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“Peter! Peter!”

I was sitting in my home office when my wife’s call reached me and startled me out of my chair. Hastily, I pulled up my pants and closed all browser windows.

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

Not that we didn’t love each other anymore. I couldn’t imagine another woman at my side. Together, we had started a family and had two brilliant kids. But the rut had been setting in for a while.

“Peter!”

I quickly hurried into the hallway and announced my presence with a simple “Sandra.”

“You won’t believe what I just learned at Anna’s. It’s a disgrace, that’s what it is. A disgrace!”

I could only look at my wife questioningly and hope that she would describe this disgrace to me in more detail. In the end, it would only be another petty gossip. What else could you expect when a bunch of women get together for coffee?

“They’re opening a brothel in the von Bartens’ estate. Can you believe it? Only five hundred meters from us. A brothel? How can the city allow that?”

Sandra appeared completely incensed. Understandable in view of this surprising news.

The von Bartens’ estate had stood empty for years. The group of heirs was in dispute. Three months ago, construction work had suddenly begun. Finally, something was happening. Everyone in the neighborhood was pleased and excited.

However, it remained a mystery who had bought the estate and for what purpose. In the meantime, the villa had been given a fresh coat of paint, and a lot of work must have been done on the inside, too, in view of the many craftsmen driving by our house.

The property was a large villa with a beautiful garden. Our house was the closest to it. It was still five hundred meters, and the street had two sharp curves. In addition, there was a small forest between us.

“Peter?” my wife snapped me out of my thoughts.

“Are you sure? I can not quite imagine that? Sure, the city probably couldn’t prevent a brothel opening up there. But even for a brothel, it seems a little too remote to me?”

“I don’t know. I guess they’ve registered a club with the city that serves drinks and puts on erotic shows.”

“Not to mention the costs? Didn’t the heirs want well over a million euros? Can that really be profitable for that kind of business?”

“Hmm,” Sandra murmured.

“Where did this information come from, anyway?”

“Anna’s brother’s wife works for the city. Besides a brothel, there was speculation about a swinger club. No matter what. They can’t do that, can they?”

“I don’t know. It’s pretty out of the way. I don’t think the city has many options to prevent them from doing whatever they want. They’re probably even glad it’s so far out. After all, we already have two brothels in the middle of the city.”

“And all because of those damned Yanks,” my wife returned angrily.

We lived only fifteen kilometers from the American military base in Ramstein. There were a lot of military personnel living in the area. Which was nice, because they brought in a lot of money. But some of them also made free use of things that weren’t legal in almost all parts of their home country.

Of course, the subject continued to occupy us. My wife was convinced that something had to be done. But it quickly became clear that we had zero options.

It also remained unclear what kind of establishment they planned to open there exactly.

So a few months passed. We noticed a little increased road traffic, and my wife occasionally made a nasty comment about it.

We now avoided the route, and on principle, drove only in the other direction. We also forbade our two children from going in that direction. That wasn't a big problem, since there was only nature to admire there anyway. Not something most kids care about these days.
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In April, my wife was out of town for three days. She had to go to a trade fair. I stayed behind with our two children. I made sure that there was something to eat on the table. Otherwise, Paul and Julia were away most of the time and I had a lot of time for myself.

I used the evenings for bicycle tours. I am a passionate road cyclist. An important compensation for my long days in an office chair. On the second evening, I rode a big arc. Out of an impulse, I laid out my route in such a way that I passed the former estate of the von Bartens on the way back home.

The talk about the brothel had, of course, died down. Exact details were still unknown, but everyone assumed a brothel had indeed opened there. Especially through the slightly increased road traffic, one noticed its existence. To my surprise, especially in the evenings and on weekends.

I hadn’t quite let go of the subject. During my routine visits to porn sites, I occasionally asked myself what would go on there?

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

On my road bike, I had set a decent pace again. But now I was going extra slow. I rolled on my bike slowly past the estate and looked at the picture it presented to me.

The first thing I noticed was that the building and the garden were again in excellent condition. Alone the garden care must devour enormous sums. An owner couldn’t do that without help. But whoever could afford such a villa would probably not have to do it himself.

To my surprise, there were about ten cars in the parking lot. That seemed quite a lot for a brothel on a Wednesday evening.

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

Back home, I did some much-needed chores. Afterward, I retreated to my office. My offspring was still at sports - both played soccer. So I still had time to pamper myself in peace.

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

Cucky Club came in my mind again. I opened an incognito window in my Chrome browser. I didn’t want to leave any unnecessary traces for my wife. What would Google spit out for such a search?

I noticed a few results right away. Wifesharing, cuckold club and other text snippets indicated a sexual nature. My English was excellent and the word Wifesharing was very easy to interpret sexually. The word Cuckold was also to be seen several times. I had no clue what it meant.

I wanted to look for it - but then asked myself another question first. Did the club on our doorstep perhaps have its own website? I worked as an online marketing consultant and was sure that these days, even the oldest trade in the world relied a lot on the Internet.

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

Of course, I immediately clicked on the link. The website of the club showed a big picture of the villa. In addition, some half-naked women and men. However, the faces of most of the people were blurred out. That made sense. Who would want to be associated with this trade?

There were only two links on the page. One led to a “members area”. But here, a password was required.

The second link was more interesting to me. ›Who we are‹ was the title. I clicked on it and read the text on the page:


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



Men - Cuckolds - can finally offer their wives the opportunity to rediscover their sexuality. To satisfy their sexual desires thanks to the help of their man. In a way that their own husband alone could never offer them.



This game of pleasure ignites a new fire. We are convinced to have already saved some marriages this way.



Besides the couples consisting of Hotwife and Cuckold, we are also visited by numerous well-built Bulls. The Bull is responsible for the sexual satisfaction of the woman. However, we make it a point that he takes care of the needs of the women outside of this activity as well.



Every first Monday of the quarter, we offer an introductory session for interested couples. Contact us here. Pre-registration is required.



We currently have sufficient Bulls. Therefore, new Bulls are accepted on a referral basis only.


I was confused. That didn’t sound like a brothel. What man would take his wife to a brothel? But what was all this talk about the bull? And what was a cuckold now? It felt all a bit strange.

The brief text wasn’t as informative as I had hoped. Had they no need for marketing, the consultant in me asked himself.

So back to Google. I tried a simple search - Cuckold. The german Wikipedia finally brought light into the darkness:


As Cuckold (also briefly as Cucki, Cuck, or Cux) is called, especially in the BDSM scene, a man who gains sexual pleasure in a fixed partnership or loving relationship through the intimate contact of his partner with other men (cheating). Thereby the Cuckold can prefer dominant, voyeuristic, masochistic and/or submissive behavior.


Finally, a picture started forming. However, I hadn’t expected this. Brothel was perhaps not such a wrong word. But instead of men, it was about the sexual satisfaction of women. Crazy!

I couldn’t yet process my new findings properly. I was too surprised by them. Instead of thinking about it further, I called up a porn site and watched a lesbian scene. The next minutes would be about my satisfaction.

On Thursday, my wife returned from her trade show. I had a strong urge to tell her about my findings. But I couldn’t quite muster the courage to do so. It was too odd, after all. Husbands, who let their wives have sex with other men? A strange world.

But I couldn’t let go of this strange world. Every few days I looked at the website of the club. I hoped to find some additional information. However, nothing happened.
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At the end of April, I discovered a new category on the sidebar of my favorite porn site: Cuckold. I curiously clicked on the link.

At the first moment, there wasn’t something special to discover. The thumbnails showed many quite explicit situations. After skimming the images, I turned my attention to the title texts under the images.

‘Paisly gets black dick and husband has to watch’

‘Milf sucks big cock’

‘Cuckold watches Sara with BBC’

‘The ultimate humiliation’

I went with ‘Cuckold watches Alexa with BBC’. It had a sexy preview image. I had always preferred porn where the leading lady was blonde, just like my wife.

On display were the blonde, her husband, and an African-American man with an impressively large cock. I was used to that from porn movies, though. Being well endowed was certainly a basic requirement for male porn stars.

After a brief conversation with her husband, the blonde started sucking on the black cock. After a couple of minutes, however, she wanted to feel it inside her. Again, it came to a conversation with her husband.

“I don’t know if I can accept that. It’s too much,” her husband interjected.

“You’ll have to get used to the fact that I need big cocks,” his wife announced.

“Was that an ultimatum?”

“If you can’t accept it, I’ll have to find another man who can.”

“I don’t want to lose you,” came back slightly agonized.

That was the end of the conversation for now. Slowly, the black man pushed his long and thick penis into Alexa. Quite amazing that a woman can take such a big penis.

“What do you mean, get used to it?”

“I want to be honest with you. They are a lot larger than yours, which is why I like black dicks so much.”

Faster and faster the fucking movements became. A change of position followed, and Alexa lay down on a table.

“Why don’t you smell your wife’s thong?” the black man demanded of Alexa’s husband as he tossed him the thong. Without objections, the latter followed the instruction.

“Why don’t you take out your penis and satisfy yourself? You have my permission,” he got to hear next from his wife.

Immediately, her husband took out his cock and satisfied himself. Meanwhile, the black man was ready to push his cock into Alexa again.

“Just be careful,” Alexa urged him. “I’m only used to his little white cock.”

I watched the quick fuck for three more minutes, then it was time for me to cum. Exhausted, I leaned back in my office chair and closed my eyes for a moment.

Crazy, I thought. Which kind of ideas the porn industry comes up with these days.

I closed the browser window. It was time to get busy with my work. The next week, I had to visit a client and straighten out their marketing plan.

It didn’t stop at that one visit, though. I now regularly visited the Cuckold category. Again and again, I looked at how women were taken by big cocks. How they cheered on the men and gave themselves completely to them. I continued to prefer blondes.

The frequency of my masturbation sessions also increased. I did it to myself now almost every day.
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After a Saturday afternoon of gardening, I was glad to have a quiet evening. The children were finally in bed. Sandra was in my arms, and it seemed like we would have some fun together.

We started kissing and quickly shifted our play towards the bedroom. I played it safe and locked the door while my wife freshened up in the bathroom.

We kissed some more, then I started kneading her breasts. I let my hand move further down between her legs. Oral sex had become a rarity with us.

It took a special desire on my wife’s part for her to satisfy me like that. Conversely, I was even rarer to find my way between her legs.

On this day, however, I felt like it and I pushed my body down so that my gaze was directed to her pubic. It is a beautiful vulva with a long and fleshy labia. It tasted great, too.

Why didn’t I lick it more often?

My wife had already spread her legs in anticipation of my activity and looked at me expectantly. After a few turns of my tongue, she gave herself to me unabashedly.

It surprised me that she didn’t demand oral sex far more often. It gets her off almost literally like a rocket. Perhaps she feared I would also demand her mouth on my cock in return? She would certainly be right.

But on this day I was in a giving mood. While Sandra gave herself to me, I also gave myself to her fully. With pleasure, I sunk my tongue deep into her cleft and took in her juices.

After some time, I let my fingers slide into her while my tongue worked on her clit.

My wife became a little louder. Our room was far away from the children’s rooms. At some point, she may have gotten too loud, but she reacted herself and pushed her face into a pillow. I didn’t quite like that. I would have loved to continue watching the ecstasy on her face.

I felt another gush of her sweet nectar come forth and my wife trembled. A moment later, she lay still. I had completed my work.

Sandra didn’t bother to thank me with her mouth. Instead, she immediately moved my penis to her opening. With no problems, I could slide completely into her.

Slowly, I began my fucking movements - up and down. I often directed my gaze downwards. I liked to watch how my penis penetrated my wife and then came out again.

It took only a small backward movement of my butt to pull my penis almost all the way out of Sandra. While I was watching this spectacle, thoughts began to play in me. Thoughts that were new to me.

In my reverie, my penis became the big, long cock of another man. Just as I had seen it many times in porn movies.

Not only longer, but also with a larger circumference. In front of my inner eye, I could literally see how the entrance of my wife opened up for this can dimensioned cock.

I now pushed faster and faster into Sandra. My thoughts drove my excitement further and further - to previously unknown proportions. My glans was more sensitive than ever before. The feelings were almost unbearable, and I squirted pretty quickly into my wife.

For a moment I lay on top of her, exhausted, and took deep breaths. Then I turned to the side.

“I guess you really needed that,” commented the sweet voice of my wife and gave me a kiss.
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Besides my road bike, I also called a mountain bike my own. I’m simply a bicycle-mad person. That’s what my family tells me when I watch the Tour de France or the Giro on TV. I like to fight my way up a hill and muster every last energy within my body to get there. If my time allows it, I took part in amateur races.

Most of the time, I prefer my road bike. One Friday afternoon, I felt like riding my mountain bike again.

My wife wished me lots of fun. Her sports program consisted of jogging, light weights, and swimming. Our sporting interests weren’t quite on the same page, but as a result, we were two extremely fit people.

From our driveway, I turned right. That led me toward the Cucky Club. Before that, however, there was a small path leading off, which consisted mainly of sand, partly of boulders, and led through a grove.

I made a large arc and drove many small side paths. I avoided roads for the most part. The sand and the constant up and down of the small hills was a good work-out for the whole body.

After an hour, I took a short break and drank a few sips. After that, it was time to turn back home.

Again, I took the patch through the little woods between our house and the Cucky Club. Shouldn’t one have a better view from here?

Even though a loud voice advised me against it, a second voice was even louder and more demanding. I veered off the path and made my way down a barely discernible trail.

To my left and right was a dense forest. But after only fifty meters, I came to the abrupt edge of the forest. Before me, the view opened on a meadow.

Across the meadow, I could see the von Bartens’ estate - which now housed the Cucky Club. I estimated the distance at about two hundred meters.

I leaned my mountain bike against a tree. I could make out some people, even from this distance. I still preferred to be cautious and hid my body behind a tree and some thicket.

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

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

I could make out six people. Two of them were swimming in the pool. The rest were lying on loungers, enjoying the warm sun. It was only May, but it was one of the first really warm days of the year at 26 degrees Celsius.

My eyes fell on the bodies again. The distance was great, but I thought at least two of them were women. I couldn’t see any color differences on their bodies. Nothing that could be swim trunks or bikinis. Were they both naked?

Unfortunately, I could hardly make out any details from this distance. I would have liked to see more. Then a thought occurred to me - it would be worth a try.

I went back to my mountain bike and took my smartphone out of a small bag. With it, I went back to my lookout.

I opened my camera app and directed it to what was happening in the distance. Then I zoomed in on it. The result was rather disappointing despite a decent zoom. At least I was pretty sure that the women were indeed naked.

I would have loved to have my binoculars at hand. The manufacturer had gifted them to me when I had brought his marketing campaign up to speed.

But it was time for me to head home anyway. One last look and I swung back on my mountain bike and rode home.
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Sixteen years ago, our street, together with some side streets, started holding an annual street fest. This was a closed party for residents only. One resident had converted parts of his old farmhouse into a party location. This could be rented, but was available free of charge for our street fest.

Every year, the planning committee was taken over by other residents. So everyone had to get involved. This year it was my wife’s and my turn.

The tasks weren’t that complicated. Getting the invitations ready and collecting money, taking care of the children’s entertainment, buying barbecue meat, and, of course, providing plenty of drinks.

The party was to take place in mid-July. We were well on schedule. For today’s planning session, we met at Lydia and Helmut Berger’s house. As always, the meeting included appetizers and drinks. Towards the end of our meeting, Lydia and Helmut were fussing a bit. Something still seemed to be on their minds.

“There’s something else we have to confess to you. A stupid mistake and we have to decide about how to deal with it now,” Lydia began her explanation.

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

“We had Tom distribute the invitation cards ...”

Again, he fell silent. Tom was their 11-year-old son and a good friend of our son. We could only look at them questioningly and hope for another follow-up.

“We told him to bring a card to everyone living here on the street. Just like every year. That’s how he invited the Paulsens.”

“Paulsens? Do we have any new residents I haven’t met yet?” my wife asked with immediate interest. New neighbors were always highly exciting and provided entertainment in the form of gossip.

“Yep ... still relatively new and we haven’t met them personally yet, either. They are the owners of this ... um ... establishment … down the road.”

“Oh,” Sandra said. It took me another moment before I registered whom he meant. The new owners of the Cucky Club had also been invited.

“But surely they won’t come?” I inquired cautiously.

“Apparently they will. At least they want to come, have already signed up, and paid the money. I don’t know what we should do? Should we cancel their invitation? Would be kind of weird, too?”

As part of the planning committee, I now had to deal with this dilemma as well. But since I hadn’t brought it on us, I was also amused and interested to see how it would play out. Our street fest could certainly use a little new zing. And I would be happy to get a closer look at our distant neighbors.

“In the end, though, they’re just normal people?” I therefore interjected.

“Yes,” our hostess agreed right away. “We can’t possibly uninvite them, can we?”

For a brief moment, I got the impression that she wasn’t really interested in canceling their invitation. Strange.

In the end, we agreed not to uninvite them for the time being and to ask around the neighborhood to see what the other participants thought of our problem. In case of greater resistance, we would have to cancel the invitation.

“This could be something,” my laughing wife commented when we got back home.

“What?”

“Partying with brothel operators?”

“At least we’ll find out what’s going on there,” I replied. Of course, I already knew for a fact that they weren’t operating a whorehouse. Instead, it was mainly women who were allowed to get their fun there. Strange new world.

“Well, I hope they at least don’t bring their female employees. Otherwise, it’s straight back home for you. I can promise you that.”

“You’re worried that I’ll be with another woman ...” I delivered this with an obviously played, offended tone.

“My darling,” was my wife’s response. She put her arms around my shoulders and pulled me close to her. A long and deep kiss followed. This continued into a French kiss.

Our children spent that night with their grandparents. So we had the night off and I had hoped to end up with my wife once again.

We sat on the sofa and began to slowly undress. At the beginning of our relationship, sex outside of our bed had been nothing unusual. With the children, this had changed to extreme rarity.

But on this day, our games begun on the sofa. My wife leaned into a corner of the sofa and I lay half over her. We kissed again. I started moving lower and devoted myself to her breasts.

Sandra's nipples are very sensitive and become very large when she’s excited. She has to carefully choose her clothes when she doesn’t want to present them to the entire world.

I liked to nibble and suck on her hard nipples while watching her face.

I learned to read every subtle change on her face. I could easily read her mood and adjust to it.

But it was during sex that I had the most fun. I liked to watch the rising excitement in her changing facial emotions. In addition, her moaning couldn’t be overheard. Today she didn’t need to be considerate of her volume.

But the most beautiful thing was the grand finale. When she screamed out her ecstasy, her face showed this indescribable euphoria, followed by a big release and finally a blissful satisfaction.

I wanted to experience this again with her, and I knew exactly how to do this. I had to use my mouth.

I slowly wandered lower and finally kneeled on the floor in front of her. I kissed her thighs and around her pubic area.

My wife was watching me. She didn’t say a word, but it was clear to see that she hoped that I would finally find my way to her snatch.

I didn’t want to keep myself on tenterhooks any longer either, so I made a beeline for my wife’s labia. Sucked and licked at her lips. This time I didn’t take my hands to help but let my mouth and especially my tongue do all the work.

After I had brought the excitement of my wife to the brink of orgasm, it took only a final play on her clit and she came to a deafening orgasm.

Satisfied, I watched as her face twitched in the process and then gave me a smile with her eyes closed.

For us, the night was far from over. With a bottle of wine, we made ourselves comfortable in the bedroom. I had put my wife in a giving mood. Finally, I was allowed to feel her mouth once again on my cock.
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I continued to visit porn sites every day. It had become a custom of mine that I had to cum once a day.

I made detours into other porn genres. Lesbian porn, for example, was an old favorite of mine. But now I visited the cuckold categories more and more often.

Curious as I was, I kept clicking on particularly daring movies. ‘Husband watches his hot wife enjoying big black cock’ was one such video that made me sink deeper into the world of cuckolds.

Here the husband was standing next to the bed, watching his wife being pleasured. In my imagination, I was standing next to the bed, watching my wife.

There were other movies, however, I wasn’t ready for. Not yet, or maybe never? Of course, I didn’t know that yet.

This topic occupied not only my internet porn time. When I escaped in my world of thoughts, the Cucky club played a growing role. The Internet had already shown me that from simple sex to all sorts of kinky games, pretty much anything was possible. Which types of games did they play there? The club’s website gave unfortunately no new information away.

I couldn’t get my voyeur activity out of my head, and I had a growing urge to repeat it. This time, however, better prepared - with my binoculars.

On another Friday afternoon at the beginning of June, I couldn’t postpone it anymore. I had to do it. Over the years, it had become customary for me to end my work week with an extensive bike ride before I was available primarily for family time.

I smuggled my binoculars into my bike bag and set off on my mountain bike. Instead of an extensive tour, however, my path lead directly to my observation point.

Carefully, I stalked my way to the edge of the forest. I had chosen this day for my activity because it was a particularly hot day - pool weather. Even without the binoculars, I could see activity around the pool.

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

Nervously, I crouched down, hoping to be even less visible. A discovery and possible consequences definitely worried me.

I pointed my binoculars at the woman playing badminton.

She was tall - six feet; I estimated. Long blond hair, like my wife. Her breasts were considerably larger. Not to say extremely big. I wondered whether they were real or perhaps had been helped?

With rapture, I watched her movements. Her breasts always bounced a little. I didn’t get a good look between her legs. But she seemed to be hairless.

I put the binoculars down briefly to let my gaze wander. Not least to not be suddenly surprised in my hiding place. People were splashing around in the pool, a few loungers were occupied, and someone was bringing drinks outside. There were ten people outside in the garden.

Back to the blonde. Since she was standing and facing my direction, I could observe her best.

Again, her large breasts did it to me. I felt something stirring in my pants, despite my nervousness.

I was already about to become active and unwrap my cock when someone stepped in front of the blonde. It was her badminton partner. With that, he took my view. Fortunately, they turned a bit and I could continue my observation from the side.

The two were engrossed in a kiss. Thanks to my binoculars, I got to observe their greedy kissing in great detail.

The man’s hands were on the shoulder of the unknown beauty. Slowly, he pushed her to the ground and she let it happen.

With that, my eyes fell on the man’s cock for the first time. And the word cock really seemed appropriate to me at that moment. A penis like I had it only ever seen in porn movies before. It was already stiff. I’m not especially good at estimating, but this could well be an eight-inch penis. Or more?

I could see them exchanging a few words as the woman gripped his member with her hands. Because of her height, she also had relatively large hands. My wife certainly would have to use both hands to embrace him.

She jerked his penis a few times and spit on it. Again, words were exchanged and she started licking his cock.

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

While I continued my observation, I tried with one hand to open my pants. This dragged on a bit, but I finally accomplished it. It was almost cathartic when I could take my penis in my hand. Slowly and carefully, I satisfied myself. I didn’t want to come immediately and took my time to enjoy myself as a voyeur.

My concern for discovery continued to accompany me. But now it was no longer just nervous angst. The fear of discovery drove my arousal, too.

I continued watching. The blonde was still licking the giant cock. In between, however, she took him again and again in her mouth and blew two or three times.

She should have licked the entire cock by now. Instead of starting a blowjob, she devoted herself to his scrotum. Licked him there and massaged it with her mouth.

For the other guests, the spectacle was easy to watch. They gave it, however, only little attention. Unlike me, it was probably not such an unusual sight for them.

Finally, the blonde started a real blowjob.

Her lips pressed tightly around the enormous cock. She had to make an effort to take in it entire circumference. But I was far more impressed by how much she could take in.

My wife had no problem swallowing my cock completely, but mine wasn’t that big. The stranger, on the other hand, seemed to me to be constantly taking in more. At least six or even seven inches. It seemed she had reached her limit with that.

The man didn’t push further into her. In some movies, I had observed how women were fucked into the mouth and even had to gag. For me, not an exciting sight. Here, the man just let the woman do it.

While I took in all this, my hand was still active. It took a lot of effort to restrain myself. An inconsiderate moment and I would have come immediately. I had never tried to hold myself so close to climax for so long. It was a strange feeling and also brought me some excitement.

The blonde now took her hand to help. Apparently, she wanted to finish him off. At first, her jerking movements were fast, then they suddenly became very slow.

From her eyes and the man’s posture, I thought I could tell that he had come, and that she had swallowed his sperm.

This realization made it impossible for me to hold back any longer. My cock spurted, and I struggled to keep it from shooting far away from my body. I didn’t want to deliver a telltale trace of cum to my wife.

The man grabbed the blonde and lifted her up. With quick steps, he ran towards the terrace, and under her screams, he jumped into the pool. The water splashed in all directions. But this only caused laughter from the other guests.

With my orgasm, my satisfaction was reached, and my fear of discovery was rising. I crept back and made my way home.
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My little voyeur experience occupied me the entire weekend. Several times, I had to find some alone time to masturbate and revive the scene in my mind’s eye.

Only after a few days, I resorted for the first time again to porn movies as a stimulation aid. Otherwise, I was very busy these days. The last tasks before our vacation had to be done. The summer vacations began in mid-June and we would go on vacation for ten days right at the beginning.

This year we would be on our third cruise. We appreciated this type of vacation. We could experience different ports and for the children, there was a special program on board, so that we got enough couple time for ourselves.

Financially, it was no problem for us to give the children their own cabin. This led to us being particularly active in bed.

On the very first evening, things got especially amorous. Over the years, it had become a small tradition for Sandra to bewitch me with sexy underwear on this day. While I enjoyed my glass of wine on our balcony, she changed into it.

It was a combination of bra and thong, with lots of lace in a bright, shining blue tone. In addition, a babydoll in a darker blue. High-heeled pumps completed a stunning outfit.

I stayed in the balcony door for a moment to look at my wife in peace. Often she was a bit shy in displaying her charms. In the cozy togetherness of these vacation moments, however, she was a bit more relaxed and seemed to enjoy my admiration. Surely the wine also helped with this.

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

“Beautiful,” was my first word. “Or maybe sexy describes it better,” I added mischievously after a brief pause.

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

We quickly found ourselves on the bed. Vacation sex was also one of the occasions when we took time for our lovemaking. There was no need to hurry, and I didn’t want to unwrap my gift too quickly.

So I was the first to be deprived of my clothes and my wife went down on her knees in front of me. My cock disappeared into her mouth.

For a moment, my mind strayed back home. When I had watched the woman in the garden of the Cucky Club blowing the big cock. Unfortunately, I couldn’t serve my wife with that. However, she didn’t seem to be bothered by it.

These thoughts brought me close to coming, and I had to slow Sandra down. I didn’t want to come too early.

It was time to free my wife from her clothes and return the favor. For the umpteenth time in the last few weeks, my mouth found itself between her legs. Otherwise, rather an activity that occurred only a few times a year.

Unlike me, Sandra immediately let herself go completely. Perhaps apart from the fact that she tried to limit her volume. It was clear that I would bring her to orgasm that way. Only a penis couldn’t make her come.

After a few minutes, Sandra trembled under her orgasm and remained lying contentedly. I looked at her lovingly. Now it was my turn. While I was trying to get my penis into position, Sandra interrupted me.

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

I watched excitedly as she spoiled me with her mouth for the second time that evening. I felt it wouldn’t take long before I also reached my climax.

I didn’t have any thoughts at that moment. I could only watch as my wife spoiled me. Just before I exploded, it occurred to me that I should warn her. Occasionally, I got the pleasure of a blow job. But she didn’t want me cumming in her mouth.

“Sandra, I’m going to cum right now ... Sandra! Now!”

Normally, my wife switched from her mouth to her hand after the first warning. This time she just looked at me with wide eyes and just continued. My further warnings also remained without reaction.

Of course, I could have become active myself and withdrawn my cock. But I was much too aroused for such considerations. I had done my part with the warning.

The fact that my wife would let me come in her mouth fueled my lust, and I felt my sperm literally splashing out.

My wife then disappeared into the bathroom. With a smile on my face, I wondered if she had swallowed or spit out my sperm? Clear spitting sounds followed by water and a gurgle answered my question fairly quickly.

“I love you,” were my wife’s first words when she was back in my arms.

I kissed her and returned her words.

“I love you too, my darling. I made a great catch with you. More than I could have dreamed of.”

Every word I said was absolutely sincere, and I was sure my wife didn’t feel much different after fifteen years of marriage. Of course, a bit of a rut had crept into our lives. Looking at many of our friends, however, we could hardly have fared better. Quite a few were already divorced. With others, we didn’t really get the feeling that they had met the love of their lives.

Our 10-day vacation was again lots of fun. Not only in bed. Sometimes a bit stressful, but most of the time we could enjoy it. My wife made me happy a few more times, although not with a blowjob.
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We came back home from our vacation on a Friday evening. Exhausted, we went to bed early.

The next day, Sandra and our kids left the house in the early afternoon. Julia and Peter wanted to meet friends. My wife was also visiting a friend and would undoubtedly tell her everything about our vacation experiences. Well, almost everything.

I had the day off accordingly. First, I wanted to sit down at the computer. Check a few e-mails and then, after ten long days, maybe find my way back to a porn site.

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

So I packed my binoculars and set off on my mountain bike. I arrived at my regular spot within a couple of minutes.

The blazing sun had attracted many guests to the pool. However, there wasn’t much activity to be seen.

I watched as two men supplied the rest with drinks. Another man brought out a grill. I had hoped for something more than a barbecue. Even if the mostly naked female bodies were a pleasant sight.

But then I got something to see. Another man came onto the terrace - a black man. Due to the American military base, people of color weren’t an uncommon sight in our area.

The man greeted the round and joined a woman with brunette hair. She had occupied a double couch. Immediately, they kissed, and he started to massage her breasts with his giant hands.

After a few minutes, the brunette let go of him and turned around. She called something to the man at the grill. He then came over to her. Briefly, they gave each other a kiss. Then he kneeled in front of her and began to pamper her. He covered my view, but I was sure that he used his tongue and mouth to the fullest.

The black man stood up and went to the side of the woman’s head. This allowed the woman to grab his cock. She jerked it a few times. He was already semi-stiff before and quickly drove out to full size. Another big cock, I noted soberly.

She took the cock for a very short blowjob in her mouth, then she pushed the man between her legs back. The black man got back on the couch and between her legs. He also covered my view again. But his up and down movements were quite clear.

My left hand was already holding my own cock at this point. Had I had a perfect view of the fuck, I probably would have already experienced my orgasm as well.

The white man was standing next to the couch and just watched. His penis was also stiff by now. Almost relieved, I noticed that he was about the same size as me. After all the big dicks in my observations as well as in porn videos, it was nice to feel normal for once.

The man’s eyes were focused on the fuck. Unlike me, he had a perfect view. Just like me, however, he had to satisfy himself with his hand.

The woman threw a few looks at him and talked to him. Finally, she took his hand from his penis and jerked him with her hand.

Her masturbation stopped when she and the black man changed their position on the couch. They continued their fuck in the doggy-style position. Unfortunately, I still wasn’t granted a better sight of the action.

In between, the brunette looked back at the black man. Her excitement was obvious. I was sure to see her last surge before a huge orgasm.

For a brief moment she sank exhausted on the couch, then she turned around. Apparently, she wanted to finish her work with a blowjob. It didn’t take long, and it seemed clear to me from the man’s reactions that he was coming into her mouth.

Like the blonde before, the unknown brunette seemed to have no problem with swallowing cum - quite different from my wife.

She licked the penis clean and the black man finally settled down on the couch. The woman stood up briefly and gave the white man a kiss. Briefly, her hands found his penis, then she sent him away. He disappeared into the house while she settled back on the cot and snuggled close to the black man.

I had orgasmed about the same time as the man. I had taken precautions and disposed of my sperm with a handkerchief. But even with most of my sexual excitement gone, I hadn’t wanted to stop my observation immediately.

I took my time to ride my bike back home. The experience was still fresh in my head and I felt how my penis started to fill out my trousers again.

That can’t be true popped suddenly into my head halfway home. The white man who had licked the woman could he have been her husband.

Had I just watched a husband watching his wife get fucked by a large black cock?

I don’t know why it had taken me so long to realize this. Perhaps I had been too busy with other things during my observation. But now I felt my stiff penis pressing painfully against my pants.

I quickened my pace and pedaled hard. I should still have enough time at home to satisfy myself once again. For a brief moment, I even played with the thought of turning around and once again becoming a voyeur.

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

I took a quick glance at the page of the Cucky Club. But there was still nothing new to learn. I continued on to a porn page and into the Cuckold category.

I looked through the current videos and my gaze got stuck on a text. ‘Cuckold watches his wife with BBC.’ This fitted perfectly with my observation.

The video started slowly. The woman greeted her husband, who was coming home from work. She pecked him on his cheek and announced that company was about to arrive.

The visit then came in the form of a powerfully built African-American man. In front of her husband’s eyes, the wife began to kiss him.

At first, the husband didn’t like this spectacle. “Honey, you can’t do that,” he whined. “Honey?”

“Sorry darling, I need something big between my legs.”

“But? But?”

“I love you ... don’t you love me too?”

“Of course, but ...”

“Then surely you don’t begrudge me for wanting to feel a big cock for once, too. To be fucked to orgasm at last? To be filled all the way?”

It was obvious when the man realized he couldn’t offer his wife this experience himself, at least as far as his acting range allowed him to express.

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

She led the man towards the bedroom. Hesitantly, her husband followed.

In the bedroom, the two of them made love to each other rather quickly. After a few moments, the big black cock had already disappeared into the woman’s mouth.

This one was able to make the cock disappear completely in her mouth quite easily, despite its size. Maybe not such a surprising quality for a porn actress, I guessed.

For several minutes, she gave herself to his cock. In between, her husband could be seen, as he fought with himself to bear watching the scene before his eyes. But apparently, slowly he came to terms with it, because with one hand he already massaged his penis through his pants.

“Such a horny woman you have here. I’m going to fuck the living shit out of her,” the African American announced in the husband’s direction.

“Oh God yes,” was the reaction of the wife. She allowed herself to be thrown onto the bed and in no time at all, she had shed her clothes.

I estimated her age at around twenty-five. Perhaps she didn’t have natural breasts, but I still liked the sight.

Without much ado, the black man put his cock at her opening. There he remained for a short moment. The camera once again showed the husband, who looked spellbound at the scene. Then the penis penetrated slowly into his wife.

I couldn’t stop myself from cumming at the sight of a huge penis invading a woman for the first time.

I closed the browser window and leaned back, exhausted. Only five minutes later, my wife came home.

There weren’t many videos with watching husbands available. But I watched out for any new one getting available. I found them extremely exciting. I thought little about the why. As with other past porn preferences, I just saw it as a phase. At some point, the appeal of the new would lose its allure.
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The next few days were busy for me. I had a new client, which brought a lot of initial work with it. In addition, we were getting into the hot phase for the preparations for the street fest.

“Did you order the meat?” my wife asked me. I answered her question in the affirmative. I had also taken care of the drinks. My wife was organizing the children’s entertainment.

“Good,” she answered, and sat down next to me on the sofa. Her head leaned against my shoulder.

“I’ll be glad when we’re done organizing. We’ll have to put in a couple of hours next year, too, but after that, we’ll have at least ten years of peace.”

“Yes,” my wife agreed with me. I put my arm around her shoulder. Sandra took it away again and laid down on the sofa. Her head was in my lap. She looked up at me.

“I hope it’s not going to be a disaster,” she said with a worried look on her face.

“Why? Because we’re doing the organizing? The street fest has been running smoothly for years. Nothing can go wrong.”

“But that was without a whorehouse couple being part of it,” she pointed out.

“Well, maybe our little neighborhood group could use a little more fun in their lives,” I returned with a grin.

“I hope it won’t be too much fun. Word has gotten out, though, and so far there are no cancelations.”

“Well, that’s fine then,” I commented curtly. What could I contribute to the topic? After all, I had considerably more information. But how was I supposed to inform my wife about it? And did I really want to tell her that in reality it was a place where wives could be pleasured by well-hung men?

“Maybe they can give us some bed tips?” my wife quipped.

I was embarrassed by her remark. Did she think we needed to catch up? Was I perhaps not enough for her? That would make her the ideal Cucky Club visitor. Inwardly, I smirked briefly at what an absurd consideration this was.

I had seen big dicks in porn and in real life, even if only through binoculars. No, it was better if she didn’t know what was really going on there. I could only hope that this wouldn’t come up at the party.

Later I used the PC for a short while. I couldn’t get the question out of my head: Was I not enough for my wife?

Am I too short? I questioned myself.

I had seen a lot of big dicks in porn. But that didn’t count. Any sensible porn producer would surely choose the most beautiful and largest specimens. That was probably the standard requirement to find success as a man in this industry.

Besides that, I had also seen men with normal dicks in the Cucky Club - smaller dicks. What was normal, anyway?

‘Penis size average’ I nervously typed into the Google search box. I was puzzled about how different the penis sizes were all over the world. According to this, the average German penis was 5.7 inches long.

I wasn’t really happy with my penis length. According to the article, however, this was true for more than half of the German male population. Everyone dreams of a big dick, apparently. Of course, they also emphasized that length wasn’t what mattered. Many other factors decided how much fun sex was. But could I really offer my wife everything?

I wanted an answer. Now. I had to know how long my penis was. How did I compare to the average German penis? I got a tape measure and pulled down my pants, including my underpants. I masturbated briefly and let my penis grow.

When I thought I had reached my normal size, I put on the tape measure. From the root to the tip was to be measured.

3.9 inches? Maybe 4 inches?

I held the tape measure in front of my eyes. A good 4 inches was all I could offer my wife? I had expected something up to 5 inches. Maybe even a bit above it. The result disappointed me. Was that really enough for a woman?

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

So far, it had always been enough for her. We were happy. So what?

A little doubt remained. I wanted to dispel it. My wife sat on our bed. I tried hard to seduce her and she responded to my advances.

Twenty minutes later, we lay exhausted next to each other in bed. We had both experienced our orgasms, I noted with satisfaction.

But then slight self-doubt arose again. It wasn’t my penis that had given my wife her orgasm. I had used my hands to get her off.

Doubts started to grow within me. Had she ever experienced an orgasm only through my dick? I remembered our first years as a couple, even before we were married. Back then, we had sex almost every day. Often, it ended with my orgasm. I also believed at the time that I had satisfied Sandra as well. But was that really the case? Unlike us men, a woman could easily fake an orgasm.

But what could I do? My wife had never complained, and we were happy. Maybe she just didn’t know what she was missing? I’d be damned if I was going to tell her about it.

Sometimes ignorance is bliss.
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The last two days before the street fest, brought again a lot of work for us. Then the big day had finally arrived.

“I’ll be glad when I’m finally in bed tonight,” I admitted first thing in the morning.

“Oh, come on. By the time the barbecue is through, we will have done our share of work and can have some fun, too.”

Together with Helmut and Lydia, the fest kept us busy all day. Last preparations had to be made. A bouncy castle had to be inflated, the barbecue meat had to be picked up, and the drinks had to be kept chilled.

At 6 p.m. the street fest started traditionally with a walk through the entire neighborhood. On our big arc, we even passed the Cucky Club. Even though our new residents would celebrate with us, their club seemed to be open anyway, as the numerous cars there revealed.

The owner couple was the first to catch my eye. New faces were easy to pick out.

Victoria and Robert Paulsen made a a pretty normal impression at first sight. Nobody would have guessed what kind of business they were running.

I estimated their age to be slightly over forty. Victoria Paulsen didn’t hide her charms and had a lot to show off. One of them being her large breasts. Her cleavage could be admired through a deep neckline. It was just demure enough for the occasion. Her long, pitch-black hair and tanned exterior rounded out the picture of an exquisite woman who knew how to put herself in the spotlight.

Her husband Robert, I estimated a little closer to fifty years old. Apart from the fact that his hair had almost completely left him, he certainly didn’t look bad, either. Just like his wife, he also made an athletic impression.

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

Sandra and I formed the end of our little procession. Dressed in high-visibility vests, we made sure motorists passed us carefully.

“So far, they’re behaving normally.”

“Excuse me?”, I replied to my wife, irritated.

“Whorehouse mistress and her husband?”

“Uh, yeah, seems like it. What else would they be doing?”

“But the tits aren’t real,” Sandra commented further.

I didn’t quite know how to respond to that. Sandra had always been good for snarky comments. This wasn’t really meant to be spiteful.

So I said nothing at all and hooked up with my wife. We walked hand in hand. In between our troop made short breaks. After one of these occasions, Victoria and Robert suddenly found themselves at the end with us.

“Hello,” was the first sound of Victoria’s voice. Sexy and smoky, she purred her greeting. What a seductive tone. We returned the greeting.

“I understand you are our closest neighbors?”

“As far as you can talk about neighbors at a distance of five hundred yards,” I interjected.

“Yeah, well, you don’t go over to get sugar real quick,” a laughing Victoria replied.

I tried to see in her the whorehouse mistress Sandra had called her. Her club perhaps fell more into the swinger realm, but still, I wouldn’t have expected such normal people.

It wasn’t long before I was involved in a soccer conversation with Robert. As it turned out, we were both big Kaiserslautern fans. We reminisced a bit about the great old days of Kalli Feldkamp and, of course, the German championship under Otto Rehhagel.

We finally reached our party destination. Sandra and I had to get back to work. I took care of the grill together with Helmut.

After I had supplied the largest part of the pack with food, I could take a first break. I watched as Victoria Paulsen joined my wife again. They were talking animatedly. From a distance, I couldn’t overhear their conversation, but my imagination run wild.

“Your husband has just a little one, too?”, Victoria asked her.

“Well, maybe not big,” my wife replied.

“Not big? Or maybe small? I understand that you love your husband, but you can still want something bigger.”

“Hmm, maybe ...”

“Like a really long, thick cock. Let it fill you up once and you’ll know what I mean. You will have to get it again. But maybe that’s what you’re worried about?”

“What?”

“Not being able to do without it anymore. Once you feel a real cock inside you, your husband’s little cock will ...”

I shook myself. From where were these thoughts coming? Especially in this place. I glanced over at my wife. She was still talking with Victoria. Maybe they were just exchanging recipes, I thought, chuckling to myself.

Once again, I relieved Helmut at the grill. Then this part of the evening was done. Finally, I could relax and have some fun myself.

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

As every year, one guest took over as DJ and couples kept finding each other on a small dance floor. With each passing hour, the alcohol level increased. Some were already known from previous years as boozers, others held back a lot.

I was somewhere in the middle. I liked to drink a beer, as well as good wine or a fine whiskey. The latter, however, wasn’t an option. Around midnight, I was slightly drunk and danced with my wife.

After midnight, the field slowly began to clear. The children were already in bed. As co-organizers, we had to stay until the end.

It was already 2 o’clock when we could finally make our way home. In a small group of ten, we set off on foot. I chatted with a neighbor. House by house, our group shrank. I stopped briefly at the house of a neighbor to talk some more before setting off again.

My wife was already fifty meters ahead. She wasn’t walking alone, however, but accompanied by Victoria and Robert Paulsen. We were the last remaining four people.

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

My gaze was forward, watching my wife’s conversation while Robert engaged me in conversation. It was again about soccer and whether we should sometime watch a game together. In addition, the World Cup was coming up next summer.

So we had plenty of topics of conversation and our short way home dragged on because of our slow pace. I tried to keep an eye on my wife talking to Victoria. I wondered what the topics were this time.

I was glad when we finally reached our house.

“See you soon,” were Victoria Paulsen’s cheerful last words.

After our front door closed, I looked questioningly at my wife. “See you soon?”

“Yes, the Paulsens are moving up for the Bergers on the fest organizing committee.”

“Oh. Okay.”

One was always for two consecutive years, part of the committee and then replaced. So there was always someone with experience from the previous year. Now the Paulsens were staying with us and we would have to work with them to organize the next street fest.

But actually, there wasn't anything lined up for a couple of months. We wouldn’t start the organization until the new year. So why see you soon?

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

I didn’t expect such a happy end to this evening, but I didn’t need time to accept her offer. I kissed Sandra. She giggled.

“What?”

“I’m sorry, but I won’t forget this evening anytime soon.”

I looked at her questioningly.

“Turns out the whorehouse isn’t a whorehouse at all.”

With a questioning “Not?” I tried to act surprised. Maybe now I would learn what her conversations with Victoria had brought to light.

“More like a swingers’ club, but for permanent members only.”

“Hmm. I guess your conversations with Victoria were interesting then.”

“Yeah,” Sandra giggled again. The alcohol had made her a little talkative. “Women are the focus there.”

“Women?” I pretended again to be clueless.

“Yes, they can get their pleasure there.”

With these words, Sandra grabbed my cock and jerked it slightly. I moaned.

“A whorehouse for women?”, I asked. Still playing stupid.

“No. Single women aren’t admitted. Only couples ... and single men.”

Slowly, Sandra continued to jerk me off. Her laying a hand on me like that was almost as rare as a blowjob.

“Single men?”, I asked again.

“Yes,” Sandra giggled again. Maybe she had been drinking more than I thought after all? “Um ... well-endowed single men.”

“Oh.”

My Oh was less a reaction to her response and more a reaction to my wife. Sandra had leaned down and let her tongue play with my penis.

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

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

Sandra started riding me, slowly at first, but then quickly became wilder and my cock slipped out of her. She quickly reinserted it and continued to ride me.

“Come on, little one, stay in,” she scolded my penis softly as it slipped out for the third time.

He obeyed this time. Or maybe Sandra was just more careful. Three minutes later, I squirted into her. Exhausted, we remained lying on top of each other.

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

“Little?”

“What?”

“You think my penis is small?”

“No, no, I was just ... saying that,” Sandra hurried to reassure me.

I looked at her seriously in response. “Hey, we’re always honest with ourselves.” Which were pretty dishonest words, with what I had held back for so long from her. But I had to know more.

“Maybe Victoria’s talk just rattled me. Her open way of talking about sex was interesting and fun. Good for a spicy evening, but that’s enough. In her constant gushing about big dicks ...”

“You women ...”

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

“Hmm. You didn’t tell her, though?”

“Didn’t tell her what?”

“Said that mine ... how long mine ...”

“Sorry, I didn’t blurt it out. She kind of knew. Said she had the experience to just look at a man and to know his length.”

“And?”

“And what?”

“What was her conclusion of looking at me?”

Sandra fussed for a moment but realized she couldn’t avoid answering.

“Five inches, maybe shorter.”

“Uh-huh.” In my mind, of course, I thought about my recently taken measurement - four inches.

“Maybe you are five and a half inches? Victoria said that was about the average length. But I’m not that good at estimating, as you know.”

Sandra was right about that and occasionally showed it in her parking skills. Estimating distances wasn’t her strong suit.

I preferred to keep my measurement to myself.

“I love you, honey, just the way you are.”

“I love you too.”

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

I, on the other hand, was awake for half the night. I was, of course, primarily concerned again with my penis length. Fortunately for me, Sandra hadn’t realized how little it really was. I should probably leave it at that? Not that she would want to become a customer of the Cucky Club.

My imagination was going wild. I saw Sandra being taken by a big dick. I watched her being fucked. Slowly, my cock stood up again.

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

Why did I have such thoughts? Why did the idea of my wife being taken by another man excite me?

Since I had discovered the Cucky Club and what was really going on there, the thought had increasingly aroused me.

With that in my mind, I fell finally asleep. But I had also decided to get to the bottom of the matter the next day.
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Sunday belonged to the family. Besides, we still had to recover. Early Monday morning, I sat down in my office, worked through some inquiries, and talked to a customer on the phone.

Shortly before noon, however, the topic of Cuckolds came up again in my mind. I decided I needed some more information on it.

First, I tried a search for “cuckold”. However, little relevant information came to light.

Years ago, I had been active in a marketing forum. At that time, forums had been very popular - that was before Facebook took over. Maybe there was an opportunity to exchange ideas with others?

I tried a search for “cuckold forum” and lo-and-behold, there were several forums to choose from. Quite randomly, I chose one and clicked through the many sub-forums and discussions. I didn’t expect so many people to be involved with cuckolding.

I read through many discussions and took away some new insights. A few were interesting and instructive - a lot rather frightening.

In particular, I took away that there were many men who liked to watch their wives having sex with another man. Normally, it was a well-endowed man who took the place of the husband.

All these thoughts were already humiliating. And nevertheless, I also felt desire. I imagined again how my wife was taken by a big - a really big - cock. How he worked on her - until she had a huge orgasm. One, that she had never been given by me. Be it by my cock alone, or with the help of my mouth, hands, or toys.

Sandra called me to dinner. I quickly closed all browser windows. I reminded myself, all this was certainly not relevant to our marriage. My wife loved me too much to share the bed with another man.
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The Cucky Club didn’t come up for a couple of days. I was fully occupied by a new customer, for whom I had to create a comprehensive online marketing concept.

My inner peace ended on the last day of July. It was a Sunday and my wife had an unwanted surprise for me.

“Peter?”

“Yes.”

“We have to go to the Paulsens tomorrow morning?”

“What?” I was shocked. Had my wife just announced that we had to go to the Cucky Club?

“The Bergers are coming too,” she said in an apologetic tone. “The remaining cash has to be counted and to be handed over. Lydia called me. She was surprised by the Paulsens invitation and didn’t know how to refuse it.”

“But surely we can’t go? Who knows what’s going on there?”

I wasn’t quite so indignant about being there myself. But letting my wife go to a club of that kind? That worried me a lot.

“What could go on there on a Monday morning?”

She had a point. They probably invited us on a Monday morning because we wouldn’t run into any guests at such an early time at the beginning of the week.

“I guess we’ll have to go,” I relented. Of course, I was very excited to get a look inside the club.

One restless night later, it was time to go.

“Let’s walk,” Sandra urged me. It was a beautiful and sunny morning - five hundred meters through nature was a fun short walk. “It’s quite remarkable what they’ve done with the estate.”

I agreed with my wife. The large villa gleamed in new splendor, and the surrounding area also made an extremely well-kept impression.

We tried the bell at the main entrance. Nervously, I took over and pressed it.

We had to wait ten seconds, then Robert Paulsen opened the door

“Hello, come in,” he greeted us in a friendly manner. Just as if two good friends had come to visit them.

In the entrance area, there was a small checkroom. Due to the warm weather, however, we hadn’t anything to take off. Robert led us through a small hallway into a large hall. I could see two counters and many seats. In addition, a large dance floor in front of a small stage. It had the feeling of a small nightclub.

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

Robert led us once across the house. Our way ended on the terrace, which I knew well from my observations. Victoria Paulsen and Helmut Berger were already sitting there.

“Hello, glad you could come,” Victoria greeted us in an over-friendly manner. She stood up and gave us each a quick peck on the cheek.

“Why don’t you sit down? Coffee?”

We agreed, and Victoria sent her husband to get coffee.

“Lydia couldn’t come?” my wife asked in Helmut Berger’s direction.

“Oh, no, she’ll be here soon. Had to do something first.”

The atmosphere seemed tense. Something was up in the air. Only Victoria Paulsen didn’t let on to anything. She seemed to be in the best of moods.

Victoria’s husband brought us coffee. Lydia Berger also joined our group. She made a slightly tired impression. Perhaps she had also made the journey on foot? We began with the handing over of the cash and other formalities.

However, I had little to do with all of that. Helmut had been in charge of the cash, and the women took care of the handover.

“Ah, before I forget. While the rest are doing the counting, I could need the strong arms of a man. Could your Peter help me out for a minute?”

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

“Sure,” came back from her only briefly.

“Thanks, you coming?”

I stood up and followed Victoria back into the mansion. She hooked one arm with me.

“That’s a beautiful woman you’ve landed.”

“Uh, yeah,” I replied, irritated.

“Okay, here we are. Can you bring these three bags up there? Just up the stairs and down the floor.”

“Sure, no problem.”

They were 25 kg bags. I could understand why she couldn’t carry them herself. But what about her husband?

“Thanks. Can you find your way back to the terrace by yourself afterward?”

“Of course.”

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

Twenty-five kilograms isn’t anything to sneeze at, and the sack was also unwieldy. But within a few seconds, I was up the stairs and on my way to the end of the floor. Here I put the bag down. One done - two to go.

I was about to make my way back when something stopped me. What noise was that?

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

Two steps into a side corridor and I had found the source. A door stood a crack wide open. Before my eyes, a couple was pleasuring themselves.

The man was muscular and tanned. His face had disappeared between the legs of the woman. She clawed her hands in his hair and moaned loudly, with no inhibition.

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

“Fuck me! Fuck me, please!” came a little desperately from the woman. She was obviously in a hurry and very much in need of it.

The man leaned back. Without laying a hand on her, he placed the head of his cock against the woman’s cleft.

“Come on then,” he grinned smugly.

Slowly, the woman pushed herself toward him, impaling herself on his cock. When she had taken him all the way in, she paused briefly and visibly took a breath.

The man now grabbed her pelvis. A few times, he gently pushed into her. But quickly, his pace increased and a wild fuck developed.

As a result, the woman had increased her moaning to a scream. I looked around. The coast seemed clear. So I gave in to my rising desire and unwrapped my own cock. My hand gripped my penis, and I masturbated.

The wild fucking continued at different speeds. The woman announced her orgasm with a final wild scream. This was no less wild than the previous sex between the two.

I, too, could no longer hold myself back at this sight. Suddenly and unexpectedly, it squirted out of me. Rarely had I cum with such force. My sperm shot off three times and landed on the door. My penis head was also smeared with my cum.

Time to pull back and see where I could clean my penis. I turned to my left and stopped.

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

I would have loved to sink into the ground. Quickly, I turned away. I wanted to tuck my penis away, even if it meant smearing my pants.

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

“Please clean my door first and then your cock.”

What choice did I have? I squatted down slightly. My cum was already drying but was still visible. Carefully, I wiped it away. I didn’t want to draw the attention of the still very busy couple to me.

Victoria had other things on her mind. Unnerved, she pushed the door open.

“Hello, Tanja. Hello, Tom. Don’t let us disturb you. We’re just cleaning the door.”

They let themselves be disturbed, though, and I suddenly felt like the center of attention.

“New members?” asked Tanja.

“Candidates,” Victoria replied.

“But definitely a Cucky.” I felt Tanja’s gaze on my cock at these words. It had shrunk by now and was peeking out just a tiny bit from my pants.

“Come on, let’s give future Cucky a show.”

With these words, Tanja sat down on her partner’s big cock. I couldn’t help but cast a furtive glance at them. More glances followed, and I felt my breathing already getting heavier again.

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

“Beautiful sight,” Victoria said in a slightly smug tone.

I just wanted to quickly wipe my cock clean and then finally put this spectacle behind me. For all my excitement, I was very embarrassed by the situation.

“You’re welcome to a second show. Tanja and Tom like spectators. Right?”

“Yes, feel free to come in,” Tanja returned.

“I’ll leave you alone. I’m sure you can find your way.”

Before I could react, Victoria had already started on her way back. I stood there a bit like the proverbial ‘watered poodle’ - unable to make a decision.

Before my eyes, Tanja rode on her Tom. My penis literally pulsated at this sight.

“Come on in. Check it out up close.”

I was still hesitant. Glanced back down the floor, but Victoria had disappeared. What about my wife? Watching wasn’t cheating, I justified to myself, and Sandra had no problem with masturbation. I just dearly hoped she didn’t catch me in the act. That would be extremely embarrassing.

I stood next to the bed. From here, I had a perfect view of Tom’s cock darting into Tanja.

“Drop your pants and jerk off your little cock, or don’t you like the view?”

Automatically, I followed her request and pushed down my pants, including my underpants. My hand found my cock. Slowly, carefully and still a little insecure, I began to satisfy myself.

“Do you enjoy watching big cocks at work?”

I remained silent.

“I asked you a question ... cuckold. Do you enjoy watching big dicks at work?”

Tanja’s voice had become more demanding. She was expecting an answer. I saw no other choice than to give her one. I could only produce a quiet “yes”.

“That’s what I thought. You should become a member. If only out of respect for your wife. It’s not fair to deprive her of such pleasure. What kind of husband would be so selfish? Certainly not a good one.”

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

I couldn’t help but stare at the scene. Long and thick it was. Very different from mine.

“Imagine him inside your wife. How he slowly slides in and stretches her nicely. Making her really horny and giving it to her ... yes, very nice. Play with yourself.”

I had sped up my masturbation, and Tanja seemed to like it. She briefly changed her position and let her partner take her doggy style. I got to see her big breasts hanging down.

Since I had just come, I needed a little longer for my second time.

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

Of course, this meant that I got to watch how his sperm flew in a big arc onto her upper body and spread there. It seemed to want to take no end. I looked fascinated at the spectacle and squirted myself. This time, however, I used the handkerchief immediately.

I took another deep breath and stowed my penis away.

“Hey,” I got to hear from the bed on the way to the door and turned around once more.

“Memorize our little experience well. Think about it and imagine that you weren’t watching me, but your wife. That would certainly be even sexier! My Rüdiger always likes it when he gets to watch me ... See you soon.”

With that, Tanja turned back to Tom. I could still see her cleaning his penis with her lips when I closed the door.

I went around the corner and stopped for a moment. I had to take a breath and calm down. My heart was still pumping madly ahead of itself.

This was undoubtedly the craziest experience of my life so far. But it was probably also the hottest experience that I was allowed to partake in. But there was no time to reflect on it now. I had been gone for a long time. They may start wondering about me on the terrace.

Even before this day, I had a growing interest in what was going on behind these walls. On the way back to the terrace, however, I looked around even more closely and pricked up my ears. But there were no other distinct sounds to be heard. But it was a Monday morning after all. I got lucky to stumble into a surprise show.

On the last few meters to the terrace, Victoria and my wife suddenly joined me.

“Ah, finished? Everything is done?”, Victoria asked me immediately. Again, in a slightly smug tone.

“Yes,” was my curt reply.

“Thank you. I briefly showed Sandra our plans for our wellness oasis. One needs to use the chance while having an expert on-site.”

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

“Yes, you got the right expert for that. She can go on for hours about it.”

I was just happy to steer the conversation in a safe direction. Not that my wife would suddenly ask why I had been gone for so long.

Back on the terrace, the Bergers had already disappeared. I didn’t bring it up but assumed they were on their way home.

Victoria forced another cup of coffee on us. Neither my wife nor I managed to stop her. I sensed that my wife also preferred to head home.

After this cup of coffee, however, the time finally came. Victoria led us through the garden to the front.

We stopped a few times, and Victoria and my wife chatted about design options. Without a doubt, it was a gorgeous garden. I didn’t really get excited about gardens, though. They are a lot of work. The type I didn’t like to do.

Hidden from the street, we saw a second parking lot. There were six cars parked here. At a blue Volkswagen, I stumbled for a moment, but then immediately dismissed my thought. The Bergers were driving such a car. But they had long since returned home.

Sandra and I made our way home quietly. My wife had taken my hand, and I enjoyed the warm sun on my face.

With each step we put between us and the Cucky Club, I felt as if a weight was falling off me. I was glad when we got home and I could hide in my office.

My wife only worked 20 hours a week and was able to manage her time quite freely. On this day, she stayed home. While I worked, she took the kids out to buy new summer clothes.

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

This time, I had been a voyeur at close range. Not only that but this time I was also being watched.

I got to see Tanja’s wild lust. Where did that come from? Was it just the big penis? Was it the sex with someone other than her own husband? Why was he not enough for her? Why did her husband accept this arrangement?

This inevitably led to another question: Was I enough for my wife? I had never actually considered our sex to be truly bad. But Sandra had never shown the ecstasy and lust that Tanja lived through on this morning. Was it me? Was it my wife?

I felt something stirring between my legs for the third time that day. My thoughts had brought me up to speed again.

I couldn’t help but make myself cum a third time. I slipped back into the observer role and watched Tanja once again as she rode the hung Tom. Then, however, the picture changed and it was my wife that took her position. I let her ride Tom in my mind’s eye. Watched her as her face distorted with lust.

How could I have become so perverted in such a short time?
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A little peace returned to us. I worked a lot and spent most of my free time with the family.

On a Wednesday, I had to go to a customer in Cologne. The appointment was in the morning and I came back home in the late afternoon.

To my surprise, Victoria was just leaving our house. She greeted me briefly and then made her own way home.

"What was she doing here?" I asked my wife.

"Drinking coffee and gossiping a bit," was Sandra's less than satisfactory reply.

"That's it?" Secretly, my concern was that she might tell her about my club adventure.

"You know how we women are," was her no less uninformative reply. I left it at that.
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In the evening, Sandra and I lay next to each other in bed. We both had a tablet in our hands. My wife was reading a book - certainly one of her romance novels. I was doing research for my work.

However, I couldn’t get Victoria’s visit out of my mind.

“What did Victoria really want here today?” I inquired again.

“Gossip. That’s what I said.”

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

“Isn’t it always you who says not to put so much stock in other people’s opinions?”

I had a hard time arguing against that. I really felt that you shouldn’t always give a damn about it, but should live your life as you want to. However, I was rather bad at living by that principle myself.

“Hmm,” was my reaction.

Sandra contemplated me. “I have something to tell you - to confess to you. Please promise not to get mad.”

“Okay?” I replied slowly.

“When we were visiting the Paulsens, you were gone for a while. That’s when Victoria showed me her plans for a spa, right?”

“I remember,” I said as Sandra fell silent for a moment.

“That wasn’t all ... we saw something else, too.”

I felt my heart begin to pump faster. I expected - or rather feared - that they had seen me.

“We were watching a couple ... having sex. There was suddenly this door, and it was open a crack. Victoria stopped and ... I couldn’t help but take a quick look ... and then ... the look got a little longer. I ... I’m sorry.”

My wife’s story reminded me fatally of my own. Victoria wasn’t a bad person - I was pretty sure of that. But she seemed a little devious. We seemed to be mere playthings to her.

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

“Peter?” my wife asked after a few seconds of me staying silent.

What was I going to tell her now? I had had no problem withholding my experience from her. But if I didn’t confess it to her now, it would be tantamount to lying, after all. This wasn’t the way we ran our marriage. We gave each other our space. Not everything had to be said. But there were red lines, and without having to discuss it in detail, everyone pretty much knew where they were.

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

There was silence for a moment.

“Hmm,” came from Sandra, and then she laughed, “I think Victoria wants to make us club members.”

“I get that impression, too.”

“That explains a lot,” Sandra continued. Left open, however, what this explained.

“Explains?”

“She likes to talk a lot about sex ... and ... um ... well ... the merits of well-endowed men.”

“I see,” came back from me defensively.

“Hey,” Sandra said. “I’m happy with you and our sex lifes.”

With that, perhaps she was trying to calm me. But it still hit me surprising hard. Be it all the porn, my moments as a voyeur, and last but not least my close-up observation in the Cucky Club. I was getting insecure. Increasingly, doubts arose in me. Could I offer my wife true sexual fulfillment?

“What’s wrong?” my wife asked me. She could tell something was bothering me.

“In your observation ... there ... had the man, was he also well endowed?” I asked, stuttering slightly.

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

“Wouldn’t you like to experience something like that? Dont’t you think you are missing out?”

“Honey, I love you and you love me. That’s the most important thing.”

Oh God, it went through my mind. That was almost a hint to me that she wouldn’t mind the experience. I was the big obstacle, so to speak.

“It’s late. Let’s go to sleep.” With that, my wife ended the discussion.

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

At least in my imagination, I also wanted to experience it. Angst shuddered through my body. We shouldn’t go through with it. What if my Sandra would find a real man? Could I lose her to him? To a well-endowed man?
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We ignored the subject for a few days. None of us really knew how to deal with it. At least for me, fear was also part of holding back. As long as we didn’t deal with it, nothing could change in the status quo. We were a happy, loving couple.

The next morning, my wife was surprisingly affectionate. I was allowed to enjoy several kisses and some hugs. She also brought me a fresh cup of coffee. The words “I love you” fell several times.

Alone, all this wouldn’t have been unusual. In this concentration, however, it was suspicious. But I couldn’t make any sense of it.

Sandra went to work at 10 o’clock. She wouldn’t return until the evening. Shortly after she left the house, the doorbell rang.

“Eh, hello?” were my awkward words after I opened the door to the visitor. Standing in front of me was Victoria.

“Hello, Peter. Aren’t you going to invite me in?”

“Sandra’s not here,” I hurried to say.

“That doesn’t matter. No, it’s actually quite convenient. I wanted to talk to you.”

“To me?”, I brought out more worried than questioning.

Victoria didn’t wait for an answer and practically pushed me into the house.

“Why don’t we sit on the patio? The weather is so nice today. And would you have a cool orange juice for me, perhaps?”

I escorted Victoria through the house. Afterward, I got her the orange juice, while only getting water for myself.

“How are you?”, Victoria asked when I too could finally sit down.

“Fine,” I answered cautiously.

“Good? Huh? Recovered from your little experience? Tanja was quite enthusiastic and immediately recommended that you join the club.”

“That’s it?”, I asked, a little louder than I had planned.

“What?” Victoria asked back, unimpressed.

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

“I’m just making offers. Maybe I’ll help facilitate new ways of looking at things, too. The decision is yours alone. Don’t tell me that the idea doesn’t excite you. You are very easy to read.”

“Sandra is my wife. I can’t let her screw around!”

“This is the 21st century. You can decide for yourself what you want to do with your life. Including your sex life.”

“But it would only be a matter of time before she fell for another man.”

“That’s unlikely. After ten years as a cuckold, my husband hasn’t lost me either. Quite the opposite, in fact. I think our relationship has gained a lot.”

“Robert is ...?”

“Robert is my cuckold. There’s a good reason why we started the club. After all, you don’t come up with an idea like that without some interest in the subject itself,” Victoria admitted with a laugh.

“And now you want me to ...?” Somehow I wasn’t able to finish sentences anymore. Maybe I just didn’t want to say it aloud.

“As I said, I don’t want anything. I’m just making offers. The important question is, what do you want? Don’t fool me. The thought turns you on. That was obvious. And wouldn’t a good husband grant his wife such an experience? Shouldn’t she get the chance to get thoroughly fucked for once in her life?”

“I don’t think Sandra could - wanted to. She loves me.”

“And you love her. There’s no question about that. I love my Robert, too, and he loves me. Sex is sex and love is love.”

“I could lose her.”

“You think you might lose her. That’s part of being a cuckold. It took Robert a long time to learn he wouldn’t lose me. The mixture of fear and desire makes the early days so special.”

“Hmm ... I’m enough for my Sandra,” I replied defiantly.

“You think? No offense, but how many wives tell their husbands that they think his cock is a bit on the small side? Unsatisfactory small? That they would love to get some sexy time with a real man. Want to be stretched and explored by a thick cock?”

I remained silent. Victoria stood up and looked down at me.

“I’ve got to go. Maybe you’ll take a look into your wife’s drawer. You might find something interesting there.”

Victoria turned and left. I could only stare after her questioningly. I lacked the strength to get up and escort her out. Our conversation was like a heavy burden on me.
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I brought our glasses back into the house. Indecisively, I stopped at the stairs. Why did Victoria want me to look into my wife’s drawer?

My curiosity was growing. I didn’t like to rummage through my wife’s things. However, it wasn’t really that big of a deal.

I needed an answer, so I went up the stairs. Taking two steps with one step. In our bedroom, I stopped for a moment.

My wife had a few drawers. These included a bedside cabinet as well as a dresser. The first thing I did was to take a quick look into her bedside cabinet. However, there didn’t seem to be anything exciting there.

The top drawer of her dresser held mainly socks and stockings.

One floor below it got a bit more exciting. Here Sandra stored her underwear. But I already had seen all of it.

At the bottom, my wife hid her special underwear. The lingerie that she put on to feel especially sexy and that I got to see when she wanted to seduce me. This included selected panties, bras, baby dolls, and the like.

I started on the left side, sliding her lingerie back and forth. The result wasn’t surprising. Her vibrator came into sight.

Her little pink friend was well known to me. Just as I was allowed to masturbate, of course, she could have her own fun. However, I seldom had seen him in action.

Well, her little pink friend was a tiny bit longer than me. But my wife had to hold him somewhere.

I pushed the vibrator back into the corner. Pushed it a little further. There was something else, wasn’t there?

With my hand, I pulled it out. A large black dildo appeared. It seemed to be new.

Slightly shocked, I took two steps backward and let myself down on the bed. I still held the dildo in my hand.

How long was it? In any case, much longer than I was equipped. No need to measure it, to know that. It was also thick. I felt uncomfortable doing it, but I had to try to get my hand around it. I needed both hands to do it. My penis couldn’t keep up with its girth either.

I needed answers - needed to know its exact measures. I got a tape measure from my office. First, I wanted to know its length. The dildo had a sort of small base. From there to the tip, it was almost nine inches.

I was literally left breathless. My wife had held this giant in her hands. That must have given her a good idea of how little I had to offer her. Wouldn’t she definitely want to make me a cuckold now? Could she really do without experiencing such a monster?

I placed the dildo on the dresser and noticed that the base acted as a suction cup. Back on our bed, I pushed down my pants.

My penis was already hard. Seeing the direct comparison before my eyes frightened me once again. But I also felt my cock twitching. Despite all the worry and fear of not being enough for my wife, my excitement was undeniable.

With the big black dildo in front of my eyes, I slowly satisfied myself. I couldn’t take my eyes off the dildo. In my imagination, I saw my wife in front of me. She was pushing it deep inside her. Could even take it all the way.

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

It didn’t take long, and I splashed my cum in a high arc on our carpet. I quickly hurried to clean it and put the dildo back into its place.

Later, I sat in my office. I wanted to work. But my thoughts were too confused for that.

Where did the big dildo come from? Had my wife bought it? Maybe secretly? Victoria had probably worked on her as well. Had Sandra succumbed to her persuasions and wanted to feel something big inside her after all.

Above all, however, I felt somewhat inferior. My cock compared to this giant. That wasn’t a fair comparison. If Sandra had already tried it on herself, she now knew how she felt about my shortcomings.

I was left with only one choice. I had to confront my wife.
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In the evening, I took my plan to heart and approached my wife about my discovery.

“Victoria was here today,” I began the conversation.

“Oh, was she coming to see me?”

“No, I don’t think so. I think she wanted to see me.”

“Uh-huh, she wanted to work on you? Right?” came from my visibly amused wife.

“Yeah ... you don’t seem to mind?”

“Should I?”

“I don’t know. Maybe a little?”

“It’s not like she’s trying to steer you into bed with another woman. If she did that, all hell would break loose. I can promise you that.”

“So I can’t, but you can?”

“Who says I can?” said my now suddenly angry wife.

“Isn’t that the goal here?”

“If it’s your goal. It isn’t mine.”

“Hmm,” was my short answer. Should I bring up the dildo?

“Peter. We’ve been married for a long time - happily married. Have a great little family. Victoria is just playing with us. I don’t mind playing a bit along and having some fun on the way. Fun only between us two.” The last sentence she only added when my face darkened.

“How’s that going to work?”

“Well, don’t you find her stories a wee bit arousing? Didn’t watching the couples in the Club give you a thrill? I have to admit that it brought a wicked lust to me. Not to you?”

“Yes, it did.”

“So why don’t you let her talk? What we do is our business, isn’t it? Maybe she’ll let us watch again?” Sandra grabbed my pants with her hand. “Uh oh, did our little talk get you all horny?” Sandra smirked.

No answer was necessary to this rhetorical question. My hard-on was once again pressing against my pants.

“Come,” my wife urged me on, escorting me by her hand toward our bedroom. “I have something to show you.”

My wife placed me on our bed. My eyes fixed on the dresser. A moment later, she held the black dildo in her hand - which I was already well acquainted with.

Sandra placed the dildo on the dresser - just as I had earlier in the day.

“I’ve seen this one before,” I admitted.

“What? How?”

“Victoria. She told me I’d find something in your drawer. Don’t be mad at me,” I finished with a pleading look.

“Figures,” Sandra groaned. “She didn’t tell you where that thing came from?”

“No.”

“I present from her to me ... no ... she specifically said ... to us.”

“Oh.”

“Don’t worry, it was still wrapped in plastic then. She got me to unwrap it in front of her. Supposedly an original replica from a Cucky Club member.”

At this news, my eyes went to the dildo again.

“But? Are you sure? It’s ... like this?”

“Big like this?” Sandra finished my question. “At least that’s what she claimed. Nine inches, it said on the package.”

“Then she’s trying to convince you with this ... this thing?”

“Yep. But not only me. You, too,” Sandra admitted meekly.

“Me?”

Why me? What would I want with a giant plastic dick?

“She thinks it would let you see what you’re holding out on me.”

“Do I?”

“What?”

“Keep something from you?” I inquired meekly.

“Honey. You’re all I need to be happy.”

“I love you, too. But love is love and sex is sex ...”

“Oh, stop it. Did Victoria say that to you, too!” my wife cut me off.

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

Before I knew it, my cock disappeared into her mouth. After sucking it for a short while, she started moving her body again and before I knew it, she placed her pubic over my head.

We had tried 69 a few times before. But that was at least ten years ago - probably more. Maybe before we started a family?

I liked the position. In big parts, because I loved to feel my wife’s tongue on me. But I also liked to satisfy her with my tongue.

I immediately started to work on her. To my surprise, Sandra was already soaked. Had she perhaps been aroused by our conversation?

It didn’t take long, and I felt myself approaching an orgasm. But Sandra also felt this and slowed down. It was up to me to lick her to orgasm first. Then she positioned herself on top of me and let me slide into her.

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

“This is where the music plays.”

I looked at my wife - especially at the way my cock was sliding into her. I imagined it was the big black dildo.

“Have you tried it?”, I asked timidly.

“No. It’s so big ... I have to admit, I’m a bit afraid of it.”

I looked over at the dildo again. Tried to visualize it sliding into my wife.

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

“Is this what you want? Do you want to see this thick, large cock sliding into me? Deep inside me? Fuck me properly with it? Tell me. Tell me!”

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

“I just want you to be happy. Satisfied.”

Sandra tossed the dildo aside. It landed on the floor with a thump. She climbed back on top of me. After a short wild ride, I came into her.

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

“Are you all right?”, I asked her. Especially thinking about her little tirade.

“Yes.”

“But?”

“I need to think. Can we talk another time?”

“Of course.”

Think? About what? I racked my brain. Made wild speculations. Was it just about the dildo, or maybe more? Did she want the real thing?
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For us, the next Monday began a particularly busy week. Sandra’s sister was getting married. My wife had to help out a lot. I just had to be part of an eve-of-the-wedding party on Wednesday, followed by the registry office and a big celebration on Friday.

The eve-of-the-wedding party took place in the garden of the bride’s parents. Unlike the stag and hen parties in the UK, on the German wedding-eve party, the future married couple parties together with their parents, friends, neighbors, and so on. A lot of porcelain gets smashed to fight evil spirits and bring good luck. My wife and I had to take care of the supply of drinks. Which meant that many people asked us to drink a shot with them.

Of course, we often refused or prepared drinks without alcohol for ourselves. Around midnight, however, we were slightly drunk.

Our table neighbors were briefly out to get some fresh air. That gave us a little time for just us two.

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

Laughing, she looked at me.

“What’s so funny?”

“I can feel you.”

“What?”

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

“None,” I hurried to say. That was the truth. My wife’s tight butt was more than sufficient to get me going.

“Hmm ... when I was out with my sister on Saturday, there were exciting things to hear.” Again my wife giggled. I waited patiently. “Her future husband is quite well endowed,” she murmured to me.

Her sister’s fiancé was six-foot-four. Maybe he was proportionally hung?

“But it’s not just him. Lisa raved about her new boyfriend. Almost seven inches, she reckons ... if they knew about our Blacky.”

“Blacky?”

“The dildo ... over nine inches, after all.”

She had named the fucking dildo? Sandra slid back and forth on me, rubbed against my penis, and increased my arousal. Her devious expression didn’t let me doubt that she knew exactly what she was doing to me.

“Do you want to see him inside me?”

Sandra’s eyes pierced through me. Did I want to see Blacky in her? You bet I wanted to. But I was afraid of the consequences.

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

“Well, what is it? Doesn’t the thought make you horny too? Mmm. That horny?”

Which made it clear what my wife wanted. She wanted to try out the dildo. Once again, I felt her massage my penis through her movements.

“Oh God,” it escaped me.

“Was that a yes?”

“Yes.”

“Hmm, okay.”

I watched as the door opened and our tablemates slowly returned.

“I love you,” were my wife’s last words before she slid off my lap.

It took a while for me to forget our conversation and for my hard-on to settle down again.
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At 2 o’clock, we could finally say our goodbyes and go home. The young people would party on.

At home, I checked all doors and windows. When I got into our bathroom, Sandra was just leaving it. A couple minutes later, I followed her into our bedroom. I halted suddenly. Any tiredness was gone.

Sandra was lying on the bed. Her breasts and pubic area were uncovered. A babydoll concealed the rest.

Between her legs lay the big black dildo - Blacky.

“Are you going to make good on your promise? Are you going to fuck me? With Blacky?”

I felt an immediate twitch in my underpants. My penis said yes. I remained undecided. Then my lust took over. Slowly, I climbed onto the bed.

The dildo stood between my wife’s legs, sticking out wide. Could this really be a true-to-scale replica? Why was the world so unfair?

Sandra bent over briefly and pulled down my underpants.

I missed the visual protection. My penis was erect, standing out hard and stiff. But Blacky - the dildo - stood between the legs of my wife. The direct comparison was impressive, almost frightening, and also a little depressing. A cock of this size - plastic or real - I couldn’t keep up with it.

“Take it,” came almost inaudibly from my wife. In her words, however, I could hear the greed. Again, my penis twitched - this time in freedom.

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

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

My wife recognized my questioning look and pointed with her eyes to her bedside cabinet. There stood a can - probably a lubricant gel? She was prepared. Again the responsibility of Victoria Paulsen?

Together, we pushed Blacky forward. Slowly and only two inches.

“Wait,” Sandra said. I looked up and saw her distorted face. “Slow ... very slowly in and out ... not deeper yet.”

She leaned back, leaving me to do the work alone.

I moved my eyes back between her legs. Her labia enclosed the dildo. It shouldn’t look different inside her. Blacky was filling her up, perhaps allowing her to experience whole new feelings? Things that I couldn’t offer to her?

Slowly, I pulled the dildo out and back in. Over and over again. Sandra moaned slightly. Her hands massaged her breasts.

Almost imperceptibly, I pushed deeper into her. When I could sink the dildo halfway into Sandra, I paused briefly.

“Are you okay?” I asked her.

“Oh God, yes,” came the excited reply.

“It’s halfway in now.”

“Good, that’s enough for today.”

“Okay.”

“Fuck me now. Fuck me with Blacky!”

I continued the movements. Out and back in again. Always up to about halfway through the dildo. Sandra let herself go more and more and my penis kept bouncing, too.

So far, I had used both hands. Now I tried to get by with just one hand. My free hand found its way to my own cock. I, too, needed release.

The slowness had long since disappeared. Faster and faster, I fucked Sandra. Louder and louder, she cried out and moved wildly back and forth - just good that the kids were with their grandparents.

“Yes, yes ... fuck me, fuck me ... shove that big thing in me ... this is so good ... so good ...”

Sandra’s exclamations of pleasure may not have been particularly original, but they obviously came directly from her pleasure center. I didn’t usually experience her in such an obscene way. That really said a lot about how sexually aroused she was. How well she liked this big dildo.

I didn’t feel much different. I had to put some effort into not cumming prematurely. However, I avoided speaking.

Finally, Sandra exploded in a grand finale. My eyes moved from the place where Blacky was doing his work to her face. I saw ecstasy, bliss, and relief.

I felt the same at this sight and only seconds after my wife; I couldn’t stop myself and squirted my juice onto the bedspread.

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













CHAPTER
 21















The next morning we slept in. It was almost 10 o’clock when we woke up. There was no need to rush. The children were staying with my parents.

My gaze fell to the left. The dildo was still lying on the floor. We had been too tired to put it away.

What would last night mean for our future? Would it change anything now that Sandra had felt such a giant inside her?

“Blacky?” my wife laughed, picking up the dildo. She seemed to have no problem with the way our night had gone.

“Come.” Taking my hand, she pulled me up and on toward the bathroom. Blacky ended up in the sink there. “I’ll clean him up later.”

Sandra turned on the shower. A moment later, we were standing under it together. For a long minute, we just enjoyed the refreshing water. I had closed my eyes and enjoyed the cool wetness. While I hadn’t been dead drunk the previous night, I rarely drank more than two or three glasses.

I felt Sandra’s lips on mine. A moment later, I pressed her against the wall and we let our tongues play. Her hand found its way between my legs. My penis was already erect and ready for some fun.

Sandra pushed herself up the wall and clasped me. Slowly, she inserted my cock into her.

“Careful. I’m still a little sore. Down there.”

My growing lust would have preferred a wild fuck, but her words let me remain cautious. If Blacky had fit in there, how could my cock be able to bring her any trouble?

While I pushed Sandra up and down, we kissed again. In between, Sandra slipped in an “I love you”. We said this to each other often, but lately, it became extremely frequent.

Was it perhaps a hidden hint? No matter if Blacky or even another man had his way with her, our love would persist?

Our slow fuck became even more wilder, and I felt my penis twitch. In a moment, I would come. Before my eyes, I saw again how Blacky had filled my wife. What great pleasure the dildo had given her.

After the shower, we put on bathrobes and lay down on the bed once again. We were able to take it easy for the day. I leaned with my back against the side of the headboard. Sandra was in my arms with her head against my chest.

“So, how was last night?” she asked.

“Interesting?”

“Would you prefer I bring Blacky only to good use while being alone in the future?”

So she had liked it, was my first thought. She wanted to feel something big inside her again. Could I really blame her for this? It seemed like a predictable outcome. Maybe it was for the best if I played along?

“You can play alone ... but we could let him play along again, too. At least sometimes.”

“Then you don’t mind?”

“What?”

“That he’s ... ahem ... so big?”

Or that I’m not really well endowed? Wasn’t that really the point?

“It was nice to see you enjoying the pleasure. To see how you let go,” I admitted. “Blacky is big, but I guess that’s only part of it?”

“Part of what?”

“To be able to look at you in a state of complete ecstasy. The ... the ...” I fell silent. Did I really want to finish that sentence?

“The?” asked Sandra immediately.

“I’ve never seen that with you before. Never so intensely. Especially not through my cock.”

Now it was out there.

“Oh, honey, I love you. You’ve given me so much love and pleasure over the years.”

Sandra turned her head. Her hand gripped my cheek. She pecked me on the cheek.

“But not as much as Blacky?”

“You enjoyed Blacky, too, didn’t you,” Sandra fended off a direct reply. “We’ll just have a little more variety in bed in the future.”

I left it at that. I didn’t want to deprive my wife of this pleasure. Besides, she was right. The sight had given me pleasure. I wanted to relive it the same way. Few things were more beautiful than seeing my wife in this blissful joy.

Maybe this would also lead to us having more sex? I had taken a liking to that thought over the past few weeks. I had no problem masturbating daily. But the warm body of my wife was a completely different experience to my right hand having to do all the work.
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The game with Blacky repeated itself on Friday after the wedding. This time, however, under the influence of less alcohol. My wife was even completely sober. She had offered herself as our driver.

But that didn’t change the fact that she could totally let herself go with Blacky. Maybe her feelings left her no other choice? Again, my task was to fuck her with Blacky.

When I additionally wanted to lay hands on myself again, my wife stopped me. Instead, she maneuvered us into a 69.

Now she sucked on my cock while I pushed the dildo into her. This was an incredibly arousing experience for me.

Of course, I liked the blowjob. In addition, before my eyes, my wifes opening wrapped tightly around the dildo.

Faster and faster, I fucked her and heard her cries of pleasure. She let go of my penis to devote herself completely to her orgasm. Afterward, her mouth immediately took my cock over again. It didn’t take long, and I squirted deep into her mouth.

This had certainly been one of my most beautiful sexual experiences in recent years.
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After that night, Blacky was an integral part of our love life. But it didn’t stop there.

It was a Friday evening when my wife surprised me once again. It was almost midnight. The house was quiet and our offspring were already fast asleep.

When Sandra followed me into our room and locked the door behind us, it was immediately clear to me that we would have some fun.

But it surprised me when she turned on the TV.

“Honey, I’ve chosen a movie for us,” she announced and lay half-naked in my arms.

I was a tech freak, so we were equipped with every available gadget. Sandra used her tablet to control our TV and start streaming a movie.

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

“Interesting,” I commented, amused.

“Hey, porn isn’t just for men,” came back a playfully offended reply, accompanied by snickering.

“I’m not complaining,” I admitted.

It quickly became apparent that my wife had probably had some ulterior motives in her selection. Black men with long cocks took beautiful white women. From my own viewing habits, I knew that there was more than an ample choice for this type of porn.

I felt something stirring in me and pulled down my underpants. Sandra made no move to grab my cock and so I started to use my own hand.

“Stop. Stop.”

My wife grabbed my hand just before it had reached its destination. Instead, her hand embraced my stiff member. I liked that better anyway - at least at first.

The minutes passed, and the action on the screen picked up speed. The hand of my wife, however, didn’t pick up speed. She continued to embrace my penis. Sometimes it went up and down. But it was so incredibly slow that I was still far away from an orgasm. At the same time, though, my cock felt like it could burst at any moment.

What could I do to finally get off? I tried to make a pass at my wife and kiss her. But that got me a rebuff. She wanted to keep watching the movie.

The porn consisted of a sequence of shorter scenes. Always 5 to 10 minutes long, quickly cut and with changing protagonists. There was no story, as with most porn.

I could hardly stand it. My penis became more and more sensitive. But my wife didn’t let me come. Instead, she started commenting on the movie.

“Now he’s taking that girl hard ... look at that cock ... so huge ... oh, so hot ... nice riding ... what a beauty.”

Just to list a small selection. After all, the movie was sixty minutes long. In the last scene, Sandra suddenly jerked me faster and with the last orgasm on screen, I was finally allowed to come. Completely exhausted and happy, I remained lying beside Sandra.

“Now I have also seen total satisfaction on your face.” She got a questioning look from me for this statement. “Just how I must have looked, according to you, after my orgasms with Blacky,” she explained further.

“Or maybe I’m just happy that an hour of torture is over,” I replied, amused.

“The journey is the destination,” came back her dry reply.

The whole development around the Cucky Club and our sex life had changed once again in the last few days. Especially since we had brought Blacky into action. The mood was more relaxed. We talked a little more openly about sex. Maybe I saw big cocks - or at least Blacky - less as a threat. I still had fun with my wife.

So I had no problem when Sandra asked me if I could go get Blacky. As a good husband, I didn’t want to send her to sleep without her own satisfaction.
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Monday marked the beginning of the most beautiful week of the year. At least that was the slogan I had come up with for it four years ago. Every time I used it, I got to hear a high-pitched “Peter!” from my wife. However, it also resonated with a laugh.

What is the best week of the year? When my parents pull up to our house in their caravan and take our two kids on a big trip for an entire week.

Of course, I couldn’t completely ignore my work, but again, we had some plans for ourselves. Right away on late Monday afternoon, however, my wife surprised me with a plan of her own.

“Peter?” she asked hesitantly and visibly nervous.

“Sandra?”, I asked back. She took a deep breath.

“I made an appointment for you,” she confessed.

“Appointment? Do I have to go to the hairdresser again?”

“No ... the appointment is at the club ... the Cucky Club.”

“What, you don’t want to ... do you?” I asked in shock. But my first assumption turned out to be wrong.

“No, I’m staying home. Just you.”

“I don’t understand?”

“You got turned on watching there once before, didn’t you? I thought we’d do it again. And then when you come home nice and horny, we’ll have a little romp.”

What a strange suggestion? But it would certainly work. Provided I wouldn’t come back from the club completely depleted.

“I don’t suppose you got the idea on your own, though?” I inquired.

“Well ... so ...” Sandra searched for words.

“Victoria?”

“Yes.”

“You know her proposal has ulterior motives?”

“Of course, but I thought we agreed we were the masters of our own decisions?”

“We are, but if we keep going one step further and further into the direction, she is leading us ...”

“Wherever we go, it will be the path we want to walk together.”

Now that was an answer that left pretty much everything open. Maybe my wife wanted more than she was willing to admit? Looking at my own dirty mind, it would be all too understandable if she too imagined how a big cock would feel to her. Not just Blacky but a real warm big cock.

I gave up my little resistance. Another visit was too tempting to decline.

I was expected at 6 pm. Nervously, I made my way to the club. To my surprise, the parking lot had already filled up by half. I would have expected fewer visitors on a Monday evening.

Robert Paulsen opened the door for me. He led me a few meters into the large hall. There were already several people gathered around. Couples, as well as single women and men. It was a bit strange. Almost everyone stood by himself, hardly anyone seemed to know each other.

After two minutes, Victoria entered the room. Immediately, she attracted attention. There was always a special aura around her.

“Welcome to the Cucky Club. This is our monthly information night for people interested in the lifestyle and maybe even a club membership. We’ll show you what the club has to offer. But also give more insights into cuckold relationships. Of course, you’ll also get to see an erotic scene or two. So what is a cuckold? Every cuckold is in a committed relationship. He doesn’t have to be married, but here at the Cucky Club we only accept members who are married or in a relationship longer than five years. The Cuckold gains sexual pleasure from his wife satisfying her sexual desire with other men. He can be a spectator in this, he can also be involved in one way or another. But he can also sit at home and take care of the children.”

“Central is the sexual gratification of the woman. The Bull also gets his satisfaction. What is a bull? That’s the lucky man who, instead of the Cuckold, gets to pleasure the woman. The Bull is usually well endowed. Usually better than the cuckold. But a Cuckold doesn’t necessarily have to have a short dick. A lot of Cuckolds have just four inches. Some even less. In our club, some Cuckolds reach the German average of five-and-a-half inches. But we have also had a cuckold with an above-average 6 inches cock.”

“Being a cuckold isn’t all about the penis. It’s also a mindset. As I already said, the cuckold wants sexual pleasure for his woman. From that, he gains his own pleasure. The sight or even just thought of a big strong cock drilling deep into his wife that is eliciting screams of pleasure from her. That target is at the core of every cuckold’s mind.”

“There is a second big point: fear. Fear of no longer being able to satisfy his wife. Of no longer being able to satisfy her. Maybe even losing her. It may sound strange, but that fear takes his lust onto an entirely new level. It’s like sweet and sour candy. It’s the contrast of fear and lust that becomes an explosive mixture for the cuckold.”

“But enough talk. Every couple, every woman, and every cuckold can and will find out for themselves what this world offers them and how far they want to explore it.”

“Please follow me on a little tour. Just a warning beforehand. We are about to see some action.” Victoria announced with a slight smile. “This is no playtime for you guys, though. You aren’t members yet. So everything will remain nicely wrapped - this is especially true for the men. If you’re nice and well-behaved, there may be special permission from me later on.”

Victoria divided us into two groups. Her husband Robert led the women, while Victoria would guide us men through the club.

It started with little excitement. I had already seen parts of the property. However, this time we could take a look at more rooms. We saw a locker room, rooms with beds, and the spa area that was still under construction.

I wondered again how they funded all this. Surely the club couldn’t possibly be profitable enough to finance such a property? The cost of membership had to be exorbitant. Sandra and I would never be able to afford it - fortunately?

Victoria led us into a conservatory. Which bordered directly on the terrace. From there, we got a good view of the pool. We saw some men and women outside. Bathing naked seemed to be almost standard here. I enjoyed the view of the bare breasts.

I glanced briefly to my right and saw Victoria watching us stare, amused. She gave me a quick wink, as if to say “typical men” or maybe more like “I’ve got you all in the bag”.

“If you want to see some more action, follow me now.”

Who didn’t want that and so we continued on our way. She led us to the 1st floor, which I also already knew. On the way up the stairs, we met the women. Short greetings between couples were exchanged. To me, the women seemed to be in a rather thoughtful mood. Perhaps also a bit excited.

There were a lot of rooms up here. One I already knew very well. Victoria placed two of us men in front of every door. Only on her command were we allowed to enter together and had to sit down on a chair. Under no circumstances were we allowed to speak or to play with ourselves. We were only observers.

Behind our door, three people were waiting for me and my companion. On the bed sat a well-built man. On an armchair sat a second man with a woman on his lap.

I and my companion took our seats. We sat a good three feet apart.

The three people took just a brief look at us, then they ignored us. The woman was engrossed in a kiss. In between, she whispered to the man. But her words were too quiet. That changed after two or three minutes.

“Please baby, I need to feel that big fat cock.”

The woman looked over at the man on the bed. He had begun to slowly undress. Just at that moment, he revealed his cock. It was indeed a big one.

The man on the chair looked at the woman. “I don’t know, honey. Isn’t it too big for you?”

“Oh, don’t worry about me. I know best what fits down there. Please, please? I need this now. I’m all wet already. Here, feel this?”

With her last words, she grabbed his hand and guided it under her skirt.

“Oh, baby, you are soaking wet,” he replied.

She kissed him some more. Between her kisses, she kept asking him. “Please, I need to feel him ... I’m so hot ... I need a big cock ... please, honey. Please.”

The entire scene before our eyes was obviously an act. Her words were a bit too woodenly delivered. Her performance was certainly not enough for the big screen. However, it was more than enough to get me going.

“Don’t you want to see it too? How he thrusts deep inside me? Fucks me good.”

To these words, she rode her husband briefly, rubbing her bottom against his crotch. He was visibly aroused by this.

“Come on honey, say it. Say that I can fuck him. Say I can fuck him, please.”

“Honey,” he said. Once again, she rubbed against his cock.

“Say it. You want to see it, don’t you?”

“Oh God, honey, please, yes, do it. Let his big cock fuck you.”

With that, the spell was broken. She gave him a last kiss and stood up. Seconds later, she was kneeling in front of the bed. She looked back once more and smiled at her tormented-looking husband. Then she took the cock into her mouth.

I looked around briefly, embarrassed. Next to me, I saw my companion’s hand resting in his crotch area. I guess the show didn’t leave him cold either. Unfortunately, we weren’t allowed to unpack and to get some relief. Victoria had made that very clear.

At that moment, the door opened. I flinched briefly. Victoria burst into the room.

Wordlessly, she went to the other side. She sat down on the armrest and whispered something into the ear of the woman’s husband. He glanced at her briefly, almost gratefully. Then he opened his pants and pulled them down a bit.

Out came an average German penis. Immediately, he began to satisfy himself. His eyes turned back to the spectacle on the bed. The woman was still occupied with the penis and blowing it.

After a few minutes, the man finally got her on the bed. They kissed. He devoted himself to her breasts, and finally, he started to spoil her with his tongue.

Victoria got up and went over to our side. She sat down on my companion’s lap. They were whispering. I couldn’t understand a word. In part, because the woman was letting us know about her excitement very loudly.

Again, there was a change of position on the bed. The man moved higher again. I could watch closely from behind how he put his cock to her opening. My eyes didn’t want to leave this sight. Slowly, she stretched and granted him entrance.

Inch by inch, he penetrated her deeper until he finally disappeared completely inside her. Then he began with slow fucking movements.

The sight had captivated me so much that I was completely surprised by Victoria. She suddenly and unexpectedly lowered herself onto my lap.

A quick glance to the right showed that my companion was allowed to masturbate. Would I be the next lucky guy?

I felt Victoria’s butt pressing on my stiff member. Only barely could I suppress a groan.

“Beautiful, isn’t it?”, Victoria asked me. I didn’t give her an answer, but she probably didn’t expect one.

She wrapped her arms around my neck and leaned back to give me an undisturbed view. She started whispering into my ear.

“Look at him thrusting his thick cock nice and deep inside her.”

I had already noticed that and, more importantly, I liked the view of it. Victoria’s words only turned me on more.

The woman on the bed wrapped her legs around the man’s butt. As if she wanted to pull him even deeper into her. She moaned completely unrestrained.

“Mmm, horny. Imagine your wife being in her place. How she lets herself be taken so deep. No comparison to Blacky. This is a real cock.”

I didn’t realize it at that moment. But should have recognized that she knew of the name Sandra had given the big black dildo. They had met more often than I knew of, and Victoria had used every time to convince my wife of the merits of a cuckold relationship.

While Victoria slid around on my cock. I hoped she would soon get up so I could finally play with myself.

Meanwhile, on the bed, there was a change of position. The woman was now taken doggy style. A position that my wife and I had only tried at the beginning of our relationship. Four inches was too little for this position.

“I like doggy. Produces a nice bang when he bumps against her butt. One of the hottest sounds I ever heard. Imagine hearing that for the first time from your own wife’s butt. That would be hot, wouldn’t it?”

Victoria knew exactly how to hit my weak points. Briefly, I really imagined Sandra being taken this way. I liked the position, and it made me sad not to be able to offer her a hard doggy-style fuck myself.

On the bed, the position was changed again. The man lay down flat, and the woman rode him hard. Her face was pointing in our direction. I watched closely how she dashed down on his cock. Using it like a spear. Her wet opening let it in without the slightest resistance. Her breasts bounced wildly back and forth. But especially her face had done it to me. It showed rapture and total excitement. Her moans and loud “yes” shouts made it a perfect fuck. I loved it.

“What a wild ride,” Victoria commented. I waited for her to ask me if I didn’t want to see this from my wife as well. But she remained silent. Nevertheless, I imagined this scene. Would Sandra show me the same ecstasy on her face?

The woman moaned louder and louder and also the man couldn’t hold back anymore. Almost simultaneously, they exploded. I heard how the two other male observers came to their orgasm. Only me and Victoria hadn’t been granted this privilege.

With her hand, she turned my head back onto the bed.

“Look,” was her simple command. Slowly, the woman lifted her pelvis. The cock slipped out, and the man pulled his body a little higher. This allowed the woman to settle back down on the bed between his legs. She leaned back against his lower body.

I could see it glistening between her legs. She spread her legs a little wider and something white flowed out - sperm - his cum. Slowly it ran out of her toward the bedspread.

“Stunning, isn’t it?” Victoria asked.

I looked uncertain and confused at this scene. Of course, it still aroused me. But wasn’t this wrong? Not just the sex with another man, but she had let him cum inside her. Shouldn’t she have used a condom?

And yet this sight excited me so incredibly. This was the dirty end of a perverted game.

“Come,” Victoria urged me on. She also asked our second companion to leave the room.

For us, it was back downstairs. We were the last ones. The rest were already enjoying themselves with champagne and other drinks. I was handed a glass right away. Groups had formed.

However, I stood alone and listened to their talks. Heard enthusiastic men and women, as well as more cautious voices.

“There are certainly a few suitable candidates here,” Victoria whispered to me.

“Seems like it,” I admitted.

“We don’t take everyone, though.” She noticed my questioning look and continued. “Our hurdles aren’t extreme, but some selection is expected by our existing members as well. It doesn’t have to be a model figure, but every woman should be pretty in her own way. The men, of course, have to be cuckolds first and foremost. It must make them horny to have their wife being fucked by a true stud. You would be a perfect cuckold.”

I looked at Victoria a little crossly.

“Oh, now don’t be miffed just because I’m expressing what you dream about. How many times in the last few weeks have you imagined watching your wife with another man? How many times have you wondered if you have the right to deprive Sandra of that experience?”

I lowered my gaze. How right she was. She had caught me in her web and it was hard to see a way out of it.

“You’re a cuckold and your wife is a hotwife!” Victoria declared.

Hotwife - I had already read about that term. It was the term for a cuckold’s partner. A woman who acted out her erotic and sexual needs with other men. Cuckold, his Hotwife, and the Bull to fulfill this perverted game of lust.

“That’s enough for you today. We’ve put you through enough for tonight, and your cock is surely craving for release. Sandra is waiting for you at home.”

Victoria led me to the door, and we said our quick goodbyes.
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Before I could unlock the front door, it already flew open and Sandra stood in the doorway. Her look was expectant and yet also a little uncertain.

We hugged each other silently. Then I felt her hand move down and rest on my crotch. She began to massage me lightly there. Immediately, something stirred again and blood shot into my cock.

Sandra leaned back a bit and smiled at me.

“Was it fun?” she asked gently. It wasn’t so much a question as half an answer, though. From her point of view, the signal between my legs was probably answer enough. “We’ll talk tomorrow, okay? Right now, I just want to feel you?”

An idea I liked very much. Willingly, I let her lead me into our bedroom.

The German expression “wir trieben es wie Tiere” (whose literal translation is “we did it like animals”) probably best describes the rest of the night. I had enough pressure built up for three orgasms, and Sandra was going completely nuts.

Sex, breaks, and numerous position changes characterized our night. In between, we enjoyed a glass of wine. Later I was allowed to experience a blowjob, and this time Sandra even swallowed. I was in seventh heaven.

Sandra wasn’t a prude, but I had never experienced her so greedy for sex. Maybe this cuckold thing had another useful side? At least it didn’t appear like dreaming of it would bring me less sex.

Satisfied and content, but also completely exhausted, I fell asleep.
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The next morning, I woke up alone in bed. I heard my wife below in the kitchen. She was talking to our children. They were back from their trip.

I quickly made myself presentable. Then I went downstairs.

My wife was sitting at the breakfast table with Julia and Paul. The radio was playing current music. Together, they were laughing and fooling around.

I stopped in the doorway. They hadn’t spotted me yet.

Could I endanger such moments? Was sexual pleasure worth becoming a member of the Cucky Club when it might put our future as a family at stake? What if my wife found something better there? Someone who offered her the highest sexual pleasure and was also her type of man?

My thoughts were going crazy. But it wasn’t only fear and worry, but also lust. Lust for new experiences. Probably also a desire for this dangerous game, which could destroy our perfect life. I had the feeling that I had only gained a small insight into the world of cuckolds, hotwifes and bulls.

I shook myself inwardly. Now wasn’t the time for such thoughts.

It turned out to be a wonderful morning with the whole family. Instead of working, we decided at short notice to spend a day at the local outdoor pool.

In the evening, peace finally returned. The children had disappeared into their rooms. I sat alone on the terrace and looked into the distance, lost in thought.

The day had left me little time to think. But soon Sandra would bring up the subject of the Cucky Club again. I was sure of it.

I couldn’t get rid of the feeling that she had a strong interest in pursuing a membership. Wy wouldn’t she? She could only win. After all, it was she who would finally be allowed to be taken by real cocks. She would still have me to fall back to.

It wasn’t easy to deal with this topic. My fears always came up. Fear of not being able to satisfy my wife sexually once she was spoiled by another man. And then one step further. Fear of losing my wife - my family.

But at the same time, I felt a desire for this sexual experiment to go on. The idea of seeing my wife with another man was incredibly arousing to me.

“Honey?”

Sandra unexpectedly appeared next to me and brought me back to reality. She set a filled glass down in front of me.

“Your beloved Glenfiddich.”

“Um, thanks.”

I had preferred not to tell my wife that I had payed two hundred Euros for every bottle. She knew, however, that I drank it only on special occasions.

So it was immediately clear to me that the moment had come. She wanted to talk about a Cucky Club membership. About her fucking other men.

“We need to talk,” she began, but then paused again. I just waited. Picked up the glass and took a small sip. She would do the fucking, she should take the first step. “I think we should give the club a chance.”

When she blurted out this bombshell, I was about to put my glass back. It almost fell out of my hand. I had expected an open discussion. But certainly not that she would lay her cards so openly on the table right away.

“Oh,” I blurted out.

“You don’t?” came back. A little disappointed, perhaps?

“No, yes, I don’t know. I didn’t think you had such a clear opinion already?”

“I’ve been thinking about it a lot. Especially with what the club can offer us. Both of us. Me, too, of course,” she admitted.

“Which is?”

“More pleasure? More excitement? Let’s not kid ourselves. We have had little more than standard sex in the last few years. The last few weeks have been ... different. More interesting. More arousing?”

“I can’t deny that. But aren’t you scared?”

“Of course. I’ve read quite a bit about this other world. Victoria told me a lot. I suppose there are some dangers. But I think together we’re strong enough to fight them off and come out stronger.”

I puffed out a breath. “What if ... I lose you?”

“Peter. We belong together. I know that the fear of losing the wife can be a big part of being a cuckold. But I’m sure of it, though. This experience won’t endanger us. Quite the opposite - it will weld us together even more.”

“Will it? Maybe ... I can understand your desire for it. I can’t give you everything you deserve. I think Blacky pointed that out perfectly. Well done, Victoria.”

Resignedly, I lowered my head. Sandra stood up and came to me. She lifted my head and kissed me. Sat on my lap and buried her head against my side.

“I love you. Don’t you ever forget that? Got it?”

“I love you too,” I replied. “And because I love you, I guess there’s only one answer?”

Sandra straightened up and looked at me.

“We’ll give the club a chance. A try-out. But either of us can pull the plug at any time and declare the experiment over?”

“Agreed,” was Sandra’s short answer. She then thanked me with a kiss.

It became a long and passionate kiss. Followed by an equally intense night. Just as if Sandra wanted to reward me for my consent. Or maybe, with her future experiences on her mind, she just needed a willing outlet.
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Sandra wanted to discuss with Victoria when and how it would come to our Cucky Club visit. Sandra went shopping with the children on Wednesday. Some last errands before school would start again.

Victoria took this opportunity for a visit. It was obvious to me that she had been informed by Sandra that she could talk to me alone.

“I’m glad you want to give it a try,” she opened the conversation. “It’s a good decision - for both of you.”

“You think? Or a good decision for you and your club?”

“Oh, we’re always happy to have suitable new couples. No question. But if your question is about our financial motivation. It doesn’t make that much of a difference for us. The club fee is only one hundred Euros per month. And for good neighbors, the first three months are free.”

That made little sense. The club couldn’t possibly finance itself that way. It would need hundreds of contributors.

“Okay, thanks,” was my short answer, despite my misgivings.

“Good, let’s move on to Sandra’s first visit to the club. Friday would be a good fit for us. How about you guys?”

It was up to me to seal my future as a cuckold. “That works for us,” I brought out in a slightly shaky voice.

“Good, don’t worry Peter,” Victoria continued in a caring tone. “We’ll take good care of your Sandra.”

“We?”

“Me, my husband, and the whole club crew. And, of course, the bull Sandra has chosen.”

“What about me?”, I inquired. I had a sense of foreboding.

“Your time will come. But not yet on Friday. That’s when Sandra will have to go the distance alone.”

“But? No! It doesn’t work that way. We belong together!”

“Peter,” Victoria continued calmly, ignoring my slightly flustered words. “It’s not easy for Sandra either. Especially the first time. Trust me. I’ve been with many couples on this journey. Sandra also thinks it’s a good idea. She, too, is anxious about her first time.”

“Do I even have a choice?” I asked resignedly.

“Of course you do. Always. That’s the beauty of being a cuckold, isn’t it? You don’t want it and at the same time you can’t do without it.”

How right she was. If I ignored Sandra’s desires and looked only at myself, what would I want? I probably would still want it. The time to stop it was gone. My own desire and excitement wanted Sandra to make me her cuckold.

“Friday is still on?” asked Victoria.

“Yes.”

“Perfect. I’ll pick Sandra up and accompany her on her way. We’ll drive her back, too. You don’t have to worry about anything.”

With an “okay,” I gave my approval and blew out a deep breath.

“Relieved that you’ve made the decision? Don’t worry. You’ll get your money’s worth too. I’m sure Sandra won’t let you fall asleep on Friday without you two having a little fun of your own.”

That seemed to settle the issue for Victoria. Instead, we talked a bit more about completely different topics. She showed interest in my work, for example. For the first time, a normal conversation developed between us.
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I later chatted with my wife about Victoria’s visit. It didn’t surprise me anymore that she had already been informed.

However, she was visibly pleased that I had given my consent.

“Do you really think you should go alone?” I asked again.

“I think so. You really don’t have to worry about my safety and ... well ... it might be easier the first time if you’re not there ...”

“If you say so.” I had my doubts.

“Hey, I promise I’ll tell you every detail of how the evening went afterward. Deal?”

“Okay, deal.”

This concession really pleased me. I hadn’t thought about it before, but it also seemed like the least she should do.

I spent the time leading up to Friday feeling increasingly nervous. My feelings went through a roller coaster ride. From fear and worry to excitement and desire and back to the beginning.

I was glad when we finally reached Friday night. I looked after our kids so Sandra could prepare in peace.

Around 8pm, the time had come. A car drove into our driveway. A few minutes later, the doorbell rang, and I opened the door for Victoria.

Fortunately, our children showed little interest and stayed in their rooms. Which also meant that they didn’t get to see their mother, thankfully. Sandra looked stunning.

She had already been to the hairdresser in the morning. Now she stalked down the stairs in a dark red dress which ended just above her knees.

“Gorgeous,” Victoria commented.

“You look incredible,” I admitted bluntly, and hugged Sandra. I tried to kiss her, but she fought off my attempt. She wanted to preserve her lipstick.

“Be careful,” I instructed her.

“I am ... I love you. See you later.”

“I love you, too, honey. Have fun.”

Have fun - what a prompting choice of words. I was glad when the door closed. I watched the car leave our driveway and turn toward the club. What had I done?
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It only took fifteen minutes, and I was walking around with a hard-on.

I retreated in front of the TV and tried to distract myself. But I wasn’t very successful.

How long would the evening last, anyway? When could I expect Sandra back? It annoyed me not to have asked this question at all. I had been much too excited about it all.

Time passed, and I became more and more restless. In my imagination, I already saw my wife with another man. They were kissing; they were caressing each other and finally; they ended up in bed making love.

Through my pants, I kneaded my stiff cock. That was almost enough to make me explode.

Sandra had been gone almost two hours when the doorbell rang. I had heard no car arriving. Immediately, I dashed off and tore the door open.

Instead of my Sandra, however, there was only Victoria at the door.

“Hello, here I am again. Disappointed?”

“What brings you back?” I asked, irritated. “Everything okay with Sandra?”

“Yes, don’t worry. I’m here to take care of you and stand by your side.”

“What? I don’t understand.”

“The first time is always especially difficult for the awakening cuckold. There’s nothing wrong with a little supervision. Maybe a talk, too? I’m hoping you haven’t just masturbated since Sandra has gone?”

“No.”

“Good. Sandra wants to bring her husband some pleasure later, too. And when you’re nice and horny, the story of her night is twice as much fun.”

“When can I expect her back?”

“Later? That’s entirely up to her and the partner of her choice. Sometimes it’s pretty quick. Others spend the entire night together right away. Sandra, however, I don’t think falls into that category. Not the first time. By the time I made my way over here, though, she had at least already made her choice.”

“Her choice?”

“The bull of her choice for her first time as a hotwife. The man who will make you a cuckold. Well built and well hung. But Sandra should find that out for herself soon. Maybe it is happening at this exact moment.”

I felt a chill run down my spine. I wonder who her type was? How did one even make such a selection?

“If there’s something on your mind, feel free to ask. Otherwise, I wouldn’t mind some wine. According to Sandra, you have a nice dry red wine?”

I fetched Sandra her red wine and allowed myself a glass as well. I wondered if I had any questions for her. But I wasn’t sure if I wanted to ask them at all. In my indecision, I then rather refrained from doing so.

Instead, we talked about how Sandra and I had met.













CHAPTER
 30















It was almost midnight when another car pulled into the yard.

“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 minute. Alone.”

I left the field to 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 story of Peter and Sandra continues in “The Agony of the Cuckold”. Available on Amazon
 .
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Peter sits nervously on the bed. He hears his wife’s footsteps. Slowly, she comes up the stairs. She is back from the Cucky Club. Has she done it? Did she sleep with another man? Did Sandra make her husband a cuckold?

The life of Peter and Sandra has changed after this night. But should they let themselves be drawn deeper and deeper into this world? Or better draw a line? Maybe it’s best to escape it for good?

Peter agonizes over this questions - like every good cuckold should. What will be his decision in the end? And what new adventures are awaiting Peter and Sandra on the way to their decision?


The Agony of the Cuckold (Cucky Club 2) is available on Amazon. Start reading now!
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Thank you! I hope you enjoyed this book.

Amazon reviews are of course always appreciated and help me tremendously. Feel free to let me know what you think of this book by email.


Subscribe to my newsletter
 , to stay informed about my next book release.






AutorDavidSilver@
 gmail.com



Follow me on Twitter
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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!
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