion that it could be a completely different cock in her mind.

	"Isn't mine giving you anything?" I asked, disappointed.

	"Oh darling, you give me so much," came the placated reply. “You are the man I love. The man who gave me a family. Who I want to grow old and gray with.

	But also the man who lets me live out my lust with other men because he likes me

	cannot offer everything. Who jumped over his own shadow for my lust.«

	"Don't worry," she continued her speech. “I like your cock. He's a nice little dick. He's all mine. But it's no use beating around the bush. It's not enough to fuck me to orgasm.«

	Unfortunately, that's how it was. But that was no longer news. In that sense, they didn't put me in a particularly gloomy mood. Especially since my "small" cock was still in her and having fun.

	"We can still experience so many new things," she continued, her eyes visibly shining. "So much awesome stuff that we don't even suspect today."

	Sandra smiled at me contentedly and leaned down to me. A long kiss followed.

	She, too, was trapped in this new erotic world.

	“We should trust Victoria more. She has brought us so many good things. Do not you think so."

	Once again she rode faster on me and I felt my cock slowly getting ready to cum. Otherwise I would probably have expressed doubts about her last words.

	»I love you my cucky. I love you Peter Neumann!«

	With these expressions of love, Sandra rode a little wilder on me.

	"Come inside me. Come in your hot wed!« Sandra exclaimed. My cock couldn't 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. This was not deterred and rode on without mercy. I squirted more times and asked Sandra to be a little careful. My cock was now very sensitive to every touch.

	She pushed back off me and spread her legs wide.

	"Look. There he is. Your hot juice.«

	I looked between her legs. A whitish liquid peeped out of her wet column - my sperm. Most of it was probably even deeper in her.

	"A great sight?" my wife asked. With one finger she stroked her shame and collected a little sperm. She brought it to her face and licked it off with relish.

	That was an incredible sight. Less than a year ago she would have rinsed her mouth out immediately after the extremely rare blowjobs. She wouldn't have swallowed anyway. The influence of the club was once again obvious.

	"Mmm. Your sperm with my pussy juice. Something very special. Stick a finger in and give me more to lick.”

	I tensely followed her request. I introduced two fingers deep and tried to get sperm out. In any case, they were very damp afterwards. A little white also indicated my sperm. But I rarely squirted a lot. This time, however, I had been quite generous. Apparently something had built up in me.

	"Give it to me," Sandra demanded, pulling my hand towards her. She licked my fingers with relish. First with her tongue, then she let my finger disappear completely in her mouth.

	This game was repeated several times and I wet my fingers again with the mixture of our two juices.

	"Will you get a damp washcloth from the bathroom?" she asked me afterwards. I

	nodded and took the opportunity to wash my hands. Then I cleaned her pubic area with the washcloth.

	Sandra giggled. "What?" I asked, confused.

	Instead of answering immediately, she pushed me back onto the bed. Surprisingly, she kissed me on the mouth. Did I still taste the remains of my sperm? Or was that just her own juice? She had licked her lips well beforehand. It was probably just my imagination.

	»Now that you've cleaned me up so well down there, surely you can lick me too? I hope I've earned a reward?"

	I stared at her. My gaze swung back and forth between her thighs and her face. I stayed there motionless and silent. Certainly not much of my sperm was left. But it would hardly have evaporated completely.

	No answer was answer enough for Sandra. I watched in horror as she crawled up my body. Positioned her knees directly under my arms and let her wet privates dangle just inches above me.

	"Come on darling, do it for me. Your lips and your tongue can give me so much.

	Please. For me."

	I wondered if she was just talking about this moment. This one time. But I couldn't follow these thoughts any closer. She slowly lowered her thighs. Her shame met my still closed mouth.

	Sandra pushed herself up and down easily. In the process, her mucus spread. "Come on darling, do it to me. Make me explode.«

	I opened my mouth carefully. Let in a little of her juice. My tongue stuck out slightly. She felt my wife slowly and examiningly.

	I read somewhere that semen should taste salty. Now I was trying to see if Sandra tasted different. Was there a slightly salty taste? I thought so several times, but then dismissed it again uncertainly. If so, then not much of my sperm was left in this mixture. So little that it didn't matter anymore. At least that's what I tried to tell myself and was quite successful at it. To be on the safe side, I limited myself to her external shame. There I played around her labia and circled her clitoris.

	My tongue became more active as my concern dropped. Dedicated to making my wife explode.

	"Very good my dear. Your hotwife likes that.”

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

	“Imagine what it would be like if I came home right now. Freshly fucked by Pedro. His hot cum deep inside me... just for you. Oh yeah... don't stop... keep going. Stick your tongue in me deep. suck me dry Suck his juice out of me. Yeaaaa.«

	With these words, my tongue didn't stick deep into her, but intensified the work on her clit to the redeeming orgasm. In this case it was not only salvation for Sandra, but also for me.

	While Sandra fell exhausted next to me, I lay there, startled. Wondered if I had heard them correctly. Did she really want to make a second Helmut out of me?

	At that moment her hand gripped my cock. To my surprise, it stood out steeply. How long has that been the case?

	She slowly jerked me off. Her gaze initially only fixed on my cock.

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

	"I like to lick you, but..."

	"But?"

	"But... if... well, if you're full of cum... well."

	"He seems to like the idea, though?" she asked, nodding towards my cock.

	"He finds so many things horny that he shouldn't find horny," I replied and groaned. Her hand gripped tighter and pushed up and down faster.

	"I know some cuckolds do it at the club," she continued more seriously. “Victoria showed me. And… well, somehow it always makes me really horny. But if you don't like it. Your decision. We only do what we both want. OK?"

	"That's the way it is."

	"Just so you know," she continued, jerking me off much faster. "Should you ever want to, you don't have to ask my permission."

	Sandra masturbated me even faster and a little bit of sperm shot out of me and landed on her hand.

	"Well, I like your cum," Sandra commented in conclusion and licked my sperm from her hand.

	One after the other we disappeared into the bathroom. Sandra reminded me that she would be attending a fitness class early the next morning. Then we lay in bed asleep. Another crazy day finally came to an end.

	At least Sandra fell asleep immediately. I needed a few more minutes. Feverishly I wondered whether this day had gone well or badly for me.

	I wanted to remain steadfast. On the positive side, my Sandra hadn't had fun with another man, only with me. At least physically. I clearly wasn't the only man in her mind. She had also revealed a new perversion to me .

	Victoria probably didn't put it in her head by accident.

	I really didn't want to be demoted to Helmut. But why did it turn me on so much? That unspeakable play with another man's sperm.

	After all, she had reminded me of our most important rule. We did this together and each of us could stop the games at any time. So I had it in my hands and that cleared up the question. I would never do anything like that in my life.

	 

	CHAPTER 5

	The next morning I saw how Sandra got up and disappeared into the bathroom.

	A little later she said goodbye to me with a kiss.

	I briefly tried to turn around again. But sleeping was out of the question. The sun was already shining through the large balcony window. So I made my way to the bathroom. The shower and morning wash were quickly done. In shorts and good German sandals I wanted to sit down on our balcony. After her return, I wanted to have breakfast with my wife.

	The balcony of our suite was as big as some of the smaller cabins combined. But as I stepped outside, I immediately noticed that our balcony had doubled in size from the previous day.

	The partition that was supposed to separate our balcony from the neighbors had disappeared.

	Our balcony was combined with the balcony of the neighboring suite to form a huge balcony.

	That meant unimpeded access to the suite of Victoria and her entourage.

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

	I would have liked to have made that clear to her right away. But it took me a moment to step from our balcony onto her balcony. Something inside was holding me back.

	With small and quiet steps I pushed myself forward. Leaned forward a bit and looked through her window. In front of me was the bedroom.

	The large double bed was overcrowded. Four people cavorted here. Victoria was held by Lamar and Lydia found herself in Tom's arms. There was no trace of the rest. I found Pedro's absence particularly interesting. Sandra would certainly not like this. It suggested that he had spent the night with the blonde after all.

	Our neighbors were still fast asleep. Still, I couldn't avert my gaze. All four slept naked. Victoria and Lydia were good to look at. Something stirred in my pants at the sight of her. Lamar's morning latte was also not to be overlooked.

	Everyone made a pretty wild impression. Apparently they had partied for a long time and had fun.

	"Peter?"

	I turned around, startled. My wife's call came from our suite. I withdrew on soft soles and went back through the balcony door into our bedroom.

	“I'll take a quick shower. I've already ordered breakfast for us. That should be brought right away. I thought to myself that with this wonderful weather we would also be up for two

	breakfast on our balcony?"

	"Uh, I..."

	I got no answer. Sandra had already disappeared into the bathroom. I looked back at the balcony door uncertainly. With breakfast on the balcony, I could no longer keep the identity of our new neighbors a secret. Wouldn't have time to order the demolition of the separating balcony wall.

	A little later there was a knock on the door and room service rolled in a small set table.

	Actually, according to my wife's intentions, I should have set the table outside now. But I couldn't.

	"Just got here?" Sandra asked me, looking at the table with our breakfast.

	»Sandra. We can't have breakfast on the balcony."

	"Why?"

	"Um, Victoria's in the next suite."

	"Oh? Hm. I think she was talking about wanting the suite. I'm sorry, I completely forgot about that. But what does that have to do with our breakfast?”

	"They removed the partition to the neighboring balcony," I replied uncertainly.

	"Oh," came again. It sounded slightly apologetic. "Is it that bad? Can we still have breakfast? We'll speak to Victoria later about the rest of the cruise?”

	"I don't know."

	"I'm sorry," she apologized once more and threw herself into my arms. “I know that's not how you imagined the second week. But so far we've had a lot of fun even though they're on board. That won't change. Come."

	Sandra pushed our breakfast onto the balcony and I followed her docilely. In a way she was right. If I wanted to be steadfast, then I had to be able to handle such a situation.

	What made me procrastinate? Deep down, I didn't feel so steadfast. It was exhausting to resist the temptations of our casual sex life. It was no less difficult not wanting to see my Sandra in the arms of another man.

	Now I could only hope that our neighbors would sleep for a while longer. Luck shouldn't be on my side. It wasn't long before Victoria joined us outside on the balcony.

	"Good morning you two," she greeted us with a broad laugh. We spoke briefly about the weather. The harmless topic was obviously good for the atmosphere.

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

	Victoria wore an airy dress. Lamar no more than a pair of shorts. He stood behind her and hugged her. His hands found her breasts and began to knead them. He then kissed her neck.

	“Come Lamar. Take me,” Victoria urged. Instead of going back to the safe room, they stopped at the railing. However, the risk of being discovered was small.

	The balcony wrapped around a corner allowing a view of the deck below. No view was possible from the sides.

	His shorts were quickly pushed down and Sandra held up her dress. From behind, Lamar slowly pushed his big cock inside Victoria. This moaned comfortably.

	Lamar slowly began to fuck her.

	I'd watched Victoria do a few things. Among other things, from my observation post as a voyeur. But up close, it was new to me. I even regretted that I didn't get to see her completely naked.

	My gaze fixed on the two. My wife's hand startled me out of my thoughts. She lay down in my crotch and felt my hard cock.

	I glanced over at her and got a smile in return. With her head she indicated to me that I should continue to watch the two.

	I was only too happy to do that. Once again I was only partially in control of my actions. My cock controlled my decisions. Without objection, I let Sandra open my pants.

	But that wasn't enough for her. She slipped them down to me including my underpants. I had to get up for that. Looking back at Victoria, I couldn't help noticing her knowing look.

	My wife's hand then sought my cock again. As we watched the fuck in front of our eyes, she slowly jerked me off. At that rate, however, it would take me forever to cum.

	I looked around at my wife and looked at her imploringly - almost pleadingly. She just shook her head happily. I had to be patient.

	While Victoria and Lamar continued their fun, Lydia came out onto the balcony. She greeted us and joined us. Slightly embarrassed, I let her shake my hand. To do this, she leaned down to me. She looked down over my shoulder.

	"Say hello to that little one down there too," she joked at my expense. Then she sat down in an empty chair. From there she could watch my wife's handiwork as well as Victoria and Lamar's fuck. She made good use of both.

	I shifted restlessly, getting closer to orgasm. But Sandra knew me too well. She knew exactly how far she could go without making me cum.

	It was Lamar who got to cum first. While Victoria remained standing at the railing, he first greeted me and then Sandra. Last got a quick kiss on the mouth.

	I was both embarrassed and agitated. My cock was still in my wife's hands. Very slowly she kneaded it and kept me in an excited state.

	Victoria had let herself be fucked from behind. Now she turned around. Once again she pulled her dress up. With that, she gave us a glimpse of her freshly fucked pussy. This was still slightly open from Lamar's big cock. There was no mistaking his sperm. A large drop was slowly being pulled out by gravity and would soon fall towards the ground. Like most Bulls, he cummed profusely.

	"Any appetite?" asked a cheerful Victoria. "I could use an orgasm, too."

	Her questioning look led through the group. First on Lydia, then on Sandra and finally on me. Did she really expect me to do something like that? Just the thought of such a perversion made more blood rush to my cock. I thought I could even feel him pulsing in my wife's tight grip.

	Her grip had also tightened a little at the sight in front of us. Didn't the sight of a squirted pussy leave her cold anymore?

	"Lydia?" came from Victoria after long seconds. Our neighbor answered with

	"I'd like to" and got up. She knelt in front of Victoria. This turned so that we could see her well.

	Calmly and obviously without disgust, she licked off the outer traces of sperm. Of course she was also a woman. Plus a hotwife. For her, blowjobs were part of everyday life - a pleasure. Sperm was part of it.

	"Introduce yourself to Peter," a visibly agitated Victoria called out to me. "Imagine your Sandra being here between my legs."

	At these words, my wife briefly stopped her hand movements. Then continued very slowly. What might she think about doing such a thing? I hadn't heard any lesbian thoughts from her. Everything just seemed to revolve around cocks.

	"Or would you rather do it yourself?"

	I could hardly think clearly about those words. My wife's agonizingly slow masturbation movements demanded everything of me. It wasn't much missing and I would have beaten her hand away to finally explode myself with a few quick movements.

	Victoria buried her hands in Lydia's head. This audibly slurped at her. As if she wanted to squeeze every precious drop of Lamar out of her. Her tongue delved into a willing Victoria. She wasn't able to say any more words. It didn't take long before she finally reached her orgasm.

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

	Once again everything had gone completely out of control. I couldn't control the situation. It seemed like everything was conspiring against me. Even my own urges.

	Even an orgasm didn't seem to be granted to me. With a stiff tail I sat on the balcony. I wanted to pull my underpants and pants back up, but Sandra stopped me. "Let him out in the fresh air."

	I really didn't like showing my naked cock around here. He was too small for that. Three women who knew bigger and a well-hung bull could see him. If they showed interest. As reluctant as I was to show it, ignoring it hurt even more.

	We sat and drank coffee and shared our very filling breakfast with our neighbors. Lydia ordered more for us again.

	In between, my cock always got a little attention. First it was Sandra's hand, then, to my horror, Victoria's hand. But my wife didn't mind, and I was far too excited to bother with anything else.

	After all, my wife was responsible for this entire situation.

	When the coffee was poured, Lydia finally insisted on it and jerked me off a few times.

	"Sweet," she whispered in my ear. That should have annoyed me. This further humiliation.

	An obvious nod to my below-average height. It had lasted my wife so long, hadn't it? It's not all about size, is it?

	"We really don't want to keep you from your daily schedule any longer," Victoria announced, surprising me. "If you're looking for a change from each other. Our part of the suite is always open to you.«

	We stayed behind alone. I carried my clothes back to our suite and was about to pounce on my wife. It was time for my overdue redemption.

	"Honey?" she teased me. "Would it be okay if we postponed this until later?"

	"What!?"

	"For me?" Sandra pressed against me. "So I'll have a nice horny husband later?"

	How can you say no to such words?

	We enjoyed the next few hours together. Luckily, it's difficult to bump into each other by accident on a large ship. We treated ourselves to a massage, lay by the pool, climbed our way through the climbing garden and let the sun shine on our stomachs. We were back in togetherness mode - as it should have been all along.

	If it hadn't been for Sandra's little tortures. She was only too happy to ask me if I was still very horny for her. Twice she even grabbed my crotch when I wasn't being watched.

	In addition, there was also the exchange of plenty of tenderness. Be it holding hands or kissing. It was a strange situation. Sandra sought my closeness and showed me her love.

	At the same time, it was also clear to me that she would have liked to have made a detour to Victoria and Co's suite.

	Even beyond sex, Sandra had changed over the past few months. She had become much more open. Knew what she wanted and let me know.

	A rather uncomfortable variant for me was her request to wait until later for an orgasm. I wouldn't deny that the result would be more explosive for me too. But I found it difficult to have the patience and perseverance to wait. If I had had the opportunity, I might have helped myself.

	"What do you think of what Lydia did?" she asked me casually, as if it wasn't a big deal. She obviously meant kneeling on the balcony in front of Victoria that morning.

	"If she likes it?" I asked cautiously.

	“So you wouldn't have a problem if I… what am I even asking? you men.”

	The little tent in my swimming trunks seemed to give her a clear indication of what I thought of the idea. My wife playing sexy games with another woman. I wouldn't look away.

	"And what about you?"

	"With me?"

	"Would you lick one of the other ladies?"

	"Is that a trick question now?"

	"Do not get me wrong. You will never fuck another woman. Under no circumstances will your cock go in another woman's mouth, pussy or butt. But should your services be needed in another mission. Be it to lick them before the act or to clean them afterwards.«

	"Sandra!" I interrupted. “I'm definitely not going to… do anything like that. Not when she's full… full of cum.”

	"Okay," she soothed.

	"OK?"

	»Your decision alone. But you wouldn't mind if I covered 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 angry with me?" Sandra asked me after a few minutes of silence.

	"Why should I be mad at you?"

	“Because Victoria's on board and I can't resist teasing you a little. horny.«

	“It annoys me a little… that Victoria is on board. But we can't change it now. But we should consider putting the divider back in place.”

	"Does it have to be that way? Wasn't this morning nice? Or didn't you like it.«

	"Already. Somehow. But do you always have to parade me like that?”

	"Show?"

	'My penis. Did everyone really need to see him?”

	"Why are you ashamed of him? It's a nice cock. My cock.«

	"Thanks but …"

	“Honey, everyone knows you don't have a monster cock. Otherwise you wouldn't be a cuckold.

	And he is beautiful. Very straight, not long, but nice and fleshy thick. I like to touch it and meanwhile I have also learned how nicely it fits in my mouth.

	This is a nice change from the big cocks. Lydia and Victoria also liked to touch him. We're a big community. Everyone can have fun.«

	"Everyone?" I asked doubtfully.

	"Hey, I didn't say that this fun looks the same for everyone," laughed Sandra and I had to smile too.

	"What are you making of me?" I asked rhetorically and got no answer.

	"Peter?" Sandra asked after another pause. “I'm not fucking any of the Bulls on this cruise without your okay. The decision if and when is up to you alone. OK?"

	"Good," I replied happily. But my wife's slightly distressed look indicated that she would rather have it different.

	That wasn't so surprising. For some time she was allowed to have fun with a bull every week. In our first week of vacation she was denied the offer. Bulls were on board now, but she didn't want to jeopardize our house blessing. Your anticipation for the second week must have been great for the first seven days.

	Still, I had to deny her. This was the only way I could make it clear to her that my opinion also counts. That I too could stay strong. I was sure that Sandra was absolutely serious. She wouldn't get intimate with any of the Bulls without my okay. She wasn't my concern.

	My biggest concern was myself. Often enough I felt the excitement in me. The desire to experience my wife again with another man. To experience them uninhibitedly. I didn't mind if she was a little mean to me. She had already shown a few small signs of that here and there. Despite everything, these humiliations always had a loving undertone.

	No doubt. In my plan not to drift deeper and deeper into the cuckold world, I myself was the biggest weak point.

	To be honest, I was pretty confused by the late afternoon. My sexual tension accompanied me almost constantly. My feelings about our life as a hotwife

	and I couldn't really get Cuckold on an orderly track. I didn't really know where I wanted to go. How much I wanted to allow and whether I could do without any of it at all.

	Sandra seemed to sense this. She held back with her sexual charms increasingly.

	Allowed me to return my body to an only slightly elevated state of arousal.

	"I booked a table for us tonight," she announced. "A table for two," she specified after my questioning look. “I want my husband to myself today. Just the two of us."

	No Victoria. no bulls That sounded good. With the kids we mostly stayed in the standard restaurants. Here the food and drinks were already included in the travel price. We didn't do this to save money. There was simply a more relaxed atmosphere here.

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

	Our conversation began harmlessly. For the first hour we ignored the elephant in the room -

	Victoria and the Bulls. It was a fun and romantic evening with my wife. Then Sandra addressed the topic.

	"Are we okay?" she asked me. I knew immediately that she meant the events 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 loving looks at these words and stretched across our table for a quick kiss. That was the end of the matter again.

	We treated ourselves to a bottle of first-class red wine with our meal. Well tipsy we decided to go for a walk before going to sleep. The fresh air was good for both of us.

	It was almost midnight when we entered our cabin. With kisses we moved towards the bed.

	"Why don't you freshen up in the bathroom and give me a few minutes?"

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

	To be honest, the anxious side of me had had a few apprehensions. Here I entered our bedroom and Sandra was already having fun with one of the Bulls.

	Instead she lay alone on the bed. In dim light I could see her in red lingerie. I saw this for the first time.

	I immediately attacked my wife and was greeted by her no less willingly.

	The next hour was certainly one of our most intense sexual experiences in togetherness. I had a real greed for my wife. It didn't seem any different for her either.

	“We should do this kind of evening more often. That was wonderful."

	"It was," I agreed. "All evening."

	"We should start dating more regularly."

	"Let's do it," I answered and kissed Sandra tenderly. Then she buried her head in my chest.

	A busy day came to an end.

	 

	CHAPTER 6

	Early the next morning we went to St. Croix. At half past seven, Sandra and I stood outside on our balcony and watched our ship approach the island.

	Our neighbors' balcony door opened and Lydia stepped onto the balcony. She closed the door behind her. We wished each other a »good morning«.

	While we watched how the ship was maneuvered to the quay, Sandra said goodbye to the bath. She wanted to quickly get ready for the day. We should be going ashore soon.

	I chatted with Lydia about our plans for the day. Unlike us, they wanted to take it very easy. Sandra and I, on the other hand, had planned a real day of adventure. Kayaking and snorkeling were on the agenda for us.

	In between we had planned a little time for lunch and sightseeing. At the end we should also have a little time on the beach. We had to be back on the ship by 5 p.m.

	Exactly when Sandra came back onto the balcony, Victoria stepped on it too. We greeted them too, but said goodbye very quickly. It was time for us to go ashore in order to be able to start our first booked excursion on time.

	"Sandra?" Victoria called my wife back. “Lydia and I have a little girls' night planned for tonight. Drink a few cocktails, chat and have fun. You're invited too, of course."

	"Let's see," Sandra replied defensively. “We haven't planned our evening yet. Maybe after this day I'll be exhausted anyway and go to bed early.«

	Victoria nodded and was satisfied. I thought, but guessed correctly, that she was hoping for a more positive answer. I didn't know if I should object to a girls' night out. But I was happy that Sandra continued to prioritize me and our vacation together .

	Our kayak tour was supposed to last three hours. With a small group we went through a mangrove forest. It was a very mixed group. This consisted of two other couples, a group of three men and two young women. Luckily only sporty people. So we made good progress.

	After the first hour we went ashore for a break. Here's a couple that caught my interest very quickly. I certainly wasn't the only one.

	However, this couple was not one of the other couples, but an unexpected further couple among us - the two young women. I guessed her mid twenties.

	Up to this point I had thought of them as two good friends on a holiday together. But now they not only held hands, but also gave each other kisses.

	We obviously found ourselves not in the company of three couples, but four.

	Like a few others, I couldn't help but glance at the two young girls. The thoughts behind the looks differed significantly. Some watched almost lustfully, others more with disapproval.

	"Just watch, don't touch," Sandra joked about my interest in the two.

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

	"You'd like that," came back with a wink.

	"Yes," I tried to win our little joke with disarming frankness.

	"Let's wait and see what happens 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 again and gave me an air kiss. I looked after her lovingly. The stress and anger of the last few days was now forgotten. I knew Sandra in my corner. Maybe she would still have liked to have had a nice hour with Pedro. But I didn't blame her for such thoughts. Actions counted for me and she made it clear that she renounced them for me. Nor did she constantly try to convince me otherwise. Instead we enjoyed our vacation.

	Our kayak tour came to an end after three hours. We looked for a place for lunch. In the afternoon we went snorkeling. We then relaxed for an hour on the beach at the end of our shore leave. A good opportunity to wind down after so much activity.

	This showed once again the new openness of my wife. Without any 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 past few months. Just as if she had put in a few extra shifts of exercise.

	I assumed that I was allowed to look for the reason in the Cucky Club here as well. Despite all the fun, there was certainly a small competition between the women for the most popular Bulls.

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

	Pedro especially greeted my wife very intensely. But then spoke to me.

	“Tonight is men's night here. If interested. We booked a whiskey tasting.«

	"We'll think about it," Sandra answered for me. Whiskey could definitely be lured to me.

	Back in our cabin, Sandra pulled me into the shower. We were used to small showers from our past cruises. They also used water sparingly.

	But other laws seemed to apply to luxury suites. Here we found a place together without any problems.

	Like the night before, it was Sandra this time who initiated the sex between us.

	Of course I was only too happy to take part. First she knelt in front of me and blew my cock.

	Then the game turned and I knelt in front of her. In between there were kisses and her breasts got some attention from me.

	I ended up fucking her and was rewarded with an orgasm. Then I returned the favor with her with my fingers and the jet of the shower head.

	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 want to bother you, but Lydia and I are going to go in a minute. Are you in, Sandra?'

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

	"One moment. We'll think about it,' she answered for us, and Victoria withdrew.

	"What do you think? girls night out for me whiskey for you Or would you rather be together?”

	"I could probably treat you to an evening with the ladies," I replied in a charming tone.

	"And drink your whiskey," giggled Sandra. "Then we do it like that. But... um..."

	"Yes?"

	"What do I do when Victoria and Lydia have more on their minds?"

	"The men are probably all at the tasting?"

	“Yes… I meant without men. Just us women together.«

	"Oh . . . if that's what you want?"

	"I don't know yet," she admitted. »But somehow my feeling tells me that I should try everything at least once.«

	"It's okay. I can't say the idea of you with another woman isn't arousing."

	"You can see it," giggled Sandra, looking at my cock. Such a small thing no longer bothered me. Apparently I had also become a little more open.

	"But," Sandra began again, more cautiously. "Don't be mad at me, but I'd like to try it without you with me. Without having men there. It makes me nervous enough as it is.”

	"Why? After everything we've been up to over the past few months. It wouldn't stand out that much any more."

	"That's probably true. It still makes me nervous though. This is totally new territory for me.«

	"OK. I make no conditions. If you like it, I'm sure I'll see something of it soon. And if not, then that's it.”

	"Thank you I love you."

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

	We men hadn't planned to have dinner together. We wouldn't meet for the tasting until an hour later. Helmut asked me if we wanted something to eat beforehand and I was happy to oblige.

	As we made our way to the restaurant, I couldn't help but think that I finally had it to myself again. On the first evening I wanted to ask him a few more questions. But then Robert intervened. Now I had the chance to get some more information out of him.

	We sat down in a quiet corner of a buffet restaurant. It shouldn't be more than a little thing.

	"And - what do you do all day?" With these words I tried to approach my desired topic inconspicuously.

	'Today we went to the beach. We are often at the pool. The spa area has it Lydia and me

	too.”

	"Hm."

	“Or were you interested in something else?” von Helmut ironically followed. I was obviously seen through.

	“I mean… with all the Bulls on board?”

	"Unsurprisingly, we have another job as well."

	“How can you see it so… so relaxed?”

	"Why not? Nothing happens that I didn't agree to?"

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

	"Five years."

	"Already so long?"

	»The interest has been there for a long time. Two or three years ago. We were guests in a swingers club once. But that wasn't for us at all. We then came into contact with like-minded people via a forum. That's where we got the tip about the club. That's how things took their course."

	"Running is good...I mean..." I looked around and automatically leaned forward. I continued quietly. "You lick your wife...after...well you know."

	“It's called a creampie when the woman's pussy is covered with cum. I don't think we have a word for in German."

	“But… well, I don't want to… well, to each his own… but… isn't that somehow

	… so …"

	'Peter - speak up. We're both in so deep that we should be able to talk about it."

	“Okay… so… isn’t that kinda gay?”

	Instead of reacting angrily, as expected, Helmut accepted my words with a smile.

	"Not for me. I have no interest in men. But no problem with which ones they have.«

	“It wasn't meant that way. But it's kind of... weird. Why are you doing this?"

	"Hard to say. I once happened to observe a man in our early days who did just that. I found this again later on the internet. Then I started looking and found some things. It hasn't let go of me. I then started downloading pictures and watching videos showing how men do it. Or just show well-filled creampies. It was in my head and wouldn't come out."

	I leaned back in my chair and took a deep breath. I wasn't quite sure what to think of his story. Wondered if I was on a similar path as he once was. "But isn't that totally demeaning?"

	»That's it and that's exactly what gives the game a special direction. Talking about it so openly with you is also demeaning... and yet..."

	"Don't tell me your little tale here will get you a boner?"

	"I would if I could," he answered ominously.

	If he couldn't get one up, that would explain why he was so rarely allowed to get to his wife's. He just rarely could. But this topic was too sensitive for me to address it. If my cock failed me, I would

	very burden. The whole world shouldn't have to know that.

	It was time for us to head to the whiskey tasting. We walked calmly to the place of the tasting. A small bar was reserved for this purpose only. A total of twenty places were up for grabs. In addition to 18 men, at least 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 handshake and obviously friendly.

	Before I knew it, I was already maneuvered into a seat. I should be sitting between Pedro and Lamar. Between two Bulls of all things.

	Up to this point, my contact with the Bulls had remained fairly manageable. It had always been in the context of the club with the women on our side. Now we were just a group of men.

	At first I stayed quiet. I actually wanted to sit next to Helmut. But this one was the furthest away from me. I could have quickly struck up a conversation with him.

	Lamar in particular involved me in the conversation from the start. It turned out that he was just as much a whiskey lover as I was. Pedro was at least interested and I was happy to share my extensive knowledge. So there could never be a strange silence.

	The whiskey expert also made sure of that. 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 was piqued. During short breaks, Lamar and I kept talking to him. He was just as passionate about whiskey as we were and was delighted to be able to talk to two experts about it.

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

	There were always only samples of the different types of whiskey. But there were so many different ones that we were already slightly drunk after an hour. It was probably this that made me a little more revealing in my choice of words.

	"I might like our expert's assistant, too," Pedro commented on the undoubtedly pretty black-haired assistant.

	"Yeah, they're pretty good to look at," Lamar agreed. He looked at me and gave me the feeling that they were waiting for words from me.

	"She's quite pretty, but I hope you wouldn't choose her over my Sandra."

	The words shot out of me before I could really think about it.

	Lamar and Pedro grinned at each other.

	"No worries. Your Sandra is always welcome to my cock,” Lamar said.

	"If we can get in touch again," Pedro added.

	"I'm sure that will happen soon enough," I protested. "You ambushed me a little too."

	"That's right," Pedro admitted. “But we assumed you were in on it.

	Victoria must have had other things in mind. Sometimes she's wrong too."

	"It's okay," I said, not blaming them for the situation. Only Victoria and my wife had to wear these.

	At that moment, my smartphone vibrated. Modern technology does not stop at cruise ships. I was able to talk to my wife on board via an app. WLAN was made available for this purpose. Convenient on such a big ship.

	I casually glanced at the display.

	Sandra: On the way to our cabin. Victoria and Lydia show me a little bit of her lesbian games.

	Of course, my imagination went crazy right away. I saw my wife between another woman's legs for the first time in her life.

	Ten minutes later I received another message. This time it was just a photo. It showed Lydia and Victoria kissing. Two more pictures followed. These showed the two only half naked. Then I got to see Lydia sucking on Victoria's nipples.

	Sandra: What do you mean? Should I try it?

	Peter: Your decision.

	Sandra: Would it make you horny?

	Sandra simply asked this question freely and put me under pressure. I couldn't avoid a clear answer. But I deliberately kept it short.

	Pete: Yes.

	Twenty minutes of radio silence followed. In me it worked naturally. I imagined the three of them doing it wildly. My cock was incredibly hard. I was caught here in the whiskey tasting. But just as I watched my wife with the Bulls, I would also watch her having tender lesbian sex.

	Then it suddenly went bang. Several images reached me within a few seconds. I looked at them calmly. But made sure she didn't see anyone else.

	In the first picture I got to see my wife and Victoria kissing. In the second picture, Lydia was added as a playmate. You improved quickly. The third picture showed each of them caressing one of my wife's breasts. In the fourth picture, Victoria lay between my wife's legs. The last picture then showed Sandra's head between Victoria's thighs.

	Victoria: Well. Have you become horny? :-)

	Peter: That's something.

	Victoria: Your Sandra was really good for the first time. We'll do a lot together Have fun. Next time maybe with you as a spectator?

	Peter: I hope so.

	Our whiskey tasting came to an end. But not yet the evening. The bar reopened to the public at the end of the tasting. It only took a few minutes and our three women joined us. Ladies night seemed to be over after the lesbian games.

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

	"Everything OK?"

	"Yes," came back restlessly.

	"Wasn't it good?"

	"Yes, yes."

	"How was it?"

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

	"Worth repeating?"

	"Yes."

	"You're not going to become a lesbian for me?" I tried to lighten the atmosphere a little. Sandra still made a very tense impression. I made her laugh with that.

	"No worries. It's a nice change, but unless women grow penises, they won't."

	"But there are strapons?"

	"You obviously learned something from the lesbian porn," she replied with a smirk. She knew that I occasionally watched porn. Surprised me, however, that she also knew better which ones I liked to watch. 'Maybe worth a try. Big and hard is easy to do for a strapon dildo. But I'm sure I'd miss the warmth... and of course the cumming. I don't think giving a blow job to a piece of plastic is that exciting either.«

	We toasted with the champagne glasses. The small inhibition in Sandra seemed to have dissolved.

	"So you're not mad at me for having my fun with someone else?"

	"No."

	Surprisingly, I felt Sandra's hand between my crotch. She kneaded my hard cock. "You like the idea of me with a woman?"

	"Yes."

	'You can watch next time. Promised."

	"Mmm. I'm already curious.«

	"You deserve it."

	But I noticed how the words came out again much more uncertain. She looked at the other side of the bar, where I had been sitting not long ago. In addition to the three Bulls, Victoria and Lydia were also sitting there. They had positioned themselves next to Lamar and Tom, respectively. Where recently Robert and Helmut had sat. My place next to Pedro, on the other hand, remained empty.

	I looked around. On the other side of the bar I spotted the two disappeared - Robert and Helmut. They sat on bar stools and talked.

	My gaze led back to my wife. In the meantime she had gotten a little more nervous. Her hand had meanwhile left my crotch. But now she lay down on my cock again. This one was still tough. She even made him throb a little now. It wouldn't have taken much to give me an orgasm.

	I looked around nervously. But no one paid us any special attention. We stood relatively hidden from view in a corner next to the bar.

	“Peter… we can go to bed now. Maybe have a little fun together...or..."

	"Right?" I asked after a few long seconds of silence.

	"Or we can have some other fun."

	"You mean cuckold fun?"

	"Yes."

	"And what should it look like?"

	Actually I wanted to stay firm for the rest of our vacation. Want to secure my piece of my wife. I saw your little adventure with the ladies relaxed. It felt unproblematic. I guess I didn't see her as a threat.

	"To start with, I sit next to Pedro and you join Robert and Helmut."

	"Here in public?" I asked, startled.

	"Why not? Nobody knows us here. And we'll never see anyone after this cruise."

	I really wanted to stay tough. But really hard at that moment was only my cock.

	"I don't know Sandra...I don't know."

	"I know I made a mistake," she admitted. “I took your week away from you. I'm sorry. I thought it would be a good idea. Expected we could both enjoy it. But haven't you punished me enough?"

	She pouted sweetly at those words. She used this one sparingly, but she knew exactly how it could melt me. Still, I didn't want to give up so easily.

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

	"Yes?"

	“My anger is gone. It's more for myself now. To prove to me that my word still has weight. That I'm not just driven by my instincts.«

	"Isn't that you?" came back boldly and her hand tightened a lot more. She hit my glans exactly and I had to suppress a groan.

	"You don't have to prove anything to me," she continued. »You are the man I love. always gonna love Maybe even a little more love every day? When you suddenly disappeared a few days ago, that was terrible. I was really scared.«

	"I'm sorry for that. I did not want."

	"Don't lie," shot back and we both had to smile. “I deserved it… but what do we do now? Aren't you a cuckold for the last few days of our cruise - or maybe you still want to experience a few unique things?"

	"Would you like your hand to help me with the right answer?" I asked uncertainly. This once again seemed to me to be one of the special moments in our new relationship.

	A point where I could choose between two directions.

	If I denied her the game, I would show that I, too, could control the situation. Clearly able to be the master of certain boundaries. However, if I were to tune into this game, it would be no small task. My little uprising of the last few days - my rebellion - would be doomed.

	That should have made the decision really easy. Unfortunately, my two heads had very different views about the right decision. The head between my legs, the head up, tried to convince him of a decision that was acceptable to him. There were, however, quite a few objections.

	So Sandra had announced that I could still experience a few unique things . If

	but if I really liked them, it remained open for the time being. Also, I should publicly give the cuckold here. That was a bit harder for me. By nature, I was a person who was very fixated on what other people thought of him.

	Sandra seemed to sense that I was struggling. The massage of my cock through the thin pants intensified it significantly.

	"Honey?" she asked, pouting. I could already feel my penis getting ready to cum.

	"Okay," I finally managed to say. But it was no longer enough for my orgasm. Almost at the same time, her hand stopped working. Instead, she hugged me and kissed me profusely.

	"Thanks. I love you. Never forget that. No matter how wild we drive it. Yes?"

	"I know. I love you too."

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

	"Good Cucky?" I asked, irritated.

	'My good Cucky,' she repeated her words. Then came a little closer to me.

	"Honey," she began, kissing my ear. Once again her hand found its way to my cock and squeezed tightly. Incredible feelings of excitement went through me.

	So much so that it was almost hard to take.

	"Darling," she began again, looking at me with wide eyes. “I would like to ask you a big favor. We are here at the end of the world. Apart from our friends, nobody here knows us and we will never meet anyone else again.

	This is the ideal time to let ourselves go to the fullest. Just being able to be hotwife and cuckold. can we do that Tonight only? Please?"

	And there was that pout again. This certainly helped. But her hand in my crotch was probably the even greater help. The excitement dulled my decision-making skills considerably. I was already aware that she was deliberately manipulating me here. She had apparently copied a few finesse from Victoria.

	"Okay," I agreed.

	"Thanks. That's going to be great."

	Sandra turned and went straight towards Pedro. She sat down in the seat next to him - my former place. He received a kiss as a greeting. My eyes immediately looked around desperately. Has anyone observed this process? At least Robert and Helmut had seen him very clearly. They waved me over.

	According to Sandra, I should be there anyway. So I complied.

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

	"It's okay... how do you do it?"

	The three of us looked over at the others. It didn't need much explanation as to what I meant. How could they accept their cuckold existencecuckold existence without any desperation.

	"You get used to it," Robert explained. He's been at it for so long. There was probably no other life for him.

	'But we're sitting a few yards from our wives. Anyone who is particularly attentive will have already recognized that we actually belong to them. What must they be thinking?'

	"They probably think we're perverts," Robert said, laughing. 'Is it embarrassing? Yes.

	This doesn't even leave me cold. It's a special game, but when you're on holiday you can go too far?"

	"They want me," Helmut announced, and I watched him walk over to the table. We spoke briefly, then he came back to us at the bar.

	"Three beers, please."

	I expected these to be for us. But to my astonishment he took the beer and went back to the table with it. He put a beer in front of each of the Bulls.

	Then his wife waved him over and gave him a kiss. Seemed to say thank you for the service before sending it back to us.

	"You can shut up," Helmut commented on my incredulous amazement.

	"What the hell?" I blurted out.

	"In the club we often stand behind the bar or take care of the garden," Robert commented dryly.

	"But here? And what are we? Servant?"

	"At least he doesn't think we're slaves," Robert remarked mischievously in the direction of Helmut. "No, we're not," he answered my wide eyes. "Servant? Perhaps.

	cuckold servant. I kinda like it. We give our women a good time. Treat them to this good time. They can get something else that we can't offer them.«

	"But that's not just giving," Helmut interjected.

	“I know what you'll get in return. If you want it,' I threw back angrily, but above all very incredulous.

	»To each his own, that's the rule in our club. Everyone should have fun. So do we,' interjected Robert. “Use the next few days. Try things. Nothing will happen that is permanently bad for you. Of course you can always call out loud stop. But you have to try many things at least once in order to be able to judge whether they are exciting or repulsive for you. Ah, they want me.”

	I looked over at the table and spotted his wife's encouraging hand. The same game followed that Helmut had to play before. This time he got drinks for the ladies and his wife thanked him with a kiss.

	"Now don't look so stupid. It's your turn next,” Helmut teased. At first I wanted to laugh with him, but then I realized that he was dead serious. "Now it's your turn to keep an eye on the table and your wife."

	That explained why Robert had taken Helmut's place after the first assignment. I had deliberately turned my back on the table. I didn't want to keep my eyes on my wife enjoying herself there.

	"I..." That's all I could get out. Helmut maneuvered me onto Robert's bar stool and I offered no resistance.

	"We're all totally stupid," I commented dryly and at least had the laughter on my side.

	Despite these words, I kept an eye on the table and my wife. She laughed a lot. seemed happy. Liked to be touched by Pedro. But she also sought his closeness herself.

	It wasn't long before Pedro's arm was around her shoulder.

	I was rumbling. The sight was so incredibly humiliating. They celebrated their relationship in public. I now considered Pedro to be her main bull. She seemed particularly attracted to him. Could he be a threat to me?

	I watched jealously as they seemed to be having fun.

	With all these thoughts, I clearly felt how tight my pants were. The worry and the whole humiliating situation didn't spoil my pleasure. It was maddening.

	"Peter, your assignment." I looked at Robert, confused. For a moment I was completely absorbed in my thoughts. Robert gestured towards the table and I followed his finger.

	My Sandra waved to me. Realizing she had my attention, she smiled at me.

	I stood up with trembling legs. I slowly moved towards Sandra. I didn't dare let my head wander. I didn't want to have to look anyone else in the eye. Even if it had only been a stranger, the idea that he would recognize what was going on here, I felt as an extreme shame.

	"Sandra," I said to my wife after my arrival.

	"Peter, darling," she grinned back happily. But she also visibly pushed her body closer to Pedro. For me somehow contradictory signals. "I hope you're all right over there?"

	"It's okay," I answered cautiously.

	"Fine . . . sit with me for a moment, please." Lamar had just disappeared toward the bathroom, so his seat was vacant. I sat down on this one and waited.

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

	"Still hard," she announced.

	"I told you so," Sandra said proudly. »My cucky is having fun. It is true?"

	The question was addressed to me. "Peter?" followed questioningly when I didn't have an answer.

	"I guess so."

	"He doesn't seem so sure, though," Victoria said doubtfully.

	"He told me earlier that he would like to spend the night as a cuckold," Sandra said, unimpressed by this observation. "Peter?"

	"Er... I did."

	"And now? Peter? Still agree?” Victoria asked. I could only turn to her, confused. It seemed to me that the roles had been reversed here. Victoria suddenly questioned our game.

	“I think so… it’s all so… crazy.”

	I found it difficult to speak openly. Also because there were two Bulls and Lydia sitting next to Victoria and Sandra.

	"A crazy adventure?" Sandra interjected.

	"I guess that's the way to put it," I admitted.

	"But obviously also horny?" Victoria asked and grabbed my cock again properly.

	"Uh... yes?"

	"You'll know if you're horny, don't you?" came back from Victoria. "He's not that hard, is he?"

	"It is strange. Crazy. But yes, it is me.”

	"Horny?" Victoria insisted. At that point, I couldn't blush for a long time.

	"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 replied uncertainly.

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

	"I put it on a tray for them right away, it's easier that way," the bartender told me. He grinned broadly at me. At least one had long seen through that something unusual was going on here.

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

	"Peter," Sandra called me back as I was about to head back. “We're going straight to the cabin. I'm sure you can imagine that after ten days of abstinence I urgently need something.«

	I looked around and saw interested and expectant looks.

	"Surely you know that?" Sandra asked again. She obviously expected an answer.

	"Er... of course."

	"And what do I need so urgently?"

	I had a rough idea of what she wanted to hear from me. But could I really utter these humiliating words? I could feel my pants pulsing.

	An unusual mixture of pain and excitement.

	"Peter?"

	“A… fuck?”

	Sandra smiled.

	"Just a fuck?" Victoria asked. "Or a special fuck?"

	"With a bull?"

	"Right," Victoria agreed. "A bull with a big tail, to be precise."

	“Please wait in our cabin. But you can still take your time with Robert and Helmut and drink up in peace. The two will then be expected in Victoria's cabin.'

	"OK."

	I was happy to finally be able to retreat. There I enlightened the two about what was planned next.

	A few minutes later they left the bar. I drank my beer calmly. Robert and Helmut, on the other hand, were in a bit of a hurry.

	'Sorry Peter, but Helmut and I have an interesting night ahead of us. We would like to start it.«

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

	I lay down on the bed. Needed a few minutes rest. But my cock didn't want to begrudge me that. He had waited too long for salvation. I had my hand on my zipper when I stopped. Did I just hear a moan?

	Of course you had fun in the neighboring suite. I slipped off the bed unnecessarily quietly. The prospect of being able to catch a glimpse of my wife's pleasure was just too

	tempting. I quietly opened our balcony door and crept across our shared balcony to the window.

	Despite the glazing and closed windows, I could hear my wife's moans much more clearly here. But I was not allowed to do more. The curtains were drawn. What a disappointment.

	"Peter," a woman's voice suddenly called out behind me, startling me.

	I turned around in a flash. Across the way, on our side of the balcony, Victoria Paulsen was sitting in a corner. She was sitting in a chair with her legs crossed and gave me an amused look. As if she was just waiting for me. "Sit down please."

	Victoria gave me a good look before speaking again. "Are you all right?"

	"Yes."

	"You would have liked to take a look?"

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

	"It's not your decision when you can watch," Victoria informed me.

	I didn't answer that. I couldn't do anything about it anyway. "I'm here because I wanted to make sure you're ready for the next few days."

	"You're concerned for my well-being?" I laughed, a little cynically.

	"This is my task. I take that very seriously.«

	"Like I said, I'm fine."

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

	"Yes," I freely admitted.

	“The question is how urgent? What would you do for it?'

	"Depends on."

	"Would you lick them?"

	"I've licked them many times," I replied. But of course I already suspected that she had something specific in mind.

	"Lick it clean?" she specified.

	"Victoria," I replied in anguish.

	"Where is the problem?

	“This is… this is…”

	"Gay? You're licking a woman, after all. It can't be that gay.«

	"But..." I didn't know what to say. This idea was so outrageous.

	“Helmut will do 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 won't let go until you've done it at least once."

	"Why?"

	“You new cuckolds are special to me. And licking clean is just the ultimate cuckold action for me. After watching one of you guys do it for the first time I walk around soaking wet down there for a week, it makes me so horny.«

	I remained silent. Victoria seemed pretty sure of her success.

	"Isn't it ever enough?" I wondered.

	"Everyone has enough eventually," Victoria mused. “But that's up to Sandra and you.

	I only care about two things and licking is one of them. Then you won't be rid of me, but it's time for me to let go."

	"The next couple is calling?" I replied smugly.

	"You saw through me," came back from a smiling Victoria.

	"What's the second?"

	"Are you sure you want to know?"

	"Probably not."

	“I don't know if you'll see your Sandra again tonight. The poor woman was really quite starved and threw herself on Pedro like mad. Lamar and Tom had to give him a hand. But we agreed that you shouldn't go empty-handed today. It's been a busy day for you. You have more than earned a reward. Interested?"

	"Do I really have to say yes now?"

	"I'll take that as a commitment," Victoria continued. »We thought that as a reward you might experience something new. We've been through a lot together, but I don't think you've had a chance to watch me and Lamar?"

	"No," I agreed. Knowing full well that this was actually a lie. I had watched her once from my voyeur lookout.

	"Then we'll change that today."

	We went to the suite. Victoria asked me to undress. After all this time, I had nothing to hide from her and didn't find it particularly difficult to follow her instructions.

	"Is he horny for me," she said, enjoying my hard cock. Victoria took him in hand briefly and jerked me off twice. She immediately made me moan.

	“You can play around with yourself as much as you want. But no orgasm before I let you. OK?"

	"Okay," I replied willingly. It should finally start.

	'Lie down on the bed. I'll get Lamar."

	I didn't really like being on the same bed with them. It was a pretty big bed though.

	Two minutes later, not only was Victoria leading Lamar into the bedroom, but her husband, Robert, was holding her second hand.

	Lamar was naked and I could see his impressive penis. Victoria had used the meantime to leave her dress behind. She was a spectacular sight in silk stockings, suspenders and a corset.

	Robert sat in a chair while Victoria and Lamar took the other half of the bed.

	"Let's give the little one a great show," Victoria announced her request.

	Without further ado, Lamar went for Victoria. He obviously made an effort to give her pleasure. Hot kisses, games on her breasts and hungry kneading of various body parts. There seemed to be no hurry for the main act.

	"Look at that fine specimen," Victoria announced, holding Lamar's tail in her hands. She kissed the head and licked your entire penis before continuing. 'Would it be fair to deny a woman something like that? … Pete?”

	"No," I replied tentatively.

	"Right," Victoria agreed. She straightened up and slid into the middle of the bed.

	With her free hand she grabbed my penis. Wanked me really fast a few times and then stopped.

	"Look at her," she challenged me. Lying on the bed I could see our two

	Keep a close eye on tails. The size difference was obvious. That was kind of depressing.

	"It's okay Peter...you've identified what's wrong with your wife and you're doing something to fix it." Victoria seemed to read my thoughts.

	But the time for words was over for the time being. Lamar's tail disappeared into Victoria. As if in a trance, I watched as she seemingly effortlessly let him disappear deeper and deeper into her. Her hand gripped my penis tightly as she gave Lamar a blowjob.

	With everything mixed up inside me, I couldn't deny my immense excitement. For hours I waited for salvation. It was high time.

	Even Victoria couldn't delay her game with my lust any longer. Her own excitement was too obvious. I got to watch up close as Lamar sank his penis inside her.

	A wild fuck followed. In between I felt Victoria's hand again and again. Her path always led back to my tail. He could hardly wait for his salvation.

	Moaning loudly, Victoria asked Lamar to cum inside her. After that, they both needed a little time to calm down. Then Lamar withdrew and disappeared from the room.

	My eyes were totally fixed on Victoria's shame. There, Lamar's sperm could not be overlooked.

	"Would you like to lick me there now?" Victoria asked me, getting a startled look. »As much as I would like to grant you that, unfortunately I have to deny you that, you should experience your first time with your Sandra.«

	"No, well... I want..."

	"That's fine. You don't want to... blah blah blah. Luckily I know someone who is a bit more insightful and is happy to do it for me.«

	Her gaze shifted to her husband Robert. This immediately started moving. So not only Helmut did it, but also Robert. Maybe I should have taken more seriously that a majority of the club members did it that way. I could hardly have imagined that.

	"Wait a minute," she said to her husband, then turned her gaze to me. "Kneel at about my chest, please," Victoria demanded.

	I did as I was told. Victoria immediately grabbed my cock. "Still hard," she commented smugly.

	She began to jerk off steadily and faster. It drove me half to the brink of insanity. I finally had to cum. If she didn't do it now, I'd have to help myself.

	“Look very closely at Peter. Your first time up close. You can still learn something there.«

	I couldn't help but look at her privates with cum spilling out. Robert was only a few centimeters away waiting for his turn.

	"Robert, please."

	Immediately his tongue came out and licked her furrow once. Then a big white blob was gone. Indeed he had.

	But that wasn't my only concern. Suddenly Victoria's hand was in a hurry on my penis. Much was not missing and I would finally cum.

	"Nice, isn't it?" Victoria asked rhetorically in my direction.

	Robert pushed deep into his wife. In addition, he pulled out sperm with a finger. I could clearly see him licking it off his finger.

	In the end it was a mixture of Lamar and Victoria. Still, I couldn't understand how he could do this. He wasn't even indifferent, he was clearly filled with lust.

	But it was no different for me as a spectator. Of course I could put the blame on Victoria's hand, but I was a bit nagging at me if this perverted game didn't give me pleasure after all.

	A few minutes after Robert started licking his wife, I couldn't stop. The whole time I was still trying to hold back my orgasm. But then it just didn't work anymore. I'm coming. Three times it squirts neatly on Victoria's stomach. She looked at me in amusement.

	"That's enough Robert," she announced immediately. "You can leave."

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

	"As you can see, there's nothing wrong with it. I hope you see that soon. For your Sandra. My cucky deserves a treat now."

	I did not know what to say. To be honest, I didn't feel like I could get around this act. Victoria would certainly never give up.

	Victoria swung herself out of bed. 'It's been a busy day for you. The next few days won't get any easier. Why don't you try to get a few hours' sleep."

	With that she strutted out of the bedroom. I heard a door open and then close again. For a moment I wondered, irritated, if she had stepped outside into the hallway. But then I remembered that our cabins were connected by a door. It was obvious that this had also been unlocked.

	 

	CHAPTER 7

	I had a hard time falling asleep with it. I couldn't get the past few hours out of my head. I had a lot to process and understand. My excitement, which didn't want to leave me, was of little help.

	I couldn't help but relieve myself once more. I pumped quickly. I was imagining my wife having fun just a few yards from me. How Pedro, Lamar and Tom kept cumming deep inside her.

	At the end, and at peak arousal, I imagined her lowering her tainted pubes onto me. The sperm dripped down on me. After a moment's hesitation and shuddering, I finally sank my tongue into her and sucked on her privates.

	Just at that moment I came to orgasm.

	I rolled onto my side. I could hear the sea through the half-open window. I felt a little lost. Maybe lonely too. I would have liked to have had my wife by my side at that moment.

	In the semi-darkness I looked down my body. Looked at my cock trembling.

	If he had his way, there wouldn't be many borders left. Have 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 through the window. I assumed that it should already be approaching 7 o'clock.

	She didn't wake me up on purpose, but when she got into bed with me. Out of habit, I pulled her close and gave her a quick kiss on the lips.

	Only then did I take a closer look at her. Her hair was a mess. Her whole body radiated that she had had a long night of sex. She literally smelled like it.

	After my little inspection, I looked into her eyes.

	"I haven't showered yet," she pointed out the obvious. "I thought... you might want me to..."

	"So?"

	"Fuck me? Or …"

	"Or?"

	"Lick?"

	I looked down between her legs. My gaze did not go unnoticed.

	"It has been a while. It must have evaporated by now. At least most of it.«

	This time it was me who followed my wife's gaze. This fell on my cock, which had erected against my instructions.

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

	I would also like to know that. My heart was beating extremely fast. The idea of doing something so depraved seemed to turn me on.

	Sandra's hands stroked my chest and caressed me. There was no sign of tiredness - rather anticipation.

	"I'll let you take a sniff," she announced suddenly. First, she swung a leg over me. Then she pushed herself up towards me so that her knees were placed to the left and right of my head. Her shame hung over my face. At least she kept a safe distance.

	Nevertheless, it didn't take long before a strong-smelling mixture spread through my little cave. Did it smell like my Sandra or was it more like a man? How many times had they cummed inside her in the past few hours?

	My heart was pumping at an unbelievable rate and my cock took on a life of its own and twitched on its own. My eyes were completely fixed on the sight in front of me.

	Then nothing happens for a long time. There was a standstill. Sandra waited patiently to see how I dealt with the situation. I, in turn, was incapable of making decisions.

	"Can you smell them?" Sandra broke the silence. I sucked in air a few times and imagined I actually smelled something. "Treasure? Do you smell them?' Sandra repeated her words.

	Instead of looking at her shame, I looked further up into my wife's eyes. I nodded twice.

	"Smells good, doesn't it?"

	I didn't answer that.

	"If you want, you can lick me now?"

	I swallowed once and let my cock, aching from excitement, take hold of me. Then I lifted my head and gently licked around my wife's crotch. First left and then right along her labia.

	"Oh yes," I heard ecstatically from upstairs.

	I slowly lost my restraint. Dared me further. Touched her labia, kissed her clit and finally licked her slit once. This was visibly wet.

	I kept tasting slightly saltier spots. But I wasn't sure if this was really the case or if my imagination was just playing tricks on me.

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

	Who knows how many times Sandra let the Bulls take her that night. How many times they had cummed deep inside her. It was perhaps not surprising that there was still something left behind.

	I lost all restraint at that moment. Grabbed my wife's bottom and pulled her close to me. Made my tongue go crazy Licked and kissed her over and over and tried to fuck her with my tongue.

	Despite her certainly exhausting and orgasm-rich night, I brought Sandra to the climax again.

	Then she lay exhausted next to me. Gave me tender kisses and confessed her infinite love for me several times.

	Of course it was a bit surreal. After this long and so crazy day.

	But I, too, was filled with love for my wife more than ever.

	"Now it's high time I thank you."

	With these words, she began an incredible blowjob.

	We then fell asleep holding each other. I was too exhausted to think further. When I woke up again, we had already docked in Basseterre on St. Kitts.

	I could watch my wife through the balcony door. She sat alone at a set table and looked out over the countryside. I quickly jumped into the shower and then joined her.

	For the first few minutes at the breakfast table, we didn't talk about the past day.

	"Is everything okay between us? I hope I haven't done anything stupid and you're mad at me about yesterday?"

	"I'm not mad at you," I reassured her first. "To be honest, I don't know if it was stupid. That was sometimes very ... extreme? Let us play servants there in public?"

	"Humiliating?"

	"Yes."

	"Victoria said you'd like that?"

	"I don't know... maybe it did."

	"We don't have to repeat it...but..."

	"But you would like to?"

	“Of course we can do it at any time in the club, but it's different doing it here in public. Nevertheless, the distance from home gives security.«

	I drank my lukewarm coffee.

	"And what are we doing today?" Sandra asked me.

	»As a husband and wife on holiday or as a cuckold and hotwife?«

	“I need a break too. It continues tonight. Victoria did offer that we could accompany her ashore. She's visiting a friend who runs a hotel complex -

	the Chastity Beach Club. But I declined. I'd rather spend the day with my husband. Surely you've already prepared a program for us?"

	Of course I had. We were late and hurried to get ashore.

	Of course I couldn't completely forget the day before. But most of the time I was able to put my thoughts aside and enjoy my holiday mood.

	Sandra was very helpful with this. She was incredibly clingy that day. She was reluctant to let go of my hand. Or alternatively wanted me to wrap a hand around her body. She didn't hold back on kissing either.

	On that day it seemed to me like on our first vacation. At the very beginning of our relationship - at that time without children. In my memory, she had shown similar behavior on those vacations. I enjoyed this relaxed and charming Sandra. Sandra, who behaved like someone who had just fallen in love.

	We did a small guided tour through the rainforest that day. We also explored Basseterre and romped around on the beach for a while. It went ahead of schedule

	back on the ship. Our strength wasn't enough for more after a hard night's work.

	Back in our suite, Sandra began to seduce me. It didn't take long and we were lying naked on the bed. Although she devoted herself to my penis again and again. But we didn't really pick up speed. It was more of a long exchange of endearments.

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

	"Is that so obvious," came back uncertainly. She must have wondered if I blamed her for this.

	I was in too good a mood to feel that way. But I was wondering if I shouldn't be mad at her.

	"I don't just want to save myself for later," she smiled impishly at me. To do this, she took my cock in her hand and massaged it lightly again. She elicited a satisfied grunt from me. But nothing more developed.

	We dozed off for a while. Around 7 p.m. we were woken up by Victoria. She knocked on our window pane.

	"We're going to eat in half an hour," she called out to us.

	"Shall I serve the food now?" I joked and Sandra laughed with me.

	“I think the kitchen would object to that. We just all go out to eat together.

	Have fun and enjoy the holiday.«

	"OK."

	"Playtime will come soon enough," she predicted.

	We showered quickly and dressed up. I watched with interest as Sandra got ready. She seemed to want to muster a lot that evening. Her cleavage was remarkable.

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

	Victoria reserved a table for our large group. We sat around this one.

	Pedro and I framed Sandra. On my left was Lamar, Victoria and Robert.

	Sitting across from us were Tom, Lydia and Helmut.

	It turned out to be a fairly normal dinner. There was chatter and laughter. I myself was probably the quietest of them all. In contrast to me, Robert and Helmut seemed to be able to talk almost normally with the Bulls. I always felt pretty strange doing it.

	After all, they had already thoroughly enjoyed themselves with my wife.

	To be honest, my talkativeness was also lacking because I was constantly waiting for something to happen. I looked at the possibility with fear and still longed for it a little.

	After about ninety minutes, dessert was served to us. In the meantime I had thawed out and was talking to Lamar. He talked about his school days and his experiences as part of the football team.

	The conversation had turned me away from my wife. Suddenly a hand touched my crotch. Startled, I looked down and saw my wife's hand.

	I turned to her. However, she was also turned away from me and busy with Pedro. They kissed quite 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 once, firmly.

	"You okay?" she asked me. I couldn't do more than nod.

	After our meal, the evening should not come to an end. We went dancing.

	Unlike last time, we cuckolds didn't have to sit at an extra table.

	Instead we all sat together. Sandra allowed me the first dance. But Lamar, Tom and especially Pedro were also allowed to dance with her.

	For most people we were probably just a group of friends having a great time together. But if you took a closer look, you noticed that Sandra occasionally gave me short kisses, while Pedro enjoyed quite clear French kisses.

	I held out the whole time after our Canadian holiday acquaintance from the last dance evening. Luckily they didn't show up.

	Around 11 p.m., Sandra pulled me up from my seat.

	"Let's go for a short walk."

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

	"Are you okay?" she asked me.

	"It's okay," I admitted. »Sometimes exhausting, but at least nothing bad has happened so far.«

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

	"Of course, the evening is only just beginning," she went on. “The fun part is about to start. Is that in order? With you again this time. I know you expected something different from our second week. More togetherness ... but we'll certainly find time for that later.«

	There was no escape. Quite apart from that, my desire to escape from her wasn't particularly great either. She had lived out her sexual desire the night before. But for me it was also a while ago that I had experienced something like this. There was something nice about the view to be able to be there again. I, too, thirsted for these wild experiences. There was no doubt in my mind that returning our sex life to the way it was was impossible.

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

	"I love you," I began. “As horrible as these cuckold games are, they are also beautiful. I have to live with the fact that you also need other men. And I also have to live with the fact that I like to see 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 wimp I must be..."

	"Peter," Sandra interrupted me. "Treasure. You are many things, but you are definitely not a wimp. He would certainly have piled up a long time ago. We do what we both enjoy. For outsiders it may seem strange at times. But we are so strong and don't care. We're a loving couple... my husband's not a wimp..."

	Sandra started giggling. For a moment I wondered if she was laughing at me. About her limp. "What?" I asked, slightly angry.

	she asked. "Seriously. Your tail has now almost one

	permanent erection. There's nothing slack."

	That made me laugh too and I gave her a loving kiss. We kept kissing. Played with our tongues and also started some teasing games. The mood was relaxed again. It was Sandra who got serious again.

	“The rest are probably pretty busy already. We shouldn't keep them waiting too long."

	"Afraid there won't be anything left for you," I joked.

	“After last night, I know it's not going to happen anytime soon. That's one more thing I want to address..."

	"Yes"

	'Last night - or rather early this morning - when I got into bed, you . . . spoiled me with your tongue. I don't know how much of them was left to taste...but...after Pedro has fucked me properly then I'll ask you if you want to lick me. Is this okay?"

	I remained silent. She didn't say exactly what I should lick, but of course we both knew exactly what she was talking about. To me this seemed the ultimate perversion. I knew by now that at least Robert and Helmut did it. I had already done a little bit myself in the morning. I couldn't shake the thought that the sudden salty taste on my tongue must have been a large drop of semen.

	"Peter?"

	"I don't know, it's difficult," I admitted.

	"I see," Sandra conceded. "Maybe another time?"

	I nodded silently. 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. Apparently they were already waiting for us.

	We walked down the hall into the master bedroom. Here we were greeted cheerfully by a bunch of naked people. Sandra immediately threw herself into Pedro's arms. Lydia was sucking his penis while she let her naked husband lick her between the legs.

	"Please undress, too," Victoria said. Pedro was already busy undressing my wife. There was no reason to be the only naked one. Besides, I no longer had anything to hide from anyone present.

	Victoria grabbed my stiff cock and stroked 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 stood around the bed.

	"Robert, would you please lick me nice and wet so Lamar can fuck me nice?"

	The person addressed immediately took action and sank his head between his wife's legs.

	"Helmut, would you please lick me nice and wet so Tom can fuck me nicely?"

	The scene repeated itself and Helmut buried his head between his wife's legs as well.

	Completely automatically, my gaze shifted to my wife. I knew what had to come now. Sandra was already looking into my eyes. I thought about our conversation. But the "maybe another time" had referred to a different situation. Now

	I wouldn't have a problem with that. But Sandra seemed hesitant at first.

	I saw Victoria take her hand and squeeze. Sandra looked at her and Victoria nodded to her promptingly. Then Sandra looked at me again.

	"Peter, would you please lick me nice and wet so Pedro can fuck me nice?"

	I wondered if this situation was so agreed upon by them. But my task occupied me much more. I walked over to the bed and felt my cock swinging back and forth.

	A slight glitter could already be seen between my wife's legs. I looked up at her and ran my tongue through her crack for the first time. I got a smile from her for that.

	I prepared my wife for her fuck. This thought got stuck in my head.

	But instead of bothering me, it encouraged me to do a good job.

	"Thanks, that's enough," Victoria said first. Lydia and my wife followed. I left the bed with Robert and Helmut and stepped aside. The three Bulls immediately took over. This time it was Pedro again who was allowed to make my wife happy.

	With his strong hands he grabbed my wife and pulled her to him. He gave her some kisses. Then, without further preparation, he sank his cock into my wife.

	She gasped in delight.

	The bed was easily enough for three couples next to each other. However, more than a missionary position was not possible. But that seemed to be enough for them.

	All three women obviously had fun and let their bull fuck them hard and fast. It seemed that this time they didn't want to take their time.

	Of course, I was mainly fixated on my wife. Watched as Pedro's cock thrust deep into her over and over again, giving her clearly visible pleasure.

	"How's Pedro's big cock?" Victoria asked her.

	"So good, so good," Sandra moaned out. A subliminal vibrated in my head

	»so big, so big« with.

	Victoria motioned for me to stand by her side. She unashamedly grabbed my cock and stroked it a few times.

	"I can," she asked my wife for permission only afterwards. Probably only rhetorically.

	"Naturally."

	"And how do you like it Cucky?" Very slowly she jerked me off again. I saw that Helmut's wife did the same with her husband. Robert had to lend a hand himself.

	"Good?" I replied.

	"Isn't it nice that your wife can finally enjoy big cocks?"

	“Yeah…ahh.” Victoria stroked my head with one finger, eliciting the long drawn-out reply.

	The time for talks seemed to be over. The three fucks accelerated again. Still, Victoria's hand didn't let go of my penis.

	First, Tom squirted. You could tell he was cumming inside Lydia.

	Finally, he pulled his cock out of hers and cummed twice more on her crotch with great thrust.

	Tom was followed by Lamar. He also squirts first in Victoria and finally on her pubic area.

	Meanwhile, my eyes were already focused on my wife. With quick thrusts Pedro fucked my Sandra. But then he suddenly stopped. His tail was just

	
two or three inches in my wife. He cums inside her too, and just like Tom and Lamar, he pulls out his penis to cum all over her privates.

	My gaze slid over the shame of the three women. Each of them was now marked by clear traces of sperm.

	“Robert, would you please lick me to orgasm. I've earned that, too?"

	At those words from Victoria, I couldn't suppress a throbbing in my cock. Victoria was still holding him and I feared even she felt it.

	I watched with wide eyes as Robert resumed his old position. It all happened incredibly fast. But for me it started in slow motion. I watched as he stuck out his tongue and licked his wife's privates for the first time. From the sight he offered me, I would almost like to assume that he did this with great pleasure.

	Very slowly he licked her shame and the trappings. His wife 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 pubic area.

	He's licking everywhere Lamar has squirted , rushed through my mind in recognition. How perverse!

	My cock acknowledged this realization with another pulsing.

	»Helmut, would you please lick me to orgasm. I've earned that, too?"

	My head flew to Lydia - now she had repeated the words. Involuntarily, I immediately moved on to my wife. I expected, feared and hoped that she would use those words next. But she remained silent. Her eyes focused on Helmut. She watches as he licks his wife clean too.

	Robert was already one step further. His tongue unabashedly plowed through his wife's privates, parting her labia. I watched him pause for a moment. With his fingers he pulled his wife's labia to the side. Then his tongue pushed into her.

	I got to see him trying to fuck her with his tongue. He kept slurping on her too. After a while he also took a finger to help and thrust it into her. Licked him off again and again in between. I was pretty sure I knew what kind of slime was on it. A mix of his wife's juices and their bull's cum.

	My gaze led back to my wife. I got to see Victoria push an arm to her side, suggestive. Then she whispered something to her. Sandra shook her head in response.

	She does not want to. At first I thought she didn't want me to play this game. Then, in my excitement, I saw through it more clearly. She had asked me at the railing and I had declined. Made it clear that I wasn't ready, at least not yet.

	I don't know if it's weird. But I felt her consideration as a great token of love. That sounds really strange. One would think it would be a matter of course. But we had already broken through many things we took for granted in the last few months.

	Victoria whispered to my Sandra. Then she turned her gaze to me and got up from the bed. Victoria Paulsen can probably not help but appear dominant in every situation and 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 her large breasts opened

	squeezed my torso.

	"Sandra thinks you're not ready yet?" she asked me. "I disagree."

	She hadn't said it. But it was clear what she was talking about. I felt her pull on my penis, taking a step backwards. She led me with her firm grip to the foot of the bed. From here I looked at my wife lying in front of me. From behind I felt Victoria's breasts press against my back.

	»Peter, would you please lick your Sandra to orgasm. Surely she deserves that too?”

	Victoria breathed those words into my ear. It had become dead quiet around us. That's how my wife must have heard the words. From the way she looked, she had heard them. She stared at me without moving and our eyes met again.

	Suddenly I was kneeling on the bed. Whether it was entirely of her own accord or involved a little nudge from Victoria, I can't say for sure. I was too excited to remember such details. My pulse would certainly have panicked any doctor.

	I looked at my wife's glistening pubes. In the meantime, some of the sperm had already dried up. I slowly approached my wife's shame. This time entirely of my own accord. The world around me was completely forgotten. My world consisted only of Sandra, me and above all her shame.

	I stopped a few inches from her privates. I was bent low now. From this angle I had a much better view of the entrance to her sanctuary. Here I saw a viscous white drop that was slowly struggling under gravity and would soon fall towards the bed sheet.

	I watched this game for what felt like an eternity. It was probably less than a minute though. Nobody spoke a word around me. Everyone must have been waiting spellbound to see if I would actually do it. Probably didn't want to get me out of my trance into the here and now either.

	Then it happened. The drop began to detach from my wife's vulva. Faster and faster he ran down and would fall towards the bed sheet. I didn't have time to think. Instead, I just acted. My tongue caught him skillfully.

	This time I was sure to taste a salty taste explosion on my tongue. My wife's juice had also mixed in, but there was still a lot of Pedro to taste.

	I paused briefly, then carefully licked again. This time there was no emergency. So I licked once from the outside. Caressed her labia, played a little with her clit and thought I could smell Pedro's sperm everywhere - taste it.

	I had lost the fight - or had I won? While licking my wife, I slowly came back to reality. Realized that there was still a world around us.

	Still, I didn't stop licking. Instead, my arms slipped under my wife's legs to have all the more control over her and to be able to press her vulva to my mouth.

	"It's okay," I heard a voice whisper next to me. I looked to the side for a moment. Victoria knelt on the bed next to me and watched me lasciviously.

	This was probably what she lived for. Where she wanted to take us all along. Through her victims , she relived the first few months as a hotwife and cuckold over and over again.

	'If you pull your wife's labia apart a little and your tongue on

	If you have the entrance to her cave ready to go on a treasure hunt, then you could be in for a nice surprise," she whispered to me, spellbound.

	I still hadn't dared to penetrate my wife. The first - certainly the biggest -

	Pedro had shot down squirts in Sandra. What might I find there?

	But Victoria's request was enough to take away my last reserve. There was no turning back.

	The taste told me clearly that my treasure hunt was successful. In addition, my wife seemed to like my tongue fuck. With her hand she grabbed my head and pushed it even closer to her. So she also pressed my nose between her labia. But I didn't mind. Enjoyed the moment completely. Especially since my penis was played around by a hand.

	"Stop!"

	To my surprise, it was Sandra who suddenly stopped this game. Actually, it should have ended with an orgasm. Instead of hugging my head, she suddenly pushed it away. I looked up at her. She smiled at me happily and contentedly. There didn't seem to be a problem.

	Sandra pushed away from me and swung herself off the bed with a flourish. With a

	»Come« she grabbed my hand and led me towards the hallway. She made a short stop at Pedro's.

	"Give us a head start of 15 minutes," she said, kissing him on the mouth. Then she pulled me further - back into our shared bedroom.

	Giggling like a teenager, she ran the last few meters to our bed and threw herself on it. Spread her legs wide apart there.

	"Fuck me!" she exclaimed lustfully.

	Of course I didn't have to be asked twice and I literally lunged at her and shoved my cock inside her. Thanks to Pedro it was pretty easy, not to say slippery.

	It didn't take much to make me cum. Less than five minutes of wild fucking and I squirted into Sandra. I turned to the side, exhausted.

	Sandra turned to me and laid her head on my chest. From here she looked up at me.

	"I love you," she whispered to me. "You're unbelievable."

	"Incredibly depraved?" I asked, slightly sobering over what had happened.

	"Aren't we both?" Sandra asked back, obviously wanting to put my words into perspective. “I know it wasn't easy for you just now. After our conversation, I wanted to... well... I'm sorry if it was too much? Victoria can sometimes...

	if she wants something..."

	"She lost a dominatrix," I pointed out.

	"I don't think any dominatrix can keep up with her," Sandra replied with a confident voice. "She has a very different power over men... and us women."

	"Women?"

	“She led us both here… to this game. Spoiled us.” Sandra laughed briefly, then became very serious. "Do you regret it?"

	I remained silent at first and thought about the last few months. Do I regret it? There was a lot that I could never have imagined. Sensible Peter thought I was a fool. But this Peter seemed to lose importance - at least when it came to ours

	sexual pleasure went.

	"No," I answered succinctly after my time to think it over. Sandra looked at me with satisfaction.

	"Neither do I," laughed Sandra and snuggled up to me.

	"You still haven't come," I said.

	"Pedro can take care of that right away," announced Sandra. I wondered if she knew that choice of words had a demeaning effect on me. Not in a bad way - but in a way that my cock responded to immediately.

	"I'm coming! I'm coming! I'm coming!"

	The call had reached us down the hall from the neighboring suite. I looked at Sandra confused.

	"They're playing the I'm coming game over there," Sandra laughed. "If you remember, we used to play together."

	That seemed like an eternity ago to me.

	"Actually I didn't want to do that," announced Sandra. 'Seemed kind of inappropriate for our vacation. But now that I hear our neighbors... um... You can come over as often as you like tonight. But every time I want to hear your loud call. Would that be okay?"

	Sandra looked at me with her pout and big eyes. How could I refuse?

	'There's something else. I'd like the bed for Pedro and I alone."

	"Okay," I replied, confused. But had to admit that I had rarely shared the same bed with them in the past either.

	"If you want to sleep, then please in the second bedroom."

	"You want? The …"

	'I want to spend the night with another man. All night. Does that make you horny?'

	With her last words she grabbed my cock. He had already straightened himself up.

	"Seems so," I admitted resignedly.

	A short time later Pedro came into our bedroom. I looked at Sandra again. She pulled me close 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 response and looked in the direction of Pedro. With a nod we greeted each other and I got up from the bed and stepped to the side.

	Pedro and Sandra took their time more than ever before. Kissed, caressed and had fun with each other. I stood by and could only watch. After a while I sat down in a chair.

	It hurt to see Sandra in a love game that seemed so familiar, with another man. But this did not detract from my excitement. On the contrary - I couldn't help but grab my cock with one hand.

	Her game slowly picked up speed. Sandra gave Pedro a blowjob. It was quite a sight to see such a big cock pushing her lips out.

	Then the main act began. This time I was allowed to watch how Sandra climbed onto Pedro. A wild ride followed.

	My hand meanwhile completed a wild ride.

	From next door I heard three more "I'm coming". It reminded me painfully of Sandra's assignment. But I was already far too far to give up an orgasm. I was still debating whether to say those words. But I certainly wouldn't do without my climax.

	Sandra literally screamed out her lust and showed herself completely uninhibited.

	But before she or Pedro could come, she slowed down and just rode him slowly. Her eyes focused on my hand and her work.

	"Faster," she urged me. "I want to see you come... hear you come."

	That was a pretty clear request. She alone was almost enough for me to take the last step. After half a minute of her gaze, I came.

	"I'm coming!" I exclaimed relieved. "I'm coming!" I exclaimed a second time with satisfaction. "I'm coming!" I exclaimed one last time and sagged back exhausted.

	While Sandra turned back to Pedro, I embarrassed myself towards the second bedroom. A few days ago our children had slept here.

	I was still naked, so I threw myself down on the bed, exhausted. Although I could still hear the sounds of pleasure from our bedroom and the neighboring suite, I was overcome by tiredness.

	 

	CHAPTER 8

	Of course, it was inevitable that I would be woken up again and again during the night by clear noises. Both in the neighboring suite as well as Pedro and my wife, the air didn't seem to run out.

	Of course, that didn't go unnoticed by me either. Around 2 a.m. I set off with a stand towards Pedro and Sandra. I sneaked up on quiet soles.

	But instead of stepping into the room, I just watched her secretly. Pedro took my wife hard from behind. Again and again he slapped her bottom. Sandra seemed to be out of her mind.

	I masturbated in step with Pedro's fucking movements and came to orgasm together with Sandra. Unnoticed, I then crept back into the second bedroom.

	Later I was woken up again. "Peter," I heard my wife's voice. I woke up slowly. Sandra crouched next to me. I felt her hand on my penis. She had already let him rise.

	"Sandra?" I indicated that I had woken up. The light was off. Only a little light came in from the hallway.

	"I have something for you," she announced. The next moment her lips were already covering my cock and they started a wild and deep blowjob.

	After about a minute she left the squat and swung onto the bed. Suddenly she was lying on me in the 69. Her thighs descended on me and I got to feel her wet shame once more. Her last lap with Pedro didn't seem long ago.

	Sandra shook her bottom invitingly and pressed her shame to my lips.

	Certainly under the impression of my arousal, I stuck out my tongue and licked it again. Got to taste Pedro one more time. At least I suspected that it was stuck with this pairing.

	It didn't take long and I cum inside Sandra. She literally sucked me dry. Without an orgasm of her own, she got off me.

	"Sleep well," she said goodbye with a kiss and left the room again. She closed the door behind her.

	It was late in the morning when I woke up again. It should be after 10 a.m. I sat up tired and broken.

	Another crazy night was behind me. A night that made me even more of a cuckold. In which Sandra had spent the whole night with another man. And me

	Had done things that most people would at best shake their heads at. When in doubt, rather with disgust or at least incomprehension. I could hardly understand it myself.

	I dragged myself into the shower. Tried to be able to think clearly again through the cool water. Then I stepped into our actual bedroom. There was no trace of Sandra and Pedro to be found.

	I calmly looked around. Tried to discover traces of their nocturnal activities. Sandra's underwear was still on the floor. The bedspread was untidy, but her juices had dried up long ago.

	Our room door opened suddenly and Sandra came in. She looked worn out and sweaty. Of course, I immediately had pretty definite thoughts as to what activities the sweat was coming from. But she explained that she had been to the gym. She asked me to order breakfast in my room. I could really use that myself. It took a while for room service to show up. Sandra just got out of the shower. Together we pushed the small covered rolling table outside onto the balcony.

	I was expecting another more or less pleasant encounter with Victoria here. But when I stepped onto the balcony, I stopped short and stopped abruptly. Sandra ran up on me from behind. I turned to her and she realized why I was so taken aback.

	"I've had the balcony divider reinstalled and the door is locked too," she informed 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. But nothing more than a simple »okay« escaped my lips. I was too perplexed. Was expecting that she couldn't wait to be taken by Pedro again. Instead, she brought me back into focus - her husband.

	I was pleased to see that she was still able to prioritize it. Worrying about how I felt.

	We spent the last 48 hours on board the ship together. True, we saw Victoria and the rest twice. But we paid little attention to each other. Sandra turned to me immediately both times.

	We used the time to make extensive use of all onboard offers.

	We swam and sunned, spent time in the hot tub, enjoyed a couples massage, listened to a band, and ate way too much good food.

	Of course we couldn't do without sex either. My personal highlight was that I was once again allowed to take Sandra anally. Actually a practice that should be reserved for the Bulls in the future. But Sandra was now less sure if this was really necessary. At least on special occasions I should continue to enjoy it. So far I was still able to be happy that I was the only man who was allowed to spoil her like that.

	 

	CHAPTER 9

	I stood alone at the rail and watched our cruise ship pull into the port of Miami. A memorable cruise came to an end. I would certainly feel the effects for a long time to come.

	There was a knock on our room door. Sandra was in the shower and so I marched over to open it. In front of me stood Victoria Paulsen.

	"Good morning," she wished me and walked past me. "Sandra is in the bathroom?"

	"Yes."

	"Perfect. I have something here for you.«

	Victoria had a black leather bag slung over her shoulder. She took it down and opened it. A package came out. Wrapped in all black wrapping paper and decorated with a gold bow.

	"For me?" I wondered, irritated.

	"Please open it at home first," she instructed me. I looked at her in surprise. "And maybe you'll open it yourself - without your wife," she added, looking visibly pleased.

	"Have a safe trip home."

	She marched past me and left our suite. I examined the package, but there was no evidence of its contents. I heard the shower turn off and looked down at my suitcase. I quickly opened it and squeezed the gift between my clothes.

	"Was anyone here?" Sandra asked me, puzzled.

	"Just room service," I lied.

	Victoria, Lydia, Helmut and Tom still wanted to visit an event in the States.

	As far as I could tell, this was about cuckolding. Pedro and Lamar would also stay in the US for another week. They visited their families.

	So Sandra and I went back home on our own. We were in a good mood despite the end of the holiday. The only thing that made me feel light in my stomach was the present in my suitcase. What devilry awaited me this time? Was it about the last act announced by Victoria in our seduction to cuckold and hotwife?

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	FOREVER CUCKOLD?

	VOLUME 5

	 

	CHAPTER 1

	A flight can be damn long. Especially if you have had a very busy holiday.

	Sandra and I were returning from our Caribbean cruise. For many people, our experiences on this trip would have been drastic. For us it was no small thing. And yet it was just the continuation of a long line of sexual practices not practiced or accepted by the masses.

	My wife had fun with other men. This is certainly not that rare.

	But my Sandra didn't have to cheat for it. She had my blessing.

	She had made me a cuckold. We slipped deeper and deeper into this world.

	A woman was to blame for everything - Victoria Paulsen.

	She ran the cucky club. She seems to take pleasure in throwing us deeper and deeper into this world. Always accusing us of new perversions.

	Maybe I'm exaggerating. Most of it was just normal sex. But the kind I couldn't offer my wife. I couldn't keep up with the Bulls' cocks. But I often wondered if that was the only reason. If I was allowed to watch my wife, I could only marvel at the energy with which the bull and she attacked each other.

	That fascinated me immensely. But I couldn't offer it to Sandra myself. I tried, but it just wasn't me. When I attacked them rabidly, I felt ridiculous at best. In the end it was more the cuddle sex variant. In this turn, I thought I was pretty good.

	But I couldn't offer my wife everything. Had to keep things from her if I just wanted to keep her to myself. I think that's how Victoria Paulsen cracked me. Sandra was probably easier. In the end, she was the big winner in that game.

	Even by our new standards, we had had a particularly turbulent week.

	At first, Sandra had alienated me and I had to experience how three bulls walked into our suite. It was supposed to be our week. I admit that I had also considered it particularly my week. Sandra all to myself. No kids, Bulls, or Victoria Paulsen. puff cake!

	In the end I had to make friends with this reality. As is so often the case, it was easy for me. I let my cock make the decisions too easily. He's not a giant, but he still seems to drain a lot of blood from my brain.

	Maybe I would have decided differently if I had known what was still to come. That my wife had her first lesbian sex without my presence

	given. At least it was good for a nice fantasy and sooner or later I would certainly be allowed to be there. I'm very simply knitted, I certainly wouldn't be able to say no.

	But if I had known what humiliations I would have to endure. Would even voluntarily endure me. And yes, I even felt pleasure doing it. Those were the things that would make every Otto Normalo just shake his head.

	I had practically played the servant with Helmut and Robert. In a bar, our ladies and their bulls were given drinks. Plenty of pairs of eyes had observed us and probably thought their part. I guess I had to be glad that few knew about my other humiliation.

	I had licked my wife. An attentive man might do that for his wife. But hardly right after another man had cummed on or in her.

	And now it just wouldn't get out of my head. would i do it again Did Sandra expect me to repeat it? She even suggested that I might do it for the other women in the club too. These were actually taboo for me, but for this case they were happy to make an exception.

	Sandra and I still had a lot to talk about. Back home we had to get our lives back on track. Our children would take care of that on their own. At home we had to keep up the good appearance to the outside world. Nobody would shake that. Even Victoria found this extremely important. The club shouldn't get too much attention after all.

	However, intimate conversations were not possible for us. Whether in the airport or on the plane, we were surrounded by many people. Certainly some Germans. They really didn't need to know what my wife and I were up to.

	So I was allowed to think a lot about our situation. The gift from Victoria in particular stuck in my mind. I quickly hid it from my wife. Still packed, it flew home with us. Whatever was in it, one could only expect new devilry from Victoria Paulsen.

	Our plane landed in Frankfurt in the afternoon. From there we took the train home. Sandra's parents and our children were waiting for us at the train station.

	After a week of separation, the joy of reunion was great.

	We treated ourselves to an ice cream and talked about our second week of vacation. Of course, we could only tell very selectively.

	After the long journey, I was happy when we were finally allowed to enter our own little house in the evening. The children ran to their rooms. For the first time my wife and I were truly undisturbed.

	“Are you leaving the suitcases in the laundry room? Unpacking and washing will have to wait until tomorrow.«

	I was only too happy to do that. I also needed a good opportunity to stow away the gift from Victoria. I certainly wouldn't present it to my wife until I saw it myself.

	I took our suitcases to the laundry room. There was no order. Sandra had stowed our ample luggage mixed up in three suitcases. I was a bit helpless to think about which one contained the present. I was forced to dig aimlessly at it. I soon had it in my hand. A small box wrapped in black wrapping paper and a red bow.

	 Black wrapping paper - who comes up with such ideas? Moment! Black is beautiful correct. But a red ribbon? Wasn't it... wasn't it gold?

	I stared at the box in my hand, confused. I hadn't gone insane.

	The bow had been gold colored. It rattled in me at full speed. In the end, I could only come up with two theories.

	Either I was wrong and the ribbon was really red, or somewhere in these suitcases there was another box with a gold ribbon waiting for me. That would mean, then, that Victoria had given my wife a present as well.

	I would have preferred to have been mad at my Sandra. She had withheld this information from me. your own husband! But then, of course, this would have been a clear glass house case.

	I put the present aside and rummaged through the suitcases again. Hearing if my wife would go looking for me. But for the moment she was busy making sure the kids got to bed.

	I rummaged through the suitcases for a few minutes. I was beginning to think I must have been wrong. However, I did not stop my search. I was way too wild for that. Instead I started a second very systematic search.

	Suitcase for suitcase.

	And then I got a square something to grab. I pulled it out and stared at the gold ribbon in horror. Victoria actually gave us both a gift.

	Maybe I should have confronted my wife right then and there. Instead, I put her gift back in the suitcase and rushed to my office with my gift.

	"Peter?" my wife called out to me on the way there. But first I had to get rid of the box. I heard Sandra already hurrying down the stairs. I was so loud that she would surely make a beeline for my office. I quickly stuffed the gift into a drawer and sat down on my office chair.

	"Peter," came my wife's call again. But this time right next to me. Sandra had built herself up in the door frame. "You don't want to work tonight, do you?"

	“Well I… there must be a lot of emails there.”

	"I know something much better than that," Sandra announced, taking two steps towards me. She leaned down to me and gave me a kiss. »Our last fuck is already over 24

	hours ago."

	It seemed to be a side effect of the Cucky Club that Sandra was much more vulgar and direct about sex and her cravings. Also one of those constant and sluggish changes in our lives. But certainly not to my disadvantage at this moment.

	Sandra sat on my lap and kissed me. A few minutes later we found ourselves in our marital bed for the first time in two weeks. We were both anxious to give the other a good time.

	I could use the relaxation. For a short time, Sandra gave me completely different thoughts. Showed me at the same time that she could still find pleasure in me in bed.

	"I needed that," Sandra commented very openly afterwards.

	"There we are."

	“Was it a nice holiday after all? The second week too?”

	"She had her difficulties, but not everything was bad."

	"I promise, if we ever take another vacation like this, I'll talk to you about it first."

	 

	CHAPTER 2

	We had come home on a Sunday. On Monday morning I went straight to work. I had informed each of my customers about my absence. Naturally, however, a few e-mails had accumulated. First, however, I wanted to review the ongoing advertising campaigns. I had a lot of work ahead of me.

	Sandra still had two days of vacation. She initially took care of our large pile of laundry. I couldn't help but wonder if she also used the time to open her gift. Mine was still in the drawer. I was bursting with curiosity. Partly my work held me back. Besides, I'd rather have Sandra out of the house when I opened it. However, I didn't want to begrudge Victoria the win either, so I jumped at it wildly. I imagined her just waiting for me to finally open it.

	That was nonsense, of course, because she wouldn't be coming back from the US until later in the week. With Helmut, Lydia and her husband she hung out at some event.

	"I'm shopping," my wife announced around noon. »There is a gaping emptiness in our fridge.«

	"Do that," I said cautiously. That's exactly what I was waiting for.

	I listened carefully as Sandra drove the car from the yard. For a brief moment I thought about giving her a few minutes. But my curiosity won. I opened the drawer and pulled out the gift.

	With trembling fingers I started to unpack. The loop was stuck. I pulled and tugged at her. Let the tape make prints in my fingers. It was no use. I needed scissors. There should be one on my desk somewhere. But nothing was found.

	I rushed to the kitchen and got a replacement.

	I wasted valuable time doing this. If Victoria had achieved anything, it was that I was very excited about the content. After the loop, I was in a hurry to tear open the paper. Luckily that was very easy.

	I looked at the gift in my hand. A box made of black faux leather. A gold-colored embroidery was found on the top.

	For our beloved Cucky Club member Cuckold Peter Neumann I had to swallow and pause for a moment. I'd been called a cuckold a few times by now, but seeing it written on the box felt very definitive.

	Of course, my curiosity was still not satisfied. What was in the box? Quite

	I slowly opened them.

	No! I exclaimed internally. Victoria can't be serious.

	I could identify the parts immediately. I've seen her a few times on the internet. However, I always clicked them away right away. I really couldn't do anything with that. Maybe I shouldn't have been so ignorant. What other devilry could one have expected from Victoria Paulsen?

	Some metal objects were found in the box. They shone very clearly in the light. Put together they form a cage for the penis.

	Victoria wants to emasculate me?

	That might have been a bit of an exaggeration, but that's what I thought at first. At the end of the day, it was about the fact that you could no longer dispose of your own equipment as you pleased. So far I had insight into this object before my eyes.

	I took the individual parts out of the box. All parts were metal. The largest in penis shape. Plus a couple of circular parts. I was wondering how it was supposed to work as a whole.

	However, the enclosed small lock made it clear that one was convinced of the functionality. I stared at it, shaking my head, and put it aside. Looked at the penis-shaped body again. What the hell?

	I discovered a small engraving: Property of Sandra Neumann Victoria's humiliations seemed to know no bounds. Did she really think I would just let myself be locked away? And then this engraving. I could not argue against their content. Maybe not ownership, but my wife was welcome to own my cock. But certainly not like that. We wouldn't play there.

	I threw the pieces back into the box. I paused briefly at the lock. Victoria , I laughed inwardly. Angry and amused at the same time. She must have thought I was particularly stupid. An open lock was included. However, there were no keys in the box.

	Packed up, I put the box back in the drawer. Then leaned back in my chair.

	Victoria probably knew exactly why she was still in the United States. Otherwise I would have gone straight away and thrown the present at her feet.

	So all I could do was stare blankly at my screen and scratch my legs. My cock enjoyed the freedom. Hard he called for freedom and satisfaction.

	I did him a favour. My pants quickly fell down. I chose the first porn that came my way. A blonde - like my wife - was having fun with a black guy. I can be that simple, but it helped me to orgasm quickly. Because despite all the excitement about Victoria, I still had some work to do.

	 

	CHAPTER 3

	I got my work done, my wife returned with her groceries, and the children with their playmates.

	The gift from Victoria stayed very much in my mind. I had to process that first. And as I did so, another question grew stronger. What was hidden in the other gift? What had Victoria given my wife?

	I pictured her in a medieval chastity belt. That was amusing, but there wasn't nearly enough space for that. Maybe a small sex toy? Or would she dare something completely different? Could the gift hide the key?

	Sandra didn't mention her gift at all. Instead, she appeared in good spirits. She seemed to care little about her present or its contents. From their point of view, we had a pretty normal start to the week.

	In the evening I sat in front of the television. Sandra lay down next to me.

	"Put a hand under my panties," she announced, amused.

	My hand immediately went on a wandering with interest. Slipped under her panties and through her slightly damp crease.

	'Not in front. In the back,” she grinned at me.

	So the journey continued. Along her hips across her buttocks. I briefly held her tight bottom in my hand. Sandra's excited look made me suspect that I hadn't arrived at my destination yet. However, I had a suspicion and it was confirmed - a butt plug.

	It wasn't her first time. But we let it slide a bit.

	"So you can take me straight away," she announced, to my delight. "And so I can try my hand at something bigger soon."

	She didn't need to elaborate. She finally wanted to feel a bull and his cock there too. The last enclave that was mine alone would soon be history.

	I had come to terms with that a long time ago. After all, thanks to the cuckold story, I had enjoyed anal sex at all. And the chances were pretty good that it wouldn't be the end of it.

	So our little sexual revolution had its pros and cons. At least for me.

	I couldn't find any disadvantages for Sandra.

	That evening I enjoyed our sex once more. For three days in a row I hadn't had to share my wife with anyone. There was something nice about that too. But I also felt like I was waiting for something to happen again.

	"That was good," Sandra commented on our sex.

	"Yes," I admitted with satisfaction. Only three minutes ago I had hosed down.

	“Tomorrow we continue?” Sandra grinned at me.

	"Gladly."

	"Good. I'll be in the club first and then we'll continue together later.«

	That wasn't what the proposal in my head looked like, but why not? The club had become part of our lives and I was happy to come second to her.

	The next evening, Sandra made her way to the club. The children were already in bed. I sat in front of the TV and thought again. Am I allowed to spy on my wife and look for where she hid her present?

	I couldn't really decide. I ended up in front of my computer instead. I wanted to get some work done. Then I could sleep in the next morning.

	Instead, I had to keep looking at the drawer. There was the box with the

	"Penis thing". I wasn't even sure what to call it.

	In English it was something with "chastity" - chastity. The word chastity belt was on the tip of my tongue. But it wasn't a belt, my fastidious side said.

	I tried my luck with Google. My interest and hunting instinct were awakened.

	"Penis cage" was the first thing that caught my eye. That pretty much sums it up.

	I was angry with Victoria Paulsen. But above all, stunned. What was she thinking? I didn't want to deal with it any longer and made my way to the bedroom.

	I got ready for bed and wanted to while away the time with a book until Sandra returned. But my eyes kept falling on the cupboards. Could Victoria's gift be in here somewhere?

	Our bedroom and office were the best places to hide things from our kids' eyes. They rarely came in here and certainly didn't search the closets.

	In the end, the urge became too great. Sandra would probably have to wait at least another half hour. In any case, I would get to hear them in time.

	The first thing I did was venture a look into her half of the closet. I found some nice things like her lingerie. But nothing unusual.

	I turned and dropped my gaze to the dresser. Blacky should be in there, among other things. The big black dildo. We played around with him at the beginning of our development into Cuckold and Hotwife. The demand for Blacky was meanwhile very low. Sandra almost always had the opportunity to have fun with the real Blackys of this world.

	I found Blacky and other toys like the butt plugs. It was here of all places that I found Victoria's gift. Sandra still hadn't unpacked it. The red ribbon kept it securely closed.

	But that didn't stop me from taking a closer look. Could my guess be correct? Was it the key to the penis cage?

	I weighed the gift in my hand. It was pretty heavy for a simple key. Perhaps if the casket were to be particularly heavy. I wasn't sure. I tried to find out more with the shake test. I held it close to my ear and

	shook the present gently and then more wildly back and forth. Something could be heard.

	Lighter and darker tones. Didn't exactly sound like a key. But could be more than one object. Where's the X-ray machine when you need it...

	I gave up and went back to bed.

	"Honey?" my wife's voice woke me. I was still holding my tablet. Fell asleep while reading. When I saw my Sandra, I became much more awake.

	She had stripped down to her lingerie. Corset, suspenders and silk stockings. For her first visit to the club in over two weeks, she had dressed up properly. Probably also because the Bulls you know best are still in the USA. "Still ready for some fun?"

	The question was more than unnecessary. Especially since her hand had already found its way between my legs. My cock responded immediately. He was definitely ready.

	Sandra jerked me off and sucked my cock briefly. "I've got something else for you." She swung onto me and slid upstairs. Her legs wedged my head.

	That told me more than clearly what she meant by her words.

	Once more I should lick her freshly fucked pussy. I did it twice on the cruise. Sandra seemed to want to make it a standard program for us.

	I still had a hard time with that. My wife having fun with other men. That was easy. Licking them afterwards and also getting a taste of the bull. That would probably have caused disgust, horror and incomprehension in the majority of society.

	But Sandra knew exactly how to achieve her goals. She leaned back and grabbed my cock in one hand.

	'Whenever you're ready. Just pull my panties aside.”

	If she had simply pressed her shame in my face, that would have been easier. That small gesture made me a much more active participant. I initiated it myself. I couldn't see much in the dim light. But the smell of their joint juices got into my nostrils.

	I carefully pushed her panties aside. I poked at her privates with my tongue.

	My taste buds immediately reported a definite taste. The consistency of the creamy liquid was also clear.

	I could feel my cock pulsing with excitement. He seemed to like dirty games. I blame him for what happened next.

	The first two times, I had mostly been cautious. I also didn't want to give the impression that I liked doing it. This time my lust left me no choice. After a few cautious seconds, I let go of my inhibitions and attacked my wife's privates savagely.

	Lick, suck and stab. My tongue, lips and mouth drew a wild squeak from my wife.

	However, she did not let it come to an orgasm. Licked clean she let herself down from me.

	"I love you," she let me know with a deep kiss. A wild tongue game followed. She pushed herself towards me. With one hand she maneuvered my cock into her and straightened up.

	A wild ride followed. Finally I was allowed to watch her breasts bouncing in time again.

	'Come my little stallion. Cum inside me,' she challenged. That was enough to explode my arousal into a final orgasm.

	"Honey?" she asked a few minutes later.

	"Yes?"

	'I hope you don't mind, but I met a lovely couple at the club. They asked if we would like to go out together on Friday. I have agreed. I hope that was okay?”

	“Hm… a couple? What a…” She didn't mean a cop with a hotwife, did she? At least that was my concern.

	'A normal couple. They are married. Lisa and Jan.«

	I gave my consent. Even if that was of course only a formality. Sandra had already created facts.

	 

	CHAPTER 4

	I developed a daily routine. As soon as my wife left the house, I checked the dresser. But she didn't seem to be about to open the gift. That red ribbon was always staring at me.

	That annoyed me immensely. I couldn't wait to look at my gift myself. Its shocking content naturally kept me busy on a daily basis. But I didn't know how to deal with it. I couldn't offer anything better than waiting and throwing it at Victoria's feet when she got back.

	Aside from these self-doubts, I had a pretty normal week between family and work. Our daughter spent Friday night with a friend and our son with my parents. Nothing stood in the way of our evening with the couple I didn't know. Sandra started early and dressed up. She also enlisted my help.

	I was allowed to freshly shave her pubic area.

	“Honey, you're starting to feel some stubble again. It would be best if you shave every week from now on.”

	That didn't sound like a request. I was still conflicted about my bare cock. At least a little hair gave me a certain masculinity.

	On the other hand, I had to admit that being completely naked down there could feel wonderful. This gave my wife's touch something extra.

	In the end I complied and shaved between my legs as well.

	Finely dressed up, we set off at 6:30 p.m. We reserved a table for four for 7pm. Sandra hadn't told me much about Jan and Lisa.

	"Hello!" Jan greeted us in a broad, distinctly Dutch-sounding accent.

	This one was really unmistakable. My wife got a kiss on each cheek and I got a firm handshake.

	I studiously gave his wife a kiss on the cheek.

	Jan van der Meer quickly took over the conversation. A person couldn't be much more extroverted. He has been living in Germany with his wife for ten years. Both had learned their first German words at school and spoke excellent German.

	"How was your cruise with us?" Jan asked my wife. I looked at her slightly confused.

	With us?

	"Wonderful. Thanks for the beautiful suite,” Sandra accepted the answer.

	All I could do was read between the lines. He must have some connection to the

	shipping company. This had its headquarters for the European mainland in Frankfurt.

	My wife once mentioned that we had a club member to thank for the upgrade. We were probably sitting across from him.

	It didn't take long for Jan to talk about his work. Confirmed my suspicion.

	He led marketing and sales for Continental Europe.

	“You do online marketing?” he asked me with interest. We were quickly immersed in a conversation about our work. A good part of his marketing budget went into online marketing.

	Unlike me, he wasn't an online marketing specialist. He made the strategic decisions and instructed his employees. In addition to online advertising, he was also responsible for television and print advertising or completely different forms of advertising.

	But he knew enough keywords and soon we were deep in discussions about common mistakes in online marketing.

	Luckily, our wives had enough to talk about themselves, too.

	We spent a relaxing time together. Enjoyed the excellent food and drank good wine.

	"Now forget about work," Lisa urged her husband. My Sandra also looked at me invitingly.

	After two hours we left the restaurant. From here we could walk to Jan and Lisa's house. There should be a drink there.

	They had a nice big house. Not as isolated as our house. Jan lit the fireplace. The mood was relaxed.

	Jan took his wife in his arms and danced a few circles to soft pop music. He released her from his arms. Lisa sat down on the sofa. Jan turned to my wife.

	"May I please." What a charmer.

	Sandra complied with his request immediately. Instead of just a few loose circles, they danced much more intimately with each other.

	I watched with irritation as their bodies pressed together, they kissed for the first time and whispered to each other. Sandra made a very satisfied impression.

	The song ended and Jan looked at my wife invitingly. Asked a question, which she answered with a nod. She then left the room holding his hand. I watched them climb the stairs. Sandra turned to me twice and smiled at me. Even waved at me briefly.

	They disappeared from my sight and I could only stare after them with my mouth open. Would my Sandra get into bed with a cuckold now? Difficult to introduce.

	I turned to Lisa. She watched me in amusement. If my wife was allowed to have fun with her husband upstairs, did that mean I could get on her?

	I would never cheat on my wife, but of course my cock had its own ideas about this idea.

	After we had spent such a relaxed evening, I hadn't expected this turn of events at all.

	Lisa noticed my irritation. "A little fun will be allowed?"

	"Sure," I replied, not at all sure.

	»My Jan will give your Sandra a good time. No worries."

	I wondered how that was supposed to work. Sandra taught me one thing a little later

	better ones Her moaning and a "fuck me" could be heard clearly.

	"Why don't you come over to me? I'd like to have a good time, too."

	"So? I… That… um.”

	"No worries. Sandra knows about it and gave her the okay.«

	“Er… really?”

	I would have liked to ask myself, but it didn't seem the right moment to do so.

	"Really . . . come on."

	My cock made the decision. If in doubt, I would at least have a good excuse. How could I have known it was a lie?

	"Under my dress, please."

	I followed her instructions and slipped my head under her dress. I felt my way up her legs in the dark. Kissed her thighs. It urged me to her shame. My hand felt her first.

	Or would she have felt if her way hadn't been blocked. At first I thought I felt rubber, then cold metal. My hand ran over the area that was supposed to hide her private parts. Then make trips to the left and right. There, too, I felt rubber-lined metal.

	"You can reappear," announced an amused Lisa.

	"What?" were my first words back in the dim light of her living room.

	They were accompanied by a rhythmic clapping from the first floor.

	"Sorry. About your wife's permission was a lie."

	"What?" I exclaimed.

	"No worries. You never had a chance to betray her,” came back smiling. With these words she slipped out of her dress. 'I may have a little fun, too. You're far from the first to fall for it."

	I looked at her pubic area in amazement. She wore a chastity belt.

	"But? Why? Isn't your husband… isn't he?” I couldn't get any more words out.

	"My husband is a cop."

	I automatically looked towards the stairs. They seemed to be taking a break.

	At least I didn't hear anything.

	I looked back at Lisa. Disturbed and fascinated, my gaze caught her chastity belt again.

	"I'm currently having the pleasure of calling myself the only cuckquean in the Cucky Club."

	"The what?"

	"Cuckquean. The female version of cuckold.«

	"That means you..." I flopped down on the sofa. This was a development that I had not remotely expected. "What exactly does that mean?"

	“My husband has fun with other women. But not with other men. So really the exact opposite.«

	"Okay... that's... that surprises me."

	"You didn't think your wife was letting another cuckold up there," she smiled at me.

	"That seemed kind of strange and surprising to me."

	"Your wife was way too loud for that," Lisa joked and I had to laugh with her.

	Appropriately, my Sandra groaned again.

	"And you wear that thing voluntarily?"

	"Why not? You cuckolds have your cage too."

	"I don't," I said defensively.

	"You can see it," Lisa commented, looking at my crotch. A slight bulge through my erect cock became apparent there.

	'Why shouldn't I wear it? I'm faithful to my husband and have no interest in other men,' Lisa resumed the conversation.

	Lisa was now sitting naked in front of me. At least almost naked. Of course she still wore the chastity belt. Is a chastity belt a piece of clothing? , I wondered. Unashamedly she played with her breasts.

	'Why don't you unpack it. Doesn't it push him to freedom? Don't worry, I won't touch him. I am loyal to my Jan. You'll have to lend a hand yourself. I think your wife has other things to do tonight.”

	Lisa became a little more offensive in her choice of words. After the start was made, she thought she could afford to do this.

	I would like to say that I would not have followed the request. But it was too difficult to resist her. My body cried out for satisfaction.

	"There's the little one."

	Lisa seemed to enjoy using words to humiliate me. I didn't want to accept this without comment. "At least he's free."

	While the fun was upstairs again, I sat across from Lisa with my cock sticking out. I really didn't mean to give her the satisfaction. But in the end it was impossible for me not to lend a hand.

	"Does she allow you to come whenever you please?" she asked interested.

	"Naturally."

	"Hm."

	"What?"

	"Nothing."

	"Out with it."

	"You're still fairly new to the club."

	"And?"

	“Perhaps the correct answer is that you can come as you please. It doesn't apply to many in the club.«

	This was new to me. Should many of the cuckolds in the club wear a penis cage? How could I have missed that? It probably wouldn't have been that difficult. Very often I didn't see the other cuckolds naked.

	"Certainly not the majority," came out of my mouth despite these considerations.

	Lisa seemed to have to think about it. She bobbed her head in deliberation.

	'It's difficult to judge. There are occasional members who don't come that often and aren't that deeply involved in all the shenanigans. Then there is the hardcore faction. She doesn't leave out a little game that even remotely fits into the cuckold fetish. Compared to what they are doing, a chastity belt is only marginally worth mentioning. But it's a small group. If I had to guess, I'd say half."

	"The half!"

	'Something like that. But you can also subdivide them further. Some get their toys

	only at whim. Others live it 24 hours a day.«

	We stayed quiet for a moment and listened to the wild goings on upstairs. This time her husband could also be heard clearly.

	"Our mission," Lisa announced, standing up.

	"What?"

	"Jan has come," she informed me. Lisa grabbed my hand, laughed at me funny and pulled me towards the stairs. I didn't fight back.

	The first door on the right was open and a quiet conversation could be heard. With a mixture of shame and excitement, I followed Lisa into the bedroom.

	Jan and Sandra lay naked on the bed. You could clearly see that they had had a really wild time together.

	"The first time with a woman is always something very special," commented a satisfied Jan in my direction. I nodded to him. My gaze, however, was tied to another sight.

	My wife was lying next to him. Her butt was on a pillow and thus slightly elevated. The Dutch sperm oozed out between her legs.

	"Lisa," Jan asked his wife.

	"Now," she replied. Then she leaned against me and whispered in my ear. "I'm sorry. I know you'd like to get to your wife right now. But Jan and I have an agreement. The first time with a new woman, I always get to go first.«

	Lisa stroked my penis. The exciting feeling associated with it was almost torture. I watched without a word as Lisa knelt on the bed. Not in front of her husband, but in front of my Sandra. Wearing only the chastity belt, she crawled forward a little. Then she grabbed my wife's knees with her hands and lifted her a little from the pillow.

	I was still standing right at the door. I automatically started to move and stood next to the bed. I had to keep a close eye on what was coming next.

	Lisa lowered her head. She calmly licked my wife's vulva, starting from below. I could literally watch as the mixture of semen and my wife's juices gathered on her tongue. Then it was gone. She systematically redirected my wife's shame. Then set about digging deeper into her and sucking out the remaining juices.

	I looked into my wife's face. She looked at me with obvious excitement. Her eyes looked deeper and I followed her gaze. She looked between my legs. My hand had grabbed my cock and was jerking it. It was only with difficulty that I was able to avoid ejaculating.

	"Come here darling," my wife urged me. Sandra leaned towards me on the edge of the bed and let my cock disappear in her mouth. It felt like she was trying to drive me insane. It only took me a few seconds to cum inside her.

	Sandra swallowed my sperm down.

	Then she picked Lisa up and gave her a wet kiss. "Thank you, you did very well."

	"At your service."

	“Could you please make your man hard for me again. I need another round. He bangs so well.”

	"Naturally."

	The little exchange struck me as a little odd. Stilted and memorized.

	As I found out later, Jan had previously instructed her in this way. It was part of the game between him and his wife.

	Lisa surrendered to her husband's cock with great intensity. He didn't seem to mind. I probably wouldn't have been able to muster that much restraint. Especially since my tail was up again.

	Sandra pulled me towards her once more. I sat down with her on the edge of the bed.

	"A pretty sight, isn't it?"

	I nodded absently and with great fascination. When giving a blowjob, Lisa really was a queen.

	“You can watch him take me in a moment… and then… then it’s your turn.”

	My turn - I assumed she didn't mean that I could then fuck her.

	Then I should play Lisa and lick her between the legs. I was pretty sure of that.

	Should I have run away screaming? Lisa's apologetic words before she attacked my wife made it clear that she was in the know anyway. Like so many things in the club, it didn't seem to be a particularly sensational practice. At least among the old hands.

	But for me it wasn't that easy. Especially in front of spectators. But I also knew that there was no turning back. My excitement didn't want it any other way either.

	Jan had let his wife heat him up enough. I sat down on two armchairs with Lisa. These happened to be ready in the best spectator position.

	Then things didn't go very quickly. Maybe Jan had to prove his stamina to me. However, many of the Bulls excelled at stamina in bed. Anyone who is allowed to have fun with another woman so often is probably in no hurry to have an orgasm. We got to watch them in a variety of different positions. Alternating soft and hard.

	In between there was blowing again and again and Sandra was allowed to enjoy an orgasm. Loudly she let us all know that the time had come.

	I couldn't help it and also played around with myself. I shouldn't come though. Lisa regularly asked me to take breaks. I was lucky later.

	But then the finale announced itself. The already familiar pillow was pushed under my wife's buttocks a second time. Jan took her in the missionary position quite traditionally. Now he seemed to be in a hurry and gave up his reticence. After a few minutes he dropped from my wife.

	“Peter,” came promptingly from Lisa. "Your committment."

	I got up as if on autopilot. My cock swung in front of me. I took a few steps and looked between my wife's private parts. Again, a little sperm oozed out. In addition, Jan had distributed two large splashes over my wife's pubic area.

	"Peter... just for you," my wife moaned, spreading her legs a little wider. I was already kneeling on the bed. My gaze remained bluntly directed ahead. I didn't want to look Jan or Lisa in the eye.

	Like Lisa before me, I reached under my wife's knees. At the beginning I also licked from bottom to top through her pubic area. My wife immediately pushed towards me. Groaned a satisfied "yes".

	I don't want to say that it became a habit to tease my wife after her fun

	to lick another man. This time, however, it was mainly the two new spectators that made it difficult.

	But Lisa made it a little easier for me. She joined my wife and kissed her. That turned me on enough to pounce on her with particular pleasure.

	From the corner of my eye I could see how Jan freed his wife from the chastity belt. A little later he was already in her and put down a wild fuck while his wife sucked on my wife's breasts.

	Jan can take his time. This time, on the other hand, it went very quickly. After ten minutes he squirted into his Lisa. This immediately crouched over my wife's face.

	I watched from below as my Sandra pulled her shame apart with her fingers.

	On our cruise she had had her first experiences of lesbian love. There together with Lydia and Victoria. Meanwhile, I tried different types of whiskey.

	She must have liked it. But I didn't learn much about it. But now she should lick a freshly splattered pussy for the first time.

	That certainly didn't worry her. Unlike before, thanks to the Cucky Club, she had even developed a taste for sperm. The disgust from before was gone. And so Sandra quickly immersed herself in Lisa.

	"Make way," Lisa asked me and the two women bet this game as 69

	fort.Suddenly Jan and I were sitting on the armchairs. "Beer?" he asked me. I said yes and we watched the two ladies with a cool wheat beer in our hands.

	"We both landed something pretty," commented Jan quite unashamedly.

	After the little lesbian interlude, Lisa went back into the chastity belt. Jan rejoined my wife.

	"Come on," Lisa invited me. "I'll show you the guest room."

	After a nod of approval from my wife, I followed her without resistance. I was exhausted anyway.

	 

	CHAPTER 5

	My wife had fun with Jan and probably also with Lisa until late at night. I didn't get any more of it. Not just because I was in the guest room, but because I was fast asleep. Exhaustion and maybe jet lag caught up with me.

	The next day we went home in a good mood. Sandra in particular seemed to be very satisfied with the course of the evening. I too have to admit that it was an interesting experience. Who would have thought that women could also share my fate?

	We picked up our kids. But they soon fled again. Sandra and I had the house to ourselves.

	I had to think about a few things about the last day. They weren't all enjoyable. One point literally jumped out at me and made me cringe internally.

	Could and did I really want to believe in coincidence? Just a few days ago Victoria had foisted a penis cage on me and now we happened to be spending an evening with a woman in a chastity belt.

	"Did you stay up late last night?" I asked my yawning wife.

	"We had a little more fun," she replied, smiling. That was my entry point into this topic.

	"How did you meet Jan and Lisa?"

	"In the club, of course."

	"Just at the bar?"

	"Is that important?"

	“Just so… I mean, those two are unusual. Even for the club.«

	"Yes," she laughed. “The game is reversed here. Has something too.«

	"Hm," I muttered in acknowledgment. I would have expected that among the unusual things she would also list the chastity belt.

	"What's wrong?" she noticed my mood.

	"Wasn't there something a little more unusual?"

	'More unusual? The chastity belt?” So she hadn't overlooked it after all.

	"Yes."

	"So do some of the men in the club," she admitted openly, to my horror. After the last few days, I also assumed that to be the case. So far I haven't seen any proof of that. Especially not for the fifty percent guessed by Lisa.

	“I don't want to be intrusive, but I have to repeat my question from the beginning. How did you meet Jan and Lisa?”

	"Why?"

	“I don't believe in coincidences anymore. Not if Victoria Paulsen could have a hand in it.«

	“Victoria? They mentioned that Victoria had told them about us. What a great couple we would be. You really wanted to meet us.«

	"Fuck!" I exclaimed. "Fuck!"

	"Peter? What's up? You're scaring me."

	I paused. "Sorry. One moment."

	With big strides I rushed into my office, ripped open the drawer and took out the box. Back in the kitchen, Sandra looked at me with wide and anxious eyes.

	I put the box down in front of her.

	"A little parting gift from Victoria," I announced.

	Sandra looked at the box with interest and picked it up. Opened it carefully. Her mouth half parting told me she knew exactly what was in front of her.

	"Then it really wasn't a coincidence," she was the first to find her voice.

	"No."

	Sandra looked thoughtfully at the table. Her fingers played with the penis cage.

	She examined the individual parts carefully. The small engraving belonging to Sandra Neumann should not have escaped her attention.

	"One moment," she finally announced, scooting upstairs. A minute later, she stalked in with her gift still wrapped. "I got a present from Victoria, too."

	"Not open yet?"

	"There was a little instruction about it," she admitted, embarrassed.

	"An order?"

	"I shouldn't open it until you show me your present."

	I could have strangled Victoria. "What a sneaky snake," I stated openly.

	"She plays her games," Sandra admitted.

	'Open up. But I have a good idea of what's in it."

	"Do you have?"

	"My gift contains a lock but no key."

	"Hm."

	Sandra unpacked her gift. She also needed scissors, which I got for her. I finally wanted answers.

	A box came out a second time. Just like my box, there was also gold-colored embroidery on the top.

	For our beloved Cucky Club member Hotwife Sandra Neumann I literally hang my head on my wife's shoulder. This opened the box much too slowly for me. Finally it was open.

	I immediately looked at the largest object. A big shiny heart. This was attached to a silver necklace.

	no key? Can this be? Just a piece of jewelry?

	"Pretty," Sandra announced. She was absolutely right about that. It was a pretty necklace with a beautifully crafted heart-shaped pendant. Sandra took the necklace and pendant out of the box.

	"There it is." But a key. A depression was worked into the back of the flat heart. Just right for a key. This seemed to literally stick to the trailer. With a little strength, Sandra was able to replace him. "Magnetic," she said, puzzled and a little impressed.

	Even I had to admit that it was quite an imaginative design.

	I slipped into the chair next to Sandra. Meanwhile, she tried the key.

	He fit in the lock.

	While Sandra was playing around with the penis cage, I couldn't find the words. She was obviously trying to understand how this was supposed to work.

	"What are you doing?" I asked irritably.

	"Nothing," she replied, setting the pieces aside. looked at me

	"You don't think I'm going to stuff my best piece in there?"

	"I take it you..." she began, speaking slowly. As if she still had to work out what exactly she wanted to say. After a short break she started over. "I assume you won't do anything you don't want to do."

	"Victoria!" I spat out angrily.

	'I admit she's been playing games with us once more. I don't see what's so bad about that, though."

	"What? She wants to squeeze me into this thing. And what has she already done to us.«

	“Granted. She gave us a way. But we still walked over him ourselves. She may have set a few traps, but in the end we voluntarily fell into this one. We could have jumped over every single one.”

	It was difficult to counter this view with logical arguments. "If I can get my hands on her." Victoria would return that evening.

	"Peter."

	"What?"

	Sandra got up and sat spread-legged on my lap. Pressed her body against me and looked into my eyes.

	»We never did anything that we didn't want to. We will not do anything in the future that we do not want to. If you don't want to go into the penis cage, then the issue is closed. Victoria really doesn't matter.'

	Sandra turned around briefly to the table and looked at the object mentioned. "You'd like to use it on me!" I accused her.

	“I like having sex with you. And above all, often. Neither of us can deny that you have benefited from the club in this respect.«

	I grumbled - but it was true. Our sex had become much more frequent and also more exciting.

	"Sometimes I wish..."

	"What?"

	"Oh nothing."

	"Sandra."

	“We have sex more often, but you often lend a hand yourself. If you'd save yourself for me instead, I'd have a little more of you. I like it,

	when my man cum inside me But I think if you didn't masturbate all the time I would enjoy it a little more."

	"I'm not going to get trapped in that thing!"

	"Thats not what I meant. But couldn't you stop masturbating. For a while?

	Just to try.«

	Sandra kissed me. Released her tongue on me.

	“I also promise that you will have a lot of fun with me. Whenever you need it. Please?"

	What should one answer in such a moment? Especially when the woman is sitting on one. "Let's start the fun right now?"

	Sandra grinned and pulled me upstairs.

	 

	CHAPTER 6

	After the conversation on Saturday, at least I no longer had the urgent need to storm into the Cucky Club and take on Victoria. That had time until the next time we met.

	In the meantime, my wife didn't miss many opportunities to remind me to keep my cock off. There was a ban on masturbation.

	I didn't know how my Sandra imagined it. When the tail calls, it wants to have fun. She didn't hold back herself either and visited the club several times over the next few days.

	I have to give her credit for not letting me get a raw deal either.

	At the very beginning I was able to control myself a little. For the love of my wife, I renounced my usual masturbation. I don't know if it's already for classification

	»sex addict« or maybe better »orgasm addiction« is enough. But there were very few days in my life when I didn't have to have fun at least once. Also two or three times.

	A whole week passed like this. The penis cage ended up in our dresser. I didn't meet Victoria. She probably knew very well that I was not on good terms with her and avoided a meeting.

	Sandra and I had fun several times. In addition, she often wore the butt plug. I probably wouldn't be the only man she had anal sex with for much longer.

	Unlike me, Sandra visited the Cucky Club several times. It cost me a lot of restraint. I didn't ask her to talk to Victoria though.

	We lay in bed on Saturday night. Sandra played around with my cock.

	"How many times have you masturbated this week?" she asked me very directly. "Be honest," she immediately shot after.

	This question made me sweat. I didn't want to lie to my wife. I probably wouldn't have made it very believable either.

	"A couple of times," I admitted. That was almost a lie. Of course I didn't count. I could only have guessed.

	The truth was that I had been masturbating a lot that week. Not at the beginning, but from the middle of the week the spell was broken. The request to refrain from masturbation was very counterproductive. She challenged my lust formally.

	"Peter," mocked angry. Even Sandra probably didn't expect that I would do without it completely. "Then you deserve a punishment."

	"Punishment?" I laughed. "Are you my dominatrix now?"

	"You'd like that, wouldn't you? But no. I've got something a lot meaner in mind."

	Sandra got up and rummaged around in our dresser. For a moment I thought it was possible that she would pull out the penis cage. But instead she held silk stockings in her hands.

	"Hands over your head," she said.

	I followed her instructions. Had Sandra tie me to the bed without any objection. It was the first time for us. We had never tied each other up before. I was confident that the announced penalty would work more to my advantage.

	"Is this okay? Comfortable?"

	"Yes. This works out."

	"Good," Sandra laughed at me. "Now for your punishment."

	With one finger she slid along my member. Ridden my glans with him.

	Then she jerked my cock briefly. I groaned and Sandra smiled at me contentedly.

	Half an hour later she had wanked my cock a few more times and given me short blowjobs. I was also allowed to lick her shame. On the other hand, I was still waiting for my orgasm.

	"Sandra?"

	"Hm?"

	"Please?"

	"Please what?"

	"Please let me come."

	"You would like that?"

	"Please."

	"No."

	"What?"

	"No."

	"Sandra!"

	"I announced a punishment and you're about to get it," she confirmed my fears.

	"Oh god," I let go. Once again she gently played around my glans. Previously she had moistened them with spit. It was an almost painfully exciting feeling. To which I was helplessly exposed.

	"I think that's enough," she announced. Instead of freeing me, she lay down on my side and covered us both.

	"Sandra? The restraints?"

	"If you say so." Sandra freed me from them. 'But don't get any stupid ideas. No orgasm. Not even by manual operation.«

	It took me a long time to finally fall asleep. My excitement kept coming back. I didn't want to disappoint Sandra though, strange as that may sound.

	The next morning Sandra seemed to want to reward me for the little game. I woke up

	up and my stiff penis was already enjoying a blowjob. Mouth full, she gave me a smile and gurgled out "Good morning." After the previous night it didn't take me long to come.

	"You're welcome to wake me up more often."

	»And so you are welcome to let me come into the day more often. After your abstinence yesterday, I was able to look forward to particularly large splashes today.«

	That came slightly accusatory from my wife. Another clue that I should stop masturbating. I thought that was asking a little much. Although I couldn't deny that I had cummed particularly hard that morning.

	On Monday evening, Sandra was back at the Cucky Club. Then brought me her little one

	»Gift« and let me lick her.

	"Victoria invited us to the club on Thursday night."

	"Does she finally dare to face me?"

	"Please behave yourself. She hasn't done anything wrong."

	I saw it differently, but it was of little use to discuss it. Nevertheless, I promised my wife not to make a fuss. That didn't mean I wouldn't say a few words to Victoria when I had the chance, though.

	"And save yourself for me," Sandra urged me.

	However, that only worked until Tuesday afternoon. Sandra was with our neighbor.

	Lydia and Helmut had returned from the USA with Victoria. They certainly had a lot to talk about. I used the freedom for a little relaxation. Pants down, selected a nice porn and off we went.

	"Peter!"

	My wife was standing in my door.

	"What are you doing here? You just left?”

	'And you've got to start right away. Can't we turn our backs on you for a minute. You have to be able to go without your hand for at least three days!”

	"It's not that easy," I protested.

	'You better try. Otherwise we should think about Victoria's solution... Where's the USB stick with the vacation photos?'

	Sandra took the stick and disappeared again. I was still sitting at my desk with my pants down. However, I had lost my desire.

	But my lack of self-control also annoyed me.

	"I'm sorry," Sandra apologized in the evening for her appearance. "I could have been nicer."

	"I'm sorry too."

	"You men are cock-driven," she laughed. "Most of the time it's fun."

	"I suppose that's how we are."

	"But there must still be punishment."

	Once again I was tied to the bed and Sandra did her best to drive me even deeper this time insane.

	»Sandra. Please. let me come.«

	"But then it wouldn't be a punishment anymore," came back smugly. At the same time she painfully stroked my erect penis.

	"Please. I promise to control myself better in the future.«

	"Don't promise anything you can't keep."

	Sandra lay down on my side and gave me a kiss. We both looked down at my penis. With one hand she grabbed my testicles and kneaded them very carefully.

	Next she surprised me. Sandra sat on me and let my cock slide into her.

	"Let no one say I don't take care of my husband," she announced, beginning a slow ride.

	She was still in no hurry. But I was optimistic that I could come this time.

	"I'm just hoping for the best, and I assume you can save yourself for me until Thursday night."

	She didn't even wait for an answer. Instead she began to ride me wildly.

	It only took me a minute to make me explode inside her.

	I lay exhausted in bed and let Sandra remove my bonds.

	"What's in store for us on Thursday night?" I hadn't set foot in the Cucky Club for almost four weeks. Would also be meeting Victoria again for the first time. A nervous tension was slowly building up in me.

	"Nothing you don't want," my wife announced with a smile.

	"Sandra," I whined.

	"OK. No penis cage if that's your concern. No mean things. We're just going to lend a hand to Victoria and the club.'

	That still left a lot of room for speculation, but after weeks of abstinence my curiosity was much greater. I associated a lot of sexual desire and satisfaction with the club. Despite all the anger towards Victoria, I couldn't simply do without it in my life anymore.

	 

	CHAPTER 7

	To my own surprise, I didn't masturbate in the two days leading up to Thursday. Sandra didn't give me the opportunity either. I never had the house to myself.

	We dressed up for the evening. Thanks to the club, Sandra had fewer problems presenting her sex appeal in everyday life. She dressed much more openly. For such an evening, however, she went a few steps further.

	While Sandra was getting ready, I greeted Lydia at the door. She would have a look at our children. We had only seen each other from afar since the cruise.

	Talked to each other again for the first time.

	»Are you back to the stress of everyday life?«

	"The work doesn't do itself."

	“It was really nice in the Caribbean. Maybe we should do that again?”

	"Hm," I muttered.

	"Not necessarily with Bulls," she whispered to me, amused. "I'd love to go with the kids, too.

	Let the brood keep themselves busy.”

	"Perhaps."

	»Although with Bulls it was of course also very funny. It definitely wasn't the last vacation of this kind for me... And you're helping out tonight?"

	"Looks like it."

	"They haven't told you yet?" Lydia grinned at me. "No worries. Nothing wild. It might take a little getting used to, but if you like that sort of thing, it's also very arousing. At least I would have liked to have been there.«

	She knew how to arouse my curiosity.

	'Ah, look. The little man is already full of anticipation.«

	Unashamedly, Lydia fasted between my legs.

	"Still has his freedom." I wasn't surprised that she was privy to the penis cage issue. Perhaps Victoria had let them in on early. At the latest Sandra would have talked to her about it.

	"He'll keep that too."

	'To each his own. My Helmut is all mine.«

	She didn't say it outright, but read between the words, she informed me that his penis had to live behind bars. However, this also went well with another piece of information from the past. Accordingly, Helmut was not allowed to indulge his lust quite so often.

	Sandra came down to us in a beautiful dress. She spoke briefly to Lydia and we were on our way.

	"Is there anything else you want to confess to me? Is there still a chance?” I asked on the short drive.

	"Confess?"

	"What mess have you got planned for me?"

	"No. At least I don't think that's how you would describe it. I wouldn't say that every moment will be easy for you, but your lust will make up for all difficult moments double and triple. I'm sure I know my husband well enough for that. Do you trust me?"

	I needed time for an answer. Then nodded to a soft "okay." There was no turning back for me anyway. It was too late for that. That applied to my cuckold existence as a whole, as well as this particular evening.

	Robert opened the door for us. There we parted ways. I was supposed to wait for my turn in the cucky bar.

	The bar was well stocked. I recognized a few faces. However, it was Lisa van der Meer who immediately caught my eye. She immediately waved me over.

	"Nice to see you again," she greeted me.

	I settled for a cooler "Hello." Still, I wondered if she was in cahoots with Victoria.

	With a beer for me and wine for Lisa, the atmosphere relaxed a little.

	"Did he lock you up again?" The question immediately embarrassed me. Lisa, on the other hand, smiled at me.

	"You can feel for once." With that she reminded me of my first touch with her chastity belt. I shook my head. "Not?"

	"How can you wear something like that?"

	Lisa turned from the bar to the room. Let her gaze wander and finally turned to me. “I know at least ten cuckolds around here who wear a penis cage at least occasionally. Many of them probably right now.”

	I had to turn around again because of this assessment and looked at those present. Looked at their faces and some in the crotch. I couldn't find any telltale clues.

	"You do not believe me?"

	"I don't know. There will be some, but so many?”

	"Rudi," she motioned to the bartender. "Are you wearing your penis cage?"

	"Hm? Naturally."

	"There you have found a candidate... Peter is terrified of penis cages and don't believe many of those present wear one, or at least occasionally do."

	"Afraid?" Rudi asked in my direction, irritated.

	“Fear … I don't know, but what's the point of something like that. Who doesn't want to be free?"

	"Everyone has to figure that out for themselves," Rudi revealed his opinion right at the beginning. “For me it's just part of it. Sitting at home waiting for my wife to come home. Not having the opportunity to satisfy myself. That's a little liberating too. You can't disappoint them like that."

	"But you can't wear a thing like that all the time, can you?"

	“All the time… well, there are those too. Kai back there. He almost always wears it. Only released once a month by his wife. I guess he likes it that way. That would be nothing for me. I only wear it when my wife is at the club. It doesn't matter whether I'm there or waiting for her at home.«

	"Hm."

	"Peter," Victoria Paulsen's voice suddenly piped up. "Nice to see you again at last."

	"More or less," I replied grimly. But she didn't let that bother her and continued to smile at me. "Peter is helping recruit new members for the first time today," she announced to the rest. I pricked up my ears. For the first time I got information about this evening at the Cucky Club.

	'We still have a little time. Why don't we sit down.« We said goodbye to Lisa and Rudi. A few meters away there was an empty sofa. "You want to tell me something?"

	I glared at Victoria for that remark. "What was that?"

	"What?"

	“You know that very well. The gift."

	“What was in there again?” Victoria smiled. 'Didn't I say I made offers? What you make of it is up to you. The gift is one of those offers.«

	»And right afterwards Sandra happens to strike up a conversation with Jan and Lisa van der Meer.«

	»Ah. There are coincidences in life. That must be providence.”

	I shook my head annoyed.

	"Peter," came, almost pleadingly. Apparently the period of making fun was over.

	“You don't wear it because you obviously don't want to. Where is the problem? Naturally, one is often confronted with completely new things here in the club. It's like a buffet. You choose what you feel like doing.«

	"Nice words. But in the end everyone here is probably just a pawn for you.«

	"The games are over."

	"Completed?"

	"Between us. The penis cage was the final component. Now you are on your own.

	Of course I'm happy to accompany you further. We are also distant neighbors and I like chatting with Sandra. But you don't need to be afraid of new meanness on my part."

	"And what about today?"

	"Today?" laughed Victoria. 'Well, I hope you don't take mean things too narrowly? A little teasing will still be allowed? It may feel humiliating for brief moments, but in the end it gets mostly awesome. Promised."

	Should I believe Victoria? The crazy thing about this situation was that I actually did it.

	It went well with her past statements. Presumably she would now choose new youngsters. For them, the games started all over again.

	She once envied me that I was able to experience so many things for the first time. She tried to experience those first times through her involvement. You could probably say that it was her own personal fetish.

	"It's about time you deployed," Victoria announced. »We are always interested in new members. Whoever made it here today has already been

	successfully passed the preselection. We sort out many candidates. You didn't have to face that, apart from my personal assessment during the street festival. Interested parties come from a wide variety of areas. Of course, the topic of cuckolding was totally new for you, and that was particularly appealing. But most people can already do something with the word. Our little club here gets around on its own in appropriate circles.«

	You could see Victoria was proud of her achievement.

	“You won't have to do much at all. Sandra knows. Just follow their commands

	. . He's ready.” At her last words, Victoria unabashedly placed her hand on my crotch. “I'm pretty sure Sandra would like to see you in a penis cage. That would also be something for our interested parties. But you're not quite there yet... are you? ...

	Apparently not.«

	My gaze had reached Victoria for an answer.

	We left the Cucky Bar together and went up one floor. Victoria opened one of the many doors. It was one of the largest rooms on this floor.

	The first thing I saw was Pedro. He was lying naked on the bed. His cock already hard.

	"Have a chat with Pedro," Victoria said.

	I followed her. On the other side of the room I spotted a total of five people.

	Two couples seemed to be standing next to my wife.

	"Hello," Victoria greeted them. 'Welcome to the Cucky Club. We have prepared a small show as a teaser. Nothing special. Especially for you. You've already gained some experience.«

	Victoria continued to praise her club. These guests seemed to be important to her. On the outside they looked like money. The men gave me the impression of manager types. The women were of the "failed model" type.

	Pedro exchanged a few sentences with me. But he quickly realized that my attention was elsewhere.

	"Darling," my wife greeted me and hugged me. "Ready to go."

	»Um. I suppose so?”

	“Don't mind the spectators. We just do our thing. OK?"

	I nodded. Sandra gave me a quick kiss on the cheek and then parted from me.

	»Please undress and sit in the chair. And leave your cock alone.”

	Without a word I did as Sandra told me. I was embarrassed to undress in front of these strangers. Especially since they also got to see Pedro's big cock in direct comparison. But that didn't stop my best piece from getting up straight away.

	I didn't matter for the next few minutes. I was just another observer. Sandra and Pedro had fun together. At first like a tender loving couple. This sight always gave me a special stomach ache. I saw myself as responsible for tenderness and making love. The Bulls were responsible for the in-out.

	To my surprise, something happened on the other side as well. The ladies had freed themselves upstairs and their men buried themselves in their breasts.

	Meanwhile, Victoria waved at me and left the room.

	On the bed, the pace steadily increased. Sandra was still wearing her dress around her hips.

	Pedro freed her from this. Her panties followed.

	That was another little surprise for me. A butt plug was stuck in her butt hole.

	However, not the one I know. From the outside it almost looked as if there was a crystal inside. But I could well imagine how this expanded in her. Then she will probably let Pedro as the first bull, I realised, dismayed. My time as the only man with access to anal sex would come to an end.

	"Peter?" came from my wife, and she made eye contact. “You can play around with yourself now. But no orgasm!«

	I interpreted the "may" as a "should" and started with a little delay.

	I preferred not to look at our viewers. I felt a little dominated by my wife. After all, she gave the instructions and I obediently followed her.

	While Pedro took my Sandra from behind - but still in her pussy - I noticed a movement from the other direction.

	Our observers were once again very active. The men took off their clothes.

	I really didn't want to look. But I was interested in how these two cuckolds were equipped down there.

	But then I got a surprise. I wanted to exclaim loudly and desperately, "Victoria!" Both had their cocks in a penis cage.

	They didn't seem to me to be of the same quality as Victoria's. Plastic was used instead of metal. One of the two caught my eye in particular. Pink plastic was used here. From my point of view, it couldn't have been much more humiliating. Victoria certainly knows plenty of ways , I corrected myself immediately.

	"Nice penis cages," Sandra openly stated her opinion. "I haven't been able to convince my Peter of them yet."

	I gave her a pained look. Sandra gave a small apologetic shrug. But it seemed to me to want to say that I had to live with such words.

	None of this stopped my hand from remaining active between my legs in any way. I had to vary the tempo. I still couldn't come. As is so often the case, the development of my arousal did not harm. It is a well-known fact that what you cannot have, you want to have all the more.

	For me, there was once more acute sensory overload. I didn't even know where to look. There were the two pretty wives and their exposed breasts. I also couldn't help but occasionally let my eyes wander over their husbands' penis cages.

	After all, this was the first time I saw a man actually wear something like this. So far I had only received very brief glimpses of pictures and videos. It seemed to me that their penises were pushing out of their cage. Shouldn't this be painful?

	My main focus, however, was on my wife. Pedro took her from behind with the usual perseverance. But I wasn't just interested in how his cock slid into her and my wife moaned in delight every time. The crystal in her bottom also magically attracted me.

	Sandra was finally able to look forward to an orgasm. She let go of all inhibitions and let us know through loud screams how she was doing. Apparently pretty good. Then it was Pedro's turn. Sandra gave him another blowjob. However, instead of just swallowing his juice, I experienced another first time.

	With my mouth open and tongue outstretched, my Sandra awaited his orgasm.

	A scene that I had already seen in some porn.

	We viewers got to see Pedro's sperm erupting in a jet. He tried to aim. But the force was too much. The first two squirts went across her face. Even her hair got a bit messed up. The rest ended up on Sandra's tongue and mouth. She accepted it happily.

	Exhausted, both of them sank into bed. Sandra collected the sperm from her forehead and around her nose and licked it off her fingers.

	I heard a whisper from behind. Our viewers seemed to enjoy the show.

	Sandra got up and came to me. She sat on my lap. However, in such a way that my stiff cock could not penetrate into her.

	"You okay?" she asked me quietly.

	"I guess so."

	"You think so?"

	'Victoria had announced that her shenanigans were over. And then she puts these two in front of me with their cages.”

	"Let's see it as the grand finale."

	"Hm."

	"You saw what's in my butt?"

	"You can't miss the glitter."

	'Do you mind if Pedro?' She asked the question very briefly. But we both knew what could have followed.

	"No."

	"Thanks."

	"It's your butt."

	"No worries. It stays yours too.«

	"Hm."

	"You like that?"

	"Naturally. It's a nice butt."

	Sandra laughed contentedly. Then she surprised me with a kiss. I could still taste a little Pedro on her lips. Her whole face smelled like man.

	"Uh."

	"That wasn't a problem now," she laughed. "You've licked me for it often enough."

	"Er... well."

	"Don't worry, you can use it afterwards as you are used to."

	"Does it have to be that way?"

	"Why not?"

	I nodded towards our viewers.

	"But we're doing it for them," Sandra explained, as if I'd asked a stupid question. At the same time she straightened up. She didn't go back to Pedro, however, but turned to our guests. They chatted briefly. Too quiet for me to hear though.

	Pedro finally seemed to have had enough rest. Sandra crawled back onto the bed.

	Gave his cock a quick kiss and then turned to face me.

	"Darling, would you give us a hand, please?"

	“Er… okay?”

	“You'll find lube in the drawer. Finally the time has come. We've been waiting for this for so long. Pedro finally takes me into my last bull-free hole.«

	 Was it really my wife talking to me? I stared at her confused. She looked at me impatiently. Then it dawned on me. That was part of the show for our guests. "Peter?"

	"Er... yes, right away."

	I found the mentioned lubricant in the drawer. Pedro sat on the bed. Sandra gave him a wet blowjob. To do this, she stretched her buttocks up.

	I carefully pulled out the butt plug. Her butt hole was still briefly open a gap.

	I generously distributed the lube.

	“Fuck me with your finger so I'm well oiled all over. Pedro is a lot taller than you. It's not going to be easy."

	There was once again the reference to the not necessarily small difference in size.

	At least I wasn't stuck in a penis cage like the two cuckolds at the end of the room.

	"You can also use more than one finger."

	I added a second finger and soon a third. The butt plug had done a good job and the lube did the rest.

	“Peter, I think that's enough. Another long stripe on Pedro's cock, please. From root to tip.«

	I had never had to get so close to a penis before. But I had no choice. Especially since I treated Sandra to this experience and was looking forward to being able to watch.

	Sandra took over the distribution of the lubricant. Pedro's big cock literally shone.

	My wife stayed like that. Her head was on the bed and her bottom was stretched out.

	Pedro knelt behind her.

	"Peter, can you please spread my buttocks?"

	I preferred nothing. I couldn't get a better view of what was happening. The assembled rest also pushed closer to the bed. Everyone wanted to see Pedro penetrate her.

	He put his penis on my wife's rosette. "Please be careful," she said in a slightly anxious voice.

	"No worries. It's not my first time.” I wondered if he meant anal sex in general or introducing a woman to this variety.

	In any case, he was really very considerate. His penis pressed against the rosette and it opened. Only a little at first, but the lube helped enormously. Sandra moaned with a mixture of pain and pleasure.

	For a few seconds, only the head of Pedro's penis stuck inside her. He gave her a little time to get used to it. Then he pushed himself deeper inside. I wondered how far he would go.

	Could his whole cock really disappear into Sandra?

	Soon he was halfway there. I widened my eyes.

	“Peter, describe it to me. How does it look like?"

	"Er... beautiful."

	"Details."

	"Pedro is halfway inside you."

	'Oh, half first? More."

	'That might be a bit much. At least the first time,' Pedro interjected.

	"I'll let you know if it gets too much."

	"OK."

	Instead of penetrating further into her, Pedro started with a fuck. Sandra coped surprisingly well with that. It kept getting faster and my wife seemed to enjoy it.

	Pedro tapped me with one hand. "The lube, please."

	This was on the bedside table. I got it for him. He let this run very generously from above between my wife's buttocks. His cock also received a not really well-aimed load from above. The bed would be pretty messed up afterwards.

	For Pedro, this seemed to be preparation for the next step. He now tried to penetrate deeper into Sandra.

	"Three quarters," I commented breathlessly. Sandra took it with concern. At the same time, however, she seemed determined to achieve her goal. She can be quite stubborn. She even pushed herself against Pedro. That's how they managed the last piece.

	“Inside. It's all in.” I was a little shocked. Couldn't believe this was actually possible. That my wife did it.

	'Thanks for your help, Cucky. As a reward, you can sit back down and have a nice orgasm.«

	"Thank you," came out automatically. My hard cock longed for salvation.

	I sat down and started immediately. Two minutes later I cummed.

	"That was quick," my wife smirked.

	A few minutes later, Pedro and Sandra had had enough. They washed up briefly and prepared for a final fuck. Sandra rode wildly on him. Her body turned towards the club prospects. Here the men knelt in front of their women and were allowed to use their tongues to provide satisfaction.

	Pedro finally squirted in Sandra. This slipped forward off him. So she was still lying between his legs.

	"Peter. Your commitment,” she announced confidently.

	I knew exactly what she expected of me. I've done it so often now. But only rarely in front of spectators.

	These didn't necessarily give me the feeling that I had to hide something from them. They seemed very open themselves.

	"You're getting better and better with your tongue," my wife complimented me.

	Then our show came to an end. Sandra sent me to the Cucky Bar. She took care of the guests herself.

	 

	CHAPTER 8

	This Thursday evening with our performance for those interested in the club may seem like many other evenings at the Cucky Club. But it marked a special moment.

	Sandra was still regularly in the club and had fun. But in contrast to the past, I was now a much more regular guest. Not a week went by without Sandra taking me to the club.

	Judging by our desire, we would have been there more often. However, it was also important to us not to let other things in our lives slide. Friends, work, our parents and of course especially our children. But we managed this balancing act very well.

	I also got to know the other club members better. This was especially true for the cuckolds. Partly for women too. There seemed to be more of a barrier between most of the bulls and us cuckolds. We were certainly not that interesting for them either. I also had small conversations with our three cruise bulls Pedro, Lamar and Tom.

	The Cucky Club had found its place in our lives. It certainly wasn't small. Sometimes I couldn't help feeling that we were experiencing the calm before the storm. That something would come up at some point. Victoria could become active again.

	She spent at least a suspicious amount of time with my wife. She visited us regularly.

	Sandra, in turn, was often a guest at the club.

	I greeted April with joy. I was finally able to pedal again. I rarely did this over the winter. Only when I absolutely had to go out and need exercise. With the warm spring weather and sunshine, it was three times as much fun.

	"I'm leaving," I announced to Victoria and Sandra. They sat on our terrace and enjoyed the sun.

	I wanted to step on the gas that day and therefore decided on my racing bike.

	After just one kilometer, however, my trip came to an untimely end. I had a flat tire. For me it was back home.

	Fifteen minutes after I left, I parked my bike in our driveway. I wanted to get to work straight away and then use my mountain bike for a tour.

	I was prepared for such cases. I stored my patching material in my office. Before I started work, I wanted to express my sorrow to Victoria and Sandra. However, I only found an empty terrace. Having fun at the club , I guessed.

	I rummaged in my office for my patch supplies and walked through our flight back to the front door.

	"Ah! Yes!' The sounds were more than unambiguous and came from the first floor. I stood in the hallway and listened to them.

	At first I thought they had a bull from the club come to us. But I only got to hear Victoria and Sandra. Did they have fun together?

	If it had been a bull, I might have settled for listening. But I would love to watch them play lesbian games. Of course, I always liked to watch my Sandra. While Victoria Paulsen could be a pain in the ass, I couldn't deny her attraction to me either.

	Step by step I crept up the stairs. We had a stone staircase. Creaking stairs didn't worry me. The reverberation of my footsteps does.

	"Yeah!" I heard loudly from my wife. Even before I reached our bedroom door, she was able to enjoy an orgasm. Damned.

	I stood right next to the door. Inside it was quiet. In this situation I didn't dare to take a look. I avoided any movement and tried to breathe calmly.

	"You're so good with your tongue," Sandra praised Victoria's efforts.

	"You're getting better too."

	"I give my best. Maybe someday I'll be as good as Peter."

	A giggle followed. "We don't get enough practice for that compared to him," Victoria said. “I'm glad to have you… you as neighbors. Robert and I could use a few more friends. Real friends.«

	"Friends with benefits?" There was more laughter. 'It's crazy how quickly things have changed. If someone had told me a year ago that I would have sex with other men... and then the number. I would have had him admitted straight away.”

	“And then hopefully lots of good sex as well?”

	Sandra only laughed in response. It probably didn't need words.

	"And how are you and Peter doing?"

	'Between Peter and me? How is it supposed to go there? I think fine. Why?"

	"Nothing special. I always like to have a look at it. Not every man copes so well with his new role. And they're not always good at showing their feelings. I don't really have any concerns about Peter. He's a cuckold through and through. It's strange..."

	Victoria fell silent. Not only me but also my wife was dying to know what was so strange. "Strange? What is strange?"

	"The penis cage... do you still have it?"

	"It's here in the dresser."

	I heard Sandra swing herself off the bed. My escape reflex made me lift a foot. Then I got my nerves under control again. Judging by the conversation, Sandra would only go to the dresser right next to our bed.

	A rolling noise made it clear that I was right. I heard a metallic clank.

	"Nice piece, isn't it?" asked Victoria. "A special order for club members."

	"You can see that it's not a cheap product."

	"They're not that expensive for us. We have a club member who does the manufacturing.”

	"But you covered everything."

	"The club doesn't pay for itself."

	Silence followed. "Victoria?" Sandra was the first to interrupt. "Do you really think Peter would want to wear it?"

	“Not yet, it seems… that's a little disappointing. I do not understand why.

	I was sure that he would have no problem surrendering his orgasms to you. It's not like he didn't hit the bull's eye with you. Some other hotwifes in our club are quite economical when it comes to sex with their own husbands. Peter gets everything he could ask for from you.«

	"And yet he can't keep his hands off himself," came from my wife, slightly disappointed. This gave me a particularly bad conscience. Not because of my regular masturbation, but because at that moment a hand was in my crotch and massaged my cock through my pants. Listening excited me. I wanted to get him out and do exactly what disappointed her.

	'That's a pity. I mean... um... I could try to get him closer to the penis cage again. But actually I had already announced that there would be no more games from me.«

	"Please, Victoria." My wife really wants to put me in this cage , I thought with a start.

	“Don't you think you should just be frank with him about what you want? Otherwise he is very interested in your lust.”

	'I don't want that. I want him to want it. Not that he only does it for me. If I really asked him to, I think I could convince him. But at what price? In the end he still hates me for it. It's his decision alone. I can't interfere."

	"Heads up. He sees plenty of men with penis cages in the club. Also, here is his copy. Maybe he'll change his mind after all. Maybe not today or tomorrow, but you still have plenty of time.«

	"That's correct. Thanks."

	"No problem."

	I clearly heard a kiss. Certainly a wet French kiss. The love games seemed to start again. I would have loved to finally take a look. But after what I heard, I preferred to retreat. The timing was ideal. Her attention was back on her game. After all that I had heard, I didn't want to be discovered. That would only have resulted in an awkward conversation.

	I fled outside. I pushed my unpatched racing bike back into the garage and sat on my mountain bike. I pedaled down the street at a comfortable pace.

	She actually wants to lock me up. I didn't think that my wife cared about this so much. In the past few weeks she had occasionally asked me not to masturbate anymore and to only use my powers on her. But I didn't really take it seriously. I had tried. In the end, however, I had to realize that I could not defend myself against my lust.

	I also noted with interest that Victoria seems to have really retired

	had. Will she comply with my wife's request? Will Victoria make another attempt try and convince me of a cage for my cock?

	I could only wait. At that moment, I was much more interested in how the two of them had enjoyed themselves. I would have really liked to have caught a glimpse of that.

	Two hours later I got back home. Sandra lay in front of the television.

	"Hello darling," she greeted me. "How was your ride?"

	"Very nice."

	“It was very nice here too. You have missed something."

	"Do I have?"

	“Victoria and I had our fun… if you know what I mean.”

	“Ah… someday you’ll let me be there?”

	"If you're nice?"

	"It's worth it for that."

	I didn't fix my racing bike until the next day.

	 

	CHAPTER 9

	The penis cage was very present in my mind for the next few days. I just couldn't understand why it mattered to her. I ended up trying my luck on Google: Why does my wife want to put me in a penis cage.

	Reportedly 36,700 results. The titles on the first page suggested that I wasn't the only one concerned with this topic.

	They were good for a few laughs: help! My friend's husband wears one chastity belt. Is that normal?

	A damn good question. But there were also many discussions. Many unsuspecting people had to add their two cents. I was particularly interested in the testimonials. You could never be sure if they were real. However, only positive opinions were found.

	Some of the reports made me shake my head. Who can be locked up permanently for more than a year? Poor guy only comes out for showers and the occasional game.

	He spoke of his mistress of the key. I didn't want to go that far after all. At least not mentally. After Sandra tied me to the bed a few times, I certainly couldn't say we had never tried BDSM. That was also quite nice, but it didn't have to be much more for me.

	Sandra was really right with her fears. I couldn't get the knowledge out of my head that she would like to see me in a penis cage. A part of me yearned to give in to her desires. to make you happy.

	Also in the next few weeks I visited the Cucky Club regularly. But little new happened. Of course, there were always a few interesting things to see there. But I was used to that. But still followed it with great interest.

	In early May I was sitting in the Cucky Bar. My wife was on the other side of the building. Was probably dancing with one of the Bulls. Mostly she met with Pedro.

	"Hello," came a woman's voice with a distinct Dutch accent. "Let's see each other again." Lisa van der Meer hugged me as a greeting. "We should have met again a long time ago."

	At first we talked very relaxed. More about private matters and little about the club.

	But then I was pushed to a certain topic.

	"You're wearing your belt again?"

	'Locked and secured. No one comes in here without my husband's permission."

	she amused herself. "Peter, what's wrong?" followed after a short pause. It was probably quite clear how difficult I was with the topic.

	“Sandra wants me to wear one too… the men’s version.”

	'It's not her choice. You shouldn't let her force you into anything. Does not work like that. That's not tolerated here in the club either."

	'No, no, it's not like that. We haven't talked about it at all in the past few weeks. I've got them, uh, you can keep that to yourself, can't you?"

	"Naturally. We cuckolds and cuckqueans have to stick together.«

	“Yes… well… I overheard them. A conversation with Victoria. Then she said that she would like to try the penis cage. She doesn't know I was listening. She doesn't want to bring it up either because she's afraid I might just do it for her.

	I should want it myself.«

	"That sounds better already. And now you don't know what to do? Nothing has changed though. It's still your decision. Don't make it dependent on your wife, make it dependent on whether it's a game you'd like to try.

	You can also cancel at any time.«

	“Yeah, sure…I just don't know. Do I really want it myself or just to make Sandra happy. Maybe what I'm most afraid of is that I might like it. I just can't be sure of my opinion.«

	“Didn't Victoria give you the penis cage? Just try it out secretly? Get an impression. Without any pressure.«

	“I have to admit that sometimes I look in the dresser and look at the penis cage. The key is also right next to it, that would not be a problem. But . . . I don't know if I can."

	"Wait a minute. I have something for you.«

	Lisa got up and walked to a cloakroom right next to the door. From there she gets her purse. Sitting next to me, she searched them. “I still had some around here somewhere… ah, there.”

	"What's that?" Lisa was holding a piece of plastic in her hands. 'A plastic lock? Does it make sense?"

	'That actually makes a lot of sense. These are one-way locks. Once they're locked, you can't unlock them. There's no key either. You have to cut it to open it. It's child's play. You don't have to worry about losing the key either."

	"OK?"

	»Jan and I like to use it when he's gone overnight and wants to lock me up. Then I can get out of the chastity belt even without a key in an emergency.«

	“Clever… but how will he control that. Could it be a new lock?'

	»Each lock has a seven-digit number printed on it, making it clearly identifiable.«

	"Trust is good, control is better. Not bad."

	“Didn't you say that your wife has to go to Cologne for the fair next Wednesday?

	Your chance for a test.«

	I looked down at the three padlocks in my hand. Lisa would be in Düsseldorf from Wednesday to Friday. Maybe this really was the opportunity I needed to get to the bottom of my questions.

	 

	CHAPTER 1 0

	On Wednesday evening I was sitting on our marriage bed. I had just exchanged text messages with my wife. She would still go out to eat with her work colleagues.

	Maybe enjoy a few cocktails too.

	She certainly wouldn't overdo it. The next morning she had to get up early again.

	I had been waiting for this moment all day. excited for him. I had already wished my wife good night. The house was already quiet. The television was on, but I turned off the sound.

	I opened the dresser and looked down from above. The individual parts of the penis cage lay in front of me. I took them out carefully, almost as if I was afraid of burning myself on them. The metal was rather cool.

	I undressed with trembling hands. Held the slightly curved main part of the penis cage next to my cock. That could become a problem.

	Maybe that was his attempt to resist being locked up. It's more likely that the view actually aroused me. My cock had started to stand up. I would never get him in like that.

	At first I thought that I would probably have to do a twirl . But I worried that I didn't feel like the cage anymore after that. I finally wanted to try it and get it over with.

	I lay down on the bed, turned the TV sound back on and tried to be distracted by the TV program. Not so easy when you're doing it naked and there's a penis cage next to you. Especially since he gets even stiffer with me when I really want to get rid of him. It will not work like that.

	Sometimes I felt like he was finally shrinking. But as soon as I thought about it, he started up again. Shouldn't the cold shrink him?

	I put my pants back on and made my way to the kitchen. The fridge offered a few options. But it wasn't really cold there. I ended up opting for a bag of peas from the freezer. I carried her upstairs and felt the cold rise in my fingers. My cock seemed to shrink a little just from fear of what was coming.

	It actually helped. Within a short time my penis shrank to normal size. Meanwhile, I looked at the penis cage. I had used the last few days and dealt with the topic. From videos I thought I knew how to put it on.

	Come on then Cuckold , I summoned up my courage. A ring around balls and cock. The

	put the second one from the bottom with the curved main part on top. It sounded so easy and looked even easier in the videos. But now I needed my time.

	But at some point everything was perfect. With one hand I held the penis cage closed. Only one last step was missing - the lock.

	My two options lay on the bedside table. Victoria's Castle and Lisa's One-Way Castles. i had the key I might as well use the padlock. Nevertheless, I decided to use a one-way lock. I had the absurd thought that I might lose the key.

	I pulled the plastic loop through the clasp. She irretrievably connected the individual parts of the penis cage. Now it took scissors to open my prison.

	With one hand I went around his cock and balls. The penis cage was surprisingly tight.

	I couldn't force myself out of it.

	I lay silently on the bed and looked down at my naked body. That should be it now? I left the bed with a bang and my cock, including the penis cage, bobbed back and forth. The penis cage wasn't heavy, but I could tell the extra weight. It was unusual. I faced our floor length mirror. My wife really wanted it and used it for the most part. Now I could see myself in it.

	Completely naked - except for this thing between my legs. That took some getting used to. A slight excitement spread through me. The initial shock of my act was over.

	My penis went hard - or at least it tried to. He quickly pressed against the near walls of his prison. It didn't go any further for him. It felt uncomfortable. I was afraid it might be painful. But this was not the case.

	And now? I looked around. Normally I would have used the time and masturbated.

	Watched some porn on our TV. But that made so little sense. Should I cancel my test already? I wanted to last at least an hour. I would need the time to form an opinion.

	I lay back on the bed and covered my naked body. A thriller should help me to take my mind off things. That didn't work really well. The penis cage was just too new - too unusual. At least my penis went limp again.

	That's how I fell asleep. Two hours later I was woken up by a ringing bell. My smartphone was next to me. A call from my wife.

	"Hello," I said sleepily.

	"Oh, did I wake you up?" she apologized.

	“I must have buckled. But the TV is still on. What's up so late?'

	"I just wanted to hear your voice."

	"How was your evening?"

	"Very nice. The boss was very generous and served a good meal.

	Afterwards we treated ourselves to a couple of cocktails.«

	"Nice."

	"Now I'm all alone here."

	"Are you that?"

	“I could really use you right now. I'm not used to being without one anymore

	man to have to get by. And that for three days,' she giggled. At home she had more than enough choice. She was either having fun with me or seeking excitement and satisfaction at the club. She couldn't afford that in Düsseldorf. She had to play the good wife to her work colleagues. "Thought we could have some more fun?"

	Telephone sex - we hadn't done that directly before. Damn it went through my head. My cock stirred, reminding me of his prison. Should I extricate myself quickly or reject my wife's interest?

	"We could," I replied cautiously. "I was actually trying to save myself for you until Friday."

	I was a little proud of myself. With that answer, I had handed the decision over to her.

	“Oh… I'm a little disappointed, but most of all I'm very proud of you. are you doing this for me Do you think you can do this? Otherwise you rarely go a day without.” She didn't say it directly. But she meant without masturbation and especially orgasm.

	"For you," I replied lovingly.

	"Thanks. I'll be surprised on Friday. But then I want an honest answer as to whether you made it or not.«

	"You get it."

	“Then I won't keep you from your sleep any longer. I have a damn long day ahead of me tomorrow too. I have to be at the trade fair by 8 a.m. and do the final preparations at our stand.«

	"Goodnight My sweetheart. Sweet Dreams."

	“I know what. Good night."

	"Damn!" I said softly. Slowly, what I had just done seeped into me.

	I wanted to remain chaste for my wife until Friday.

	She wouldn't come back until late in the evening or at night. I was still around 48

	hours ahead of me. How am I supposed to do that?

	I do not have another choice. I promised Sandra. I don't want to disappoint her.

	The penis cage should help me keep my promise. He had to help me.

	Otherwise I would quickly become weak and disappoint my Sandra. At least I would have carried out a long-term test with it.

	 

	CHAPTER 1 1

	A pain woke me up from sleep. It took me a moment to understand what was happening. My erect penis tried to escape from its prison.

	The reason for this was quite profane. I had a morning latte.

	Perhaps thanks to the pain, the problem resolved itself quite quickly. In the semi-darkness I tiptoed into our bathroom.

	How do you relieve yourself with something like that? I looked down confused. The opening below was big enough. I had no choice. I carefully tried to relieve myself. That worked relatively well.

	I didn't feel like going back to bed. I got into the shower.

	Once again I wondered how the cage should work. Then just pull it through without compromise. I just kept the shower jet on it. Then I tried to dry myself down there as best I could.

	I still had half an hour before the kids got up. I read the latest news over a coffee. I tried to forget the penis cage. At least I was able to do that at times.

	After getting the kids on their way to school, I was finally able to get to work. As so often, thoughts of a sexual nature came to me. But this time they disappeared pretty quickly. I could not prepare myself any salvation. At least as long as I didn't want to cut through the one-way lock. All I had to do was get a pair of scissors from the kitchen. But this small obstacle was enough to keep me in check.

	In between, I exchanged a few messages with my wife. She sent some photos from the fair and we chatted about banalities.

	Around noon the doorbell rang. It was still too early for the children. I was waiting for the mail. Instead, Lisa van der Meer stood in front of me.

	"Hello, I hope I'm not disturbing you?"

	"No... not, but?"

	"Why I'm here? I just had to know,« she took my question from me.

	"Knowledge?"

	"If you wear it."

	"Oh."

	Lisa walked past me into the house. Looked around with interest. It was her first time here. "And?"

	"Erm..."

	"The way you print, do you wear it? Can I see him?"

	"So, I don't know if that's a good idea?"

	"Why? Because we've never seen each other naked? No worries. I'm also securely locked. In fact, a lot safer than you.”

	"Hm."

	We went into the living room. Lisa sat down. I, on the other hand, remained uncertain.

	Couldn't decide if I wanted to let her take a look.

	"Please?"

	"Okay," I gave in with a groan. Something was already stirring in my pants. My cock was looking forward to the spectator.

	I dropped my pants and pulled down my panties. Lisa clapped her hands happily.

	"How long already?"

	"Since yesterday evening.

	"And? How is it?” She seemed a lot more excited than I was.

	»Needs getting used to.«

	"Good or bad?"

	'I was stupid enough to promise Sandra I'd be celibate until she got back. I don't really have a choice if I want to create.«

	'But that wasn't an answer to my question. Good or bad?"

	"Neither nor?"

	"Aha?"

	“I mean, most of the time I don't feel it. But sometimes it can be painful.

	It woke me up rudely this morning?”

	"The morning wood?"

	"Yes."

	»A lot of people have problems with that at the beginning. But you quickly get used to it. Or shall we say - he gets used to it quickly.«

	At her last words, pointed to my caged penis.

	"Then you will probably tell Sandra?"

	"What makes you think that?"

	'You've been wearing it since last night. It doesn't seem that bad?"

	“Not that, but… I've given up so much already. Isn't there sometime enough?'

	"Given up? How do you see it? Did you really give up something or didn't you gain much more, very much? Most men your age can only dream of such an active sex life. And it's really important to your Sandra that you have fun too. It won't just lock you up and never let you out again. Isn't it a lot more about you when you're worried about the penis cage?"

	"Only me? That is absurd."

	"You and your nimble hand," Lisa added.

	"I..." Words failed me. According to her, I resisted the cage because then I couldn't masturbate consistently. I needed a moment. But then had to admit that this was really one of the reasons. I just needed my daily orgasm and had grown accustomed to it over the years.

	"I thought so," Lisa simply drew her own conclusions from my silence.

	"You men just can't keep your hands off your gaming device."

	"And you?"

	»My Jan gives me enough variety. What am I supposed to do all the time myself? I prefer to save myself for the special moments.«

	We talked about everyday topics. I was glad she left before the kids got home.

	"Have a nice abstinent time until Friday," she wished me as we parted.

	 

	CHAPTER 1 2

	The rest of the day I was busy with the children and my work. Luckily for me, that didn't give me time to think. Of course I felt that something was different in my pants. But a little getting used to it had already set in.

	I was in bed on Friday night. My smartphone rang - Sandra.

	"Hello darling," I greeted her.

	»Hello my favorite Cucki. How is abstinence working out.«

	"Good so far."

	"Really?"

	"Yes."

	"Hm. Then you can probably still manage the last 24 hours?”

	"I'm optimistic."

	"I'm curious. When was the last time you were allowed to cum after a 72 hour break?”

	"It's been a few days," I admitted. But didn't want to be more specific. I didn't really know myself. My tip would have been two years. The flu had laid me flat for days.

	"May I expect a fountain?"

	"Haha." It was a joke, but I could tell she was genuinely pleased.

	"There's something else," my wife began cautiously.

	"Aha?"

	"I got a request from Lisa?"

	"Lisa?" I asked back, startled.

	"Yes. She wanted to know if you could give her a hand at the club on Friday night.”

	"There you come home."

	'But late. It will probably be almost midnight. I'd really like it if you let yourself get really hot in the club first. I don't have to worry that it will be too much for you and you will end your abstinence prematurely.«

	"If you say so," I replied cautiously. "What does Lisa need me for?"

	'Only to help. She's putting on a little show on Saturday. A few things have to be prepared for this.«

	 

	CHAPTER 1 3

	Whether I wanted to or not. I couldn't get out of my job as a temporary help for Lisa. I found it a bit thwarting that she asked my wife, who was far away.

	After all, she had been sitting across from me on the sofa at lunchtime. What could she be up to?

	Also, I slowly had to think about how I wanted to deal with the penis cage issue. Of course I could just put it back in the drawer. Sandra never had to find out about my little experiment.

	I was reluctant to lie to her. But I wouldn't do that in this case. I just wouldn't tell her about it. I didn't like it either, but it was a variant I considered from the start.

	The only alternative was for me to talk to her about my experience with the penis cage. But first I had to be clear about what I thought of him. I didn't feel ready to answer that question.

	On Friday I put the children back on their way to school and devoted myself to my work. Again I couldn't get my prison out of my head. Despite that, or maybe because of that, I got quite a lot done.

	Around noon, the doorbell rang once more.

	"Lisa," I greeted my guest icily.

	"Hello, Peter," came back, deliberately friendly.

	"What did you think you were doing?"

	"I can use some help."

	"Then you could have asked me yourself yesterday."

	“I would have, but then you would have asked your wife's permission first anyway. Now I've spared us that."

	"What do you need me for anyway?"

	"Nothing special. I organize a theme night at the club once a month.«

	"And the subject would be?"

	"Never mind," she grinned at me. “It's not until Saturday either. We only take care of the preparations.«

	"Do I have a choice?"

	"No," she laughed at me.

	"Still locked down there?" I just gave her a wry look, answering the question. "Welcome to the club."

	"In the club?"

	"The chastity wearer."

	"I'm not so sure yet."

	"But you're seriously considering." I just shrugged unknowingly.

	"What time do you need me tonight?"

	"19 o'clock?"

	"I'd like to be home by 10 p.m."

	"It will fit."

	In the evening I made my way to the club. All hell broke loose there. I had never been here on a weekend. At least not in the evening. I could have imagined that it was particularly crowded then. It certainly wouldn't be any different on Saturday evening. I was happy to find a parking space far away from the street. The neighbors shouldn't discover our car here.

	On the way to the club I met the first people. I left it at a friendly greeting. For me it went straight to the Cucky Bar. Lisa sat at the bar and waited for me.

	"A beer for my assistant, please," she called to Rudi.

	“It doesn't have to be real. Can't we get started right away?"

	"Do not be like that. We have enough time. We won't need that long."

	I thanked Rudi for the beer and took a big gulp.

	"You needed it now," Lisa commented. "How was your day in the penis cage?"

	"Um," came out uncertainly. I really didn't have to talk about it so publicly, even though there were of course a lot of like-minded people here. I was still pretty embarrassed. "I survived it."

	'Was it a good time? You can finally tell your Sandra that you were celibate for her.«

	I grumbled an answer. Luckily we got to talk about other topics.

	"Then let's get going."

	I followed Lisa up the stairs. But this time we didn't disappear behind one of the doors.

	Instead, it went up another flight of stairs. Unknown territory for me. What were they hiding here?

	At first glance, this was surprisingly undramatic. A huge room was hidden behind a door. He had to take up at least half the floor.

	"Tada - the playground," announced Lisa. I had to take a look around the room first. He seemed a little unspectacular for the club. "Not good?"

	“No… but… I don't know. In the middle is just this huge… playground?”

	Surrounded by a lot of free space, there was a circular area in the middle. I estimated its diameter at around ten meters. Some people could find space there.

	"Do you really need more?" Lisa giggled. "Don't worry, we're now taking care of some exciting extras."

	We started by covering the playground with a fresh sheet. This could only be a custom order. Victoria certainly had a suitable club member ready for this.

	Across the room was a bar. Lisa checked supplies and

	sent me off. Rudi provided me with her orders downstairs.

	"And now the mats," announced Lisa.

	We placed three rubber mats on each side of the playground. The significantly higher headboard was striking. Whoever lay here would have a better view of what was happening in the middle.

	"You wonder what the mats are for?"

	"The playground is huge, isn't it?"

	"These are for us."

	"For us?"

	"Cuckolds and cuckqueans."

	"Are those supposed to be the grandstands?"

	"Something like that."

	"Let me guess. It wouldn't be a Cucky Club event if there weren't a few extras.«

	"Exactly. Only the guests will find out, though.” She gave me the answer with a wink. I saw it as a small challenge. Would I dare to take part? »I have already invited Sandra and of course you as well.«

	"She didn't tell me about that?"

	"You don't meet the requirements."

	"That would be?"

	"Chastity wearers only."

	"Oh . . . okay." I guess that explained why Sandra hadn't even told me about the invitation. She didn't want to influence my decision on the penis cage.

	"That's about it," Lisa announced the end of our work. "How about a beer to finish?"

	"Sandra should be home soon," I interjected. Actually, I still had a good two hours left. But I didn't want to come home too late. Especially since I still had to make a decision regarding the penis cage.

	"A beer!"

	"OK."

	We descended the stairs to the first floor. On the way to the stairs to the first floor we met a small group. We exchanged nods as they disappeared into one of the rooms.

	At the bar, Lisa tried to question me again about the penis cage. She wanted to know what decision I had made.

	'I don't really know. I think I'll put it back in its place for now. Think about it again calmly and without pressure.«

	"A pity."

	“I would do it for Sandra. But with the best will in the world I can't agree on how I think about it myself.«

	"You won't be anytime soon," Lisa interjected. “That's just part of it. Like the whole cuckold thing. This, you don't want it, but it makes you so incredibly horny.«

	"Yes / Yes. I do not know it either."

	In the meantime I had already had a second beer. Lisa had kept me longer than I would have liked.

	"I really have to go."

	"But no longer by car," Lisa challenged me.

	"Oh damn." I was a strict ruler when it came to things like this. After all, I would be able to walk the distance in a few minutes.

	"Have fun with your Sandra," she said. I was sure I would have this one. After 72 hours without an orgasm, I might not be able to produce a fountain. But it should at least be enough for a few powerful splashes and a second round.

	 

	CHAPTER 1 4

	After a brisk march, I walked up the driveway to our house. The motion detector jumped on and lit my way. The rest of our house was still in darkness. I made a quick detour to the kitchen and took a long gulp of water.

	Time to take this thing off me.

	Armed with a pair of scissors, I rushed up the stairs. There was a dim glow from our bedroom. I must have forgotten to turn off a light.

	I was wrong about that. I stood frozen. My wife was lying on our marriage bed. She literally beamed at me and held out her arms. Don't I look good? , she seemed to want to tell me.

	Sandra had really dressed up for our reunion. She wore silk stockings, suspenders and a corset.

	"Hello," slipped my lips, slightly taken aback.

	"Treasure."

	"What are you doing here?"

	"That doesn't sound so enthusiastic."

	"I'm just surprised," I replied. It wasn't a lie. Although I would have had fewer problems with the surprise if there hadn't been a foreign object between my legs.

	"Lisa bought me some time." Damn beast! "You deserve a surprise after your abstinence...you made it and didn't faint down the stretch?"

	»I tortured myself for you for 72 hours.«

	»And all without a penis cage. I'm so proud of you."

	Oh god , went through my head. What am I going to do now?

	With an excuse to retreat to the bathroom for a moment, the most obvious idea seemed to me. There I could free myself from the penis cage and hide it in one of the closets.

	The alternative was honesty. The big question was whether that wouldn't open the door wide. Sandra could quickly expect me to repeat such actions. 72

	Hours of abstinence were doable for me. I had just proved that to myself. But what if she decides to lock me up for a week?

	“Come on honey. Take what you've earned."

	"Just a moment," I announced, taking a step toward the bathroom.

	Sandra looked at me disappointed. I stopped. I had rarely been so excited before.

	"Sandra?"

	"Yes?"

	"I've been doing... trying... the last few days."

	"Aha?" Sandra didn't seem to be sure whether good or bad was about to come.

	“I just had to try it out for myself in peace. I haven't made up my mind what to think of it yet."

	"Don't keep me in suspense."

	I didn't answer. Instead, I began to undress. I took my time.

	Shoes, shirt, trousers, socks. In the end I stood in front of my wife only in my underpants. I had to gather all my courage to part with this one.

	"Oh. You have…” For a change, I found my wife speechless. I could see her fascination in her eyes. If I wanted to back down now, I would have just made a stupid mistake. She would want more of this. Her look made that clear to me immediately.

	"It was the best opportunity to try him out in peace." That sounded almost apologetic.

	"And? How is he? Come closer,” came back excitedly. "Is that why you did the 72 hours?"

	"I suppose so."

	I approached the bed. Sandra immediately grabbed my caged cock. Cradled my balls in her hands. It was very clear what she thought of my prison.

	"He's getting hard... how does that feel?"

	“It hurts… a little. You get used to it."

	"What's that?" Sandra had discovered the plastic lock.

	“Lisa gave it to me. I was unsure about using the metal lock.

	This can easily be severed with scissors.” Still holding the scissors, I gave a flick of the air to my words.

	My cock reacted to the touch and the situation. Pushed against his prison.

	"Will you take the honor and set me free?"

	I handed the scissors to Sandra. She looked at me from below. 'Would you mind if we wait a few more minutes? I promise I'll set you free then. I just want to enjoy the sight a little more."

	I nodded. But I wasn't sure if I really wanted it. It felt like the start of something more.

	Sandra made no secret of her fascination with the penis cage. So far she has held back from me. I knew from the overheard conversation with Victoria that she didn't want to influence me. But that thought didn't seem to matter anymore.

	After all, I had put on the penis cage myself. Besides, he had brought the success she had hoped for. I had renounced masturbation. Did I thereby seal my own fate?

	We enjoyed the time with light caresses and lots of kisses. I was sucking on my wife's breasts and soon I found myself between her legs. Sandra turned me so that we were in the 69. I would have wished for a blowjob at that moment.

	But of course this was not possible. I could only assume that Sandra just wanted to take a closer look at the cage. I kept feeling her fingers.

	Before she had an orgasm, she pushed me off her.

	"Time for your reward." Finally she picked up the scissors. Before she cut the lock, she looked at me again. "Thanks for the experience." Then she severed it and began removing the penis cage from me. My cock reacted immediately and stood up.

	I enjoyed my freedom for the next few minutes. Talked a lot about my wife and put down a wild fuck. After three days of damming up, however, I found it impossible to hold back for long. I cummed inside her multiple times. Was it more than usual?

	"That was wonderful," Sandra commented. At least she was very happy. “You were so wild and untamed. You're not often like that. The renunciation of orgasm seems to have had an effect.«

	After a break we started a second round. After a not so violent fuck Sandra let me cum in her mouth. Of course I also made her have an orgasm.

	Then we lay exhausted next to each other and cuddled.

	"That was a nice surprise." The words could have come from me.

	But they came from Sandra and clearly meant the penis cage. "Do you think you can wear it again?"

	"Perhaps."

	"Maybe now?"

	»Sandra. I've just been locked up for three days."

	"But I wasn't there," she whined. "Please honey." She practically threw herself at me. Pressed her breasts against my torso and gave me a kiss on the cheek. "No worries. I will not take your orgasms away from you. I promise you that you can expect no fewer orgasms from me.«

	"He doesn't fit in like that anyway," I commented on my condition. The conversation had caused my penis to erect again. Maybe out of fear?

	"Maybe I can help with that?"

	"Do not let anyone stop you."

	Instead of throwing herself at me, Sandra pulled me into the bathroom. After a fresh shave I got a blowjob in the shower.

	"We'd better hurry or he'll be stiff again."

	Apparently Sandra had made the decision for me. She probably took my words for approval. I didn't fight back. She was too happy and I had just received plenty of redemption. Three days of torture for three great orgasms. I really couldn't complain.

	I watched as Sandra took out the lock from the dresser. I just let it happen. Watched as she put the penis cage on me. Only the lock was missing. But then she stopped.

	"Would you close the lock, please?"

	"Me?" I asked in surprise.

	"To prove you really want it."

	I brought my slightly shaking hand down. The lock was already in place. I just had to snap it shut. That was it with my freedom.

	This time I couldn't free myself with simple scissors.

	Sandra demonstratively hung the key around her neck. Smile contentedly at me. "I

	love you."

	 

	CHAPTER 1 5

	The next morning my morning wood woke me up once more. The short pain was quickly overcome. I relieved myself in the bathroom and then went back to bed.

	"Everything okay?"

	"That's OK."

	"Is he giving you problems?" To do this, Sandra reached between my legs and gripped the penis cage.

	»It takes some getting used to, but everything is okay.«

	Sandra lay down by my side. We lay cuddling for a long time and dozed off.

	At 10 a.m. it was time to get up. Sandra quickly got us rolls. Then we went shopping together. The weather was good and we decided to have a barbecue in the afternoon.

	Shortly after noon we picked up the children from my parents.

	Sandra showed great affection throughout the day. I could well imagine why she did this. But she didn't even mention the penis cage.

	"Is my tiger ready for another round?"

	That's how she greeted me in bed at night. It was a liberating feeling when she unlocked me. Removed the penis cage and immediately placed her lips over my growing penis. freedom and lust!

	The sex was bombastic. Sandra went off like a rocket. In between, she took her time. Left me close to orgasm several times. But as a result, this only increased the pressure on me. This erupted in two orgasms.

	After that I couldn't resist Sandra locking me up again. Of course, sometimes I regret it. Doubted my sanity. But in the end I had enjoyed twice the great sex. What more do you want?

	"Was it good?" my wife asked me.

	"Yes very good. You were really greedy today?”

	“I know you need me. You can't help out yourself in between."

	"He's hot for you again tomorrow."

	“Hmm… honey… I can't do it every day either. I would also like to go back to the club. But I promised you something."

	"Do you have?"

	“You don't come any shorter with the penis cage than before. One moment."

	Sandra leaned on the edge of her bed and rummaged in her bedside table.

	A small notebook came out.

	»4.8 orgasms per week. Round up 5.«

	"What about it?"

	“You'll get these every week, guaranteed. Just like I promised you.”

	"I do not get it?"

	“I've kept meticulous records for the last few weeks. Every orgasm recorded by you.

	At least the ones that took place in my presence. On average it was the mentioned 4.8 per week.«

	What the hell? She kept a record of how many times I came with her. I looked down. My gaze followed her. There stuck my caged tail under the covers.

	"Do I understand it right. I'm only supposed to have five orgasms a week?"

	"At least," she corrected me. 'You're guaranteed it. Surely you won't insist on the one or two times you had fun without me? I mean, we just showed that they're paid back double and treble."

	Was she serious once or twice? Even before the Cucky Club, that number was higher. I estimated the number of times I masturbated at seven. On average once a day. Made around twelve orgasms a week total. That was probably quite impressive. How could I suddenly satisfy my hunger with only five orgasms a week?

	"I don't know. The penis cage is a nice extension, but isn't it enough if we only bring it out occasionally?”

	"You think so?" came back disappointed. "Shouldn't we at least try it?"

	As so often, my wife won. I remained trapped in the penis cage, at least for the moment. I didn't even know what I wanted myself. It did have its thrilling and exciting aspects. Even so, I would certainly soon be missing my habit.

	On Sunday afternoon, Victoria and Paul were at the door. Sandra had invited her to the leftovers barbecue. Sandra had once again bought far too much meat.

	Later we sat relaxed on the terrace. I had a beer in my hand. Paul and my wife played badminton with the kids.

	"So you finally did it?"

	I glanced sideways. I could guess what she was responding to, but didn't want to confirm it.

	"What convinced you? … Pete?”

	"I don't know it. I certainly don't want it... and then there's the other side.

	Why do we always have to be so ambivalent?”

	'That's half the fun. It's not always different for us women. Especially at the beginning.

	After all, we get into bed with another man. It goes against all the conventions that society has taught us.«

	"But you also have a hard time."

	"It's not easy to please so many men," she laughed. "You can be proud of your wife."

	"Haha."

	“At least she'll pay you a lot of attention in the future. That was very important to her. Other couples live out their cuckold relationship in a completely different way.«

	"Like Helmut, for example."

	»It sometimes happens that he has to be without a whole week. You probably won't have that. Sandra takes the five times and your lust very seriously. But she also has her own fun.«

	She really seemed to have briefed Victoria on every detail.

	It remained that I wore the penis cage constantly. Occasionally I was allowed to shower in the morning without. However, always under the supervision of my wife. I asked her if that was really necessary. "It's safer than sorry," was her succinct reply.

	She meticulously kept her promise. Five orgasms a week was the minimum. I got it in very different ways. But I never had to do it myself. I came to terms with the situation. I had lost a little freedom. In return, my life was enriched by a diffuse gain in pleasure. I often sat at work. Any little thing excited me. Instead of looking for some porn and relaxing, I had to go through it. Every day this went a little faster. My body learned that being horny all the time wasn't worth it.

	In the first full week I was able to enjoy six orgasms. This was followed by five and in the third week even seven orgasms. Sandra gave me no reason for complaints.

	On Monday of the fourth week my wife woke me up. She fiddled between my legs and was about to remove the penis cage. This will be a nice start to the week. I got a very fulfilling blowjob from her.

	But that wasn't enough for Sandra. Of course, she also wanted her own gratification. After a pause, my cock was ready again. I fucked her to an orgasm and I was also allowed to cum a second time.

	In the late morning I was sitting at my computer. I had worked my way through my standard program at the start of the week. Next, I would deal with a prospect's inquiry.

	Before that, I wanted to go to the kitchen to get a fresh cup of coffee. While I was standing at the machine, my wife hugged me from behind. Pressed her body against me. I could feel her nipples through my thin t-shirt. Her hand slipped into my crotch. Her lips sucked on my neck.

	"Sandra?"

	"I need you now. Surely you have time for a short break?”

	Could I really say no to that? We ducked into our bedroom for a quick fuck.

	In the afternoon my wife came to my office again. This time she brought me a coffee. Again she was very affectionate.

	"You know. We've never had sex at your work."

	"But in the same building," I countered.

	"It's not the same." Her hand found its way between my legs once more.

	She unzipped my zipper and slipped them inside. So she kissed me.

	"Sandra?"

	"Only briefly. You can continue working right away. If you like, you can continue to work while doing it ... or watch one of your porn videos.«

	Sandra slid to the floor and crawled under my desk. From there she pulled my pants down and freed my penis once more. Despite his busy schedule that day, I was soon cumming inside her.

	"That was interesting," Sandra judged after I was locked again.

	In the evening I went to bed a little earlier. I wanted to read through a few more things.

	While I read, Sandra also got ready for bed. She got something out of her dresser.

	"Arms, please upstairs."

	She held silk stockings in her hands. Wanted to tie me to the bed once more. "Are you sure?"

	"Yes."

	"But we have today..."

	"Arms up."

	I followed her instructions and was tied to the bed. Instead of waiting a long time, she went on a wild ride. I soon experienced the fourth orgasm of the day.

	"But you could have saved yourself the tying up," I commented afterwards.

	"Do you think? Do you think we're through already?'

	“We're not, but… no? You… no.”

	“I'd prefer it if we did your fifth time this week today. But if you need a break, we'll put it off until tomorrow morning."

	"And then?"

	»Then you have a few days off from orgasm.«

	Sandra was already playing with my cock again during this conversation. This one was pretty drained, but the prospect of not having another orgasm for days had a strange effect on him. It seemed more pleasurable than frightening him.

	Sandra masturbated my cock with her hand. We looked into each other's eyes.

	I didn't want to come while she was trying to do the exact opposite.

	"Honey... don't make it so difficult for yourself."

	"You're such a beast."

	"I hope so, a hottie?"

	"Mmm...I won't make it that easy for you."

	"That would be boring."

	Sandra didn't even hurry. She rode my cock briefly, giving me a blowjob and using her hands again.

	"Oh," I groaned.

	“Is it time for the grand finale?”

	The finale was a blowjob. Sandra knew that she had to give everything. After all, it would be the fifth time in one day. But in the end I didn't stand a chance.

	"I can tell you're exhausted," my wife laughed afterwards. "There wasn't much more."

	Before she untied me from the bonds, she put the penis cage back on me.

	"And now?" I asked afterwards.

	'Now you'll have to be patient. Next week at the latest you will have your next orgasm.

	"You're so mean," I played to her, whining. I was really worried

	but not. She had pumped me out properly that day. I could probably get by without sex for a few days.

	However, as the next few days showed, I didn't have to do without sex at all.

	Maybe that would have been the easier option. We had sex, but only one of us had orgasms.

	Sandra presented herself particularly provocatively on Tuesday. In the evening she became particularly amorous. I thought her game would end soon.

	Instead, she just wanted to exchange cuddles and kisses with me. Of course, that had an impact on me. But it wasn't a big problem either.

	On Wednesday she sunbathed on our terrace. I saw her several times in her skimpy bikini. In the end she wanted more this time. I was allowed to make her happy with my tongue.

	On Thursday night she was at the club. Of course, not without her getting close to me and wanting another orgasm through my tongue.

	Their game didn't change on Friday either. Again and again she showed herself in provocative poses. Wanted to kiss me regularly and be held by me in the evening in front of the TV.

	This time things went particularly slowly in bed. We kissed for a long time. I pleasured her breasts. My tongue found her clit.

	Finally she tied me to the bed once more and finally opened the penis cage. My cock was incredibly happy to be allowed back into freedom. I was even happier that my wait would come to an early end. I hadn't experienced four days without an orgasm in a really long time.

	Sandra plays with my tail. "Pretty hard, the little one," she commented on his condition. She slowly rode on me. Her hand was used again. Her tongue played around my penis head. "Nice cool?"

	"Oh yes please."

	"You know your wife can be pretty mean?"

	"No?"

	"Yes." Sandra jumped up and ran out of our bedroom. A minute later she came back with an ice pack. This she held directly to my privates.

	"What is the?"

	"One moment."

	My cock shrank back to normal size. Startled and speechless, I watched as she steered him back into his prison.

	"Why?" I asked her after she untied her.

	"Because it's cool? No worries. Tomorrow night we're going to the club together. I promise you that you will then also get an orgasm. But I'd like to take my husband to the club with me, nice and horny.«

	This prospect silenced me. I also couldn't deny that they were already making me aroused again. I loved going to the cucky club with my wife. Many of the experiences also had a humiliating side. Overall, however, the club had enriched our lives. I didn't want to dispute that.

	 

	CHAPTER 1 6

	We spent a quiet Saturday morning. Had breakfast with the family.

	Then I went on a little bike ride with the kids. We had already accommodated both of them for the night. Nothing stood in the way of our visit to the club.

	Sandra started dressing up early. She took the penis cage off me so I could have a fresh shave down there under her supervision. Then it was back to my prison.

	Sandra had bought new lingerie for the evening. "Varnish and leather? Are you becoming a dominatrix now?”

	"No thank you. I'm not into dishing out pain. You married the wrong woman.”

	“I didn't apply for it. But a dominatrix doesn't just throw punches. I was already tied to the bed and you locked that one down there, too."

	"How about Mistress?"

	"Does that make a difference to Domina?"

	"Mistress of your cock?"

	“That fits frighteningly well.”

	Sandra took me in her arms and gave me a kiss. “We never do what we both don't enjoy. Never forget that. OK?"

	"Naturally."

	"One word from you and the penis cage goes in the trash."

	"It is in order. While it's very irregular this week, I can't complain about the amount of orgasms I've had.”

	I meant those words quite seriously. I did have a few fewer orgasms each week compared to before. But I didn't really miss masturbation. Maybe my real sex life had gotten too rich for that. Above all, too varied.

	No film could compete with that. In the end, reality is better than any film.

	For the moment, the sight of my wife earned me a throbbing cock. I could only hope that I would actually experience a liberating orgasm that day. Otherwise, the sight of my wife would kill me. All the blood in me was already rushing into my penis.

	Sandra looked incredible. She wore a skintight leather corset. Her breasts were not covered, just framed with leather straps. Silk stockings with suspenders and a leather thong completed the picture.

	"Wow," slipped my lips. She also pulled out a skintight leather dress.

	This was also new. For a brief moment I had to wonder how much money she must have spent on all that stuff. But then I had to realize that I really didn't care.

	Finally there were high-heeled and almost knee-length leather boots. I also saw this for the first time.

	Fully dressed, Sandra turned in front of me. "How do you like my new outfit?"

	"Hot...I didn't think I'd be into leather...but...hot...

	damn hot.«

	Sandra laughed contentedly. Of course she wasn't finished yet. Hairstyle, fingernails and make-up still wanted to be done. Half an hour later we could finally start.

	Helmut and Lydia took us the short distance by car. Our neighbor had also dressed up. But of course I couldn't keep up with my wife.

	In the club, Sandra and Lydia went to the bar and to the other amenities. Helmut and I went to the Cucky Bar. Later our paths should meet again.

	"Do you know what's planned for today?" My attempt to find out more was unsuccessful again.

	Helmut didn't want to give me any information. That got me thinking. "What bad?" I asked again.

	"Nothing I won't do," he retorted mischievously.

	"Well, that's reassuring."

	"Hello, you two," a woman's voice greeted us from behind, wrapping her arms around our shoulders. In addition, she pressed her breasts against our backs.

	"Lisa."

	"Ready for a great night out?"

	“If I only knew what to expect. So it remains to be seen how great he will be.«

	"It's on the second floor," she informed me, laughing.

	"Your event?"

	"Exactly."

	"What awaits me there? What messes have you planned?”

	'Not so curious. Where would the tension be in that?”

	"I've had enough excitement in the last year to last the rest of my life."

	"Apart from the tension down there?" Lisa joked back.

	"Good evening," another voice greeted us. I turned to Victoria Paulsen.

	'It's time. Will you escort her upstairs and take care of everything?”

	"Of course," Lisa replied. "Let's have fun then."

	I didn't know what to make of the situation. What awaited me? I remembered back to my assembly help. This was four weeks ago. A group experience was expected from the large playground.

	I climbed the stairs with trembling feet. On the third floor we met three more cuckolds. Women or Bulls were not yet in sight.

	I was very familiar with the structure. The large circular playground in the middle.

	All around were several mats with raised heads.

	"Please undress," Lisa asked me. Helmut was already there. He didn't seem to be there for the first time.

	With a queasy feeling I started to undress. I didn't like showing off my penis cage. Even if those present were already informed about it. Unsurprisingly, Helmut also wore a penis cage.

	"Please lie down," Lisa motioned to me. Helmut was already lying. Two more cuckolds were led into the room by Victoria. I had the impression that they too were there for the first time. They seemed interested and a bit unsure. Pretty much how I felt.

	Victoria explained to them what they had to do.

	I was already on the mat. Lisa busied herself with the corners. Before I knew it, she had already tied my first hand to the mat.

	"Does it have to be that way?"

	That wasn't even worth answering for Lisa. Undeterred, she continued with her work. My other hand was also quickly tied up. I didn't fight back. But she didn't stop there.

	My feet were also tied to the bottom corners. This gave me a nice X.

	The other cuckolds experienced the same fate. We ended up being six cuckolds tied to mats.

	"Let's go," Lisa announced in Victoria's direction.

	Both women then disappeared, leaving us cuckolds alone. "And now?" I asked into the silence.

	"It'll start soon," answered Helmut. "Just join in."

	"With the latest mess?" I continued his sentence as a question.

	"It'll be fun, too."

	We had to wait a few minutes, then Victoria and Lisa ushered in a larger group of women and men. I looked for my Sandra and found her quickly. Pedro and Hugo led them into the room. Overall, there seemed to be more Bulls than women.

	“Welcome to the meeting of anonymous chastity wearers. Today we welcome three newcomers to our circle. Andrew, Robert and Peter. Welcome and have fun in the next few hours. They will probably be exhausting, but also very fulfilling.«

	“Why don't we start with a light warm-up routine. Hotwifes, get on your cuckolds!«

	Sandra came over to me. She quickly removed her leather thong and then settled her shame on my face. The task was clear and I let my tongue run free.

	My wife quickly got wet.

	»If you are ready, you are welcome to look for a bull.«

	Sandra immediately lifted herself from me. Obviously she was ready. Instead of immediately setting off, she first knelt down next to me.

	"Everything okay?" she asked quietly in my ear.

	"Yes."

	“Should any of the other ladies require the services of your tongue, please do not hesitate.

	you have my blessing That's not a problem?"

	“Er… no… do you really think so?”

	"Yes, please."

	I nodded in response and Sandra got up. Pedro and Hugo were already waiting for them. The first couples had already arrived on the playground. Kisses were exchanged and blow jobs were given. This also applied very quickly to Sandra.

	"Peter," came from behind me - Victoria. "If you would be so kind, please."

	Without waiting for an answer, Victoria stood over me. Then slowly lowered

	down on me Her knees were next to my head. Unlike my wife, she didn't look in the direction of the playground. She had positioned herself so that she could look down at my face.

	However, Victoria did not take the final step. A few centimeters away from me, her privates hung and waited for me. "Peter," came her encouraging voice.

	Should I really do this? My wife gave me permission. The shame in front of me seemed very inviting. It would be interesting to be able to touch them with my tongue. to be able to taste.

	I gave myself a jerk and kissed gently and gently on the pubic part of Victoria Paulsen.

	Slipped my tongue out and ran one time down her wet crease. The spell was broken. However, I didn't throw myself wildly at her, but enjoyed every moment.

	Certainly I wouldn't confess it to my wife, but it got me excited to please another woman. I steadily improved and gave up my restraint.

	Victoria kept her eyes on me the whole time. There must have been a reason she had pounced on me so quickly. She knew full well that she was the first other woman I had seen in a long time. After my wife, she was only the second person I spoiled orally. At that moment she was allowed to experience one of her beloved first times through me.

	"Thanks Peter," I finally got to hear.

	With that, she finally gave me a clear view of what was happening again. I had already heard that things were getting wilder. My eyes didn't even know where to look.

	There was fucking everywhere. I found my Sandra. She rode Pedro and tried to give Hugo a blowjob. Which was quite difficult due to their movements.

	I was able to let my eyes wander briefly over the remaining games, but then my view was once again blocked. A woman I didn't know sat down on me without a word.

	She literally pressed her shame in my face. That was probably her request to start.

	I had no other choice and I repeated my service and also caused a wet excitement in her. Soon she left me and looked for a bull on the playground.

	I heard the first orgasms. Pedro also squirted with his cock stuck deep in Sandra. Exhausted, my wife stayed on him for a moment. She turned a little to the side and looked at me. A happy look.

	I saw movement next to me. Helmut was right next to me. Lydia was already halfway over him. I saw sperm splashes on her pubic area. This she let down on her husband. He immediately got to work.

	I looked ahead again. Sandra was already standing in front of me. She settled down on me too. Her shame hung over me. Once again I knew what was expected of me. I needed a little effort. I felt uncomfortable here in front of all the people. Mostly very embarrassing. Even if they hardly bothered about it. For her it was normal.

	In the end, like so many times before, I gave in. Didn't regret it a bit afterwards.

	Sandra bent down to me again. 'Thanks Peter. If any of the other ladies need this service. Then would you please do it too?”

	This time Sandra stayed kneeling next to me and waited for an answer. I couldn't utter a word, but I nodded. That was enough for her.

	She raised a hand and looked invitingly at the playground. Appeared to wave to someone. I followed her gaze. Who else could it have led to but Victoria Paulsen? She looked at me piercingly. Then pointed to her pubic area, which was clearly filled with sperm, and then to me. Asked me if I wanted it with a nod and grin.

	Completely unconsciously, I answered with a nod. Only then did I realize what I had done when she smiled even wider.

	Victoria took this as a signal to act quickly. Like the first time, she knelt over me. wanted to watch me again. This time my wife also remained kneeling next to me.

	She too wanted to see it. What perverted ladies , I thought.

	The sight of her slightly open labia, her wet glistening and a light white drop in her opening. Apparently I was a little perverted too. At least I could feel my cock struggling against its prison.

	I ran my tongue between her labia for the first time. I imagined Sandra and Victoria looking at each other with satisfaction. But I didn't dare to look up myself. That moment would have been too embarrassing for me. My eyes stubbornly focused on my task.

	I poked my tongue around Victoria. Felt a salty mass trickle into my mouth. Peter Neumann - what has become of you? But I was unable and not at all willing to change anything.

	"That was a nice first lap," Lisa announced. "The bar is now occupied and the buffet is being set up."

	From my seat on the mat, I watched as the ladies and bulls chatted, drank and ate at the bar.

	After a while, some women joined their husbands - including my Sandra. She crouched next to me and fed me from her plate. Allowed me a sip of her drink.

	"So far so good?"

	"So far...but what's to come next?"

	'Go straight on. It's getting interesting. I hope for both of us that you will try very hard.'

	"At?"

	"Let yourself be surprised."

	Some women and bulls were already having fun on the playground again. However, only cautiously. Hasn't been fucked yet.

	“I hope everyone enjoyed it. We're now starting Round 1 of 'How Long, Honey'.

	A brief explanation for our newbies. We're hosting some games. It's up to your performance when you're next released from your penis cage for an orgasm. The last place has to wait a full four weeks - until the next meeting. After all, it will still be three weeks for the second last place, two weeks for the third worst and one week for the fourth worst. No restrictions will be imposed on the second-place competitor. There is even a very special treat for first place. Four weeks without a penis cage. Well, isn't that allure enough to deliver a good performance?'

	stimulus enough? Above all, I had the horror in mind. Four weeks without an orgasm?

	Would my Sandra really consider this?

	"Round 1," Lisa announced. 'The taste test. Who manages to recognize his wife by licking it?”

	We were blindfolded. We were allowed to taste six women for sixty seconds each. Then we had to guess who our wife was.

	I tried to recognize my wife not by taste, but by feeling. For the

	Example of the size of her labia. That was damn difficult.

	Two of them were able to guess their wife on the first try. It took me three tries and I only finished fourth.

	'That was an interesting start. But I would like to advise our newcomers to work a little harder. Otherwise it could take a while before the next orgasm.«

	Before we continued with the second game, we were busy elsewhere. I could only judge by my ears that things were going well.

	“Let's get to the second game. Again, you can use your tongue. However, you do not have it completely under control yourself, but are dependent on the good nature of your wife. Whoever licks their better half to orgasm the fastest will leave the field as the winner.«

	»Please take up positions and only start on my command. If you want, you can take the blindfold off your husband.«

	Sandra obviously wanted. She took off my blindfold and looked at me. gave me a quick kiss "Please do your best, darling. I would hate to lock you up for several weeks."

	"You would really..." I left the rest of the words unsaid.

	"It's up to you alone."

	I certainly wasn't lacking in motivation. Sandra positioned herself above me. I looked at her visibly wet column. She had probably had fun with the Bulls in the meantime.

	»On your marks, get set, lick!«

	I did my best and licked my wife like a maniac. Once right through her column.

	Then I concentrated mainly on her clit. I had to be able to get my wife to come quickly.

	I needed six minutes. A damn eternity for me. I've heard other women scream out their orgasm four times before. How could you be so fast? Helmut also hit me and quickly brought his Lydia to orgasm. In the end I was only fifth.

	"Everything is still open," my wife comforted me. However, I didn't have much hope anymore. Everything seemed to be going against me.

	A pause was made again. They had fun at the bar. Then some blowjobs were given. It was a little quieter.

	“Let's get to the grand finale. The good news first. Five of you cuckolds can look forward to a sure orgasm. If I might ask the ladies to unwrap their tails.”

	Sandra and the other women took the penis cages from us. My cock immediately rose.

	»The game is very simple. Your women bring you to orgasm. Whichever man is the fastest can celebrate victory. The two previous games decide when you can start the race. After the first place has started, the rest are allowed to follow at intervals of twenty seconds.«

	I was only in fifth place. So would only be allowed to start eighty seconds after the first-placed. Could I still make up ground at all? My hard cock was in good spirits. However, an all-round view showed that the competition was no different. Nevertheless - it would certainly take a few minutes to come.

	Sandra knelt beside me. Together we watched the first pair take off.

	'Should I try it with my hand and mouth, too? Or do you want a fuck?'

	"No no. Hand and a little tongue maybe? A fuck takes too long. There… I don't feel enough there,' I admitted, feeling my face flush. "Please Sandra, please do it quickly."

	"I don't know. Maybe I want you to come last?” Sandra grinned at me.

	But then I got a guilty conscience. "No fear. I give my best."

	The other participants started and Sandra knelt between my legs. Her hands were just above my cock, waiting for the start.

	"Cuckold Peter," Lisa exclaimed. The starting signal for Sandra. Her hands immediately grabbed my cock.

	Unfortunately, at that moment I heard the first telltale orgasm sounds from a competitor. Crap! The first place was already taken.

	Sandra's hands flew up and down. Her mouth found my penis head. She didn't hold back and did her best. I felt my lust building up. "Yes!" I heard Helmut exclaim. So I had to give up second place. Third place followed just a few seconds later. How can you come so fast?

	The rest of the field found it much more difficult. I looked around anxiously. Only we three newcomers were still fighting for places.

	"Come honey. You can do it,” Sandra challenged me. In addition, her hands accelerated the pace again. “You don't want to be last. I don't want to be without you for that long. Locked up in this narrow cage.«

	I really didn't want that. It was a bit unexpected. But suddenly the lust poured out of me. My cock jerked wildly and squirted.

	Sandra leaned towards me and gave me a kiss. "Still finished fourth."

	Anyway? That meant two weeks of penis cage. Two weeks without an orgasm. Of course I didn't have to accept that. But that option never presented itself to me for a moment. I would accept my defeat. That was part of the game. A game that I learned to love myself. to which I had surrendered myself. I couldn't shake it anymore. Peter Neumann was one hundred percent a cuckold.

	While the majority gathered in the center for more games, my wife began to untie me. "We're going home."

	That irritated me. Especially that I should get dressed but she didn't put the penis cage on me. Instead, she carelessly slipped the pieces into her pocket.

	We said goodbye briefly. Victoria offered Robert to drive us home.

	Sandra preferred to walk the short distance.

	 

	CHAPTER 1 7

	I breathed in the cool night air. My penis enjoyed the freedom. It probably wouldn't last long.

	"How was the evening?" my wife asked me.

	"Interesting."

	'First time licking another woman. How was it for you?"

	"Not as good as you."

	"You know what women want to hear," she replied slyly, stopping me. Sandra pulled me towards her and gave me a kiss. 'I enjoyed the evening. They were nice games. How did you like the result?'

	"I'd rather have been first," I replied coolly. The thought of the consequences of my defeat hurt.

	"I can imagine. Two weeks without an orgasm... do you think you can survive this.«

	"I'll have to."

	"You accept that?"

	"Yes."

	"Why?"

	"I don't know. I don't like it, but it's part of it. It feels wrong not to accept it. I can't help it,' I admitted.

	"You are my cuckold."

	"I'm your cuckold," I repeated her words. Sandra smiled at me contentedly and gave me a kiss.

	'You'll probably be happy to hear the games were fake, though. You'll be allowed to fuck me properly at home."

	"What?"

	"Do not you want to?"

	"But! But… faked?”

	“You three newbies never had a chance. It was agreed from the start that you would take the three places at the end. A little game with your feelings. A nice little torment, as I suppose you like it?”

	"Hm."

	"Joyful?"

	"Yes," I freely admitted.

	'A little warning. Just because it was a fake this time, it has to be next time

	not be again. I wouldn't expect you or me to go four weeks without an orgasm. But I think a week would be a reasonable effort. At least for a start.«

	I have to admit that I was starting to like the idea. My orgasms as a stake. The risk of being trapped in a penis cage for a week made my cock swell a little more.

	We actually had fun together at home. I wouldn't have expected after this evening that Sandra would still have enough energy. But she held back with the Bulls and saved energy for me. I found that very cute.

	Our sex had changed over the past few months. Sandra had become much more open. I'm much more focused on making her have a good time. Often this was not a simple fuck. With my foreplay and romantic gestures, I was able and wanted to convince Sandra of my special skills. Here I had a chance to outdo the Bulls.

	We fell asleep hugging each other. For the first time in several weeks, I spent a night without my prison between my legs.

	"Are you ready?" Sandra asked me the next morning. To do this, she waved the penis cage around.

	"I'm ready."

	I didn't know what other experiences the Cucky Club could bring me. There are certainly interesting years ahead of us. I would still have some sweet agony ahead of me. I was absolutely sure of that.

	But I had also learned that I could fully trust my wife. She worried enough about how I was doing with the club and our games. So we could enjoy this new big part of our lives together.

	Would I stay a cuckold forever? I had little doubt about that.

	 

	EPILOGUE

	Thanks! I hope you enjoyed this book.

	Amazon reviews are of course always welcome and help me enormously. You are welcome to let me know what you think of this book by e-mail or via my website .

	Interesting book recommendations follow on the next few pages.

	AuthorDavidSilver@gmail.com

	david-silver.net

	Subscribe to my newsletter now
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	WAVE LUST

	Christoph and Katharina Meister have been a happy couple for ten years. The last three of them married. But something bothers her. Her best friends - a married couple who are friends - have made themselves pretty rare in her life for almost two years.

	Almost every weekend they go to the Dutch coast. They have a holiday home there. But Chris and Katie wait in vain for an invitation.

	Unexpectedly, this still comes. Your friends are in the US for three months. The holiday home is available to them until then.

	At least they want to take a look. What is the long journey worth? They quickly get to know their friends' Dutch acquaintances.

	These are three married couples and three black men. Luis reigns supreme. A tall, fit, and extremely wealthy black man. He quickly makes it clear to Chris that he is only waiting for his approval in order to approach his wife. Luis has no doubts that Katie couldn't resist his qualities.

	Difficult decisions have to be made for Chris. Where will the waves of lust take him and his wife?

	Waves of Lust is available on Amazon .
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	PLEASIVE JEALOUSY

	Frank and Julia Fischer moved to Frankfurt for their careers. The computer nerd still can hardly believe that he was able to make his childhood heartthrob his wife.

	In bed, Frank is a tender and caring lover. Always trying to please his wife. She loves his qualities and yet longs for more variety. She would gladly let the man take the lead.

	But her husband does not like to appear dominant.

	Frank has always been afraid of not being enough for his Julia. He would do anything to make her happy. But would he also accept the unthinkable?

	When an old acquaintance, Diego Garcia, returns to Julia's life, they soon face a difficult question. Diego Garcia embodies everything Julia wishes to experience.

	Frank is torn between jealousy and his own lust. He is afraid of the consequences of his wife's possible extramarital activities. At the same time, Frank has to realize that this prospect - despite or precisely because of this fear - creates increasing excitement in him.

	Lustful Jealousy is available on Amazon.
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	THE CUCKQUEAN AND HER HUSBAND

	Karina and Thomas have built the perfect life for themselves. They are married and own a small villa with a horse stable. But business is bad at the company. Thomas is in danger of losing his job. With that, her life would collapse like a house of cards. Soon they would no longer be able to service the loans for their little dream. You would lose everything.

	The solution is simple. Thomas must not lose his job. The German office is managed by Michelle Bonnet. Thomas often works with the daughter of the company founder. Your protective hand could save him from being fired. His wife urges him to compliment her. She also lets the other woman dance with her husband.

	Karina has always believed that the French woman is flirting with her husband.

	After some time Thomas has to realize that she was right. Michelle wants more from him. Much more! The more they offer her, the more secure his job should be. But Michelle Bonnet can also play this game.

	How far will Karina and Thomas go to secure his job and thus their dream?

	The three-part series, The Cuckquean, is also available on Amazon .
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