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      “Do you have the potato salad ready?” I asked my wife.

      “And you got the grill ready to go?” she shot back.

      “The beers are cold?”

      “We have enough charcoal?”

      I took Katie in my arms and pressed a kiss on her mouth. She pushed me off her, laughing.

      We were in high spirits. We had a good reason for that. Finally, our best friends would spend an evening with us again. We were all thirty years old. Patrick and I had both started at the same company on the same day. That was nine years ago.

      We met our wives during our three months training period. First, I met my Katie and then he met his Nina. We had been married for three and four years, respectively. It hadn’t been a race, but we had experienced a lot together. That had welded us together.

      At work, however, Patrick had left me behind. We worked for a Dutch company. Their german factory and main office were located in our hometown and had almost a thousand employees. After we had both completed our training, Patrick’s career had really taken off. I wasn’t jealous of him. I couldn’t complain about my development. A big career was simply his thing, and he was great at making contacts.

      That had led him to the company headquarters in the Netherlands two years ago. They had invited him to work on a major project there for six months. That had earned him another promotion. I was already jokingly calling him “boss”. I didn’t mind that he was making a career for himself. I was earning well enough myself and wasn’t doing too badly.

      The six months without our best friends hadn’t been easy. We had often done things together in the summer. Our area had beautiful swimming lakes. We were all active in sports. No matter whether it was inline skating or joint fitness training in winter.

      We wished Patrick and Nina only the best, but it exhilarated us when the six months ended and they returned to Germany.

      Unfortunately, we were wrong. They announced to us that they had bought a vacation home in the Netherlands. This was located in Zeeland - directly at the North Sea. From then on, they spent almost every weekend there. We didn’t get to see much more of them.

      They raved about their vacation home and its surroundings. The walks along the sea. They talked about inviting us for a week. But then nothing happened. We waited in vain for an invitation. We didn’t want to impose ourselves. But our disappointment was enormous.

      Of course, we still saw each other occasionally. Sometimes during the week and now and then on weekends. Usually when they had to stay in Germany for other reasons.

      We already speculated about their “miracle vacation home”. We had seen it in pictures. It was beautiful and surprisingly spacious. They could afford it - unlike us. Patrick earned well and Nina also contributed her share as an author. But a house is fine. But you also need people in your life. Friends?

      We actually saw this position occupied by us. They also hardly spoke of new acquaintances in the Netherlands.

      To get back to the beginning. We were very excited when they announced themselves for a Saturday afternoon barbecue. Maybe there was hope after all?

      “Hello Chris,” Patrick greeted me with a handshake. For my wife, there was a peck on the cheek. Patrick had always had a penchant for extravagance. Maybe that’s why I liked him so much. He was just different and didn’t mind it.

      My Katie had gotten used to his kisses. She was already greeting Nina with a hug.

      They had brought us a bottle of wine. I got as men a beer. Patrick and I started the grill. We quickly set the charcoal on fire and the meat began to sizzle.

      We enjoyed the food, beer, and wine. It was a warm spring day. The temperatures had shot up to 25 degrees Celsius - 77 degrees Fahrenheit. We reminisced about the past and discussed current events.

      “We have an invitation for you,” Patrick announced as the evening drew to a close. We looked at him with interest. “You guys have never been to our vacation home before. After more than a year, it’s about time.”

      I looked at my wife. We had been waiting for this for a long time and had lost hope in the meantime. Maybe we hadn’t lost our friends after all?

      “Patrick and I are in the U.S. for the summer,” Nina announced. “We thought we’d let you have our vacation home through the summer.”

      In the evening I was the first in bed. Katie came out of the bathroom and lay down next to me. My wife was still a beauty. After all, she was only thirty. At the beginning of our relationship, she had still had something girlish. Now she was a real woman. One of the few real blondes.

      “What do you think of their offer?” she asked me.

      “It’s strange. I thought they were going to invite us to their place ... with them.”

      “Yeah. Instead, they’re gone, and we’re occupying their vacation home. It’s like they didn’t want to show up with us. I mean, they have two bedrooms. It was clear in the pictures, wasn’t it? The four of us could have a nice couple of days there. As Friends …”

      “I don’t know either,” I replied. “I don’t understand them anymore.”

      “So what are we going to do? Do we go there? We had Spain in mind for this summer. But I’d love to see it in person at least once.”

      “They’re in the U.S. all summer. Patrick and his career. How about we go there just for one weekend?”

      “Will do.”
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      A few weeks later our friends left for the US. At the end of June, it was time for our weekend trip to the Netherlands.

      I had taken Friday off. So we could leave on Thursday evening. Our drive took almost six hours. Finally, the navigation system told us to turn into the last street. In the night's dark, we reached the vacation home of our friends.

      We had decided to use one of the first weekends to have a look at their vacation home. This gave us enough time to book a real vacation at the Mediterranean Sea for August.

      “How can Patrick and Nina take the long drive almost every weekend?” my wife wondered. The six-hour drive took a lot of time away. It had to be incredibly great here to justify that.

      “It is ... maybe this one?” I asked uncertainly. The vacation homes looked pretty similar. “Do you see a house number?”

      “Yes ... there ... thirteen ... that’s it.”

      “Lets hope thirteen brings us luck.”

      I parked the car. Katie had the keys and unlocked the door. “Fits,” she commented happily. “Can you go ahead and unpack? I have to use the bathroom.”

      Typical woman.

      I got our suitcases from the trunk and carted them into the house. We inspected it together. With its one hundred square meters, it was already rather a small house than a dinky vacation home. A large living room with an adjoining kitchen dominated it. From there, a large sliding door opened onto the terrace. Two bedrooms and a bathroom completed the house.

      “Good enough for a weekend,” I commented dryly.

      “I’m exhausted. Let’s put the stuff down and get into bed. Tomorrow we can unpack and look around.”

      One of the bedrooms was considerably larger. The second one was more of a guest bedroom. It would have been ideal for us to stay in and spend a weekend together as a foursome. Why had our friends kept us away? I couldn’t understand it. Yet they never made us feel like we didn’t matter to them anymore. Good friends were hard to find. You didn’t give them up so easily.

      “Here is an envelope,” my wife informed me. She had found it on the bed.

      “For Chris and Katie,” I read the label. “Instructions, I’m sure, on how we are to behave here. So we can leave their vacation home in good shape.”

      “Open it up and read it to me,” Katie instructed. While I did that, she covered the bed with the bedding we had brought with us.

      Dear Katie, dear Chris,

      It’s nice that it finally worked out and that you found your way to our domicile. We are sure that you will have a great time here. What you do with it is up to you, of course.

      We have announced you to our neighbors. So they won’t be surprised to see you. They are all very nice in their own special way. No problems to report.

      To the left of you live Daan and Lynn. One more house down, Liam and Tessa. To your right, you will find Adam and Lotte.

      Luis lives in the big house across the street. He is an excellent host and has a heated pool. He is always happy to have open-minded guests. We are sure that he will invite you to one of his parties soon. Make the best of it. :-)

      Everyone speaks passable English. Therefore, communication shouldn’t be a problem.

      We wish you a lot of fun. Don’t do anything that we wouldn’t do ;-)

      Nina and Patrick

      I finished reading it and looked at my wife. “I guess we know the names of their new friends now,” she commented pointedly.

      “At least it sounds quite nice. We’ll have a nice weekend here. That’s not bad, either. And the mystery of the vacation home is finally demystified.”

      I gave my wife a big hug. I would have preferred to have some more fun with her. But she was clearly too tired. Our weekend sex would have to wait until tomorrow.
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      We had brought enough food with us for a simple first breakfast. The weather was pleasant, and we sat on the small terrace. We talked about how we were going to spend the day. We had to go shopping. That was clear. Also, we really wanted to see the sea. We could already smell the salty air and admire seagulls in the air. Across the street, just behind Luis’ house, had to be the beach.

      “Hello!” a loud woman’s voice greeted us. A brunette looked over from the neighboring property. “Goedemorgen! You’re Katie and Chris?”

      We returned the greeting and confirmed her assumption. Patrick and Nina had announced us for this weekend. She introduced herself as Lynn. Our neighbor in the house on the left. She was a few years older than us - maybe five. She seemed nice and outgoing. We had expected nothing less from the Dutch. They were known to be a little bit more progressive than the average German.

      She rattled off the best sights of the area. Explained where we could shop and that a bakery was within walking distance. But most of all, she advertised a party at Luis’s house this evening.

      “Don’t worry, when he hears about your arrival, he will surely invite you right away,” she told us confidently.

      We first wanted to do the necessary shopping for the weekend. Then the beach was our primary goal for the day. Lynn had indicated that we didn’t need to make a detour around Luis’ house. He wouldn’t mind if we crossed his garden. But that made us uncomfortable. We didn’t even know him yet. So we walked down the street a bit and then we could step onto the beach. It was a big yellow sandy beach and stretched far away in both directions.

      I grabbed my wife’s hand. We walked along the North Sea and looked out to the sea. It had become hot and a fresh breeze cooled us down. There were many people on the beach. But it was also the weekend, and the weather was a dream come true. In the winter months, you could probably walk around here without sharing the beach with too many other people. We bought ourselves an ice cream at a booth.

      “Nice here,” I commented.

      “Yes. I can understand why they’re drawn to be here. But almost every weekend?”

      “We should have brought our bathing suits with us. Shall we head back?”

      We strolled back. A highly visible fixed point was Luis’ house across the street. Unlike the vacation homes, it had a second floor. Even the footprint was significantly larger.

      “What must that house cost in this location,” I pondered.

      “A small fortune.”

      “Patrick and Nina will have had to put a nice sum on the table for their vacation home. After all, they wouldn’t even tell us. But this box here.”

      Bushes blocked the view from the beach. But there was a path from the house directly to the beach. We didn’t have to go that far, though. We turned off the beach and back to our friends’ vacation home.

      In the living room, I took my wife in my arms and kissed her. Sex was mainly a weekend and vacation activity. Now the two things coincided. I hoped that I would benefit from it.

      “Oh, my tiger,” a giggling Katie commented on my action. My hands grabbed her breasts and kneaded them through the thin fabric of her dress. “Weren’t we going back to the beach?”

      “I have to have you.”

      “In the middle of the day? Chris.”

      For those who haven’t guessed yet: Our sex life wasn’t particularly exciting. It always followed the same pattern. A few minutes of foreplay were followed by the main event and soon we had reached the end. At the beginning of our relationship, we had been more active. Not that we had ever been sex monsters, but Katie had at least tried blowjobs. I had attempted to return the favor. Her breasts had done it to me. We were young, in love, and many things were still new. We lost most of that over time, what remained was our love.

      “In the middle of the day!”, I exclaimed. It suddenly burst out of me. “We are far away here. We can do crazy things once in a while. Sex in the middle of the day. No one else would dare!”

      Katie laughed. She knew me for my crude and often black humor. It helped to put her in a positive mood. I carried her into our bedroom and put her down on the bed. We kissed and got rid of our clothes.

      I kissed her breast and sucked her nipples. My hand ran through her slit.

      “Fuck me,” she ordered me. Of course, I didn’t let her ask me twice, and I put my cock to action. Pressed it into her with no problems and let it disappear.

      I fucked her with slow movements. I looked down at Katie from above. She pushed her lower body towards me. Twice my penis slipped out of her. Quickly, I put it back.

      “Yessss ... fuck me,” came moaning from my wife.

      My cock was already very excited. I knew I couldn’t hold back much longer. “I’m going to cum soon,” I warned my wife.

      “Not in me,” shot back. “We’re about to go to the beach.”

      “Okay.”

      “Oh yaa ... yaa,” came from my wife.

      “So good,” I commented with another deep fuck. I felt my cock twitch. At the last moment, I pulled it out and squirted over her pussy onto her belly.

      Ten minutes later we were ready to leave again. We had already put our bathing suits on. We carried towels and the other necessary stuff for a few hours on the beach.

      If we hadn’t just had sex, I would certainly have been all over my wife in her bikini right then and there.

      Katie needed another moment. I was already walking to the street. A car was driving along - a Mercedes AMG. A black man was sitting behind the wheel. He looked at me and raised his hand in salute. He turned into the driveway across the street and parked in front of the big house.

      He got out of the car. He was an absolute giant and couldn’t be much short of the six-foot mark. The corners of his mouth pulled up, and he flashed his white teeth. He crossed the street and came right up to me and held out his hand.

      “Hello,” he greeted me. “Chris, I presume? I’m Luis. I live right across the street.”

      Does it make me a racist if it surprised me that the big house was owned by a black man? I’m actually a bit to the left on the political spectrum. But this surprised me. In our little hometown - somewhere between Hamburg and Hanover - I rarely came into contact with people of different skin color, and if I did, they weren’t wealthy.

      “Hello,” I managed to say after a few seconds. He towered over me by almost eight inches. I was a little intimidated. But his open and visibly cheerful manner quickly loosened me up.

      I told him a little about us and how we knew Patrick and Nina. I wasn’t sure how new all this was for him. But he took it in with interest. He was also forewarned about our arrival.

      Luis’ gaze straightened, and I thought I detected a flash in his eyes. The corners of his mouth curved upward. He looked over my shoulders. I turned and spotted my wife. She was coming down the short path to the street. She was wearing nothing more than a bikini and flip-flops. In her hand, she held a bag.

      “Hello,” Luis greeted her immediately.

      “This is Luis - from across the street,” I introduced him. “Katie - my wife.”

      “You guys are going to the beach?” asked Luis. “Nice weather for it. Come on.”

      Off we went. Luis strode ahead. My wife and I looked at each other uncertainly. Did he want us to follow him?

      Luis turned around. “You wouldn’t want to walk the long way around. Friends of Patrick and Nina are my friends, too. Just take this path to the back. Please close the small gate to the beach behind you again. So no one gets any stupid ideas.”

      I shrugged my shoulders, and we followed him. This way we could also take a closer look at his house. It was anything but a simple house or a vacation home. We could look through a window front into a large living room. In front of it was a spacious terrace with a pool and jacuzzi.

      “If you want to swim in warm and clean water. My pool awaits you,” he told us. He was extremely hospitable. Just as Lynn said in the morning.

      We reached the garden gate to the beach. To the left and right of the gate, bushes took away the view onto his property. He got to keep a little privacy for himself.

      “I’m expecting the neighbors and a few friends tonight for a little beach and garden party. I expect you guys to come, too.”

      It didn’t sound like a question. I looked at my wife questioningly. She shrugged her shoulders. “What time?” she asked, giving our answer.

      We looked for a quiet spot on the beach and spread out our blanket. I lay down on it and looked into the scorching sun.

      “Chris. Put some sunscreen on first,” my wife reminded me. “Remember your sunburn two years ago in Majorca.”

      “Don’t remind me,” I complained. I hadn’t been able to sleep for two nights and my skin had a big rash for days.

      We spread the sunscreen over our bodies. I was happy to take over my wife’s back. She had beautiful and soft skin.

      “It’s party time tonight then,” I stated slightly grumpy.

      “It’s nice, isn’t it? We’ll get to know the neighborhood then. Lynn and Luis seemed quite nice so far. Let’s see how the rest of them are. Maybe we’ll find out what keeps drawing our friends here.”

      “Yeah,” I admitted. I was interested in that, too.

      “What did you think of Luis?”

      “He seemed all right. It’s quite interesting to meet someone of his ... well ... his ...”

      “Skin color?”

      “Yes ... to really get to know someone like that. Of course, he’s just a person like anyone else.”

      “Not quite,” came back laughing from my wife.

      “Not?”

      “He seems to be loaded with money.”

      “Yeah. The house and then his car, too. He must have had to put a hundred thousand on the table for that Mercedes AMG alone.”

      “I wonder what he does for a living?”

      “Drug lord,” I commented dryly.

      “What?” came back, startled. “Chris,” followed, and she gave me a poke in the side.

      “Why not?”, I returned with a laugh. “We’re in the Netherlands. He drives an expensive car. He’s ... well ...”

      “Black?”

      “That’s what you said,” I returned with a grin. “Okay. It’s all just stupid stereotypes. Actually, he’s way too nice for a drug lord. Although he might have already dumped a body or two in the North Sea?”

      My wife rolled her eyes. I wasn’t much worse at spinning crazy ideas and theories than I was at dry and wicked humor. It didn’t always have to remain politically correct.

      “Maybe we’ll find out more tonight.”

      Promptly at 8 o’clock there was a knock on our door. I opened and Lynn and her husband Daan stood before me.

      “Are you guys coming over to the party?” asked Lynn after the greeting and obligatory introductions.

      “We were about to leave. Katie needs a moment.”

      “Hi,” Katie greeted our guests and poked her head out of the bedroom. “I need a few more minutes.”

      “Why don’t we send the men ahead?” suggested Lynn.

      Accompanied by Daan, I crossed the street. Music drifted to my ears. Around the pool, the first guests were already standing with drinks in their hands.

      “Hello Chris,” a good-humored Luis greeted me and put his huge paw on my shoulder. “Did you have a nice day at the beach? Grab a beer.”

      We joined the other guests, and I was introduced to them. That’s how I met our other neighbors, Liam and Tessa, as well as Adam and Lotte. Lotte in particular exuded a lot of love for life. She was probably also the youngest in the group. I estimated the redhead with her many freckles to be in her mid-twenties.

      Lynn and my wife came strolling arm in arm into the garden. They chatted with laughter. Luis greeted his newly arrived guests. They joined us and my wife was now introduced to the round as well.

      The grill was fired up, and soon there was a small group of men standing around it. The predominant language was fortunately English and not Dutch. They took us into consideration. So I could effortlessly join in the conversation.

      Some steaks were on the grill, and we eagerly discussed how well done we wanted them. For Luis, they could be still bloody. I preferred them well done. The rest was somewhere in between.

      “This is how a good piece of meat should be done,” Luis commented on his steak, holding the piece cut in half in front of me. “Big, meaty, and juicy. A hard shell with a soft center.”

      “To each his own. I’m not a vampire. I produce my own blood.”

      “And you aren’t a giant either. Half a portion is enough for you,” Luis laughed, eyeing my steak. I had chosen one of the smaller ones.

      “There has to be room for the beer.”

      “There’s always room for that,” Luis grinned back.

      A few more guests arrived. Among them were two more black men. With about twenty guests, however, people of color remained a minority. They spread out quite widely. My wife and I parted ways. My eyes found Luis on a sofa. His head was aligned, motionless. I followed his gaze. He was focused on my wife - or at least the group she was standing in. She was in a lively debate with Lynn and Lotte.

      All three women presented a fine figure. But my Katie was something special. Although I must admit that Lynn and Lotte showed their feminine side with deep necklines and short dresses more open-hearted. Perhaps they were also the ones who attracted Luis’s gaze. In the end, however, all three were married and thus unattainable.

      I joined Luis on the sofa with a new beer. I had expected that this would end his observation. Not that this bothered me. Other men were welcome to admire my Katie. At worst, that made me feel proud of having obtained such a beautiful wife. Who doesn’t like to have gotten the best catch? Luis, however, didn’t end his observation. Quite the opposite.

      “A beautiful woman you have there,” he let me know.

      “Yes ... I made a good catch there. It hasn’t worked out for you yet?”

      “Don’t worry,” he laughed. “I’ve had enough bites.”

      “But you threw them all back into the water?” I enjoyed the fishing analogies. I liked to jumble words around a bit.

      “Lots of them. Not all of them.”

      “You keep a little harem?”, I laughed.

      “I’m not cut out for marriage. I couldn’t limit myself to one woman, either. No matter how pretty she may be. I need variety and a mix of the familiar and the new.”

      I emptied my beer bottle and looked around. He could keep viewing my wife. I wasn’t worried about that. I was above that. Emptying my third beer, however, made it clear that I needed to relieve myself.

      “Where is the restroom?”

      “I’ll show you. I have something to put away, too,” Luis replied, and we made our way into his house.

      We entered it through a large sliding glass door. This led us into his living room. It was my first time in his house and I looked around with interest. Several jerseys hung on the walls and a basketball was presented in a glass case.

      “Basketball?”, I asked. It looked like this sport had been an important part of his life.

      “The black man makes his money from drugs or sports,” Luis laughed. “I’m lucky I caught the right train.”

      I grinned. He had exactly my kind of humor. Crude, black, and almost vicious.

      “You played professionally? For whom?”

      “I went over to the United States early. Played college there and later in the NBA. For almost ten years. I wasn’t a big name but always a sought-after supplementary player. People knew they could rely on me. When I was needed, I performed.”

      So now I probably knew where his money came from. I was glad for him that he had gotten on the right train.

      Luis led me into a hallway. To the left was a women’s restroom, and to the right was the men’s restroom.

      “Separate restrooms?”, I laughed.

      “I often have larger parties,” he let me know. “That’s when these facilities have proven their worth.”

      He must have been expecting quite a few guests to need this, though. We stepped into the men’s room. Next to a door to the toilet was a row of three urinals. Luis took the one in the middle.

      Normally, I don’t like to stand right next to another man. But the toilet was still occupied, and it embarrassed me to stand around waiting. So I stood next to him on the right. At that moment, of all times, the toilet became free. One of his black friends came out. “Kenneth,” he greeted him. “This is Chris. The husband of the pretty blonde.”

      “Hi, Chris. Pretty girl, you got there. Better not leave her alone with me.” He grinned, and I tried to grin back nonchalantly.

      Luis had already pulled down his zipper. I followed and opened mine. Made me ready to relieve myself. I preferred to do this business without a spectator. Because of that, I had a hard time getting started. I looked against the wall and listened to Luis doing his business. But that didn’t help me either. I could only do it when I felt unobserved - or was drunk enough.

      I looked to my left and then I saw it. A big black tail. I thought something like that only existed in porn movies. But maybe with his body size, it had to be this way.

      “Just looking, no touching,” uttered Luis next to me and laughed. Embarrassed, I realized that I had been discovered. I was at a loss for words. “Don’t worry, you’re not the first to get wide-eyed. Some stereotypes about us black people can have their advantage, too. At least when they’re true - we’re not all equipped that way. Now you’ve also seen why I can’t commit to one woman. It would be unfair to deprive the rest of the women of this thing forever, wouldn’t it?”

      “Do you have a gun license for that?”, I joked. My tongue had come loose again. I heard him laugh. Luis went to the sink and turned away from me. Finally, I too could go about my business.

      “I probably should get one. This thing can shoot off properly.”

      Luis turned and watched unabashedly as I held my penis. Fortunately, I was done and could put it away. It embarrassed me that he could make a direct comparison with himself. My penis was average at best. Sometimes it even seemed small to me. That was especially true when it wasn’t erect.

      At least he didn’t comment about it. I washed my hands, and we left the restroom.

      “Care for a brief house tour?” he asked me. I was happy to oblige. Even with this little sideshow, he seemed like someone I could become friends with.

      Besides the huge living room and a well-equipped kitchen, he also had a sports room. At least that’s what he called it. It could also have been called a man’s dream. Here he collected numerous trophies and mementos of his active basketball days. Plus a bar, lots of seats, a pool table, TVs and a bunch of electronics. Sports room was really not a fair description.

      “Sports room?”, I expressed my doubts. “This place is a man’s wet dream.”

      “Don’t worry. Some women have gotten wet here, too,” came back thunderously. I laughed. I liked him and that crass retort. At home and especially at work, bores surrounded me. There everything had to go on its predetermined course. Under no circumstances was one allowed to let loose and make such a pithy remark. Now and then, my humor got me into trouble.

      Luis led me up the stairs. His bedroom was elegantly furnished and, of course, the largest. We stepped back into the hallway. From a room a few feet away, we heard a loud rumble. A groan followed it.

      “I think that’s where some guests of mine are having their fun right now,” Luis winked at me. “I wonder who it could be. It’s still so early. Come.”

      “Luis,” I whispered sharply.

      “Shy?” came laughing from Luis. “Or afraid that Kenneth has snatched your Katie.”

      “No way!”, I returned louder than I had planned. But the couple didn’t seem bothered by that.

      “No hard feelings. I like you. You’re a nice guy to drink beer with. But I’m having a hard time ...”

      “What?”

      “You’ve seen my equipment. Can a woman really say no to that? When she otherwise ... well ... has to make do with relatively little.”

      “I almost always bring my Katie to orgasm,” I shot back. I’m sure the alcohol in me did the talking.

      “She says that ... or does she have you just believe that? But who really knows with the ladies. It takes a trained eye to see their white lies.”

      We could hear it getting louder between the two in the bedroom. I could hear the woman in particular. She seemed to know no restraint. After all, the room faced the street. Otherwise, she would certainly have been heard at the party in the back. Once again, a loud moan and an almost deafening “yesss” followed. Followed by further incomprehensible moaning. “That! That was an orgasm,” Luis let me know, pointing his finger at the door. “Come on.”

      The show had ended. He didn’t want to get any closer now; our path led back downstairs.

      “Did you hear her?” he asked me at the top of the stairs, stopping me. “Did you hear her orgasm?”

      “I’m not hard of hearing.”

      “Does your wife sound like that?”

      “Every woman sounds different,” I answered evasively.

      “Uh-huh,” came back with a perceived wink. “If you ask me, every woman deserves an orgasm like that.”

      Pointing his finger upward, he made it clear what kind he meant. But my wife was pleased with me. She had never complained. We had fun in bed.

      “If your wife has everything, or rather gets everything from you. Then you have nothing to worry about,” he let me know.

      “What should I worry about?”

      “About someone seducing her. Someone with ... ahem ... better endowments and qualities in bed. Showing her what a real orgasm feels like. Where she can finally just let herself go and not have to wait for the right moment to fake an orgasm.”

      “What a bunch of nonsense.”

      “You’re a nice guy. I’d be happy if we had a good relationship. I would never make a pass at your wife. Not without your permission. But if I wanted to, I could seduce your wife within a couple of days.”

      I laughed.

      “You don’t believe me?”

      “We love each other. She would never ... not a chance.”

      “A bet?”

      “What, no. I couldn’t. Not with my Katie.”

      “Understandable. Too bad, though. If you change your mind ...”

      We went outside and grabbed another beer. The party was in full swing. I looked around for my wife. She was nowhere to be found. My eyes darted around wildly. Where was she? Who was missing? Kenneth was sitting on a sofa talking to Tessa. The third black man was missing. I didn’t know his name yet. Also Lynn, Daan, and Lotte I couldn’t find.

      A little panicking, I stepped up to Kenneth and Tessa. “Have you seen my wife?”

      “She’s certainly having some fun right now,” Kenneth grinned at me.

      “Come sit with us. I’ve always wanted to learn more about Germany. I haven’t experienced more than the Oktoberfest. But that was a blast. And the German women in their dirndls. Surely your Katie has one too?”

      “No. We’re not big on that up in the north. But where is she? My wife?”

      “I think she went to the beach,” Tessa cut in.

      “Hmm. Okay. I’ll go check.”

      I don’t know what had suddenly made me so nervous and also a little excited. It couldn’t have been Luis’ words. That was absurd.

      I walked through the garden gate onto the beach. At this late hour, hardly anyone strayed here. In the light of the full moon, I could see a good distance in both directions. Only a hundred meters away from me stood a group of three. I walked toward them with quick steps. I thought I identified them as two women and a man.

      “Faal doot,” I heard a voice.

      “Val dood.”

      “Val dood!”

      “Yes. That’s right. Very good.”

      “Now what does that mean?” I reached the group. “Oh, hello, honey. Lotte and Daan are teaching me Dutch. But the way they keep laughing, I have a hunch they’re really just letting me parrot unpronounceable swear words.”

      “Hey,” I greeted the other two and had to take a breath.

      “Did you sprint across the beach? A little late for sports?” amused Lotte. “If you’re an early riser, you can take Luis up for a jog. But the damn guy is still pretty fit. And with his leg length, he only has to take half as many steps. Fun is something else.”

      Together we walked back to Luis’ property. I sought the closeness of my wife. Just before we stepped through the garden gate, a thought occurred to me. I stopped.

      If I found my wife with Lotte and Daan - who else was missing? Actually, only the black man I didn’t know and Lynn were still missing.

      Lynn’s husband had been on the beach. I looked at him. He seemed clueless and didn’t show any concerns about his wife. But they had to be it. Only the two had been neither in the garden nor on the beach.

      But now they were standing in the garden again. Treacherously, right next to each other. I couldn’t and wouldn’t believe it. I must have made some mistake in my thought process. Daan joined his wife and kissed her. They exchanged a few words in Dutch. Lynn laughed. Her face didn’t show that she just betrayed her husband.

      The mood got a little more boisterous thanks to beer and wine. The music played and various couples danced. These weren’t necessarily always the matched couples. I first danced with my Katie. Then we changed partners with Adam and Lotte. I didn’t mind that. A bit more suspicious, I watched how Lynn danced with the so-far unknown black man. In the meantime, I had found out that his name was Tyrell. The two played a dangerous game. For Daan, I felt sorry. To his eyes, it must have looked quite harmless. The truth was monstrous.

      Lotte’s husband high-fived me. I was happy to accept the time-out. From a safe distance, I watched the action. My eyes found my wife. My breath stopped immediately. In Luis’ arms, she was swept across the dance floor. For his height, he was surprisingly good with his body. But perhaps that is a basic requirement for a basketball player.

      Katie yawned, and I felt my tiredness too. We were used to getting up early in the morning. In the evening we went to bed on time. Our usual bedtime had long passed by.

      “I’m going to do a little farewell round. Drink your beer in peace,” my wife told me.

      Luis joined me. Together we looked after my wife. “It was nice to feel her in my arms for once. I’m sure she enjoyed it, too. Still afraid of more?”

      He looked at me challengingly. I couldn’t possibly respond to that.

      “My wife isn’t a bet.”

      “She doesn’t have to be. Your simple permission is enough for me. Wouldn’t it be nice to hear or even experience your wife like you just heard? After all, every woman deserves a real orgasm. And if you are so sure - wouldn’t it be nice to get this proof served? Then you’re welcome to rub it in my face for all eternity.”

      Katie came back and ended our conversation. We said our goodbyes to Luis.

      We crawled into bed together. I pulled Katie to me. Held her tightly and kissed her on the neck. My penis rose for the second time that day.

      “Don’t, honey. I’m tired,” said Katie to my advances.

      Not wanting to give up yet, I gave her more kisses. Let my hands slide up to her breasts, too.

      “Honey ... maybe tomorrow.”

      I gave up. Who knew if I would get lucky tomorrow. We had already performed our weekend sex in the morning. Calm breathing announced to me that my wife was already asleep. I, on the other hand, was still very much aware of the evening. I couldn’t sleep yet. The moaning sounded in my ears once again. Very likely I had heard Lynn with Tyrell. I still didn’t quite want to believe it. But there was no other logical explanation.

      All neighbors seemed to be quite nice. I could now understand why Nina and Patrick went here so often. But the journey was so damn long for a short weekend trip. I wouldn’t take that on myself so often.

      I straightened my underpants. My cock still hadn’t calmed down. I decided that I had to remedy the situation myself. Otherwise, I could never fall asleep.

      I checked my wife’s breathing again and then flipped back my covers. Carefully, I crept into the bathroom. Here I provided myself with the necessary relief.

      The evening had already become a little crazy. Especially when Luis and I had become involuntary listeners. He didn’t seem to mind that two of his party guests were doing it in one of his guest rooms.

      On the contrary, I groaned inwardly. My cock pulsed in my hand. I was almost ready. Undisguised, Luis had hinted that he could seduce my wife. She would get something from him I couldn’t give her. But he was wrong. Not always - but I had given my wife many orgasms. Of course, I was still envious. Luis’ equipment was spectacular. But size alone wasn’t the deciding factor. Of course, black on white would look beautiful ...

      My cum splashed down in a high arc. I had needed that. I allowed myself another slap of water on my face and then slipped back into bed.

      Luis was a nice guy. At least that’s how it seemed. Even his crazy suggestion hadn’t completely changed that. He didn’t seem to want to get active without my permission, after all. With his resume, one could probably expect a little eccentricity. A millionaire athlete couldn’t be immune to that. I decided not to take offense at his suggestion.
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      We had both drunk a little more than we were used to. In addition, we had gone to bed quite late. On Saturday morning we slept in. I was the first to wake up around half-past nine. For a while, I lay in bed with my eyes closed. My thirst finally drove me up. In the kitchen, a glass of water satisfied my most urgent need. I looked out the window. I could see Luis’s house.

      Inwardly, I patted myself on the back for remaining so calm during his talk. Most would have defended their wife ferociously. But my Katie could stand up for herself if needed. Especially since the idea was absolutely absurd. It seemed even more so when sober. It took more than a big cock to get a married woman to cheat. I shook my head.

      “Hey, honey,” sounded from behind me. “What’s there to shake your head at?”

      “Oh ... nothing.”

      She wrapped her arms around me from behind and pressed against me. “Nothing? Tell me.”

      What was I going to tell her now? I didn’t want to lie to her. So I had to come up with another story. One that also made me shake my head.

      “I watched something yesterday,” I started and stopped. “It was a bit disturbing.”

      “Uh-huh?”

      “Actually, I just heard it. Luis was showing me his house. We were upstairs. Then in the hallway, we heard noises.”

      “Does he have ghosts? Or is he a drug lord after all, holding someone captive there?” my wife teased.

      “No,” I shook. “Given his multitude of old jerseys, I guess he really was an athlete. I’ll google him later.”

      “Don’t keep me in suspense. What was it?”

      “We heard pretty distinct noises ... someone was having fun.”

      “Having fun? In bed?” Now I had my wife’s ear. She was always up for a little gossip. “Who couldn’t wait until it was time to go home? Most of them live just around the corner from Luis.”

      “That’s the point. Luis was going to check, but we couldn’t ...”

      “You.”

      “Me?”

      “You couldn’t lurk. I know my husband.”

      “And I know my wife. You would have been right there to take a look.”

      Katie laughed at me, shrugging her shoulders, not denying it. “Who was it now?” she asked me. “You don’t know?”

      “Well,” I began cautiously. “When I think about who was down in the garden and how I found the three of you at the beach. That really only leaves two people out. But that makes little sense.”

      “Who was it? ... Come on, don’t leave me hanging like this.”

      “Lynn ...”

      “But ... Daan was with us ...”

      I nodded my head.

      “She wasn’t it. Was she? She seemed so nice to me. I can’t imagine ... with whom?”

      I looked my wife in the eyes and quietly announced, “Tyrell.”

      “Nooo!” came back long-drawn-out.

      Of course, she was shocked. But it wasn’t a negative shock. There was even a gleam in her eyes. For her, this was an exciting story. Otherwise, we knew such incidents only from hearsay or from a cheap television soap. Now a woman we knew was doing it right behind her husband’s back. They had been at the same party! Who would dare do such a thing?

      “And he was clueless with us on the beach,” Katie also realized this point. “He seemed to be in such a good mood. If he had known that ...”

      “Lynn must be pretty horny.”

      “Or Tyrell pretty good at it,” Katie laughed. “You know what they say about black men, don’t you?” she let me know conspiratorially.

      “Size isn’t everything,” I brushed that idea away. It was time to change the subject. “How about breakfast? I’ll run to the bakery real quick and get some fresh rolls.”

      “Okay. I’ll take table duty then. Coffee?”

      “I could use some.”

      Half an hour later we were sitting on the small terrace. I drank my coffee.

      “And you really think those two were getting it on?” asked Katie into the blue, bringing the subject back.

      “They were the only ones missing.”

      “What on earth made them do it? Daan seems like a nice and sweet man.”

      “We hardly know them,” I objected.

      “True ... maybe Daan doesn’t get his thing up?”

      Katie giggled, and I shook my head. “You can be so bad.”

      “You like that. Compared to some of your sayings, I’m perfectly harmless, aren’t I?” I took a sip of coffee and read the newspaper on my iPad. I thought the matter was finally over.

      “Would make sense,” my wife mused.

      “What?”

      “That she gets her fill somewhere else, if Daan isn’t enough for her. But of course, that was a little to public.”

      “Or Lynn and Daan are swingers and do it like perverts every chance they get. Dutch people are supposed to be pretty liberal.”

      “Do you really think ... oh, now you’re trying to pull my leg.”

      “Honey,” I laughed. “There are a thousand possibilities. We barely know these two. It’s their lives. We should stay out of it.”

      I thought that was the end of the matter for good. But an hour later, I saw my wife stretch her neck to look out the window. I followed her gaze. Lynn was crossing the street carrying a bag. She was wearing only a tiny bikini. She cut a fine figure in it. I had to acknowledge that.

      “You know,” my wife began a few minutes later. “Luis invited us to his place. We’re allowed to use his pool. The beach and the North Sea are pretty nice, but I’d like to do a few laps in water where I can see the bottom.”

      “The North Sea isn’t the Mediterranean,” I noted.

      “Whew ... who knew. Very nice here, but the water ... it’s also a few degrees cooler.”

      “Well, if that’s all you care about.”

      “What?”

      “If you don’t have any other thoughts.”

      “Should I?”

      “Like someone crossing the street a few minutes ago.”

      “Nonsense,” she returned. We both knew I’d caught her, though. I should have told her a different story. Now her curiosity was piqued. She wanted to know if Lynn was really deceiving her husband or which other explanation was behind the story. It wouldn’t give her a moment’s peace.

      We grabbed what we needed and headed out. Secretly, I carried the hope that Lynn had only crossed the property and was lying somewhere untraceable on the beach. But this hope was quickly dashed. Lynn and Luis were lying on lounge chairs by the pool, talking.

      “Hello, my new German friends,” Luis greeted us with a broad smile. That seemed to be his trademark. So far, we only knew him at his best. Lynn turned to us and greeted us as well.

      “I hope it’s okay if we use your pool for a few rounds. You had ...”

      “Of course, of course,” Luis interrupted my wife. “When I offer something, I mean it.”

      We jumped into the water. While it had a nice cooling effect, it still was pleasantly warm, thanks to Luis’s pool heater. We swam our laps and let off some steam. Luis and Lynn watched us. My wife soon went back ashore. She occupied the lounger next to Lynn. The listening post was taken.

      After a while, I followed my wife. I chatted with Luis about his career as an athlete. He had gotten to see quite a bit and could tell many stories. I probably only got to hear the more harmless ones.

      Of course, I listened with one ear to the conversation between Lynn and my wife. But they didn’t bring up the previous night. Of course, that was difficult with Luis and me listening in.

      “Thirsty?”, Lynn inquired about our needs. Katie immediately offered to give her a hand. I took note of how well Lynn knew her way around the house. She didn’t even ask Luis if she could help herself to his supplies. She just did it. Luis simply placed his order.

      “Nice weather, nice water, nice women,” he commented once we were among ourselves.

      “Visitors who don’t disrupt your day?”

      “Don’t worry. I like to have guests and lots of them. Being alone has never been my thing. Bathing in the crowd is more like it. I might miss that from the old days. The high-fives from the men, the wide eyes from the kids, and of course the longing looks from the women.” He gave me a slightly dreamy grin. “I wouldn’t have invited you guys if it bothered me. Life is too short for that. Like I said before, when I say something, I mean it. That was especially true yesterday.”

      He spoke the last word particularly clearly and slowly. Yesterday - I was pretty sure I knew what he meant to imply with that. But I didn’t go into it.

      The ladies came back and brought the drinks. A little later Lotte and her husband Adam joined our round. Luis demanded revenge from Adam at billiards. I followed them into the sports room, and Lotte also joined in to cheer for her husband.

      I would have expected the athlete Luis to be the superior player. But Adam with his slight belly was an equal opponent to him at billiards. Here, other qualities counted more. Adam had the necessary calm and an eye for the best next move.

      “Chris, can you get us a couple of beers?”, Luis asked me. Earlier he had glanced in vain at the bar. I trudged into the kitchen. Outside on the lounges, I still found Lynn and my Katie. They were having an animated conversation. I wondered if my Lynn had dared to come forward. Did Lynn have to endure questions about her philandering with Tyrell? She would probably block it out from the start and not even admit it.

      Lots of questions. My curiosity was piqued. The two women had their backs turned to me and were facing the pool. The sliding door was open a bit, and a curtain gave me privacy. Cautiously, I crept into position and pricked my ears up.

      “I don’t know,” my wife commented. “It sounds like a fairy tale ... a pretty big fairy tale.”

      “It’s wonderful. I mean ... size isn’t everything, of course, and love has its own value. But ... well ... maybe some things have to be done just for love. Sometimes it’s the unusual things that weld us together forever. There’s nothing that could shatter Daan and me. And finally orgasms. Lots of orgasms. Uhhh yeah, baby!”

      My wife laughed at Lynn’s brief outburst. I heard someone coming down the hall behind me and quickly retreated.

      “Found the beer?”, Lotte asked me. I held it up in response and made my way back. We opened the beers, and I handed a bottle to Luis and Adam. I also took a big gulp myself. I needed it now.

      My wife had done it. She had made Lynn talk. I had only been able to eavesdrop briefly, but it was definitely about sex - about great sex. I allowed myself another big pull from the beer bottle - and about orgasms.

      “Fuck! That wasn’t the last time. I’m getting my revenge. Three times in a row is enough. Next time it’s my turn again.”

      Luis had lost to Adam. They toasted with their beers, and Adam got a victory kiss from Lotte.

      “Chris - your chance,” Luis announced and pressed the pool cue into my hand. I played against Lotte. In my younger years, I had played billiard occasionally. Nothing serious and just for fun. I couldn’t keep up with Luis and Adam. But Lotte and I were on a similar level.

      Just before the end, Lynn and my wife joined us. Lotte took a risk and missed the hole. I had a chance to win. It was a simple shot, and the ball fell into the hole.

      “A kiss for the winner,” Luis urged my wife. She laughed and took me in her arms. I didn’t expect more than a brief pressure of her lips on mine. Instead, the kiss dragged on for a few seconds.

      Afterward, my wife was suddenly in a hurry to leave. We still had a lot of things to do that day, she said in excuse.

      Back across the street, I found out what was suddenly so urgent. After I had stepped through the door, Katie attacked me. My concern not to end up in bed with her a second time this weekend proved to be unfounded. I didn’t even have to initiate the sex myself.

      Katie was in a hurry and pulled me into the bedroom with her. We kissed each other. Quickly our scanty clothes flew into the corner. My wife pushed me onto the bed and then the unbelievable happened. She took my cock in her mouth. This wasn’t the first time. But the last time felt like an eternity ago.

      Of course, my cock had long since grasped the situation and straightened up to its peak form. Katie ran her tongue around it. I moaned immediately. I liked the treatment. My cock disappeared completely into her mouth. My wife began to suck me and her tongue joined into the game. I could feel how my cock was preparing to cum. In my mind, the previous day played out once again. I stood in the hallway and heard Lynn pleasuring herself with Tyrell. She released her loud orgasm into the world without restraint.

      “I’m about to cum,” I warned my wife. She stopped her work. It was time for the final fuck.

      But my wife disagreed. She came up to me and kissed me. Then she pushed me down. “Your turn ... please.”

      This kind of oral sex was even rarer between us than blowjobs. But it didn’t bother me. I had never felt it had to be an important part of our sex life until now. Not that I objected to more blowjobs. But at its core, our sex consisted of a fuck and our associated orgasms.

      I kissed my wife’s slit and ran my tongue through her. Tried to penetrate her and started to tongue fuck her. Of course, I also knew where to find her clit. My wife seemed to like it. As always in the past, the time had now come for me to take the next step. A fuck would bring our climax. I began to crawl up her body to stick my cock into her.

      “No, honey, please keep going,” came from my wife and she pushed me back down.

      This surprised me, but if that was what she wished, I didn’t mind. My lips found their way back to her lap. My wife quickly grew louder. While I played around with my tongue on her slit, her fingers worked on her clit. This was quite something. We never masturbated in front of each other. Of course, I was still in the game, too. And I didn’t want to get my pleasure through masturbation.

      With a loud moan, Katie made me look up at her. Her eyes were closed and focused on the ceiling. Her back reared up and pushed her breasts upward.

      “Yes ... yesaa ... yesaaah ... oohhhh ... ohh ... yesaah.”

      My wife experienced an orgasm. For a change, not through my cock. Instead, through my mouth and her fingers. She seemed to like it. She was much louder and more active than usual.

      After the situation had calmed down, I got my turn. A little unfair, as I noted with amusement. She was allowed to come twice with my fuck and I had to be content with one time.

      Exhausted, we lay next to each other. We showered briefly and Katie suggested going to the beach. We wanted to get some sun again.

      For the evening, Katie had Lynn recommend a restaurant. Thanks to her help, we got a reservation. At the North Sea, the choice was of course a fish restaurant.

      It was a beautiful evening. My wife looked lovely in her dress. The mood was good. But there was one question that was bothering me a lot: What information had she gotten out of Lynn?

      It had been a few hours, and I had let several opportunities to ask her about it pass. Some part of me advised caution. It didn’t want to find out these things. But of course, my curiosity got the better of me. How might Lynn have tried to extricate herself from the affair? Had she begged Katie to keep the affair to herself?

      “You were alone with Lynn at the pool for a long time?”, I began the conversation.

      “I was,” came back cautiously. Of course, she had to suspect where I was taking this.

      “Interesting conversation?”

      “Yeah ... Lynn runs a liquor store. She really knows her stuff. Wine is her specialty.”

      “Uh-huh?”

      “She has a lot of tips and suggested some interesting wines to me. I’ll definitely have to try those. Are you bored with the subject?”

      “You know how much I like wine,” I returned sarcastically. Wine didn’t get along with my taste buds. It was puzzling to me how people could get that stuff down.

      “Yes, incredibly fond of it,” Katie shot back with a big grin.

      That was it. Apparently, I had to ask more directly to get the interesting points of their conversation out.

      “Okay. You win. You know what I want to know. What did she say about her ... about her action with Tyrell?”

      “You mean sex?”

      “Did they have sex?”

      Katie laughed. She had her fun with my way of beating around the bush. But sex wasn’t necessarily a topic I discussed daily.

      “I promised Lynn I wouldn’t talk about it.”

      “I’m your husband.”

      “And I have to tell you everything because of that?”

      “That automatically gives you the authority to make an exception for me on promises like that. The husband clause.”

      “Yeah yeah,” Katie giggled. “If you must know. Yes, they had sex.”

      “Oops ... poor Daan.”

      “He knows,” came flying out of my wife.

      “Oh ... okay ... swingers? I mean ... liberal Dutchmen?”

      “You could say that. But who knows what our neighbors in Germany get up to when night falls.”

      “They’re definitely more careful and don’t get caught,” I groaned. “Otherwise, what would the conservative Katie and Chris next door think.”

      It was time for the check. Thanks to Lynn, we had still gotten that table. But the next guests would arrive soon. I paid by credit card and led my wife outside. A man’s gaze turned to her. Should he get his look at the beauty he would never get to touch. I knew I had made a good catch. I lived very happily with the admiration that came with it.

      Darkness was slowly falling. But the last of the daylight still remained with us. Armed with a blanket, we walked to the beach. We didn’t take the shortcut across Luis’ property. We sat down in the warm sand and watched the sun go down in the west.

      “I love you,” my wife let me know. It’s not that we didn’t confess our love to each other regularly in all these years. But we had reduced it to special situations. Mostly for special days, like birthdays or our wedding anniversary. This time it came out of the blue and I turned to Katie in surprise.

      “I love you too,” I gave the expected answer. Nothing had changed about that sentence in all these years either. Nothing could shake up our love.

      I kissed her, and we held each other in our arms for a while. The sound of the sea was hypnotic, and the atmosphere was wonderful.
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      The next morning I went to get us rolls again. We had slept long again, and I had had to choose among the last rolls available. I blamed the good air for our long sleep.

      Our time in the Netherlands was coming to an end. I didn’t look forward to the six-hour car ride back home. On Monday morning, we had to go straight back to the office.

      After our late breakfast, it was time to leave. I ran through the entire vacation home one last time. Our friends should find it in perfect condition. Katie was packing the last little things into the car. I left the house and discovered her with Lynn.

      We greeted each other briefly. Across the street, Luis came out of his house. I went to meet him.

      “Off to the homeland?” he asked me. “That’s too bad, really. We could use a little change and some fresh blood around here.”

      “Work calls. The common folk without basketball careers have to work hard for their bread and butter.”

      “Then I hope you take advantage of the little vacation opportunity here through the summer months. Patrick and Nina are still in the U.S. for almost three months. You guys deserve a few vacation breaks, don’t you?”

      “We’ll see,” I returned without committing to anything. I hadn’t discussed this with Katie yet. But I had gone to the Netherlands expecting it would remain a onetime thing.

      “It would be a pity for my offer,” Luis whispered to me conspiratorially. “Especially a pity for me.”

      I just shook my head. I didn’t quite know whether to react annoyed, offended, or amused.

      “What?” asked Luis.

      “That’s impossible. My Katie would never want to do that.”

      “So, as I said, it’s an excellent opportunity to make me look stupid.”

      It was clearly a challenge. I wasn’t stupid enough to fall for it. Not that I didn’t have faith in my Katie. But it’s not like you have to push your luck.

      We reached Lynn and Katie. We said our goodbyes to each other. Luis, of course, had to take my wife in his arms and hug her. She looked pretty small in his arms.

      Then we finally drove off and left this other world behind us. It was a pity, but inside I also breathed a sigh of relief.
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      We talked surprisingly little about our weekend in the Netherlands. Katie slept through a large part of the return trip. Then everyday life took over again.

      I wrote a short thank you to our friends in the USA. But they didn’t get in touch. Their only signs of life were occasional Facebook posts about their time in the States. We got to see lots of photos of beautiful landmarks.

      I like my work, but I don’t love it and was glad when we reached the next weekend. This one was overshadowed by my mother-in-law’s birthday, though. On Saturday afternoon, they invited us to coffee and cake. The questions about the still missing offspring were already ringing in my ears hours before.

      The most difficult part about meeting my mother-in-law was that I had to restrain myself from my black humor. With my own parents, I didn’t have to hold back. They had many years to learn that it was better not to address some topics with me. My wife also knew that, and so I deflected every question that was inviting a cynical comment in her direction.

      Tired, we returned home in the evening. Katie played around with her smartphone on the passenger seat. In between, she laughed a few times. “What’s so funny?”

      “Nothing, really ... just texting with Lynn.”

      I glanced at my wife. “With Lynn?”

      “We exchanged numbers.”

      “Uh-huh. What’s so funny with our Dutch friends? Delicious cookies with a special extra?”

      “They miss us. They’re having another party in Luis’ garden ... without us.”

      And with my wife far away from Luis’ greedy hands, I added in my thoughts.

      “Lynn is inquiring about me coming to her birthday party in two weeks,” Katie opened up to me later that evening. We sat in front of the TV watching Netflix.

      “It’s a long drive to go there just for a birthday party.”

      “Of course, if we will go, we’d go for the entire weekend,” Katie blocked that argument.

      “But who knows what the weather will be like in two weeks,” I launched into a second attempt.

      “True,” my wife admitted. Then she typed away, strained on her smartphone. “Okay, there we go.”

      “What did you answer?”

      “I texted Lynn that we won’t know if we can make it until two days before it.”

      “Um ... okay.” What else was I going to say? She had put her money where her mouth was and unceremoniously cleared up my objections. She didn’t even allow for further arguments with her actions. Which brought me to a realization. She wanted to go back. Once again, experience a few days at the North Sea. I had no objection to that. There was a beautiful beach, and it did us good to get out of our standard routine. I would just have to put my foot down with Luis.

      Thoughts of another vacation weekend brought up a few more pressing questions.

      “How’s the search for our summer vacation going?”

      My wife always took over the search for our vacation spot. She had her fun spending hours looking for the latest insider tip. So far, she hadn’t disappointed me. It also helped, of course, that our combined earnings kept us in the upper price range.

      “I’ve got something in mind. I’ll let you know when I decide.”

      That’s where we were after ten years. My wife made this decision almost on her own. However, she knew what my idea of a fun vacation was. A sandy beach, a nice pool, and a good book were definitely mandatory. Of course, also excellent food and a few sights. I didn’t need any kind of action.

      The next Friday we stayed at home on our couch. We both liked to watch TV series. But our tastes are not always compatible. I wanted to watch Jessica Jones for a long time. But since we had little time, we were very careful when choosing a new series. With a woman in the lead role, I was able to interest my Katie in a Marvel series for a change. She was at least willing to give it a chance.

      I was soon captivated by Jessica Jones. A sympathetic drunk with superpowers. What more could you want?

      With my wife, however, the success was obviously clear. Soon she was holding her smartphone in her hand. I let her have her way and resigned myself to the fact that the series would have to fill the sparse gaps in my free time that I spent without my wife. So it would probably take me a few weeks to get to the end.

      Katie became more and more engrossed in her smartphone. I took several sideways glances at her. There seemed to be more going on there. I would have loved to see her follow the series with such enthusiasm.

      I didn’t have another choice. I stopped the series. That got me the immediate attention of my wife. She looked up at me questioningly.

      “You seem to be interested in other things,” I said.

      “You’re welcome to keep watching, though.”

      “I can do that when I’m alone. What’s so exciting?”

      “Nothing ... I’m just writing with Lynn ... about next week.”

      “And that’s so compelling?”

      “Well,” came back with a laugh. “She knows how to capture a woman’s gaze.”

      Katie slid up against me. Her body pressed against me and her free hand ran over my body. She kissed me.

      “She sent me something. At first, she seemed like a nice enough woman. Then the Tyrell thing happened. Now she’s showing some other sides of herself. She’s a bit of an exhibitionist.”

      “Okay ... um ... then you have what exactly on your smartphone ...” I fell silent, not wanting to say it. It seemed wrong to ask about it. For me, there should only be one woman in this world. But Katie pretended to be unconcerned and answered my unfinished question anyway.

      “Nude pictures of Lynn. She in her full glory.” Katie waved her smartphone around to her words.

      “Dutch,” I returned, shaking my head.

      “Aren’t we Germans notorious for our nudist predilections?” my wife pointed out.

      “We don’t necessarily send pictures of that, though.”

      “True enough. Especially since Lynn’s pictures go a big step further, too.”

      “Uh-huh?” came shooting out of me far too quickly. I couldn’t hide my interest in the pictures. I shouldn’t be interested in seeing a naked woman that wasn’t my wife. Especially if I knew her as well.

      But Katie was unimpressed by this. There didn’t seem to be any concern in her about it. Instead, she was having the time of her life. Her hand no longer went aimlessly over my body, but grabbed my crotch and got a feel of my cock.

      “Do you want to see the pictures?”

      My first thought was that she was talking about more than one picture. Of course, I wanted to see them, but could I say that out loud?

      Katie unzipped my pants. She put her smartphone aside and took them off me. She pulled my underpants with them down. My stiff cock swung into freedom. My wife’s hands clasped it immediately.

      “You don’t want to see it?” my wife asked again.

      “Just show them to me,” burst out of me. I didn’t have time to play games. I wanted to act out my excitement and have some fun with my wife after looking at the photos.

      “If you ask so nicely.” Katie reached for her smartphone and held it up in front of me.

      There she was - naked Lynn. She was lying on a bed and laughing into the camera. Lynn was good looking. She was five years older than us. You could tell, but she did a lot of exercises. Her fitness level was very good. Of course, that didn’t interest me too much. I had only eyes for the naked woman with special attention to her lap and her tits. She was completely shaved. Meanwhile, my wife played with my cock. She masturbated me very slowly.

      “She sent me more photos,” Katie announced. She was immediately assured of my interest. “In these, though, she’s not posing alone. And she’s having a little fun.”

      I interpreted the fun as sex. That seemed obvious. But with whom? With her husband Daan or another man? With Tyrell, perhaps?

      “Show me,” I breathlessly urged my wife. I needed to see more. Even if I had my doubts that this would be a good idea.

      “Okay,” Katie replied. She kissed me and smiled at me knowingly. One of her hands was still gripping my cock. The second hand held her smartphone. She used her thumb to swipe to the next picture.

      I had expected many things, but not this. The next picture went straight to full on sex without any kind of transition.

      Lynn’s face dominated the picture. Her eyes stared into the camera. There seemed to be a smile on her cheeks. But then there was her mouth. Between her lips was a big fat black cock.

      A giggle brought me back from my stupor. I glanced at my wife. “Crazy - isn’t it?”

      “I guess you could say that. After all, we already knew she preferred a ... shall we say ... freer life? But sending photos like this.”

      “That’s not all,” my wife announced. She let go of me and undressed before my eyes. I watched greedily. Naked, she came back and sat on me. Her breasts pressed against my chest. I could feel her hard nipples. “Do you want to see more?”

      She didn’t wait for my answer. Katie lifted her butt and guided my cock into her. Slowly, she let me slide inside her. I noticed right away how easy it was. Her arousal had made her very wet.

      A few times she rode up and down on me. Tourtour for my cock. I realized immediately that I had to hold back. Otherwise, it was going to be a pretty short fuck.

      Fortunately, Katie paused. Again she held her smartphone in front of my eyes. The unknown cock was still between Lynn’s lips. I wondered if it was Tyrell. If so, he would be similarly endowed as Luis. Lynn had to open her mouth wide to let him pass. Could this be even fun for a woman?

      A little uncertainty spread through me. It was an enormous penis. But the expression on Lynn’s face didn’t seem to show her having any problems with it. Besides, I still had her exclamations of pleasure in the back of my mind. She was probably just the kind of open woman that didn’t have a problem with letting her lust out of like that and to share it with the rest of the world.

      Katie continued swiping with her thumb. The next picture showed more details. Also, the penis was no longer between her lips. At least not the lips up there. Instead, it was between her legs.

      Lynn was now sitting on top of the man. Almost exactly as my wife was sitting on me at that moment. They too were on a sofa. While my wife was looking at me, Lynn was facing in the other direction. With this photo, it also became clear that neither of them was taking the photos. There had to be a third person present.

      Her lover remained unknown. His face wasn’t to be discovered. It was hidden behind Lynn’s back.

      My wife began to ride me. She could hardly hold the smartphone in her hands. She pressed it into my hand. Immediately, she sped up her ride. My gaze wandered back and forth between my Katie and her smartphone. I wouldn’t be able to hold on for long. The situation was just way too arousing - in a disturbing way.

      The smartphone slipped in my hand and I had to grip it a little tighter. As I did so, my finger moved across the display. At first, I thought another image was coming. But then they started to move, and the speakers let us hear her moans.

      “Oh, she sent something else,” my Katie noted. Apparently, she was also seeing the video for the first time. This was also supported by the fact that she stretched her head with interest to watch what was happening.

      That didn’t need many explanations. Before our eyes, a fast fuck was happening. Again and again, the big black penis plunged into Lynn and produced louder and louder and more uncontrolled moans from her.

      Katie rode me a little faster again. Both our eyes were glued to the small smartphone display. With loud exclamations, Lynn announced her approaching orgasm. I also felt how close I was to it.

      “Yessssss,” boomed again and again from the smartphone speakers. Shortly thereafter, there was a grunt behind Lynn. The unknown person behind her also seemed to come.

      At that moment, I knew no stopping either. The situation was just too depraved. I splashed into my wife and slumped exhausted back onto the sofa. The video had ended as well.

      Katie let herself slide off me. Her expression seemed disappointed. She grabbed her smartphone and disappeared into the bathroom.

      For the first time, I had major doubts about my qualities in bed. An insecure feeling I might have had for a long time. Our sex had diminished over the years. But I had always explained this by the fact that we had been a couple for ten years. I thought that was normal. Perhaps it was. But if we had sex, most times I had to start it. Today was an exception. Like in the Netherlands, when Katie almost attacked me after we visited Luis’s house.

      Now I had seen Lynn during sex. I had heard her before. But this time I had also observed her having an orgasm. Her entire body seemed to go crazy. From her sounds to her facial expression - she seemed to have lost all control over herself for a few seconds. The orgasm dominated her body. I had never seen my Katie like this.

      My wife stepped out of the bathroom. I looked at her thoughtfully and with a slightly guilty mind. A question was waiting on the tip of my tongue. How did she feel through an orgasm? But I couldn’t ask. She didn’t orgasm this time.

      The thought gave me no peace. We lay in bed later, both with a book in our hands. Katie put hers aside first. Time for sleep.

      “Earlier ... Lynn ... she came … really hard,” I stated.

      In response, I received a mumble that sounded like yes.

      “We ... so earlier ... I’m sorry ... I was too fast this time.”

      Katie turned to me and rested her head against my side. “It’s okay.”

      It didn’t sound fine, though. It sounded disinterested. Because she didn’t mind, or was she just tired and wanted her rest?

      “It will be better next time ... I promise.”

      To this, I got to hear only an incomprehensible murmur.

      The video of Lynn left me no peace in the next few days. Her performance equaled that of a porn star. Of course, in a way, it had been such a movie. But I didn’t expect real orgasms from real porn movies. This one, on the other hand, had felt absolutely real. As far as the stupid man inside me could judge if a woman had a real orgasm or was just faking it. I got uncertain about my judgement.

      I needed answers and went to Google for them. All my search terms had one word in them: orgasm. I wanted to see women with real orgasms. But I also read texts and reports.

      It wasn’t news to me, of course, that a woman could very easily fake her orgasm, unlike a man. But in all those years, it had never even occurred to me that my own wife could do this. She always expressed herself very positively. Didn’t put anything past my qualities in bed.

      But could it be that a part of her was glad when our sex came to an end? One thing disturbed me the most - we often came together. Or she came with me. In the light of my new information, that seemed to me to be a rather unlikely coincidence.

      It took a few days for me to admit to myself that perhaps I wasn’t satisfying my Katie.

      For every problem, there is a solution. That was my life motto. It was especially true for my job. This time it had to apply to our sex life. I researched how I could satisfy my wife. I got a lot of eye-opening information and learned a lot of new things. In the end, I decided to try something fairly simple.

      Oral sex between us was rare. At the beginning of our relationship, it had been a bit more frequent. Even then, my wife was more in the giving role. But after all the extra information, it seemed to be the best way to elicit a real orgasm from her. Instead of just using it as foreplay, I would have to run it to the bitter end.
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      I didn’t get the chance to try my new idea for a couple of days. On Friday at noon, I finished work on time. Before us was a long drive back to the Netherlands. Saturday was Lynn’s birthday. I planned to rock my wife’s world on Friday evening.

      We had the middle of July and the summer showed itself finally once again from its best side. In Germany, temperatures had plagued us for days at thirty degrees Celsius and above. The Netherlands wasn’t any different, but the sea had a cooling effect. It felt much more pleasant there.

      We were still unpacking our luggage when Lotte and Tessa greeted us. They wanted to go to the beach. We joined them. The ladies enjoyed the sun and chattered a lot with each other. We were only a few meters from the garden gate to Luis’s property. He had to find us when he stepped onto the beach. So far, we had seen him in what was still a good-sized pair of swim shorts. This time, however, he was wearing a tight and almost too skimpy swim trunk. Everyone could guess what kind of package he was hiding underneath.

      Luis greeted the ladies and then joined me. We chatted across the board through various topics. I remembered that I still wanted to google him. A professional athlete should have left some marks on the web.

      “I need a cooldown,” I announced after a while.

      “Good idea,” Luis jumped in with me. The girls showed no interest. “How about my pool?”

      The decision was simple for me. The North Sea is quite nice, but the pool not only had clear water without salt to offer but also the perfect temperature.

      “Glad you found your way to us again,” Luis opened to me. “Some people would have been scared away by us.”

      “The scenery, the beach, and the sea make up for your mistakes,” I returned dryly. We stood by the pool. Luis grinned at me and gave me a shove. I plunged into the water. When I resurfaced, Luis followed me with an impressive dive.

      We did a few laps. The water was refreshing and a welcome cool down. But soon Luis was just drifting in the water. There was something in the air.

      “Just so you know. My offer still stands,” Luis let me know. “It doesn’t have to be a bet. Just permission to seduce her. If she doesn’t want to, I’ll quickly realize that. But I think that’s rather unlikely. This package is hard to refuse.”

      “Why? You certainly have plenty to choose from. Why my Katie?”, I asked, ignoring most of what he said.

      “I don’t know. It’s just the way it is. Generally speaking, women in steady hands and married women, in particular, interest me. Let’s call it my personal fetish. My weakness. It’s hard for me to say no. If your Katie made a pass at me, I’d be putty in her hands.”

      “She would never do that,” I objected immediately.

      “No, you’re certainly right about that. But with her husband’s permission? If she had that, and if I had that. I, too, had to learn from my mistakes. In my - let’s call them wild years - I wouldn’t have brought up the subject with you. I would have just taken what I wanted. But you get older and get wiser. And it’s also developed its own appeal to put horns onto the knowing husband.”

      For a moment, I was speechless. Luis spoke absolutely openly about these things. Somewhere between those words, he had to be trying to convince me to let him do this. But that attempt was hidden in his inconceivable candor.

      “It just can’t happen,” came quietly over my lip. “I could never lose my Katie. That would destroy me ...”

      “And I don’t want to take her away from you,” Luis laughed. “I’m not made for one woman. I have my favorites and your wife could be one of them, but I couldn’t settle for her permanently. You’d never lose her to me.”

      “I can’t do that,” I returned.

      Luis let the subject rest. We swam a few more laps and grabbed a cold beer. I considered going back to the beach. But the women beat me to a decision and flocked to the pool. While we watched them from the loungers, they sprang into the water. Each of them was nice to look at in her bikini.

      Luis and I threw a few pieces of meat on the grill. A couple of salads were already ready. What a coincidence.

      Liam and Adam - the husbands of Tessa and Lotte - joined us. That gave me a little security. Even though Luis had promised not to make a move without my permission - a little uncertainty remained.

      We had reached the Netherlands in the evening hours. Soon the night settled over us. My wife and I were getting tired. With an eye on the birthday party the next day, we decided to retreat early.

      Back at our friends’ vacation home, however, I had another goal in mind. One that occupied me the entire day and got me quite excited. I wanted to seduce my wife and try out what I could do with my tongue between her legs.

      It took a little persuasion. But my kisses were successful. We were finally naked on the bed. I pushed my wife up. She was probably expecting the usual fuck, but instead, I surprised her and pushed her legs apart. My head was hovering over her lap.

      I let my fingers take the lead. Carefully, I pushed her labia apart. With my lips, I spread kisses around her lap. Kissed her from the bottom of her slit up to her clit. Here I let my tongue take part in the game for the first time. First, I lapped at her clit. Then I pushed my tongue once through her complete slit. My spit and her own juices made her unbelievably wet.

      I took my time. My lips and tongue explored her like never before. As a next step, I sucked on her slit and pushed my tongue deep into her.

      For a long time, I had shied away from looking up. A satisfied moan made my eyes wander upward. My wife didn’t look down at me. She was lying flat on the bed. Her gaze was directed upward. Her eyes were closed.

      My wife was clearly enjoying herself. She bent her legs. I took the chance and reached around her. So I had a firm grip on my wife. That seemed to please her.

      So far it was going very well. But I didn’t want to lose sight of my number one goal. I wanted to bring my wife to an orgasm. I hoped that would answer most of my questions. To be honest, I was hoping for unspectacular answers. But her increasing arousal was already raising doubts in me.

      Over her thighs, I pushed my fingers to her clit. She rewarded me with an immediate reaction. This drove my lust even further. I suddenly urgently needed to let her scream as loud as we had witnessed with Lynn.

      I delved my tongue into my wife. Licked wildly through her slit. I felt a tremor go through her. Her moans became more uncontrollable. She wanted to hold back, but her lust no longer allowed it.

      This was the moment I had been waiting for. Now I wanted to put all my eggs in one basket and bring her to desperation. I concentrated all my forces on her clit. My lips sucked wildly on her and my tongue did flick her clit. My fingers also came back into action. My second hand withdrew and pushed into her. Started to fuck her.

      “Ohh ... ahhh ... yaaa ... don’t stop ... don’t ... oh God ... yaaah.”

      Then it happened. I hadn’t thought it was possible. Or at least suppressed the knowledge of it. But now I couldn’t ignore it anymore. My Katie put on an explosive show. She completely lost control and let her orgasm take over.

      My eyes were glued to the raptures on her face. My ears loved her sounds. I pressed my cock against the bed. Even light touches let me feel a great excitement. I loved this. My wife orgasmed through my work.

      “Ohhh ... please ... stop ... stop,” my wife begged me and her hand tried to push my head away. Only through this did I realize that I hadn’t stopped my work.

      Exhausted, my wife lay on the bed. I crawled up to her and took her in my arms. It took her a couple of minutes to become responsive again. The first thing we did was kissing. I wondered if she could still taste herself while we did that.

      I finally turned onto my back and stared at the ceiling. My penis was only semi-stiff. “So that was your orgasm,” I uttered. I spoke it out loud, but it was really more directed at me. However, I was immediately sure of my wife’s attention. She sensed my slightly melancholy mood and put her head against my shoulder. Carefully, she kissed me on the cheek.

      “It was nice. Thank you.”

      “Was it the first time?”, I asked.

      “The first time?” she asked back. In her voice, I thought I detected a slight hesitation.

      “That you had an orgasm from me,” I specified myself.

      Silence.

      “Tell me. Please.”

      “No ... not the first time. I’ve had ... well, not one like that ... but there have been a few.”

      “Am I boring you in bed?”

      “What?” came back, startled.

      “What’s in it for you? Surely there must be some reason you initiate it so rarely. Apparently, I’m not that good ... at it.”

      “But you did ... just a minute ago ... such a wonderful job,” Katie tried to defend me.

      “That might not have been bad. But we both saw Lynn’s video. I could never do that ... not with my ... my penis.”

      The silence that followed said it all. Then came an “I love you” and a kiss from my wife. We were both at a loss for words. I wondered if I had not committed a great foolishness. I had shown her how much better it could be. If she wanted oral sex more often now, I wouldn’t say no.

      But what would I do if she wanted to experience something like Lynn had? I had opened her eyes to an alternative path. Could I hold her back? And for the first time, I also wondered - was I even allowed to do that? What would a good husband do?
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      The next morning, everything seemed normal. At least Katie didn’t let on that something was different. I went to get us rolls again. We had breakfast together. My wife received some messages. She looked at me thoughtfully and almost apologetically.

      “What is it?”

      “The other girls are asking if I’d like to go shopping with them.”

      “Have fun,” I returned.

      “Is that really okay? We could go to the beach today ...”

      “It’s okay,” I interjected. “As much as I love seeing you dressed up. The process of shopping can be rather exhausting. Go out with the girls. Have a little fun. I’ll grab a book and read on the beach.”

      “Thanks, honey,” came back with a kiss.

      The girls came by and collected Katie. I heard the loud talk outside and was glad to have a quiet day ahead of me. My wife joined me in the house once more.

      “The men are meeting at Luis’ house later,” she announced to me.

      I didn’t know yet if I would take him up on the offer. First, I wanted to enjoy the book and my well-deserved rest.

      I walked to the beach. I deliberately didn’t take the shortcut across Luis’ property. At the beach, I looked for a quiet spot. I spread out a large beach towel and put on some lotion. Then I immersed myself in my book.

      Life went on around me. But thanks to headphones, I was able to block out this part, too.

      But all my careful measures could not prevent my thoughts from wandering again and again from the words in front of my eyes. The previous night and the sex with my wife took over. What had happened and what was the significance of it? Had I seen my wife have a genuinely great orgasm for the first time? She had lost her cool for a moment. This was no comparison to her usually very controlled orgasms. Which were in hindsight obviously fake.

      I must admit that this offended me as a man. This part required me to get my wife with a thorough fucking to this state - not with my tongue.

      An older gentleman waving in front of me tore me out of my thoughts. He pointed with his hand beside me. I took down my headphones. After we were able to communicate, I had to learn that my smartphone had buzzed loudly several times.

      My wife had tried to reach me. But she had already given up and sent me a text message instead.

      Katie: You’re not answering. I hope you put some sun cream on and didn’t fall asleep. Otherwise, you’ll be a red turkey again. I think it’s going to be even longer for us girls. We’re shopping first, and then we have an appointment at a makeup studio.

      More time for me.

      Chris: All good here. Had headphones on. A nice older gentleman alerted me to the ringing. But I think he was just bothered. Won’t overdo it with the tanning. I won’t become like Luis or Tyrell anyway.

      The last sentence slipped out to quick and then the message was already sent. For me, it felt a little too ambiguous. It was missing a “so dark as” in the text. I was afraid that my wife would rather think of the impressive package between their legs. That was nonsense, of course.

      Katie: As evil as ever ... :-) Love you. See you later.

      I got up and packed my things. I walked to the water and looked out at the sea. How evil could I really get? How badly did I want to see my wife again as she had been the previous night? Of course, now I knew how to take her there myself. But if I could make this happen with my tongue, what would a cock like Luis’ or Tyrell’s do?

      I noticed how it tightened in my swim trunks. Embarrassed, I looked around. I was standing with my feet in the water. A few people were frolicking in front of me. They were too busy with themselves. But I also doubted that it could be noticed, anyway. The beach towel was over my shoulder. I pulled it a little lower so that it covered my crotch. Thus secured, I turned around and made my way back.

      “Hey,” someone called out to me on the last few feet. I glanced around. It was Daan - Lynn’s husband. I would have loved to have sunk into the ground. My mind immediately replayed how I had seen his wife in action. How could he live with himself? “I’m going over to Luis’s in a minute. You’re in?”

      “Um ... I guess so.”

      What else was I supposed to answer? Daan disappeared into his house. I freshened up briefly and changed my clothes. Then Daan was at the front door again. I seemed to be given no way out.

      We were the latest addition to a large group of men. Besides us newcomers, the husbands Liam and Adam were already there. They were having a duel at the pool table. Also present were Luis and Tyrell.

      Suspiciously, I observed how Daan and Tyrell talked to each other. The latter had been having fun with Daan’s wife under this roof, after all. But for the two, this seemed to be no problem. Soon it wasn’t for me either. It was their life, after all.

      We had our fun at Luis’s house. Most of it in his sports room. The billiard table was always occupied. Also, a pinball table and a slot machine provided amusing entertainment. Of course, we also helped ourselves at his bar. But we didn’t overdo it with the alcohol. It was going to be a long day.

      Everybody talked to everybody, and I got to know them all a little better. Small groups started to form. The husbands were more frequently seen with each other, and Kenneth and Tyrell were often found together as well. Luis, on the other hand, seemed to hang around everywhere.

      Around 7 p.m., there was a sudden noise and a horde of women streamed in. They seemed to have had quite a day. My gaze immediately sought my wife. She was wearing a new dress. Her hair was styled and her makeup was perfectly coordinated with everything else. She looked beautiful. Stunning maybe a better word - and hotter than ever before.

      Immediately, Katie oriented herself in my direction. She lowered herself onto my lap and put her arms around me. She gave me an amorous kiss and grinned at me. The girls seemed to have had their fair share of drinks.

      “Hey, hey, hello,” Lynn called loudly to the group. “We’ve got half an hour. That’s when the party starts. We’ll meet in front of the house.”

      My wife stood up and pulled me up with her. “We better hurry and get you dressed up,” she announced.

      Back in the vacation home, I undressed immediately and jumped very briefly under the shower. She picked out my clothes in the meantime. Given the temperatures, she chose a short-sleeved shirt.

      “What are the plans?”, I asked in wonder.

      “First, we’re going to dinner and then to a club.”

      “These Dutch will transform us back to the party animals of our younger years,” I commented, amused by this information.

      “I feel a few years younger already,” a smiling Katie confessed to me. “A lot younger,” she added, looking at me slyly. “We still have a little time. Do you think ... maybe you could?”

      “Yeah?”

      “Like last night? I so want to feel it again.”

      Those were all the words it took to make me understand. I pushed up to my wife and kissed her. Then pushed up her dress and let my hand run over her panties. The next moment I was already running my hand under her hem.

      Katie dropped onto the bed and lifted her dress. She pushed her panties to the side. Her slit looked inviting and wet.

      She wasn’t the only one who wanted to experience yesterday again. I too wanted to see her like this again. I knelt in front of the bed. Her legs dangled over the edge of the bed. I briefly glanced at her lap, then let my tongue run through it. Immediately I got to hear an “oh yes”.

      I don’t know what was going on with my wife. But she was already wet and aroused. It took little to make her moan. Her arousal flew near an orgasm within minutes. I took my fingers to help. We hadn’t much time left.

      I heard a strange voice and wanted to pull back. I didn’t want to be caught like this. But my wife didn’t allow it. Her legs wedged themselves behind my head and held me close. They were over my ears and didn’t let me hear any more noises. My wife’s reaction was very easy to read.

      My whole concentration was now on her clit. I wanted to finish it and make her quiver once again. It seemed like a good idea to show her my newly discovered qualities once again before we started into a long night with a couple of well-built black men.

      With joy, I heard the sounds of my exploding wife. She wanted to hold back - but succeeded only for a brief moment. The orgasm conjured a special bliss on her face. I was happy to see that again.

      I straightened up and gave my Katie a wet kiss. She crossed her arms behind my head and pulled me on top of her. Our kiss became more intense.

      “The first cab is here,” someone called from outside.

      “We’d better freshen up real quick. And I guess I need to fix my makeup,” my wife let me know. “Love you. Sorry, we won’t have time for you. We’ll make up for it. Promise.”

      “That’s okay. Love you too.”

      It was really tight in my pants, but the call from outside had, unfortunately, put a stop to our fun. I stood up and pulled my wife up with me. She immediately disappeared into the bathroom. I had to sort myself out for a moment. I looked around and my eyes stopped on the bedroom door. Had the door been open before our hanky-panky?

      Three cabs took our party of eleven to a restaurant. The next two hours were about eating and drinking. But we did this in an extremely boisterous atmosphere. It was obvious how well the rest knew each other.

      We learned a little about the ladies’ shopping day, and Luis revealed a few basketball stories. I tried to figure out how our good friends - Patrick and Nina Wagner - fit into this conspiratorial society. My carefully worded questions didn’t bring up anything new. They obviously liked them, but beyond that, there was little detail.

      Luis sat across from me and my wife. A glance around the table showed the usual groups. This time, however, with minor differences. Tyrell sat across from Lynn and Daan. On the other side, Kenneth found himself across from Tessa and Lotte. Next to them sat their husbands.

      This setup gave me a queasy feeling. Was Lynn not the only one without extramarital activities? While I let this thought and its meaning run through my mind, I remained silent. I finally felt myself being watched and looked up. Luis had his eyes on me. He was smiling at me. A knowing smile, perhaps?

      From the restaurant, we went on to a club. It was still early, yet a line had already formed. However, Luis and Lynn were greeted with a handshake and our entire group was waved through. Seats were reserved for us in the VIP area. Beer, vodka, Red Bull, and other drinks were quickly placed on the table.

      We toasted to each other. I treated myself to a vodka Red Bull. The Red Bull would hopefully enable me to get through the long night.

      After ten minutes, the first couple ventured onto the dance floor. A coming and going developed. Once again, it was noticeable that the dance partners weren’t limited to husbands. Tyrell, Kenneth, and Luis were also dancing with the women. The sight of the women in black hands didn’t leave me indifferent. Their skin color just played a small part in my feelings. It felt forbidden how they danced with the women in front of their husbands. They also made little effort to keep their distance.

      “What have we gotten ourselves into here,” my wife murmured to me. The development didn’t remain hidden from her either. So far, we had not discussed it much among ourselves. Katie, however, didn’t seem to be shocked. It sounded to me as if she was amused and impressed. As if we slipped into an exciting adventure.

      “A bunch of crazy Dutch people,” I said.

      “Do you think they’re all ... well, not just Lynn ... the other women with other men, too?”

      “It wouldn’t surprise me anymore.”

      Katie nodded in agreement and didn’t avert her gaze from the dance floor. I wanted to pull her back to me. I was beginning to fear that if I didn’t, I would soon see her in the arms of another man as well. It was a prospect that triggered conflicting voices inside me. Looking at the women before my eyes, I didn’t doubt that it could be an interesting and arousing sight. But my fear of the consequences was immense. If I opened the door to it just once, I might not be able to close it again.

      “Let’s dance,” I announced, leading my wife onto the dance floor. With that, I ended our observations and brought her attention back to me, at least for a while. In the same way, she was my sole focus.

      Of course, we met our acquaintances on the dance floor. The music and dance style alternated between quiet phases and wild, crazy hopping around. At some point, all women got together. They bawled a song and danced as a wild group. We men stood around and watched. One by one, we took our leave toward our seats. I, too, felt ready for a break. I left my wife reluctantly behind.

      “I’m taking a break,” I announced to her.

      “Okay,” came back, and she pressed a kiss on my mouth. She didn’t seem ready for a break.

      I meandered back to the VIP area. Luis held out a fresh vodka Red Bull to me. I sipped it cautiously. But the mixture wasn’t too strong. Luis acknowledged my caution with a laugh. I looked at him questioningly.

      “Of course I want to get you drank. Maybe then I’ll finally get your approval. But drank, you wouldn’t be any good to me.”

      To his words, he gave me a playful poke in the side. But I wasn’t sure how much fun or seriousness was in his words. He left me with little doubt that he was just waiting for his cue. Perhaps even slowly becoming impatient.

      “Then maybe I should booze you up to the point where you can’t get it up.”

      “You can try.” My words amused him. We watched my wife for a moment. “But seriously,” he said, and I immediately sensed that he would say something important. “I will not make a pass at your wife this time. Not without your permission. But they say - third time’s the charm. If you come to visit here again, then I’ll automatically assume that you’ve given me permission by doing so. I can understand it’s hard to say aloud and this way you get a simple way out.”

      I looked at him, speechless. He was completely serious. I leaned back. We had no further visits planned. I should have felt like an enormous burden was taken from my shoulders. It would have been a simple matter of categorically refusing any further visits. But it wasn’t that simple. Many new images had found their way into my head. These didn’t want to leave me anymore.

      Especially Lynn’s video wouldn’t let go of me. I had seen it only once. Nevertheless, it was still very present for me. I could play it almost like a movie in my head. I even had spun some extensions to it. Tyrell took her in different positions and drove her crazy.

      And then there was Lynn’s orgasm. Again and again, I had to compare it with my wife’s new orgasms. It was still something else than my oral pampering could produce. Maybe a tongue and fingers couldn’t win against a thick and long cock.

      I wanted to see my wife like that. I had to admit that to myself. Just as I wanted to treat her to this experience.

      But I couldn’t. This was no way to maintain a healthy marriage. And maybe even more - what was going to happen once she got a taste for big cocks? If she really liked it, could she give it up again? Would there be a way back to normalcy?

      “Any objections against me dancing with your wife?” I stared at Luis. Was this the beginning? “Just dancing - I promise.”

      “Okay,” came over my dry lips. I looked after Luis and grabbed another beer.

      The women immediately accepted him into their circle. He danced with each one and eventually ended up with my wife. Here he stayed. The music changed back to slower rhythms. He put his arms around Katie. My breath came ragged.

      Katie smiled at him. She danced lightheartedly with him. But they were also getting closer. Would Luis stick to his word and not try a decisive advance? My eyes were glued to them.

      “Hey,” chimed in from beside me. Lynn sat down next to me. “You okay?”

      “What?”

      “Your wife is having fun,” she commented on the scene on the dance floor. Katie laughed in confirmation. “There could be more, but it’s better than nothing.”

      I didn’t even respond to her words at first, but continued to stare ahead. They were dancing especially close to each other now. I wondered if my wife could feel Luis between her legs.

      “Will you help me carry fresh drinks?”, Lynn asked me. I rarely turned down such things. I followed her to a bar. There they handed us a large tray full of glasses and three bottles of champagne.

      “The big moment is about to arrive,” she let me know. My first thought went to Luis and my wife. Then I realized she meant her birthday. Midnight was just around the corner.

      Back at our seats, I helped her fill our glasses. My wife suddenly appeared next to me. She put an arm around me, laughed, and kissed my cheek. She was having a good time. But was she out for a lot more of it?

      We toasted and congratulated Lynn. First, of course, was her husband. Daan kissed his wife. At the very end, it was Tyrell’s turn. He gave her a big hug. Lynn melted in his hands. Then they kissed. It was a very different kiss than her husband got. You could feel her desire for more. This kiss also ended any game of hide and seek before our eyes.

      To my surprise, a short time later we were ready to leave. Again, it took three cabs for our troop of eleven. Lynn, Luis, my wife and I were the last ones. We had to wait a couple of minutes until we caught a free cab.

      We drove back to Luis’ house for more partying. The fresh air made me aware of the alcohol. However, I had not overdone it too much. There was no reason to stop the festivities.

      The terrace lay empty before us. Nothing was happening in the living room either. From the sports room, I heard the banging of billiard balls. We stayed in the living room and sat down on a couch set. I sat next to my wife. She cuddled against me. Lynn and Luis sat across from us. All seemed right with the world.

      Lynn and my wife were chatting about Luis’ dancing abilities. This seemed to amuse him. I was happy to be ignored. I didn’t have any dancing skills. A cry from the second floor silenced us all.

      It wasn’t the scared kind of cry. You couldn’t understand anything, but it was loud. The following noises confirmed my first assumption - someone was having fun in bed.

      Bashfully and insecurely I looked around. Of course, my body reacted in its usual way. It wanted to know what was happening there.

      “Let’s go see what’s going on there. Not that they’re tearing my place apart,” Luis said. The second part was certainly not meant seriously. But he underlined the first part and stood up. He looked expectantly into the round. Lynn let him pull her up. United, they looked down at us. “Are you coming?”

      This isn’t our third time here yet!, I shouted silently to myself. Inwardly, at least, I trembled.

      Katie turned my head toward her and gave me a quick kiss on the lips. “Shall we? Just to get some ideas for later?”

      I wonder if she had any idea what game Luis was playing. She seemed pretty innocent, at least. Her question was certainly serious. It was just an option. We didn’t have to. But she put the ball in my court.

      “Come on,” Lynn prompted us.

      My wife stood up and pulled me along. Out of an urgent need, I gave her a quick kiss. She was still mine alone. I had to reassure myself of that.

      We walked up the stairs. On the left was Luis’ bedroom. But this door was closed. The music of lust came from the other direction.

      We entered a room. What we got to see there exceeded my wildest expectations. I had expected that one of the men was having fun with one of the women. Whereby it would certainly not be one of the husbands. It was Kenneth. However, he had two women to himself at once. Tessa rode wildly on his big cock. It was quite impressive how such a beast pressed through her tight opening. Lotte sat on Kenneth’s face and let him pleasure her orally. The women sat facing each other and played around with each other as well. In between the wild ride and their moans, they tried to kiss. The sight passed for a man’s wet dream.

      My gaze was stuck on this for a long time. It took me a while to wake up. Katie was standing to my right. A glance down made me discover her dress pushed up. She had slipped a hand into her panties.

      She gave me a sheepish smile. Probably unsure how I would react to her public spectacle. But then she suddenly went on the offensive. Her free hand reached to my crotch. She felt my hard cock. Her eyes flashed. Gotcha!

      I couldn’t help but put my hand on hers. I used it to knead myself through my pants.

      My breathing quickened, and my mind raced. I feared that we were about to lose the battle. At least for me, lust was taking over more and more. It wouldn’t get easier to answer Luis’ question negatively next time. It almost seemed as if he didn’t want to set his hopes on a third visit. Instead, he was going on the offensive.

      It didn’t get easier when Tessa let us hear her orgasm. We couldn’t see her face, but she made it clear enough how good it felt for her.

      “Come,” Lynn prompted me. My wife and Luis had already stepped into the hallway. Reason enough for me to hurry behind. Would it happen now?

      They led us to another bedroom. Tyrell was lying on the bed. He laughed at Lynn and swung off the bed. Quickly they were in each other’s arms and kissing. They both seemed to have just been waiting for this moment. They fell wildly over each other. One piece of clothing after the other flew away.

      Almost naked, Tyrell threw Lynn onto the bed. He literally jumped after her and buried her underneath him. I took a few steps to the side. I wanted to keep a good view of what was happening.

      Between my legs, it was still tight. Even without the helping hand of my wife. On the bed, the two stroked, kissed, and licked each other. Tyrell was also gripping her tightly. It was clear who was in the lead. His big cock disappeared between Lynn’s lips. She had a hard time with its length and girth, but it was obviously not something unusual for her.

      They seemed to be in a hurry. They had been waiting all evening for this moment. Soon Lynn found herself on all fours and Tyrell was getting ready to fuck her from behind. It was an intimidating sight to see his giant cock pressing into her small opening. I didn’t dare look down at my wife. I was afraid of what I would discover there. Didn’t this sight have to trigger an even greater desire in her? How could I deny her this experience?

      I felt a large hand on my shoulder. Luis was standing next to me. “I’m going to my bedroom now. You and your wife ... or rather just you decide if I wait there in vain this time.”

      He disappeared through the door. I looked helplessly after him. On the other side stood my wife. We looked at each other. The spectacle on the bed was forgotten. We couldn’t stay here.

      With a movement of my head, I indicated to her that we should go to the door. I let her go first. The hallway was filled with the sounds behind us as well as from the second guest room. I also believed that the musky smell of sex was in the air.

      Katie continued to lead me to the stairs. There she turned to me. “Are you all right?”

      I nodded. “Luis wants you,” I let her know. It didn’t slip out involuntarily. I just had to let her know honestly. Secrets wouldn’t do us any good.

      “I know,” my wife replied. I wondered if she had been ensnared, too. I had been pretty blind to that until now. Maybe not from Luis’ direction, but what about Lynn and the other women? The video suggested that we had been put through the wringer from that side as well. This evening seemed to be the final coordinated attack on both of us.

      Even though an inner voice warned me against it. I had to know. “Do you want it?”

      Katie remained silent. I focused her eyes on me. In them, I discovered a sad anguish.

      Instead of giving me an answer, she grabbed my hand. Together we walked downstairs. I must admit that I noted this with relief. Another part of me, however, reacted with disappointment. I tried to bring it under control. I got better with every step.

      My wife led us through the living room. We didn’t go to the sports room. There the other husbands had to occupy themselves. What kind of strange world had we gotten into?

      I expected us to step outside onto the terrace. The glass door stood invitingly open. Quickly we could have been back at the vacation home. There I could have made my wife happy with my newly found talent.

      Instead, Katie maneuvered me onto the couch. She didn’t take her own place and sat down on my lap. My stiff cock pushed against her. I wondered if she could feel it.

      “I love you,” came over her lips and she kissed me. Kiss after kiss descended on me. On my lips, cheeks, on my neck, and up to my ears. She even sucked on my earlobes. Mixed in between were more “I love you’s”. My Katie was visibly excited. Excited and confused probably fitted it better.

      “Hey, everything’s fine,” I tried to reassure her.

      “Nothing’s good,” burst out of my wife. “I can’t stop thinking about it. It follows me everywhere. I’m such a terrible wife. Please forgive me.”

      “What ... what’s haunting you? Katie ... tell me!”

      “Dicks,” came out crying. “Big dicks. Deep inside me. Dicks that can make me orgasm.”

      I wiped two tears from her cheek. “I can’t,” I said in a sudden calm. I had already suspected it. I had gotten glimpses from our oral sex of how my wife behaved during a real orgasm. “Please, Katie. Tell me. Be honest.”

      She shook her head. But then she seemed to decide to answer me with words. More than a quiet “No” didn’t come over her lips.

      I held her tightly to me. “I’m sorry,” I apologized to her, “I wish I could give you everything. I want to make you the happiest woman in the world. But I can’t.”

      “Don’t say that. I love you. You make me happy. No other man could make me that happy.”

      Katie gave me a quick kiss. Then she leaned her forehead against mine. We looked into each other’s eyes. It seemed time for a little confession.

      “And yet I can’t give you everything ... and ... our new friends haven’t left me quite cold either. The idea of seeing you fulfilled and blissful with such a man and his cock. So filled. To see you like that ... like Lynn in the video. I’d like that, too. And I won’t deny that I even masturbated to it. I had to try ... the oral sex was an attempt ...”

      “It was beautiful,” my wife interjected, holding my cheek. “No one has ever made me feel that special before.”

      “That was wonderful for me, too. To experience you like that, that was special. Fulfilling, too ... and yet, for me, it remains questionable ... what if?”

      “If?”

      “If I had such a ... cock ... like Tyrell or Luis ... then you too could experience such ecstasy.”

      “Honey,” Katie complained at my words and gave me a few comforting kisses. “And yet you have something ahead of them.” I looked at her questioningly. She had only been waiting for that. “Me ... me and my love.”

      “Forever?”

      “Forever and ever.”

      At that moment, I knew what I had to do. I would not lose her. That seemed impossible. But if that was true, then I could not continue to hold her lust captive. Like the other husbands, I had to let her go. Not all the time, and not too often. But occasionally she would have to go elsewhere for something that I couldn’t offer her.

      Of course, I had my own expectations for this experience as well. My cock could sing a song about it in my tight pants. At the moment he had his fun with Katie sitting on me and sliding back and forth. At the thought of having Luis make my wife cry out so lustful as the other women, he would have loved to come right then and there.

      I looked up. Behind Katie was the staircase. A part of the hallway was open to the living room. Luis leaned his hands on the banister and looked down at us. I didn’t know how long he had been watching us. I could imagine what he was hoping for.

      “Honey - stand up, please.” My wife obeyed. But she also looked at me in wonder. Her astonishment didn’t diminish as I led her back to the stairs. At the top of the stairs, I stopped. She had now spotted Luis as well.

      “Are you sure?” came questioningly from my wife. My clever girl had realized which decision I had made.

      I immediately dissected her words. She didn’t resist. Didn’t show any uncertainty either. She just wondered if I would have a problem with it. A very clear sign for me that she definitely wanted it. With that, there was no turning back for me. Even if my heart was racing and I was anything but sure if I didn’t commit the biggest mistake of my life.

      Only a hoarse “yes” came over my lips. But that was enough for my wife. We went on. Now we pulled each other forward. Luis was waiting for us at the staircase. He also nodded silently to us and then turned around. We followed him. Before we entered his bedroom, my wife held me back once more. For a moment, I almost hoped that she had gotten cold feet. But then only an “I love you” came over her lips. In addition, I got a kiss. There was no turning back.

      Our hands let go of each other. With slow steps, Katie went to Luis. He put an arm around her. “Why don’t you sit down,” he instructed me. There was a spacious armchair against the wall next to the bed. Without taking my eyes off them, I settled into it.

      Luis put his hand under my wife’s chin. Gently, he directed her face in his direction. Then they kissed for the first time. Luis was careful. He didn’t want to scare her off. Now that he was so close to his goal. He hadn’t even had to lure us to the Netherlands a third time. We had fallen into his trap. Had we ever had a chance?

      Even if I had these thoughts at that moment. My desire was growing fast. I was eager to see what was to come. That held my fear in check. I had no regrets.

      Soon they threw caution overboard and kissed without restraint. They let their tongues play. It drove me crazy to see my wife like this. But the insane lust prevailed over me.

      Luis whispered something incomprehensible in Katie’s ear. She nodded and then turned around. Her face was directed at me. But she didn’t look at me. I heard the zipper of her dress. It rushed to the ground.

      Luis’s hands explored her skin. His black color stood out against her light tan. At first, he only drove from her back to the front and around her belly button. Then his path led higher, and he reached to her bra-covered breasts. Each hand clawed into a breast. His mouth sank into her neck. I heard sucking through my wife's blonde hair. Would I mind if he left a hickey there as a visible memorial of our deed?

      He unlocked my wife’s bra. Immediately his enormous paws grabbed under the bra and held her breasts right in the palms of his hands.

      He had not yet accomplished anything that I couldn’t have done as well. Nevertheless, my wife already seemed to be completely absorbed in his style of lovemaking. At every moment he kept the reins in his hand. He turned Katie back to him and let their mouths wedge into each other again.

      He shocked me a little when he grabbed my wife and threw her onto the bed. Katie squealed, surprised and amused. Her eyes didn’t seek me out anymore. Instead, she watched as Luis undressed. She studied his muscles, his toned torso, and his huge thighs. But she watched especially closely when he exposed his best piece.

      I had already seen it on the toilet. However, not in this condition. It was even bigger and had a more fearsome girth. Could this really work?

      At least Luis didn’t seem to worry about it. He crawled onto the bed with my wife. They exchanged more kisses. Luis kneaded her breast and finally sucked on her nipples. With one hand, he rubbed over her panties.

      Katie was letting out a soft moan. There was no denying her arousal. She wanted him.

      Luis freed her from her panties and buried his lips between her legs. With that, he made my wife cry in lust.

      I expected that there would be at least a blowjob. At least a try. I wasn’t sure if my wife could handle his cock. Instead, we got ready for the main act right away.

      Luis spit into his hands and wet his cock. He had worked my wife’s slit extensively beforehand. Katie spread her thighs invitingly. Luis put his cock at her opening and let a small piece slide into my wife.

      Katie responded immediately with an “oh”. For minutes he worked his way forward. Deeper and deeper he penetrated my wife with his thick cock.

      That was too much for me. Even if it was just from the outside. My hand started to play with my cock. For all my excitement, I couldn’t yet masturbate openly in front of them. Even though my lust urged me to do so.

      A hand waved in front of my face, startling me. Lynn was standing right next to me. She was grinning at me.

      “Stand up, please,” she asked me. I automatically followed her request. Lynn squatted down, and I watched motionless as she unzipped my pants. She pulled my pants down along with my underwear. My penis was released to freedom. “Nice,” she commented.

      Luis started to fuck my wife in a slow rhythm. But the development had not escaped her notice. She watched as Lynn pushed me back down into the chair.

      “May I,” she asked toward my wife. To this, she made masturbatory motions with her hand. Katie wasn’t capable of more than a nod. That was enough for Lynn and her hand closed tightly around my penis. She enclosed it almost completely from the root to the tip. Only the head was still peeking out.

      Lynn squeezed tightly. That had something exciting, even if not extremely stimulating. To feel a complete stranger’s hand on me was thrilling enough. Even though my wife was present, there was something very forbidden about it. I was almost nervous and kept looking at my wife.

      But she wasn’t bothered by it. Watched rather interested. Primarily, however, she was busy with Luis. He was now thrusting into her with long and deep thrusts. Without me noticing it, he had penetrated even further into my wife. His cock now disappeared completely inside her.

      If I had masturbated myself, I would certainly have brought myself to orgasm very quick. I would have just started wildly. I wouldn’t have been able to hold back. Lynn, on the other hand, only allowed me agonizingly slow up and down movements. She brought me incredible pleasure - but combined it with almost as much desperation.

      I looked at her pleadingly. “Patience,” she whispered to me. “Don’t you want to come with your wife at least once?”

      It took me a moment to interpret her words. Then I gave her a dirty look. Lynn was having the time of her life.

      Luis changed positions. They continued traditionally in the missionary position. The standard position during most of our marital sex. Luis fucked Katie hard. In addition, he kissed my wife and devoured her nipples.

      We were forgotten again. Katie was gone for good. From my new oral sex knowledge, I already suspected that it would now quickly go to orgasm for her. For the first time, she would be allowed to experience this through a hard cock.

      So it does work, I realized with a mixture of disappointment and anticipation.

      Then it was time. Katie arched her back and lost all control over herself. Her cries let us know what great pleasure she felt at that moment.

      And she wasn’t alone. I wasn’t loud - but Lynn had mercy with me. A few short and quick movements were enough to make me cum to the cries of my wife. Even I could not stop a grunt. That had never happened to me before.

      Exhausted, we all sank back. But I had little time to recover. Lynn tapped me on the back. I should be quiet, get up and follow her. I pulled up my pants and followed her outside.

      She let me pass and closed the door to the bedroom behind us. Would she lead me into one of the rooms now? Maybe this evening wasn’t as one-sided as I expected.

      My brief hope for my own adventure wasn’t fulfilled. Instead, she led me downstairs. All was quiet there. Even from the sports room came no sound.

      On the terrace, she stopped me. Like a drone, I had allowed myself to be steered here. My head was still trying to process what had happened. I had allowed my wife to have sex with another man. You could even say that I had pushed her into it. At least, it never would have happened without my actions.

      “It’s time to sleep,” Lynn announced.

      “But ...”

      “Don’t worry. Katie is in excellent hands. You’ll see her again in the morning. I’m sure she’ll have plenty to tell you then.”

      I stumbled back into the vacation home of our friends. On the bed, I could still see our prints. There I had knelt at the beginning of the evening and spoiled my wife with my tongue. It gave me a little relief that I had at least a way to bring her to orgasm.
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      It occasionally happened that I didn’t spend a night at my wife’s side. I was often away on business and stayed in hotels a few times a year. This didn’t usually disturb my sleep. But this night was different. The empty side of the bed next to me didn’t let me rest.

      In my head, they were doing it like animals. My wife tried to give Luis a blowjob for the first time. I had to masturbate again to get at least a little pressure out of me. After that, exhaustion finally caught up with me.

      At 8 o’clock I startled up from sleep. My first look was toward the window. It had woken me up with a bang. Maybe a bird had flown against it. At least nothing was happening there now.

      Before I could think about it further, my head flew to the side of the bed next to me. It was empty. My Katie had not returned to me that night. That felt very painful.

      I showered and then puttered around the house indecisively. More and more often I hung in front of the window and looked out onto the street. At some point, it became too much for me. I couldn’t wait any longer.

      The way was short, but I walked slowly to the other side of the street. I was nervous about what I would discover. But I didn’t get as far as into the house. Lynn and Lotte were sitting on the terrace. They immediately beckoned me to join them. I looked uncertainly at the open patio door. “Come here,” Lotte urged me.

      The two women were wearing only bathrobes. I could see that, because they didn’t close them properly. Through a gap, the view of their breasts was unobstructed.

      Lynn poured me coffee. To do this, she stood up briefly, letting me see her pubic area as well. This made me a happy man. At least for a short moment. Of course, my penis reacted accordingly. Still, I kept glancing at the house. What was taking so long?

      “Don’t worry,” Lotte let me know. “They had a long night and need their sleep.”

      “Long and loud,” Lynn added. “Or maybe they’re already at their early morning exercises?”

      However, their night had gone. I guessed a comparison to our fifteen-minute sex was a stupid and very humiliating idea. A noise startled me. There they were at last - Katie and Luis. My wife was also wearing just a bathrobe.

      She greeted me sheepishly and kissed me on the cheek. I was at a loss of words. Given how many people were listening, I didn’t want to question her directly either.

      “How was the night?”, Lynn once again offensively took over the conversation. “Did I promise you too much?”

      You could literally see my wife blush. She couldn’t get out more than a “good.”

      “Don’t worry,” Lynn elaborated. “Your husband had his fun, too. Especially in finally letting you experience actual sex. It’s not like he didn’t give it his best shot. But, of course, you can only use what you got. What was it like to see your wife like that?”

      Now it was my turn to lower my gaze in embarrassment. I couldn’t bring myself to utter more than an “interesting” either.

      “Don’t worry,” Lynn continued again. She seemed to be the spokeswoman. Luis just watched the spectacle with amusement and put an arm around my wife. “You have your qualities, too. Katie told me you discovered the exquisite qualities of your tongue?”

      Silence. Lynn grinned. I didn’t know where to look. Briefly, my wife and I looked at each other's face.

      “We like to share here everything,” Lynn didn’t let up. “Do you mind if I give your husband a try-out?”

      My wife glanced at Lynn. Her head turned briefly toward me. Again, her uncertainty was evident.

      “If he doesn’t mind,” finally passed her lips. All eyes turned to me.

      “How about it? Do you want to go inside with me? Just for a couple of minutes?”

      Who would have to think twice about this offer? Why should I not be entitled to what my wife had already taken plenty of during the night? Only too gladly, I would have had sex with Lynn. Nevertheless, I was unsure. Silent and motionless, I remained seated.

      Lynn stood up and came over to me. She bent down to me and purred a “come” into my ear. She reached for my hand. I stood up but didn’t lose sight of my wife. She gave me an approving nod. I needed that to get moving.

      I followed Lynn upstairs and into one of the guest rooms. We weren’t alone, however. Lotte had followed us.

      “Undress and get on the bed,” Lynn ordered me. Her tone was almost imperious. She watched me as I complied. Naked and with my cock sticking out, I lay on the bed. Before my eyes, Lynn let her robe slide to the floor. My eyes were glued to her body.

      She joined me on the bed, and I tried to reach for her. “Don’t move,” came particularly gruffly from her. Immediately, I took my hands back. If she wanted to do all the work, I wouldn’t complain about it.

      She stroked me with her right hand. My penis was enjoying every touch and hoping for more.

      “Let’s see how good you are with your tongue. Katie was thrilled about your new talent.”

      Before I could react, she had already swung herself on top of me. Her slit hung just inches above me.

      “Come on,” she urged me, rubbing her hairless pubic once across my face.

      This wasn’t how I had imagined this. Regardless, my tongue pushed out and licked around her slit. In the last few days, I had discovered oral sex for myself. If she wanted to start with it, that didn’t bother me.

      Lynn had particularly fleshy lips. She wasn’t sparing with her juices either.

      “Guess what,” she announced to me. “It wasn’t long ago, and where your tongue is now, a hard long cock has had his fun. Isn’t that wonderful?”

      There was indeed something arousing about the thought.

      “And he’s cum deep inside me. I may have showered this morning, but you might still find some of his cum there. Mixed with my juices. Hmmm ... yummy.”

      My stomach did a little flip. There was something very humiliating about the thought. However, the hand playing with my penis made me feel pleasure at this humiliation. I didn’t stop licking Lynn.

      “Will you see if Tessa is ready?”

      “Will do.”

      Why did they need the last woman in their trio? I suspected nothing good. But I also expected something pleasurable.

      “Fuck me with your tongue,” Lynn urged me. For now, she wanted her fun. At least her hand was around my cock, too. But just like last night, she was in no hurry to do so.

      “Here we are,” I heard Lotte’s voice.

      “Oh, that looks wonderful,” Lynn gasped. “Lie down next to us, Tessa.”

      Out of the corner of my eye, I watched Tessa. She was naked. Other than that, I spotted nothing noticeable. Then Lynn demanded my full attention again. She pushed her pubic wildly through my face and I couldn’t do much more than stick my tongue out. She shared her orgasm with us.

      At least Lynn had a “thank you” left for my effort. She didn’t need a break. Seamlessly, she descended from me. There was a gleam in her eyes.

      “Between Tessa’s legs with you,” she urged me. She pulled on my cock, leading me in front of Tessa. Lynn was revealing her bossy side more and more. I can’t deny that this wasn’t only off-putting for me. She also sucked me deeper and deeper into this game.

      Tessa had spread her legs wide. For a moment we paused in front of her. Shocked, I looked at her pubic area from above.

      Tessa’s slit was still open a bit. In the middle of it was a large white blob. More of it was around her pubic area and up to the sides of her thighs. Tessa was obviously freshly fucked. Someone had squirted his cum both into her and around her pubic area. And he had had plenty of it to spread around.

      My penis was hard. He would have plunged right into Tessa. The marks of another man would not have bothered him. But Lynn had something completely different in mind. Instead of her guiding my loins between Tessa’s legs, my mouth came dangerously close to hers.

      “Use your tongue,” she murmured in my ear.

      “Lynn ... there’s ...”

      “That’s exactly why you’re needed there. The time has come to earn your horns.”

      Instead of looking at the mess in front of me, I looked at Lynn. She looked at me challengingly. With her hand, she fumbled between my legs and reached for my penis. The stupid idiot welcomed every touch and demanded more.

      “Horns? What does that mean?”, I inquired. It wasn’t the first time I’d heard it. However, I didn’t know it meant.

      “Start your work and you’ll find out.”

      Lynn masturbated my cock tortuously slow. I realized the pace wouldn’t change. At least not until I did what she asked of me. But that was a huge step. I remained frozen. There was no forward or backward for me. My lust demanded more. Deep inside me, there was a desire for more of these new games. But the humiliation involved was great. If I would do this, then the decision was finally made. I could hardly imagine anything more humiliating.

      “Tessa,” Lynn prompted my partner. I glanced up at her. There was something rather friendly to her smile. No comparison to the dominant Lynn.

      I allowed her to grab my head with both hands. On each side, she slid a finger behind my ears. This is how she pushed me forward.

      “Lick around the outside first,” she urged me. “Pick up the sticky cream.”

      I was so close to her that the smell of sex was very intense in my nose.

      I was sure that once I started, I wouldn’t be able to stop. Then my cock decided for me. My lust would no longer allow any rational considerations.

      That was a good reason to seek distance. Instead, I stuck out the tip of my tongue. It tapped the thigh of Tessa. Slowly, I drove along her side. The smear on her soft and warm skin tasted salty. I let my tongue continue and collected more. The fingers of Tessa were still behind my ears. She wasn’t holding me down, though. Steered me perhaps with very light pressure. But the decision was in my hands alone.

      “Good cuckold ... do it for Katie. Lick harder. That feels wonderful for Tessa,” a voice directly in my ear let me know. Tessa was already squirming with pleasure. I glanced to the side at Lynn. She was looking at me triumphantly.

      She had gotten me where she wanted me. It was probably the same for my wife. Lynn and the rest of the troupe had let us fall into their trap.

      Tessa guided my head around her thighs. I continued to lick and slurp up the wet spots. We soon got to where this was no longer enough for her. My lips were right in front of her slit. The grand finale was ahead of me.

      “Chris ... so far you’ve done very well,” Lynn’s voice came directly into my ear again. “You have a wonderful tongue. I look forward to using it a lot myself in the future. Pay close attention so you do it right. Stick your tongue out wide and lick one of her lips. Lick it gently up and clean it off that wonderful tasty juice.”

      Her hand clenched my cock. Briefly, she sped up her masturbation movements. I needed no more motivation. I knew I had lost. I wanted it. My inhibitions were as good as gone. I took in the humiliation.

      I let my tongue run free. I pulled it over the right labia of Tessa. There I felt the slimy mix a lot stronger on my tongue.

      Tessa’s pubic area was slightly red. That had to come from a wild fuck night. At least I had never left my wife like this before. For a moment, I wondered what her pubic area looked like after the night with Luis. No doubt they had done it a few times. How many orgasms did she get?

      Tessa moaned slightly. I switched from one side to the other. Let more and more of her juice disappear into my mouth. I finished my work on the outside. In front of me waited her opening. Compared to the beginning of my work, the accumulation of sperm there had increased significantly.

      “I want to see every drop flow through your throat. Start with the big drop,” Lynn ordered. I didn’t think any longer, I just did it. I picked up the thick and salty drop and swallowed it. “Good boy. Very well done. Did you already acquire a taste for it?”

      “Yes,” came softly from my lips. It was a lie, however. A bit of disgust was still in me. It was only trumped by my insane lust.

      “Then it’s time to put your tongue deep inside Tessa. Put your lips to hers. Get your horns and be a cuckold for good.” Lynn’s voice betrayed how aroused the situation made her.

      With my eyes closed, I stuck my tongue deep inside Tessa.

      Unsurprisingly, it was slimy and creamy. On my tongue, I felt a thick mass. More leftovers from the unknown man. They had taken my wife from me. Had humiliated me to this. With these thoughts, I let my tongue thrash wildly inside Tessa and pressed my face right up against her.

      “Oh, wonderful. You sweet little white boy. You’re going to bring Tessa to an orgasm. Suck on her. Lick her clit. Wear your horns with honor and show what you are capable of. You too can satisfy us women. It just takes the right circumstances.”

      I enclosed Tessa’s slit with my lips. Lust wouldn’t let her lie still any longer. Her body reared up. She moaned loudly. On my tongue, I felt more juices. This time of thin consistency. The result of Tessa’s orgasm.

      In her lust, Tessa had her legs crossed behind my head. Tightly, she pressed me against her slit. For me, this was an incredible feeling. Satisfied, I looked up when her legs loosened again.

      “Thank you,” came still breathlessly from Tessa. “I had high hopes, but you exceeded them. Thank you for letting me be his first.” The last sentence was in Lynn’s direction.

      “Chris ... crawl up a little higher, please. It’s time for your reward.”

      Of course, I wondered what was in store for me. Would I get to fuck Tessa after all? But instead of asking, I simply followed her instruction. No matter how - the key thing was that I got my orgasm.

      I felt how my cock was oiled. It slid around in Lynn’s hands. Then her lips surprised me. I had already given up hope. Expected only to be masturbated. But instead of sucking on my cock, it was my testicles that got to feel her mouth.

      “That feels good?”, Tessa asked me. Her hand searched my cheek. She even gave me a quick kiss on the lips.

      “Oh, god ... yes,” burst out of me.

      “Good cuckolds deserve their rewards. You wore your horns for the first time and gave them all the credit. Do you know why you were such a good cuckold?”, Lynn took the floor again. I could answer only with a moan. “You licked all the cream out of Tessa. A cuckold deserves a reward for that. Enjoy my hand.”

      “Why ... why can’t I ... fuck Tessa,” I brought out with frustration despite all my lust.

      “It’s quite simple. You are too small. Only your wife can be expected to be satisfied with it from time to time. That’s entirely up to her. But what are we supposed to do with it? After all, we already have one of these at home ourselves, and we have to take care of it.”

      With a wild look, I glanced back at Lynn. She was looking at me with a nasty grin. She was still having a lot of fun with this wicked game.

      Tessa turned my head toward her. We looked into each other’s eyes. She gave me a soft kiss on the lips. She let more kisses follow and her tongue came into play as well. “Come,” she urged me. “Come for me.”

      It was happening. My lust had to finally be discharged. My cock pulsated and squirted several times with high pressure.

      “Really wonderful, Chris. You are a natural. No one has ever worn their horns so well the first time. You did a wonderful job of licking Tessa clean and to orgasm.”

      I looked down at Tessa and to the side at Lynn. “I don’t know why I did that, but I don’t think I could do it again.”

      “You can,” Lynn laughed. “And you will. You’re no less aroused by it than we are. It’s a humiliating but painless dominant humiliation. You’ll want to repeat it - don’t worry.”

      I turned around and sat down on the bed next to Tessa. I needed a little rest. “We’ve only been here twice now and you’ve done crazy things to us. I don’t know if we should venture here a third time.”

      “You’ll be back. You both love it. We’re almost through with the wild games, though.”

      “More? I don’t know if I can do that anymore,” I returned doubtfully.

      “We have one more little thing to take care of. Let me just check to see if this penis cage fits.”

      “What the hell!” I exclaimed, scrambling up to the edge of the bed. “What is that?”

      “Just try it out,” Lynn appeared completely unimpressed about my little outburst. “Here, let me just slide it over your little cock. Look, it fits perfectly. What do you think?”

      “Just one more little thing? Seriously?”, I complained about her earlier words.

      Lynn continued to fiddle around. She slid another piece flashing in chrome over my scrotum. Both pieces fit together perfectly. I heard a distinct click. With that, Lynn released my cock. Satisfied, she looked down at her handiwork.

      “As I said, this is a penis cage. Doesn’t it flash beautifully? Made entirely of chrome. It bends downward. So it stays invisible under your clothes. In front of the head is enough space that you can relieve yourself. However, I recommend only doing this while sitting in the future. Here is a small lock. That way you can’t get to your dick and you can’t mess with it without permission.”

      “I can’t take it off?”, I noted, startled.

      “We girls, Tessa, Lotte, me, and of course your wife - all have a key.”

      “But, if I ...”

      “Yes?”

      “If I get an erection?”

      “The basket is eight centimeters long and three and a half centimeters in diameter.”

      “But that’s not enough,” I stated. That was pretty obvious to me. “I’m a little longer and certainly thicker.”

      “But there’s not that much missing. It’s going to be a little tight at first, of course. It’s not supposed to be comfortable. You and your body will get used to it quickly. Try it out for a day. Your wife has a key.”
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      It turned out to be a quiet ride home. I was at a loss for words and my wife slept next to me. She obviously had gotten little sleep that night.

      I tried to concentrate on the traffic. The thing in my pants didn’t make this easy. I don’t know why I hadn’t immediately demanded that they take it off again. Instead, I had lamely dressed and followed them downstairs.

      Now my only hope was that my wife actually had a key. We hadn’t talked about that yet. It was still unclear to me whether she even knew about my new accessory. In my head, I was already playing through what tool I could use to free myself.

      Again and again, my hand wandered between my legs to adjust the unfamiliar prison.

      “Is it tight? Too uncomfortable?” my wife’s voice sounded from the side. She had woken up. So she knew. How much was she in cahoots with Lynn? But above all, one question burned in my mind.

      “Yes ... especially unfamiliar. You have a key, don’t you?”

      “Don’t worry. Lynn handed me one. If it’s no good at all, I’ll free you ... and, of course, if we want to have some fun again. I’m afraid I need a little break, though. Otherwise, I’ll get sore down there.”

      “Wasn’t it good?”, I inquired. Perhaps a little hopefulness resonated.

      “It was wonderful,” my wife shot back. I could literally tell how much she longed for it. She would want to relive it. I could try to put my foot down. How would she decide if I put the future of our marriage in question?

      But I wasn’t ready for that at all. And I wasn’t threatening things I wasn’t ready to execute. I had already accepted that I wouldn’t be the only man in her life anymore. The more crucial question was how far I would allow myself to be humiliated. Or would my lust take over permanently and establish the penis cage and oral sex with that special extra as my new normal?

      “His cock was so ... I love you ... but ...”

      “It’s okay. I understand. In bed, a big cock has its advantages. Finally, you don’t have to fake orgasms anymore.”

      “I’m sorry,” my wife apologized. My resignation hadn’t gone unnoticed by her.

      After all, Lynn had announced to me that no further sexual humiliations awaited me. She even held out the prospect that they would involve me on a regular basis. Which meant that I had physical contact with them all.

      In any case, one thing had already been taken care of. Katie had already agreed with the rest that we would come back the next weekend.

      In the evening, my wife examined my enclosed penis. She had offered to free me. But also clearly stated that she wished me to remain in it for a while longer. Since she wasn’t ready for sex anyway, I had accepted this.

      “Then I guess we now know what drove Patrick and Nina to the Netherlands every weekend,” I commented dryly.

      My wife looked at me for a moment. She needed a moment for her aha moment. “You mean? Those two ... they always seemed so normal.”

      “Compared to us, they were almost adventurers,” I interjected.

      “True ... still. I can hardly understand what happened to us. But that they as well ... I mean ... maybe it’s better that way?”

      “Better?”

      “We have our friends back and someone familiar to talk to. Even if I could do without Nina as competition.”

      “She isn’t better looking than you ...”

      “But no worse either, and she has big boobs ... do you think that Patrick ... does he wear one of those, too?”

      My wife had a hard time with the word penis cage. Caging me wasn’t easy for her. Even if she wanted it. At least for now. That, in turn, gave me a little hope that our relationship, and especially our sex life, wouldn’t go completely off the rails.

      “According to Lynn, every cuckold there wears one of those things,” I replied to her.

      In response, she just mumbled back incomprehensible things.

      On Monday evening she freed from the cage. Katie gave me a wonderful blowjob, including swallowing my cum. Afterward, however, I wandered back into the cage.

      Thursday I was freed again. This time my wife wanted to try something new. Mutual oral sex in the 69 position. This worked surprisingly well, and we both experienced an orgasm.

      At the weekend we went back to the Netherlands. There wasn’t anything left to hide. I didn’t voluntarily address the thing between my legs. Katie enjoyed herself very openly with the other men. They abandoned any restraint and kisses were now also exchanged on the terrace. Of course, they also had sex again and my wife experienced this time not only Luis.

      However, I saw little of this. Lynn put me off on soon. I should give my wife a little time. In return, I was allowed to watch her with Tyrell and then show my gratitude for it with my tongue.

      I did it, and Lynn rewarded me afterward with her hand and brought me to an orgasm as well.

      So we spent two weekends in a row in the Netherlands. It seemed as if we had arrived in this alternative world. We - or rather my wife in particular - took it all in. She loved her time with Luis, Tyrell or Kenneth. This wouldn’t change, but I was sure that after the initial phase it would reduce to a normal level. For now, though, she needed to let off steam.

      Therefore, I also accepted when she announced that we would spend our entire summer vacation there. We canceled the Mediterranean vacation. Instead, we would spend three weeks on the Dutch North Sea coast. She promised me, however, that I wouldn’t miss out. Just in case, I packed a large supply of books.

      Lynn had explained to me that I wouldn’t have to fear any new experiences. But they still had a last big surprise in store for us.
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      We packed our car to the roof. We had never been on vacation for three and a half weeks before. This time it was something very special. The Netherlands was no longer new to us. But the prospect of spending twenty-four days there was a little terrifying. Every day my wife could have fun with one of the men. What would be left for me, and how would this experience affect our marriage in the long run?

      Friday started quite tamely. Once again, everyone met at Luis’ house. Together we celebrated one of his many small parties. The grill was fired up, and a toast was made to our vacation.

      We had gotten to know each other a little better and discovered common topics of conversation. At a late hour, the ladies started to disappear with Luis and Co. Now and then, a Cuckold was called to help.

      I was once again allowed to have fun with Lynn. If you want to call it that. I lay under her and licked her wet slit clean. At least, she returned the favor and had freed me from my cage. She masturbated me and I could also orgasm.

      Afterward, we lay on the bed. Tyrell had disappeared when I had come into the room. They seemed to have no interest in that part of the game. It seemed to come mostly from the women.

      “Sunday is finally the day,” Lynn let me know.

      “For what?”

      “You’ve been practicing a lot now. Sunday you finally get to lick your wife clean.”

      They had denied me that until now. One of the other men got to work on her. I was envious and jealous of that. Even though I was afraid of it. I hadn’t done it in front of my wife yet. I worried how she would think about her husband afterward.

      “We have a little surprise in store for you two as well,” Lynn let me know confidently.

      “Another humiliation? You said it was over,” I complained. I realized, though, that she was talking about both of us. What could she surprise my wife and me with?

      Katie and I spent Sunday together. In the morning, we had breakfast together. Once again, I went out and got us rolls. This had become a tradition.

      After breakfast, we walked to the beach. Katie laid out in the sun in a skimpy bikini. She had changed. She had become more confident about her body. Her new bikini revealed more skin than her old ones.

      “Lynn told me she has a surprise for us tonight. Any idea?” Katie asked me.

      “No - that’s all I know,” I replied. “Hopefully not another mess.”

      “Is that what they are to you? But arousing messes after all? If you don’t want to ... then ...”

      “All right ... difficult ... but yes - arousing too.” I had an ‘unfortunately arousing’ on the tip of my tongue, but I choked the unfortunately.

      “I’ll make sure he gets to have his fun, too,” my wife promised me. Her hand went down over my belly. Just before my swim trunks, she stopped. It was clear what she meant. Immediately, my penis squeezed against the tight confines of its prison. It hurt, but it was a strangely sweet pain. Hope resonated within me.

      In the past, I had regularly given myself relief by masturbating. I had never been a constant masturbator, though. I didn’t have to complain about fewer orgasms. I could even enjoy the hands of other women. I got a lot more blowjobs from my wife and we had quite normal sex, too. Almost like old times, but now I knew how I could bring her to an orgasm.

      Katie lay against my shoulder. We cuddled together and kissed. Our love had not been damaged. My wife was even eager to show me her love as often as possible. She also seemed to have her insecurities.

      I had no desire to see her with Luis. I wanted to have my wife to myself. So I was content with the cold North Sea and preferred it to his heated pool. In between, I read a book, or we walked down the beach a bit and treated ourselves to ice cream.

      Towards the evening we went back to the vacation home of our friends. We showered and changed our clothes. At Luis’ house, they already expected us.

      A lonely Lynn was sitting on the terrace. She waved to us. She stood up. “Here you are at last.”

      “What’s the hurry?”, I inquired.

      “A surprise,” she fluted back. Her excitement was obvious. What was she going to do with us? “Come.”

      We followed her into the house and up the stairs. I had expected to meet Luis or one of the other men here. But we didn’t meet a soul. Lynn led us into Luis’ bedroom. On the bed was a very playful and revealing set of lingerie.

      “Please help your wife slip into that.”

      I helped as best I could. But tried especially not to get in the way. In the end, my wife stood in front of me in a corset and suspenders. Her breasts were exposed.

      “And now you, Chris. Please strip naked.”

      Quickly, I was also undressed. Only the penis cage remained. Of course, I would have liked to take it off as well.

      My wife was lying on the bed. I sat on an armchair next to it. It was strange to wear only the penis cage. If anything, it made me feel even more naked. We heard two voices and footsteps on the stairs. They sounded very German - and familiar. Two heads looked in at us. “Surprise!” burst out of them.

      I looked at them with horror: Nina and Patrick Wagner. Our two best friends. They owned the vacation home we stayed at. They had gotten us into this situation. Now they knew about it, too. But their surprise was limited.

      “I thought you were still in the U.S.,” I burst out. I didn’t have the words for a greeting. Instead, I clenched my legs together. I didn’t want to show them the penis cage. My wife hid her breasts.

      Nina crawled to Katie on the bed and hugged her. She kissed her on the cheek. Patrick sat down next to me. In his hands, he held two bottles of beer. He passed one to me. “Lets enjoy the show.”

      Nina whispered in my wife’s ear. Too quiet to understand her. I allowed myself a big sip from the beer bottle and tried to calm my nerves. This was Lynn’s big surprise. Of course, by now we had guessed that we were sharing this experience with our friends. Our wives were having fun with other men and we were locked up. All the other cuckolds wore a cage, and I assumed it was the same for Patrick.

      There was still whispering on the bed. But they had also become closer. Nina gave my wife another kiss. This time, however, not as a greeting. She pressed her lips on her mouth. Very slowly this game continued and a passionate kiss developed. It was getting tight for my cock. But despite the slight pain, he couldn’t calm down. Now I knew what show Patrick wanted to enjoy with me. I glanced at him and he smiled and raised his beer bottle in greeting.

      Nina didn’t seem to be in a hurry. But for my Katie, it was the first time with a woman. The other ladies here played with each other now and then. They hadn’t yet made any attempts for Katie to join their games. That seemed to change now.

      Katie slowly thawed. Cautiously, she returned the kisses. Her gaze sought me. I nodded at her. After all, we had been through, this was almost relaxing. I leaned back and watched my wife have her first lesbian sex. Only my caged cock bothered me.

      Nina nibbled on my wife. Her earlobes were special zones. Her nipples also got plenty of attention. Her own satisfaction seemed to be secondary for Nina. This foreplay lasted a few minutes. Nina also got rid of some of her clothes. I watched with interest as I could view previously unknown parts of her body for the first time.

      “Aren’t two women together wonderful?”, Patrick murmured to me.

      I couldn’t produce more than a “yes.”

      “You’ve been well-received here? Any problems?” he continued to ask me.

      I turned my head toward him. What was there to answer? “All is well,” came softly through my lips. Of course, I had gone through worries and fears. Had had to process some things and accept new realities. But as so often, my desire was again taking hold of me. With Patrick at my side, it might even be easier now. Finally, I had someone to talk to. There was a relationship of trust between us that I first had to build up with the rest. That took time for me.

      I turned back to the bed. The sex between the two was incredibly tender. Again and again, Nina came up and kissed my wife. She let their two noses circle and whispered in the ears of my wife. This helped Katie visibly. She seemed more relaxed. Katie was happy to be touched by Nina. She demanded little activity of her. Nina even held her back. Katie should be the center of attention. Her first time with a woman should be something special.

      I was sure that soon enough one of the men would join them. Lynn had disappeared, but she was surely just waiting for her next assignment. Maybe it would even be two men. There were, after all, two women to satisfy.

      Katie squirmed under Nina’s touch. For her, the sign to start the next step. She worked her way down to my wife’s pubic area. Katie looked down at her uncertainly. But she said nothing. She just let it happen. It only took a few touches to rob her of her insecurities. Instead, she squirmed again and enjoyed Nina’s lips and especially her tongue. Nina buried her face deep between my wife’s thighs.

      The penis cage was tighter than ever before. I wondered if my cock could burst it. “Don’t worry, soon you will be freed,” Patrick let me know. He seemed to know more than me.

      Katie let us through her moaning know how much she liked the woman between her legs. For me, the look on her face would have been enough by now to guess how fast she was approaching an orgasm. To her displeasure, however, Nina didn’t finish her work. She almost got a nasty look for that. My wife got one last kiss from her, then she swung herself to the edge of the bed.

      “Honey, everything is ready, nice, and wet for you. Have fun,” Nina said.

      “My cue,” Patrick announced to me. He gave me a pat on the shoulder, stood up, and stepped to the bed.

      “Katie, will you give me a hand?” asked Nina of my wife. They undid Patrick’s belt and pulled down his zipper. They dropped his pants to the floor. Patrick took a step to the side and kicked them away. While the ladies were busy with his pants, he had his shirt unbuttoned. He showed us his well-toned upper body.

      “Each one side,” came the command from Nina again. Together they pulled down Patrick’s underpants.

      I only got to see his buttocks. But I thought I could clearly hear my wife inhale. Was his penis locked in an even smaller cage?

      Nina turned her husband a bit to the side. In doing so, she also knocked my breathing out of rhythm. Into my view swung a stiff and long cock. No penis cage far and wide.

      I watched as Nina guided my wife’s hands to Patrick's big cock. She reached around him and grasped it. Her gaze led up to Patrick.

      “Kiss him,” Nina urged her. She meant his cock. Soon Patrick’s penis squeezed between my wife’s lips. With that, Nina’s work seemed to be done. She got up and sat down next to me. “Hello,” she greeted me and laughed with satisfaction.

      Automatically, a “hello” escaped my lips as well. I was still busy trying to understand what had just happened here. My best buddy - Patrick Wagner - wasn’t a cuckold. He wasn’t wearing a penis cage. At his size, there would probably be little choice either. Who would want to voluntarily cage such a giant?

      The path of Patrick and my wife led back to the middle of the bed. My best friend would fuck my wife. This realization slowly seeped into me. Should I take action? But she had already taken his cock in her mouth. What else was there to do?

      Nina put her hand on my knee and smiled at me. Around her neck, she wore a chain. With one hand, she waved it around. At the end of the chain, I discovered a key. “In a moment, I will free you. We all should have our fair share of fun.”

      That sounded tempting. But for now, I still had to wait. I could only watch as my friend kissed my wife.

      Katie seemed to give little thought to the development. In contrast to me, however, she was also free to act out.

      Nina let herself slide onto the floor in front of me. She played around with the key. That got her my full attention. I almost begged her to use it. She had mercy on me and finally freed me.

      Immediately my cock stood up. Finally, it was back in freedom. Nina reached for it. “Nice,” she commented on the sight and kissed him. She even let her tongue play around my glans once, almost making me moan.

      That was as far as it went, though. Our eyes turned back to the bed. Nina only gripped my cock. Protected him from my own hands.

      On the bed, they kissed each other in the missionary position. All Patrick had to do was thrust his pelvis downward and, with the appropriate aiming luck, he could have sunk his cock into my wife.

      “Come on,” Nina urged me. “Time to take a closer look.”

      We got up and walked to the edge of the bed. There we sat down next to each other. Katie looked at us out of the corner of her eye. Patrick eased away from her lips. He straightened up a bit. One hand played at my wife’s pubic area. His head turned toward me, however.

      “Can I fuck your wife?” he asked, looking straight into my eyes.

      I turned my gaze to my wife. The question seemed rather unnecessary. He could have just taken what he wanted. Was this meant as a humiliation? Or did he want to be sure I was involved as well? Agreed with what was happening? I had no doubts about my answer. I didn’t even need a second to think it through.

      “No,” I pronounced loud and clear.

      That left everyone speechless. My wife reached for my hand. However, she didn’t look at me. She accepted this decision but was obviously not happy about it.

      “No,” I repeated myself. “Fucking isn’t enough for my wife. If you want her, then you have to fuck her properly. From the front, from behind, from everywhere. Until she is hoarse from screams of pleasure. I could fuck her myself. If you want my wife, then you have to offer her more.”

      Again, everyone was speechless. “Man, you and your jokes. You got as bad this time,” was the first thing that burst out of Patrick. But that was all the attention he had for me. My wife moved back into his focus. He applied his cock to my wife’s slit. “Then I will fuck you properly,” he announced with amusement.

      He began cautiously. But then quickly noticed that my wife had no problems with his size. It didn’t take long, and the two were engrossed in their fuck. I was forgotten again. Nina was still giving me some of her attention. Her hand had found its way back to my cock. Agonizingly slowly, she masturbated me.

      “Look at it,” she whispered in my ear. “Is he fucking your wife good with his big cock? Oh ... listen to your Katie. She likes it.”

      We watched the two of them. I was captivated by the sight. It had been quite something to see Luis with my wife. His black skin was an interesting contrast to my wife. Now it wasn’t the skin color, but the fact that it was a long-time friend. That made this fuck excruciatingly arousing.

      “Honey,” Nina spoke up again. This time, however, in her husband’s direction. “I know you’re desperate to please women. But this time it’s not your job. It’s time to come.”

      As if he could flip a switch, Patrick put his foot down once again and just three minutes later he orgasmed. It was pretty clear that he had come into my wife. He then turned to the side and lay exhausted next to my wife.

      “Your cue,” Nina prompted me. “I’ve heard good things about your tongue. Show us what you’ve got. You’ll get a special reward from me for that, too.”

      Since the first time with Tessa, I had licked the other women a few times. They used me to clean them after having sex with one of the men. Only Katie had not yet experienced me doing it. That gave this moment a special explosiveness. But she knew about it. I didn’t have to hide it. Besides, she was still waiting for her orgasm. It was special to me when I could lead her there.

      I knelt between my wife’s legs and grabbed her thighs. My head hovered above her lap. Carefully, I pushed my tongue out. Of course, some humiliation swashed through me. I did something incredible in front of my wife and our best friends. But my lust drove me on. Nina ensured by her hand on my penis that I didn’t lose my momentum.

      Soon all fear was forgotten. My wife moaned without inhibitions and I buried my face in her. I still experienced one surprise. The hand of Nina disappeared. She pushed my legs apart and squeezed under me from behind. For the first time in my life, the lips of another woman embraced my cock and took it all in. It was an incredible feeling. I can’t deny that.

      Under the watchful eye of Patrick, my wife and I came almost simultaneously. It was the prelude to a long night. Soon the other members of our little wicked group joined in.
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      So we fell into the trap of our best friends. They made as into Hotwife and Cuckold. Were we angry with them for that? No. Our lives were enriched by new excitement. We didn’t know beforehand that we had been missing it. But now we couldn’t get away from it.

      Even though I now wore the penis cage most of the time, my wife didn’t let me miss out. We still had sex regularly. If you count my other duties, I even had significantly more sex. I wasn’t only the licking clean man for the women, but they also regularly provided me with orgasms. Here, especially Nina stood out. From her, I got even additional blowjobs. On my birthday, I was even allowed to fuck her. It was a short pleasure in the presence of my wife - nevertheless, it was something special.

      Patrick and Nina sold us their vacation home. Now it was us who drove from Germany to the Dutch North Sea coast almost every weekend. Our friends bought a bigger house only a few hundred meters away from us. Patrick took the next step in his career and now worked in the Dutch corporate headquarters.

      That was their reason to finally invite us to the Netherlands. It was an attempt to make us a full part of their lives again. Of course, in doing so, they risked losing us forever. But Lynn, Luis, and the rest had been well prepared for us. We couldn’t deny that we had been easy victims for them.

      Perhaps that says all there is to know about us.
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        * * *

      

      Subscribe to my newsletter and don’t miss my next book release.
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      Thank you! I hope you enjoyed this book.

      Amazon reviews are of course always appreciated and help me tremendously. Feel free to let me know what you think of this book by email.

      Subscribe to my newsletter, to stay informed about my next book release.

      

      
        
        AutorDavidSilver@gmail.com

        Follow me on Twitter
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