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It had taken me some time to think it through. Weeks of back and forth. Now I had informed Sandra of my decision. We should remain members of the Cucky Club. The decision scared me. I wasn’t sure what this would mean for us and our marriage. I imagined all the worst-case scenarios. Could Sandra leave me for one of these bulls? Fall in love with him? I had a lot to offer to my wife, but in bed, I couldn’t compete with them.

A storm of new experiences had hit me in the last few months. It drew us deeper and deeper into this new world. The desire for this new game had sucked us into a completely different world. So far that I couldn’t say no to it anymore. I didn’t want to take it away from Sandra. But I didn’t want to give it up either.

For Victoria Paulsen, Sandra and I were certainly easy prey. Sometimes I acted coy. Tried to reason with myself. In the end, however, lust prevailed over reason. I didn’t really trust Victoria. I suspected she had her fingers even deeper in the game than I could discern. Nevertheless, I couldn’t resist her offers.

Sandra did much easier compared to me. Of course, she had also more to gain from a membership. For her, there was a lot of sex with well-hung men. These convinced the wives not only with their long cocks but also knew exactly how to please a woman.

Sandra did all she could to make it clear to me that her love for me was much more important than future visits to the Cucky Club. But I was sure that she would miss it. We seemed to have reached a point where going back was becoming increasingly difficult.

I don’t even want to exclude myself from that. Knowing that my wife was pleasuring herself with other men, provided me with increasingly greater lust. My night in Munich was unforgettable. Victoria had kept me informed about the wild night my wife had.

Our path had led us to a crossing one more time. We had already experienced a lot of things as cuckold and hotwife. But one special moment was still to come. Perhaps the ultimate experience for every cuckold. I hadn’t yet become a spectator. Hadn’t been allowed to see my wife getting fucked by another man.

It was probably my desire for this experience, which made my decision to stay members of the Cucky Club in the end indispensable. I simply had to have to experience it. I could no longer do without it.

After I had made my decision, things suddenly developed quickly. Sandra withdrew into our bedroom. She instructed me to give her a ten-minute head start.

Spellbound, I looked again and again at the clock. Punctually, I went up the stairs. Instead of just entering our bedroom, I knocked and was invited in by Sandra.

When I saw Sandra, my breath was taken away. My wife presented herself to me. She was wearing the white sexy lingerie from the lingerie show at the Cucky Bar.

“Honey, we both know what this white lingerie is for. It’s for our first time together. The first time when you’ll be there. I want that very much. It would be something very special to me, a very intimate experience that I would love to share with you. But in the end, it’s your decision alone.” Sandra stopped for a moment and then she looked me in the eye. “I have a simple question for you. Should I keep this pretty white corsage on or should I change it?”

Wow, went through my head. Now she wants it all.

“Keep it on or take it off?” Sandra repeated the choices to me again.

Was this it? The final nail into the coffin. I had walked up the stairs excitedly, expecting a sexy evening. This topped it all. My cock acknowledged this with an expectant twitch. I had just accepted our membership and already Sandra wanted to go one step further. She wanted me to watch her getting fucked by another man. Shakily and stuttering, I spoke.

“I ... aahn ... I ... keep ... on ... keep it on.”


CHAPTER 2
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Sandra threw on a candid dress and thus took away my view of the spectacular lingerie. Black stilettos completed her outfit.

Just a few minutes later, we sat in our car and drove towards the club. Sandra called our neighbor Lydia and asked her to take care of our offspring.

Of all the potential candidates, it had to be Lydia Berger, whom we had observed being fucked by two bulls the night before. Who I had already seen in the club as a voyeur. They were also members there. It was only a matter of time before they would find out about our membership. That would be extremely embarrassing, even though they would be just as affected by it.

I intentionally parked our car out of sight. I didn’t want to out myself to the entire neighborhood by pure stupidity. Presumably, I would be considered a visitor of prostitutes. That was probably still the prevailing assessment of the ongoings at the Cucky Club.

For a moment, we remained sitting next to each other in the car. We both needed a moment before we could tackle the next step of our adventure. Sandra made the first move and leaned over to me. She kissed me.

With a “thank you” she interrupted her kiss. But then she continued. Sandra pushed a hand into my crotch and got a feel of my hard cock. My cock betrayed me once more. For quite some time now, he was pushing against his tight prison. Now Sandra excited me even more.

It certainly wouldn’t have taken much, and I would have exploded. But Sandra broke off the kiss and her hand disappeared from my body.

“Come on,” she urged me. “Off to adventure land.”

I saw a slight nervousness on Sandra’s face. But her anticipation and desire were clearly in the foreground. It was different for me. I was on a roller coaster ride of emotions. My cock was pulsating with lust. He was looking forward to what was coming. At the same time, I was afraid and worried about the upcoming experience.

But it was too late to turn back. I wouldn’t have been able to muster the strength to do so anyway. Despite all the fear, my desire drove me forward. In a strange way, my fear even made my lust soar to new heights. My feelings were going crazy.

Taking Sandra’s hand, I let her lead me to the entrance. We rang the bell and Victoria, of all people, opened the door for us. Maybe Sandra had informed her about us coming to the club.

Victoria was in a good mood and showed us a big grin. She hugged Sandra and gave me a pat on the shoulder.

“I’m happy for you guys,” she announced loudly.

We followed Victoria into the hall. A small party was taking place here. I counted about thirty people. Not bad for a Monday.

“Why don’t you choose someone?” Victoria asked in my wife’s direction. “You can take your time. Peter and I will make ourselves comfortable here until you have made your choice.”

And so my Sandra disappeared to the other side while Victoria and I settled down on a sofa.

For minutes, we didn’t exchange a word. I even forgot that she was sitting right next to me. My spellbound gaze followed my wife. Which bull would she choose for our first experience together?

I had expected that it would be just minutes. But Sandra took her time. She greeted gentlemen and ladies and held lively conversations.

When she was talking to a woman, she suddenly pointed a finger at me. She even waved briefly and her conversation partner eyed me and then laughed at Sandra in a friendly manner.

I could have sunk into the ground. Instead, I sat there as if someone had nailed me to the sofa.

“Your Sandra is taking her time, but as we all know, anticipation is the best joy,” Victoria finally spoke up. I glanced at her briefly and then turned my gaze back to what was happening at the bar.

Sandra and the woman were talking to three men. All were well-built and visibly interested in them. Would she choose one of them?

“Who do you think she’ll choose for your first time?” mused Victoria next to me, echoing my own thoughts to the letter. “Who would you choose?”

I glanced at Victoria once more but remained silent. Surely she wouldn’t expect an answer? But she didn’t let up.

“Come on. Of all the men you’ve had the pleasure of meeting at the Cucky Club so far. Who would be your choice?”

I still remained silent. I didn’t want to give an answer to that.

“It doesn’t have to be someone who is present,” Victoria continued to tease me. “Think about it and make your decision. Who should it be?”

Even though I remained silent, the mind games in me had begun. I imagined the three men my wife was talking to having fun with her. Which of them would Sandra like? So far, she was distributing her attention evenly.

“If you don’t like the three of them, who else can it be? Hugo? Rüdiger? Pedro?”

When she mentioned Pedro’s name, I involuntarily had to think back to my time in Munich. I had listened to audio files of my wife having fun with him at the Cucky Club. But the highlight had been my first brief glimpse of my wife with another man. Victoria had sent me a photo showing Pedro’s cock inside my wife.

“Oh,” I suddenly groaned in shock. Victoria had grabbed my crotch and squeezed my cock.

“I just wanted to know if you were having fun,” she justified her move. “You are so quiet.”

“Sandra will pick someone,” I spoke up, slightly annoyed.

“Of course, she will. But while she is doing that, we two can have a friendly conversation. So, who would be your choice? Who would you like to watch take your wife? Thrust deep inside her and bring her utter satisfaction?”

With her words, Victoria propelled me further. I hoped Sandra would make her choice soon.

“Pedro?” I half questioningly let my answer be known. With that answer, at least I should get peace of mind from this question. I had listened to the audio files repeatedly, and the photo had also become a permanent fixture in my masturbation sessions.

“Good choice,” Victoria admitted. “Pedro is a really magnificent bull. You’ll have your fun with him.”

Victoria stood up. I looked after her, aghast. She walked straight up to Sandra. They exchanged a few words and I could see my wife’s eyes widen briefly. Then she clapped her hands together and gave me a big smile. Then she left the hall. Alone.

Victoria, meanwhile, came back to me. I had already stood up and was puzzled over what I had just observed. What was going on here?

“Good news,” Victoria announced. “Sandra is delighted with your choice and is already on her way to Pedro.”

“What?” I shrieked. Once again, I felt like Victoria’s plaything. With full intent, she had let me choose my wife’s bull. The man I would watch her having sex with.

I wanted to talk back to Victoria. But what could I have accomplished with that? Possibly she would even have had fun with it. I was much more worried about what my wife would think of me. What kind of man chooses the cock which will fuck his wife? It felt particularly humiliating.

Any of this didn’t bother my own arousal. I felt my cock in my tight pants. He wanted to finally escape his prison.

“Well, come on,” Victoria urged me. “Otherwise, Sandra and Pedro will be through with their act by the time we get there.”

They couldn’t be that quick. But I was thirsting for more now. I wanted to be there. Watch them.

Victoria led me up the stairs. We stopped in front of one of the many doors.

“A few last instructions. You are not to disturb Sandra and Pedro. Keep your hands off your cock. You’ll get permission to lay hands on it soon enough. Once you come, the evening is over for you. We don’t want to overwhelm you the first time. Please leave the room and make your way home. Don’t worry, we’ll make sure your Sandra gets home safely. Everything understood?”

I had imagined this experience to be a little different. However, I was in no position to negotiate. My only goal was to finally be allowed to enter the room.

“Understood,” I replied in a low voice.

“Good, have fun.”

Victoria opened the door. Immediately, Pedro and Sandra fell into my field of vision. They were already lying on the bed and kissing. It was an unfamiliar sight. It could see them letting their tongues play with each other.

My wife was kissing another man!

I was rooted to the spot. Only when Victoria pushed me forward, I started moving again. She motioned me to take a seat in an armchair. She herself settled down on the wide armrest of the armchair and leaned against me.

Sandra and Pedro must have heard us. But at first, they paid no attention to us. Only when I sat down, I noticed how Sandra threw a few furtive glances in my direction. She gave me a brief smile. There was also a little uncertainty to be seen in it. Of course, this was also a new situation for her.

Before my eyes, Pedro undressed my wife. As if they had only been waiting for my arrival. Quickly, her breasts came to light. Pedro massaged them powerfully. His mouth was devoted to her nipples. Sucked, licked, and even bit lightly. Sandra moaned several times.

Only with great effort I could keep still. The urge to grab my crotch was high. And be it only to massage my penis through the pants. But I kept to Victoria’s instructions. I didn’t want to risk ending this game prematurely. I wanted to go through with it.

For several minutes, Pedro devoted himself to my wife’s breasts. In between, they kissed briefly.

“You have wonderful breasts.”

“Your nipples are perfect.”

Pedro turned out to be a little charmer. Sandra was happy to hear these compliments, and I knew for a fact that every one of them was true.

My wife’s bull got rid of his shirt. As suspected, he had an extremely muscular body. It’s a wonder that women didn’t faint in droves at the sight of his muscles. His dark body was covered with large tattoos on the chest, back, and upper arms. From a purely visual standpoint, he looked like the perfect bad boy.

Sandra took another quick look at me and then pushed herself down the bed. Slowly and clearly audible, she opened his zipper. With Pedro’s help, she pushed his pants down and freed him of them.

But I had no eyes for that. My eyes fell on his underpants. His best piece was already visible. At the top, his head peeked out and wanted to escape into freedom.

Quickly, Sandra freed him from his underpants as well. His cock swung into freedom and protruded into the air.

For the first time, I saw his cock in its full glory. I had already gotten to see it in the photo Victoria had sent me, but most of it had been inside my wife. Now I could admire its full length.

He was long but also equipped with a good girth. I could only turn green with envy at the sight.

“Just a bit short of eight inches,” Victoria whispered in my ear. That was almost twice as long as I could offer my wife.

What was I doing? How could I ever satisfy her with my cock again? These kinds of cocks would destroy her for me.

My heart literally slipped into my boots. I would have loved to back out. But it was too late for that. Sandra had already been allowed to experience this new world for weeks by now. How would she ever be able to do without it again?

For a brief moment, my desire had crept away. Fear had pushed itself to the fore. But that changed again in one fell swoop when I observed how my Sandra wrapped her hands around his cock. Slowly, she jerked him a few times.

Her head lowered down. I was expecting a blowjob, but Sandra only pushed out her tongue and played around his penis head. Circularly, she let her sweet woman’s tongue play around him.

Finally, she wanted more, and she took him into her mouth. Slowly Pedro’s cock pushed its way into my Sandra. Her lips closed around him and she began to suck.

The blowjob dragged on with plenty of variety. In between, Sandra licked again and again from the root to the tip of his cock.

She couldn’t take the whole eight inches. Only a bit more than half of him. Maybe five inches.

Pedro was enjoying it anyway. Occasionally, his hands took hold of Sandra’s head, but mostly he just let her do her thing. He was less restrained in his choice of words, however.

“Nice and deep, my horny mouse. You can do a little more. Come on. Yes! Very good. Don’t worry, eventually, you’ll get it all in your little mouth. I’ll make sure you get enough practice.”

If those weren’t dazzling prospects? Sandra seemed to like it. She couldn’t speak thanks to her stuffed mouth, but a grunt sounded like approval. At least that was my interpretation. It was also noticeable that Pedro was now becoming bossier with her. He took charge of the proceedings and assumed the dominant role.

For questions about whether we were still on the right track, I had little need in the meantime. I lived out my own lust. My penis was aching with excitement. I could feel how sensitive it had become.

As if by itself, one of my hands pushed into my crotch and pressed briefly. Immediately, an exciting shiver ran through my body.

“If you can’t control yourself, there’s the door,” Victoria murmured to me firmly. She grabbed my hand and removed it from my crotch.

For a moment, my eyes left the spectacle before me, and I turned my head to Victoria. She looked at me resolutely and gave me a brief smile to go with it.

“Don’t worry, you’ll get your fun soon enough.”

The blowjob had come to an end. Pedro had pulled Sandra up to him and was stripping her of the last of her clothes.

“My horny beauty?” he commented while reaching down to her pubic area. His hand was lightly glistening with moisture. Sandra nodded bashfully.

Her lover threw her on the bed and bent over her. First, there were kisses again. Slowly, he worked his way down her body, landing purposefully between her thighs. Calmly, he devoted his tongue and fingers to her pussy. Fucked her with his middle finger. Sandra acknowledged this with a mixture of whooping and moaning.

“When his spear pushes into her, you can unwrap your cock and do what you so much crave to do,” Victoria whispered in my ear.

Victoria’s slightly cryptic words were easy to interpret. When the fucking began before my eyes, I could finally masturbate. As embarrassing and humiliating as this might seem. I eagerly awaited this moment. Not only did I need an outlet for my arousal. Equally, I wanted to finally watch my wife in this ultimate act. As hot as the preliminary banter had been, it was certainly no match for what was to come.

Pedro did me the favor and didn’t linger. Slowly, he pushed his way back up Sandra’s body. His cock pushed through my wife’s vulva. I could see how she was trembling from this alone.

Once again, they kissed, then Pedro let go of her and straightened up. His arms embraced Sandra’s knee bends and lifted her slightly. Free-handed, he placed his best piece against my wife’s opening. One blink later, his penis head was inside her.

My eyes were fixed on the spectacle. Pedro took his time. That was certainly necessary. Slowly, he pushed himself deeper into Sandra.

I wondered if she could take Pedro all the way inside her. It took a few minutes, but to my surprise, he could do it quite smoothly.

With slow movements, the fuck finally began.

“What are you waiting for?” Victoria purred in my ear.

I had watched the spectacle before my eyes so spellbound that I hadn’t realized that with this happening, I was finally allowed to get my satisfaction.

I glanced at Victoria and then at Sandra. It was a new height of embarrassment to pull down my pants here before their eyes and lay hands on myself. But what choice did I have?

I surrendered to my fate and unzipped my pants. Then lifted my butt a little and pushed my pants together with my underpants down to my feet.

At least my cock enjoyed the newfound freedom. The first drops of pleasure were visible on my penis.

Most men are supposed to masturbate with their right hand. I prefer to use my left hand. My hand gripped my cock. That was almost enough to make it disappear completely from glans to root in my hand.

Carefully, I began with slow up-and-down movements. I immediately realized how aroused I was. Caution was in order. I didn’t want to come prematurely.

While my hand started its new activity, Sandra and Pedro were busy with themselves. Sandra threw a few brief glances in my direction. But she focussed more and more on her lover.

Her lust had increased substantially. This was especially noticeable in the fact that she steadily discarded her restraint and let us hear her loud moans.

Pedro had a much easier time. He concentrated wholly on his partner. Again and again, he sank his cock deep into my wife. He varied his pace skillfully. So neither he nor my wife came to a quick orgasm.

Which didn’t make it easier for me. With all my pent-up lust and the urge for my immediate satisfaction. But I didn’t want to be the stupid idiot cuckold who came first while just watching his wife being taken by another man. I wanted to prove a little more steadfastness. And of course, I also wanted to watch them fucking till the end.

Once again, I had to admire Pedro’s skill. He sped up his pace. Pushed with fast thrusts into my wife and let her come first. I had never been able to offer my wife this kind of satisfaction.

In these moments, I seemed to be completely forgotten. My wife let out wild cries of pleasure. Not once she looked in my direction.

I wasn’t far behind her. My hand flew up and down. I felt myself getting close to an orgasm.

In front of my eyes, there was a quick change of position. After a few kisses, they continued doggy style. Rhythmically, Pedro clapped against Sandra’s butt.

That was when it became too much for me. I tried to hold back, but it was hopeless. My cum splashed into the air and landed on my penis and hand.

For a brief moment, I closed my eyes and slumped back in the chair. When I looked back toward the bed, I looked directly into my wife’s eyes.

She must have been watching my orgasm. She gave me a smile. I felt embarrassed. I was glad when our gazes parted again.

“Clean yourself,” Victoria ordered from the side, holding out a handkerchief to me. I took it and cleaned myself as best I could.

“Time to go,” she prompted me next. As previously announced, I had to after my orgasm.

I was a mess, and my lust was gone. I quickly pulled my pants back up and let Victoria lead me toward the door. From there, I took a last look at Sandra and Pedro.

They were busy with themselves again. I was forgotten. Sandra was on her way to a second orgasm, and Pedro was slapping her butt faster and faster. When Victoria closed the door, I got to hear a scream from him that sounded suspiciously like an orgasm scream.

In my imagination, he was squirting just now his juice deep into my wife. A strange thought to me.

Am I now a pervert? How can someone let other men fuck his wife? How can somebody get pleasure from that? What has become of us? What has become of me? What kind of person am I?

I had neither answers nor solutions. Instead, I let Victoria lead me wordlessly to my car. Surely, my thoughts were also influenced by my temporarily satisfied lust.

“You’ll probably want to get off at home. After all, this was a special experience for you today. I would advise against it. From experience, your wife should be all over you by tomorrow morning at the latest. Wouldn’t it be a shame if you couldn’t perform then?”

With these words, Victoria said her goodbyes. I was tired and just wanted to go to bed. I couldn’t imagine that I would really want to do more.

As I pulled into our driveway, I was startled to notice that there was a light on in the living room. It took me a moment to realize that it had to be our neighbor. Lydia Berger was looking after our children while we had fun at the club.

Nervously, I looked around the car. How could I possibly explain to her that I had come home without my wife?

Before I could develop a plan, the front door was already opening. I forced myself out of the car. Briefly, Lydia greeted me and explained that the children had caused no problems. Before we could exchange further words, she had already said goodbye and was on her way home.

No question about the missing Sandra? I wondered. But of course, I was glad to have escaped an explanation.

I dragged myself upstairs to our bedroom. After a short visit to the bathroom, I threw myself exhausted into bed.

I looked back at the events of the evening. In my mind, I saw Pedro thrust deep into my Sandra again and again. What a sight.

Inevitably, something had to stir in my underpants. My cock demanded a second release. Only with great effort, I could restrain from this desire. Besides Victoria’s words, my great tiredness also helped to keep my hands away. I plunged into a deep sleep.


CHAPTER 3
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After a few hours of sleep, I woke up. Sandra was lying next to me. She must have sneaked into our bedroom at some point. I relieved myself in the bathroom and then lay awake in bed. I watched the sunrise through the window.

Once again, I was preoccupied with our new sex life. Over the last few months, I had become a cuckold. I had to admit that to myself. I had ample opportunities to stop it. But my will was weak, my desire too big.

Strange. I couldn’t explain to myself where this lust came from. How could it give me arousal to let my wife fuck other men? Even if I wasn’t allowed to be there, it gave me pleasure.

Willingly, we had let ourselves be introduced into this new world. We had been easy victims. Yesterday, Victoria had quite obviously deceived me and let me choose the bull for my wife. I didn’t know if Sandra had been privy to the plan, but Victoria had certainly had her fun with it.

That raised some questions. I hadn’t been completely blind. I had already noticed how Victoria had introduced us to this world. But was there perhaps more to it than that? Were we the prey in her spider web? What would come next? Did she have more in store for us, or was this now our new life?

There were a lot of unanswered questions about Victoria’s motives. But I saw no way to leave this world again. Even with Sandra now getting some of her sexual satisfaction at the club, our sex life at home had improved significantly, too. We had it more often, and it had become more vivid. There seemed to be only winners.

I groaned slightly and stirred.

“Uh.”

Slowly, I woke up. The sun was illuminating our room. I must have fallen asleep once again.

Sandra was squatting between my legs and was the cause of my arousal. Her tongue played around my penis.

“Good morning,” she greeted me gleefully. Following that, she went straight to a blowjob. Only with difficulty did I get out my own morning greeting.

I was literally in seventh heaven. I wouldn’t mind getting woken up this way more often.

After a few minutes, her lips left my penis. Instead, Sandra settled down on me and began a very slow ride on me.

Fast enough to keep my arousal high and slow enough not to let me jump over the edge.

I put my hands on my wife’s thighs and watched her breasts bounce.

“Wasn’t last night wonderful?” Sandra spoke up.

“It was good,” I brought out, groaning briefly. What else could I have answered? My feelings were rather ambivalent, but just like the night before, lust was driving me at this moment.

“I love you,” Sandra said.

“I love you too, my darling.”

“Pedro took me really hard yesterday.”

This hard subject turn caught me cold.

“He has a nice, long cock.”

Sandra sped her riding up.

“He can fuck me so deep.”

I gave a brief moan.

“It’s just wonderful to feel a cock so deep inside. To be filled out like that.”

Sandra increased her pace once again.

“You made a good choice.”

“Was it nice to watch? Did it make my cuckold horny?”

“Oh god. Yesssss,” I screamed out and squirted into my wife.

Exhausted, I remained lying on the spot. Sandra gave me another quick kiss and then disappeared into the bathroom.

For us, the normal daily routine began. The children had to go to school, and we had our work. However, I wasn’t very productive that day. Again and again, I had to think back to the previous night.

I was also preoccupied with my wife’s words. She had opened up a lot. I had never heard dirty words from her before. Now she had even confessed to me how much fun our new sex life was for her. That she had thanked me for my choice of bull concerned me. Could she still respect me? That wasn’t how a man handled himself, was it?

In the evening, we sat together in front of the television. Sandra snuggled up to me.

“Last night was nice?” she addressed the previous day during a commercial break.

“Yes,” I returned in monosyllables.

“How was it for you?”

“Difficult?”

“Uh-huh?”

“It was hard ... but also awesome. It takes some time to get used to seeing you with other men like that.”

“Victoria says that’s normal for you cuckolds.”

“Maybe.”

“You don’t have to be there, though.”

The question of whether we wanted to be members at all seemed to have been answered beyond any doubt. Now it seemed to be rather a discussion of the specifics.

“Would my Cucky like to be part of it again? See his hotwife get taken by another big dick?”

With these frivolous words, Sandra once again reached between my legs.

“Seems like it to me,” she answered herself as she felt my erect cock.

“It has its interesting sides.”

“I understand very well what I get out of it. But what do you get out of it?” she asked me.

While saying these words, Sandra unzipped my pants and pulled them down a bit. My underpants right along with them.

“What do you get out of it?” she repeated her question while jerking me off.

“I don’t know. It’s hard to describe.”

“Try.”

Sandra’s mouth joined her hand. She began a slow blowjob.

“It’s kind of arousing. It shouldn’t be, but it is. But at the same time, it’s humiliating. Maybe that’s why it’s so interesting. You don’t conform to the rules of society for a change.”

“Humiliating? Why that?”

“My wife is fucking another man and having a blast doing it. Fucks him because he has more to offer between the legs than I do. And to top it all off, it excites me, too. If that’s not humiliating?”

“And yet you chose for us to do it?”

“Sometimes I think it was a mistake, but then the lust overwhelms me again. And ... well ... I can understand that sometimes you need a little more.”

“So we’re sticking with it?”

“Yes,” I answered quietly.

“Thank you,” came back just as quietly from Sandra. “I would accept it if you had wanted it differently. You ... we are too important to me. But for now, I’m enjoying this new experience. It’s quite something else to be taken hard by a big strong cock. It’s different than between us.”

“I’m too small.”

“What? No, that’s not what I meant to say. We have our fun in bed. It’s just ... it’s hard and uninhibited sex at the club. I can give myself to the bull completely. Just let him take me hard. It’s very unlike our sex. We have something very different. I don’t even want that kind of sex from you. I like it how it is. You give me something the bulls can’t. Love and tenderness, among other things.”

“Hmm.”

“Skeptical?”

“No. Beautiful words. Thank you. I just wish I could give you all of that myself.”

“If it weren’t for you, I think it would be half the fun,” Sandra admitted.

“In what way?”

“I ... hmm. What should I say? Okay, I’ll just put it bluntly. I enjoy torturing you a little too much. That aren’t the right words ... I enjoy driving up your lust for me by having sex with other men. Maybe it’s my fault you feel humiliated? Maybe I should be more careful?”

I remained silent for a moment. Sandra continued to jerk my cock and looked at me expectantly.

“No, that’s unnecessary. Somehow, I guess it’s part of the game. When you talk about the hard cocks, it’s kind of humiliating. It hits me right in the middle of my manhood, but ...”

“Yeah?” Sandra urged me to continue talking.

“But it drives my lust to new highs, too.”

“I guess that’s how it is with you cuckolds. Victoria thinks I shouldn’t be so squeamish about it. I’d be doing you a favor.”

“Victoria,” I laughed shortly. “She’s having her fun with us, isn’t she?”

“You think so?”

“Yesterday she badgered me until I chose Pedro for you.”

“It was a good choice.”

“I don’t trust her.”

“I don’t think she means us any harm. Sure, she has her fingers everywhere, but we can still make our own choices.”

“And she knows very well how to guide us to the right decisions. The ones she wants us to make.”

“I have a confession to make. Please don’t be angry.”

“What?” I asked.

“The day before yesterday was no accident.”

“The day before yesterday? You mean yesterday?”

“Um. Well, that may have been the result of what I did.”

“Out with it.”

“It wasn’t a coincidence that we got to watch our neighbors.”

“What, of course, it was ... you? No.”

“Yes, I was. Victoria let me in on our neighbors being club members, too. She also suggested that we watch them sometime. Victoria then made the arrangements with Lydia and Helmut. And I made sure we went jogging on time.”

“Then Lydia and Peter know that we ...”

“Yes.”

“Oh, God!”

“Embarrassing? Humiliating? Our neighbors know that Peter Neumann lets his wife fuck strangers. How does my little cuckold feel about that?”

In one fell swoop, Sandra had switched gears. To her words, she jerked me off much faster. I tried to control myself, but this only made my explosion bigger and my moans louder.

Sandra put her mouth over the tip of my cock at the last moment so I was allowed to cum inside her.

“Apparently you like it,” she took over the answer for me afterward.


CHAPTER 4
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For a few days, peace returned to us. I awaited Sandra’s next visit to the Cucky Club. However, there seemed to be no hurry.

I watched our neighbors with great interest. I had known for some time that they were members of the club. But now I had learned that they knew about us, too.

We were not direct neighbors. There was a sizeable gap between our houses. So I only saw them when I drove past their house. On Wednesday, they were standing in the garden. They greeted me as always. What did they think of me?

On Thursday, my wife came home with surprising news. She had met Lydia Berger while she was out shopping. Our neighbor had invited us to a barbecue on Saturday.

I stared at my wife, totally shocked. You would think it would be no big deal. After all, they were nothing different from us - a cuckold and hotwife couple. Still, it seemed extremely embarrassing to face them. People I had known for a long time and for whom I had been a loving husband until now.

“They know about us?”, I inquired, just to be sure.

“Yes.”

“Then I guess we’ll have to go through with it.”

“It’s not that bad. We now have two good acquaintances who already know this world far better than us. They might be of help to us.”

“I know. It’s just so ...”

“Humiliating?”

“Yes.”

“But you like that, don’t you?” came back slightly smugly, and her hand once again sought out my crotch.

My penis welcomed the attention. It got grabbed a lot these days. Sandra and I moved into our bedroom for the next half hour.

Our sex life was adjusting. Especially Sandra was going through some changes. She was much more demanding with me and knew what she wanted. Oral sex seemed to become the standard repertoire of our sex life now. Whether it was a blowjob on her part or me bringing my tongue to good use between her legs. Sandra also became more talkative in bed. There had never been dirty talk with us before.

In short, I really couldn’t claim to not profit from her club visits. The opposite was clearly the case.

Saturday afternoon, we set out on foot to visit our neighbors. It was a family barbecue with kids. Therefore, I was hoping to get around talking about the Cucky Club.

We brought a potato salad, and the Bergers had bought plenty. Quickly, the grill was fired up. This was still men’s work. With a beer in hand, Helmut and I stood at the grill. The children were constantly around us.

It took me a few minutes, but I slowly got used to the situation. Our neighbors didn’t let on. It became a happy hour with lots of meat, some salad, and a second beer.

The kids played in the garden first. Then Paul was eager to show off his new bike and together with Tom, he ran to our house. Julia followed them. We had forbidden her to take her smartphone with her, and apparently, she couldn’t do without it for long.

So suddenly just us four adults were sitting around the table. We lost our protection against unwanted topics. I was on my third beer by now and didn’t notice this new situation at first. I was talking to Helmut about the Bundesliga. We wondered if it would be another boring season with a Bayern championship.

Slowly, I noticed how Lydia and my wife were talking animatedly. They laughed out loud now and then. They were acting like two gossips.

I shifted my attention from Helmut to our wives for a moment. I wanted to hear what they were talking about.

We were sitting a few meters apart, and they weren’t talking loudly. Besides, music was playing in the background. I could understand little that made sense. But the words that reached my ears made me cringe inside.

“Big ... pack ... cock ... horny ... not so often ... long ... cucky ... nice and long.”

The words that came to me made it quite clear in which direction their conversation had shifted.

While I had been trying to listen to our wives, Helmut had also fallen silent. I turned back to him and noticed his gaze on me. It was a look of understanding.

“Women,” he let out humorously. “They always have just one thing on their mind.”

I looked at him, open-mouthed. The spell was broken.

Our wives made considerably less effort to be quiet. I could understand more of their conversation. Lydia told my wife of her experiences at the club and how they had gotten into this world. In return, my wife was also surprisingly open. To my shame, I could hear how she told her about me watching for the first time on Monday.

Again and again, there was laughter and giggles.

“He likes to lick ... he has a big one ... have to let him have it again ... I think it’s been two weeks.”

“Helmut!?” his wife suddenly exclaimed. “When was the last time you fucked me?”

“The week before last.”

“Ah, I was right.”

And with that, they were back to whispering. I allowed myself a sideways glance at Helmut. He seemed to have less luck than me in his cuckold relationship. Two weeks without sex seemed unthinkable between Sandra and me.

“You live and suffer,” Helmut commented. My look had been a tad too obvious.

Fortunately, our and their son on bicycles drove up at that moment and saved me from further conversation. I was still glad that the spell between us was broken.

Later that evening, I lay in bed next to my wife. Once again, the mood was sexually charged. Especially Sandra still wanted to have some fun.

She pushed my head between her legs. She wanted me to let my tongue play there once more. That had been a rarity in the past. But slowly I got used to it and certainly became better at it. In return, I enjoyed more frequent blowjobs from my wife. I had good reasons to make an effort and bring her some satisfaction.

“It’s hard to believe that Lydia hasn’t let Helmut touch her for two weeks,” Sandra said between moans. Her hand caressed my hair.

I looked up at her. “One has to feel sorry for him. I hope for his sake that he gets a turn tonight.”

“Oh, I doubt that. Lydia wanted to go to the club.”

“Then I’m glad I’m not Helmut,” I admitted and drove my tongue back deep into her pussy.

“Well, if you didn’t masturbate so often ... maybe we’d have even more fun times.”

She might be right about that. But even though we were having sex regularly by now, I still needed my extra relaxation time on a regular basis. That hadn’t changed with our club membership and our more frequent sex. My hand had probably even more work to do. But Sandra didn’t have to know that.

“Helmut isn’t allowed to masturbate,” my wife continued. This earned her a questioning look from me. But my tongue didn’t cease its play, on her increasingly moist slit.

“He needs Lydia’s permission first,” she announced next, laughing. “As I said, maybe you should hold back a little, too. Isn’t it nicer to cum inside me than into a tissue? And now that I like to swallow …”

Maybe the one or the other sip of wine spoke there to me. But Sandra showed herself once again unusually open. She mentioned another positive change the club had brought into our sex life. She suddenly no longer had an aversion to sperm. Previously, she had been reluctant to let me cum in her mouth and swallowing was out of the question.

“Well, not that I have high hopes that you might suddenly be a little more abstinent. Certainly not now that you’ve seen me with another man. That’s now one more fantasy for your masturbation sessions.”

Sandra found her words funny, but there was certainly a lot of truth in them. I loved her and I would do a lot of things for her. But the urge to get some relief could simply become too great. So often these days I found myself with a hard-on. I had almost become a bit of a sex addict. Strange how my wife fucking other men changed me.

I was still active between her legs. Made an effort to satisfy her. I had never considered myself a selfish lover. But in recent weeks, I had increasingly found joy in giving my wife pleasure. Be it with her big dildo Blacky or with my tongue. The latter had become my best tool to put her in a state of ecstasy.

By now, her growing excitement was easy to spot. She lost control of her moans.

“Lydia and Helmut are full members of the club. They’ve been with them for several years. Maybe someday we’ll be full members too? Then I can drop in at any time and have a little fun.”

Sandra laughed in satisfaction at “a little fun.” At the club, you only had big fun.

That was the end of our conversation. Sandra now gave herself fully to my tongue. I had left her no other choice. My tongue and slips were slurping at her clit.

More than ever, my wife let herself go. Another sign of her sexuality becoming more open.

After her orgasm, I came up to her, and we kissed.

“I needed that,” she confessed to me.

“As you so often do these days,” I said with a laugh.

“As if it’s any different with you,” came shooting back and Sandra grasped my stiff member. I cooed contentedly.

“I’m not Helmut,” I interjected.

“He’ll get his shot today, too.”

“He is?”

“Yes, according to Lydia. It was supposed to be a surprise.”

“He can tell me what he wants. But if he hasn’t had a hand on it himself for two weeks, he should think about going to the doctor.”

“My horny cuckold wouldn’t do that for his hot wife?”

“I’m still a man,” I threw back. “If he wants to, he wants to.”

To that, I pointed to my best piece.

“A little abstinence really wouldn’t hurt you. You’d have more energy for me.”

“I’ll show you how much energy I have.”

With these words, I took the reins and threw Sandra onto the bed. A moment later, I was already between her legs, slowly pushing myself into her.

Sandra seemed extremely pleased with this development. Her grinning look was pretty clear on that.

“Take me. Take your wife,” cleared up any last doubts about her lust.

I was full of arousal. Like mad, I plunged into her again and again. Sandra crossed her legs behind me and pressed me even closer. In record time, I squirted my cum into her.

“That was fast,” my wife summed up. But she didn’t seem to be bothered by it.


CHAPTER 5
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For the moment, our lives were back to normal. At least what represented our new normal. This included Sandra’s visit to the Cucky Club on Monday. This time, however, without me.

A busy week followed. I had a lot of work on my plate. Many companies had noticed that the Christmas season was creeping closer and closer and started thinking about marketing plans reasonably early.

The week flew by fast. Of course, I always took a little time between my masturbation sessions. I also had fun with Sandra on some nights.

The next Monday arrived and once again Sandra made her way alone to the Cucky Club.

It hadn’t been easy to watch her with another man. But now there seemed to be radio silence, and I began to miss this sight. In my mind, I played the spectator role over and over again.

Too gladly I would have addressed Sandra on it. But I couldn’t bring myself to do so. The admission of wanting to see her with another man again was too big for me.

Instead, Sandra told me both times in many details how the bull had taken her hard. How his big thick cock had pushed deep into her and had squirted his juice inside her. She really didn’t leave out any detail.

“Does that make my Cucky horny?” she asked during one of those storytelling sessions. At the same time, she caressed my stiff cock gently and carefully with just one finger. At hearing her words my penis immediately pulsated and made a small jump.

“Do you like it when I tell you how I fuck other men?”

“Yes,” I answered with a groan. In my tension and excitement, I would have agreed to just about any question.

“Would you like to be there a second time?”

“Oh, God. Please. Yes,” it burst out of me. This desire had been building up inside me.

Sandra laughed briefly and let my penis disappear deep into her mouth. After a few seconds, my sperm gushed out, and I watched as Sandra swallowed it without a second thought.

“I guess I better plan our next adventure at the club then,” Sandra announced a few minutes later with a wink.

Even though I was satisfied at that moment, there was also a little bit of anticipation in me for my next visit to the club.

I had expected to accompany her to the club as early as next Monday. But Sandra went to the club alone for the third week in a row. Instead, she came home afterward with news.

“Hello, my favorite cuckold. Good news. We’re both going to the Cucky Club on Wednesday.”

“Uh-huh?”

“I talked to Victoria about our second time. She immediately offered to be the organizer.”

“We need an organizer?”, I replied with a queasy feeling. My trust in Victoria was limited. She surely had another surprise in store for us. So far, perhaps, I could not complain too much about the outcome of these surprises. At first, however, they were rarely an easy challenge.

“Why not? Victoria knows best how this game works. What a cuckold needs and hotwife’s love.”

“Sometimes I hardly recognize you anymore,” I admitted with a laugh, but with a little inner turmoil, too.

“Why?”

“You’ve become so sexual. So open.”

Sandra took my cock in her hand and massaged it briefly.

“I get a lot of fucking these days - and it’s not always my husband. I guess you have to become a little more open with that kind of lifestyle,” she said with a laugh. “We’ve opened a door into a new world, and there seems to be always something new to discover. You don’t know which way to turn.”

“And what new thing will Victoria present to us this time?”

“I don’t know. She didn’t want to give it away. But she was very confident that you’d particularly enjoy it.”

Now that didn’t necessarily make me more confident. But it aroused my curiosity. Just like Sandra, I found myself increasingly under the spell of the Cucky Club. Unlike my wife, however, I couldn’t talk about it openly. I was easily embarrassed by it all.

“Maybe try to go without an orgasm until Wednesday? I’m sure you’ll need the full power of your manhood, then.”

With these words, her hand let go of my penis, leaving me unsatisfied. A moment later, the light was off and we were lying peacefully next to each other in bed.

I would have loved to jump up and do it myself in the bathroom. But that would have meant accepting my defeat. I had to remain abstinent. At least until I had some alone time.


CHAPTER 6
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On Wednesday, we got ready together. I watched as Sandra shaved between her legs. Her anticipation was noticeable.

For myself, I wouldn’t call it anticipation. It was more sexual tension. Although at least one of my limbs was certainly looking forward to the evening with great anticipation.

Punctually, we set out for the club. Lydia Berger would look after our kids. She wished us lots of fun with a twinkle in her eye.

Just a minute later I parked our car in the parking lot of the Cucky Club. This time, I got only a short kiss from Sandra. Robert Paulsen opened the door to the club.

After a short greeting, he informed my wife that Victoria was waiting for her in the winter garden. I was to follow Robert. He led me to the Cucky Bar. I had been there only once before. At the lingerie show, when I bought my wife the white lingerie. She had worn them during my first and only time as a spectator.

We were not alone. There were another ten cuckolds in the bar with us. Robert organized a beer for us. I looked around meanwhile. A Champions League game was running on a big TV.

What does a group of Cuckolds talk about? Soccer. As if we were sitting in an ordinary bar.

I held back and mainly pricked up my ears. I overheard the conversation between two other cuckolds.

They were talking quite frankly about who their wife would be having fun with that evening. Discussed which bull would completely exhaust her and sent her satisfied back home.

The conversations felt highly surreal to me. How could one speak so openly about such a sensitive and private topic?

Here and there, I also got involved in the discussions. In the end, however, I was glad when Robert said it was time to leave the bar.

“Strange to listen in on the conversations?” he asked me with a sly smile.

“Yeah.”

“You get used to it. At some point, you might be ready for it yourself and get rid of the shyness. But everyone’s different that way. Some need the talk and others prefer to squirm in silent shame. We are all different. Except, perhaps, for our great commonality.”

“Which is?”

“We let our wives fuck big dicks,” he returned, laughing out loud. I guess I had that coming. It hadn’t been my smartest question. Perhaps understandable, too. At the club, a lot of my blood often gathered in just one part of my body.

Robert led us up the stairs to the second floor. Briefly, I glanced at the door we had stepped through last time. Where I watched Sandra with Pedro. The first time I had seen her with another man. It was already a few weeks ago, but in my mind’s eye, I could still see it, almost like a movie.

But this time we stopped one door earlier. A small room opened. Victoria was already sitting on a sofa.

“Hello Peter, sit down with me,” she greeted me joyfully. “Robert, will you please open the curtain, then you can go back to the bar and watch your game.”

I sat down next to Victoria as instructed. Robert, meanwhile, was tampering with a curtain. Behind it was a window. It offered a view of the neighboring room.

I looked at three people. On the bed lay a naked man. Next to him sat a naked woman on the edge of the bed. However, she had her back to the man and was talking to a woman sitting on an armchair - my wife.

Irritated, I glanced at Victoria. She smiled at me.

“Don’t worry. They can’t see us,” she explained to me. Since no one on the other side responded to us, this was probably true. I suspected there was a mirror on the other side like you see in police movies.

Inwardly, however, I was already one step further. The wildest thoughts shot through my head. What new thing would Victoria Paulsen bring to our life this time? As so often lately, this prospect frightened and excited me at the same time.

To be honest, I had, at the sight before me, already very specific ideas. More precisely, a great hope. I wouldn’t protest against seeing my wife with another woman. Whether now as here with a man as a threesome or only as a duo.

Victoria once had granted me this sight as a voyeur, even if she knew nothing about it. This was a little secret for me alone.

I had never talked to Sandra about this possibility. I had no idea how she might feel about it. But by now, I guess I had to believe just about anything was possible.

“I guess we won’t keep you in suspense any longer,” Victoria let slip. Briefly, she bent to the left and flipped a switch. Immediately, I heard my wife’s voice. Not only could we watch the action, but we would be allowed to listen in as well.

“I don’t know. Doesn’t that hurt?” my wife asked.

How could you get hurt having lesbian sex? I wondered.

“It does a little at first. You’re practically a virgin. But it gets better each time. You just have to be well prepared. Work your way up till you can take his size.”

My head was full of questions. It didn’t sound like fun between the two women. But I was at a loss what it was all about and looked over at Victoria again. She only had a big grin for me.

“I don’t know, Jutta?” Sandra said uncertainly. At least she gave the unknown beauty a name.

I love my wife more than anything and as much fun as I let her have with other men, I would certainly never cheat on her. Nevertheless, I couldn’t help but enjoy the sight of other women. Jutta had large breasts my eyes had to goggle at. Even as a stupid man, I had a strong suspicion that she had some work done on them.

“Preparation is everything. Today you get the beginner’s course from me for free. Sit back and have fun. And if it makes you horny, you have two healthy hands.”

At her last words, Jutta had to grin. She was obviously enjoying her role.

“Now we finally get to you.”

With these words, she turned to the man. Actually, she turned to his cock. It was only semi-stiff, but its potential was already visible.

Without further ado, Jutta embraced him and let him disappear into her mouth. His cock quickly grew to a stately size.

I was clueless about what was going on, but it was enough to get me a hard-on. Had my wife now also been degraded to a spectator?

Before our eyes, Jutta sucked on the cock. In between, she threw Sandra a laugh. Then sat up and began a short wild ride on him.

I would have liked to open my pants and put my own hand to good use. But I wouldn’t do that In front of Victoria. Stoically, I watched while my head was going crazy.

Jutta finished the short fuck and crawled up to the headboard. There, she opened the nightstand drawer and took out a tube.

“A little lubrication is never wrong,” she explained in my wife’s direction. “I could do without it by now, though.”

At her next action, a light finally dawned on me. She squeezed a little gel from the tube onto her fingers. She then spread her ass cheeks with one hand while the other sought her butt hole. Here she smeared the gel.

Anal sex!?, screamed through my head. She showed my wife how to ... ?

Automatically, my head went briefly to Victoria. She smiled at me again but didn’t remain silent.

“What do you think? I wonder if your Sandra will like it?”

I was anything but sure about that. At least, I couldn’t imagine it. But what did I know these days what kind of sexual acts my wife was into? She had already done a lot I wouldn’t have thought possible in my wildest dreams a year ago? Everything seemed to have become possible.

However, she had denied my few meek inquiries unequivocally and made it clear that she couldn’t imagine having anal sex. Ever!

“I don’t know,” I admitted.

“Her decision alone. But we can help it along a bit and show her how much fun it can be,” Victoria said. Helping along was something they did a lot around here.

Jutta was still busy with her butt hole. Lubricated it and inserted one and then a second finger. She even let a third finger follow.

“A little pre-stretching is never a bad idea.”

Once again, she picked up the tube. This time, however, she let the gel drip directly onto the bull’s cock.

“You should also lubricate your partner well, especially at the beginning.”

With these words, she spread the lubricant on the penis, jerking it briefly.

“When it comes to positions, there are many options. Just like regular sex. A lot of bulls like to take you hard from behind. But they also know very well that you have to start slow in the beginning. There’s nothing to be afraid of. If you’d rather stay in control, start with being on top.”

Jutta followed these words with action and got into position. From my point of view, I could follow in great detail how she positioned his cock at her butt hole. Carefully, she allowed only the head to enter at first.

“Start just with the head. Don’t overstretch it right away. Get used to the intruder. The important thing is to relax your butt hole. Otherwise, it can become unnecessarily painful.”

Slowly, Jutta let the penis slide deeper inside her. It didn’t take long, and he was completely inside her.

“What can I say? I love it in the butt. Can’t get enough of it. The training is paying off. By now it’s become a piece of cake.”

Jutta started moving again and slowly rode the cock. I silently enjoyed the sight. My eyes had become glued to it. Even for my wife, I had no eyes. Instead of a video, I could finally watch this sight live from close range.

But this sight was not permanent. Jutta and her partner turned on the bed so that my wife got the best view of the action.

“Does that make you horny?” asked Jutta toward my wife.

I knew Sandra well enough, and her insecurity was clear to see. But her hard nipples were also unmistakable through the thin fabric of her dress. Whatever it looked like inside her, the experience excited her.

On the bed, it was time for another change of position. Jutta let the bull take her from behind. This took away most of my remaining view. Instead, I got to see their faces. At least I got to hear her partner rhythmically slapping against Jutta’s butt - pushing deep into her again and again.

“Hey!” suddenly sounded from Victoria. “Hands off.”

My hand had taken on a life of its own and moved to my crotch. It wanted to massage my penis so I got at least a little relief. I guess it wasn’t part of Victoria’s plans for me. Bashfully, my hand retreated and my gaze remained fixed straight ahead.

I watched Sandra massaging her bosom with one hand while she bit her lips. I wasn’t the only one overpowered by his lust. But Sandra was allowed to help herself out.

Jutta was also busy with herself. Faster and faster, she let herself be fucked in the butt and even cheered her bull on verbally.

Finally, I got to see more once again. Again she rode her partner. This time, however, the other way around with her facing the bull. I got to watch her face and see his cock sliding into her. She seemed to know no restraint. Gave free rein to her feelings.

Besides the anal stimulation, her Bull let a hand play on her clit. He was obviously very close to orgasm himself. A groan indicated that he came inside Jutta. She stopped her ride and let herself be fingered to her own climax.

Exhausted, the two remained lying next to each other. After a short recovery break, their bull said goodbye and left the room.

“Well, what do you think? Worth trying?” asked a curious Jutta.

“I don’t know? Maybe?”

“I knew I piqued your interest,” Jutta immediately addressed the small admission of interest. “Just try it out and make your own judgment. There are enough tools available, and before you let a bull get at it, you can practice at home with your own Cucky.”

She had a big grin on her face at the last words.

“Well, wouldn’t that be something? Cucky?” Victoria whispered into my ear.

I was aroused from head to toe. This would indeed be something.

“I have a present for you,” Jutta announced, pulling out a package. “Everything you need to get started. A good lube and some butt plugs in different sizes.”

“Butt plugs?”

“To prepare your bottom,” Jutta explained, holding one of the butt plugs in her hand. I had already seen a few specimens on the Internet. This was a fairly small one. “If you want, we can try it out right now.”

“Well, I don’t know.”

“Come on,” Jutta whined, making the butt plug sway back and forth.

“Here?” Sandra looked around.

“Yes.”

Jutta grabbed Sandra’s arms and pulled her up from the chair. A moment later she found herself on the bed, her dress pushed up and her thong pushed aside.

“Would you like to lube yourself up, or would you like me to do it?”

“I do it myself,” came back quickly.

Jutta let a little lube drip onto my wife’s fingers. She slowly and uncertainly went about her work.

“Lubricate a little around your rosette first. Yes, just like that. And now carefully penetrate with your index finger. Relax your rosette. That’s important. Very nice. Let it slide in just a little.”

Not much more and my pants would have burst open. Well, maybe with a slightly bigger cock, but it was getting damn tight in there. I got to see my wife insert her index finger into her butt and then slowly fuck herself. This was incredible to me and just further proof of how radically the Cucky Club had changed us. I could hardly believe what I was about to see.

“Maybe a second finger?” suggested Jutta and Sandra carefully followed this request.

“Doesn’t hurt that much, does it?”

“A little?”

“Don’t worry, the best is yet to come. Today you’ll have to make do with the little one here, but once you get to feel a real, warm cock. You will start to love it.”

Jutta, meanwhile, spread the lube liberally over the butt plug.

“Would you like to give it a try?” she asked Sandra, holding out the prepared toy to her.

My wife accepted it and studied the plug.

“Just insert it slowly. When you reach the biggest girth, you’ll feel it suddenly slip in. That’s something I can’t get enough of.”

Sandra positioned the butt plug and let the tip penetrate her.

“Relax,” Jutta admonished. Slowly, Sandra pushed further and the butt plug disappeared deeper and deeper inside her.

“Uh,” she acknowledged the moment when the announced largest girth disappeared inside her and the rest flowed in. Out peeked only a circular bump.

“Perfect,” Jutta commented, clapping the flat of her hand once on the bump. My wife acknowledged this with another squeal.

While Sandra obviously didn’t quite know what to make of it, Jutta was already busy making her presentable. Quickly, her thong was back in place and her dress hid the sight of the butt plug.

“What, I can’t?” Sandra whined as she was pushed towards the door.

“Why not? I like to go shopping like that,” Jutta said and laughed.

My wife didn’t seem to be capable of any further refutations.

What remained was an empty room and Victoria and I in the small auditorium. I still had to process what I had seen. Admittedly, this time there had been no shock or major difficulties for me. Apart from the fact that I probably had blue balls by now, I had enjoyed the spectacle through and through.

“So,” Victoria said. “Time we’re getting to you and your new task.”

“New task?”

“Jutta already explained it,” returned a joyful Victoria. “Who has the right cock to prepare his wife’s bottom for a bull? A cuckold.”

That was a little humiliating, but at the same time, an interesting prospect. I still wasn’t sure about my wife’s approval, though.

“Sandra is already waiting for you downstairs. I’m sure she’s in a hurry to get home. There she can get rid of that new object that is filling up her ass. Maybe you can earn bonus points and she’ll let you fuck her first and takes it out afterward?”

With that, we made our way downstairs. Sandra was standing at the bar drinking a glass of wine. Victoria told me to go to the car alone while she talked to her for a minute.

I had to wait fifteen minutes, then Sandra strode unsteadily along the path and looked at me, visibly embarrassed. In her hand, she held a plastic bag.

Wordlessly, we sat down in the car and I drove us the short distance back home. Quickly, our neighbor was relieved of her babysitting job. We went directly into our bedroom.

Sandra sat down on the bed with stressed caution and stared briefly at the floor. Then she directed her gaze at me.

“You were watching?” she asked me uncertainly. Obviously, Victoria had enlightened her about it in the end. I answered her question in the affirmative.

“Then ... then you know what ... is ... in my butt?”

I also answered this question with a simple and cautious “yes”.

My answer was visibly uncomfortable for Sandra. I, on the other hand, liked the role reversal. For a change, it wasn’t me who had to squirm.

Quite the opposite - I was excited and wanted to get my turn. And that, as Victoria had recommended before Sandra could free herself from the butt plug. This had a wickedness that felt very appealing to me.

With this goal in mind, I kneeled in front of my wife and kissed her. It took a little while to distract Sandra from her thoughts, but then her arousal was back. After all, she had also had to watch Jutta up close. And while she had been allowed to do it, unlike me, she hadn’t helped herself to an orgasm.

Quickly, our tongues were involved in a fight and my hand sought her breasts. Through the thin fabric of her dress, I kneaded them and felt her nipples harden.

“Honey,” a visibly aroused Sandra brought out. “Just give me a minute in the bathroom and I’ll be ready for you.”

“No,” I demanded. I caught a nasty look from Sandra for that. She knew exactly why I didn’t want to let her into the bathroom. The butt plug had to stay in.

But with that, her last resistance was broken. I quickly freed her from her dress. Her thong followed.

My tongue had a few licks at her cunt. I wanted to increase her arousal a little more to be sure that she wouldn’t change her mind.

A moan signaled to me that I had reached my goal. Time to take a closer look at the butt plug.

Directly in front of my eyes, the circular bump looked out of her butt hole. I couldn’t help but touch it.

“Honey?” an uncertain Sandra spoke up again. But I didn’t let that stop me. I briefly pressed on the butt plug, then pulled it a tiny bit, only to push it back in afterward.

This little game seemed to please my wife. The minimal movement allowed her to feel the butt plug a little more intensely. Let her feel that there was something that didn’t belong there.

While I continued this game, I simultaneously let my tongue play with her pussy. Let her arousal rise some more.

I became more and more courageous and pulled steadily a little more on the butt plug. The light pulling and pushing developed into me fucking her with the butt plug.

Every time I pulled the butt plug out a bit, Sandra moaned in a unique way. After all, right at the beginning, she had to deal with the girthiest part of the plug. She needed some time to get used to it, even though it was a relatively narrow butt plug.

With her getting accustomed to it and my tongue hard at work on her clit it didn’t take long and she exploded in a huge orgasm. I pushed us further onto the bed afterward and kissed her.

“You scoundrel,” my wife said in an amused, reproachful manner. Following that, she continued our kiss and began to finally rid me of my clothes as well.

After the experience at the club and me using the plug on my wife’s ass, I only needed a very short fuck to orgasm as well.

“Someone must have been horny?” Sandra mocked me and we both had to laugh. Once again, an evening had taken many unexpected turns.

I quickly got ready for bed. Sandra took her time. Apparently, she wanted to get rid of the butt plug without my presence.

“Well?” I asked into the silence when she was finally in my arms.

“Well?” she asked back in the same way.

“How was it?”

“Interesting?”

“Worth repeating?”

“I don’t know. I have such a hard time imagining having something even bigger back there ... it’s kind of scary.”

“That’s why we should work up to it slowly,” I reasoned with her. I wouldn’t let go of my hope to fuck her in the ass so easily.

“Men! Just thinking about yourself. You can’t wait to fuck me there.”

“Why not?”

“Let’s me think ... maybe?” she returned perkily. “If the butt plug fits, I should be able to handle you, too.”

I left these words unanswered. After all, they showed me my own inadequacy. But maybe that would be of use to me for a change?
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I would have loved to see the butt plug a second time in my wife’s ass. I couldn’t get this image out of my head. However, it didn’t seem like a good idea to address her directly about it. I thought it was better if she first got accustomed to the possibility of having anal sex.

On Saturday evening, we were in bed early. Sandra had made herself pretty for me.

“You have a choice,” she whispered in her most erotic voice. “Do you want to come to the club with me on Monday and experience me a second time with another man? Or ...”

“Or?”, I asked curiously. The first option already sounded pretty tempting. Why should I choose the alternative?

“Or you can have some fun with my butt today.”

She stroked sensually over her buttocks. Did she mean what I thought she meant?

“I know. It’s a tough choice. Both are so tempting to my honey. Especially to see me on Monday, isn’t it? But it’s still so far away and you could get your money’s worth today.”

“Sandra,” I commented, whining at her provocative words. She was clearly having fun with making the decision as difficult as possible for me. “Just so I understand this correctly. I get to ... well ... fuck you in the ass today?”

“Yes,” she answered. Her openness might also have been related to a glass of wine or two.

While I sat on the bed, her hands found my crotch and rubbed over my stiff member through my underpants. This one had a pretty clear opinion on the right decision. He would always prefer the immediate reward.

With her rubbing, Sandra made it difficult for me to even consider any other decision. I would have loved to be a spectator again. That had been such a tremendous experience, even if I was a little anxious about a repeat.

But the possibility of being the first man to take her anal virginity. How could I say no?

“As much as I’d love to be there on Monday ...”

“Men,” Sandra returned with a laugh, lightening the mood.

Sandra then went on the offensive and kissed me. It became a long kiss, and we started to get rid of our clothes. I devoted myself to her exposed breasts.

Still, in her thong, Sandra finally turned around and slowly crawled up the bed. She threw me a seductive look over her back. I only took in a brief glimpse of that. Instead, my gaze burned itself to her buttocks. Barely covered by her thong, the bump of the butt plug was showing.

“I have already prepared myself in anticipation of your decision,” Sandra enlightened me. I must be easy to read.

Greedily, I followed her and tore down the thong, completely exposing the sight. I couldn’t help it and touched the butt plug once more.

“You get used to it,” Sandra explained. “It still feels weird, but that’s what makes it kind of interesting, too. Different. New.”

Sandra turned to me and gave me a quick blowjob. Then she suddenly had the lube in her hand and spread it all over my cock.

Afterward, she got into position in front of me in the doggy-style position. She lifted her butt up.

“Pull out the butt plug carefully, please, and then start slowly. Please be careful.”

I did as I was told and pulled the butt plug out. It had stretched her rosette wide. It seemed to want to stand open for a moment.

Carefully, I placed my cock at her butt hole and pressed lightly. Only slowly I advanced, but then suddenly my penis head stuck in her. I ventured further forward. Even though it was surprisingly easy. It didn’t take long, and I was completely inside her.

“Stay like this for a moment,” Sandra asked me, and pressed herself even closer to me. Moved her butt seductively back and forth.

I just looked down, spellbound. Could hardly believe where my cock was. A place where no man has gone before.

Then I was finally allowed to fuck her. In the beginning, we were still very careful. But I became steadily faster.

It was a really special feeling. Not only because it was my first anal sex. I had never felt something so tight around my cock. This brought out completely new feelings in me.

But this hadn’t only positive effects. I was also quickly on the verge of an orgasm. I tried desperately to hold back.

I had to slow down my pace to stop myself from orgasming early. That didn’t remain hidden from Sandra. She looked back at me.

“That makes my cuckold horny?”

With these words, we both knew no stopping. I thrust into her and Sandra thrust against me again and again. Two minutes later, I couldn’t hold on any longer and squirted.

“How was it?” I asked afterward.

“Fine,” she admitted. “But I need some practice before I can let anything bigger go there,” she added with a wink.

That was a task I would gladly take on.
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With my decision on Saturday, my assignment for Monday evening was also sealed. While Sandra enjoyed herself at the club, this time I had to stay home and look after our kids.

I hoped she would tell me about her evening. But when she offered me to have anal sex again, I had a more important job to do.

That didn’t change for the next two weeks. Almost every other day, we enjoyed each other, and every time I was allowed to take her butt. In the process, we also tried out other positions.

It seemed as if our sex life had found another enrichment. At least that’s what I thought at first. But then Sandra informed me that this would soon be only one-sided.

“You can’t be serious, can you?” it burst out of me.

I could hardly believe what she had informed me about. She was going to take away my newfound pleasure. As soon as the first bull had taken her bottom, it was going to be over for me. I wouldn’t get to fuck her ass anymore.

“How can you do something like that? How do you even come up with an idea like that? Did Victoria put you up to this shit?”

“All the women in the club do it that way,” Sandra answered patiently.

“That ... that ... why?”

“To share something special with the bull.”

“That’s not okay. I can’t accept that.”

“Okay,” came back calmly.

“Okay?”

“Yes. That’s our decision, or more accurately now, your decision. Unless you give the green light, no bull is going to get his dick near my butt. Ever! On the other hand, if you give your okay ... you’d definitely be there as a spectator.”

“That’s never going to happen.”

In response, all I got from Sandra was a shrug of her shoulders.


CHAPTER 9
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Our conversation about anal sex wasn’t brought up again over the next few days. Instead, I continued to get to fuck my wife. However, I experienced a few surprises.

For example, I pulled out the butt plug a few days later and found that it wasn’t the same. Sandra had used a larger model.

This repeated itself twice over the next two weeks. Without notice, I found a larger butt plug each time.

Of course, her goal was obvious to me. It was preparation for the big moment. The day a bull would push his big cock inside her ass. But this would never happen. At least not as long as it would be the end of my pleasure.

Another surprise was my wife’s sudden interest in porn movies. Through our login on the Cucky Club website, we got access to a few porn movies. All were produced by active club members. However, these offered no variety. In all movies, anal sex played a leading role.

I grumbled inwardly about this obvious attempt to influence me. However, I said nothing about it. I could have imagined worth things than to be allowed to take my wife from behind while such a movie was running.

My eyes wandered alternately between the TV and my penetrating cock. Naturally, the male porn stars were all well-endowed. So I had a very direct comparison between what I offered my wife and what the women in the movie were enjoying themselves with. Sandra could have the same at the club.

This view didn’t change my mind. However, it made me dream about how Sandra was taken by a bull at the club.

Late one evening after another round of anal sex, I brought up the subject again of my own accord.

“I’ll never be able to give you the green light on that,” I admitted.

“We’ll see. I don’t plan to keep asking. When you’re ready, you’ll come to me,” Sandra said with far too much confidence. I shook my head.

While I explored my wife often in this new way of playing, she went to the Cucky Club every week and let off steam there. Sometimes she told me more and sometimes less about her adventures. But when she got going, it quickly turned into gushing.

While I spoiled her with my tongue, she talked about how it had been for her to be taken there by a magnificent cock. Which pushed deep into her again and again.

After I had gotten used to the abundant anal sex, these moments were my new highlights.

Sandra didn’t say a word about my penis while telling her stories. But her ravings about the equipment of her partners made this unnecessary. She loved the big cocks.

I wasn’t angry with her. Strangely, it only increased my lust. I especially liked it when her stories got really dirty.

This increased the closer she got to an orgasm. It was probably the reason I was constantly perfecting my tongue play. It was a matter of getting Sandra up to speed quickly during her tales, but then keeping her at that level for some time without letting her take the last step.

From the narrations, it was clear that Sandra had different partners. Only Pedro was a recurring bull. He was also the only man with whom I had been allowed to watch Sandra so far.

I would have loved to watch it a second time. But I had a hard time bringing it up. I was still uncomfortable with my own feelings. A husband shouldn’t get so much pleasure out of his wife fucking other men. That’s just wrong and completely against the social conventions of marriage.
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It was a Tuesday evening at the end of October. My neighbor Helmut had invited me to watch soccer. Kaiserslautern was playing in the national cup. Four of us sat in front of the TV at his house. Besides me, Robert Paulsen and Thomas were also invited. The latter, like me, had once been to the introductory event at the Cucky Club. Later, I had met him again at the work assignment in the club garden.

Over beer and snacks, our conversations revolved around soccer, our jobs, and all-world topics. However, there was one topic we completely ignored - the Cucky Club.

That changed when our host, Lydia Berger, came home. She gave her husband a brief kiss. But my eyes were looking behind her. To the left and right of her stood a man each.

They were no strangers to me. It had been TJ and Adam whom I had watched, along with my wife, from our neighbor’s backyard. In front of her husband’s eyes, Lydia had enjoyed herself with the two bulls. In the end, this had been a set-up. It was supposed to help pull me deeper into the Cucky Club. It had worked perfectly.

We were greeted briefly, then the three disappeared upstairs. It didn’t take long and through the house sounded a clear moan.

Briefly and silently, a few glances were exchanged. But at first no one spoke up. Our discussions about the game had already largely fallen silent. Everyone listened with at least one ear.

Helmut continued to supply us with beer. We had met an hour before kickoff and slowly my beer consumption took its toll. I wasn’t only drunk but also had to relieve myself.

Our host had informed us we would have to use the upstairs toilet. Downstairs had a blockage.

This was now causing me problems. Did I really want to make my way upstairs? Lydia’s moaning was coming from there. Everyone around the TV would certainly think his part about me going up there.

So I remained sitting and tried to suppress my urge to relieve myself, which of course led to the opposite reaction. It became unpleasant.

Thankfully, Thomas made the start. Just before the half-time whistle, he disappeared upstairs for a few minutes.

When he returned, I gave myself a jolt and stood up. Without looking left or right, I set off. I crept quietly up the stairs.

The bathroom was three doors down. The moaning was coming from the first door. After listening to this for a while already, how could I have not risked a look?

Once again, I got to see something for which I wasn’t prepared. Of course, I had known that Lydia was having fun with two men here. There was no mistaking that. But I had never seen a threesome in real life before.

My neighbor was sitting on TJ’s cock while Adam took her from behind. DP - double penetration.

I stopped at the door and watched them. How could I have done otherwise? Through my pants, I kneaded my cock. I considered whether I should get it out. It seemed dangerous. I didn’t want to get caught. But my concerns didn’t hold me back for long.

I didn’t have to stroke my cock for long, and I was about to come. Lydia’s lovers were no different. Shortly after each other, they squirted their cum into her. Only a few seconds later, the loud call “Helmut” sounded from Lydia.

Immediately, I heard movement from below. Without putting my cock back in, I disappeared two doors down into the bathroom. My heart was racing.

The angst about being found out had taken away most of my arousal. At least I got finally to use the toilet.

I wondered if the air outside would be clear. But I had no choice. My return was long overdue.

Quietly, I opened the door and crept toward the stairs.

“Hmm, very good, honey. Lick it out nicely,” sounded from the open bedroom door.

Immediately, my cock responded once more. I had to risk another look.

While Adam and TJ sat sideways on the bed, Helmut was kneeling between his wife’s legs. Lydia guided his head so his tongue reached the places she wanted him to lick. She seemed to enjoy his work very much.

Again, I couldn’t help but knead my cock. My lust was growing. My inner urge to orgasm once more overwhelmed me. I had no choice but to open my pants a second time.

While I eyed the room, Lydia gave her husband more instructions. “Keep licking ... push deep ... very good honey ... nice strong licks … clean it all up.”

It was only with her last words that a light dawned on me. Helmut wouldn’t do that, would he? But TJ hadn’t used a condom, and he clearly came inside her. Lydia hadn’t had time for a proper shower or any sort of intense cleaning either. I had blocked the bathroom, anyway.

Completely confused by this revelation, I squirted my juice. With proper force, my cum shot out of me and landed on the door frame.

When I straightened my gaze, it fell on Lydia’s. She looked me directly in the eyes - I was discovered. A grin played around her lips.

Immediately, I retreated and went down the stairs. My penis disappeared back into its natural habitat. Thomas and Robert had only eyes for the beginning of the second half. No one commented on my long absence.

A little later, Helmut came down again. He didn’t let on if Lydia had told him about me. Maybe not? I hoped so.

I couldn’t help but keep an eye on him. How could he have done that? He had to have gotten at least some of the come of the bull on his tongue. Was he bisexual?

I shuddered at the mere thought of what he had done. For which kind of act Lydia had even called for him loudly.

It didn’t last long, and Lydia was moaning again. Their second half seemed to have begun as well.

The bulls didn’t lack endurance. Before the end of the game, a call rang again through the house. “Helmut!”

He immediately made his way upstairs. I couldn’t help but slide restlessly back and forth. All too well, I could imagine what he would do a second time. What a pervert.
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I was glad when the game had come to an end and quickly said my goodbyes. The sounds coming from upstairs left no doubt that Lydia had rung in a third round.

I knew by now that our neighbors had been involved in these cuckold games for several years. But I hadn’t imagined how low they had sunk. Or how much Helmut had allowed himself to be humiliated. It was crazy. I couldn’t make sense of it.

I didn’t make the mistake of telling Sandra about my observation, of course. It would be stupid to plant this kind of idea inside her head. It was enough that she expected me to give up the anal sex pleasure I had just gained.

While I went about my business the next day, the entire rest of the family had flown out. Shortly after Sandra left for her work, the doorbell rang.

I made my way through the house. Even from a distance, I saw who was standing by our front door.

“Hello Lydia,” I greeted her.

“Good morning, Peter. Do you have a moment for me?”

“Mm, okay.”

We went into the living room. Lydia sat down before I offered her a seat.

“Was a good game yesterday, Helmut told me. Kaiserslautern got into the next round?”

“Yes,” I returned curtly.

“But the game on TV wasn’t the only interesting game to watch?” she continued mischievously.

“Cut the crap and get to the point,” I returned, slightly incensed. What was she doing here?

“Whatever you say. I thought you might have some questions?”

“About what you’re doing to your poor husband?”

“He does nothing he doesn’t do willingly.”

“Does he like men?”

“What? No. He certainly doesn’t,” she returned with a laugh. “I’m his whole universe.”

“That sounds as if he slavishly depends on you.”

“Maybe a little - sexually. In the end, though, he still makes his own decisions.”

“Why the hell would anyone do that?”

“What?” asked Lydia.

“You know what I mean. His tongue was between your legs. After you got fucked.”

“Why the hell not?”

“That’s disgusting!”

“Uh-huh, and you’re bothered by your wife swallowing your juice? Because it’s disgusting, right?”

“That’s something else entirely!”

“Of course, there’s no pussy juice mixed in,” returned a roaring, laughing Lydia.

My mouth stood open at these words. I had never experienced our neighbor like this before. In recent months, our two closest neighbors had turned out to be completely different people. Behind the bourgeois facade were little sex monsters.

“Oh, come on. Now don’t be so serious,” she urged me. “How two grown people have fun together is their business. You’re usually an open person, too.”

“Yeah, fine, you two do whatever you want,” I returned doubtfully. But she wasn’t wrong. It was their business. If Helmut wanted to do it, that was his decision.

“So, what did Sandra say about your discovery?”

I looked at Lydia worriedly, revealing myself.

“Ah, you didn’t tell her? You don’t want to give your girl new ideas?”

I shifted back and forth uneasily. How could I be so transparent?

“That’s up to you,” she continued. “She won’t hear it from me.”

That put me at ease. Strange, because I never would have done it in my life, anyway.

“And how are things on the anal sex front?”

“She told you ... about it?”

“Of course. She wanted to hear my opinion.”

“So, what did you tell her?”

“I was honest,” she admitted. “The first time, even though I was prepared, it wasn’t easy. A bull compared to my Helmut. That’s a difference, like night and day.” She laughed. “But once I had it and loved it, I had to have more of it. But you got to see that for yourself yesterday.”

In my mind’s eye, I saw the scene again. TJ and Adam had taken her at the same time. I wondered if Sandra wanted to do this, too. Had Lydia perhaps even raved about it to her?

“And what was Sandra’s reaction?” I asked.

“She’s looking forward to it. It’s a little like Christmas. The anticipation and tension are growing all the time, keeping you hoping that the big day will finally come. Of course, she’s also a little worried about what’s in store for her. But basically, she’s just waiting for you to give the green light.”

“Why would I do that? Why should I give it up?”

“Because you’re the cuckold?” asked a playfully irritated Lydia. “That’s what you’re doing. And that’s certainly one of the main reasons Helmut does what you’ve got to observe. You want to make your women happy. You want to offer them what you yourselves can’t do. That seems to me to be the core of a cuckold. Of course, everyone is a little bit different. Some love the humiliation. Others are simply voyeurs at heart. But at the core, it’s all about the wife.”

With that, Lydia said goodbye. She had given me many new insights. A lot to process. I hardly got to work for the next few hours. Again and again, I sank deeply into my thoughts.

I still couldn’t understand Helmut. And I really didn’t want to do without the newly won anal sex.

However, I also couldn’t avoid masturbating in the afternoon while watching anal porn. In my head, it was Sandra who was taken hard by the male porn actor. His cock was sliding deep into her and filling her out. In a way that I couldn’t offer her. Only a bull could give her that.
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Just like my observation at our neighbor’s house, I also didn’t mention Lydia’s visit to my wife. That would only have raised questions.

I hadn’t been to the Cucky Club for a few weeks. I already suspected that Sandra was putting me on the rack. Maybe this way she wanted to get me to agree to anal sex. Maybe again, thanks to Victoria’s influence on my wife. But the very next Monday, after my experience at our neighbor’s, she invited me to accompany her to the club.

It would be only my second time watching her with another man. By now she had enjoyed herself quite a few times without my presence and occasionally raved about it afterward. I was more than ready for a repeat performance.

I willingly helped Sandra get ready for the Cucky Club on Monday night. It couldn’t go fast enough for me. She had time and desperately wanted to look perfect.

She wrapped herself in sexy lingerie. Suspenders could be found in ever more abundant versions in her closet.

Around 10 pm, we arrived at the club. A few guests bustled around the bar. Sandra took my hand and pulled me with her to the bar. Several men and women were enjoying themselves there. Sandra ordered me a beer. She herself chose red wine.

I didn’t know what to think about the situation. She introduced me as her husband. But I didn’t really know how to get involved in the conversations. What topics do you discuss with someone who might screw your wife in a few minutes?

That changed when Sandra introduced me to Hugo. He was in the insurance business. As it turned out, I also worked for his employer. Had been assisting the company with various marketing activities for two years. Hugo ran the regional office and so we quickly had some topics for loose conversation.

In my nervousness, it took me a long time before a light came on and I realized who I was dealing with. Hugo - my wife’s first bull.

That had to be him. He was tall, just as she had described him. I wasn’t sure if she had said anything about his job. But how many Hugos could there be in the Cucky Club? The name wasn’t that common.

More people came along. Victoria made the beginning. She introduced me to Jutta. Of course, I still remembered her very well. She introduced my wife to anal sex. I thanked her inwardly for that.

After my second beer, I had loosened up a bit. I watched how my wife talked to the various bulls. She had fun and laughed a lot.

I had to swallow my pride. It still took some getting used to seeing other men hugging my wife or snuggling up to her. That was supposed to be my role. A little fear of losing her to one of those men always crept into my thoughts.

At the same time, however, I was already in eager anticipation of what was to come that evening.

I looked around a bit. When I wanted to focus back on Sandra, she was already standing in front of me.

“Honey,” she purred, “would you like to come upstairs with me?”

Hugo was standing beside her. His arm was around Sandra’s waist. I could only nod mutely. My mouth was parched.

Amused, she took me in her free hand and so the three of us headed for the stairs and up one floor.

“This is going to be fun,” I heard from behind. Directly in our wake was Jutta. She, too, had the hand of a bull around her waist. Her second hand was also occupied. I suspected, however, that this was her husband - her cuckold.

We walked down the second-floor hallway all the way to the end and then around a bend. Led by Sandra, we went into a large room. I wanted to close the door behind me, but Jutta followed on our heels and pushed me further forward. Only behind her did the door close. That made six of us.

That was probably no coincidence, I immediately concluded from the arrangement of the room. At each end of the room stood a large bed. An armchair and sofa accompanied every bed.

Sanda kissed Hugo. “I’ll be right with you,” she said to him. Hugo sat down on the bed and undressed.

Sandra led me to the other side and pushed me into the armchair. She then sat down on my lap. Pressed her ass on my already hard cock.

“My darling, are you all right?” she asked.

“Yes,” I whispered back, getting a quick kiss in return.

“I want you to take off your clothes. All of them. Even your socks. I want to see how the sight of me being fucked by Hugo makes you horny. Your cock should be ready to explode when Hugo takes me. My dirty little Cucky loves to watch me with other men. Right?”

“Sure,” I returned quietly and in a shaky voice. Sandra smiled at me and gave me a long and tender kiss.

“You can masturbate as much as you like while watching and come as often as you like. Have some fun. But there is one rule.”

“What is it?”

“I want you to announce every orgasm with a nice loud ‘I’m cumming, I’m cumming, I’m cumming’.”

“Sandra?” I returned, startled.

“You don’t have to come if you can’t do that. But that are the rules,” she said, kissing me again and then standing up.

She took a step towards the bed, but then turned around again and came back to me.

“And be nice to Jutta and watch her a little, too. I know how much you liked watching her anal sex show.”

With that, she finally made her way toward the bed. There, she practically fell into Hugo’s arms and gave him a long kiss.

Irritated and confused, I watched them, then let my gaze wander briefly. Jutta was also already busy with her bull. Her husband was watching her. He was already naked and holding his member in his hand. It was similar in size to mine. But he wasn’t masturbating yet.

My eyes wandered back to Sandra. She had already taken off her top. Our eyes met briefly. She motioned for me to undress as well. Then she turned back to Hugo.

Despite all these humiliating circumstances, my penis once again pressed painfully against my pants. I couldn’t deny my arousal. I had to undress. I dragged it out, but after two minutes I got rid of my socks as the last piece of clothing. I was sitting naked in the armchair.

Sandra smiled and blew me a kiss in the air. By now she was wearing only her sexy lingerie and was busy undressing Hugo.

When she dragged down his boxer I got a first look at his cock. Not in awe, but fascinated and perhaps a little envious, I looked at the object of Sandra’s desire.

My wife immediately pounced on it and let a good chunk disappear in her mouth. She had already proudly told me how much better she had become at blowing big cocks. Now I got to see it myself. She got a lot more cock down her throat than before. Not much was missing anymore.

But even though she had fun with Hugo, her eyes kept wandering back to me.

Hugo turned her a little further and the two of them enjoyed themselves in a Sixty-nine.

But it didn’t stay like that for long. Hugo turned the tables again and Sandra was laying under him. Then he began to spoil her. Not just her pussy. He kissed her all over her body, played with her breasts, and interspersed long kisses. He went to great lengths to be a perfect lover.

For me, simple in-out sex would certainly have been easier. He indulged my wife with a lot of the things I typically did for her. She didn’t need to come to the club for being kissed.

I didn’t mind when he decided it was time for the next step. With Sandra still under him he set his cock at her opening. He did take his time but it didn’t seem like he had a hard time sinking his cock completely into her.

Extremely tender sex followed. They let their tongues play with each while Hugo fucked my wife slow and steady.

“I’m cumming, I’m cumming, I’m cumming!”

Irritated, I looked up. The loud exclamations came from my counterpart - Jutta’s husband. I still saw his penis cum one last time. Afterward, he leaned back, visibly satisfied.

I also took a look at the other bed. Jutta and her partner were doing it doggy style. This gave me a wonderful view of her big breasts. I liked seeing them hanging down and swinging around. They also looked especially large. As a connoisseur of porn movies, this position was one of my favorites.

A moan drew my attention back to more important things. Sandra and Hugo had made a change of position. Now she was riding on him. Her head was looking away from Hugo to the other bed.

I watched as she swung her gaze from Jutta to me. Satisfied, she smiled at me. Then she raised one hand and made movements through the air. Her half-opened fist made up-and-down movements.

It took me a moment to realize what she was trying to tell me. She wanted me to start masturbating.

My eyes fell on my cock. Aroused, it stood out steeply. Even without touching it, I could feel that it would be very sensitive to any touch.

My eyes were seeking out my wife again. At the same time, I noticed how my right hand slowly crept to my penis and enclosed it.

This alone was enough to give me a small, pleasant shiver. It would have been easy for me to come at record speed. But I didn’t want to come at all. I couldn’t possibly scream “I’m coming” out loud. That would have been far too embarrassing.

Still, I needed relief, and under Sandra’s satisfied gaze, I began very light masturbatory movements. Fast enough for a few good feelings, but not too fast for an orgasm with loud proclamations.

Sandra seemed more than satisfied with my beginning, though. Her ride was getting wilder and wilder, but still, her eyes were often on me. That didn’t make it easier for me, but I did my best and tried to control myself.

This made me the absolute opposite of Sandra. She became louder and wilder. Her butt flew up and down. Again and again, she sank Hugo’s cock deep inside herself and moaned loudly. She didn’t mind being heard.

That was a sight that took some getting used to. My previous visits to the Cucky Club hadn’t yet let me experience her like this. I wouldn’t have thought it possible that she could let herself go so completely.

This also left its mark on me. It excited me incredibly.

It didn’t take long and Sandra came to a loud orgasm. Exhausted, she slid off Hugo. But after only a few seconds' pause, she turned to him again. Once again his cock disappeared in her mouth.

It didn’t take long and Hugo came too. But instead of letting her swallow, he pulled his cock out of her mouth and let his juice splash through the air. It smeared her face with several large splashes. Some flew even into her hair.

I would never have thought that Sandra would let this happen to her. But instead of scolding Hugo, she first laughed at him contentedly and then looked in my direction. I had never seen her like that either. Her face was full of sperm. With her tongue, she licked once around her lips. Then she collected more cum with her fingers and licked it off. Her gaze was directed at me. I had to take a deep breath to push back my impending orgasm.

Exhausted, the two then lay next to each other. Apparently, both needed a break.

“I’m cumming, I’m cumming, I’m cumming!”

A second time, my gaze flew to the other side of the room. Jutta’s husband had announced his second orgasm. His wife was being taken hard by her bull and was moaning loudly.

All this didn’t make it easier for me. My need to orgasm rose to new heights. Again and again, I came dangerously close to an orgasm. Could only just get control over myself at the last moment and drive down it a little. But each time, this became more difficult.

Jutta changed position once again. I got to see how her bull penetrated her butthole.

This made me forget about my wife for some time. This sight completely occupied my attention. I watched how her bull slowly penetrated deeper and finally started fucking her. Her back hole wrapped itself tightly around his cock.

How could Sandra expect that I waived the right to fuck her this way forever?

A slurp drew my gaze back to the other side. My wife gave Hugo another blowjob. Her eyes however were focused on me again. She had watched closely how my attention had been fixed on Jutta having anal sex.

Hugo was ready for another round. Sandra got into the doggy-style position. She faced the end of the bed. This way she could choose between looking at the other bed or at me.

Hugo’s rhythmic clapping against Sandra’s butt sounded through the room. My wife let out a soft moan.

“I’m cumming, I’m cumming, I’m cumming!”

A third time, Jutta’s husband announced his orgasm. Unlike me, he seemed to lack any kind of shame. On the contrary, he made an extremely satisfied impression.

My hand was still doing the same and kept me close to orgasm. I let slip out an occasional irritated groan. A few times I closed my eyes in extreme distress or tried to think of less reprehensible things to stop me from orgasming. But all these attempts had only a very short effect.

My eyes were fixed on Hugo and Sandra. Especially their facial expressions fascinated me. In them, I saw their uninhibited lust.

It was also noticeable that both were clearly approaching orgasm again.

Silently, my wife’s lips moved. As if they wanted to tell me something, but I knew nothing to do with it.

Once again, I came dangerously close to an orgasm. Inwardly, I was already preparing myself for the next defensive measures, so as not to jump over the cliff this time, either. But it would be especially close. In my urge for relief myself I stopped every time a little later.

My gaze crossed once again with my wife. Her eyes were filled with her lust.

“Come for me. Say it, my darling. Come for me!” she demanded from me screaming. She was already halfway into her orgasm.

At that moment, all hope was lost for me. A first splash of my cum shot high into the air.

“Oh,” I groaned, followed by an “I’m cumming.”

I didn’t intentionally follow my wife’s instructions. I ended up saying it only once, instead of three times, and not very loudly, too. My words were rather an expression of my surprise.

Sandra and I stared at each other while simultaneously writhing in our orgasm. There was something special about it - something very intimate that we shared with each other at this moment.

When I came back to my senses, both couples were lying side by side on their respective beds. Exhausted, they lay in each other’s arms. Occasionally, kisses were exchanged.

After my orgasm, regret took hold of me. This all seemed so wrong. And my wife was still in the arms of another man. But that quickly changed again. My cock didn’t take long to flood my body with a new wave of excitement.

But for this evening, the games were over.
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“I’m sorry,” Sandra said to me when we were finally in bed.

“Why?”

“I should have taken you back to the club much sooner. This is our journey. Together.”

“Okay,” I returned. Reluctantly, I admitted to her how much I had longed for this.

“I thought it would be nice for you to meet Hugo. To see him in action. After all, he was my first.”

“That was okay.”

“Just okay?”

“Well, that was nice ... great ... awesome.”

“For me, too,” she grinned back.

“Sometimes I think the Cucky Club perverts us a little more with every visit.”

“How do you come by that?”

“I let my wife fuck other men, for starters.”

“And you like to watch her do it.”

“That doesn’t make it any better.”

“But hornier.”

“What has happened to you? I’ve never seen you like this. At least not before the club entered our life.”

“What do you mean?” she returned, frowning.

“So open about sex. Vulgar?”

“My eyes have been opened. Our eyes have been opened?”

“I don’t know.”

Sandra smirked softly.

“Are you laughing at me now?” I asked.

“No. I just think you’re cute.”

“Cute?”

“Yes. It makes you just as horny as it does me. And it changed you a lot, too. Of course, differently than me. But if I understand it correctly, that’s just how you cuckolds are.”

“What are we like?”

“Indecisive. Sometimes you think it’s totally awesome, and other times you’re writhing in self-pity.”

“I don’t think it’s so wrong to ask some critical question about the whole thing. That was another strange evening today.”

“What? Jutta’s participation?”

“That too, but that shouldn’t surprise me anymore. No, I meant the ‘I’m coming’ screams.”

“I guess we’ll have to practice that a few more times, too. You only shouted it once,” Sandra said and put on an especially sweet face. Somehow, I didn’t feel quite taken seriously by her.

“Not saying it even once would be perfectly okay,” I returned slightly crossly.

“Honey,” she purred, rubbing her head against my shoulder. “We certainly don’t have to do this often, and it’s your choice in the end, but it’s kind of special to me. A way for me to share in your excitement a little more. Wasn’t it nice when we came together?”

“We could have without those words.”

“Not really. For me, it’s a signal to let go. It would be nice if you could be a little freer with it next time, too. After all, Jutta’s husband had no problem with it. Hey, we were all doing some crazy shit by most people's social norms, do those few words really matter anymore?”

She certainly had a point. From a purely logical point of view, it didn’t really matter if I shouted some stupid words. It wouldn’t change anything significant. Still, that’s just the type of man I am.

“But I must admit that I could only admire your perseverance,” Sandra said and giggled.

“Uh-huh?”

“You made a strained impression, the way you masturbated there and didn’t want to come under any circumstances.”

“That was hard,” I returned with a laugh.

“There was definitely something hard involved.”

With that, Sandra reached between my legs and began to lightly masturbate me.

“Still up for one last blowjob?” she asked, relaxing.

“Always.”

“Okay, but I need you to do something for me.”

“What?”

“When you come, I want an announcement. You know the words I want to hear.”

“Sandra,” I whined.

“Blowjob. Yes or no?”

Her quickening hand movements left me little choice in the matter and so I gave my consent.

Immediately Sandra set to work. Not only her lips but also her tongue did all it could. Her hand was doing its part, too. She seemed to be in a hurry.

Our eyes met and a soft “oh” escaped me. My hands tightened on the sheets. I was going to come and yet I didn’t really want to say those words, even though it was just us two.

“I’m cumming, I’m cumming, I’m cumming.”

In the end, I had no chance against her blowjob. I had to come. An announcement with words seemed only fair and was nothing new. But that I was now repeating these two words three times, of all things, certainly had great symbolic power for Sandra. She had the upper hand.
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“I’m cumming, I’m cumming, I’m cumming!”

These words became a frequent part of our sex life over the next few days. Again and again, I followed Sandra’s prompting and let these words be heard. Be it a blowjob, handjob, anal sex, or just the good old missionary position.

Her goal was quite clear to me. She saw it as a desensitization measure. If she would let me call this out often enough with just her beside me, I would eventually do it in front of others. Then almost automatically.

Her full commitment was shown, not least by the fact that she let these words out just as often during her orgasms.

“Lots to do?” Sandra came into my study late Monday morning.

“Yes, quite a bit. The new client has a lot of extra requests.”

“Which isn’t bad, is it? More money for you.”

“Yes,” I agreed with her, laughing.

“A good reason to not interfere with your work, then. I just wanted to tell you that I’m going to the club. I won’t be gone for long. I just need a quick, hard fuck.”

“Okay,” I returned, long drawn out.

“Don’t worry. I’m so horny at the moment, you’ll get your share, too.”

And with that, Sandra disappeared in the club's direction. It had become a part of our Mondays. It was nothing unusual anymore. Sandra’s club visits always gave me a lot to think about, though. My productivity on Mondays had certainly been higher before.

Less than fifteen minutes later, the front doorbell rang. Victoria Paulsen was visiting me once again. Looking back at her past visits, this brought mixed feelings to my mind. She always seemed to be up to something new.

We greeted each other and then sat down in the living room. I just waited to hear what she had to tell me.

“Sandra is at the club right now,” she announced first.

“I know.”

“And - how does that make you feel?”

“What is it supposed to make me feel?”, I returned crossly. What kind of question was that?

“Does it make you horny? Envious? Annoyed? Surely your little dick is going to send out some signals?”

I tried to just shrug my shoulders inconsequentially in response. I realized I couldn’t tell her any lies. She could see right through me too easily. She had gained plenty of experience in her many years as the club operator.

“That’s how you are,” she continued. “But you’ve had to experience that often enough by now. I’m not telling you anything new.”

“And what do you tell me that’s new? What’s your next mess?”, I told her. I didn’t get overly loud about it, though.

“I just thought we should talk again. Things have been happening, after all. Yet Sandra still has to wait for your anal sex consent.”

“She’ll have to wait an eternity for that,” I returned.

“Maybe, but she certainly has time. Eventually, you cuckolds will realize on your own what’s best for your wife and yourselves.”

“You guys always stress it’s our decision. But: No means no.”

“Until it becomes a yes,” she returned, amused. “But that’s not my business.”

“It’s not? You seem to make it your business quite often,” I teased back. “You get your kicks out of riding us deeper and deeper into this damn world.”

“And yet you have so much fun and pleasure in this damn world,” she returned dryly, ignoring my sharp voice.

“Out with it,” I groaned. “What are you up to this time? Just say it.”

“Hey, as the operator of the Cucky Club, I certainly consider it my duty to make sure that all members are doing well and getting their money’s worth. I know this world like the back of my hand. This is not only true for the bulls and hotwives but also for you cuckolds. After all, you’re our namesakes.”

“That doesn’t answer my question.”

“First, I wanted to talk to you. I heard from Lydia you made some observations during your visit?”

“Oh no, never ever. I’m not as much of a pervert as Helmut.”

Victoria initially acknowledged my outburst with a hearty laugh.

“What?” I asked.

“Helmut might have said something similar a few years ago. No, I’m not saying that’s where your path has to lead, too. Every cuckold is different. Every relationship between a hotwife and cuckold can be very distinct. And it’s all in constant change, too.”

“Change? I guess it’s going deeper and deeper into ... well, let’s call it shit.”

“Oh, come on, you have your fun too and get your money’s worth. But there’s something to it. You experience something new. That’s always great and stimulating. Dirty and perverted. You do it again and again. At some point, it’s becoming the norm and you need a new thrill. The next buzz. I guess that’s the way it is. But that doesn’t mean there aren’t red lines. It’s just that you shouldn’t be so sure today where they’ll be some distant day.”

For a change, Victoria had been honest with me. And it described well the situation I was sliding deeper and deeper into with Sandra. Her next stops were obviously anal sex with a bull and my orgasmic screams. But what would come after that?

“But let’s forget about Helmut. He and Lydia live their relationship as cuckold and hotwife in their own way. They still have one or two secrets. More important are you two and your relationship. How is that going? I’m mainly in contact with Sandra, but she seems to do pretty well. How about you?”

“Why would Sandra not be doing well? She can fuck as much as she wants,” I returned sarcastically, but not too angry.

“Yeah,” Victoria admitted. “For society, it may not be a big issue - even a taboo topic. But a good fuck makes us women just as happy as a man. I hope not to hear any complaints about that, though. After all, according to Sandra, you’re getting off a lot more often than you have in the past.”

“I guess that’s true. Compared to the last few years, things have changed there, too.”

“Win-win-win.”

“Seems so.”

“Which brings us to what may be a touchy subject.”

“Uh-huh?”, I echoed.

“It may not come as a surprise, but as far as your sex goes, well, Sandra and I talk about it a lot and I’m fairly knowledgeable about it.”

That was a little embarrassing, but I guess that’s how women are. At least in my mind.

“There are two problems there. For one anal sex ... I understand you like it. But unfortunately, you like it a little too much.”

“What, she won’t get my waiver that way!”

“Well, wait a minute. This talk is not arranged with Sandra. You don’t have to reproach her. She would never tell you this, but as a friend, I should. So ... I can understand that for you anal sex is something special. It was for Sandra, too - at first.”

“What about it?”

“Her butt hole is quite tight, of course. That’s why you’re doing the beginning before then a bull gets his turn, but unfortunately, it turns out it’s still too tight for you. Think about how persistently you fuck her pussy and how quickly you finish during anal sex.”

“And?” came back from me, shrugging my shoulders. There was no denying the observation, but did it really matter?

“See it like this,” Victoria continued. “All your life you’ve gotten used to having a lot of space when you get to fuck a woman. The unfamiliar tightness gives you trouble. You get off quick. Where’s the great fun in that for Sandra?”

I grumbled to myself.

“I just want to pass this information on to you. How you handle it is up to you. But there’s a second thing. It’s a bit similar. Sandra would like you to cum more.”

“More? What’s the problem there?”, I asked, perplexed.

“Is it a problem if she likes your juice?” asked Victoria back. “She reports that you cum more or less at times. Compared to before, rather less. To be honest, I can well imagine where the problem lies.”

“And that would be?”

“You masturbate too much.”

“What!?”

“If you already came during your masturbation in the afternoon, then in the evening there is, of course, only a smaller load for your wife.”

I couldn’t think of an answer to that. Perplexed, I sat there and looked at Victoria. The logic was simple and made sense to me, but what was the solution? They couldn’t expect me to do without, while Sandra was regularly having fun with other men.

“Of course, this is also a vicious circle. If you now renounce masturbation and can give your Sandra more of your cum, then you will face her in the evening even more excited and, of course, come even faster. Unfortunately, I can’t offer you the perfect solution. At least not yet.”

I heard the door to the garage. The kids were back from school. Lucky for me. That was the end of this conversation. What was I to make of this one? Victoria had spoken openly and, perhaps, even surprisingly honest. Even though I certainly wouldn’t have put my hand on the fire for the latter. She was always up to something. But she had not presented me with a solution for the alleged problems.
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Sandra came home late in the afternoon. Victoria had already told her about her visit. But she had shared very little about the content of our conversation. My wife’s questions were pursuing details.

I didn’t really know what I wanted to tell her. In the end, however, Sandra knew how to get me to talk. First, she had to get me in the mood. In an erotic mood. To do this, she grabbed my cock.

As a result, I told her some things and left out other things. I spoke mostly about the end of our conversation. After all, it was about information that Victoria had supposedly received from Sandra. That was, on the one hand, my allegedly too-fast orgasms and on the other hand my thanks to abundant masturbation rather small emission of cum.

Sandra openly admitted that she had passed on this assessment to Victoria. However, we did not come to an actual resolution.

A couple of weeks passed. Sandra put her announcement into practice and took me to the Cucky Club every other week.

This was a new highlight for me every time. I couldn’t deny that. And I was not the only spectator. Sandra also liked to watch me when I masturbated while watching her having sex. She referred several times to the fact that it was an important connection for her to her husband.

She didn’t require me to announce “I’m cumming” at the club. But this continued to be a sporadic part of our domestic pleasure. Here I had become relatively indifferent to it in the meantime.

On the Mondays, on which I was not allowed to watch Sandra, I was nevertheless twice a guest in the club. Maybe not so much a guest, but a requested employee. In both cases, I took over the service behind the bar. It was only my second stint at the club after gardening. Cuckolds occupied many posts.

It took a little getting used to working behind the bar, seeing men and women having fun on the other side, and disappearing upstairs, eventually.

The conversations were quite interesting. A lot was only small talk. But often I could overhear how a bull ensnared a hotwife. A few were especially charming and I could understand how the woman quickly succumbed to them.
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On the afternoon of December 1st - a Saturday - Sandra and I sat in front of the TV. The children had stayed overnight with my parents. Outside, it was cold and wet. Winter was coming. We treated ourselves to a mulled wine. It was a nice and relaxed atmosphere and my wife was in my arms.

The doorbell abruptly interrupted our peace. Immediately, Sandra announced that this must be Victoria. However, she had not announced an upcoming visit to me. That was already reason enough to fear nothing good. At least nothing that I would consider as something good right at the beginning.

Victoria wasn’t alone, though. She came accompanied by her husband, Robert, and Lamar. I had already seen the latter but had not yet spoken to him. I knew from Sandra that he was Victoria’s preferred bull.

After a brief greeting, the three of them sat on our large L-shaped sofa. Sandra and I provided them with drinks.

“Are you wondering why we are here?” Victoria asked me directly. She had noticed my questioning look.

“A mere courtesy call, I’m sure?” I answered sarcastically.

“Oh, we’re also here because we’re friendly people. We want to share something with you.”

“And that would be?”

“Today we are practicing self-control.”

Victoria stood up and instructed her husband to help her undress.

Without a doubt, Victoria was a beautiful woman. Even at just over 40 years of age, she could still boast a firm body. She had obviously helped a little with her breasts, but I didn’t mind that.

It wasn’t the first time that I got to see her naked. But not from this close and in such detail.

“Do you like them?” Victoria asked and weighed her breasts with her hands. I didn’t answer this certainly purely rhetorical question.

While our guests made themselves comfortable on our large sofa, Sandra and I sat on our two-seater.

After my gaze had taken its fill of Victoria, I noticed Robert and Lamar again. Both of them had undressed as well.

Like all the bulls in the club, Lamar was well-hung. His long and heavy cock struggled with gravity and hung down.

Robert, of course, I knew since the beginning of this new life experience. But I saw him naked for the first time that day. His body wasn’t something he had to hide. Of course, he lacked a few crucial inches to Lamar.

“Come on honey,” Sandra pulled me up from the sofa and started undressing me. She then freed herself from her clothes.

“Hm,” sounded from Victoria and her gaze wandered between my legs. There was nothing dangling there anymore, but already standing off steeply. And unlike Lamar’s heavy cock, it didn’t have a problem with defying gravity. “Don’t you think it’s overdue to finally rid your Peter of that jungle?”

Victoria stared at my pubic area. To her words, she also waved a hand in the air.

“Actually, I do. That would be nice. What do you think, honey?” Sandra asked me.

At the Cucky Club, no or very little pubic hair seemed to be the fashion. My wife paid close attention to ridding herself of it regularly. But I must honestly admit that I was a little attached to my hair down there. Not least, it was for me a sign of my masculinity. Without it, my cock would lose all protection against staring eyes. Its size, compared to the bulls, would be even more obvious.

At least, those were my feelings. Logically, that was certainly a bit of an exaggeration.

“I don’t know,” I meekly admitted my uncertainty.

“Honey? This is going to be great. Don’t you appreciate my naked pussy when you lick it, too?”

A few times, Sandra had already alluded that she could imagine me getting rid of my pubic hair. The advantages were not to be dismissed. But I could not quite overcome myself yet.

“Come”, Sandra took over the decision-making without further ado and pulled me up from the sofa again. “Are you coming with us, Victoria?”

The three of us went into our bathroom. I stood in the bathtub and the two women were going to do the work.

It was mainly Victoria who sprang into action. Before I knew it, she had my cock in her hand and was spreading shaving cream around it.

It was the first time in an infinitely long time that another woman touched me there. And then it was also a beautiful and, above all, stark naked woman. I felt how my cock immediately became a little more sensitive.

I looked uncertainly and irritated at Sandra.

“Enjoy it while it lasts,” she grinned at me. She didn’t seem to be bothered by it.

Clearly, this was not the first time Victoria was freeing a man of his pubic hair. Within a few minutes, my cock was standing in a shaven plain.

On the way back downstairs, we had to pass through our bedroom. Here I stopped for a moment. In a floor-length mirror, I had the perfect view of my new nudity.

“Cute,” Victoria commented smugly. Once again, she took my cock in her hand. This time, she even pumped it slightly. I couldn’t help myself and excitement spread through me. Even though I was unsure if Sandra wouldn’t care about this, either.

“Now you can finally see how big - sorry - small he really is. So it’s more than understandable that we women occasionally long for a big strong bull? Could you really deny that to your Sandra?”

Victoria had only whispered these demeaning words softly in my ear. Sandra was still busy cleaning up.

I remained silent. There was no answer to that. At least not an answer I wanted to give aloud. I was sure of one thing. We would not be able to escape from our new life. I couldn’t possibly take away Sandra’s newfound lust. Maybe I didn’t even want to take it away from myself.

I had enough trust in my wife that I was sure she would try to stop at my request. I thought our love was very strong. But even if she could pull it off, I could hardly imagine that part of her wouldn’t hate me for it.

Not that I wanted to blame everything on Sandra. Often enough, I had also found pleasure in our new life. Even in this moment of greatest embarrassment, I was aroused and enjoying Victoria’s firm grip around my hard member. The humiliation didn’t bother me. After all, this time it was just between Victoria and me.

“Well, you two? Shall we go back downstairs?”

Taking the hands of the two women, I was led back downstairs and allowed to take a seat on the two-seater again. To my irritation, however, it was not Sandra who sat down next to me, but Victoria.

My wife went to the other side and sat down between Robert and Lamar.

She looked at me one last time and gave me a smile, then turned to Lamar and delved into a kiss with him.

It wasn’t long before her hands were seeking their way over his muscular body. Lamar’s hand busied itself with her breasts. Their at-first tame kiss had turned into a wild French kiss.

“Robert. Why don’t you prepare, Sandra?” Victoria asked.

Robert let himself slide to the floor and pushed Sandra’s legs apart. Determined, his path lead to her pubic, and he began to lick my wife.

I didn’t expect to ever see another cuckold between my wife’s legs. That irritated me. Disturbed me even. I didn’t know why. After all, there was no danger from Robert. Maybe because I believed that this should be my job?

Victoria moved closer to me. Her hand went over my legs and came to rest on my cock. Once more, she enclosed it. In addition, she began with light up and down movements.

I enjoyed the hand of another woman even more than before. It felt different. I guess that made it special.

I noticed Sandra looking over at us. She wasn’t bothered by it. That put me at ease.

“That’s enough, Robert.”

Rober finished his work and sat back.

Lamar pushed Sandra into a corner of the sofa and immediately applied his long cock to my wife’s opening. Without further delay, he pushed his cock in. He met little resistance.

“Robert, you can give yourself a little relaxation, too. But don’t you dare come! That goes for you, too.”

She had dropped the last sentence in my direction. I could only look at her doubtfully. I couldn’t imagine that I would go long without orgasm. The strange hand around my cock and the bull above my wife excited me far too much.

Only rarely in life have I been so wrong about something. The afternoon should become for me the purest martyrdom.

Probably not everyone would see it that way. I myself don’t always see it that way either. You have to have experienced it yourself. As so often these days, I was very ambivalent about it myself. Depending on my mood, my opinion went in one direction or the other.

What was my martyrdom? Before my eyes, my wife had fun with Lamar. They kissed, licked, and fucked in every position imaginable. At least any that was conceivable on a big sofa and there were surprisingly many. Whether doggy-style, riding, or in the good old missionary position, the two had a lot to moan about.

Lamar turned out to be extremely persistent. I was already used to that from the bulls. Not only were they able to delay their orgasm, but they also didn’t take long to be ready for a second or third round.

This is where my martyrdom comes in. For the first half hour of this game, I was gleeful and had fun. I wasn’t only allowed to enjoy Lamar and my wife but was also spoiled by Victoria’s hand at the same time.

She jerked me off, sometimes faster and sometimes slower. Early on, I was ready to cum. But this wasn’t granted to me.

I had become Victoria’s plaything. At will, she let my lust rise and brought me close to an orgasm. I was quite ready to ignore her request and just come. But she knew how to prevent that. I seemed to be an open book to her.

This continued throughout the afternoon. Sandra had several orgasms. Lamar came several times, too. I was being stalled. I shared this fate with Robert. He had to control himself. I certainly wouldn’t have done that.

Towards evening, I saw from behind how Lamar took my wife hard one more time. Once again, he squirted into her. Afterward, he took a step to the side and gave me a perfect view of my used wife.

In front of me lay a sweaty Sandra. I stared at her pubic area. Her opening hadn’t completely closed yet. There and around her labia, Lamar’s cum was still clearly visible.

I had already seen Sandra freshly fucked as a spectator. But this topped the previous sights. It was a new level. Plus the sweat, her disheveled hair, and her exhausted but satisfied look. She looked incredibly filthy.

Sandra had to take a few breaths. Her legs contracted. Then she turned her gaze to me. From my eyes, it moved to my cock. Victoria still controlled it.

“Do you want to come?” Sandra asked me.

“Please,” I heard myself say. I couldn’t help it. I needed it. Once again, Victoria had driven me to the brink of release. But still, she didn’t let me take the last step.

“Then come and fuck me,” Sandra replied. At the same time, Victoria’s hand disappeared.

I felt my aroused member. The long time of masturbation had made it sensitive.

I stood up. My eyes were fixed on my target. My wife’s cum-smeared pussy.

In the last few months, she had pleasured herself with many bulls. But when we had enjoyed ourselves afterward, she was always freshly showered.

They wanted me to take her freshly fucked pussy. Another first. I had to think inevitably of my neighbor Helmut. For him, his wife would probably have quite different expectations at this moment.

Only when I kneeled between Sandra’s legs and my cock dangled only inches away from her opening, I noticed something else. It was the first time that I would take my wife in front of spectators.

Under other circumstances, this might have made me uncomfortable. But I was far too aroused to be bothered by it.

I placed my cock at her opening and looked her in the eyes.

“Take me hard,” came softly from Sandra’s lips.

I didn’t let her ask me another time and with one thrust, I sank my cock completely inside her. Wet, slippery, and anything but tight. That’s how her used cunt felt to me.

These dirty thoughts only excited me more. Immediately, I began a wild fuck.

The satisfaction of my wife wasn’t my goal. She had gotten enough of that from Lamar. She didn’t even moan. Instead, she spurred me on.

“Harder! ... Fuck me! ... Come on, I want to feel all of you! ... Are you already all the way in!? ... More! ... Deeper!”

To be honest, she didn’t give me the impression that I was doing a good job. She was constantly asking for more.

After five minutes, my guest appearance came to a quick end. I was just too aroused after the long stimulation. I came and squirted into my wife. After taking a quick breath, she pulled me close to her and kissed me. It became a loving kiss. A tender kiss.

“I love you,” she whispered between kisses. She delivered this completely seriously. After our afternoon, this seemed a little surreal to me. But more important to me was the knowledge of how serious she was about it. I didn’t feel any different. I never wanted to let this woman go.

A short time later, our guests were on their way.


CHAPTER 17
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With our guests gone, we showered one after the other. Afterward, I did some office work. Sandra made us a light dinner, and in the evening we ended up on our sofa again. Sandra was lying in my arms.

“I hope that was okay for you this afternoon?” she asked as a commercial break began. Up to this point, we had not discussed the afternoon.

“Wasn’t it supposed to be?” I asked back.

“Well, I wasn’t sure. I mean ... maybe it was too much? I thought it was beautiful, but what about you?”

“What could I not have found beautiful?” I asked back.

“We put you through quite a bit of torture?”

“That was harsh. Maybe even mean? You could have let me come a little sooner.”

“Edging.”

“What?”

“That’s what it’s called. It’s controlling the orgasm. For a long time, the man is held close to it, but not allowed to go over the edge. This is done to increase the pleasure of the orgasm when it is finally granted. The journey is the destination.”

“I don’t know if that worked or not. It was okay, though.”

“We had other reasons, too.”

“Uh-huh?”

“Watching is more fun for you with a good amount of lust inside you, isn’t it? Besides, a little orgasm control can’t hurt you. That part only worked to a certain extent, though. In the end, it took you only five minutes.”

“Sorry.”

“Don’t be. I was already well fucked,” Sandra returned with a grin, taking another sip of wine.

“How many orgasms did you have? Four?”

“Five,” she returned perkily. “How was it for you?” she asked after a moment of silence. “Well ... I was still ... full of cum.”

“Different? I’m not sure what to think about that. But After the edging, I couldn’t wait any longer.”

“You dirty old man,” Sandra said and laughed.

We kissed, looked at each other in love, caressed, and lay in each other’s arms. But our sexual power was used up for the day.


CHAPTER 18
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The next few weeks passed quickly. I still had a lot to do before Christmas. I had to make sure that my clients' marketing campaigns were running optimally. For many, it was the most important time of the year.

I still got plenty of relaxation. My wife took care of that. She visited the Cucky Club every Monday. I accompanied her on these days. In addition, Victoria always invited her on a second day - usually on Wednesday. On these days she went alone to the club.

It was on a Wednesday that she was once more at the club without me. Sandra came home. She told me to lie naked on the bed. Then she put on a striptease.

Naked, she finally sat down on my hard cock and rode it. I had gotten a tiny glimpse of her shiny slit. My cock slid through her wetness. A second time, I fucked my still sperm-filled wife. A third time was to follow before Christmas.

I didn’t know quite what to think of it. In the past, my own cum hadn’t bothered me. I didn’t mind fucking her a second time. Neither did the bulls. However, when it came from another man, that was something else. Wild. Crazy. Kinky. Perverted.

There was also a second edging. Sandra seemed to have taken a liking to put me on the rack. Most times, she did it herself. But in the club, Victoria took over this role and kept my lust unfulfilled for a whole evening. Only at home, I was allowed to unload my excitement and to take my wife like a savage.

I must admit that I increasingly enjoyed it. A hand other than my own felt more and more exciting. It was also a very light form of domination. I gave my orgasm into the hand of my partner. Of course, I knew it was only a matter of time until I got my happy end.

To keep me guessing, sometimes I wasn’t allowed to come till the end, while other times I was allowed to come for the first time right at the beginning or in the middle. That made it more exciting. I never knew when I would find my next release.

Meanwhile, another thought was driving me. A problem that I had to struggle with every year. What do you give your wife for Christmas? The kids were easy. They had their wish lists, but what about Sandra?

“You know me best. I’m sure you’ll find a great gift.”

That was the answer to my question. No big help for a husband who wants to do right for the woman he loves.

To make matters worse, Victoria announced that Sandra had an absolutely wonderful gift. Of course, I asked her for more information but only got more gushing.

This, of course, increased the pressure even more. My original plan had been a small gift in front of the kids and a nice set of sexy lingerie later. But that seemed too unimaginative.

“I know of something,” Victoria announced. “Something Sandra has been dying to get. She often asks me what it’s like. But then that only increases her longing. It wouldn’t cost any money, but it would make her very happy.”

“What would that be?” I asked.

“Anal sex with a bull.”

“But?”

“But you’d have to give something up? Isn’t that what makes it a great gift?”

Of course, it made it a great gift. But at the same time, it made it a very expensive gift for me. It was too much, even for my beloved wife. A better solution had to be found.


CHAPTER 19
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Christmas time rushed by. On Christmas Eve, the gifts were waiting under the tree like every year. In Germany, we give the gifts out on the evening of the 24th. We did this after a quick meal. We had long since gotten into the habit of making short work of it, which kept the whining of our children to a minimum. A PlayStation and an iPhone were their major gifts.

I gave Sandra a book and perfume. In addition, I whispered to her that there would be more gifts later. I had bought her some sexy lingerie. She hadn’t gotten that from me - apart from the lingerie show - for a long time.

Now it was Sandra’s turn. She made a big secret of her gift. It was something for the whole family. It was the last gift under our Christmas tree.

I left the unwrapping to our children. They were only too happy to open the oblong package. Out came a cruise ship about fifty centimeters long.

“Give Dad the letter,” Sandra prompted them, and they handed me an envelope. “Read it out loud, please.”

So I did. To my surprise, Sandra had dug significantly deeper into our bank account than I had and booked us a vacation. Hence the cruise ship.

“In two days?”, I asked, irritated.

“Don’t worry, I’ve already planned everything ahead. All our papers are in order. We just have to pack and drive to the airport.”

“I’m not complaining.”

Most of all, I would not complain about one particular feature of her vacation plan. We would spend the first week cruising the Caribbean with our kids. But then it would be back home for them on their own. My parents would meet them at the airport. For my wife and me, there would be a second week of cruising the Caribbean.

That was a pretty good reason to look forward to the next two weeks. First some family fun and then a week, with just my wife.

However, it also made me a little doubtful about the quality of my gifts. Sandra had given me a week’s vacation with her alone. What did I offer her in return?

When the excitement finally wore off after midnight and the kids were in bed, our path also led to the bedroom. Here I gave Sandra my second load of gifts. I bought a few sexy lingerie sets from Antonia. She had also organized the lingerie show at the club where I had bought the white lingerie. In the meantime, Sandra had stocked up her wardrobe with more lingerie from her. Antonia had assured me that the sizes would fit.

I had splashed out and spent a few hundred euros. Sandra didn’t miss the opportunity and did a lingerie show just for me. I loved it.

“Oh, Pedro will like this red. He loves me in red.”

“White - like an innocent virgin.”

“Leather,” she noted the last item. A corset with suspenders and everything. The special feature was indeed the material. Antonia had vehemently talked me into it, and I have to say she knows her business. Sandra looked stunning.

“Should your wife ... hotwife ... mistress ... be extra hard on you,” Sandra joked.

Sandra kissed me. Her hand grabbed my crotch and got a feel of my hard cock. She kneaded it lightly while we continued kissing.

“I have something else for you.” I had said it before I had really thought it through. But I was as in love with Sandra at that moment as I had been on the first day. When we had become a couple. I remembered the heartbreak when we couldn’t see each other for three weeks shortly after. We talked on the phone every day then.

It was that love that made me want to give her another gift now. It wasn’t my lust. Tensely, Sandra looked at me.

“Your wish to have anal sex with a bull...”

That’s as far as I got. Sandra literally jumped on me and felled me like a tree. Fortunately, the bed was behind me.

“I love you,” she exclaimed. “I knew you’d give it up for me.”

I was actually hoping to make a deal with her. Anal sex once a month, or at least on special occasions. She had already taken that chance away from me. There was no turning back now.

But the day a bull took her ass for the first time had still to come. Until that happened I would use every chance to have some pleasure with it. The thought that it was perhaps already the last time, brought me to a fast orgasm.

Sandra tersely brushed aside my subsequent apology. Soon she would be fucked in her butt by persistent big cocks.

Later, I lay exhausted next to Sandra. She was already asleep. My gaze ran over her curves and stayed on her butt.

A little wistfully, I thought about what I would be denied in the future. On the other hand, I was also curious about how Sandra would experience anal with a bull. Maybe he was too big for her and she would come back to me remorseful?

I grinned. That would hardly happen.


CHAPTER 20
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Two days later, we took a plane from Frankfurt to Miami. In the harbor, our ship was waiting for us. It was a true ocean giant. Significantly larger than our previous cruise ships. It was the first time we didn’t go on a German-speaking ship. English would be the primary language on our ship.

I had expected a nice balcony cabin. Instead, I was suddenly standing in an extensive suite. Irritated, I looked at Sandra. We could afford to splash out some money on our vacations, but this suite had to be very expensive.

“I got a fantastic deal,” she later explained privately in response to my questions.

“Uh-huh?”

“A high-ranking member of the cruise line management is a member of the Cucky Club,” she explained with a grin.

We had booked a balcony cabin and had been upgraded to a luxury suite by him. I didn’t want to grumble and decided to enjoy the unexpected gift of luxury. After all, it was only right and proper that I also took advantage of the Cucky Club.

However, the suite had one disadvantage. Our offspring didn’t sleep in a completely separate cabin. They used the second bedroom. This made our nightly escapades of past cruises unnecessarily difficult.

In the end, I only got to sleep with Sandra twice during our first week of vacation. I didn’t mind it. It was a wonderful family vacation. Besides, I would have Sandra to myself for the entire second week. I was sure that we would spend a lot of time in bed.


CHAPTER 21
[image: ]


At the end of the week, we took our children to the airport. The airline staff made sure that they got to the right plane. The flight went directly back to Frankfurt, where my parents would meet them.

“Freedom!” I grinned at Sandra as we stepped out of the airport building. In response, she laughed heartily and even choked. It took her a while to get over her subsequent hiccup.

We strolled around town for a while longer. My mood was dazzling. Sandra’s mood was strange. I wouldn’t call it bad, but she was mostly silent. I blamed that on her worrying about our children. But being on a direct flight, they could hardly get lost.

In the late afternoon, we returned to the ship. Soon it would leave. I took my wife’s hand and led her to our suite. Our purchases wanted to be stowed away. Besides, I still had my very own plans for the next hour. Our freedom had to be lived out.

Back in our suite, Sandra was fussing and seemed to be visibly nervous now.

“Peter?”

“Yes?”

“I did something, and I don’t know if you’ll be mad at me.”

“Uh-huh?”

“It has to do with us. Our new life as cuckold and hotwife.”

“Have you jumped into bed with a man in the last few days?” I joked.

“No, but ...”

That was as far as Sandra got. There was a knock at the door. Immediately, Sandra made her way over and opened the door.

I had been expecting room service. They had really gone out of their way to take care of us the last few days. A benefit of our luxury suite. But it wasn’t room service. My mouth dropped open, and I certainly looked more aghast than I ever had before in my life.

Victoria stood in the doorway. Behind her, her husband Robert and our neighbors Helmut and Lydia came into the room. The bulls Lamar, Pedro, and Tom completed the entourage.

All seven easily had room in our spacious suite. I could only watch in disbelief as the greetings were made. I automatically shook a few hands. Pedro took my Sandra in his arms, grabbed her ass with his hands, and gave her a deep French kiss. At that point, I came to life again. I couldn’t believe what was happening. I took to my heels and rushed out of the suite. Behind me, I slammed the cabin door.

This was meant to be my week. I should have kissed Sandra and then thrown her onto the bed. But she seemed to prefer Pedro.

At the first bar, I stopped and ordered a whiskey.

What have you done, Sandra? What have we done? What have I lecherous fool allowed?


CUCKY CLUB 4
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Peter was looking forward to the second week of the cruise. Just him, his wife, and lots of sex. That was his plan. Instead, he’s suddenly confronted with Victoria and Lydia, their cuckold husbands, and three bulls.

How does Peter react to the unexpected situation? He runs!

Does Victoria manage to calm him down? Maybe to even introduce Peter and his wife deeper into the Cuckold world? Or will their marriage end with a big bang?

Cuckold on the High Seas (Cucky Club 4) is available on Amazon. Start reading now!


AFTERWORD


Thank you! I hope you enjoyed book 3 of the Cucky Club series.

Amazon reviews are of course always appreciated and help me tremendously. Feel free to let me know what you think of this book by email.

Subscribe to my newsletter, to stay informed about my next book release.

AutorDavidSilver@gmail.com

Follow me on Twitter


FRIENDLY TRAP
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Chris and Katie miss their best friends. Since they bought a vacation home, they have made themselves scarce in their lives. Finally, they invite Chris and Katie to visit. Unfortunately, while not being there themselves. But Chris and Katie want at least to learn what is so special about this place.

They quickly get to know the new acquaintances of their friends. These are three married couples and three black men. Towering above them all is Luis. A tall, well-toned, wealthy black man. He quickly makes it clear to Chris that he is just waiting for his approval to make a pass at his wife. Luis has no doubts that Katie wouldn’t be able to resist his special qualities.

For Chris, there are tough decisions ahead. Can he resist the lure or will he and his wife fall to their lust?

Friendly Trap is available on Amazon. Start reading now!


HOLIDAY TRAP
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Leonie and Jonas catch up on their honeymoon a year after their wedding. The young couple has treated themselves to a luxury vacation in Jamaica.

The hotel employee Zane picks them up at the airport. The American couple Jessica and Andrew arrive at the same time. A friendly vacation acquaintance develops. Jessica and Andrew aren't here for the first time. Soon, however, Jessica surprises the newly married couple with her closeness to Zane. Why doesn't her husband intervene?

Other wives also show an unseemly closeness to the locals in view of the ring on their finger. Again and again, Leonie and Jonas encounter unique erotic situations.

Leonie and Jonas had been looking forward to a vacation full of adventures. But instead of rafting and snorkeling, they're confronted with the temptations of a lust previously unknown to them. Can Leonie hold back her desire? Or Jonas accept he isn't adventure enough for his wife?

Holiday Trap is available on Amazon. Start reading now!
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