





THE AGONY OF THE CUCKOLD


CUCKY CLUB

BOOK TWO



















DANNY ENGEL











Copyright © 2023 Danny Engel

Cover-Image: DragosCondreaW

All rights reserved.












CONTENTS














Chapter 1








Chapter 2








Chapter 3








Chapter 4








Chapter 5








Chapter 6








Chapter 7








Chapter 8








Chapter 9








Chapter 10








Chapter 11








Chapter 12








Chapter 13








Chapter 14








Chapter 15








Chapter 16








Chapter 17








Chapter 18











Cucky Club 3








Afterword








Friendly Trap








Holiday Trap



















CHAPTER
 1















It was almost midnight when a car pulled into the yard. My wife was back from the club.

“Will you please wait in your bedroom?” Victoria asked me.

I looked at her, surprised and slightly challenging.

“Don’t worry, Sandra will be up in a minute. I just want to talk to her for a moment. Alone.”

I left the field for Victoria.

Upstairs, I sat down on our bed and waited. The time felt like an eternity, and my eyes kept falling on my alarm clock. I listened with one ear to hear if Sandra was coming up the stairs.

When I finally heard footsteps, my heart began to race and I could literally feel my cock pulsating. How would my wife face me in a moment? How had her evening gone? Had she actually done it? Had she enjoyed herself with another man and made me a cuckold?

The footsteps came closer and Sandra stepped into the doorway. There, she stopped for a moment and stared at me.

She looked just as stunning in the dark red dress as she had a few hours ago. Her face was slightly flushed. Maybe from excitement? Her hairstyle looked completely different. Her long blond hair hung down smoothly. She must have taken a shower at the club.

Sandra took off her high heels and pushed them aside. Then she started moving again. I was still sitting on the bed. A vast variety of sensations ran through my head. I was aroused and shocked at the same time. We had actually done this madness? I had allowed it to happen? After 15 years of marriage, I had let my wife be taken by another man.

A thought that was difficult to bear. Nevertheless, I felt my cock loving this. Hard and sensitive, it pressed against my pants as if asking for immediate release.

Sandra reached me. Briefly, she stopped in front of me and looked down at me, then she sat down on my lap. Her thighs closed around me. Her pubic area was only separated by a little fabric from my penis.

We looked into each other’s eyes. I tried to probe Sandra’s state of mind. I thought I detected fulfillment, but also insecurity. Maybe it was more satisfaction than fulfillment?

Still, we had not exchanged a single word. How does one start such a conversation, anyway? Hello darling, I’m back. Got myself properly screwed by a horny stallion of a man. Probably not that way.

Sandra bent her head further forward, and I lost sight of her eyes. I felt her breath close to my ear.

“Thank you. I love you.”

Those were her first words to me. Thank you? How should I interpret that? Thank you for letting me have fun? Thank you for finally letting me fuck a real cock?

Being a good husband, I, of course, responded with an “I love you, too.” Despite my difficult thoughts, I meant these words as sincerely as ever.

Sandra put her head against my shoulder. We remained sitting silently for a few seconds. Pressed close together.

Slowly, Sandra became active and slid back and forth on me. Her lap inevitably rubbed against my penis.

“I feel something there. Something that wants to be released into freedom,” Sandra said and showed me a slight smile. “I think I promised you something?”

She stood up and pulled me up with her. Together we undressed. I examined her naked body with careful interest. But traces of her extramarital activity were not to be discovered.

I, on the other hand, couldn’t hide what this was doing to me. My cock was hard and protruded steeply into the air. Sandra looked at me with a knowing grin. Her hand stroked lightly over my cock and immediately it made a joyful jump.

“I think I need to be careful,” Sandra stated. “Otherwise you’ll cum before I’ve even started my story.”

She was undoubtedly right. A few pumps would certainly have been enough. I felt that - almost painfully. I would have loved to just lend a hand to myself and relax.

But I was just as curious about Sandra’s story. How had her evening gone? Had she really had sex with another man? Or was this all just a bad dream?

We lay down on the bed. Sandra leaned her body against mine. Her hard nipples revealed her own arousal. Her hand searched along my thighs and kept just slightly away from my penis. As if she didn’t want to risk me coming prematurely. This only excited me more and was almost torture.

“Where do I start?” she wondered. “Probably the best to start at the beginning. Victoria picked me up and drove me to the club. I can tell you, I’ve rarely been this nervous before. I think the only time it was more was on our wedding day. But I was an absolute nervous wreck on that day.”

The last words came out with a shaky smile. Did she really need to bring out that day at that moment? One of the best days of my life?

“I nervously entered the Cucky Club. Luckily, with Victoria by my side. To my surprise, there were already many guests around. The hall near the entrance was filled. A DJ was playing music, the bars were busy, and a buffet was set up. To be honest, the small crowd made it easier. It took the attention off me. I was just one among many.”

Sandra stopped her narration for a moment. Her eyes focused on my penis. Her fingers moved from my thigh to my cock. Slowly, she stroked just the underside of my member with her index finger. I felt aroused to the point of bursting. Wondered why that brief touch hadn’t been enough.

“I think your little one is eager to see the results of this night. What do you think? Do you think I made your owner a cuckold?”

Her last words were obviously directed toward my cock. Little one she had called him. Degrading and demeaning. Unfortunately, also a correct fact. I wondered if he could ever give her pleasure again. And why the hell was I more aroused than ever before in my life, despite all this humiliation? Surely this wasn’t normal?

“Victoria took me by the hand and led me around the room. Introduced me to various guests as a new member,” Sandra continued her narrative. “As it turned out, I wasn’t the only newcomer. As Victoria explained to me, they usually hold such an evening once a month.”

“But of course, it wasn’t just newbies. There were cuckolds, experienced hotwives, and plenty of men. Bulls, I guess you call them? Every one of the bulls would like to be the first of a hotwife. I’m sure you are pleased to hear that there was plenty of interest in your wife.”

Again Sandra paused. She took my penis between two fingers and pumped it three times painfully slowly.

“Please,” came over my lips before I had thought about it. Sandra acknowledged this with a satisfied smile.

“Patience, my darling. Surely you want to hear the complete story? ... Where was I ... ah yes, the bulls. There was a lot of interest in the newbies. I think there were six of us. Victoria introduced me to a few. Nice but nervous conversations. The bulls visibly had a hard time holding back. Only one was allowed to talk to us at a time. They were proper gentlemen. Introduced themselves and had pleasant conversations with us wives.”

Again, Sandra stopped. She made a thoughtful impression.

“And then Victoria introduced me to Hugo.”

Another pause followed. There was something in the air, and I immediately knew what it would be. Sandra had just mentioned the name of the man who made me a cuckold.

“You really did it?”, I asked in a low and uncertain voice.

“Shh. Just listen.” To these words, Sandra put a finger on my lips. Signified to me once again to remain silent.

“Hugo is tall. Certainly a head taller than you. He introduced himself only briefly and then asked me to dance. At that moment, I knew I had made my choice.”

That wasn’t surprising. Sandra loved to dance. Unlike me. Rhythm wasn’t in my blood. But for her sake, I let myself be persuaded to dance now and then. Hugo made the right call to seduce my wife, so she would let him be her first.

“Somehow, everyone seemed to have noticed that I had made my choice. Victoria kept some distance. No other bull made an appearance, and Hugo never left my side.”

Sandra jerked my penis a few times. She looked lost in her thoughts. As if she was back in his arms and experiencing this special moment a second time. So easily she had let herself be ensnared. So quickly, I had slipped into the back of her mind. I - her husband. These thoughts tormented me a lot.

“We danced and talked. Hugo didn’t let me from his side. Along the way, he introduced me to other members. But I was so nervous that I could hardly remember a name. Not a word was said about the goal of the evening. I thought that was strange at first, but presumably, there is a tactic behind it?”

“At some point, Victoria took me aside. I had already noticed that the hall had emptied slightly. She asked me with a knowing look if I had made my choice. I looked back at Hugo once more and then nodded. I was too nervous for words, but Victoria wanted to hear me say it and prompted me to say it. She recited it once, and I repeated it after her: I want to be taken by Hugo, made into a hotwife, and make my husband into a cuckold.”

“I didn’t get that out quite as fluidly. Still, it was kind of liberating,” Sandra confessed to me, then looked at me uncertainly. “Up until then, I kept thinking about aborting. Somehow, I couldn’t shake the feeling that I was cheating. Maybe it was my own lust that took over. The prospect of ... sex.”

Sandra had stopped briefly and then added a simple “sex.” In my mind, she had wanted to say something quite different. The prospect of a big hard cock, for example. I guess she didn’t want to subject me to a racier choice of words.

“Victoria led me back to Hugo and put my hand in his. It’s about time, were her words to Hugo. His gaze explored my face. He was probably pleased with what he discovered there. Shall we?, he asked me. I nodded, and that was that. He led me out of the hall and up the stairs. We didn’t talk. And then we were suddenly in one of these rooms.”

Instead of my cock, Sandra now gently cuddled my testicles. I couldn’t even remember the last time she had done this.

“The door closed behind us and for a moment we looked at each other silently. Hugo took me in his arms and gave me a quick kiss. A second and third kiss followed. The kisses became longer and more intense. His tongue pushed through my lips ... our bodies pressed close together ... his hands grabbed my buttocks and pressed me even closer to him and then ... and then I felt him for the first time ... his ... his big ... big member ... penis … his cock.”

With her last sentences, Sandra’s mood had visibly changed. Only with immense effort and a lot of sobs, she brought out the words and finally stopped her narration completely.

It tore my heart apart to see her like this. It was as much my fault as hers. I, too, had driven her into the arms of another man. I had given my consent. I had gotten off on it.

“Hey, hey,” I uttered my first words in a long time, pulling Sandra higher and close to me. Her hands had to let go of my penis. I pressed her against me and put an arm around her.

“Are you okay?”, I asked her gently.

“I really did it,” she confessed to me through tears. “I fucked another man. What kind of slut am I? Cheating on my husband like that? Always and forever - wasn’t that how it was supposed to be?”

“You didn’t cheat on me,” I tried to reassure her. “I wanted it just the same. I was ... stupid. Let my excitement get the best of me and another man take you. What husband does something so stupid with his dream girl? No ... I’m just as much to blame.”

Sandra calmed down again. But at the same time pressed herself even closer to me. I gave her a kiss on the temple. She probably saw this as a starting signal for more and turned further to me and gave me a kiss.

My wife’s hands went over my body again. My penis had calmed down slightly but was still erect. Sandra pumped it a few times.

“Take me ... make me your wife again,” were her prompting words. I was happy to fulfill this demand. For hours, I had been aroused and craved release.

I pushed Sandra into the middle of our bed and then turned on top of her. Set my cock at her wet opening. For all the self-doubt she seemed to have, she didn’t lack arousal, either.

Carefully, I inserted my penis. Only at that moment did the thought occur to me that another man had been active there only recently. At least, that was to be assumed. Sandra still owed me a part of her evening.

My gaze led down and then up again. Sandra noticed my questioning look and interpreted it her way.

“Don’t worry. We used a condom.”

To my shame, I must confess that I hadn’t thought about that at all. Her words were a clear confirmation. She had had sex with another man. She had made me a cuckold.

This realization mattered little to me at that moment - quite the opposite. With quick movements, I pushed deep into my wife. Plunged my cock again and again completely into her.

Did something change? Did it feel different? I presumed Hugo had a big cock which may have stretched my wife but I didn’t feel any change. Maybe because I had only been able to fill her to a certain extent before? How the big cock must have felt to her. One that could fill her up and reach places I never would?

The hours of waiting and my thoughts pushed me forward. I sensed it wouldn’t take me long to cum. Inwardly, this angered me. I wanted to give my wife more than a five-minute fuck.

“Come on, faster. Fuck me. Take me,” Sandra urged me on.

This gave me the rest. I moaned out and came deep inside my wife. I did a few last movements and then stayed on top of her. For a moment, I buried my head in her shoulder. I didn’t want to look her in the eye.

“I’m sorry,” were my first words after I managed to get back up and slid next to Sandra.

“For what?” she asked with an irritated look on her face.

“For ... cumming so fast.”

“Don’t worry,” she shot back. “I’ve already gotten my money’s worth today.”

With one hand, she grabbed my cheek and turned my head toward her. We looked at each other. Then Sandra kissed me.

“I love you.” It came softly and convincingly from her lips.

“I love you, too,” was my reply.

Sandra snuggled up to me again. Gave me another kiss. “Do you want to hear the rest?”

The rest? Did I want to hear what she had done with this man - Hugo? How he had fucked her? Taken her? Pushed his big fat cock into her?

I had just cum, but I felt something stirring again. Of course, I wanted to hear the rest. I had been waiting for this for hours.

“We don’t have to do it today,” I replied.

“I promised you before,” Sandra returned. Then her eyes fell on my crotch. She embraced my already semi-stiff cock. “I think he wants to hear it, too.”

The prospect of hearing more of her evening and the grip of her hand made my cock swell to its full size again. Sandra bent down and took my cock in her mouth. Blew him for a minute. When she came back up, I had to make do with her hand.

“I think you’re ready for the rest,” she winked at me. Now in a better mood again.

“Where were we? Hugo kissed me and I kissed him back. Let myself drift and enjoyed the moment. I can’t deny that. And then I felt his penis for the first time ... still through his pants and my dress, but still easily noticeable. It’s ... large ... that was clear to me right away.”

“I guess it was obvious that I was ready for more. Hugo stopped our tongue play and led me to the bed. His blue eyes were full of greed. That transferred over to me. I wanted it so badly at that moment.”

“He let the straps of my dress slip over my shoulders. It fell in one swoop down to the floor and I stood half-naked before him. Hugo let his big hands run over my bare skin. Kneaded my breasts through my bra. We kissed again.”

“We were still standing in front of the bed. Hugo took my hands and guided them to his crotch. Let me feel his cock through the fabric of his pants.”

Sandra stopped her story and looked at me. I had a feeling she was feeling slightly guilty again. I didn’t want her to stop her narration again, so I tried to reassure her with words to get her to continue her story. This was mostly out of self-interest at that moment. Her tale was the most exciting thing I had ever experienced. My cock already felt like bursting again. I had to hear the rest. Had to know how Hugo had taken her.

“Please continue,” I asked.

“Okay,” Sandra replied to my request. She pumped my cock slowly. Obviously eager not to make me come prematurely.

“So we were standing next to the bed. I was already half-naked. My hands felt his stiff cock through the fabric of his pants. Meanwhile, his hands had moved to my shoulders and were pressing on them. He wanted me to kneel in front of him. I let it happen. His hand then clasped my head and directed my gaze upward toward him. Open my pants, he urged me.”

“He has a beautiful voice. A masculine voice. I had to comply with his request.”

“I was nervous but focused on my task. First opened his belt, followed by his zipper, then pulled down his pants. Immediately, his cock ... his big cock swung at me. To my surprise, he wasn’t wearing any underwear.”

Again, Sandra paused for a moment and looked at me.

“Do you want me to describe him?” she asked me uncertainly.

“Yes, please,” was my half-moaned reply.

“His cock was long, thick, and absolutely beautiful,” Sandra admitted bluntly.

“Much longer than mine?”, I asked, to my own surprise.

I got a simple “yes” in response. That should have bothered me. It did, and yet I felt a little more blood rush to my cock. He became a little harder and more sensitive, enjoying the touch of Sandra’s fingers.

“With his hands, Hugo guided my head even closer to him,” Sandra continued her tale. “Then he asked me to kiss him and I ... I didn’t hesitate and slowly pushed my head forward and gave him a single kiss. Afterward, I looked up at Hugo. He nodded at me. My eyes turned back down. I gave him more kisses. Kissed him from the glans down to the root and then ...”

Again, Sandra paused for a moment and took a noticeable breath. But this time it seemed to me to be more than just fear or concern about my reaction. This time she was aroused, too.

“Then?” I inquired.

“I licked back from his root to his head with my tongue and as if by itself it found its way into my mouth. My tongue went around his head and I took him in a little deeper. It was difficult ... he was so big ... too big for me.”

“Hugo let me blow him for a few minutes. I think he liked my blowjob, even though I could only take part of him in.”

“At that point ... I ... my fingers had already found their way between my legs ... under my dress.”

The confession of her own arousal made Sandra visibly nervous and embarrassed. I gave her a quick kiss to let her know it was okay. And also, of course, to get her to continue.

“After a while, Hugo pulled me back up and onto the bed. In the meantime, he had gotten rid of his shirt. We kissed again and then he pulled down my bra and my breasts got his attention. He sucked and nibbled on them. He threw me further onto the bed and looked with greed in his eyes down at my body. It ... it was nice to be looked at like that. To be desired.”

Embarrassed, Sandra lowered her gaze again. These personal details about her feelings were visibly difficult for her. Nevertheless, she told them. Just for me?

“Then it was time,” Sandra continued, pumping my cock a tiny bit faster. “First Hugo freed me from my bra, then my panties followed. For a moment, his lips buried themselves in my pubic. But I was already more than ready ... condom?, he asked me and I could only answer with a nod. Rooted to the spot, I lay there watching him roll the condom over his cock.”

“Definitely Magnum,” Sandra added with a relaxed grin. Slowly, her tension seemed to ease. Perhaps she was also glad to be coming near the end of her story.

“Then he put his cock at my opening. Rubbed up and down with it. Spit into his hands and spread his spit on his cock. He positioned his cock a second time and pushed forward. At first only his head. I felt him watching me closely. I could not take my eyes off his penis. Slowly he penetrated me deeper.”

Sandra stopped her tale. She pushed her body down the bed. For a few seconds, she took my cock in her mouth. Unlike Hugo, most of me disappeared through her lips. Then she masturbated me again. Her second hand slid between her own legs.

“Everything okay so far? Do you want to hear the rest? Do you want to hear how I got taken by another man’s cock?” she asked.

The whole narrative was already unusually crude for Sandra. But with these vulgar words, she surprised me once again. Inwardly, I shouted out a loud Yes and only slowly became aware that she was actually waiting for an answer. She looked at me questioningly and wouldn’t continue her story without my approval.

“Yes,” came softly from my lips.

“Yes? Do you want to hear how I was properly fucked by a big hard cock? Say it!”

Sandra grew louder and more insistent. Her arousal literally resonated and could be heard in her voice. She had sped up her masturbation for a few seconds.

I felt challenged by her. Part of me would have preferred to say “no, thank you.” Men can certainly understand why I couldn’t. My cock was strained to burst and was just waiting to finally be allowed to discharge a big shot of cum. At that moment, I was literally cock-driven.

“Tell me ... tell me how you got taken by that big cock ... please.”

That seemed to be enough for Sandra. She looked satisfied at me. Her hand sped up.

“With every push, he penetrated me deeper and deeper,” Sandra continued, to my relief and delight. “Always a little out, then each time pushing a little deeper and harder into me. The obstacle was not only its length. His girth was also remarkable. He filled me out really nicely ... just like Blacky.”

She had christened her big black dildo Blacky. She had gotten it from Victoria. In the last few weeks, the dildo had been used quite a bit and should have prepared her well for this experience.

“Blacky is nice, but ... a real and warm cock ... that’s something else. And when it’s as big as Blacky, too.”

I don’t know if it was careless or on purpose, but her words reminded me once again of my own inadequacy.

“At some point, Hugo filled me all the way. Sunk his cock all the way inside me. He showed a lot of patience with me. We kissed each other. But then the patience ended.”

Once again, Sandra paused for a moment. The movements of her hand now sped up steadily. For me, a sign that we were coming to the end of her evening at the club.

“Hugo took me. He was pretty wild. I wasn’t very different, too. I don’t think I’ve ever been this loud before. I couldn’t hold back and let myself go completely. My world was reduced to getting fucked.”

“I don’t know if that’s normal for the bulls at the club, but Hugo had pretty good staying power. I’m sure most men would have cum by then ... but he ... he let me go first. My memory ... ah ... of my orgasm is hazy ... it was long ... and horny ... so horny.”

Sandra was now not only pumping my cock like crazy but also masturbating herself at great speed. This caused her narration to come to a halt. I too had trouble holding back. I didn’t want to come yet. Wanted to savor every word she said. My hands had clawed themselves into the bedspread. But I already felt how my penis became more sensitive. A sign that it was almost time. I was only seconds away from coming.

“I came ... and came ... at some point I realized ... that I was, in fact, already having a second orgasm ... and then Hugo squirted. Of course, only into the condom, but I could feel his cock twitch inside me. So horny ... so horny.”

With those words from her, I couldn’t stop it. My cock twitched and my cum flew in a big arc onto my belly. Sandra watched this delightedly and then came with a very audible climax.

Exhausted and completely finished, I sank back into bed. I felt how Sandra pushed herself back up to me and put a blanket over us. She ignored my cum. I could no longer react. With Sandra at my side, I soon fell into a deep sleep.
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One would think that all the excitement would have been followed by a restless night. But the opposite was the case. I slept and slept. When I woke up, it was 10 o’clock. The bed next to me was already empty.

I needed a moment to once again review the experiences of the previous night. I actually sent my wife into the arms of another man. Let her fuck someone else, of course, with my consent.

I didn’t know what to make of all that. What to think of myself? What did that make me? A cuckold, of course, but was I still a good husband? Or was I a good husband, precisely because of what I let happen? Because I let my wife experience what I couldn’t offer her myself?

These thoughts accompanied me in the shower. Drove me half crazy. There didn’t seem to be any answers. I actually prefer to live in a world where things are either black or white. Good or bad, yes or no. In my work, I gather facts and statistics and make an informed decision based on that. It’s very simple and straightforward. Advertising costs us 10 euros per new customer and each new customer is worth 15 euros to us. Simple mathematics. Of course, we would accept that kind of deal.

But here the situation was different. I hated it. I hated driving my wife into the arms of another man. I hated being a cuckold. And yet, I loved it. Loved the idea of Sandra being taken by another man. Even the thought of being a cuckold had its appeal. Even though I still wasn’t quite sure what that meant exactly. Was it simply that I was letting my wife say goodbye to our wedding vows? What was my place in all of this?

There were no answers for now. I finished my shower and from downstairs came the call, “Breakfast is ready.” My wife had already fetched rolls, and our children had probably been up for quite some time.

I work from home. That makes it easy to work on the weekend as well. Sandra didn’t like that at all and therefore regularly declared a weekend a family weekend. Then there was an absolute ban on work - at least as far as paid work was concerned. Of course, the garden doesn’t do itself either.

And so, on this Saturday, we decided that our garden needed some work. Much to their displeasure, our children had to do their part, too. After a bit of grumbling, it went quite well. The lawn was mowed, weeds were removed, and the terrace got polished.

As a reward, we had a barbecue. Of course, I took over the place at the grill. Paul, at ten, already knew where he belonged - with his father at the grill, of course.

The gardening had distracted my thoughts from the previous night. It stayed that way for the next few hours when the barbecue turned into a game night. Only rarely and without greater depth did my thoughts go back to the previous night. The family time helped to keep me sane. Sandra was also in a good mood. Maybe these hours were an important signal to us. No matter what had happened, we could still be the same happy little family.

Exhausted but in a good mood, we went to bed in the evening. I was already lying in bed when Sandra stepped from our bathroom into our bedroom. She was completely naked. Even when she wants to seduce me, she usually still wears lingerie.

My interest was naturally piqued. Sandra approached the bed and flipped back the covers. Without a word, she stripped me of my underpants. My cock was already awakening. Sandra’s lips did the rest. From below, she looked up at me with her greedy eyes.

Sandra climbed on top of me. I watched as she sank my cock into her and began a slow ride. My arousal continued to skyrocket.

“Faster,” I urged Sandra. But she just smiled at me knowingly and did not change her slow pace. What had a single night with another man done to my wife?

I had had enough of the torment and turned the tables. Rolled to the side with my wife. Now she was under me and I set the pace.

“Yes, fuck me,” Sandra demanded of me. “Take your wife hard.”

I was getting faster and faster. Her words did the rest. They also reminded me of what I had let my wife do the day before.

It didn’t take long, and I squirted inside her.

“And what about me?” she asked me afterward, slightly reproachfully. Which also reminded me again of Hugo's standing qualities.

Out of necessity, I used my hand and satisfied Sandra with my fingers. Her clit got all of my attention. I kissed her and sucked on her breasts. I was able to deliver her the missing orgasm with a few minutes of delay.

We didn’t talk about her visit to the Cucky Club for the next couple of days. But somehow a new energy had grown between us. We kissed much more often and I also once more uttered the words “I love you”. Things continued to heat up in bed as well.

I had been afraid of her visit to the club. Especially afraid of losing her or no longer being enough for her. Instead, the exact opposite seemed to happen. Our love was greater than ever and the sex was more frequent and better. Was this new adventure perhaps a win-win situation for both of us?
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For the entire next week, we didn’t talk about the Cucky Club once. I didn’t know how to start the topic. Wasn’t even sure if I wanted to talk about it. It was a pleasant week. Why mess with that?

Of course, this was just the calm before the storm. Part of me knew that, of course. The Cucky Club was only five hundred yards down the road, after all. It was impossible to condemn it from our lives. So it was of little surprise when I had Victoria on the phone Sunday afternoon.

She didn’t want to talk to me, though, but demanded to speak to Sandra. Being a good husband, I handed her the phone. Sandra disappeared into our bedroom. Listeners didn’t seem to be welcomed.

I immediately became uneasy. What did Victoria want? For days I had ignored the subject of the Cucky Club. Slowly pushed it into the background. Now it caught up with me again in one big swoop.

I stood at the bottom of the stairs and wondered if I should sneak upstairs. Maybe I could listen at the door? But I could control myself. Sandra would undoubtedly tell me afterward what they had talked about.

Time passed and my gaze went more and more often in the clock’s direction. The conversation seemed to last an eternity. This wasn’t entirely unusual for Sandra. With her mother or her best friends, she could talk on the phone for hours.

My biggest concern, or hope, of course, was that Victoria was trying to lure Sandra to the club a second time. I tried to figure out my feelings. The moment Sandra finally emerged from our bedroom, I didn’t want to face her, completely dumbfounded.

I was still excited by the idea of my wife being taken by another man. I still doubted how I, as a supposedly good husband, could allow such a thing to happen. And I wanted it to be big cocks, which offered her experiences of which I was not capable.

I was so deep in my thoughts that I didn’t notice Sandra until she settled down on the sofa next to me.

“What did Victoria want?” I asked curiously.

“She invited me.”

“Invited you?”

“To go swimming. Tomorrow.”

“Okay?”

I had actually expected a further explanation. But Sandra didn’t give it to me for the time being. “Just swimming?” I asked. I had to know.

“I don’t know.”

My breath caught. There was more to it than Sandra had revealed to me so far. There had to be.

“You don’t know?” I asked.

“I don’t know if my husband will let me fuck another stranger.”

Sandra looked at me seriously. Again, that clear choice of words. I didn’t know that from her.

The question was directed at me, of course. What did she want to hear from me? Both doors seemed to be open for me. I could reject it and end our little cuckold adventure. No, your husband won’t allow that! Maybe that’s all it would have taken from me. Instead, I remained silent - unable to decide.

I felt Sandra’s hand on my leg. She pushed up to my crotch and discovered my stiff penis. Sandra put on a knowing smile and raised an eyebrow.

“He, unlike you, probably has a clear opinion.”

What was I supposed to say to that? Did the thought of a repeat excite me? I didn’t doubt that. But that didn’t make it a good idea.

Sandra unzipped my pants and took out my cock. She pumped briefly and then took it into her mouth. A short but intense blowjob followed. My thoughts were occupied by the moment. Again, I was allowed to experience her blowjob qualities.

“I’m going for a nice swim tomorrow,” Sandra brought me back to our initial conversation. “Maybe it’ll turn out to be more, maybe not. Who knows what’s even going on there on a Monday? Maybe it will just be the two of us splashing around a bit? Then later I’ll come home and the two of us will have some fun. All right?”

How could I have disagreed with that? I was most interested in my impending orgasm.

“Okay?” Sandra repeated her question, and I answered with the same word, giving my consent. Inwardly, I groaned at this. And despite all my misgivings, just seconds later, I exploded. My sperm splashed uncontrollably on my shirt. But that only seemed to amuse Sandra. She came up and gave me a kiss. “Thank you,” was her last word on the matter.

Despite my misgivings, I was also a little hopeful. After all, I could hope to have stunning sex with my beautiful wife again on Monday. Win-win, right?
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The next morning, I woke up early. Sandra was still asleep next to me. I peered at her thoughtfully. She looked so peaceful. In a few hours, perhaps for the second time, a big cock would push itself into her mouth.

These thoughts were enough to get some movement between my legs. I looked forward to the events of the day. Did I hope that on a Monday no man would be at the club? Or did I fear this possibility?

I decided to start the day with a cold shower. Somehow, I had to escape this madness. I took care of the coffee machine and sat down in my office. The first thing to do was to read e-mails. After that, I wanted to examine the advertising statistics for the past week. There were always little things that needed to be adjusted or analyzed in more detail. So, at least temporarily, it took my mind off things.

From my office, I could hear the rest of the family stirring and life slowly coming into the house.

Normally, I would have had breakfast together with Sandra by now. Sometimes even the children joined us. But this Monday did not develop as I had hoped.

First, there was an early call from a potential new customer. He had a few questions about my contract offer. Then I found out that the advertising campaign with another customer had been stopped. Allegedly a policy violation.

While I was dealing with that, my wife joined me in the office. She was wearing a light summer dress and carrying a small bag.

“I’m off ... swimming with Victoria.”

She shared no more details about her plans. The possibility of more happening was hanging in the air. But we didn’t talk about it. Instead, I got only a goodbye kiss.

I stayed back in my office chair and closed my eyes for a few seconds. My wife is on her way to a second adventure, was echoing through my head. My pants became tight again. But there was no time for satisfaction. My customer’s problem had priority.

I was busy for the rest of the morning. At least the thoughts of my wife couldn’t drive me completely crazy.

Around noon, as a good father, I naturally made sure that there was something on the table. This wasn’t unusual, since I worked from home. Our children spent the afternoon with friends. That gave me the rest of the day off. Especially since all pressing customer problems were solved. Nevertheless, I refrained from masturbation. I didn’t want to get ahead of Sandra.

It was 3 p.m. when she finally came home after almost five hours. I heard her key in the door and immediately made my way to the door. Eager to find out how her time at the Cucky Club had gone.

“Hi, honey,” I greeted her and poured myself a glass of water. I didn’t want to seem too inquisitive and hoped Sandra would start herself.

“Hello darling,” my wife replied and gave me a kiss on the back of my neck.

I turned to face her. My eyes again explored her exterior. But this time, too, it was impossible to see what she had experienced.

Sandra pressed close to me. Her hand wandered to my crotch and once again discovered my hard cock.

“Where are the kids?” was her first question. I informed her we had our privacy. “Good,” she acknowledged and pulled me up with her. We went up the stairs to our bedroom.

We were quickly naked and lying on the bed. I looked at Sandra expectantly.

“You want to hear something?” she teased me. “I’ve been swimming, lying by the pool, and sunbathing.”

That didn’t sound super exciting. But only now did I think about the fact that during my observations, nudism was the order of the day at the club. Had Sandra presented her body to several other men and women there, too? Had they stared at her? The idea had something. It was hard to imagine that my wife could suddenly be so free. But just a couple of weeks ago, I would have thought it even less possible that she would climb into bed with another man.

“There were only two of us, though ... at least at first. It was really nice. The pool was superb in this weather.”

Sandra jerked my cock briefly. Now she sat back on me and let me penetrate her.

“Around noon, things livened up a bit. Two more women arrived and then ... then Hugo was there again. He really wanted to meet me a second time.”

That didn’t sound good. Did Hugo want more of my wife than I was willing to share? I couldn’t lose her.

“We lay with the rest at the pool. Swam a few laps and splashed around in the pool. The conversations were interesting. The other women were also fairly new. Mondays are reserved for beginners. There are probably stricter rules in the club. Victoria didn’t enlighten me on that, though.”

“Hugo wasn’t the only man, but I knew I had to have him a second time.”

Sandra’s words were surprisingly honest, and she delivered them without any guilt in her voice. At the same time, she sped up her ride on me.

“His cock was great. Just as I remembered. First, I sucked him, then he fucked me. This time in several positions. It was nice to be taken really deep from behind for once. To have his thighs slapping against my butt.”

Now her words were delivered almost dreamily. Doggy style was a position that had done it to me, too. Unfortunately, it wasn’t well suited for my penis. In this position, to my chagrin, precious centimeters did not come into action.

“He fucked me to a wonderful climax. But it didn’t stop there. After a quick break, we did it a second time. Again I felt his thick cock pulsing inside me as he came.”

Meanwhile, Sandra performed a wild ride on me. She obviously wanted to make me cum.

“It was awesome to feel such a big horny cock again,” were her last words. That brought me over the edge, and this time my cock was allowed to pulsate inside her. But whether she also felt something from it seemed at least questionable to me.
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Twice now my wife had gone to the Cucky Club. Twice I had been rewarded with hot sex afterward. Even in between, we had one or the other additional playtime together.

Therefore, I couldn’t really complain. If you disregard the fact that I let my wife do it with other men. Still, the situation continued to gnaw at me. Was this really right for us? And now Sandra had already chosen this ominous Hugo a second time. Who, unlike me, could dance pretty well. If he was now her chosen one, wouldn’t that increase the danger that she would fall in love with him?

Under no circumstances did I want to lose my wife. The thought was unbearable. I had to seek an honest conversation with her, as difficult as it was for me.

However, I delayed this conversation for a while. It wasn’t until Thursday that I managed to get out a “we need to talk.” Words that probably do not bode well for any spouse. In response, I got to hear an uncertain “okay” from Sandra.

“We have to talk about this cuckold thing,” I started, searching for the right words. “Are you sure it was the right decision for us?”

“I thought so?” came back from her questioningly. “Haven’t we had a lot of fun in the last two weeks?”

“Sure, but ...”

“Please be honest. What are you worried about?”

“What if you fall in love? You’ve had two times now with this Hugo and ... and ...”

“Oh, honey. You’ll never lose me. Never. It was fun with Hugo. He was kind and courteous. A proper gentleman and a tiger in bed ...”

“You’re not helping to dispel my doubts right now,” I interjected during her brief pause in speech.

“But he has to be like that,” came back as a simple reply from Sandra. “He has to be that way. That’s part of it.”

“You are talking Greek to me,” I returned.

Sandra contemplated me.

“You’re a cuckold, aren’t you?” asked Sandra of me uncertainly. “And ... well ... cuckolds, of course, like to see their wife with another man. A strong, well-built man. It’s the only way they can experience the agony of the fear of losing their wife to him. Which is what makes the cuckold experience so special in the first place. Isn’t that right?”

She was describing my emotional state quite accurately. Was it really supposed to be like that? Did it have to be that way?

“Maybe?”

At this point, our conversation was interrupted by the phone ringing. It was my mother-in-law. I knew that wouldn’t be a short phone call. We didn’t resume our conversation that day.
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On Friday morning, I was alone at home. Sandra was at work and the kids were out. I sat in my office and tried to get some work done before the weekend. A ringing interrupted me.

I made my way to the front door. From the hallway, I saw the striking figure of Victoria Paulsen. Her long, straight, and pitch-black hair, as well as her magnificent breasts. I opened the door.

“Hello.”

“Hello Peter, may I come in?”

“Of course, but Sandra isn’t home.”

“I know,” she admitted bluntly.

“Uh-huh?”

I led Victoria into the living room and we sat down.

“What brings you here?”, I asked cautiously.

“I heard you were worried? We thought maybe I could answer some of your questions and take some worries off you. What’s on your mind?”

Was I really supposed to spill my guts to Victoria Paulsen? Was that what Sandra wanted? Obviously, they had arranged this meeting. But could I trust Victoria? She had dragged us into this madness, after all. Caution was in order.

“I don’t know if we’re on the right track. Maybe we’re putting our marriage at risk just to gain some temporary pleasure. Our family is important to me. Maybe we should stop this game.”

“I understand your concerns. I’ve been privileged to witness them many times. It’s always a thrill to watch you men ... you cuckolds ... squirm. It’s part of it. You will have to live with it. And honestly, without it, the whole thing would be a bit strange. What would be the alternative? Let your wife fuck through the world and when someone asks you if you don’t mind, a simple ‘nope’ comes back? Is that how you imagine love? Of course, you mind. You hate it ... and you love it.”

Victoria’s talk was harsh and direct. Her tone changed now, however, becoming softer.

“Peter. Your Sandra has been having a great time. And I hear you’ve had a lot of fun, too. That she won’t let just any man have his way with her was to be expected. We women need a connection to the men we let fuck us. Especially in the beginning.”

“And frankly, your concerns hit me personally, too. It’s very important to me that we bring couples closer together at the Cucky Club. When breakups happen, it’s not because of the club. It can even be the other way around. A woman who doesn’t get full satisfaction from her man may start looking around for a replacement behind his back. Our solution is much more elegant, isn’t it?”

This brought us back to my own inadequacy. We had good sex, but there were natural limits to that.

“You’re members of the Cucky Club now, and I hope it stays that way. It’s nice to have some friends in it. Sandra and I get along very well and you and I will get along just fine as well. Once we get you properly introduced, we’ll integrate you even better.”

“Properly introduced?”

“Yes, Robert and I have been running the club for some time now. We can draw on a lot of experiences by now. Recognize quickly what we can expect from a couple. For now, Sandra comes alone, but of course, we would like to welcome you, too, as a regular club visitor. After all, you are just as much a member. It’s not without reason that you cuckolds have made it into the name of our club.” Victoria grinned.

“Surely you’d like to watch your wife sometime,” Victoria added with a wink. With that, she piqued my interest. Victoria sensed that immediately, too. “Everything in its own time. There’s only one first time. You shouldn’t rush it. Enjoy the way there. As they say, the journey is the destination.”

For a few minutes, our conversation drifted to all-world topics. Victoria was an educated woman and could say something about anything. It really had something friendly and therefore relaxing. Then it was time for her to leave.

“Would you please tell Sandra that she can come every Monday now? She doesn’t have to announce herself. The door is always open for her.”

“Only on Mondays? Your orientation day?”

“Yes, only on Mondays. This path isn’t easy for Sandra, either. It’s beautiful but definitely has its challenges for the woman as well. She, too, has to grow into her new role.”

For a moment, I wondered what was to come. However, our mailman impeded me from further questioning Victoria. As he pulled into our driveway, Victoria said goodbye and headed home.
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I couldn’t get my conversation with Victoria out of my head. She had hardly been able to reduce my fears. But she had aroused my interest. Soon I could experience my wife up close with another man. At these thoughts, something immediately stirred in my pants.

I freed my cock from its prison and sat down at my computer. Quickly, a cuckold porn movie was on the screen. I selected a video in which the man was watching his wife.

I imagined how the sight of Sandra with another man would be. Through Blacky, I already had an idea of how tight her opening would wrap itself around his penis.

Wildly masturbating, I came quick. The first few minutes after that, my guilty conscience caught up with me. What would our friends and acquaintances think of us? I would certainly be the laughingstock of all. What husband lets his wife fuck other men? If we were at least swingers and I also had fun with other women. But that hadn’t come up once. For all my primal lust for other women, my interest in real sexual contact was limited. This wasn’t a step I could imagine for myself. My Sandra was all I needed.

Just half an hour later, my guilty conscience had already withdrawn. Instead, my penis showed interest in more action. In the meantime, however, the house had been filled with life again.

I was now faced with the hard task of conveying Victoria’s message to my wife. She was now a welcome guest at the Cucky Club every Monday.

It wasn’t until we were in bed that evening that we found the time to talk. Sandra made the start.

“How was it with Victoria?” she asked frankly, confirming even from her side that the visit had been arranged.

“Nice? She did ... she asked me to give you a message.”

“Yes?” asked a hopeful Sandra.

“You can come to the club every Monday now ... without arrangement or notice.”

“Oh, honey. I love you. You’re so sweet and understanding.”

“Me? What does that have to do with me?”

“Victoria seems pleased with how we’re doing. I wasn’t sure if you - if we - were ready yet. That’s why I thought, it was a good idea to let her talk to you. Seems like she thinks you are ready.”

“Ready to have my wife fuck other men every Monday on a whim,” I returned sarcastically.

“Yes,” was Sandra’s serious reply. She completely ignored my sarcasm.

“Where is this going?” I groaned.

“We’re having fun, aren’t we? Why don’t we just enjoy it?”

Sandra didn’t expect an answer. Her hands had found their way into my briefs. A little later, I penetrated her and could once again enjoy sex with my wife.
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The weekend became family time again. On Saturday, we went shopping in Mannheim for the pleasure of my wife and daughter. On Sunday, a bicycle tour was on the agenda.

In the evening, Sandra and I lay in bed. Once again, she showed her amorous side. Crawled to me and pressed her bosom to my side. We kissed and a moment later, her breasts were hanging over me. I caressed her buds and sucked on her nipples. Sandra loved that.

“Come, lie down,” I urged her. I wanted to fuck my wife. Wanted to show her, perhaps, that I, too, was a man. The very next day, she would probably be a guest at the Cucky Club again. Sandra confirmed my assumption.

“Not today, my darling. I’ll get enough of that tomorrow. Today I want to try something different.”

“What?” I asked.

Sandra’s hand grabbed my cock and pumped up and down a few times.

“A blowjob with ... um ... with swallowing?” she added sheepishly.

“Okay, but you don’t have to ... only if you want to? You’ve never …”

Of course, I wanted to. But being a good husband, I knew how to respond.

“No, I want to ... maybe it’s best if I try it with you ... I ... at the Cucky Club Hugo has always come in the condom so far ... but I’d like to try ... the other women probably do it, too ... and ... I thought you were supposed to be my first?”

I felt reduced to a test subject. But what could I complain about? I liked her blowjobs and still got to experience them far too infrequently. It was nice to feel her lips tight around my cock. There was something forbidden about it. To be honest, it was even more stimulating than a fuck. Maybe because her lips could suck really tightly on my cock. It felt a lot more intense.

“If that’s what you want.”

“And you don’t mind if I do it at the Cucky Club as well?”

“No,” I lied to her. Mind might have been too big a word. The thought of another man’s cum in her mouth took some getting used to. That she would swallow for him, too. But that didn’t make that big of a difference at that point. After all, I was allowed to experience the same.

Sandra made her way down my body. She took my penis head in her mouth and grinned at me. My excitement shot up once again.

With one hand, Sandra pumped my cock. Her second hand tickled my testicles. My cock explored her mouth. Can life get much better? I was literally in seventh heaven while being totally at her mercy. I gave myself to her completely until I finally exploded in a big orgasm.

I squirted twice. They were big ones. Another small squirt followed. I watched closely the reactions of my wife. The taste of cum was not entirely new to her. Occasionally, she had already let me cum in her mouth. But swallowing had not been in it so far. She had always spit out my sperm.

“Hm ... interesting,” she admitted afterward.

“Uh-huh?”

“Pretty easy, actually. I don’t know what’s stopped me before. And a lot cleaner, too,” she added cheerfully. “And I think you’ve enjoyed it, too.”

“Yeah ... kind of ... don’t take offense ... but ... that was the best blowjob I’ve had the pleasure of experiencing from you so far.”

“But not just because I ...”

“No, no.”

“Good. I have to admit since I found out about the Cucky Club ... it has piqued my interest in sex ... I’m thinking more about how to do things. After all, now I have to compete with a bunch of hot women for men’s attention.”

“Ouch,” I commented, playfully hurt.

“Oh ... honey ... don’t act like that ... like you’re not getting enough out of this.”

I laughed happily at Sandra and gave her a kiss. That was my response, replacing words like, “you’re so damn right.”
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This time Sandra wanted to go to the club only in the evening. On the one hand, the weather was slightly rainy, and the pool was therefore not desirable. On the other hand, Sandra openly admitted that the choice of men should be larger in the evening.

“If I would do it a third time with Hugo, then you will start worrying again. This time, I want it to be someone else. And honestly, I want to experience different men, too.”

I watched as Sandra got ready. She spruced herself up once more. Didn’t seem entirely satisfied, though.

“Everything is so simple,” she moaned deprecatingly about her clothing choices. “We’ll have to go shopping again soon. Just the two of us - without the kids.”

She found something acceptable.

“You’re beautiful,” I admired the end result.

“Thanks, honey.”

Later that evening, Sandra was to be driven home again by Robert Paulsen. It was up to me, however, to drive her to the Cucky Club. I was driving my wife to her third adventure at the Cucky Club. That was so damn wrong and yet it immediately became tight in my pants again.

I stopped in front of the club with the engine running. The parking lot was already slightly filled. Pretty impressive for a Monday night.

“Honey?” Sandra snapped me out of my thoughts.

“Yes?”

“Don’t wait up for me. I’ll try not to let it get too late. But it’s getting to be midnight fast and I’m sure I’ll be too tired for more by then. Okay?”

“If you say so.”

Sandra’s hand found its way to my crotch again and rested on my hard-on.

“I think someone is happy for me,” she commented with a smile. Briefly, she kneaded my cock through my pants and I couldn’t suppress a slight moan. “Knock yourself out honey, if you need relaxation, surely you know best how to get it. Okay?”

“Okay, honey.”

Sandra got out of the car and I bid her goodbye with a “have fun.” What silly words, like I was taking one of our kids to an afternoon playdate.

I watched her disappear into the club and headed home.

Again, I was alone with my thoughts and had plenty of time to myself. What would she experience this time? A blowjob with swallowing seemed to be part of her plans.

I had a restless evening. A soccer game was on and distracted me, at least for some time.

Sandra had instructed me not to wait for her. Of course, I ignored this. Sleep was not to be thought of at all. I was much too winded up for that.

Instead, I took out my cock and masturbated. In my head, Sandra had fun with another man. She sucked his cock and let him take her hard.

With short breaks, I repeated this game three times. The last time I had only some droplets of cum left to shoot.

The wait for Sandra took no end. Shortly after midnight, I heard a car drive up. Some unintelligible words were heard, and the car drove away again. Two minutes later, Sandra sneaked into our bedroom, disappeared briefly into the bathroom, and then back into our bedroom. Carefully, she slid into bed next to me.

“Are you okay?”, I asked her.

“Everything okay, sleep,” was her short answer. A quick kiss accompanied her words.

She must have done a lot with that mouth tonight, went through my head. A little disgust also resonated with it. She had probably sucked on a cock and let it cum inside her and then swallowed the sperm. Still, I felt my cock wanting to get hard a fourth time. But I was too tired and soon fell asleep.
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Of course, I was hoping to get another narration of her evening. But on Tuesday, there was no word from Sandra about her evening at the Cucky Club. I was too proud to ask about it myself. It was embarrassing to ask my wife how it had been with another man.

So we spent some quiet days. However, we were also very involved in family life and had little time for ourselves. My curiosity didn’t diminish, of course.

“On Monday, you are again going to the club?” I asked her on Friday evening.

“Yes,” came back as a simple answer.

“You didn’t even say how it was last Monday?”

“It was good,” came back curtly.

“Uh-huh?” I tried to elicit more from her.

“Honey, you’ll find out more soon. I have a little surprise for you, but not today, okay?”

I pouted a little but answered with an “okay” anyway. Sandra then distracted me from the subject with kisses. Once again, we made intense love. This time with a fuck and a blowjob until the end. Life can be so beautiful, can’t it?
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To my disappointment, I couldn’t hear about my wife’s next club experience directly afterward, either. I had to travel to Munich to attend a conference on Tuesday and Wednesday. I wouldn’t be back home until late on Wednesday evening.

“I have another sexy surprise planned for you. So you won’t be bored tonight at the hotel,” Sandra announced. She didn’t want to give me any further details. However, I should keep an eye on my smartphone.

I left in the early afternoon. A lot of traffic meant that I didn’t arrive in Munich until five hours later. My room in the conference hotel offered me a beautiful view of the English Garden.

Normally, I always meet up with other acquaintances from the industry the day before a conference. We go out for a meal together and enjoy a cool drink or two. On this evening, however, I didn’t really know what to do. I preferred to be alone with my smartphone and wait for my wife’s surprise.

I wrote to Sandra that I had arrived well and would go briefly out to get something to eat. It was almost 8 pm when I was back in my room. I informed Sandra through WhatsApp. I hoped she took this as a signal to give me my surprise. What could it be? Maybe phone sex? We had never done that before.

I lay half naked on the bed and tried to distract myself with the TV program. At 8:30 p.m., my smartphone finally reported a message.


Get ready, my darling. :-) For the next two hours you will go on your first cuckold trip to the Cucky Club. While I’m about to enjoy myself elsewhere ;-) Victoria will tell you how my last Monday at the club went. Have fun. I love you.


I was uncomfortable letting Victoria tell me the story. But my excitement won out. I quickly got rid of the last of my clothes.


Hello Cucky, this is Victoria. :-)



I understand that you have been very interested in your wife’s experiences. That’s what makes you such a perfect cuckold. However, she still owes you last Monday. There is a good reason for that. We have prepared something. So you won’t feel quite so lonely in Munich.



Over the next two hours, you will get a few messages from me. Be curious.



Last Monday night was a busy one for us, as usual. The bulls, of course, know it’s rookie day. They have their fun showing the newbies how much fun sex can really be.


Once again, Victoria Paulsen took a punch right to my heart.


Of course, some of them showed interest in Sandra. After all, she is a beauty. A perfect MILF. And your wife showed no less interest in the Bulls.



I could convince Sandra to give you a little present. Lucky you. We prepared her with a small microphone. Her conversations were recorded. You’ll get to enjoy some excerpts of this in the next few hours. In the beginning, Sandra was a bit nervous, but slowly she seemed to forget about the microphone.



Would you like to hear the first audio file? Then answer with “yes”.


I was extremely tense and nervous. I didn’t dare to touch my cock at all, for fear of cumming immediately. To hear my wife in such a situation, and to witness it like this, I hadn’t dreamed of that. This was a surprise.

Of course, Victoria had to play her own game again. So far, I hadn’t written a word back. But now she forced me to do so and so I sent back a “yes”. Of course, I wanted to know more about Sandra’s experiences.

After a few seconds, a loading screen appeared, and an audio file was loaded onto my smartphone. Of course, this happened far too slowly for me. Impatiently, I waited and started it immediately when the file was finally finished loading.

“What does your first all-around look say? Anything tasty?”, I heard the voice of a confident Victoria.

“I don’t know,” Sandra answered. “They’re all pretty good-looking.”

“And well endowed,” Victoria added. “Come on, I’ll introduce you.”

Footsteps followed, and Sandra could be heard being introduced to a group. The names Rüdiger, Pedro, and Jonas came up. In addition, there was a woman in the group - Bettina.

“Hello beautiful woman,” Rüdiger greeted my wife. Neither behind his voice nor name, I could imagine a bull. And then this stupid pickup line.

Pedro had an accent. As it turned out later, he was Latino and stationed in Rammstein.

Jonas seemed to be quieter in nature. He also sounded noticeably younger. Bettina, like Sandra, also seemed to be a beginner. A very articulate and confident woman.

Although quite cautious at first, Sandra gradually joined in the conversation. She had no other choice because the rest questioned her at the beginning. But quickly they turned back to more general topics.

To be honest, I wouldn’t have expected such commonplace conversations. It was small talk you heard at every party, not sex talk. Instead, people laughed and had fun. I would have preferred the opposite. If it had been just sex, it would have reduced the risk that love could develop.

The conversations were pretty boring. In between, they got drinks and appetizers. There were also some time jumps. Someone had probably cut out some parts and shortened the conversation considerably. Whether things were deliberately withheld from me or it was simply shortened to a reasonable length remained open to me.

After fifteen minutes, the audio file came to an end. As if she had stopped the time, it took only thirty seconds until Victoria sent me the next message.


That was part 1, and it already included the bull your wife had chosen. Do you want to hear part 2? Then guess now. Which of the three fucked your wife last Monday?


She can’t be serious! Of course, she was serious. I didn’t want to stop this journey. Wanted to learn more and be allowed to experience her visit further. It hadn’t yet become particularly fiery.

Who would she choose of these three? Visually, I couldn’t judge them. Rüdiger was getting on my nerves. I hoped it wouldn’t be him, so I ruled him out.

Jonas or Pedro? There was little that spoke for one or the other. But I suspected a Latino might appeal to my wife. Besides, he played the bad boy in the group. Surely that appeals to women? Once again, quite the opposite of my own personality.


Pedro?
 , I wrote back after some time thinking about it.


So it’s supposed to be the sexy Latino? Then let’s see what becomes of your wish.


Of course, Victoria had to twist it again right away. It really wasn’t my wish. Wasn’t it? My thoughts were interrupted. The second file was loaded and after a short wait, I could continue listening.

It began with my wife excusing herself and wanting to freshen up. What happens when a woman goes to the bathroom? She gets company. Bettina followed her. I heard a door open and close. I guess they had reached their destination.

“Picked someone out yet?” asked Bettina of my wife. “Well, if you don’t mind? I’d like Jonas.”

“Jonas?”

“Yes. I’ve already had the pleasure with Rüdiger and Pedro. Somehow ... well, it’s fun for me every time to be able to experience a new bull. They all have their quirks and just one big thing in common.”

“In common?”

“Their big dicks,” Bettina giggled back and Sandra laughed along.

“Indeed,” she admitted. “I’ve only experienced Hugo so far. You’re welcome to take Jonas. I haven’t made my choice yet.”

“So I can still advise you on who to pick ... let me think ... both have their qualities ... Rüdiger is ... is a Rüdiger. German through and through. Works for an insurance.”

“You can tell,” my wife commented, giggling in unison. “And Pedro?” she asked more seriously, but definitely interested.

“He’s got fire in his blood ... which again is a bit stereotypical ... but when he’s through with you, you can only make your way home wide-legged. He has endurance, strength, and power. And his cock ...”

Again there were giggles.

“Let’s face it,” Bettina continued. “Compared to the dicks here, our men can pack it in, can’t they?”

“Well,” my wife interjected.

“Who would you choose if you wanted to be truly fucked again? Want to be taken by a real man. When you need a real cock, not a little dick.”

Don’t say it, don’t say it, went through my head.

“Okay ... the big dicks have their advantages, but ...”

I had to hold on to myself not to cum.

“But? No buts. I love my Christian. In the last three months, though, the club has opened my eyes. I haven’t had this much fun in a long time. It’s time to take it to the next level.”

“Next level?”

“Well, currently we’re only allowed to come on Monday. With luck, we’ll be invited on another day. There’s certainly a lot to discover and experience. Numerous Bulls who don’t show up on Monday are still waiting for me. I’m ready for a new adventure or two ... as long as a nice big cock is involved.”

Sandra just grumbled a reply, as if she had to think about Bettina’s words.

“And on the subject of big dicks. We should be on our way back to our boys. Otherwise, some horny slut will steal them from us.”

Briefly, I heard another shared laugh. Then this file also ended. A minute later, there was another message from Victoria.


Wasn’t that interesting? :-)


I stared at the screen. Obviously, she was expecting an answer. I didn’t dare say more than a simple “yes”. In fact, I continued to be extremely tense and wanted to hear more.


There’s something special about big dicks. Your wife should experience that herself right now.



But let’s stay with last week. Of course, the girls were driven back into the arms of their bulls. The men were quickly divided. You seem to know your wife very well. She actually chose your tip - Pedro. Congratulations. :-)



Actually, she would have loved to sneak into a room with him right away. But Bettina interfered and invited them to her room as spectators. As many spectators as possible seems to be her thing. I have created a short and concise summary of it for you. We are all awaiting the main act, aren’t we? ;-)


I waited for another audio file to be offered for download. But nothing came.

We are all waiting for the main act, aren’t we?

At first, I thought this was a rhetorical question, but obviously, Victoria wanted to make me a part of her game. What choice did I have? Of course, I wrote “yes” back. Seconds later, the download began.

What kind of show would Bettina and the rather quiet Jonas put on? It quickly became apparent that Bettina belonged to the talkative sort, even during sex. A small selection of her words:

Deeper.

Faster, faster.

Yes, fuck me. Fuck me good and proper.

Show my Cucky what a real cock can do.

Look at that Christian, look at that.

Your little willy can’t compete with that.

Oh, God, oohhh, yeahaaaa.

Bettina’s tone revealed her increasing ecstasy. She seemed to be completely absorbed in her role.

From her words, it was also clear that her husband had joined them. He got to hear a lot from his wife. Bettina’s choice of words was anything but nice. I put that down to the heat of the moment. I had never seen a woman who went off like Bettina. But maybe it was also because of Victoria’s skillful editing.


Our Bettina. She goes off like a rocket ;-)



You are so speechless? Or no hand free to write? :-)



Haha
 , I wrote back to her. Still better than another “yes”.


:-) It should be fun for you, too. I got you these files for a reason. But I don’t want to put you on the rack unnecessarily. I will deliver the main act to you in full length. Your wife is not as talkative as Bettina. Maybe that will develop. Therefore, there will be occasional comments from me in between. So you should keep your smartphone nearby. But for your dick, one hand should be more than sufficient ;-) And we also have another special surprise for you.



Before we start, I have one last question for you. You may once again estimate. How many orgasms did your wife experience with Pedro? And how often did Pedro come?


I could have just given any numbers. My answers seemed to have no real relevance. But my ambition was to be close to the correct result.


Pedro: 2. Sandra: 3


That seemed like a pretty respectable guess to me.


At least you’ve already recognized that our bulls value female satisfaction. Let’s see how close you are.


To make sure my comments come at the right time, please start the audio file right after the download ends.

The download of the last audio file started. This time, the download dragged on for eternity. The recording was two hours long. A lot longer than I expected.

It started slowly. I heard only kissing sounds for a few minutes. Then it rustled and rumbled. They got rid of the first pieces of clothing.

More kisses followed. I also heard the bed. They had reached their playground.

Up to this point, only Pedro had spoken, praising my wife’s “hot” body to the skies.

“Oh, yessss,” I heard Sandra speak for the first time.


Now she is spoiled by his tongue
 , Victoria wrote me with a first comment.

Before my eyes, I replayed the scene. Some random Latino had to stand in for Pedro. I didn’t know what he really looked like.


Now he fucks her with his fingers ... and makes her lick them. A woman’s juices aren’t so bad either. :-)


I hadn’t yet tried that with my wife. She had tasted herself when I kissed her after oral sex.

“Take him in your greedy mouth. Yes. Nice and deep. You can take more. Yes, my horny slut. Deeper.”

It sounded like a blowjob. I also heard the typical sounds. Then it clapped twice, loudly. What was that?


Clap, clap. On each plump buttock once. That will have given her nice red handprints. :-)


I would never have dared to do that to my wife. With Pedro, she only squealed loudly. More sounds probably couldn’t escape her well-filled mouth.

So the blowjob continued for a few minutes. Sometimes Sandra blew Pedro, then licked him. A “lick my balls” allowed obvious conclusions about her current activity.

“Nice and deep. Suck me. In a moment it comes ... aah ... swallow it all.”

I got to listen to my wife taking the sperm of another man for the first time. I didn’t have any concerns at this moment. Quite the opposite. I could no longer stop myself. My hand movements became faster once again. Then I felt my cum shoot through my penis and land in a beautiful arc on my belly.

This, of course, put a big damper on my excitement. At first, I just lay there exhausted. Then I pulled myself together again.


Well, that was delicious
 , Victoria had written to me in the meantime.

I had missed nothing. After the blowjob, there seemed to be a short break.


Now it’s time for your wife’s climax. Her second bull. Yippee.


My wife and Pedro became more active again.

“Oh yeah, suck on them,” I heard Sandra say. A brief discussion about condoms followed. Pedro immediately accepted that she wanted to use a condom. He was the one who had asked in the first place. But he didn’t refrain from saying that it would be nicer without a condom. She would feel him even better and the cum would be a real highlight. Sandra, however, remained firm.


Here we go. Round 1 :-)


Victoria’s anticipation seemed to be not much smaller than my own. My cock was hard again and greedy to hear more. My hand had found its way between my legs a second time and was doing its job.

Sandra was pretty loud when Pedro inserted his cock into her.

“Yes, slower. Yesssss, further, further. Ohh.”

Honestly, it was a bit embarrassing and shameful for me. I had never elicited such sounds from her before. Her greed for sex was literally palpable.

It wasn’t easy to listen to her. These were things I wanted to give to my wife myself. How had she managed all these years without these experiences? My luck was probably that she didn’t know what I deprived her of. Of course, that was history now.


Okay, drum roll. Your surprise.


I was clueless about what to expect. Maybe a picture of them? Or even a video? Victoria sent me a photo.

I looked closely. Let the picture fill the entire display. I zoomed in on the center. I had no doubts. I was looking at my wife. Even if I got only to see a certain body part of her. I had never seen her pubic area in a photo before. But that alone wouldn’t have been worth the excitement.

Sandra wasn’t alone in the picture. A large, slightly dark penis was pushing into her opening. Did I see Pedro’s cock fucking my wife?

My arousal made great leaps. In seconds I had jumped from well aroused to ready to cum. I didn’t just have the image. Along the way, I continued to get to hear them fuck. These were the moments when this picture must have been taken.

My wife seemed to approach an orgasm. Pedro also seemed to do well.

I was still pumping wildly. But tried to delay my orgasm a little longer. I wanted to listen to their game until the end.

Sandra finally roared out her orgasm. I followed her on the foot and squirted a second time that evening. It took Victoria a minute to write again.


That was something, wasn’t it? I have to say my goodbyes for today. I’ll have a look at what your wife has been up to today. You still have one more round. Your Sandra can’t get enough either. :-)



Pedro came three times and Sandra only twice. So the result is exactly the opposite of your tip, but also not so wrong. It may have been the other way around if Sandra wouldn’t have to want to swallow a big load of cum. Nice that you didn’t stand in her way. I wasn’t wrong about you. You are an excellent cuckold ;-) Have a good night.


That was the end of our text conversation. Whereby I had contributed very little. Sandra and Pedro were slowly stirring again. At the moment, they only kissed each other. I plundered the mini bar and drank a beer.

Of course, I also listened to the rest. Once again, they fucked. This time probably among other things in doggy-style and my wife on top.

Despite everything, I was glad when the file ended. I felt completely drained and exhausted.













CHAPTER
 12















The two-day conference started on Tuesday. I went to a party on the first evening. As always, there were many familiar faces to talk to. I met some of my customers and put out my feelers for new contacts. This all was a welcomed distraction from the insanity that my marriage was starting to be.

On Tuesday, I had a brief phone call with Sandra. She asked me how I had liked her surprise.

“It was different ... interesting ... nice. Thank you,” I replied.

“Victoria is convinced you had your fun with the recordings again this morning?”

“I enjoy and keep quiet,” I replied.

“I love you,” came back from a laughing Sandra. I, of course, promptly returned that.

“When you get back home, we’ll have to talk about a thing or two. With Victoria.”

“Uh-huh?”

“About our next steps.”

“Next steps?”

“Yes. Surely you’d like to be there yourself sometime when I ... um ... when I have sex with another man. I guess that’s what you cuckold like most?”

What could I say to that? I couldn’t deny it. But I preferred to leave it uncommented.

Late on Wednesday evening, I was back home. Tired, I sat down on the sofa. Sandra cuddled my side. We kissed and talked briefly about how the conference had gone.

“You really liked your surprise? Was it fun?” Sandra asked again.

We had already settled that question on the phone. But Sandra seemed quite joyful and wanted to hear more. “Yes, thank you.”

“What was fun about it? Tell me. We need to be able to talk about it. Even if it’s hard for you. What was your highlight?”

“Okay,” I returned, almost trembling. “The picture.”

“What about the picture?”

It shouldn’t have been hard to imagine what I liked about the picture. Her ongoing questioning provoked a little outburst. “To see another man’s big fucking cock in your pussy! Filling it out to the edge and taking you deep. Fucking hell! This damn picture shows you letting another man go all over you! Just like a total slut!”

Sandra remained quite calm. She gave me a kiss on the corner of my mouth. “I think that’s how we both feel, honey. It’s so exciting, isn’t it? So forbidden?”

“Sandra,” I groaned. “I don’t know. It’s so ... I don’t want it and yet it makes me horny and I have to have it again ... but it’s so wrong and ... what are we doing here? What’s gotten into us?”

“We’re enjoying life. Let’s see what Victoria has to say on Friday. Then we’ll see where we go from there. Okay?”

I nodded in agreement. But held back another thought. This one, however, would hardly please Sandra. Maybe we should stop this stupidity? Before we got lost in a world where we didn’t belong.
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Over the next two days, I came to the conclusion that we should end our membership to the Cucky Club. It had enlivened our sex life enormously, but this kind of lifestyle could only lead to disaster.

The decision didn’t help to get the image of my Sandra with Pedro’s thick cock out of my head. I feared this image had burned itself forever into my memory. Especially since I could bring it out again at any time. The picture and audio files were still stored on my smartphone.

On Friday morning, Sandra told me that the meeting with Victoria had been postponed by one day. I used the freed-up time for my Friday bike ride. I took the binoculars with me. My last activity as a voyeur had been a while ago. I could risk a last farewell view.

However, it was still early. I announced to Sandra that I would make a long tour. She gave me an understanding look as if I could use the exercise after all the excitement of this week.

Instead of going directly to the Cucky Club, I went on a proper round. Fought a few hills and let it roll properly. After two hours, I turned onto the path to my observation post. My excitement was rising. I tried to calm myself down. Just a quick look and then off to home. That was my plan. This part of my life was about to come to an end.

I had another quick drink and then got out the binoculars. The late summer weather had meant well to us. It was busy on the terrace. Even though it was only afternoon, there were already 20 to 25 people.

I took my time and observed with no hurry. Looked at each person. Maybe there was a familiar face? I was on the lookout for a Latino. But there was no person who looked like Pedro to me.

All the guests were dressed to varying degrees. From completely naked to summer dresses. Only swimwear wasn’t to be found. If somebody wanted a splash in the pool, he did this naked.

Of course, the many naked women didn’t leave me cold. I felt a stirring within me. But for a change, I had the strength not to lay a hand on me yet. Mainly because I hoped for a more interesting sight.

I didn’t expect it, but my wish would be fulfilled. Only the sudden appearance of my wife would have probably excited me even more.

It was three people who let to my excitement and made me doubt my eyesight. Victoria Paulsen made the beginning. She was no surprise, but I had never seen her like this before.

Naked, she displayed all her femininity. My gaze immediately fell on her breasts. I was already allowed to admire her deep neckline a few times. Now her big breasts hung in the air and resisted any gravity. I was pretty sure that she had had done some work on them. That didn’t make the sight any less appealing to me.

The rest of her body was also worth a look. Long legs and her long, pitch-black hair. She had a nice tan to go with it. No white lines stood out at all. She might often lie naked by her pool. I enjoyed the sight and couldn’t refrain from massaging my cock through my pants. Then my excitement turned into shock.

I had indeed seen that Victoria was followed by others. But at first, all my attention was on her. Now the two other people fell into my focus.

I had expected many things, but not this. On the terrace stepped two of our neighbors - the Bergers. Lydia Berger was equally naked while Helmut stepped onto the terrace in normal summer clothes.

We had organized the last street party with the Bergers. It was their fault, in the form of their son, that Victoria and Robert Paulsen were also invited. If that hadn’t happened, my world wouldn’t be so upside down by now.

Had Victoria also seduced them into the Cucky Club? Was Lydia also a hotwife and Helmut a cuckold?

I had used the opportunity to check out the naked Victoria. Now Lydia followed. I would never dare to tell my wife, but her cheeky pixie cut, in frequently changing colors, had already done something to me. I usually prefer women with long hair. Perhaps the short hair just fit so well to the slender and almost fragile Lydia. Her breasts were also small.

Lydia took a seat on a double sun lounger while her husband sat down on a chair next to her. After five minutes, it was revealed why he wasn’t lying next to his wife. Victoria had made a small lap around the pool and briefly greeted various guests, then lay down next to Lydia.

I thought about whether I should masturbate. But I didn’t want to make my way home so quickly. I hoped that I would be offered something even more exciting to watch.

Of course, the sight wasn’t boring to watch as it was. After all, there were quite a few naked women to check out. However, my gaze kept going back to Victoria and Lydia. They were talking to each other. Sometimes Helmut Berger was included in their conversation. He also supplied them with drinks.

After half an hour, I was rewarded for my patience. A woman on a couch next to them made the beginning. A man joined her. The woman took out his cock and blew him as if it were the most normal thing in the world. The rest didn’t ignore them but watched only mildly interested. From my previous observations, I knew that this sort of thing wasn’t entirely unusual.

Victoria and Lydia’s eyes were also on it. They exchanged a few words, and Victoria surprised me once again. From behind, she bent down to Lydia and kissed her neck. She turned Lydia’s head and started to French kiss her.

I’ve always enjoyed watching lesbian porn. But this was the first time I watched two women kissing live, even if only through binoculars.

The kiss didn’t last long. But there were no reasons for disappointment. After a few words from Victoria, Lydia kneeled before her. Right between the legs of Victoria Paulsen.

The unfortunate fact that she also blocked my view with it drove me half crazy. But it wasn’t difficult to imagine what was happening there. The tongue of Lydia Berger - our neighbor - was deep in Victoria Paulsen’s pussy.

Wow! Wow! Wow!, shot through my head. With just one hand, I had long since pulled down my shorts and brought out my cock. My second hand was, of course, needed for the binoculars. I didn’t want to miss a second.

At least I had a clear view of Victoria’s face. Her steadily increasing lust was easy to read. Not as screams of pleasure. It was simply an increasingly satisfied look.

Occasionally, I glanced briefly at the blowjob next to them, but Victoria was my primary interest. She was the great enigma to me - a mystery. I would have to face her the next day.

I was very excited by the sight of her being licked by another woman. It didn’t take long, and I squirted. Afterward, I pulled my pants back up. Nevertheless, I continued to watch the spectacle. After a short time, Victoria also came. I expected she might return the favor to Lydia. But my neighbor just stood up, gave her husband a kiss on the mouth, and then jumped into the pool. Next to them, the blowjob had also ended. Peace had returned to the pool.

Shortly I wrestled with myself. But then I decided to go home. I thought nothing as exciting as what I had just witnessed would happen any time soon.

Our neighbors are also members of the Cucky Club? This realization kept me very busy the rest of the day. Thoughts of lesbian lovemaking continued to drive me half-mad with lust. Unfortunately, however, I found no way to relax. Again and again, I had to fight with my hard cock and had to hide it.

In addition, another issue burdened me. I couldn’t talk to my wife about my discovery. How should I have explained to her how I knew about their membership? I certainly wouldn’t come out as a pervy, horny voyeur.

I wondered whether I should confront Helmut Berger. Maybe we could help each other. But who knew if he wouldn’t run straight to his wife? And from there, the message would quickly go on to Sandra.
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Finally, it was Saturday. The big day. We would have the announced conversation with Victoria. I thought about how I should argue to end our Cucky Club membership. That wasn’t easy, because I had to fight at the same time against getting a hard-on. The topic didn’t leave me cold. Of course, the club had given us some interesting experiences. But somewhere, limits had to be set. I wasn’t sure what the right decision was. Maybe our Cucky Club adventure could go on well for us, but was it worth the risk? I doubted that.

Sandra had gone shopping with the kids. She had just been on the road for ten minutes when the doorbell rang. I had just taken a seat in my office chair to watch a porn movie. I needed to get rid of my boner.

Victoria Paulsen was standing in front of the door. I wasn’t too surprised that she came to see me alone again. I was once again led astray.

“Victoria? What a coincidence. I’m afraid Sandra went shopping a few minutes ago.”

“What a shame,” she grinned at me. “But while I’m here, let’s use it to talk.”

She pushed past me into the house. I had no choice but to engage in a conversation. I would just briefly tell her my decision.

“You had some exciting weeks?” she began the conversation. I just grumbled briefly.

“Exploring such a new world isn’t easy, is it? Can be quite a thrill. But you’ve made pretty good progress.”

“Progress?”, I asked, slightly condescending. “My wife is fucking her way through a pack of men ...”

“And having fun on her way through them ... just like you,” Victoria replied coolly. “So does your little weenie, by the way.”

Her gaze traveled to my crotch. There, a bulge was to be seen. Damn!

“Victoria. With all due respect to your club ... I don’t think it’s right for us.”

“You think? Hmm. Then let us explore why you think that and I tell you the reasons I think it’s bullshit.”

Secretly, I had hoped for a peaceful closure. But Victoria would probably not allow that. My plans, however, had included Sandra at my side. She wouldn’t like my decision. Why would she want to stop having fun with big cocks? But I was convinced she would accept my choice. I was hoping she would return soon.

“I don’t see why I should care about the club. It offers me nothing at all. On the contrary, it only takes something away from me.”

It took not only my faithful wife but also my manhood. Instead of getting off on it, I should punch the men who were chasing after my wife. That would be manly.

“You just got a delightful surprise at the beginning of this week. A sexy radio play, including a picture,” Victoria said.

“While at the club, heaps of cuckolds get to watch their wives live and from up close. Congratulations to me,” I replied, snarky.

“That’s how it starts,” Victoria laughed out loud at my complaining.

“What’s so funny?” I hissed back. Slowly, she calmed down again.

“You’re talking about leaving the Cucky Club and at the same time complaining that, unlike you, other cuckolds get to watch their wives. Surely that should make you think? Peter, you are a Cuckold. Once a cuckold, always a cuckold. You can’t get rid of that ever again. The screams of pleasure from your wife and the image of Pedro’s cock inside her will stay with you for the rest of your life.”

“Maybe. But at least I will still have my Sandra ... my wife!”

“You have her now too ... and in a much happier state. How do you imagine your future? Is she supposed to get along with just your penis for the rest of her life? With all due respect, do you really think that will make her happy?”

“We’ll manage,” I returned bitterly. But I had my doubts. Perhaps I would achieve exactly the opposite of what was my goal. Sandra had tasted a new world. Could she do without it again?

“Let’s take a step back. Of course, you’ll be allowed to watch your wife. It’s just a matter of time. We aren’t cruel. It’s called the Cucky Club, not the Hotwife Club or the Bull Club. One of the reasons I’m here today is to talk about the conditions under which this will take place.”

I can’t say that this didn’t pique my interest. The prospect was tantalizing and arousing. Finally, I would see my wife in action.

“I need to clarify something about that first,” Victoria continued. “Our philosophy, of course, is that all three groups - the hotwives, bulls, and cuckolds - get their satisfaction. These groups are looking for something distinctly different. Of course, we could have let you watch your wife on the very first night. Every cuckold would love that. But as I said before, the journey is the destination. It’s like Christmas. The anticipation is the most beautiful thing about it. And being able to watch your own wife for the first time is a one-of-a-kind experience. It can’t be repeated - only increased.”

“Increased?” I asked before I could think about it. While I was saying the word, my anger about myself was already rising. I didn’t want to show interest in any of this madness.

“There are hardly any limits upwards. That’s up to the couple alone. I don’t want to go into details just yet. That would take away the tension. With your wife, anal sex would be a possible increase. She has refused it to you. The Cucky Club could certainly change that. Few women in our club don’t like to be fucked deep into their ass.”

I had asked Sandra about anal sex three or four times over the years. But her refusal was always quite clear, so I had long since given up on it. It wasn’t all that important to me either. Still, it happened every couple of months that I deliberately watched a porn video with an anal scene.

“That’s just a minor example. There’s a lot of potential for further increase. As I said, there is little taboo with us as long as no one involved makes their disapproval known. Only when the playtime goes into the private sphere of our members, we become very cautious. We would never allow ourselves to expose or harm our members’ life. Children are also taboo, of course. That goes without saying. There is a fetish where the hotwife lets herself be impregnated by the bull. Anyone who dares to do that in our club gets kicked out. We don’t compromise on that. That’s anything but fair to the kid.”

That made sense and was reasonable. But it left a hell of a lot of room for all kinds of messes. Most of which I couldn’t even imagine. Victoria’s words didn’t seem like good advertising for the club to me.

“What?” I asked in an annoyed voice to a laughing Victoria.

“You’re a cuckold - no question about it. You’re in for the ride of your life. I’m so excited. We’re going to have so much fun.”

Again, this sounded hardly like advertising for staying in the club. “You’re getting too excited there. For sure ...”

The ringing of the doorbell interrupted my words. Who could that be? Probably Sandra was back with the children. That would hopefully end this shocking conversation.

Victoria smiled kindly and pointed with her hand toward the front door. As if she wanted to give me the order to take care of it.

As expected, Sandra was standing in front of the door.

“Hello? Where are the kids?”, I asked her uncertainly.

“At my parents’,” came back curtly. “Pedro? Are you coming?”

My eyes grew wide. Next to Sandra stepped a muscleman with cropped hair and tanned skin. The Pedro?

He was younger than I had expected. Just scraping the 30-year mark.

“Hello,” he greeted me firmly but kindly.

“Uh, hello?”

Sandra led him into the house with one hand. Before I knew it, she grabbed my hand and pulled me along, too. Victoria was still sitting on the sofa and whispered a greeting to the two.

Sandra sat down with Pedro on the second sofa. I just stood there stupidly and still completely confused.

“Why don’t you get us something to drink?” Victoria suggested to me.

As if on autopilot, I carried out this task. A beer for Pedro and wine for Victoria and Sandra. At the last moment, the thought occurred to me I should also consider myself, and so there was a second beer.

I stood next to the table for a moment. Victoria then clapped her hands on the seat next to her, signaling me to join her.

“Fine, we can finally get started,” Victoria commented.

“Why don’t we skip the talking and look at the object of desire for once? Sandra?”

My wife looked at me uncertainly. But I couldn’t offer her more than an ambiguous look. I also didn’t want to offer her more than that. After all, she was once again in cahoots with Victoria.

“Sandra” came once again from Victoria. Before my eyes, my wife opened Pedro’s belt, let the zipper follow, and then pulled down his pants. Pedro stepped out of them and removed his shirt. His muscular torso with numerous tattoos was revealed. Unfitting to our very un-Christian activity, there was also a cross among them.

Once again, Sandra looked at me, and our eyes were briefly locked. She smiled sheepishly and looked away. She got down on her knees and freed Pedro from his boxers. Immediately, his semi-stiff member swung out.

I took a deep breath. Felt my pulse go up. My gaze was glued to his cock.

It wasn’t until a kiss on my cheek that I realized Sandra had come over to me. She pulled me up from the sofa and undressed me as well. I was frozen and let her do it. Could hardly grasp clear thoughts. My eyes searched again for Pedro’s penis. He was still semi-stiff, but already visibly larger than mine.

When Sandra freed me from my underpants, I slowly came to it again. Automatically, my hands moved to my crotch, wanting to protect my penis from prying eyes. My manhood had already reached its full hardness.

Victoria pushed my hands out of the way with a “we are here among ourselves”. She pushed me back down onto the sofa.

I sat across from Pedro and watched Sandra join him again.

Victoria leaned close to my ear and whispered to me. “Look closely. Have you ever seen anything so wonderful and exciting?” Before my eyes, Pedro and my wife were kissing. At first, Sandra was very careful and reserved about it. I saw her look over at me a few times. Then their kisses became wilder and wilder.

When Sandra’s hand found Pedro’s cock, I felt my penis twitch. Pedro returned the favor by kneading Sandra’s breasts. But could only do this through the fabric of her blouse. Unlike us, the women were still fully clothed.

With stoic calm, fixed gaze, and certainly a little shock, I watched as my wife ended the kiss, looked at me with satisfaction, and then lowered her head into Pedro’s lap. She wouldn’t, would she?

But she did exactly what I had feared. Pedro’s cock found its way into my wife’s mouth.

I wanted to say something, do something. But what? Maybe the right choice would have been to end the game and kick our visitors out of the house. But that would also have meant that I would deprive myself of this sight. Once again, I was caught between two worlds. A good husband would snatch his wife away from Pedro. The cuckold would want to see much more.

I felt Victoria’s hand on my thigh. Immediately, my cock twitched. Great excitement had built up in me again. It wouldn’t take much for a discharge.

“Look at her, trying to cram as much of his cock into her mouth as possible. It’s only a matter of time before she can manage even the biggest cocks.”

Sandra paused her blowjob and looked up at me. My arousal was more than evident. To my surprise and displeasure, she got up and came over to me. Sat back down at my side.

“Honey?” she began. It was exactly the tone she struck when she desperately wanted something from me, expected something. Her hand gripped my cock. I moaned. Much to the delight of my wife, who noticed my reaction with a satisfied smile.

“Isn’t it nice to be a cuckold? To be my cuckold? The club is really the best thing that could have happened to us. What do you think?”

Her hand kneaded my cock.

“Don’t I get an answer?” she whined.

“I think that …,” I started to say. Just at that moment, Sandra jerked me once, and I had to stop. Only with difficulty could I hold back an orgasm. That would have been far too embarrassing for me here in front of Pedro and Victoria.

“I’m so horny,” Sandra stated. Her excitement reminded me more of an excited teenager than a 37-year-old wife and mother.

I took a deep breath. My agonized gaze went to my right side. There sat Victoria, looking at me with satisfaction and confidence. She leaned over to me and whispered something to me.

“Now go ahead and say yes. At least accept your defeat like a man. You’re a cuckold now.”

Victoria enjoyed my torment. That should have scared me. Should have made me see the right path. Instead, I accepted this agony. I even enjoyed it. I felt Sandra press just lightly on my cock, then I was done.

“Yes,” I gasped out, and a first spurt shot out of me. “Yes!!! I’m a cuckold. I’m your cuckold.”

It took me a few seconds to calm down. To come back down to earth. What had I done? Had I sealed my fate?

Sandra was pleased with my words. She lay in my arms and kissed me on the mouth. Between her kisses, she thanked me. It took a few minutes for things to calm down again.

Our two guests watched quietly and let us have some couple’s time. When Sandra pushed off me, Victoria took charge again.

“Now that we’ve cleared that up, there’s one more question. Does our new cuckold want to watch his wife fuck for the first time today?”

I remained silent. After all, I had just cum. That should have freed me of the fog of lust for the moment. Still, I wanted it badly. It was just the embarrassment of the situation that kept me from saying it. Even if it had only required a simple “yes”. Victoria was of the same opinion.

“Yes or no?” she asked impatiently.

“Honey?” came from the other side.

I closed my eyes and uttered a soft “yes”.

“Good,” came from Victoria. “Then there is only one condition. You have to authorize your wife to fuck the Bulls without a condom in the future.”

“What?” I shrieked. “That’s not acceptable! You can’t do that.”

“Okay,” came back curtly from Victoria. “Sandra, Pedro, have fun. I’ll wait here with Peter.”

I got a disappointed look from my wife. Nevertheless, she stood up and grabbed Pedro’s hand. Then she decided to go to Victoria once again. Briefly, the two whispered. Then Sandra nodded acceptingly. Taking her hand, she led Pedro towards the stairs. The destination could only be our bedroom.

I looked after them, shocked and with a half-open mouth. Sandra would fuck another man in our marital bed.

“Well, you could have been up there with them, but you wanted a condom,” Victoria commented smugly. This devious woman still had fun with me. At least her words clarified they would probably really use a condom.

Sandra and Pedro had disappeared. I was as quiet as a mouse and tried to hear whether something was already happening upstairs. Whether rhythmic noises were perhaps occurring. Victoria, in turn, was watching me with interest.

“You must have soundproofed your bedroom?” Victoria asked.

Our bedroom had thick walls. “Why can’t we hear anything?”

“Don’t worry, they’re certainly enjoying themselves already. But Sandra knows how to handle her cuckold.”

I looked at Victoria questioningly.

“Do you want to know what she just asked me before they went up?”

“Please?” came spilling out of me.

“She wanted my opinion on whether she should close the bedroom door or leave it open so you could at least listen in from a distance. To which I asked her a simple question.”

“That was?”

“Does her cuckold deserve to listen in on them? Well, I guess we now know what her answer to that is.”

I groaned in agony. How could this day have gone so wrong? I felt as if I had fallen into an abyss and couldn’t find an escape.

“Why?”, I asked quietly. It was more rhetorical, but Victoria answered me anyway.

“Every woman has different ideas about the perfect relationship with her cuckold. But this inner torment is the most beautiful thing. Especially in the beginning. It’s so delightful.”

For a moment Victoria had given me, probably rather unintentionally, an insight into her own world of thoughts.

“You’re almost all the same ... no, no, I don’t want to, we can’t do that” she mimicked a desperate man. “I’m so horny, so horny, do what you want, fuck the big cock of another man” she let follow as a counter-example.

That pretty much described my emotional life these days. I was torn back and forth. In the end, my arousal - my cock - decided where the scale tipped.

How could I escape from this world? On this day, the situation was hopeless. I needed time to think about it.

“And ... why ... I mean, why aren’t you trying more?”

“More?”

“To get your way?”

“Why we didn’t try to convince you to take the next step today and let your wife fuck Pedro without a condom?”

“Yes,” I whispered.

“Sandra might have done it. But even if I repeat myself, the journey is the destination. You’ll let her know yourself when you can’t take it anymore. When you absolutely want to be there and watch her being taken. These are always wonderful moments ... especially for women. But also for you cuckolds, I’m sure there’s always something very liberating about it.”

I provided Victoria and me with drinks and snacks. She, too, didn’t know exactly how long they would be enjoying themselves upstairs.

Almost an hour had passed when something finally stirred. Pedro and Sandra came back down together. Both were freshly showered. Sandra was already dressed. Pedro gathered up his clothes in the living room. Had this day finally come to an end?

Victoria would take Pedro with her. Sandra announced she would collect our children from my parents.

“It would be nice if you could clean up our bedroom in the meantime. New bedding especially. You deserve another treat tonight.”

With that, I was home alone again. I took a deep breath. Then I made my way upstairs. I wanted to get this task done before Sandra was back with the kids. Besides, I was curious about our bedroom. Had to take a look at our bed.

The door to our bedroom was closed. I stepped inside and looked around, sniffing the air. Was that the smell of sex? I tore open a window. Then I set about pulling off the pillow and comforter.

I almost overlooked it. But something was stuck between our two mattresses. I lifted the small object and then froze. Between two fingers, I held a condom. It was knotted. Inside was plenty of whitish liquid. Pedro’s cum. He had squirted a pretty decent shot. Naturally, the condom was a large one.

Carefully, I brought it towards the bathroom and let it disappear in the trash can.

They really had done it in our marriage bed.

I was too mentally done that day to think about what had happened anymore. But later Sandra made good on her announcement and really let it rip in our bed. She literally sucked me dry. It was horny and uninhibited sex. It topped once again the frequent and good sex of the last weeks.

We didn’t lose a word about the Cucky Club. This included the hanky-panky with Pedro in our marriage bed. But it haunted my head. I had seen Pedro naked. That made it easy to imagine him fucking my wife.
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Sunday was all about family. It was the birthday of my mother-in-law. We went there for a celebration party.

Late in the evening, Sandra told me the plans for Monday. To my surprise, Victoria had asked if I could make it to the club.

“Me?”

“Yes,” was Sandra’s simple reply.

“And you?”

“I don’t think I’ll be heading there before the evening.”

The decision seemed to be made. We were still Cucky Club members. My wife wanted to continue to take advantage of the benefits of membership. After Saturday, however, I had expected nothing else. For the moment I saw also for me no other possibility than to accept it.
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I had nothing important on my desk. In the morning, I took care of a few small things. As a self-employed person, I had the liberty of taking the rest of the day off.

I was expected at the Cucky Club at 10 am. I was highly excited, and, of course, a little aroused.

“Have fun,” Sandra wished me. We hadn’t talked about what I should expect. I hadn’t been able to bring myself to ask.

I covered the five hundred yards to the club on foot. There were already six cars in the parking lot, even at this early hour and at the start of the week.

Robert Paulsen was waiting for me at the door. As I was about to enter, another car drove into the yard.

“Let’s wait a minute.”

Two men got out of the car. They introduced themselves as Anton and Thomas.

“New?” asked Anton, looking at me and toward Robert Paulsen.

“Yep, still quite a newbie,” Robert answered for me.

Robert led us through the club. We stepped out onto the terrace. Two naked beauties were already lying by the pool.

Victoria stood next to two men and gave them instructions. They were tending to a flower bed.

“There’s the rest,” she greeted us cheerfully. “Robert, please instruct Anton and Thomas at their work.”

They went on their way and I was left alone with Victoria.

“Why don’t we take a little walk?” she asked me. She didn’t wait for my answer and started walking. I automatically stayed by her side.

“Such a beautiful mansion. I’m still overjoyed every day that we were able to get this gem.”

“It’s quite something,” I admitted.

“Takes a lot of work, too,” she continued.

“I can only imagine. Sandra and I have just a small garden, but it’s already a lot of work.”

“Yeah ... luckily we have a lot of helping hands.”

“Uh-huh?” I had a sinking feeling.

“Why do you think you’re here?”

“Um? I’m supposed to …” I looked around.

“Correct. Gardening. Now don’t look like that. We’re not brutes, after all. You will get a reward after the work is done. And I can think of worse things than working next to naked women.”

I still had to process this news and without thinking I let Victoria lead me back toward the terrace.

“Robert, will you take care of Peter?”

“Of course.”

I stayed with Robert while Victoria disappeared into the mansion. Raking, weeding, digging around. We worked together around the patio, sprucing it up.

Once again, I was functioning mostly on autopilot. Could hardly believe what I was doing here. Of course, there were positives as well. Only a few meters away from us, there were some naked women. By now, there were four of them. In addition, two men had joined them.

I was waiting for them to start fucking, or at least some blow jobs. I had already observed that happening from my voyeur post. But they didn’t do us any favors.

Robert provided us with drinks. In addition, we made an extensive lunch break at half-past twelve. Robert and Anton started the grill. First, they supplied the ladies and their visitors. Then it was our turn.

With six men - or more precisely, with six cuckolds - we sat together at a table. That I had understood by now. Victoria had shown her power once again. Ordering a group of cuckolds to work in the garden on a Monday morning. No wonder the Cucky Club always looked so immaculate.

For two hours, our conversations had revolved around how to get the work done. Now the mood was more relaxed, and I was getting to know the rest better. I talked mainly with our host Robert, as well as Anton and Thomas.

First, we discussed the finer points of barbecuing, then we got to soccer and the season start. Robert and I were fans of Kaiserslautern. Once again, our team would have to struggle through the second division. Thomas was a Bayern fan, and Anton thought soccer was boring.

The topic of cuckoldry was ignored. That changed when another woman stepped onto the terrace.

“Hello darling,” she greeted Thomas and gave him a quick kiss on the cheek. Then she disappeared to the other side of the terrace and joined the rest of the women and bulls.

“You have a beautiful wife,” Anton commented. He was certainly right about that. Stefanie still had something very youthful and carefree about her. As I learned later, she was 28 years old. Thomas was also only a year older. “All the bulls must be after her,” Anton added after a few seconds.

“Yeah,” Thomas heaved a sigh of relief. “Two weeks ago I watched ... for the first time.”

“That will have been quite an experience,” Anton commented, patting him on the shoulder. “I remember my first time as if it happened yesterday. Even though it was three years ago. You never forget something like that.”

“Yes,” attested an inwardly grinning Robert.

“How long has it been for you?” Anton asked in Robert’s direction.

“Whew. An eternity. At least it feels like it. Let me think. I was 28 at the time - so 19 years ago. It’s our anniversary soon ... but everything was a little different back then. Quite a bit different. We found our first couple through an ad.”

“You got to do the deed, too?” asked a fascinated Anton.

“Yeah ... back in the day,” a thoughtful Peter answered.

“And what about our freshman?” Everyone was looking at me.

“Well ... I ... so far ...”

“He hasn’t yet,” Robert finally took over answering for me.

“Uh,” came immediately from Anton.

“But surely your wife has?” asked an irritated Thomas.

“All cuckolds are different,” Robert instructed in Thomas’ direction. “Only some are destined to watch their wife at her first time. You belong to the minority. At our club, it’s probably only about twenty percent of us cucks.”

“Yeah,” Anton mused. “I wasn’t allowed to be there until the second time, either.”

“Peter gets to now, too. He just has to give his consent, and I guess he’s still resisting?”

“What’s the problem?” Anton asked.

“Do you want to explain it to them?” Robert asked.

“I want my wife to use condoms,” I admitted quietly.

Instead of words, I was first met with laughter from all sides.

“Condom?” asked a head-shaking and laughing Anton.

“What?” I asked, offended. “You can’t do it without one, can you? That’s ...”

“All bulls in the club have to regularly see a doctor and get tested if that’s your concern.”

“Of course, but also ... she’s my wife ... and ... and ...”

“There’s nothing more beautiful than the freshly fucked pussy of your own wife. If the sperm of a bull still oozes out ... that just makes it better. Let’s wait and see when you give your consent.”

When not if. Clearly, he had no doubt that it was only a matter of time. After our conversations and their revelations about their own women, I was also craving to see my Sandra in action more than ever. But I had to stand firm. If I let it happen, I may be lost in this world forever. It would be another step that we could never take back.

I didn’t worry at all about my wife and whether she could do without this world. My concern was for me alone. If I would experience my wife just once with another man, I may never be able to free myself of it again. The potential consequences were huge.

“But our Peter still has a few surprises ahead of him,” Anton said in Robert’s direction. “Once he gets right down to it. That will be interesting.”

“Anton, you know our rules. Don’t get ahead of it.”

“Yeah, yeah,” the latter grinned back. But Robert also seemed amused by the innuendo. Once again, I was clueless. Thomas also showed interest and was probably still in the dark on many points.

After our lunch break, we continued to work for another hour. Then our work assignment ended.

We were led back to the villa. A lot of sweat had flowed down our skins and we were allowed to take a shower. Afterward, I dressed in a white bathrobe. From Robert, I got the instruction to forgo any underwear. My clothes disappeared into a small locker.

I had to cross again the complete mansion. I hadn’t been in this area before. At a passageway, there was a sign with the inscription “Cucky Bar”. Next to it was another sign in stop sign look with the inscription “No Bulls allowed”.

We had indeed reached a small bar. There was a counter, several TVs, and plenty of seating. The room was already slightly filled. Out of twenty people, eight were wearing a bathrobe. The rest wore normal street clothes. This included Anton and Robert. Thomas was the only familiar face in a bathrobe.

Anton and Thomas had saved seats for Robert and me. We sat down with them on a sofa. I sat between Anton and Robert.

Thomas sat to the far right of Anton. The latter patted us both on the shoulder. “Have a good time.”

“What’s happening now?”, I groaned.

“Oh,” came from Anton. “Pretty women in yummy lingerie certainly aren’t a bad thing, are they? Hmm ... come to think of it, you two are actually responsible for it.”

I would probably never get straightforward answers from other club members. I guess I had to get used to that. Instead, the hints raised additional questions. At least Victoria was now coming in, accompanied by a woman. Perhaps now I would learn more.

“Dear cuckolds, once again I welcome Antonia to one of her popular lingerie shows.”

The announcement was met with a short and loud roar from most of the cuckolds.

“Before we start, let’s explain the rules for our newbies. Some of our hotwives are about to demonstrate the lingerie. It then falls to you to decide which lingerie would suit your wife. As always, everything is sufficiently stocked by our lovely Antonia. Your wives are aware of the show and would certainly be disappointed if you went home empty-handed.”

“Once you’ve decided on a purchase, just raise your hand and one of my lovely helpers will come to you and take care of everything else,” Antonia added. “You don’t have to worry about the sizing. We’ve already collected all that from your wives for you.”

“I see we have plenty of robe wearers among us again,” Victoria continued. “Some of you see it as a reward. I’m convinced your ladies are just hoping to put you in a proper buying mood. As always, for the duration of the show, you may masturbate to your heart’s content. The only rule, you have to open your robe and reveal the view to your more hapless cuckold friends.”

I was stunned. Had I just heard correctly?

Thomas and Anton were two people sitting next to me without bathrobes. I didn’t have to witness them masturbating. But would anyone join in at all?

“Dear cuckolds,” Antonia now took the floor again. “With that, the show can finally begin. First up is our lovely Maria with a set of triangle bra and thong.”

In strutted a black-haired beauty. The lingerie she showed off hid nothing at all. The fishnet revealed both her nipples and pubic area.

“Here you have to expect hand washing ...” continued Antonia. I perceived little of her further words. My eyes were glued to the sight before me. I felt how something stirred under my bathrobe.

A hand flew up on the other side. An aide came over to the buyer and took his order.

“Ha,” came from Anton next to me. “There, Maria will once again elicit plenty of laundry from her Jürgen.”

It took me a few seconds to understand his words. The man on the opposite side was probably the husband of our model.

“Here we have sweet Stefanie in a charming corsage - also in black.”

In came Thomas’ wife.

“We offer the corsage with over-knee stockings and panties. Most men love suspenders. One of the few things where cuckolds and bulls have equal minds. This corsage is a bit awkward to put on because of the many fasteners. Your ladies will gladly take your help. I don’t think that will bother most of you much.”

Briefly, I turned away and looked around. This time, four hands had shot up.

“Raise your hand,” Anton murmured to Thomas beside him.

“Why?” Thomas asked. His gaze had previously been completely absorbed by his wife.

“The unwritten law is, buy anything your own wife shows off. At least if you want to be a happy cuckold for the next few days.”

Tentatively, Thomas’ hand went up. He had more experience than me, but it was the first lingerie show for him, too. For a change, however, Anton’s explanation was more than logical.

While orders were being taken and Stefanie was twisting and turning once again, my gaze passed through the room once more. For a brief moment, my gaze lingered and then turned away, startled, and then galloped back to the sight of Stefanie.

In a corner of the bar, two cuckolds had come into my field of vision. These two cuckolds in bathrobes were making use of the special permission we got. They had opened their robes and were masturbating.

“With all these delicious sights, don’t forget to buy your Sandra something pretty,” Anton warned me.

“Miriam shows us the same thing again. Instead of black, it’s this time in eggplant. Perfect for all redheaded ladies, like our Miri here.”

Again, hands went up and orders were taken.

More introductions followed. I saw another cuckold masturbating and immediately looked elsewhere. Slowly I became nervous. Once again, I was told not to come home empty-handed.

Then Stefanie appeared again as a model. Like my wife, she was also blond. This time she wore frisky white lingerie. I knew immediately that I was going to make a purchase.

“We have here a sexy corsage with underwired reinforced bra cups. In the front, there is some sophisticated lace. A Thong and stockings are also part of the package.”

My hand went up. Instead of one of the ladies, however, Victoria came over to me and took my order.

“Good choice,” she complimented me. “Wouldn’t that be perfect for your wife to wear when you watch her for the first time? After all, there’s something virginal about white, ideal for your debut.”

Victoria squatted before me. She tapped lightly on my leg.

“I’m sure there’s a hard cock hiding under that robe. You really don’t have to be ashamed to show it here and get some release. You’re in good company, after all.”

With her words, she had taken my head and pushed it aside. More cuckolds were masturbating now. I couldn’t understand how they could let themselves go like this.

Okay - I wasn’t quite that uncomprehending. My sensitive cock was sending unmistakable signals to me. His desire was quite clear. But still, my brain had not completely switched off. Embarrassing, embarrassing, embarrassing, was broadcasted from there to the last sane parts of my body.

“Did I have such a hard time the first time, too?” asked an amused Anton. “Guys,” he continued. “Enjoy the moment. You don’t experience a situation like this every day. If I were sitting here in a bathrobe ...”

His opinion was quite clear.

“That’s exactly how it’s done,” followed after a few seconds. A glance to the side showed me that Thomas had opened his bathrobe. His hand was holding his cock. A tad bigger than mine. But probably not a size range that any woman in this damn club would be particularly interested in.

Thomas started slowly. But quickly dropped his inhibitions.

“You’re the last one,” Robert whispered to me.

“What?”

“The last one with a closed bathrobe.”

I glanced around. Robert was right. Should I do it, too? I took a deep breath and felt every part of my body screaming for relaxation. This strange situation excited me. This perverse new life was full of strange adventures.

I watched a cuckold cum a few feet away. At that moment, it was all about me. I needed that, too.

Slowly I pushed the bathrobe apart. My hand grabbed my cock. It was crazy. To masturbate here among a horde of men, to the sight of the models. But my cock had once again triumphed over reason.

Up and down. Slowly, my hand did its work. Neither from Robert nor from Anton came a word. My gaze was fixed on the current model.

My hand became steadily faster. I pressed my body deep into the sofa and quickly realized that I would soon come. I closed my eyes and took a deep breath.

“Here we have once again the pretty white corsage ...”

“Eyes open,” Robert interjected, and I simply followed his instruction without thinking.

“...this time Sandra is modeling for us.”

I literally flinched. Before my eyes and numerous others, my wife posed. She turned and twisted around. Her gaze stayed fixed on me alone. Likewise, my eyes were locked on her.

After just a few seconds, I noticed how my cock pulsated. I squirted three times and my sperm landed on my hand.

This didn’t go unnoticed by Sandra. She smiled at me knowingly and contentedly. Then she disappeared again as quickly as she had appeared.

“Pretty woman,” Anton commented.

My gaze went down to my cum-smeared hand. I wiped it off in my bathrobe.

That was the end of the lingerie show. Robert led me back to my clothes. Just a few minutes later, I was on my way home. Again, I would walk the five hundred yards.

I wasn’t surprised that Sandra wasn’t home. It was late afternoon by now and she seemed to still be looking for her pleasure at the Cucky Club.

I, on the other hand, was completely drained from this day. Not only from the work but also from what followed. I took care of dinner for the kids and then went to bed early.

Later I woke up again. Sandra had crawled into bed next to me and was snuggling up to me.

“Go back to sleep,” she whispered. A quick glance to the side showed that it was almost midnight.













CHAPTER
 17















Again, I didn’t learn how Sandra had fared at the Cucky Club. For two days, we didn’t even mention Monday. But then I had to ask.

“I don’t know why I always have to tell you,” Sandra replied. “All you have to do is to make a decision and you’ll get a much more detailed view of what I’m doing at the club. Words can never match seeing it for yourself.”

“That can’t happen,” I returned, almost sadly.

“You don’t even have to say anything. I put a surprise in your closet earlier. Why don’t you take a look?”

I opened the double doors of my closet. Immediately, my gaze got caught by something. The white lingerie Sandra had modeled before my eyes.

“It’s very simple,” Sandra continued. “Just put the lingerie out for me next Monday and I’ll know what your decision is. No words necessary. I understand this isn’t easy for you. But I’m sure we’re on the right track here. To be honest ... I haven’t felt this close to you in a long time.”

I watched a tear roll down Sandra’s face and gave her a comforting hug.

“Promise me to think about it,” she demanded of me.

In response, a soft “okay” passed my lips, followed by a “give me time.”

For three weeks, nothing happened. Apart from the fact that Sandra continued to go to the Cucky Club every Monday. However, there were no stories for me to listen to anymore. Sandra went to the club in the evening and cuddled next to me in bed around midnight. On Tuesday morning, we continued to live our lives as if nothing has happened.

In principle, I could have ignored the cuckold world forever. I just had to ignore my wife’s Monday romps.

Of course, that didn’t work. Especially every Monday, I imagined what Sandra would do there this time. Besides, I still had the picture and the audio files of her with Pedro. I used them regularly.

A bigger and bigger part of me wanted to say “yes”. Wanted to accept this life. Most of all, I wanted to see my wife with another man. Watch her experience real and total ecstasy. Not to mention the sight of a big cock deep inside her.

It was once again Sunday, and we were thus facing the following Monday. I expected another week without change.

On Sunday evening, Sandra wanted to go for a run and asked me to accompany her. After several requests from her, I finally agreed. Sandra didn’t seem to mind my reluctance.

For a moment, I had expected that we would run towards the Cucky Club. That we would take a surprising turn there and end up at the club. The purpose of this run was to let me experience my wife having sex with another man and thus sealing my fate.

But no, we were going the other way and just two hundred yards later, we stopped. Or rather, Sandra stopped us.

“Wait,” she murmured to me. She pulled me to the side. A hedge served as a little privacy screen for us.

“What?”, I asked back.

I followed Sandra’s gaze. Two men were standing on the Bergers’ driveway. One of them was smoking a cigarette.

“What is it?”, I whispered. But Sandra only told me to be quiet.

Irritated, I waited and stayed undercover with her. Finally, the cigarette was smoked and the two men rang the front doorbell. After a few seconds, the door opened, and the men disappeared into the house.

“Oh my God,” I got to hear from a visibly excited Sandra.

“When do you plan to tell me what this is all about?”

“They’re from the club!”

“Who?”

“The two men ... who just disappeared into the Bergers’ house. I have seen them at the club ... two bulls. What are they doing here?”

Now I got it. From my secret observations as a voyeur, I already knew that our distant neighbors were also members of the Cucky Club. Somehow, they had gotten entangled in this insanity, too. But I still couldn’t and wouldn’t confess this to my wife. I preferred to keep my voyeur activity to myself.

“Come on, come on,” Sandra said and pulled me further while remaining slightly crouched.

“Sandra? What are you doing? ... No.”

I expressed my no when she stepped onto the Bergers’ property. Slowly and carefully, we approached the house. But my wife’s destination wasn’t the front door. Instead, she turned left into the garden.

“Are you crazy?”, I asked when we reached the corner of the house.

But Sandra continued, undeterred. She got little resistance from me. I let myself be pulled along by her hand. Followed her further around the house.

We finally reached the back of the house. In the meantime, it had become quite dark. Some bushes and shrubs were enough to hide us. At least I hoped so.

The picture that presented itself to us wasn’t particularly interesting at first. Helmut Berger was sitting in an armchair. Their two guests were on the couch. I couldn’t find Lydia Berger. The three men seemed to be talking. But we couldn’t understand any words. What was this all about?

I tried to pull Sandra back. We better stopped this stupid thing. But she remained steadfast. I didn’t dare to convince her with words. I worried they would hear us.

But then something happened. Lydia Berger stepped into the living room. My breath caught. I had observed her naked before, but in the right packaging, the sight of a woman can be even more special. That was certainly the case here.

The first thing that caught my eye was her hair. She had once again changed the color. Now it was hydrogen blonde. Her sexy lingerie was completely black. This started with black silk pantyhose, continued with suspenders and a garter belt, and ended with a bra that was also black. It looked classy and yet very playful. At second glance, I then also discovered her high heels. Of course, also in black.

Immediately, all eyes were on Lydia. The men greeted her. Lydia strutted provocatively to the three men. First to her husband. She kissed him and they exchanged a few words. Helmut smiled at her.

Then Lydia went to the couch. The two men moved to the side and let her sit between them.

Of course, by now I had a good idea of what I was about to see here. I was excited, nervous, and full of anticipation. A glance at Sandra brought a sheepish smile from her.

“Look,” she whispered, and my head turned back. Lydia was now kissing one of the two men - a black man. They immediately began some wild tongue play.

Meanwhile, the second man pulled Lydia’s bra under her breasts. He was tall, almost skinny, and very pale. Briefly, he kneaded her breasts, then his face disappeared between them. I couldn’t see the details, but he was probably sucking on her nipples.

This game continued for a while. After a few minutes, the roles were reversed.

“Who is that?”, I asked quietly in Sandra’s direction. I had found my voice again. The first shock was gone.

“I’m not sure ... I think the black one is called TJ. The other one’s name is Adam, I think.”

Lydia was now tampering with TJ’s pants. After a few tries, his cock was sticking out. Immediately, Lydia put her mouth over it.

I had only been allowed to see his cock at its full length for a short time. Now it had disappeared inside our neighbor. That is in the truest sense of the word. I couldn’t see much, but I had the impression that she could take all of him in.

That fascinated me. I wondered if every woman could take such a giant, even my own wife.

The situation in our neighbors’ living room was developing steadily. The black man climbed onto the sofa and stood wide-legged in front of Lydia. His cock was deep inside her again. He fucked her now literally in the mouth.

Through his legs, I could only see the lower half of Lydia’s face. Could such a hard fuck in the mouth be pleasant for the woman?

“Wow,” I heard softly from Sandra. She also seemed to be fascinated by this sight. I wonder if she imagined being able to do this herself one day?

Adam had freed Lydia from her thong in the meantime. He buried his face deep in her pussy.

A change of position followed. Adam sat down on the sofa. Lydia kneeled in front of him. Now he probably got a blowjob. TJ admired this sight for a moment and pulled on her nipples. Then he got up from the sofa and stood behind Lydia.

This took away most of our view again. But it was obvious that his cock was entering her.

At this moment, my wife became active. Her hand went over my sweatpants. There she discovered my hard-on.

“Oh, do you like that?” she commented on finding my hard cock. She lightly kneaded my cock through my pants.

Again, a few minutes passed until the next change of position. In between, my gaze briefly fell on Helmut Berger. He sat stoically in his chair and just watched. I would have expected that he at least provided himself with some relaxation. But nothing happened.

Sandra seemed to think that I needed relaxation. Under my quiet protest, she pulled my sweatpants down. My boxer shorts followed. Sandra took hold of my cock and jerked me off.

To do this, she had placed herself behind me. She also let me feel her breasts. Her hard nipples pressed against my back.

Despite all these distractions, I never completely lost sight of the action before my eyes. Even through the windows, Lydia’s moans could now be heard.

“They’re having fun,” Sandra whispered in my ear.

Another change of position took place. TJ was now sitting on the couch and Lydia rode on his cock. A perfect position for us two voyeurs. Now we could watch closely how TJ’s cock pushed deep inside Lydia again and again.

Adam stood to the side of Lydia. She tried to spoil him with her mouth, but her wild ride didn’t make this easy.

“Hot, isn’t it?”, Sandra asked. I remained silent but was completely caught up in this wild game.

Sandra’s hand still embraced my cock. She had brought me close to an orgasm. My lust would soon explode. Besides playing with my cock, she slid her second hand under my shirt. Her fingers sought out my nipples.

It was the first time she touched me there like that. Nipple play is for women, isn’t it? But my nipples surprised me. Apparently, I had still an erogenous zone unknown to me.

Sandra rubbed her fingers over my nipples. Then she gently pinched them. Repeated this a few times. Finally, she let her fingernails run over my chest and especially my nipples.

That should have been enough to make me climax. But at the same time, her pumping of my cock became less. My breathing seemed to have revealed my approaching orgasm early on. Sandra seemed to still have plans for me.

The living room was also slowly coming to its apex or at least the first peak of their planned activities. It seemed like TJ and Adam were about to have their orgasms.

TJ made the beginning. We could hear his scream when he came. He pushed his cock deep into our neighbor. Without a condom, went briefly through my head.

Afterward, TJ cleared the view for us and dropped down on the couch next to Lydia. My gaze immediately was pulled to Adam. Lydia took his shaft deep into her mouth while Adam jerked it faster and faster.

Finally, he came too. This was another sight I had only seen in porn movies before. He shot his cum into Lydia’s face.

“How cool is that?” commented a delighted Sandra.

I could only agree, even if I refrained from saying it out loud. Instead, I was fixated on the sight before my eyes. In addition, I felt Sandra jerking me faster again.

“Oh, what a slut, huh? Yummy,” she commented on what happened next.

Before our eyes, the honorable Lydia Berger was busy picking up the cum on her face. With her fingers, she pushed it into her mouth.

When she was done with this, her hunger seemed not to be satisfied yet. This time, her fingers slid into her wet slit. Sperm was already running out of it. She collected this too and licked her fingers clean. TJ and Adam cheered her on.

“Lick it all up, you slut,” Sandra spurred her on.

Was this still my wife? The last few months had changed her - had changed us. Obscenities and frivolities were a more frequent part of our life.

Not that these thoughts occupied me for long. Besides, her choice of words made me just hornier.

Once again, Sandra sped up, jerking me off. Her second hand pinched my breast several times, then a few words were enough to make me cum.

“Come, my cuckold. Come. Come for me.”

I exploded.

Afterward, I was slightly hanging on the ropes. Fortunately, Sandra supported me.

When I had calmed down, my vision became clear again. We watched as Lydia took the hands of TJ and Adam and led them out of the living room. They left their clothes behind. After a few seconds, a light came on somewhere on the 1st floor. Could be the bedroom of Lydia and Helmut Berger. The fun wouldn’t end for them yet.

Helmut sat in his armchair the whole time. Now he got up. He looked around briefly, then collected TJ’s and Adam’s clothes. He stacked them on a chair. Helmut also collected his wife’s thong. But he kept it.

He then went to a small closet. There, he poured himself a drink. Maybe Scotch or Whisky. He then settled down on the couch. Exactly where his wife had been a few minutes ago. With pleasure and in small sips, he drank. In between, he brought his wife’s thong to his nose and smelled it.

There was one point I didn’t register at that moment. It was certainly strange, though. Even now, he didn’t take out his cock to get some relaxation himself.

“Come,” Sandra whispered to me and pulled back. Our time as spectators was over.

Of course, we didn’t continue our run. Instead, we headed straight back home and into our bedroom. We quickly stripped off our clothes. Before I knew it, Sandra pushed me onto the bed and mounted me. But instead of letting my cock penetrate her, she pushed her pussy into my face first.

I already had a hard-on again. My greedy mouth went to work on her.

Later, Sandra made me happy again. It was two wild hours with plenty of position changes.













CHAPTER
 18















I had a restless night. The events once again had moved at unprecedented speed. I had already known that our neighbors were also club members. They had offered us quite a spectacle to watch. A completely uninhibited Lydia Berger had fucked two other men before the eyes of her husband.

I couldn’t get that out of my head. It was hard to process. Just a few months ago, I had lived in my own little safe world with a faithful wife, two children, and nice but stereotypical neighbors. A lot of that had changed by now.

And yet I had little to complain about. Sex with my wife was better and more frequent than ever. To be fair, there was only one questionable point. I let my wife sleep with other men.

To be truthful, there was more. Even though it tortured me to let her meet with other men. It also turned me on - excited me.

That Monday, Sandra had to leave the house early. It was raining cats and dogs, so she took the kids to school. Afterward, she drove directly to her work.

We didn’t see each other again until Monday evening. A thought occupied me the whole day. What should our future look like? With or without the Cucky Club? Wasn’t it time to make a final decision?

Of course, I didn’t know how Sandra would react if I told her I wanted to end our membership. But before we had to have a huge fight over it, I first had to think critically about where I stood myself. I did very little work that Monday.

I was quite torn between continuing and quitting. The experience of the previous day with our neighbors didn’t leave me unimpressed, too. The scenes played over and over again before my eyes.

After a joint dinner with the whole family, we finally had some time to ourselves at 7 pm. I poured us both a glass of wine. Sandra then opened the conversation with a question.

“Do you mind if I go to the club right now?” Sandra asked.

It was Monday. The only day of the week she was allowed to come to the club at her own convenience. Which was a topic in itself and raised a lot of question marks for me.

“Sandra,” I began slowly. “I’ve been doing a lot of thinking today ... and I’ve come to a conclusion.”

I was nervous and had to take a deep breath. Sandra looked at me expectantly. Her facial expression ranged somewhere between hope and fear. She, too, probably sensed that an important decision was about to be made.

“I’m not sure what to think about the Cucky Club. There are so many things that scare me about it. A lot of questions are unanswered. But I also can’t say it wasn’t an interesting ride. An adventure ... when you suddenly stood in front of me at the lingerie show. That was an incredible moment.”

Once again, I had to pause. I felt myself trembling slightly.

“Sandra, I think we should stay members. Should keep exploring this world ...”

I fell silent. I had spoken it out loud. Until the last second, I had been unsure whether I would really bring these words over my lips. But now it had happened. I felt a great weight fall from me.

Sandra stood up and sat down next to me. She gave me a long and gentle kiss. A loving kiss.

“I love you and I’m sure that this will be the right decision for us. As difficult as it may be at times. I’m so glad you feel the same way.”

There were almost tears in Sandra’s eyes.

For two or three minutes, we just sat there. Close together, we hugged each other. Then Sandra straightened up again.

“Give me a ten-minute head start, okay? Then you can follow me into our bedroom,” Sandra said.

I confirmed her instruction with a simple “okay” and Sandra immediately disappeared upstairs. I had given a lot the night before, but I felt that there was enough juice left in me for one repeat night. Especially in view of the recent events.

Spellbound, I kept looking at the clock. After ten minutes had passed, I made my way upstairs. Instead of entering immediately, I knocked and Sandra invited me in.

When I caught sight of Sandra, my breath immediately caught. My wife was wearing the white sexy lingerie from the lingerie show.

“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’s eyes observed me. I couldn’t speak.

“I have a simple question for you. Should I keep this pretty white corsage on or should I change?”

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

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

Was this it? The final nail into the coffin. I had walked up the stairs excited, 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 ... um ... I ... keep ... on ... keep it on.”
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Peter has given Sandra the green light. They remain part of the Cucky Club. For the first time, Peter is allowed to watch Sandra having fun with another man.

More experiences, discoveries, and new types of play follow. But is Peter also willing to give up a type of play he has just started to love? And for all his newfound sexual pleasure, is there a point at which too much is demanded of him?


The Lust of the Cuckold (Cucky Club 3) is available on Amazon. Start reading now!













AFTERWORD










Thank you! I hope you enjoyed book 2 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
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Chris and Katie miss their best friends. Since they bought a vacation home, they have made themselves scarce in their lives. Finally, they invite Chris and Katie to visit. Unfortunately, while not being there themselves. But Chris and Katie want at least to learn what is so special about this place.

They quickly get to know the new acquaintances of their friends. These are three married couples and three black men. Towering above them all is Luis. A tall, well-toned, wealthy black man. He quickly makes it clear to Chris that he is just waiting for his approval to make a pass at his wife. Luis has no doubts that Katie wouldn’t be able to resist his special qualities.

For Chris, there are tough decisions ahead. Can he resist the lure or will he and his wife fall to their lust?


Friendly Trap is available on Amazon. Start reading now!
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Leonie and Jonas catch up on their honeymoon a year after their wedding. The young couple has treated themselves to a luxury vacation in Jamaica.

The hotel employee Zane picks them up at the airport. The American couple Jessica and Andrew arrive at the same time. A friendly vacation acquaintance develops. Jessica and Andrew aren't here for the first time. Soon, however, Jessica surprises the newly married couple with her closeness to Zane. Why doesn't her husband intervene?

Other wives also show an unseemly closeness to the locals in view of the ring on their finger. Again and again, Leonie and Jonas encounter unique erotic situations.

Leonie and Jonas had been looking forward to a vacation full of adventures. But instead of rafting and snorkeling, they're confronted with the temptations of a lust previously unknown to them. Can Leonie hold back her desire? Or Jonas accept he isn't adventure enough for his wife?


Holiday Trap is available on Amazon. Start reading now!






OEBPS/Image00001.jpg
Danny Engel





OEBPS/Image00002.jpg





OEBPS/FONT00000.ttf


OEBPS/Image00004.jpg
DELLVAS T





OEBPS/Image00003.jpg





