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A plane trip can be pretty darn long. Especially if you’ve had a very eventful vacation.

Sandra and I were on our way back from our Caribbean cruise. For many people, our experiences on this trip would have been radical. For us, they were no small things either. And yet, it was just the continuation of a long line of a lifestyle that isn’t practiced nor accepted by the masses.

My wife had sex with other men. That certainly happens more often than most people think. But my wife didn’t have to cheat on her husband. She had my blessing.

She had made me a cuckold. We had slipped deeper and deeper into this world. One woman was to blame for everything - Victoria Paulsen.

She ran the Cucky Club. For her, it seems to be a pleasure to pull us deeper and deeper into this world. She rushed us into doing a series of escalating perversions.

Maybe I exaggerate. Most of it was just normal sex, after all. But of the kind, I couldn’t offer my wife. I couldn’t keep up with the bulls’ dicks. But often I wondered if that was the only reason. When I was allowed to watch my wife, I could only marvel at the energy with which the bull and she went at each other.

I found that fascinating and I would have loved to be able to offer my wife this kind of sex myself. I had tried, but it just wasn’t me. When I went rabid over her, I felt ridiculous at best. In the end, it morphed back into our usual cuddly sex. At least I was sure that I was pretty good at that.

But I couldn’t offer my wife everything. If I had kept her to myself, I would have had to withhold quite a few things from her. I think that’s how Victoria Paulsen cracked me. Sandra was probably easier. She was the big winner in this game. She got fucked by big cocks.

Even by our new standards, we had had a particularly stormy vacation. First, Sandra had thrown me for a loop, and I had to witness three bulls strolling into our suite. It had been supposed to be our week. I admit I had particularly considered it to be my week. A week where I had my wife all to myself. No kids, bulls, or Victoria Paulsen. Fiddlesticks!

In the end, I had to come to terms with my new reality. As so often before, they had an easy time with me. My cock made the decisions. He’s not a giant but still seems to draw plenty of blood from my brain.

Perhaps I would have decided differently if I had known what was still to come. Not that the vacation only brought bad adventures. My wife had experienced her first lesbian sex. I haven’t been there to witness it, but eventually, I would certainly be allowed to watch her with another woman. Until then, I would fantasize about it while masturbating.

Had I known what humiliations awaited me, I would probably have reacted even stronger than just running off to the next bar. In the end, stupid me endured it all voluntarily. And yes, I had even felt pleasure. Those were the things to which normal people would shake their heads.

Helmut, Robert, and I had been servants. We had supplied our wives and their bulls with beverages. Plenty of other guests had seen us. What may they have thought about us? At least very few knew of my biggest humiliation.

I had licked my wife. That’s something a modern attentive husband should do. Even most bulls did it. But I had done it after another man had cum on and in my wife.

And now I couldn’t get it out of my head. Would I do it again? Did Sandra expect me to do it again? She had even hinted that I might do it for the other women at the club. These were actually off-limits to me, but I guess they were happy to make an exception for this one. We were the husbands and at the club, cleaning-up was part of our duty.

Sandra and I still had plenty to talk about. Back home, we had to get our lives back on track. We had to set priorities. Which would mean family first. We had to keep up appearances. Even Victoria was concerned about this. She didn’t want the club to get too much attention.

Intimate conversations, however, were not possible on our journey home. Whether at the airport or on the plane, people constantly surrounded us. Among them were certainly a lot of Germans. They really didn’t need to know what my wife and I were up to.

Which got me a lot of time to think about our situation. Especially, the gift from Victoria wouldn’t leave my mind. I had quickly hidden it from my wife. It flew with us toward home. Whatever it was, I expected a new devilry from Victoria Paulsen.

Our plane landed in Frankfurt in the afternoon. From there, we traveled by train. At the station, Sandra’s parents were waiting for us together with our children. After a week of separation, the joy of the reunion was great.

We had ice cream and talked about our second week of vacation. Of course, we could tell only selectively.

After the long journey, I was happy when we finally entered our own little house in the evening. The children ran to their rooms. For the first time, my wife and I were undisturbed. Just us two.

“Will you put the suitcases in the laundry room? Unpacking and washing will have to wait until tomorrow.”

I was happy to do that. After all, I also needed a convenient opportunity to hide Victoria’s gift. I wouldn’t present it to my wife without having examined it myself first.

I brought our suitcases into the laundry room. Sandra had our abundant luggage mixed up in three suitcases. Somewhat perplexed, I wondered in which one I had stored the gift. I rummaged around aimlessly. Soon I held it in my hand. A small box, surrounded by black wrapping paper and a red bow.

Black wrapping paper - who comes up with such ideas? Wait a minute! Black is right. But a red bow? Wasn’t that ... wasn’t that gold?

Confused, I stared at the box in my hand. I hadn’t gone insane after all? The bow had been gold-colored. My mind was racing. I came up with two theories.

Either I was wrong, and the bow had really been red, or somewhere in those suitcases, a box with a gold bow was still waiting for me. That would mean that Victoria had also presented my wife with a gift.

I would have loved to be mad at Sandra. She had kept this information from me. From her own husband! But then, of course, this would have been a clear glass house case. I had done the same.

I put the gift aside and rummaged through the suitcases again. Listened while doing so to see if my wife was looking for me. But for the moment, she was busy making sure the kids went to bed.

For minutes, I rummaged through the suitcases. Slowly, I began to believe that I must have been mistaken. I didn’t stop my search, though. I was far too frantic. Instead, I started a second, more systematic search. Suitcase by suitcase.

And then I felt a square box in my hand. I pulled it out and stared in horror at the golden bow. Victoria had indeed presented us both with a gift.

Perhaps I should have confronted my wife at that very moment. Instead, I packed her gift back into the suitcase and hurried to my office with my present.

“Peter?” my wife’s call already overtook me on the way there. But I had to get rid of the box first. I heard Sandra already hurrying down the stairs. I was so loud that she would surely run straight to my office. I quickly stuffed the gift into a drawer and sat down on my office chair.

“Peter,” my wife’s call rang out again. This time, however, right next to me. Sandra was standing in the doorway. “You’re not going back to work tonight, are you?”

“Well, I ... there must be a lot of e-mails.”

“I can think of something much better,” Sandra announced, taking two steps toward me. She leaned down to me and gave me a kiss. “It’s been over 24 hours since our last fuck.”

It seemed to be a side effect of the Cucky Club that Sandra was noticeably more vulgar and direct about sex and her desires. One of those steady and dragging changes in our lives. At this moment, however, certainly not to my detriment.

Sandra sat down on my lap and kissed me. A few minutes later, we found ourselves in our marriage bed for the first time in two weeks. Both of us were eager to give the other a good time.

I could use the relaxation. For a short time, Sandra brought me to completely different thoughts. Showed me at the same time that she could also still find pleasure with me in bed.

“I needed that,” Sandra commented frankly afterward.

“Me, too.”

“Was it a nice vacation? Even the second week?”

“It had its difficulties, but not everything was bad.”

“I promise, if we go on another vacation like that, I’ll talk it over with you first.”


CHAPTER 2
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We had come home on a Sunday. On Monday morning, I got fresh 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 check the current advertising campaigns. I had a lot of work ahead of me.

Sandra still had two days of vacation. She first took care of our gigantic pile of laundry. I couldn’t help but wonder if she also used the time to open her present. Mine was still in the drawer. I was bursting with curiosity. Partly, my work was holding me back. Besides, I’d rather have Sandra out of the house when I opened it. However, I also didn’t want to give Victoria the victory of going wild for it. I imagined her just waiting for me to finally open it.

That was nonsense, of course, because she wouldn’t be back from the U.S. until later in the week. She was still hanging out at some event with Helmut, Lydia, and her husband.

“I’m going shopping,” my wife announced around noon. “There’s a yawning void in our refrigerator.”

“Okay.” I pretended to not care about her announcement. This was exactly what I had been waiting for.

I listened carefully as Sandra drove the car out of our yard. For a brief moment, I considered giving her a few minutes. But my curiosity won out. I opened the drawer and pulled out the gift.

With shaky fingers, I set about unwrapping it. The bow was stuck. I pulled and tugged hard at it. I let the ribbon make marks on my fingers. It was of no use. I needed scissors. I searched for one. There should be a pair of scissors somewhere on my desk. But nothing was to be found. I quickly rushed to the kitchen to get a replacement.

I lost valuable time. If Victoria had achieved anything, it was that I was excited about the contents of the box. After running around the house, I was in a hurry to tear open the paper. The scissors made it easy.

I looked at the gift in my hand. A casket made of black faux leather. On the top, there was a gold-colored embroidery: For our beloved Cucky Club member Cuckold Peter Neumann.

I had to swallow and pause for a moment. I had been called a Cuckold a few times by now, but to see it here in writing on the box felt very final.

My curiosity remained unsatisfied, of course. What was in the box? I opened it.

No!, I exclaimed inwardly. Victoria couldn’t be serious.

I could identify the parts right away. I had seen them a few times on the Internet. However, I had always clicked them away in a hurry. Perhaps I shouldn’t have been so ignorant. What other devilry could one have expected from Victoria Paulsen?

In the casket, there were a few metallic objects. They sparkled in the light. Put together, they would form a cage. Something to put on the cock of a man.

Did Victoria want 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, a man who was wearing this thing would lose his freedom to use his cock as he wanted. It was a kind of submission.

I took the individual parts out of the casket. All parts were made of metal. The largest one in penis form. In addition, there were a few circular parts. I wondered how it would work as a whole. How it would be kept in place and not just fall off.

The enclosed small lock made it clear that they were convinced it would work. Shaking my head, I stared at it and put it aside. Looked at the penis-shaped main part again. What the heck?

I discovered a small engraving: Property of Sandra Neumann

The humiliation on Victoria’s part seemed to know no bounds. Did she really think I would just let her lock me away? And then this engraving. I could not argue against its contents. Maybe not property, but my wife was welcome to take possession of my cock. But certainly not like this. We wouldn’t play along with that.

I threw the individual parts back into the casket. At the lock, I paused again briefly. Damn you Victoria! I chuckled. Angry and amused at the same time. She must think I was particularly stupid. An opened lock was part of my gift. Keys, however, were not to be found in the box.

Packed up, I let the box disappear again into the drawer. Then I leaned back in my chair.

Victoria probably knew exactly why she was still on the other side of the Atlantic. Otherwise, I would have gone straight to her and thrown the gift at her feet.

Instead, I could only stare blankly at my screen and scratch myself between my legs. My cock enjoyed his freedom. He was hard and called to me to use his freedom to get some satisfaction.

I did him the favor. Quickly, my pants slid down. I chose the first porn I saw. A blonde - like my wife - was pleasuring herself with a black man. I can be that simple-minded, but it gave me a quick orgasm. Because despite all the excitement about Victoria, I still had some work to do.


CHAPTER 3
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I did my work, and my wife returned with full shopping bags and our children from their playmates.

The gift from Victoria kept occupying my mind. I needed some time to process it. And as I did so, another question grew stronger. What was hidden in the other gift? What had Victoria given to my wife?

I imagined her in a medieval chastity belt. It was amusing, but there was nowhere near enough room for that. Maybe a little sex toy? Or would she venture into something entirely different? Could the key be her gift? That would make sense. A typically Victoria-move.

Sandra didn’t mention her gift with a word. Instead, she appeared to be in high spirits. She seemed to give little thought to her gift or its contents. We had a pretty normal start to the week.

In the evening, I sat in front of the television. Sandra lay down with me.

“Put your hand under my panties,” she announced, amused.

My hand immediately went wandering. Slid under her panties and through her slightly damp pussy.

“Not in the front. In the back.” She grinned at me.

My hand continued its journey. Along her hip over her butt cheek. I held her taut bottom in my hand for a moment. Sandra's tense look made me suspect I had not yet arrived at my destination. I had a hunch, and my fingers confirmed it - a butt plug.

It wasn’t the first time for her. We had let it slide a bit, though.

“I’m ready for you,” she announced, to my delight. “And soon I will be ready to try there something bigger.”

She didn’t need to elaborate. She wanted to finally feel a bull’s cock there. The last enclave that was still mine alone would soon be history. I had long since resigned myself to that. At least got to enjoy it first. And the chances were quite good that this would not be the end. Sandra had revoked the decision to end me having anal sex with her when the first bull had done it.

Our little sexual revolution and introduction to another lifestyle had its advantages and disadvantages. At least for me. I didn’t see any downsides to my wife.

That evening, I enjoyed our sex once more. For three days in a row, I hadn’t had to share my wife with anyone. That was nice. But I also felt myself waiting for something to happen again.

“That was good,” Sandra commented on our sex.

“Yes,” I admitted. It had taken me only three minutes to come.

“We’ll continue tomorrow?” grinned Sandra at me.

“Gladly.”

“Good, I’ll be at the club first and then later we’ll continue as a couple.”

Her first proposal hadn’t looked like that in my head, but why not? The club had become part of our lives and I didn’t mind following the footsteps of a bull.

The next evening, Sandra made her way to the club. The kids were already in bed. I was in front of the TV, consumed by my worries again. Was I allowed to spy on my wife and search where she was hiding her gift?

I couldn’t quite decide. In the end, I ended up in front of my computer instead. I wanted to get some work done, so I could sleep in the next morning.

I got little work done. I had to keep looking at the drawer. There lay the box with the “penis thing.” I wasn’t even sure what it was called.

In English it was chastity-something. The term chastity belt was on the tip of my tongue. But my finicky side spoke up. It wasn’t a belt.

I tried my luck with Google. My interest and hunting instinct awoke. “Penis cage” was the first thing that caught my eye. That pretty much summed it up. But chastity cage seemed to be the more popular name.

I was furious with Victoria Paulsen. But most of all, I was stunned. What was she thinking? She didn’t really believe I would let them cage me? I didn’t want to dwell on it and made my way to the bedroom.

I got ready for bed and wanted to pass the time until Sandra returned with a book. But my eyes kept falling on the cupboards. Could Victoria’s present be hidden somewhere in our bedroom?

Our bedroom and my office were the best places to hide things from the eyes of our children. They rarely came in here and certainly didn’t search the closets.

In the end, the urge became too great. Sandra would probably be away for at least another half hour and I would get to hear her in time.

Right away, the first thing I dared to do was to take a look in her closet. I found some nice things, like her sexy lingerie. But nothing out of the ordinary.

I turned around and let my gaze fall on the dresser. Blacky should be in there. The big black dildo. We had experimented with him at the beginning of our journey into a cuckold and hotwife. But there wasn’t much need for Blacky anymore. Sandra had almost constantly the possibility to have fun with the real Blackys of this world.

I found Blacky and other toys like the buttplugs. But of all things, I also found Victoria's gift. Sandra still hadn’t unwrapped it. The red bow kept it sealed.

But that didn’t stop me from inspecting it. Could my guess be right? Was it the key to the chastity cage?

I weighed the gift in my hand. It was quite heavy for a simple key. Maybe if the casket would be especially heavy. I was unsure. I tried to find out more with a shake test. I held it close to my ear and shook the gift back and forth, first gently and then more wildly. Something was to be heard. Lighter and darker tones. They didn’t necessarily sound like a key. Could be more than one object, though. 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. Had fallen asleep while reading. At the sight of my wife, however, I immediately became much more awake. She had stripped down to her sexy lingerie. Corsets, suspenders, and silk stockings. She had dressed up properly for her first club visit in over two weeks. Probably in part because the bulls she knew best were still in the States. “Still up 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. It was definitely ready.

Sandra jerked me and sucked on my cock for a moment. “I have something else for you.” She swung herself on top of me and slid up. Her legs wedged my head in. That told me more than clearly what she had meant by her words.

Once more, I got to lick her freshly fucked pussy. Twice I had done it on the cruise. Sandra seemed to want to make it a habit for me.

I was still having a hard time with it. That my wife was enjoying herself with other men. That was easy. Licking her wet and slimy slit after her getting fucked and getting to taste the bull as well. That would have probably caused disgust, horror, and incomprehension from most of society.

Sandra knew exactly how to achieve her goals, though. She bent over backward and grabbed my cock with one hand.

“Whenever you’re ready. Just pull my panties to the side.”

If she had just pushed her pussy in my face, that would have been a lot easier. Using my hand to push the last obstacle to the side made me a much more active participant. I started it myself. I had a choice.

In the dim light, I couldn’t see much. But the smell of their shared juices rose to my nose.

Carefully, I pushed her panties to the side. Poked with my tongue against her pubic. My taste buds immediately reported a distinct taste to me. The consistency of the creamy liquid was also obvious.

I felt my cock literally pulsating with excitement. He seemed to be into dirty play. I blame him for what happened next.

The first two times, I had been careful above all else. I also didn’t want to leave the impression that I enjoyed doing this. This time, my lust left me with no other choice. After a few careful licks, I dropped my inhibitions and fell wildly over my wife’s pussy lips.

Licking, sucking, and thrusting. My tongue, lips, and mouth brought out a wild squeal from my wife.

However, she didn’t let herself 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 play followed. She pushed herself on top of me. With one hand, she maneuvered my cock inside her and straightened up.

A wild ride followed. Finally, I could watch again how her breasts bounced around.

“Come, my little stud. Come inside me,” she urged me. That was enough to make my arousal explode in a final orgasm.

“Honey?” she asked a few minutes later.

“Yes?”

“I hope you don’t mind, but I met a nice couple at the club. They asked if we’d like to go out together on Friday. I said yes. I hope that was okay?”

“Hmm ... a couple? What kind of ...” She didn’t mean a bull with a hotwife, did she? At least that was my concern.

“Just a regular couple. They’re married. Lisa and Jan.”

I gave my consent. Even though, of course, that was just a formality now. Sandra had already created facts.


CHAPTER 4
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I developed a daily routine. As soon as my wife was out of the house, I would take a careful look in her closet. Her gift stayed unpacked. The red bow was staring mockingly at me.

This annoyed me immensely. Unlike her, I couldn’t wait to take another look at my gift. Its shocking contents continued to occupy my mind. But I didn’t know how to deal with it. I could only wait for Victoria’s return and then throw it at her feet.

Aside from these self-doubts, I spent a pretty normal week between family and work. Our daughter would spend Friday night at a friend’s house and our son would stay with my parents. There was nothing in the way of our evening with the couple, who were still complete strangers to me.

Sandra started early and preened herself. She also requested my help. I gave her pubic area a fresh shave. Afterward, she wanted to see my pubic area.

“Honey, there is already some stubble again. It would be best if you shaved weekly in the future.”

It didn’t sound like a request. I was still ambivalent about my bare cock. A bit of hair down there gave me some sense of masculinity. On the other hand, I had to admit that it could feel wonderful to be completely naked down there. It gave a certain extra to my wife’s touches.

In the end, I complied and shaved between my legs as well.

Finely dressed up, we headed out at 6:30 pm. We had reserved a table for four at 7 pm. Sandra still hadn’t told me much about Jan and Lisa. It would be a mystery dinner for me.

“Hello!” Jan greeted us in a broad, clearly Dutch-sounding accent. My wife got a kiss on each cheek and I got a firm handshake.

I followed his example and gave his wife a kiss on the cheek.

Jan van der Meer quickly took over the conversation. A human couldn’t be much more extroverted than him. Together with his wife, he had been living in Germany for ten years. Both had learned their first German words in school and spoke excellent German.

“How was your cruise with us?” Jan asked my wife. I looked at her, slightly irritated. With us?

“Wonderful. Thank you for the beautiful suite,” Sandra answered.

I had to read between the lines. He had to be in some connection with the cruise line company. Their European headquarters were in Frankfurt.

My wife had once mentioned that we owed our upgrade to a club member. That person was probably sitting across from us at this moment.

It didn’t take long for Jan to tell us about his work, which confirmed my suspicions. He was the head of marketing and sales for continental Europe.

“You do online marketing?” he asked me with interest. We were quickly engrossed in a conversation about our work. A big part of his marketing budget went into online marketing.

Unlike me, he wasn’t an online marketing specialist. He made 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.

Fortunately, our wives had plenty to discuss between themselves as well.

Together we spent a relaxing evening, enjoyed the delicious food and drank excellent wine.

“Enough about work,” Lisa urged her husband. My Sandra also looked at me with prompting eyes.

After two hours, we left the restaurant. Jan and Lisa's house was only a short walk away. There awaited us drinks.

They had a big 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 have the pleasure of a dance?” What a charmer.

Sandra immediately complied with his request. Instead of just a few casual circles, they danced together much more intimately.

Irritated, I watched as their bodies pressed against each other. They kissed for the first time and whispered to each other. Sandra made an extremely satisfied impression.

The song ended. Jan looked at my wife and asked a question, which she answered with a nod. They left the room holding hands. I watched as they climbed the stairs. Sandra turned to me twice and smiled at me. Even gave me a quick wave.

They disappeared from my view. I still looked at the place where I last saw them. My mouth was wide open. What was happening here? Would my wife get into bed with a cuckold now? Hard to imagine.

I turned to Lisa. She was watching me with amusement. If my wife was allowed to have fun with her husband upstairs, did that mean I was allowed to have my way with her?

I would never cheat on my wife, but my cock had its own idea about this, of course.

After we had spent such a relaxed evening, I had not been prepared at all for this turn of events.

Lisa noticed my irritation. “A little fun should be allowed, shouldn’t it?”

“Sure,” I returned while being not at all sure.

“My Jan will show your Sandra a good time. Don’t worry.”

I wondered how that was going to work. Sandra proved me wrong a little later. She moaned loudly, and her voice echoed throughout the house, demanding to get fucked harder.

“Why don’t you come over to me?” Lisa asked. “I’d like to have a good time, too.”

“Well? I ... that ... um.”

“Don’t worry. Sandra knows, and she’s given her okay.”

“Um ... really?”

I would have preferred to ask my wife myself, but it didn’t seem to be a suitable moment with her demanding a good hard fuck once again.

“Really ... come on.” Lisa’s index finger tried to lure me to her.

My cock took over the decision. In case of doubt, at least I would have a good excuse. How could I have known it had been a lie? Sandra made these new friends. Maybe she had been a bit more careful.

“Under my dress, please.”

I followed her instruction and slipped my head under her dress. In the dark, I felt my way up her legs. Kissed her thighs. Her pubic area was my big target. My hand felt it first.

Or would have felt it, if the way had not been blocked. First, I thought I felt rubber, then cold metal. My hand passed over the area behind which her pussy lips should be hiding. Then started making trips to the left and right. There, too, I got to feel metal encased in rubber.

“You can come up again,” announced an amused Lisa.

“What?” was my first word back in the dim light of her living room. They were accompanied by a rhythmic clapping from the second floor.

“Sorry. I lied about your wife’s permission.”

“What?” I exclaimed once again.

“Don’t worry about it. You never had a chance to betray her,” a smiling Lisa said. She stood up and slipped out of her dress. “I like to have a bit of fun, too. You’re far from the first to fall for it.”

Puzzled, I looked at her pubic area. She was wearing a chastity belt.

“But? Why? Your husband is ... isn’t he?” That was all the words I could produce.

“My husband is a bull.”

Automatically, I glanced toward the stairs. They seemed to take a break up there right now. At least I didn’t get to hear anything.

I looked back at Lisa. Disturbed and fascinated, my gaze caught her chastity belt again.

“I currently have the pleasure of calling myself the only cuckquean in the Cucky Club.”

“A what?”

“Cuckquean. The female version of a cuckold.”

“That means you ...” I slumped onto the sofa. This was a development I hadn’t expected at all. “What exactly does that mean?”

“My husband enjoys himself with other women. But I don’t with other men. So really, it’s the exact opposite. At least for us two.”

“Okay ... that’s ... I’m a little surprised.”

“You didn’t think your wife up there was just getting it on with a mere cuckold.” She smiled at me.

“That seemed kind of strange and unlikely to me.”

“Your wife was way too loud for that, too,” Lisa quipped, and I had to laugh along with her. Appropriately, my Sandra groaned again.

“And you wear that thing willingly?”

“Why not? You cuckolds have your cage too, don’t you?”

“Not me!” I defended my honor.

“You can tell,” Lisa commented, looking down at my crotch. A slight bulge from my erect cock was showing.

“Why shouldn’t I wear it? I am faithful to my husband and have no interest in other men.” Lisa resumed the thread of conversation.

Lisa was sitting naked in front of me by now. At least almost naked. She was still wearing the chastity belt, of course. Is a chastity belt an article of clothing?, I wondered. Unabashedly, she played around with her breasts.

“Why don’t you unbox it? Your cock is pushing for freedom, isn’t it? Don’t worry, I won’t touch it. I’m faithful to my husband. You’ll have to do it yourself. I think your wife is busy elsewhere tonight, too.”

Lisa became a little more offensive in her choice of words.

I would like to be able to say that I didn’t follow her request. But it was too difficult to resist her. My body cried out for satisfaction.

“There’s the little one.” Lisa showed once again her beautiful smile.

She seemed to have fun humiliating me with words. It was time to take a shot at her situation. “At least he has his freedom.”

While they were having a good time upstairs, I sat opposite Lisa with an erect cock. I didn’t want to give her the satisfaction, but my cock demanded relief.

“Does she allow you to come whenever you feel like it?” she asked with interest.

“Of course.”

“Hmm.”

“What?”

“Nothing.”

“Out with it.”

“You guys are pretty new to the club.”

“So?”

“Maybe the right answer is that you’re still allowed to come on a whim. For many in the club, that doesn’t apply.”

This was news to me. Were many of the cuckolds in the club supposed to wear a chastity cage? How could I have missed that? It probably wouldn’t have been that difficult. I seldom saw the other cuckolds naked.

“Certainly not the majority,” came flying out of my mouth despite these thoughts.

Lisa seemed to have to think about it. Weighing, she bobbed her head back and forth.

“It’s hard to judge. There are the casual members who don’t come as often and aren’t into all the shenanigans as deeply. Then there’s the hardcore faction. They don’t miss out on any play that even comes close to fitting into the cuckold fetish. Compared to what they do, a chastity belt or cage is everyday play. It’s a small group, though. If I had to guess, I’d say about half.”

“Half!”

“Something like that. But you can subdivide them widely again. Some just pull out their toys on a whim. Others live it 24 hours a day.”

We remained silent for a moment, listening to them go wild upstairs. This time, her husband was the loud one.

“Our cue,” Lisa announced, standing up.

“What?”

“Jan has come,” she informed me. Lisa grabbed my hand, laughed at me merrily, and pulled me along toward the stairs. I didn’t resist.

The first door on the right stood open. A soft conversation could be heard. With a mixture of shame and excitement, I followed Lisa into the bedroom.

Jan and Sandra were lying naked on the bed. It was obvious that they had been having quite a wild time together.

“The first time with a woman is always very special to me,” a satisfied Jan commented in my direction. I nodded to him. My gaze, however, was riveted on another sight.

Next to him lay my wife. Her bottom was lying on a pillow and thus slightly elevated. Dutch sperm oozed out from between her legs.

“Lisa,” came promptingly from Jan to his wife.

“Right away,” she replied. Then she leaned against me and whispered in my ear. “I’m sorry. I know you’d like to do this for your wife. But Jan and I have an agreement. The first time with a new woman, I always get to go first.”

Lisa caressed my penis. The exciting feeling associated with it was almost torture for me. Wordlessly, I watched as Lisa kneeled on the bed. Not in front of her husband, but before my wife. Clad only in her chastity belt, she crawled forward a little. Then she grabbed my wife’s knees with her hands and lifted her a bit up from the pillow.

I was still standing right by the door. Automatically, I moved and stood next to the bed. What was coming now, I had to keep my eyes on.

Lisa lowered her head. She licked once starting from the bottom through the pubic of my wife. I could literally watch how the mixture of sperm and the juices of my wife gathered on her tongue. Then it was gone. Lisa licked systematically around the pubic of my wife. Then she pushed deeper into her and sucked the remaining juices out of her.

I looked at my wife's face. She looked back at me with obvious excitement. Her eyes wandered deeper. I followed her gaze. She looked between my legs. My hand had grabbed my cock and was jerking it. It took some effort to avoid coming.

“Come here darling,” my wife urged me. Sandra bent down to me at the edge of the bed and let my cock slip into her mouth. She was driving me crazy. It took me only a few seconds to cum inside her. Sandra swallowed my cum.

She then pulled Lisa up to her and gave her a wet kiss. “Thank you. You did very well.”

“At your service.”

“Could you please get your man hard again? I need a second round. He is a great fuck.”

“Of course.”

The brief exchange struck me as odd. Stilted and recited. I learned later that Jan had instructed her to speak that way before. It was part of the game between him and his wife.

Lisa went down on her husband’s cock with much enthusiasm. He seemed to care little about this. I wouldn’t have been able to show so much restraint. Especially since my cock was already standing again.

Sandra pulled me close to her one more time. I sat down with her on the edge of the bed.

“It’s a marvelous sight, isn’t it?” Sandra asked.

I nodded absently with great fascination. When giving a blowjob, Lisa was truly a queen.

“In a moment, you get to watch him take me ... and after that ... then it’s your turn.”

My turn - I guessed she didn’t mean that I would get to fuck her. Instead, I would take over from Lisa and clean up the mess between my wife’s legs. I was pretty sure of that.

Should I have run away screaming? Lisa’s apologetic words before she went down on my wife clearly showed that she knew I had done that for my wife before. By now, I started to realize that it was probably not even a particularly sensational practice for a club member. At least among the old hands.

For me, though, it wasn’t quite so simple. Especially in front of spectators. But I also knew that there was no turning back. My arousal would push me forward.

Jan stopped his wife and turned to my wife. Together with Lisa, I sat down on two armchairs. These happened to be in the perfect spot to watch.

Then everything slowed down. Maybe Jan wanted to prove his endurance to me. But that wasn’t too special for club bulls. We got to watch them in a variety of positions. Alternating between soft and hard fucking. In between, Sandra blew his cock and got to enjoy an orgasm, which she loudly announced.

I couldn’t help it and played around with myself. But I didn’t get to orgasm. Lisa regularly asked me to take breaks. My satisfaction had to wait.

Finally, the end came into sight. The pillow was pushed a second time under the buttocks of my wife. Jan took her quite traditionally in the missionary position. Now he suddenly seemed to be in a hurry and gave up any restraint. It just took a few minutes and he let himself fall off my wife.

“Peter,” Lisa said. “Your cue.”

As if on autopilot, I stood up. My hard cock swung in front of me. I took a few steps and looked between my wife’s legs. Again, a bit of cum was oozing out. In addition, Jan had shot two large splashes over my wife’s pubic.

“Peter ... just for you,” my wife moaned and spread her legs a little wider. I was already kneeling on the bed. My gaze remained dully directed forward. I didn’t want to look Jan or Lisa in the eyes. I ignored their existence as best as I could.

Like Lisa before, I reached under my wife’s knees. Just like her, I started with a lick from bottom to top through her complete pubic. My wife immediately pushed towards me. Moaned out a satisfied “yes”.

Cleaning up my wife after she had condom-free intercourse with another man was still new to me. The two spectators made it especially difficult.

Lisa made it a little easier for me. She joined my wife and kissed her. Her fighting tongues turned me on enough to lick Sandra with renewed energy.

Out of the corner of my eye, I could observe how Jan freed his wife from the chastity belt. A little later, he was fucking her hard while his wife sucked on Sandra’s breasts.

Jan had shown us his endurance before. This time, however, it was fast fuck. After ten minutes, he shot his cum into his wife. She squatted immediately over the face of my wife.

From below, I watched Sandra pulling her pubic apart. On our cruise, she had made her first lesbian experiences. Lydia and Victoria introduced her to sapphic love while I tasted different kinds of whiskeys. Now she licked her first cum-filled pussy. Something we had now in common. I shuddered at that thought.

That certainly caused her no worries. Our old life was gone. My wife had developed a taste for cum thanks to the Cucky Club. Even pussy wasn’t a no-go anymore. We were very different people.

“Make room,” Lisa asked me and the two women continued their game in a 69.

Suddenly Jan and I were sitting on the armchairs. “Beer?” he asked me. I answered in the affirmative and we watched the two ladies with a cool wheat beer in our hands.

“We both landed ourselves something special there,” Jan commented cavalierly.

After the little lesbian interlude, it was back to the chastity belt for Lisa. Jan rejoined my wife.

“Come on,” Lisa said to me. “I’ll show you the guest room.”

After an approving nod from my wife, I followed her without resistance. I was completely exhausted anyway.
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My wife had fun with Jan and probably also with Lisa until late at night. I wasn’t part of it. Not only because I was in the guest room, but because I was soon fast asleep. The exhaustion and maybe also the jet lag caught up with me.

The next day, we went home in the best of moods. Especially Sandra seemed to be thrilled with the way the evening had gone. I also have to admit that it had been an interesting experience. Who would have thought that women could also share my fate?

We went to pick up our children. But soon they had flown out again. Sandra and I had the house to ourselves.

I had to think through the last evening. Parts of it had a fishy smell. One point literally jumped out at me and made me wince inwardly.

Could and did I really want to believe in such a big coincidence? Just a few days ago Victoria gave me a chastity cage and now we happened to spend an evening with a woman in a chastity belt.

“Did you guys stay up late last night?” I asked my yawning wife.

“We had some more fun,” she returned with a smile.

“So, how did you first meet Jan and Lisa?”

“At the club, of course.”

“Just at the bar, or?”

“Does it matter?”

“Just so ... I mean, the two of them seem to be a bit unusual. Even for the club.”

“Yeah,” she laughed, “They play the game the other way around. There’s something about that.”

“Hmm,” I grumbled in acknowledgment. I would have expected her to list the chastity belt among the unusual things.

“Something wrong?” she noticed my mood.

“Wasn’t there something a little more unusual?”

“More unusual? The chastity belt?” So she hadn’t missed it after all.

“Yes.”

“Well, some men in the club do wear one,” she admitted frankly, to my horror. After the last few days, I also strongly assumed that. So far, however, I had seen no evidence of it. No way it's gonna be fifty percent like Lisa estimated. That would be crazy.

“I don’t want to be intrusive, but I have to bring out my question from the beginning again. How did you meet Jan and Lisa?”

“Why?” Sandra asked.

“I don’t believe in coincidences anymore. Not when Victoria Paulsen might have had a hand in it.”

“Victoria? They mentioned Victoria had told them about us. What a great couple we make. They were dying to meet us.”

“Fuck!”, I exclaimed. “Fuck!”

“Peter? What’s the matter? You’re scaring me.”

I paused for a moment. “Sorry. Just a minute.”

With long strides, I rushed into my office, yanked open the drawer, and took out the casket. Back in the kitchen, Sandra looked at me with wide and frightened eyes. I set the casket down in front of her.

“A little parting gift from Victoria,” I announced.

Sandra looked at the box with interest and took it in her hand. Opened it carefully. Her half-open mouth told me she knew exactly what was in front of her.

“Then I guess it really wasn’t a coincidence.” Sandra was the first to regain her speech.

“No.”

Sandra looked thoughtfully at the table. Her fingers played around with the cock cage. She looked closely at its individual parts. The small engraving property of Sandra Neumann will not have escaped her attention.

“Just a moment,” she finally announced and dashed upstairs. A minute later, she strutted in with her gift still wrapped. “I got a present from Victoria, too.”

“You haven’t opened it yet?” I asked, feigning surprise. I didn’t plan to tell her I already knew about her present.

“I got an instruction with it,” she admitted sheepishly.

“An instruction?”

“I wasn’t supposed to open it until you showed me your gift.”

I could have strangled Victoria. “What a sneaky snake,” I gave my opinion bluntly.

“She plays her games,” Sandra admitted.

“Open it up already. But I have a good idea what’s going to be in it.”

“Do you?”

“My present contains a lock, but no key.”

“Hmm.”

Sandra unwrapped her present. She, too, needed scissors, which I fetched for her. I finally wanted answers.

Her gift was a box, too. Just like my box, there was gold-colored embroidery on top of it: For our beloved Cucky Club member Hotwife Sandra Neumann.

My head was literally hanging on my wife’s shoulder. She opened the box much too slowly for me. Finally, it was open.

My eyes immediately fell on the largest object. A large shiny heart. It was attached to a silver necklace.

No key? Could that be? Just a piece of jewelry?

“Pretty,” Sandra commented. 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 casket.

“There it is!” I exclaimed. We had found the key. There was an indentation in the back of the flat heart. Just right for a key. The key seemed to literally stick to the pendant. With a little force, however, Sandra was able to detach it. “Magnetic,” she said in amazement and a bit impressed.

Even I had to admit that it was quite an ingenious construction.

I let myself slide onto the chair next to Sandra. Meanwhile, she tried out the key. It fitted into the lock.

Sandra's playful tinkering with the cock cage left me speechless. She was obviously trying to understand how this thing was supposed to work.

“What are you doing?”, I asked irritably.

“Nothing,” she replied, putting the pieces aside and looking at me.

“You don’t think I’m going to stuff my best piece in there, do you?”

“I’m assuming that you ...” she began slowly. Quite as if she still had to figure out exactly what she was going to say. After a brief pause, she began speaking again. “I’m going to assume that you’re not going to do anything that you don’t want to do.”

“Victoria!” I spat angrily.

“I’ll admit, she’s been playing a game with us once again. I don’t see what’s so bad about it, though.”

“What? She wants to squeeze me into this thing. After all the things she has already done to us.”

“Granted. She led us onto this path. But we had to go it by ourselves. She may have set up a few traps, but in the end, we threw ourselves into them willingly. We could have jumped over every single one.”

It was difficult to counter this view with logical arguments. “When I get my hands on her.” Victoria would return that evening.

“Peter.”

“What?”

Sandra stood up and sat wide-legged on my lap. Pressed her body against me and looked me in the eyes.

“We never did anything we didn’t want to do. We won’t do anything in the future that we don’t want to do. If you don’t want to be in the cock cage, then that’s the end of the matter. Victoria really doesn’t play a role in that.”

With that, Sandra turned briefly to the table and looked at the said object. “You’d love to use it on me!” I accused her.

“I like having sex with you. And more importantly, frequently. We both can’t deny that you’ve benefited from the club in that regard.”

I grumbled - but it was true. Our sex had become significantly more frequent and also more exciting.

“Sometimes I wish ...” Sandra stopped.

“What?”

“Oh, nothing.”

“Sandra.”

“We have sex more often, but you often put your own hand to work when I’m gone. If you saved yourself for me instead, I’d have a little more of you. I like it when my man comes inside me. I think if you didn’t masturbate all the time, I’d get a little more pleasure out of it.”

“I will not let you lock me in that thing!”

“That’s not what I meant. But couldn’t you just let go of masturbating? For a while? Just to try it out.”

Sandra kissed me. Let her tongue loose on me.

“I also promise that you’ll have extra fun with me. Whenever you need it. Please?”

What to answer at such a moment? Especially when the woman is on top of you.

“Are we going to start the fun right now?” I asked.

Sandra grinned and pulled me up with her.
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The talk with my wife ended my urgent need to storm into the Cucky Club and have a go at Victoria. That could wait until the next time we met.

In the meantime, my wife didn’t miss many opportunities to point out that I should keep my hands off my cock. There was a ban on masturbation in the Neumann household.

I didn’t understand how Sandra imagined it. If the cock calls, the man has to do his deed. My wife didn’t hold back anything herself. She visited the club several times over the next few days. For her, masturbation would probably have been a wasted opportunity to get fucked by a bull.

I have to give her credit for not letting me miss out, either. We had our sexy times. But I needed more.

At the very beginning, I could still control myself. I wanted to honor our agreement and keep my hands off myself. I don’t know if the last years had earned me the classification of being a sex addict or maybe even more fitting of being an orgasm addict. But there were only extremely rare days in my life when I didn’t have to have my fun at least once. Not seldom two or three times.

An entire week passed and the cock cage ended up in our dresser. I didn’t meet Victoria either. She probably knew I had a bone to pick with her and avoided a meeting.

Sandra and I enjoyed ourselves several times. She often wore the butt plug. I was still the only man she had had anal sex with, but that probably wouldn’t stay that way for much longer.

Unlike me, Sandra visited the Cucky Club several times. It cost me a lot of restraint, but I didn’t ask her about conversations with Victoria.

On Saturday night, we were lying in bed. Sandra was playing around with my cock.

“How many times did you masturbate this week?” she asked me. “Be honest,” she shot right after.

This question made me sweat. I wasn’t going to lie to my wife. I probably wouldn’t have made it very believable either.

“A few times,” I admitted. That was almost a lie. The truth was that I had masturbated a lot. Not at first, but from the middle of the week on, the spell was broken. Sandra’s request to refrain from masturbation was very counterproductive. It spurred my lust on. I had to do it.

“Peter!” I could hear in her voice that the disappointment was just played. Even Sandra didn’t expect me to refrain from it altogether. “Then I guess you’ve earned yourself a punishment.”

“Punishment?”, I laughed out. “Are you my dominatrix now?”

“You’d like that, wouldn’t you? But no. I have something much meaner in mind.”

Sandra stood up and rummaged around in our dresser. For a moment, I thought it possible that she would bring out the penis cage. Beads of sweat were already beginning to gather on my forehead. But instead, she held silk stockings in her hand.

“Hands over your head,” she instructed me.

I followed her instruction. Let Sandra tie me to the bed with no objections. It was the first time for us. We had never tied each other up before. I was in good spirits that I would like my punishment.

“Is that okay? Comfortable?” Sandra asked.

“Yes. It’s fine.”

“Good,” Sandra laughed at me. “Now, for your punishment.”

She slid a finger along my cock. Ran it around my glans. She then jerked my cock briefly. I groaned and Sandra laughed at me. She seemed happy.

Half an hour later, she was still playing with me. She had jerked my cock a few more times and given me short blowjobs. I got to lick her pussy. As far as I was concerned, we could now move on to the grand finale: my orgasm.

“Sandra?”

“Huh?”

“Please?”

“Please what?”

“Please make me come.”

“You’d like that?”

“Please.”

“No.”

“What?”

“No.”

“Sandra!”

“I announced a punishment and you’re about to get it,” she confirmed my fear.

“Oh, God,” I let out. Once more, she gently played around my glans. Previously she had moistened it with spit. It was an almost painfully arousing feeling. To which I was helplessly exposed.

“I think that’s enough,” she announced. Instead of releasing me, she lay down at my side and covered us both.

“Sandra? The restraints?”

“If you say so.” Sandra released me from them. “But don’t get any stupid ideas. No orgasm. Not by your hand either.”

It took me a long time to fall asleep. My arousal kept coming back. I didn’t want to disappoint Sandra, though, as strange as that might sound.

The next morning, Sandra seemed to want to reward me for the little game. I woke up and my stiff cock was already enjoying a blowjob. With her mouth full, she gave me a smile and gurgled out a “Good morning”. After the previous night, it didn’t take me long to come.

“You’re welcome to wake me up more often that way.”

“And you’re more than welcome to start my day like this more often, too. After your abstinence yesterday, I got to enjoy particularly large and yummy splashes today.”

She said that slightly accusingly. Another hint that I should stop masturbating. I thought that was a bit much to ask of a man. Even though I couldn’t deny that I had cum particularly forcefully that morning.

On Monday evening, Sandra was back at the Cucky Club. Brought me a little present back and let me lick her.

“Victoria invited us to the club on Thursday night,” she announced.

“Does she finally dare to face me?” I asked.

“You behave yourself, please. She did nothing wrong.”

I disagreed, but there was little use arguing about it. Still, I promised my wife I wouldn’t make a fuss. It didn’t mean to me, however, that I wouldn’t say a few words to Victoria when the opportunity arose.

“And save yourself for me,” Sandra urged me once more.

That only worked until Tuesday afternoon, though. Sandra was with Lydia. She and Helmut had returned from the USA. They certainly had a lot to talk about. I used the freedom for a little relaxation. Pants down, my favorite porn movie, and off I went.

“Peter!” Sandra was standing in the doorway to my office.

“What are you doing here? You just left, didn’t you?” I asked, shocked.

“And you’ve got to get right back to it. I can’t turn my back on you for a minute. You should at least be able to manage three days without your hand! Three fucking days!”

“It’s not that easy,” I defended myself.

“You better make an effort. Otherwise, we may have to 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. My lack of self-control annoyed me. I should be the master of my body — not my cock.

“I’m sorry,” Sandra apologized for her demeanor that evening. “I could have been kinder.”

“I’m sorry, too.”

“You men are just cock-ridden,” she laughed. “Most of the time, it’s fun. So, I don’t want to complain too much.”

“I guess that’s the way we are.”

“But that’s not enough of an excuse to get around your punishment.”

Once again, I was tied to the bed and Sandra did her best to drive me even deeper into madness this time.

“Sandra. Please. Let me come.”

“But then it wouldn’t be a punishment anymore,” came back smugly. At the same time, she stroked my erect penis into agony.

“Please,” I begged. “I also promise to control myself better in the future.”

“Promise nothing you can’t keep.”

Sandra lay down at my side and gave me a kiss. We both looked down at my penis. She grabbed my testicles with one hand and kneaded them gently.

Next, she surprised me. Sandra sat on top of me and let my cock slide into her.

“Let no one say I don’t take care of my husband,” she announced and began a slow ride.

She was still in no hurry. I was optimistic, though, that I would get to come this time.

“I’ll just hope for the best and assume you can save yourself for me until Thursday night.”

She didn’t even wait for an answer. Instead, she began a wild ride. It only took a minute for me to explode into her.

Exhausted, I lay in bed and let Sandra remove my restraints.

“What’s happening on Thursday night?” I hadn’t gone to the Cucky Club in almost four weeks. It would also be the first time encountering Victoria again. The nervous tension was slowly building inside me.

“Nothing you don’t want,” my wife announced with a smile.

“Sandra,” I whined.

“Okay. No cock cage, if that’s your fear. No nastiness. We’re just going to give Victoria and the club a little hand.”

That still left plenty of room for speculation, but after weeks of abstinence, my curiosity clearly peaked. I associated a lot of sexual pleasure and satisfaction with the club. For all my anger at Victoria, I could no longer simply do without it in my life.
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To my surprise, I didn’t masturbate in the two days until Thursday. Sandra didn’t give me any opportunity to do so, either. I never had the house to myself.

Thanks to the club, Sandra had less trouble showcasing her sex appeal in everyday life. But for a big club event, she wanted to take it up a few notches. Both of us got dressed up for the evening.

While Sandra was still getting ready, I greeted Lydia at the door. She would look after our children. We had only seen each other from afar since the cruise.

“Back to the daily grind already?” she asked me.

“Work doesn’t take care of itself.”

“It was really nice in the Caribbean. Maybe we should do it again sometime?”

“Hmm,” I grumbled.

“Not necessarily with bulls,” she whispered to me, amused. “Just us and the kids, so the brood can keep itself busy with each other.”

“Maybe.”

“Of course, it was also quite fun with the bulls. It was definitely not the last vacation of this kind for Helmut and me ... And you will be helping out tonight?”

“Looks like it.”

“They haven’t filled you in yet?” a grinning Lydia asked. “Don’t worry. Nothing too wild. Maybe it will take a little getting used to, but, if you like that sort of thing, it’s also very arousing. I would prefer to be there, too.”

She knew how to make me curious.

“Ah, look at that. Your little man is already full of anticipation.”

Unnerved, Lydia groped between my legs.

“He still has his freedom.” I wasn’t too surprised that she was privy to the cock cage issue. Maybe Victoria had let her in on it early or Sandra had talked to her about it.

“He’ll keep his freedom, too.”

“To each his own. My Helmut is all mine.”

She didn’t say it directly, but reading between her words, she informed me that his penis had to live behind bars. This fit well with another piece of information from the past. According to this, Helmut wasn’t allowed to live out his lust quite so often.

Sandra came down the stairs. She was wearing a beautiful dress. She spoke briefly with Lydia and we went on our way.

“Is there anything else you want to confess to me? Now you still have the chance?” I offered on the short car ride to the club.

“Confess?”

“Come on. What mischief do you have planned for me?”

“None. At least, I don’t think you’d describe it that way. Now I wouldn’t want to say that every moment is going to be easy for you, but your pleasure will make up for any 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 quiet “okay.” There was no turning back. 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. Sanda and I parted ways. I was supposed to wait in the Cucky Bar for my cue.

The bar was well-filled. I recognized some faces. It was Lisa van der Meer, however, who immediately caught my eye. She waved me over.

“Nice to see you again,” she greeted me.

I left it at a cool “Hello”. After all, it seemed highly questionable to me whether she was in cahoots with Victoria.

With a beer in my hand and wine for Lisa, the atmosphere became a little more relaxed.

“Are you wearing it again?” I don’t know why I asked this embarrassing question. I’m sure my head turned red. Lisa, on the other hand, smiled at me.

“Feel it again.” She reminded me of my first touch with her chastity belt. I shook my head. “No?” She sounded disappointed.

“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 here who at least occasionally wear a cock cage. Many of them, probably even as we speak.”

Given this assessment, I had to turn around and scrutinize those present. I looked into their faces and at some of their crotches, too. I couldn’t detect any telltale signs.

“You don’t believe me?” Lisa asked.

“I don’t know. There will be some, but so many?”

“Rudi,” she waved the bartender over. “Are you wearing your cock cage right now?”

“Huh? Of course.”

“There you go: number one. Nine to go.” She turned to Rudi. “Peter is afraid of cock cages, and doesn’t take my word for it that many of those present are wearing one, or at least do so occasionally.”

“Afraid?” asked Rudi irritably in my direction.

“Afraid ... I don’t know, but what’s the point? Who doesn’t want to be free?”

“That’s something each person has to decide for themselves. For me, it’s just a big part of the game. To sit at home and wait for my wife to come home. To have no possibility to satisfy myself. It’s somewhat liberating, too. You can’t disappoint her that way.”

“But you can’t wear one of those all the time, can you?”

“24/7 ... well, there are those too. Kai back there. He wears it almost all the time. His wife lets him out once a month. He seems to like it that way. That wouldn’t be for me. I only wear it when my wife is at the club. Whether I’m there or waiting for her at home.”

“Hmm.”

“Peter,” Victoria Paulsen’s voice suddenly trilled my ear. “Nice to finally see you again.”

“More or less,” I retorted grimly. She didn’t let that bother her, though, and continued to smile at me. “Peter is helping to recruit new members for the first time today,” she announced to the rest. I pricked up my ears. For the first time, I was getting information about my evening at the Cucky Club.

“We still have a little time left. Why don’t we sit down?” We said goodbye to Lisa and Rudi. A few meters away, we found an empty sofa. “Maybe you want to tell me something? Now is your chance.”

I gave Victoria a dirty look for that remark. “What was that about?”

“What?”

“Don’t play stupid. You know perfectly well. The gift.”

“What was that again?” Victoria smirked. “Didn’t I once say I’d make offers? What you make of them is up to you. The gift is just one of those offers.”

“And right afterward, Sandra happens to strike up a conversation with Jan and Lisa van der Meer.”

“Well. Coincidences do happen in life. It must be foresight.”

I shook my head in annoyance.

“Peter,” came almost a little pleadingly. Apparently, the making fun phase was over. “You’re not wearing it because you obviously don’t want to. What’s the problem? By nature, here at the club, you’re often exposed to completely new things. It’s like a buffet. You choose what you feel like.”

“Nice words. But in the end, I guess everyone here is just a pawn to you.”

“The game is finished.”

“Finished?”

“Between us. The cock cage was the last component. Now you’re on your own. Of course, I’ll be happy to accompany you further. After all, we are distant neighbors and I like to chat with Sandra. But you don’t have to be afraid of any new meanness on my part.”

“And what about today?”

“Today?” laughed Victoria. “Well, I hope you don’t interpret meanness too narrowly? A bit of teasing should still be allowed, right? At first, you may find it degrading, but in the end, it will make you horny. I promise.”

Was I supposed to believe Victoria? The crazy thing about this situation was that I actually did. It fit well with her past statements. She would likely choose a new couple she could guide through the trials and tribulations of the Cuckold and Hotwife lifestyle. For her, the games were starting all over again.

She had once envied me for still being able to experience so many things for the first time. She tried to experience these first times through her involvement. I guess you could say it was her own personal fetish to lead others into this world.

“It’s about time for your turn,” Victoria announced. “We have constant interest from new members. Anyone who has made it here today has already successfully passed the pre-selection. We have to sort out a lot of candidates. You didn’t have to face that, except for my personal appraisal during the street festival. The interested parties come from a wide variety of backgrounds. For you, of course, the cuckold world was totally new, which was also particularly appealing to me. Most, however, already have some understanding of the term. Our little club is well known in the appropriate circles.”

You could tell Victoria was proud of her accomplishment.

“You won’t have to do much at all. Sandra knows the drill. Just follow her commands ... you seem to be ready.” At her last words, Victoria unabashedly placed her hand on my crotch. “I’m pretty sure Sandra would love to see you in a cock cage. That would be something interesting to see for our potential club members, too. But you’re not there yet ... are you? ... apparently not.”

My dirty look had been enough of an answer for Victoria.

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 got to see was Pedro. He was lying naked on the bed. His cock was already hard.

“Why don’t you have a little talk with Pedro,” Victoria urged me.

I complied. On the other side of the room, I discovered five people. Next to my wife, there seemed to be two couples.

“Hello,” Victoria greeted them, “Welcome to the Cucky Club. We’ve prepared a small show as a teaser. Nothing extraordinary. Especially for you guys. After all, you’ve already gathered some experiences.”

Victoria continued to tout her club. She seemed to care about these guests. They looked like money. The men gave me the impression of being manager types. The women were of the prevented model type.

Pedro exchanged a few sentences with me. But he quickly noticed that my attention was elsewhere.

“Honey,” my wife greeted me and took me in her arms. “Are you ready?”

“Um. I guess so?” I didn’t know what was planned, but I had some ideas.

“Don’t mind the spectators. We’ll just do our thing. Okay?”

I nodded. Sandra gave me a quick kiss on the cheek and then separated from me.

“Please strip naked and sit in the chair. And leave your cock alone.”

Without a word, I did as Sandra had instructed. It was embarrassing to undress in front of these strangers. Especially because they also got to see Pedro’s big cock in direct comparison to mine. But that didn’t stop my cock from rising.

For the next couple of minutes, I played no role. I was just another observer. Sandra and Pedro enjoyed themselves with each other. At the beginning, like a tender loving couple. This sight always gave me a special stomach ache. Sandra didn’t need another man for tenderness and for making sweet love. That was my responsibility. I could give her that. The Bulls handled the hard-fucking with a big cock. That was their job.

To my surprise, something was happening on the opposite side. The ladies had freed their breasts and their men buried themselves in them.

Victoria meanwhile waved goodbye to me and left the room.

On the bed, the pace increased steadily. Sandra was still wearing her dress around her hips. Pedro freed her from it. Her panties followed.

With that, I experienced another little surprise. She had a butt plug inside her. However, not the one I was familiar with. It seemed from the outside almost as if a crystal was stuck inside her. But I could well imagine how the butt plug expanded inside her. Pedro would probably be the first bull to take her ass, I realized in consternation. My time as the only man with anal sex access would end.

“Peter?” came from my wife and she sought eye contact. “You can play with yourself now. But no orgasm!”

I grabbed my cock. I preferred not to look at our spectators. I already felt dominated by my wife. She gave the instructions, and I followed her compliantly.

While Pedro took my Sandra from behind - but still in her pussy - I got a movement from the other direction.

Our observers were once again very active. The men took off their clothes. I didn’t want to look. Why would I look at cocks? But I wanted to know how these two cuckolds compared to myself.

Then, however, I got a surprise to see. I would have loved to shout “Victoria!” loudly and desperately. This devious woman. Both of them had their dicks stuck in a cock cage.

They didn’t seem to me to be as high quality as Victoria’s gift. Instead of metal, only plastic was used here. One of the two particularly caught my eye. It was made of pink plastic. It couldn’t get much more degrading than that. I immediately corrected myself. Victoria would certainly know plenty of ways.

“Nice chastity cages,” Sandra stated her opinion openly. “I haven’t been able to convince my Peter of them yet.”

I shot Sandra a pained look. In response, she offered a small, apologetic shrug that, to me, seemed more like an implicit suggestion that I just had to accept those words.

All this in no way stopped my hand from remaining active between my legs. I had to vary the pace. I was still not allowed to come. As so often, the developments did not harm my arousal. It’s a well-known fact that the more something is forbidden, the greater is the desire to possess it.

For me, there was once again 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 let my gaze occasionally glide over the chastity cages of their husbands.

After all, this was the first time I had seen a man actually wearing one. So far, I had only gotten very brief glimpses from pictures and videos. It looked to me like their penises were pushing out of their cages. I wondered if this was very painful, but the two men didn’t look like they were in distress.

My focus, however, was on my wife. Pedro took her from behind with his usual perseverance. But I wasn’t only interested in how his cock slid into her and she moaned with pleasure every time. It was the crystal in her butt that captivated me with its enchanting allure.

Sandra was finally allowed to enjoy an orgasm. In the process, she dropped all inhibitions and told us through loud cries how she was feeling. Obviously pretty good.

Then it was Pedro’s turn. Sandra gave him another blowjob, but instead of just swallowing his juice, I experienced another first time.

With her mouth open and tongue out, my Sandra awaited his cum. A scene that I had already seen in quite a few porn movies.

We spectators got to see how Pedro’s cum came shooting out in a jet. He tried to aim. But the force was too much. The first two squirts went right across her face. Even up into her hair. The rest landed on Sandra’s tongue and in her mouth. She swallowed it.

Exhausted, they both sank into the bed. Sandra collected the cum from her forehead and around her nose and licked it off her fingers.

I heard whispering from behind. Our spectators seemed to like the show.

Sandra got up and came over to me. She sat down on my lap. However, in such a way that my stiff cock could not penetrate her.

“Are you okay?” she asked me quietly.

“I think so.”

“You think so?”

“Victoria had announced that her shenanigans were over. And then here she is setting me up with these two and their cages.”

“Let’s consider it the crowning conclusion.”

“Hmm.”

“You saw what’s in my butt?”

“You can’t miss the glitter.”

“Anything wrong with that, if Pedro?” She asked very curtly. But we both knew what might have followed.

“No.”

“Thank you.”

“It’s your bottom.”

“Don’t worry. It’ll stay yours, too.”

“Hmm.”

“You like that?”

“Of course I do. It’s a nice butt.”

Sandra laughed with satisfaction. Then she surprised me with a kiss. On her lips, I could still taste a little of Pedro’s cum. Her entire face smelled like a man.

“Uh.”

“That wasn’t a problem now,” she said and laughed. “You’ve licked me often enough after he came inside me.”

“Um ... well.”

“Don’t worry, you’ll get to do it that way later on, too.”

“Do we have to?”

“Why not?”

I nodded toward our audience.

“But it’s for them that we do it,” Sandra explained, quite as if I had asked a silly question. At the same time, she straightened up. She didn’t go back to Pedro, though, but turned to our guests. They chatted briefly. Too quiet for me to hear, though.

Pedro seemed to have had enough of a break, after all. Sandra crawled back onto the bed. Gave his cock a quick kiss and then turned to me.

“Honey, would you give us a hand, please?”

“Um ... okay?”

“You’ll find lube in the drawer. It’s finally time. We’ve been waiting for this for so long. Pedro is finally taking me into my last bull-free hole.” Was that really my wife talking to me? Confused, I stared at her. She looked at me impatiently. Then a light went on in my head. This was part of the show for the guests. “Peter?”

“Uh ... yes, right away.”

I found the lube she had mentioned in the drawer. Pedro was sitting on the bed. Sandra gave him a wet blowjob. To do this, she stretched her buttocks upwards.

Carefully, I pulled out the butt plug. Her butt hole remained slightly ajar for a moment. I liberally applied the lubricant.

“Fuck me with your finger so that I am well-oiled all around. Pedro is considerably bigger than you. It won’t be easy.”

There again was the hint at our size differences. At least I wasn’t in a penis cage like the two cuckolds on the other side of the room.

“You can use more than one finger, too.”

I added a second finger and soon a third. The butt plug had done a good preliminary job, and the lube did the rest.

“Peter, I think that’s enough. Please put a long strip of lube on Pedro’s cock. From the root to the tip.”

I had never had to get so close to a penis before. But I had no choice. Especially since I allowed Sandra this experience and was looking forward to watching.

Sandra took over the distribution of the lubricant. Pedro’s cock was shining from all the lube.

Sandra’s head was on the bed, and her buttocks stretched upwards. Pedro kneeled behind her.

“Peter, can you please pull my buttocks apart?”

I didn’t hesitate. I would get a perfect view from that position. The assembled rest also shifted closer to the bed. Everyone wanted to witness Pedro penetrating my wife’s ass.

He put his cock against my wife’s rosette. “Please be careful,” she let out in a slightly anxious voice.

“Don’t worry. This isn’t my first time.” I wondered if he meant anal sex in general or initiating a woman into this type of play. Of course, he wasn’t Sandra’s first, but it seemed like I didn’t count at this moment.

He proved to be very considerate. His penis pressed against her rosette and it opened. At first, only a little bit, but the lubricant helped. Sandra moaned with a mixture of pain and pleasure.

For a few seconds, only the head of Pedro’s penis was inside her. He gave her a little time to get used to it. Then he pushed in deeper. I wondered how far he would go. Could his entire cock really disappear inside Sandra?

Soon he had reached the halfway point. I was wide-eyed.

“Peter, describe it to me. How does it look?”

“Um ... beautiful.”

“Details.”

“Pedro is halfway inside you.”

“Oh, halfway? More.”

“That might be a little much. At least the first time,” Pedro cut in.

“I’ll let you know if it gets to be too much.”

“Okay.”

Instead of advancing deeper into her right away, however, Pedro started fucking her. Sandra did surprisingly well with that. He was getting faster and faster, and my wife seemed to enjoy it.

Pedro tapped me with one hand. “The lube, please.”

The lube stood on the bedside cabinet. I fetched it for him. He dripped it generously from above between my wife’s buttocks. His cock also got a badly aimed load from above. The bed would be pretty messed up afterward.

For Pedro, this seemed to be the preparation for the next step. He was now trying to penetrate deeper into Sandra.

“Three-quarters,” I commented breathlessly. Sandra took it with apprehension. But she seemed to be desperate to reach her goal. She could be quite persistent. She even pushed herself towards Pedro. Together, they managed the last bit.

“In. All in.” I was a little shocked. Could hardly believe that this was really possible. That my wife had done it.

“Thank you for your help, Cucky,” Sandra said. “As a reward, you get to sit back down and give yourself a nice orgasm.”

“Thank you,” flew out of my mouth automatically. My hard cock yearned for release.

I sat down and immediately got going. Two minutes later, I came.

“That was quick,” my wife grinned.

A few minutes later, Pedro and Sandra had had enough, too. They washed briefly and prepared for a final fuck. Sandra rode him wildly. Her body turned toward the club prospects. The men kneeled in front of their wives and had to use their tongues to provide them with satisfaction.

Pedro finally squirted into Sandra. She slid down to the front of him. So she was still lying between his legs.

“Peter. Your duty,” she announced confidently.

I knew exactly what she expected from me. By now I had done it so often. But only rarely in front of observers.

But they didn’t give me the feeling that I had to hide something from them. They seemed to be very open themselves. Especially the men with their cages.

“You are getting better and better with your tongue,” my wife praised me.

Then our demonstration ended. Sandra sent me to the Cucky Bar. She herself took care of the guests.


CHAPTER 8
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This Thursday evening, with our presentation for potential club members, may seem like many other nights at the Cucky Club. However, it marked a special moment.

Sandra continued to be a regular at the club and had her fun. But unlike 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 even more often. However, it was also important for us not to let other things in our lives slide. Friends, work, our parents, and, of course, especially our children. 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 also for the women. There seemed to be more of a barrier between the bulls and us cuckolds. For them, we were certainly not of big interest. They were after our wives. But I had some brief conversations with our three cruise ship bulls, Pedro, Lamar, and Tom.

The Cucky Club had found its place in our lives. But sometimes I couldn’t help thinking that we were experiencing the calm before the storm. That something would come at some point and bring another change. Like Victoria becoming active once again.

She spent at least suspiciously much time with my wife. She visited us regularly. Sandra, in turn, was often a guest at the club.

I welcomed April with joy. Finally, I could ride my bike again. Over the winter, I had done this rarely. Only when I absolutely had to get out of the house and my body called for exercise. With lukewarm spring weather and sunshine, it was three times as much fun.

“I’m off,” I announced to Victoria and Sandra. They were sitting on our patio enjoying the sun.

On that day, I wanted to really push the pace, so I chose my road bike. However, just a kilometer in, my ride came to a premature end. I had a flat tire. It was back home for me.

Fifteen minutes after I left, I parked my bike in our driveway. I wanted to get right to work on the repair and then use my mountain bike for a tour.

I was prepared for just such an eventuality. I stored my patching materials in my office. Before I started on the repair, I wanted to lament my misery to Victoria and Sandra. However, I found only an empty terrace. They were probably enjoying themselves at the club; I guessed.

I rummaged in my office for my mending materials and ran back through our hallway to the front door.

“Ah! Yes!” The sounds were coming from the second floor. I stopped in the hallway and listened to them.

At first, I thought they had had a bull from the club come over to our house. However, I only got to hear Victoria and Sandra. Were they having a good time together?

If it had been a bull, I might have been content to just listen. But I would only too gladly watch the two of them having lesbian sex. My Sandra, of course, I always enjoyed watching. Victoria Paulsen could be a pain in the ass, but I couldn’t deny her attractiveness.

Step by step, I crept up the stairs. We had a stone staircase. Creaking steps weren’t a concern for me. However, the echo of my footsteps was.

“Yessss!”, I heard my wife shout. Before I even reached our bedroom door, she got to enjoy an orgasm. Damn.

I was standing right next to the door. It was silent. 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 effort.

“You’re getting better and better, too.”

“I’m doing the best I can. Maybe someday I’ll be as good as Peter.”

Shared giggles ensued. “I guess we don’t get enough practice for that, compared to him,” Victoria pointed out. “I’m glad to have you guys as neighbors. Robert and I could use some more friends. Real friends.”

“Friends with benefits?” Again, there was laughter. “It’s crazy how fast 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 immediately.”

“And then, hopefully, it was lots of good sex, too?”

Sandra just laughed in response. Words were probably not needed.

“And how are things between Peter and you?”

“Between Peter and me?” Sandras asked back. “How do you think it’s going? I think just fine. Why?”

“Nothing in particular. I just always like to keep an eye on my couples. Not every man handles his new role so well. And they’re not always so good at showing their feelings. Whereas with Peter, I don’t really have any concerns. He’s a cuckold through and through. It’s strange ...”

Victoria fell silent. Not only me but also my wife was pressing to know what was so strange. “Strange? What’s strange?”

“The chastity 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 back under control. Judging by their conversation, Sandra would just step up to the dresser right next to our bed.

A rolling noise confirmed that I had been right. In addition, I heard a metallic clang.

“It’s a marvelous piece, isn’t it?” asked Victoria. “It’s a special edition for club members.”

“You can tell it’s not cheaply made.”

“They’re not that expensive for us. We have a club member who does the manufacturing.”

“You’ve got it all covered.” My wife giggled.

“The club doesn’t pay for itself.”

Silence followed. “Victoria?”, Sandra was the first to break it. “Do you really think Peter would want to wear it?”

“So far, apparently not ... that’s a little disappointing. I don’t understand why. I was sure he’d have no problem surrendering his orgasms to you. It’s not like he didn’t hit it out of the park with you. Some wives in our club are quite frugal when it comes to having sex with their own man. Peter gets everything he could want from you.”

“And yet he can’t keep his hands off himself,” came with slight disappointment from my wife. With that, she made me feel particularly guilty. Not because of my regular masturbation sessions, but because, at that moment, of all times, my left hand was in my crotch, massaging my cock through my pants. Listening to them had aroused me. I would have loved to take it out and do the very thing that disappointed her.

“Well, that’s too bad. I mean ... hmm ... I could try to introduce him to the cock cage again. But unfortunately, I have already announced to him that there would be no more games from me.”

“Please, Victoria.”

My wife really wants to put my cock into a cage, went through my head, startled.

“Don’t you think you should just be open with him about what you want? He’s usually very interested in your pleasure, after all.”

“I want him to want it. Not that he’s doing it just for me. If I really asked him to, I think I could convince him of it. But at what cost? He’ll end up hating me for it. It’s his decision alone. I can’t interfere with that.”

“Cheer up. He sees plenty of cuckolds with chastity cages at the club. Besides, here’s his cage. Maybe he’ll change his mind after all. Maybe not today or tomorrow, but you still have plenty of time.”

“That’s right. Thanks.”

“You’re welcome.”

I heard them kiss. A wet French kiss, for sure. The lovemaking seemed to start up again. I would have loved to risk a peek. But after what I had heard, I preferred to retreat. The time was ideal. Their attention was back on their lovemaking. After all, I had heard, I didn’t want to be discovered under any circumstances. That would have resulted in a very unpleasant conversation.

I fled outside. I pushed my unpatched road bike back into the garage and got on my mountain bike. At a comfortable pace, I pedaled down the street.

She actually wants to lock me up. I didn’t think this mattered so much to my wife. She had indeed occasionally asked me in recent weeks to stop masturbating and to save up my strength for her. But I had not really taken this too 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 had apparently really withdrawn. I wondered if she would comply with my wife’s request. Or would Victoria Paulsen try another run and try to convince me of caging my cock?

I could only wait and see. I was much more interested at that moment in how the two of them had enjoyed themselves with each other. I would have really liked to catch a glimpse of that.

Two hours later, I arrived back home. Sandra was lying in front of the television.

“Hi honey,” she greeted me. “How was your ride?”

“Very nice. The weather was perfect.”

“It was very nice here, too. You missed out.”

“Did I?”

“Victoria and I had some fun ... if you know what I mean.”

“Ah, will you two let me join sometime?”

“If you’re nice and well-behaved?”

“I guess it’s worth it for that.”

I didn’t fix my road bike until the next day.


CHAPTER 9
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The chastity cage was very present in my mind for the next couple of days. I just couldn’t understand why it was so important to my wife. I tried googling for answers: Why does my wife want to put me in a chastity cage?

Supposedly 36,700 results. The search results suggested this topic wasn’t just on my mind.

Some of them were good for a few laughs: Help! My girlfriend’s husband wears a chastity cage. Is that normal?

A damn good question. Besides that, there were also many discussions. Many clueless people had to put in their two cents. I was especially interested in the experience reports. You could never be sure if they were genuine. However, there were only positive opinions.

I had to shake my head at some reports. Who lets himself be locked up for over a year? He spoke of his key mistress, too.

Sandra had been right with her fears. The knowledge that she would like to see me in a chastity cage never left my mind. A part of me urged me to give in to her desires. To make her happy.

I continued to visit the Cucky Club regularly over the next few weeks. But little new happened. Of course, there were always a few interesting things to see. But I had gotten used to that. Followed it each time with interest.

At the beginning of May, I was sitting in the Cucky Bar. My wife was on the other side of the building. Probably dancing with one of the bulls. Pedro was her primary companion.

“Hello,” a woman’s voice with a distinct Dutch accent rang out. “Nice to see you again.” Lisa van der Meer hugged me in greeting. “We should have met again much sooner.”

We had a relaxed conversation at first. More about private things and not much about the club and the lifestyle. However, there was a certain topic she was the perfect person to discuss with.

“You’re wearing your belt again?” I asked.

“Locked and secured. No one gets in here without my husband’s permission,” she answered, amused. “Peter, what’s wrong?” followed after a brief pause. It was quite clear how much I struggled with the topic.

“Sandra wants me to wear one too ... that is, the men’s version.”

“That’s not her decision. You shouldn’t let her force you to do anything. It doesn’t work that way. That’s not tolerated here at the club either.”

“No, no, it’s not like that. We haven’t talked about it at all in the last few weeks. I’ve been ... um ... you can keep this to yourself, right?”

“Of course. We cuckolds and cuckqueans have to stick together, don’t we?”

“Yes ... well ... I overheard her talking to Victoria. That’s when she was talking about how she’d like me to try a chastity cage. Sandra doesn’t know I was listening. She doesn’t want to bring it up either because she’s afraid I’ll do it just for her. She wants me to want it myself.”

“That sounds more like it. And now you don’t know what to do? Nothing has changed. It’s still your decision alone. Don’t make it dependent on your wife, but on whether it’s a type of play you’d like to try out. After all, you can always stop it.”

“Yes, certainly ... I just don’t know. Do I really want to do it myself, or just to make Sandra happy? Maybe I’m also the most afraid that I might like it. I just can’t make up my mind.”

“Didn’t Victoria give you a chastity cage? Why don’t you try it out secretly? Get an impression. No pressure at all.”

“I have to admit that sometimes I look in the dresser and look at the cage. The key is right next to it too, so that wouldn’t be a problem. But ... I don’t know if I can do that.”

“I have something for you which may help make it easier.”

Lisa got up and ran to a coat rack right next to the door. From there, she retrieved her purse. Sitting next to me again, she searched through it. “I had some here somewhere ... ah, there.”

“What’s this?” Lisa held a flat piece of plastic in her hands. “Some kind of lock made of plastic? Does that make sense?”

“Actually, it makes a lot of sense. These are one-way locks. Once they’re closed, you can’t unlock them. There’s no key. You get a pair of scissors and cut them open. Easy as pie. You don’t have to worry about losing the key, either.”

“Okay?” I wasn’t sure what to think about it yet.

“Jan and I like to use these when he’s away overnight and wants to lock me up. Then I can still get out of the chastity belt without the key in an emergency.”

“Clever ... but how will he control that? Could be a new lock, after all?”

“Each lock has a seven-digit number printed on it, making it uniquely identifiable.”

“Trust is good, control is better. Not bad.”

“Didn’t you say your wife has to go to Cologne next Wednesday for the trade fair? Your chance for a test.”

I glanced at the three locks in my hand. Lisa would be in Cologne from Wednesday to Friday. Maybe this really was the opportunity I needed to get to the bottom of my questions.


CHAPTER 10
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On Wednesday night, I was sitting on our marital bed. I had just exchanged text messages with my wife. She would go out to dinner with her work colleagues. Maybe enjoy a few cocktails.

She certainly wouldn’t overdo it. The next morning, she had to get up early again.

I had waited all day for this moment. I was looking forward to it. The house was quiet. The television was on, but I had turned off the sound.

I opened the dresser and looked down from above. The individual parts of the penis cage lay before me. Carefully, I took them out, almost as if I were afraid of burning myself on them. Yet the metal was rather cool.

With trembling hands, I undressed. Held the slightly curved main part of the penis cage next to my cock. This could be a problem.

Maybe this was his attempt to resist being caged. More likely, the prospect actually excited me. My cock was hard. I would never get it in like that.

At first, I believed I would probably have to masturbate to get rid of it. But I was worried that I wouldn’t feel like trying the cage after that. I wanted to try it out finally and get it over with.

I lay down on the bed, turned the TV sound back on, and tried to let the TV program distract me. Not so easy when you do this naked and next to you is a chastity cage. At least my cock tends to get stiffer when I want to get rid of my arousal. This way wouldn’t work.

Occasionally, I got the feeling that he was finally shrinking. But as soon as I thought about it, he rose up again. Cold should shrink him, right?

I put my pants back on and went down to the kitchen. The refrigerator offered a few options. But it wasn’t sure if it was cold enough in there. In the end, I decided on a bag of peas from the freezer. I carried them upstairs and felt the cold rising in my fingers. My dick seemed to shrink just from fear of what was coming.

It actually helped. In just a few seconds, my penis shrank to its non-erect size. I looked at the cock cage. I had spent the last few days familiarizing myself with its operation. From the videos, I believed I knew how to put it on.

Let’s go Mister Cuckold, I summoned my courage. One ring around the testicles and penis. The second part goes from the bottom with the bent main part put on it. It sounded so easy and had looked even easier in the videos. But now I needed some time to put it on.

Eventually, everything sat perfectly. With one hand, I held the penis cage closed. There was only one last step missing - the lock.

On the bedside cabinet lay my two options. Victoria’s lock and Lisa’s one-way locks. I had the key. I might as well use the lockable lock. Still, I opted for a one-way lock. Inside me, I carried the absurd thought that I might lose the key.

I pulled the plastic loop through the locking device. It connected the individual parts of the penis cage irretrievably. Now it took scissors to open my prison.

With one hand, I circled my cock and testicles. The chastity 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. This was it to be now?

With momentum, I left the bed and my cock, including the chastity cage, bobbed back and forth. The cock cage wasn’t heavy, but I noticed the extra weight. It was unfamiliar. I stood opposite our floor-length mirror. My wife had really wanted to have one and used it every day. Now I looked at myself in it.

I was completely naked - except for this thing between my legs. That took some getting used to. In me now, nevertheless, a slight excitement spread. The first shock about what I had done was fading away.

My cock became stiff - or at least it tried to. It quickly pushed against the nearby walls of its prison. This was as far as he could go. It felt uncomfortable. I had feared that it would be painful. But this was not the case.

And now? I looked around. Normally, I would have used my alone time to masturbate. Maybe while watching some porn on our television. But that made little sense now. Should I stop my test already? At least I wanted to endure for an hour. I would need that time to form an opinion.

I lay down on the bed again and covered my naked body. A thriller should help me fill my brain with other thoughts. That didn’t work very well. The chastity cage was simply still too new - too unfamiliar. Finally, my cock went flaccid again.

I fell asleep. Two hours later, I was awakened by a ringing. My smartphone was lying next to me. It was a call from my wife.

“Hello,” I answered sleepily.

“Oh, did I wake you?” she apologized.

“I must have dozed off. The TV’s still on, though. I thought you wouldn’t call tonight?”

“I just wanted to hear your voice.”

“How was your evening?”

“Very nice. The boss was very generous and put out an excellent dinner. Afterward, we had a couple of cocktails.”

“Sounds good.”

“Now I’m here all alone.”

“Are you?”

“I could really use you right now. I’m not even used to being without a man anymore. And for three days in a row,” she giggled. Back home, she had more than enough to choose from. Either she had fun with me or sought excitement and satisfaction in the club. She couldn’t afford that in Cologne. To her work colleagues, she had to play the good wife. “I thought we could still have a little fun?”

Phone sex - we hadn’t done that yet. Damn, went through my head. My cock stirred, reminding me of his prison. Should I break free of it or reject my wife’s interest?

“We could,” I replied cautiously. “I was actually going to try to save myself for you until Friday.”

I felt a little proud of myself. With that answer, I handed the decision over to her.

“Oh ... that makes me a little disappointed, but mostly very proud of you. You’re doing this for me? Do you think you can do it? Otherwise, you rarely go a day without doing it.” She didn’t say it directly. But she meant without masturbation and especially an orgasm.

“For you,” I replied in love.

“Thanks. I’ll let you surprise me on Friday. But then I want an honest answer, whether or not you made it.”

“You got it.”

“Then I won’t keep you from your sleep any longer. I’ve got a hell of a long day tomorrow, too. I have to be at the fair right from 8 o’clock to do the last preparations at our booth.”

“Good night, my darling. Sweet dreams.”

“I already know what kind of dreams it will be. Good night.”

“Damn!” I whispered to myself. Slowly, what I had just done seeped into me. I was going to stay chaste for my wife until Friday.

She wouldn’t be back until late that evening or night. I still had about 48 hours to go. How was I going to make this work?

I didn’t have any other choice. I had made a promise to my wife. I didn’t want to disappoint her.

The chastity cage had to help me keep my promise. It was my only chance. Otherwise, I would quickly weaken and disappoint Sandra. I tried to see the positive side of it. I would not only be chaste for my wife but carry out a long-term test of the cage at the same time.
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A pain snapped me out of my sleep. It took me a moment to understand what was happening. My erect penis was trying to escape from its prison. The reason was quite mundane. I had a morning wood.

Perhaps thanks in part to the pain, the problem settled quite quickly. In the semi-darkness, I tumbled into our bathroom.

How do you relieve yourself with such a thing? Irritated, I looked down. The opening at my penis head was big enough. I had no choice. Carefully, I tried to relieve myself. That worked pretty well.

I didn’t feel like going back to bed and needed a shower. Once again, I wondered how it would work with the cage. Then just went through with it without compromise. I simply held the shower jet directly on it. Afterward, I tried to dry myself down there as best as possible.

I still had half an hour before the kids got up. I got a coffee and read the latest news. I tried to forget the cage. I succeeded, at least in phases.

After getting the kids on their way to school, I could finally get to work. As so often, thoughts of a sexual nature arose in me. But this time, they disappeared rather quickly. I couldn’t give myself any release. At least as long as I didn’t want to cut the one-way lock. All I had to do was get a pair of scissors from the kitchen. But this seemingly insignificant obstacle was enough to keep me in check.

In between, I exchanged a few messages with my wife. She sent some photos of the fair and we chatted about banalities.

Around noon, the doorbell rang. It was still too early for the children. I was expecting the mail. Instead, Lisa van der Meer was standing in front of me.

“Hello, I hope I’m not disturbing you?”

“No ... not, but?”

“Why am I here? I just had to know,” she preempted my question.

“Know?”

“If you’re wearing it.”

“Oh.”

Lisa walked past me into the house, looking around curiously. It was her first time here. “So?”

“Um ...”

“The way you’re beating around the bush, you’re wearing it? Can I see it?”

“Well, I don’t know if that’s a good idea?”

“Why? Because we’ve never seen each other naked? Don’t worry. I’m safely locked as well. In fact, significantly safer than you.”

“Hmm.”

We walked into the living room. Lisa sat down. I remained standing and 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 being a spectator of my humiliation.

I dropped my pants and pulled down my underpants. Lisa clapped her hands in delight.

“How long has it been?”

“Since last night.”

“So, how is it?” She seemed noticeably more excited than I was.

“I’m still trying to get used to it.”

“Good or bad?”

“I was foolish enough to promise Sandra to be celibate until she returned. I don’t really have a choice if I want to make it work.”

“But that wasn’t an answer to my question. Good or bad?”

“Neither?”

“Uh-huh?”

“I mean, most of the time I don’t feel it. But sometimes it can be painful. I had an unpleasant awakening this morning.”

“Morning wood?”

“Yes.”

“Many men have problems with that at first. But you quickly get used to it. Or rather - he gets used to it.”

Her last words pointed to my caged penis.

“I guess you’ll tell Sandra?”

“What makes you think that? We are part of the same team now. You’ve been wearing it now since last night. It doesn’t seem too bad? Does it?”

“Not that, but ... I’ve already given up so much. Isn’t it enough at some point?”

“Given up? Is that how you look at it? Have you really given up anything, or haven’t you gained much more, a lot more? Most men your age can only dream of such a lively sex life. And it’s really important to your Sandra that you have fun, too. She’s not going to just lock you up and never let you out. Isn’t it more about you and your worries about the cage?”

“Just about me? That’s absurd.”

“About you and your nimble hand,” Lisa complemented herself.

“I ...” I was at a loss for words. In her opinion, I was resisting the cage because then I couldn’t masturbate whenever I wanted. It took me a moment. But then had to admit that this was really one of the reasons. I just needed my daily orgasm and had gotten used to it over the years.

“Thought so.” Lisa simply drew her own conclusions from my wordlessness. “You men just can’t keep your hands off your playthings.”

“And yourself?”

“My Jan provides enough variety for me. Why would I do it just by myself? I’d rather save myself for the special moments.”

We talked some more about everyday topics. I was glad she was heading out before the kids got home.

“Have a nice abstinent time until Friday,” she wished me goodbye.
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The rest of the day, I was busy with the children and my work. This gave me no time to think. Which probably was a good thing. Of course, I felt that something was different in my pants. But a small habituation effect had already set in.

On Friday evening, I was lying in bed. My smartphone rang - Sandra.

“Hello honey,” I greeted her.

“Hello, my favorite Cucky. How’s the abstinence thing working out?”

“Good, so far.”

“Really?”

“Yes.”

“Hm. I guess you’ll make it through the last 24 hours, then?”

“I’m optimistic.”

“I’m curious about that. When was the last time you got 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 know for sure myself. My guess would have been two years. That’s when the flu had laid me up for days.

“Can I expect a fountain?”

“Haha.” It was a joke, but I could tell she was genuinely excited.

“There’s one more thing,” my wife began cautiously.

“Uh-huh?”

“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 evening.”

“That’s when you’re coming home.”

“But not until late. I’m sure it’ll be close to midnight. I’d like it if you’d let yourself get really hot at the club first. And when you’re in the club, I don’t have to worry about it becoming too much for you and ending your abstinence prematurely.”

“If you say so,” I returned cautiously. “What does Lisa need me for, then?”

“Just to help out. She’s putting on a little show on Saturday. There are a few things she has to get ready for it.”
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Whether I wanted to or not, I couldn’t escape my role as Lisa’s temporary assistant.

I found it a bit sneaky that she asked my wife, who was far away. After all, she had been sitting opposite me on the sofa at noon. What could she be up to?

Besides, I had to start thinking about how I was going to deal with the chastity cage issue. Of course, I could just put it back in the drawer. Sandra never had to know about my experiment.

I was reluctant to lie to her. But I wouldn’t have to do that. I just wouldn’t tell her about it. I didn’t like it either, but it was a variation I had considered from the beginning.

The only alternative to that was to talk to her about my experience with the cock cage. To do that, however, I first had to be clear about what I thought of it. I didn’t feel ready to answer that question yet.

I got the kids back on the road to school on Friday and devoted myself to my work. Again, I couldn’t get my prison out of my mind. Despite this, or perhaps because of it, I got quite a bit done.

Around noon, the doorbell rang once again.

“Lisa,” I greeted my guest icily.

“Hello, Peter,” came back emphatically friendly.

“What were you thinking?”

“That I’m in need of some help.”

“You could have asked me yourself yesterday.”

“I could have, but then you would have asked your wife’s permission first, anyway. Now I’ve saved us that.”

“What do you need me for, anyway?”

“Nothing major. I organize a theme night once a month at the club.”

“And the theme would be?”

“Not that big of a deal,” she grinned at me. “It’s not until Saturday, either. We’ll just take care of the arrangements.”

“Do I have a choice?”

“No,” she laughed at me. “Still locked down there?” I just looked at her wryly, answering the question that way. “Welcome to the club.”

“The club?”

“The chastity bearers.”

“I’m not so sure about that yet.”

“But you’re seriously considering it.” I just shrugged ignorantly.

“What time do you need me tonight?”

“Seven o’clock?”

“I’d like to be home by ten.”

“Will do.”

In the evening, I made my way to the club. All hell really broke loose there. I had never been here on a weekend before. At least not in the evening. I could have guessed that it would be especially crowded then. That would certainly not be different on Saturday evening.

I was glad to find a parking space far away from the street. The neighbors had better not discover our car here.

On the way into the club, I already met the first people. I left it with a friendly greeting. I went directly into the Cucky bar. Lisa sat at the bar and awaited me.

“A beer for my sidekick, please,” she called out to Rudi.

“Can’t we get started right away?”

“Don’t be like that. We’ve got plenty of time. It won’t take us that long.”

I thanked Rudi for the beer and took a big gulp.

“You needed that,” Lisa commented. “How was your day in the chastity cage?”

“Um,” came out unsteadily. I really didn’t need to talk about that so publicly, even though, of course, there were a lot of like-minded people to be found right here. I was still pretty embarrassed about it. “I survived it. At least so far.”

“Wasn’t it a good time? You will have the pleasure of reporting three days of successful celibacy to your wife.”

I grumbled a response. Luckily, we got to talking about other topics until Lisa announced it was time to get to work.

I followed her up the stairs. But this time, we didn’t disappear behind one of the doors. Instead, we went up another flight of stairs. Unfamiliar territory for me. What was being kept hidden here?

At first glance, it was surprisingly undramatic. A huge room was hidden behind a door. It had to take up at least half the floor.

“Tada - the playground,” Lisa announced. I was still taking in the sight before me. It seemed unexpected and unspectacular for the club. “No good?”

“No ... but ... I don’t know. In the middle is just this huge ... play area?” Surrounded by a lot of open space, there was a circular area in the middle. I estimated its diameter to be around ten meters. Room for many people.

“Do you really need more?” giggled Lisa. “Don’t worry, we’ll provide some exciting extras.”

We started by covering the play area with a fresh sheet. This could only be a custom job. Surely Victoria had a suitable club member ready to produce them.

A bar was on the opposite side of the room. Lisa checked the supplies and sent me off. Rudi supplied me with her orders downstairs.

“Now for the mats,” Lisa announced.

We placed three rubber mats on each side of the play area. The noticeably raised headboard was striking. Whoever would lie here would have a magnificent view of the action in the middle.

“You’re wondering what the mats are for?” Lisa asked.

“The play area is already huge, isn’t it?”

“They’re for us.”

“For us?”

“Cuckolds and cuckqueans.”

“Are those supposed to be the bleachers?”

“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 know about those, though.” She presented the answer to me with a wink. I took it as a bit of a challenge. Would I dare to take part in it? “I’ve already invited Sandra, and by extension you, of course.”

“She didn’t tell me about that?”

“You don’t meet the requirements.”

“Which are?”

“Only chastity bearers.”

“Oh ... okay.” I guess that explained why Sandra hadn’t even told me about this invitation. She didn’t want to influence my decision about the chastity cage.

“That’s about it,” Lisa announced at the end of our work. “How about a beer to finish it off?”

“Sandra should be home soon,” I interjected. Actually, I still had a good two hours. I didn’t want to get home too late, though. Especially since I still had to make a decision regarding the chastity cage.

“One beer!”

“Okay.”

We descended the stairs to the second floor. On the way to the stairs to the first floor, we encountered a small group. We nodded briefly to each other as they disappeared into one of the rooms.

At the bar, Lisa tried to ask me again about the cock 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 in peace and without pressure.”

“Too bad.”

“I’d do it for Sandra. For the life of me, though, I can’t agree on how I feel about it myself.”

“You won’t be able to do that anytime soon,” Lisa interjected. “That’s just part of it. It’s like the whole cuckold thing. The entire game of, you don’t want it, but it still makes you so incredibly horny.”

“Yeah. Well, I don’t know.”

By now I’d had a second beer. Lisa had kept me longer than I would have liked.

“I really have to go.”

“But no more driving,” Lisa urged me.

“Oh, damn.” I was a strict stickler for that sort of thing, too. It wasn’t a huge problem. I could walk the short distance home.

“Have fun with your Sandra,” Lisa said. I was optimistic I would have quite a bit of that. After 72 hours without an orgasm, I might not be able to produce a fountain. But it should be at least enough for a few powerful splashes and a second round. I would make Sandra a very happy wife.
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After a brisk walk, I ran up the driveway to our house. The motion detector jumped on and lit my way. The rest of our house remained in darkness. I made a quick trip to the kitchen and drank a big gulp of water.

Time to get this thing off me.

Armed with a pair of scissors, I hurried up the stairs. There was a dim glow coming from our bedroom. I guess I had forgotten to turn off a light.

I was wrong about that. Frozen, I stopped. My wife was lying on our marriage bed. She literally beamed at me and stretched out her arms. Don’t I look good?, she seemed to want to tell me.

Sandra had really dressed up for our reunion. Silk stockings, suspenders, and a corset. She looked hot.

“Hello,” came from my lips, slightly aghast.

“Honey.”

“What are you doing here already?”

“You don’t sound too excited.”

“I’m just surprised,” I returned. It wasn’t a lie. I would have had no problem with her surprise if there hadn’t been a foreign object between my legs.

“Lisa bought me a little time.” Damn bitch! “After your abstinence, you deserved a surprise ... you did it, didn’t you? You didn’t go weak in the home stretch?”

“I tortured myself for you for 72 hours.”

“And all without a chastity cage. I’m so proud of you.”

Oh, God, went through my mind. What am I going to do now?

Retreating briefly to the bathroom seemed the most obvious idea. There I could rid myself of the cock cage and hide it in one of the closets.

The alternative was honesty. The big question was whether I wouldn’t open the floodgates by doing so. Sandra would love it and expect me to use it again. 72 hours of abstinence had been doable for me. I had just proved that to myself. But what if she got the idea that I should wear it for a week or more?

“Come on, honey. Take what you’ve earned,” she offered.

“Just a minute,” I announced and took a step toward the bathroom. Sandra gave me a disappointed look. I stopped in my tracks. I had rarely been this excited before. “Sandra?”

“Yes?”

“I’ve been doing something ... trying something out.”

“Uh-huh?” Sandra didn’t seem so sure whether something good or bad was coming.

“I just had to try it out for myself in peace. I haven’t made a decision on what to make of it yet.”

“Don’t keep me in suspense.”

I didn’t answer. Instead, I undressed. I took my time. Shoes, shirt, pants, socks. In the end, I was standing in front of my wife in only my underpants. I had to gather all my courage to part with them.

“Oh. You have ...” For a change, I experienced my wife speechless. Her eyes were full of fascination and wonder. If I wanted to back out now, I would have just made a foolish mistake. She would want more of this. The look in her eyes made that immediately clear to me.

“I needed to try it out on my own.” That sounded almost apologetic.

“So, what’s it like? Come closer,” came back excitedly. “That’s why you made it through the 72 hours?”

“Probably.”

I stepped up to the bed. Sandra immediately reached for my caged cock. Cradled my testicles in her hands. It was definitely clear what she thought of my prison.

“He’s getting hard ... how does it feel?”

“It hurts ... a little. You get used to it.”

“What is this?” Sandra had spotted the plastic lock.

“Lisa gave it to me as a gift. I was unsure about using the metal lock. This one can easily be cut with scissors.” I still held the scissors in my hand and flicked the air once to accompany my words.

My cock responded to the touch and the situation. Pushed hard against its prison.

“Will you do the honors and free me?”

I handed the scissors to Sandra. She looked at me from below. “Would you mind if we waited a few more minutes? I promise I’ll free you then. I just want to enjoy the sight a little longer.”

I nodded. But was still unsure if I really wanted to. It felt like the start of more.

Sandra made no secret of her fascination with the chastity cage. She had been reserved about it with me until now. From the conversation I overheard with Victoria, I knew she didn’t want to influence me. However, this consideration didn’t seem to matter anymore. After all, I had put on the chastity cage myself. Besides, it had brought the success she had hoped for. I had renounced masturbation for three full days. Had I sealed my own fate with it?

We enjoyed the time with light caresses and many kisses. I sucked on my wife’s breasts and soon found myself between her legs. Sandra turned me so that we were lying in the 69. I would have liked a blowjob at that moment. But of course, this wasn’t possible. I could only assume that Sandra simply wanted to take a closer look at the cage. I felt her fingers touching around it.

Before she had an orgasm, she pushed me off of her.

“Time for your reward.” She reached for the scissors. Before she cut the lock, she looked back at me. “Thank you for this experience.” Then she cut it and began removing the cage. My cock reacted immediately.

I used my regained freedom, stepped between Sandra’s legs, and started a wild fuck. After three days of holding back, however, it was impossible for me to hold back for long. I squirted in her several times. Was it more than usual?

“That was wonderful,” commented Sandra. At least she was pleased. “You were so wild and untamed. You’re not often like that. The abstinence seems to have quite an effect on you.”

After a break, we started a second round. It wasn’t as boisterous as the first one. Sandra made me cum in her mouth. Of course, I also provided an orgasm to her.

Afterward, we lay exhausted next to each other and cuddled.

“That was a delightful surprise.” The words could have actually come from me. The sex had been explosive. But they came from Sandra and clearly meant the chastity cage. “Do you think you can wear it again?”

“Maybe.” I wasn’t ready for a yes or no.

“Maybe now?”

“Sandra. I was just locked up for three days.”

“But I wasn’t there,” she whined, “Please honey.” She literally threw herself against me. Pressed her breasts against my torso and gave me a kiss on the cheek. “Don’t worry. I won’t take away your orgasms. I promise you solemnly that you can’t expect any fewer orgasms from me.”

“It won’t fit like that anyway,” I commented on my condition. The conversation had caused my penis to get erect again. Perhaps out of fear?

“Maybe I can help with that?”

“Don’t let me stop you.”

Instead of lunging at me, Sandra pulled me into the bathroom with her. After a fresh shave, I got a shower blowjob from her. It was fantastic.

“We better hurry or he’ll be stiff again in no time.”

Apparently, Sandra had taken the decision from me. She had probably taken my earlier words as consent. I didn’t fight back. She was too happy, and I had just gotten plenty of orgasms. Three days of torture for three great orgasms. That didn’t seem like such a terrible deal.

I watched as Sandra pulled the lock out of the dresser. I just let it happen. Watched how she put the chastity cage on me. Only the lock was missing. But then she stopped.

“Would you please close the lock?” she asked me.

“Me?” I asked back in amazement.

“To prove you really want it.”

I guided my slightly trembling hand down. The lock was already hanging in its intended place. All I had to do was snap it shut. I did it. That was it for my freedom. This time, I couldn’t free myself with a simple pair of scissors.

Sandra got a necklace and hung the key around her neck. She smiled at me. “I love you.”
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The next morning, once again, a morning wood woke me up. I overcame the pain quickly. I relieved myself in the bathroom and then got back into bed.

“Are you okay?” Sandra asked.

“I’m fine.”

“Is he giving you any trouble?” Sandra reached between my legs and grasped the chastity cage.

“It takes some getting used to, but everything’s okay.”

Sandra lay down at my side. Cuddling, we lay there for a long time, dozing. At 10 o’clock, it was time to get up. Sandra quickly fetched us some rolls. Afterward, we went shopping. The weather was wonderful, and we decided to have a barbecue in the afternoon. Shortly after noon, we picked up the kids from my parents.

Spread over the whole day, Sandra showed great affection to me. I could well imagine why she did this. However, she didn’t even bring up the cock cage once.

“Is my tiger ready for another round?”

That was how she greeted me in bed that evening. It was a liberating feeling when she unlocked me, took off the chastity cage, and immediately put her lips over my growing cock. Freedom and pleasure!

The sex was bombastic. Sandra went off like a rocket. In between, she took her time. Left me hanging several times just before an orgasm. But as a result, this only increased the pressure within me. I came two times.

Afterward, I couldn’t refuse her wish to lock me up again. Of course, I regretted it at times. Doubted my sanity. But in the end, I had been allowed to enjoy terrific sex twice. What more could I ask for?

“Was it good?” my wife asked me.

“Yes ... very good. You were really greedy today, though?”

“I know you need me. You can’t help yourself in between anymore.”

“He’ll be hot for you again tomorrow.”

“Honey ... we can’t do it every day. I’d also like to go to the club again sometime. But I promised you something, didn’t I?”

“Did you?”

“You’re not getting less sex with that cock cage than you were before. Just a minute.”

Sandra leaned against the edge of her side of the bed and rummaged in her nightstand. Out came a small notebook.

“4.8 orgasms per week. Rounded up to 5.”

“What about that?”

“You’ll get those every week, guaranteed. Just like I promised you.”

“I don’t get it.”

“I’ve been keeping meticulous records for the last few weeks. Recorded every orgasm you had. At least the ones that took place in my presence. On average, it’s been the aforementioned 4.8 per week.”

What the hell? She kept a record of how many times I came with her. I looked down. There was my caged cock tucked under the covers.

“Let me get this straight. I’m only supposed to get five orgasms a week?”

“At least,” she corrected me. “You’re guaranteed those. You’re not going to insist on the once or twice you’ve had fun without me, are you? I mean, we just showed that those are paid back double and triple.”

Was she serious about once or twice? Even before the Cucky Club, that number had been higher. I estimated my number of masturbations at seven times. On average, once a day. Including five with my wife, this made a total of about twelve orgasms per week. How could I suddenly satisfy my lust with only five orgasms a week?

“I don’t know. The cage is a nice toy, but isn’t it enough if we just bring it out occasionally?”

“You think so?” came back disappointed. “Don’t we want to at least try it out?”

As so often, my wife won. I remained trapped in the cage, at least for the moment. I didn’t know what I wanted. It had its exciting and arousing aspects. Nevertheless, I will surely miss my daily habits soon enough.

On Sunday afternoon, Victoria and Paul were at our door. Sandra had invited them to a leftover barbecue. Sandra had once again bought way too much meat.

We sat relaxed on the terrace. I had a beer in my hand. Paul and my wife were playing badminton with the kids.

“So you finally did it?” Victoria asked.

I glanced to the side. I could guess what she was alluding to, but didn’t want to confirm it for her.

“What convinced you? ... Peter?”

“I don’t know. I certainly don’t want it ... and then there’s the other side with an entirely different opinion. Why do we always have to be so conflicted?”

“That’s half the fun. We women don’t always feel that different. Especially in the beginning. After all, we’re getting into bed with another man. That goes against all the conventions society has taught us.”

“You guys have it so hard,” I teased.

“Pleasing so many men isn’t that easy,” she laughed. “You should be proud of your wife.”

“Haha.”

“Don’t worry, she will continue to pay a lot of attention to you in the future. That is very important to her. That’s where some other couples live out their cuckold relationship quite differently.”

“Like Helmut, for example.”

“Sometimes he is caged for an entire week. I don’t think that will happen to you. Sandra takes the five times and your desire very seriously.”

She seemed to have informed Victoria about every detail. I shouldn’t have been surprised.

I wore the chastity cage constantly. Occasionally, I was allowed to shower in the morning without it. However, always under the supervision of my wife. I asked her if that was really necessary. “Better safe than sorry,” was her terse reply.

She meticulously kept her promise. Five orgasms per week were the minimum. I got them 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 gain in pleasure. At least if you prefer quality over quantity. I often sat at work. Some little thing excited me. Instead of looking for porn and relaxing, I had to go through it. With each passing day, this happened a little faster. My body learned that it wasn’t worth being horny all the time.

In the first week, I got to enjoy six orgasms. Five followed, 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 was nestling between my legs and was in the process of removing the cock cage. This was going to be a pleasant start to the week. I got a very fulfilling blowjob from her.

But that wasn’t enough for her. She wanted her own satisfaction, too. After a break, my cock was ready again. I fucked her to an orgasm, and I was allowed to cum a second time.

Late in the morning, I sat at my computer. I had worked my way through my standard program to start the week. Next, I would deal with an inquiry from a potential new customer.

Before that, I was going to get a fresh cup of coffee in the kitchen. While I stood at the machine, my wife embraced me from behind. Pressed her body against me. I felt her nipples through my thin shirt. Her hand pushed into my crotch. Her lips sucked on my neck.

“Sandra?”

“I need you now. Surely you have time for a quick break?”

Could I really say no to that? We disappeared into our bedroom for a quick fuck.

In the afternoon, my wife appeared in my office. This time she brought me a coffee. Again, she showed herself to be very affectionate.

“You know. We’ve never had sex at your work.”

“But often in this house,” I countered.

“It’s not the same.” Her hand once again found its way between my legs. She unzipped my pants. She kissed me while she did this.

“Sandra?”

“Just a quicky. You can get right back to work. If you like, you can keep working while I do it ... or watch one of your porn movies.”

Sandra let herself slide down to the floor and crawled under my desk. She pulled down my pants and freed my cock once more. Despite its busy nature that day, I soon squirted into her mouth.

“That was interesting,” Sandra judged after I was locked up again.

In the evening, I went to bed a little early. I wanted to read through a few work-related things. While I was reading, Sandra was also getting ready for bed. She got something out of her dresser.

“Arms up, please.”

She was holding silk stockings and wanted to tie me to the bed. “Are you sure?”

“Yes.”

“But we’ve had today ...”

“Arms up.”

I followed her instructions and let her tie me to the bed. I didn’t have to wait long. She got on me and started a wild ride. Soon I experienced the fourth orgasm of the day.

“You could have saved yourself the trouble of tying me up,” I commented afterward.

“You think? Do you think we’re through yet?”

“We’re not? But ... no? You ... no.”

“I’d like it best if we did your fifth today this week. But if you need a break, we’ll put it off until tomorrow morning.”

“And then?”

“Then you’ll have a few days’ of orgasm break.”

Sandra was already playing with my cock again during this conversation. My cock should have been done for the day, but the prospect that I wouldn’t have another orgasm for days had a strange effect on him. It seemed to fill him with pleasure rather than scare him.

Sandra masturbated my cock with her hands. As she did so, we looked into each other’s eyes. I didn’t want to come while she tried to do the exact opposite.

“Honey, don’t make it so hard for yourself.”

“You’re such a bitch.”

“A hot bitch?” she asked.

“Mmm ... I’m not going to make it that easy for you.”

“Well, that would be boring.”

Sandra didn’t even hurry. She rode my cock briefly, gave me a blowjob, and masturbated me with her hands again.

“Oh,” I groaned out.

“Is it time for the grand finale?”

The finale was a blowjob, and Sandra knew she had to give it her all. After all, it would be the fifth time in one day. In the end, though, I didn’t stand a chance.

“I can tell you’re pumped out,” my wife laughed afterward. “Not much more cum left for this last one.”

Before she released me from the restraints, she put the penis cage back on.

“And now?”, I asked afterward.

“Now you’ll have to practice patience. Next week, at the latest, you’ll have your next orgasm.”

“You’re so mean,” I said, playing the whining husband. I wasn’t really too worried, though. She had pumped me out properly that day. I wouldn’t have any problems going through a couple of days without sex.

However, as it turned out, I didn’t have to go without sex at all. Maybe that option would have been the easier one, though. We had sex - but only one of us had orgasms.

It started the next day. Sandra presented herself in a particularly provocative manner. In the evening, she became especially amorous. I thought her game would come to a quick end. Instead, she just wanted to cuddle and exchange kisses with me. Naturally, this had an effect on me, but it wasn’t a major problem.

On Wednesday, she sunbathed on our terrace. Several times I got to see her in her skimpy bikini. She wanted more this time. I pleased her with my tongue.

On Thursday evening, she was at the club. Afterward, she got another orgasm through my tongue.

Her game didn’t change on Friday. Again and again, she showed herself in a provocative pose. Wanted to kiss me and be held by me in front of the TV.

She took her time when we were in bed. We kissed each other for a long time. I played with her breasts and sucked on her nipples. I wandered her body down and my tongue found her clit.

She tied me to the bed once more and opened the chastity cage. My cock was thrilled to be allowed back into freedom. I was even more pleased that my wait would have an early end. Four days without an orgasm, I hadn’t experienced that for a long time.

Sandra played with my cock. “Pretty hard, your little one,” she commented on its condition. She rode on me, gave me a hand job and a blow job. But I didn’t get to come yet. “Are you horny?”

“Oh, yes ... please.”

“You know your wife can be pretty mean?”

“No?” This wasn’t the moment for any meanness. I wanted to come.

“Yes, I can.” Sandra jumped up and ran out of our bedroom. A minute later, she returned with a cold pack. She held it on my upper leg and moved it up to my cock.

“What are you doing?” I asked.

“Just a minute.”

My cock shrank back to its normal size. Shocked and speechless, I watched as she maneuvered it back into its prison.

“Why?” I asked her after she had untied me.

“Because it makes me horny? Don’t worry. Tomorrow night we’ll go to the club together. I promise you’ll have an orgasm there. But I want you in an especially horny state.”

The prospect made me fall silent. I couldn’t deny that it aroused me. I enjoyed going to the Cucky Club with my wife. True, many of the experiences also had a humiliating side. But overall, the club had enriched our lives. I couldn’t deny that.

But what could I expect of a visit on a Saturday evening? It was the busiest time for the club.


CHAPTER 16
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We spent a quiet Saturday morning. Had breakfast with my family. Afterward, I went for a bike ride with the kids. We had already placed them with friends for the night. Nothing stood in the way of our visit to the club.

Sandra got ready early. She took the chastity cage off me so that I could shave down there under her supervision. Afterward, however, my cock got back into its prison.

My wife had bought new lingerie for the evening. “Leather? Are you going to become a dominatrix now?”

“No thanks. I’m not into dishing out pain. You married the wrong woman for that,” she answered with a wink.

“I didn’t apply for that, too. But a dominatrix doesn’t just deal out blows. You’ve already tied me to the bed, and you’ve got that one locked up down there, too.”

“How about mistress?”

“Does that make a difference to dominatrix?”

“Mistress of your cock?”

“That’s a frighteningly good fit.”

Sandra took me in her arms and gave me a kiss. “We do nothing we both don’t enjoy. Never forget that. Okay?”

“Of course.”

“One word from you and the cage goes in the trash.”

“It’s fine. Even if they’re spread out very irregularly this week, I still can’t complain about the amount of orgasms I’m having.”

I was quite serious about these words. Compared to before, I lost out on a few orgasms every week. But I didn’t really miss masturbation. Perhaps my real sex life had become too rich for that. And very varied. No porn could keep up with that. My reality was better than any movie.

For the moment, the sight of my wife brought me a throbbing cock. I could only hope that I would indeed experience the promised orgasm. Otherwise, the sight of my wife would kill me. All the blood inside me was already rushing into my penis.

Sandra looked incredible. She was wearing a skin-tight leather corset. It didn’t cover her breasts. They were framed with leather straps. Silk stockings with garter straps and a leather thong completed her outfit.

“Wow,” came over my lips. She also pulled out a skin-tight leather dress. This one was also new. For a short moment, I had to think how much money she had spent on all these things. But then I realized I didn’t really care.

Of course, this outfit hat to be completed with high-heeled and almost knee-length leather boots. I also got to see these for the first time.

Finished dressing, Sandra turned in front of me. “How do you like my new outfit?”

“Hot ... I didn’t think I could be into leather ... but ... hot ... hot as hell.”

Sandra laughed with satisfaction. She was far from finished, of course. Hairstyle, fingernails, and make-up still wanted to be done. Half an hour later, we could finally get started.

Helmut and Lydia took us by car. Lydia had also dressed up. But of course, she couldn’t keep up with my wife.

At the club, Sandra and Lydia’s path led to the bar and the other amenities. Helmut and I made our way to the Cucky Bar. Later, our paths would reunite.

“Do you know what’s planned for today?” My attempt to learn more was unsuccessful. Helmut wouldn’t give me any information. That lead me to my next question. “Anything bad?”

“Nothing that I won’t do,” he returned to me mischievously.

“Well, that’s reassuring.”

“Hello, you two,” a woman’s voice greeted us from behind, placing her arms over our shoulders. In addition, she pressed her breasts against our backs.

“Lisa.”

“Ready for a great night?”

“If I knew what to expect. Could be a great night. Could be a nightmarish night, too.”

“We’re going to the second floor,” she informed me with a laugh.

“Your event?”

“Exactly.”

“What awaits me there? What kind of filthy things do you have planned?”

“Don’t be so curious. Where would the excitement be in that?”

“I’ve had enough excitement for the rest of my life in the last year.”

“Not to mention the excitement down there?” quipped Lisa back.

“Good evening,” another voice greeted us. I turned to Victoria Paulsen. “It’s time. Will you escort them upstairs and take care of everything?”

“Of course,” Lisa replied. “Let’s get to the fun, sorry, the filthy things.”

I didn’t know what to make of this. What was in store for me? I thought back to how I helped Lisa to set up such an evening. It had been four weeks since that. The large play area suggested a group experience.

With shaky feet, I climbed the stairs. On the third floor, we encountered three more cuckolds. Women or bulls were not yet in sight.

The setup was familiar to me. The big circular playground in the middle and several mats with raised headboards around it.

“Please undress,” Lisa prompted me. Helmut had already done so. He didn’t seem to be there for the first time.

With a queasy feeling, I set about undressing. I didn’t like to show my chastity cage. Even if those present already knew about it. It didn’t surprise me to see Helmut wearing one, too.

“Please lie down,” Lisa instructed me. Helmut was already lying down. Two more cuckolds were led into the room by Victoria. I had the impression that they were first-timers, too. They seemed interested and uncertain. The same way I felt. Victoria explained to them what they had to do.

I was already lying on a mat. Lisa was working the corners. Before I knew it, she had cuffed my first hand to the mat.

“Do you have to do that?” I asked.

Lisa didn’t even care to answer my stupid question. Undeterred, she continued her work. Quickly, my second hand was also tied. I didn’t resist. But she did not stop there. My feet were also tied to the lower corners. I ended up like an X.

The other cuckolds met the same fate. In the end, we were six cuckolds tied to mats.

“Ready to go,” Lisa announced.

Both women disappeared, leaving us cuckolds alone. “Now what?”, I asked into the silence.

“It will start soon,” Helmut replied. “Just go with the flow.”

We had to wait a few minutes, then Victoria and Lisa led a large group of women and men inside. I looked for Sandra and quickly found her. Pedro and Hugo were by her side. There seemed to be more bulls than women.

“Welcome to the meeting of the anonymous chastity bearers. Today we welcome three newcomers to our circle. Andreas, Robert and Peter. Welcome and enjoy the next couple of hours. They will probably be exhausting, but also very fulfilling.”

“Why don’t we start with a light warm-up program? Hotwifes, get on your cuckolds!”

Sandra walked over to me. She removed her leather thong and then lowered her pubic onto my face. The task was straightforward and I let my tongue run free. Sandra was already wet.

“Whoever is ready is welcome to find a bull.”

Immediately, Sandra lifted herself off me. Obviously, she was ready. Instead of immediately going for a bull, she first kneeled down next to me.

“All well so far?” she asked me 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, is it?”

“Um ... no ... do you really mean that?”

“Yes, please.”

I nodded in reply, and Sandra stood up. Pedro and Hugo were already waiting for her. The first couples had already gathered on the playground. Kisses were exchanged and blowjobs were given. Sandra followed their example.

“Peter,” sounded behind me - Victoria. “If you would please be so kind.”

Without waiting for an answer, Victoria stood over me. Then slowly lowered herself onto me. Her knees were beside my head. Unlike my wife, she wasn’t looking toward the playground. She had positioned herself so that she could look down at my face.

Victoria didn’t make the final move, however. Just a few inches away from me, her pubic area hung, waiting for me. “Peter,” her prompting voice rang out.

Was I really supposed to do this? My wife had given me the explicit permission. The pussy in front of me looked very inviting. It would be interesting to touch it with my tongue. To taste it.

I gave myself a jolt and kissed Victoria Paulsen’s pussy lips gently and carefully. Let my tongue slide out and licked her wet cunt from the bottom to the top. The spell was broken. However, I did not pounce wildly between her lips but enjoyed every moment.

I would never confess it to my wife, but it excited me to satisfy another woman. Steadily, I increased my speed and gave up my last restraints.

Victoria kept her eyes firmly on me the whole time. There was certainly a reason that she had pounced on me so quickly. She knew very well that she was the first other woman for me in a very long time. After my wife, she was just the second woman that I spoiled orally. She got to experience one of her beloved first times, through me.

“Thank you Peter”, I got to hear at the end.

With her standing up, I got the view of the playground back. I had already heard that it was getting wilder. My eyes didn’t know where to look first. It was more sex in one place than I had ever seen before. I found my Sandra. She rode Pedro and tried to give Hugo a blowjob. Which was quite difficult due to her movements.

I was able to let my gaze wander briefly over the rest of the games before my view was once again obscured. A woman unknown to me settled down on me without a word. She literally pressed her pussy into my face. That was probably her invitation to start.

I had no choice and repeated my service. It took little to make her wet. Soon she left me and looked for a bull to satisfy her needs.

I got to hear the first orgasms. Pedro squirted deep inside my wife. Exhausted, Sandra stayed on top of him. She turned a little to the side and looked at me. A happy look.

I saw a movement beside me. Helmut was lying right next to me. Lydia was already half over him. On her pubic, I saw sperm splashes. She lowered it onto her husband. He immediately went to work.

I looked forward again. Sandra was already standing in front of me. She lowered herself onto me. Her pussy hung over my mouth. Once again, I knew what was expected of me. I needed to collect all the courage I had. Here in front of all these people, I felt uncomfortable doing it. Even if the other cuckolds did it, too. For them, it was normality.

In the end, I complied, as so often before, and had no regrets afterward.

Sandra bent down to me. “Thank you, Peter. If any of the other wives needs this service. Please do it then, too.”

This time Sandra remained kneeling beside me, waiting for an answer. I couldn’t get a word out. I nodded instead. That was enough for her.

Sandra raised a hand and looked out over the play area in a prompting manner. She seemed to beckon to someone. I followed her gaze. Who else but Victoria Paulsen could it have led to? Victoria’s eyes pierced through me. She pointed between her legs to her cum-filled cunt. Her finger changed directions and was now pointing at me. She asked me with this gesture, a nod, and a grin if I wanted it. I answered with a nod. Only afterward did I realize what I had done through her even wider grin.

Victoria acted quickly. Like the first time, she kneeled over me. Wanted to watch me do it. Sandra also stayed kneeling next to me. She also wanted to see it. These were two perverted ladies. And one of them was my fucking wife! It was crazy how my life had changed.

My cock was fighting with its prison. The sight of Vitoria’s slightly open labia, her wet glistening and a light white drop in her opening, was making me crazy. Apparently, I was also a little perverted.

I licked Victoria to get a first taste. I imagined Sandra and Victoria looking at each other and grinning widely. I didn’t dare to look up at them. The embarrassment and humiliation would have been too much. Instead, I focused on my task.

I poked around with my tongue. I felt a salty mass drip into my mouth. Peter Neumann, what has become of you? But I was incapable and not at all willing to change anything.

“That was a good first round,” Lisa announced. “The bar is now open, and the buffet is being set up.”

From my spot on the mat, I watched as the ladies and bulls chatted, drank, and ate a snack at the bar.

After a while, a few women joined their men - including my wife. She squatted next to me, fed me from her plate, and gave me a sip of her drink.

“Everything okay?”

“So far, so good ... but what’s coming next?”

“You’ll see in a minute. It’s going to be interesting. I hope for both our sakes you’ll put a lot of effort into it.”

“Into what?”

“I won’t spoil the surprise.”

Some wives and bulls were already enjoying themselves again on the playground. However, there was no fucking yet. They didn’t seem to be in a hurry.

“I hope everyone enjoyed the evening so far. We’re now starting round 1 of ‘How Much Longer Honey’. A quick explanation for our newbies. We are hosting a few games. It will be up to your performance when you are next released from your chastity cage. The last place will have to wait a full four weeks - that’s until our next meeting. For the second to last place, it will be three weeks, two weeks for the third worst, and one week for the fourth worst. The cuckold in the second place will not have any restrictions at all for the next week. The lucky winner is awaiting a very special treat. No cage for four full weeks. Well, isn’t that incentive enough to deliver an outstanding performance?”

Enough incentive? These were the games of horror. Four weeks without an orgasm? Would my Sandra really do that?

“Round one,” Lisa announced. “The taste test. Who will recognize his wife by licking her?”

We were blindfolded. We got to taste six women for sixty seconds each. Afterward, we were to guess which one was our wife.

I tried to recognize my wife not by taste but by feeling. For example, by the size of her labia. That was difficult enough.

Two were able to guess their wife on the very first try. I needed three attempts and thus only took fourth place.

“That was an interesting start,” Lisa said. “I would advise our newcomers to try a little harder. It might take a little while to get to your next orgasm otherwise.”

I was still blindfolded. Judging by my hearing, the spectators were in a good mood. But these games weren’t about their orgasms.

“Let’s move on to the second game. This time, too, you get to use your tongues. However, you don’t have the outcome completely under your own control, but depend on the good nature of your wife. Whoever licks his better half to orgasm the fastest will leave the field as the winner.”

“Please take up your positions and start only on my command. Those who wish may remove their husband’s blindfold.”

Sandra obviously wanted to. She took off my blindfold and looked at me. Gave me a quick kiss. “Please do your best, honey. I’d hate to keep you locked up for several weeks.”

“You really would ...” I left the rest unspoken.

“It’s up to you alone.” Yeah, sure.

I certainly wasn’t lacking in motivation. Sandra positioned herself above me. I looked at her wet lips. It looked like she had had some 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 between her lips. Then I concentrated my work on her clit. I had to be able to make my wife come quickly, didn’t I?

It took me six minutes. An eternity for me. I heard other women scream out their orgasms four times before I got Sandra to explode. How could anyone be so fast? Even Helmut had beaten me. I only finished fifth.

“The games haven’t finished yet. Anything can happen,” my wife comforted me. However, I had little hope left. Everything seemed to go against me.

While we cuckolds were still lying on our mats, our wives and the bulls amused themselves at the bar. A few blowjobs were given. It took ten minutes for the room to quiet down again.

“Let’s get to the grand finale. The good news first. Five of you cuckolds can look forward to a sure orgasm. Now, if I could just ask the ladies to get the dicks out.”

Sandra and the other women took the chastity cages of us husbands. Immediately, my cock rose into the air.

“The game is pretty simple. Your wife brings you to an orgasm. Whichever man is the fastest gets to enjoy the victory. The first two games have determined when you can join the race. After the first place has started, the rest may follow at intervals of twenty seconds each.”

I was only in fifth place, meaning I would join eighty seconds after the first place. That didn’t sound as hopeless as I had feared. My hard cock was in good spirits. A look around showed, however, that the competition was no different. A very cock was hard and ready to go. Everyone would at least need a couple of minutes to come?

Sandra kneeled next to me. Together, we watched as the first wife got on top of her husband and started to fuck him.

“Do you want me to use my hands and mouth? Or do you want a fuck?” Sandra asked.

“No, no. Hand and your tongue, maybe? A fuck would take too long. There ... there I don’t feel enough,” I admitted, literally feeling myself blush. “Please, honey, please make it quick.”

“I don’t know. Maybe I want you to come in last?” Sandra grinned at me. Then got a guilty conscience, I guess. “Don’t worry. I’ll do my best.”

The other contestants started one after the other. Sandra kneeled between my legs. Her hands were hovering above my cock, waiting for the signal to start.

“Cuckold Peter,” Lisa exclaimed. The starting signal for us. Sandra’s hands snatched my cock.

Unfortunately, at that moment I already heard the first telltale sounds from a competitor. Someone was orgasming. Shit! The first place was already taken. How the fuck was that possible?

Sandra’s hands flew up and down. Her mouth took the head of my cock in. She didn’t hold back and gave her best. I could feel my lust building up. “Yes!”, I heard Helmut exclaim. “Yes!” With that, I had to write off the second place. Third place followed just a few seconds later. How can someone be that fast?

At least the rest of the field wasn’t so damn quick. I looked around anxiously. Only us three newbies were still fighting for places.

“Come on, honey. You can do it,” Sandra urged me. Her hands quickened the pace once again. “You don’t want to come in last. I don’t want to be without you for that long. Locked in this tight, devilish cage.”

Absolutely right! I didn’t want that, too. It came somewhat unexpectedly. Yet suddenly, the lust poured out of me. My cock twitched wildly and spurted.

Sandra bent forward to me and gave me a kiss. She seemed relieved. “At least you came in as fourth.”

At least? That meant two weeks of chastity. Two weeks without an orgasm. Of course, I didn’t have to accept that. I was a free man in a free country. But I didn’t consider this option even for a moment. I would accept my defeat. That was part of the game. A game that I had learned to love myself. To which I had surrendered. There was no changing it now. Peter Neumann was a cuckold through and through.

While the majority joined in for more games in the middle, my wife untied me. “We’re heading home.”

I was confused. Especially since I was supposed to get dressed without wearing the chastity cage. Instead, Sandra carelessly put the parts into her bag.

We said a quick goodbye. Victoria offered Robert as a driver. Sandra, however, preferred to walk.


CHAPTER 17
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I breathed in the cool night air. My cock enjoyed the freedom. I doubted it would last long.

“How was the evening?” my wife asked me.

“Interesting.”

“First time licking another woman. How was that for you?”

“Not as good as you.”

“You know what your wife wants to hear,” she replied slyly, stopping me. Sandra pulled me close and gave me a kiss. “I enjoyed the evening. Especially the games. How do you like the result?”

“I would have preferred to come in first,” I returned coolly. The thought of the consequences of my defeat hurt.

“I can imagine that. Two weeks without an orgasm ... do you think you can get through that?”

“I guess I’ll have to.”

“You’re going to take it just like 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’re my cuckold.”

“I’m your cuckold,” I repeated her words. Sandra gave me a satisfied laugh and a kiss.

“You’ll probably still be pleased to hear that the games were rigged. When you get home, you’ll get to fuck your wife properly.”

“What?”

“Don’t you want to?”

“Yes I do, but ... rigged?”

“You three newbies never had a chance. It was agreed from the beginning that you would take the three spots at the end. To play with your feelings. A nice little ordeal, just the way you like it, I guess?”

“Hmm.”

“Glad?”

“Yes,” I admitted frankly.

“A little warning. Just because it was a fake this time, doesn’t mean it has to be again next time. I wouldn’t put you or me through four weeks without an orgasm. But one week I think would be a reasonable commitment. At least, for starters.”

I have to admit that I was beginning to like this idea. My orgasms as a game stake. The risk of being trapped in a cock cage for an entire week made my cock swell a little more.

At home, we had our fun. I was surprised that Sandra had still enough energy for that. But she had known how she wanted to end the evening and had held back with the bulls to save some energy for me. I thought that was very sweet.

Our sex had changed over the last couple of months. Sandra had become much more open. I was very much fixated on giving her a good time. We had seldom a simple fuck. With a lot of foreplay and romantic gestures, I could and wanted to convince Sandra of my special skills in bed. That was the field where I had the chance to outdo the bulls.

Tightly entwined, we fell asleep. 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 this, she waved the chastity cage around.

“I’m ready.”
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Chris and Katie miss their best friends. Since they bought a vacation home, they have made themselves scarce in their lives. Finally, they invite Chris and Katie to visit. Unfortunately, while not being there themselves. But Chris and Katie want at least to learn what is so special about this place.

They quickly get to know the new acquaintances of their friends. These are three married couples and three black men. Towering above them all is Luis. A tall, well-toned, wealthy black man. He quickly makes it clear to Chris that he is just waiting for his approval to make a pass at his wife. Luis has no doubts that Katie wouldn’t be able to resist his special qualities.

For Chris, there are tough decisions ahead. Can he resist the lure or will he and his wife fall to their lust?

Friendly Trap is available on Amazon. Start reading now!
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Leonie and Jonas catch up on their honeymoon a year after their wedding. The young couple has treated themselves to a luxury vacation in Jamaica.

The hotel employee Zane picks them up at the airport. The American couple Jessica and Andrew arrive at the same time. A friendly vacation acquaintance develops. Jessica and Andrew aren't here for the first time. Soon, however, Jessica surprises the newly married couple with her closeness to Zane. Why doesn't her husband intervene?

Other wives also show an unseemly closeness to the locals in view of the ring on their finger. Again and again, Leonie and Jonas encounter unique erotic situations.

Leonie and Jonas had been looking forward to a vacation full of adventures. But instead of rafting and snorkeling, they're confronted with the temptations of a lust previously unknown to them. Can Leonie hold back her desire? Or Jonas accept he isn't adventure enough for his wife?

Holiday Trap is available on Amazon. Start reading now!


AFTERWORD


Thank you! I hope you enjoyed book 5 of the Cucky Club series. It concludes the series.

Amazon reviews are of course always appreciated and help me tremendously. Feel free to let me know what you think of this book by email.

Subscribe to my newsletter, to stay informed about my next book release.

AutorDavidSilver@gmail.com

Follow me on X / Twitter
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