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Chapter 1

The wind whistled all around us, howling over the top of the convertible. A piece of loose paper, drug store receipt maybe, got sucked up from the floorboards and shot out the back of the car.

“What do you mean by converted?” I yelled. “You said people on the Internet pay to see people converted. What does that mean?”

Ted stayed focused on his driving. It was a while before he spoke.

“We are all part animal,” he shouted over the wind. “Most people think of the human race as separate from the animal kingdom, but we aren’t. Yes, we have the most sophisticated brain, but that doesn’t mean we left our animal side behind. You’d be surprised how easy it is to convert a person back to their animal side. We easily become selfish and cruel. We’ll lie and cheat and steal. We’ll turn cannibal if we need to. We’ll kill.”

“I thought you said we are headed to another sex club?”

“We are.”

“What the hell kind of club is this?”

He slowed to take an offramp. We were now in the shitty part of town. Old crumbling buildings stained with soot. Roads paved with potholes. Abandoned cars blocked alleyways. Dumpsters overflowing with garbage littered parking lots.

“Our libido is also primal,” he continued. “Club Hades won’t try to make you kill anyone, but they will stimulate your sexual desires until your raw carnality emerges. We all carry the programming. The members of Hades are expert at coaxing that change. They light a fire in you and keep adding fuel until you lose control. They are masters at piercing the veil. Once someone has crossed that line and been forced to confront the sex fiend they have within, they never go back to their old way of life. How could they?”

“Is that what happened to you and Alice?”

“Basically, yes.”

“Is that what they’ll do to Pixie?”

“Yes. Unless he plans to simply sell her, but I don’t think he will. At least not right away. I saw how he looked at her. Your wife is especially pretty.”

“Let’s just get there.”

I chewed on his words. Was he right? Would Metis succeed in transforming Pixie into a ravenous sex-slave?

Ted drove down a few side streets until we stopped behind a colossal, dilapidated warehouse. Huge, faded letters proclaimed the former business as Cartwright Manufacturing. A filthy man dressed in rags wandered away, muttering, when our headlights hit him. Ted parked the car in the middle of the lot. Several other cars sat parked: Mercedes, BMWs, Audi, Lexus.

“Not a good place to park expensive cars,” I said.

“No one will touch these. You can’t see the guards, but this lot is watched closely. People around here have learned that painful lesson. These cars are safe, trust me.”

“They’re all luxury vehicles. Funny how having money so often breeds debauchery. I bet we find no poor people in this club.”

Ted laughed a strangled chuckle. He understood I was including him in that unflattering generalization.

We left the car and aimed for a side door. It looked rusted shut to me, but Ted waved an electronic card at a hidden scanner and the lock popped open. We entered a hallway filled with broken-down office equipment. Burnt out fluorescent lights hung from the ceiling. A red exit sign glowed at the end. Ted stopped before a smooth door bearing no sign, knob, or hinges. He waved the card again at a spot on the wall and the door slid aside revealing a hidden elevator. We entered and soon dropped several floors. We stepped into a small room, appointed like a typical office with a wall of lockers on one side. A heavily muscled man in a tight T-shirt and jeans rose from behind his desk to greet us. He gestured towards the lockers.

“Clothes,” he said.

Ted began to strip so I did too. We stored our belongings, and the man handed us paper cups filled with honey. It wasn’t honey. It only looked like honey. It tasted like licking a nine-volt battery. Ted did not hesitate so neither did I. We swallowed it and the man pressed a button under his desk. A file cabinet swung open, revealing a hidden passage within the wall. Ted thanked the man, and we ducked through.

I couldn’t help but cast a glance at Ted’s thick swinging cock. It caught my attention. Even soft it was like a cudgel. It hung long and fat all the time, always ready and partially pudgy. It always seemed ready to go.

Beyond the short passage the hallway was regular height. We strode naked to double doors attended by a scruffy looking old man, also dressed in black T and jeans, with a forty-five-revolver strapped to his hip like he lived in the Wild West. He seemed to recognize Ted and waved us through. We stepped into an alcove. A heavy metal fire door blocked our way. Scruffy closed the door behind us and we faced the door in front.

“How will we ever get her out of this place?” I asked.

“There are many passages in and out, many hidden doors and tunnels. I brought us in the conventional way, to negate suspicion.”

“Smart.”

Ted drew a deep breath.

“Listen,” he warned. “No matter what you see, keep your wits about you. These people do not tolerate trouble. There are bouncers hidden everywhere, muscular men in black T-shirts and jeans. They will come out of the shadows to bag and drag you.”

“Bag and drag? What’s that mean?”

“They drop a black hood over your head to blind you and then cuff your wrists to immobilize you. You get one warning. After that, they punish. You do not want their punishment.”

“I understand.”

“I mean it, Lee. I’ve seen troublemakers dealt with harshly.”

He stared at the door before us and drew a deep breath, preparing himself for something. I took that opportunity to glance at his naked penis again. I’m not gay, but the impressive beast was impossible to ignore.

“What are we waiting for?” I asked, growing embarrassed.

“For the drink he gave us to take full effect. I warned you they use drugs. I think they release pheromones into the air too.”

“What does full effect mean?”

He pointed at my penis.

“You will be susceptible to spontaneous erections,” he said. “That was the liquid we drank. The women are given something similar, a brew concocted especially for them. Alice went wild our first night here. Club members are obsessed with sex. That’s why Alice and I stopped coming here. We love sex but these people are ruled by it. It’s the focus of their lives. Too much.”

“I’m going to get hard?”

“Maybe. If you see something you like, your penis will rise quickly and stay hard for a while. They want everybody prepped and ready.”

I looked at my dick. I felt the drug working as a tightness in my cock and balls. I glanced at Ted again. His dick always looked about to grow anyway.

“One dose for me equals half a dose for you,” I joked.

Ted studied me with kind eyes.

“Don’t envy me too much,” he said. “There are also disadvantages to possessing a cock like this.”

I scoffed.

“Yeah? Like what? Too many hot women wanting you? Exorbitant bills to have all your pants tailored? Constant attention gets annoying?”

He was going to respond but changed his mind. He grabbed the door handle.

“Ready?” he asked.

“I guess so.”

“Remember, stay cool.”

I gave him a sharp nod. He opened the door, and we stepped through.


Chapter 2

The first club they took us to had been elegant and opulent. This club was industrial and harsh. Loud heavy metal music played. Large iron frameworks held men and women, bound and gagged, sometimes upright and sometimes upside-down. Like Ted and me, every person was nude. There were iron cages with people tightly trapped inside, unable to move. Other people circled like predators, taking advantage of those confined. I saw women bound to oak tables, mouths held open by stainless steel rings, unguarded, ready for use by any who wished.

Most men sported erections, and I’m including the victims. The women, those roaming freely and those bound, had eyes glazed with lust. Several women wore thin gold chains attached to rings through nipples and clit. Despite all the visual distractions I still managed to scan for Pixie, but after checking every face I found she wasn’t in this big room.

“Let’s split up,” Ted said. “Cover more ground. If you find her, do nothing. Come find me. I might need to bribe our way out of here.”

“Understood.”

I wandered away, acting like I merely here to enjoy the sights. I met Ted again on the far side by another set of double doors. He must have seen something he liked on his travels because his big erection pointed right at me. I looked away.

“Any luck?” he asked.

“No. I don’t see her. Are there more rooms through this door?”

He scoffed.

“You don’t want to know.”

“I do.”

“There are many. I haven’t seen them all. There is a dungeon below and several secluded oubliettes. Some people feed off fear, finding arousal in being afraid or frightening others. Sexual psychology gets dark fast. Too dark for Alice and me. We prefer fun. The most serious we ever got was watching your defenses crumble as we seduced Pixie.”

“You did have fun with that.”

He opened the double doors. Another hallway, single door at the end.

“We’re getting closer,” he said. “Slowly but surely.”

What a place. A month ago, my sexual world was missionary on top of Pixie. Now I wandered the halls of hell, receiving a crash course on human sexuality. I’d discovered a voyeur streak I did not know I had, and Pixie had discovered a sexual demoness residing inside her, but my knowledge of the ways others get off remained poor. Ted and I explored this place, and I saw all the ways people chase satisfaction. We are a fucked-up species. Intelligence brought with it imagination. Imagination gave birth to fantasy, and fantasy hooked us forever.

“Where did you go?” Ted asked, snapping me from my reverie.

I licked my dry lips.

“The complexities of human sexuality.”

He chuckled.

“Yes, this place will lead you down dark paths.”

“I had no idea people were so sexually complicated.”

“Alice and I have two rules: no minors, nothing against anyone’s will. Everything else is fair game.”

We reached the end of the hall and Ted opened the door. We stepped through into a cloud of smoke. Marijuana. People lounged on huge pillow beds and engaged in slow, euphoric sex. We hurried through the room. Several doors led from this place, and we picked the one closest. This opened into an area that was split into cubicles like a modern office, with each cubicle filled with large, padded benches. Couples, threesomes, foursomes, and moresomes all engaged in sex, but still no Pixie.

“Where the fuck did he take her?” I snarled. “I’m getting tired of this place.”

“Patience, young man. We have a lot of ground to cover, and we only have one chance to do this right. If we mess it up, they’ll never allow us in again.”

I turned sullen. We were here because of Ted. He brought Metis into this. He introduced my wife and I to him. He should have known better.

“You’re right to be angry with me,” Ted said, reading my expression. “I’m sorry. I’m sorry about everything.”

I sighed.

“It’s not your fault,” I said. “There’s no way you could have known the man would do something like this. Let’s just find her and go home.”

We continued our search. The place was huge. One door led to an underground tunnel, and I heard the rumble of subway trains in the distance. Soon after we entered a large open area lit by torches. A woman straddled a man atop a large block of cut marble. She rode him as another man fucked her ass from behind. A third man fucked her mouth. I was mesmerized. My penis began to rise and so did Ted’s.

“She has an incredible body,” he said.

“Yeah. But look how much she loves penis.”

The sounds she made and her open lust for cock thrilled me more than the sight of her sexy body. My focus shifted from the sexy foursome to the group of people watching on the far side. It took a moment for my brain to engage.

Pixie.

Metis.

My heart jumped.

“There they are,” I rasped.

“I see them.”

The crowd parted and I got a better view. Pixie was nude like the rest of us. Metis too. He’d placed a wide black collar, like a thick choker, around her throat and attached a leash. He led my wife around like a dog, but she offered no resistance. Metis liked this performance too and his heavy cock began to fill. He spoke to Pixie, and she eagerly sank in front of him, lifting his cock and slipping him into her mouth where she obediently gobbled his inches as he watched the show.

Psychic agony lanced through me. She was so comfortable performing the act, so familiar. I knew right then she’d already done it a hundred times. Jealousy exploded inside my chest, robbing me of breath, sending my pulse skyrocketing. Her actions tortured me, yet my dick rose faster than ever.

What the fuck was wrong with me?

“Let’s circle around,” Ted said. “They don’t see us yet.”

I stayed put. Pixie sucked Metis’s cock like candy. She licked his fat balls and pulled hard on the head and deftly handled his meat like she loved him, like she was desperate to please and drink him. I was spellbound. She slipped a hand between her legs to masturbate while she sucked his cock, the excitement too much for her.

“Lee,” Ted insisted. “Snap out of it. We need to act now.”

I couldn’t move. My wife was making him rock hard and it was amazing to watch. She was so slutty about it, like cock was the best, most important thing in her life. She stuck the head in her mouth and jerked him with both hands like she tried to milk his load in order to drink it, and blood surged. I was as stiff as iron. She plunged deep and choked herself but plunged just as deep the next time.

“I’ll go around this way,” Ted hissed. “You go that way. Get moving. Don’t let her get away.”

My neighbor left me. I watched my wife tug on Metis, sucking hard and coaxing his load, and eventually lifted my eyes to his face. He saw me at the same time, recognizing his danger. Pixie glanced at me to see where he was looking but returned her attention to his dick. She was unconcerned about me. Metis spoke to a bouncer standing behind him and that man spoke to another. The two men began circling the room, coming after me. I’d waited too long. Metis pulled Pixie to her feet like a dog. My disappointed wife cast one quick glance my way before she glued her gaze to his dick. He hurried them out a far door as the two men reached me.

“Come with us,” one barked.

“I’m here for my wife,” I said, cock throbbing.

“No, you’re coming with us,” the same man said.

I should have kept track of the second man. He’d moved behind a little and suddenly strong hands grabbed my wrists. I struggled but these guys were big, their grips like iron. I was hustled across the room and out another door. I was led away and quickly lost my sense of direction. I was pushed and pulled and turned until I was shoved one last time and heard a door close behind me.

I was in a sort of waiting room, painted black, with loveseats and chairs and fake potted plants. I faced another door on the far wall. The door behind me opened after a minute and an older man handed me my clothing.

“Where’s my wife?” I demanded. “I came here for my wife.”

“She had her chance to leave with you,” the man said. “She didn’t. Get over it. Get dressed and exit through that far door. Don’t come back here again.”

He dropped my clothes on the sofa and turned his back. I don’t know what happened. Instinct took over. I grabbed my underwear and stuffed his mouth. He was too weak to stop me. I used my shirt to bind his wrinkled wrists, I used my pants to tie his ankles. I felt bad overpowering such an old man, but no way was I leaving without Pixie.

“I’m leaving here with my wife,” I growled.

I helped him sit on the loveseat and then I opened the door which led into the club again. I stepped through. Both those big guys were standing there, waiting for the old man to return. I was caught.

“Shit,” I mumbled.


Chapter 3

They held me while they freed the old man and then slapped a black bag over my head. This time I was led deeper into the club, along a twisting path. I stumbled often, trying to formulate a new plan. The sounds around me were a jumble of voices. Too many conversations to track. Soon the big men pulled my arms high and cold iron clicked around my wrists. They did the same with my ankles. The hood was removed.

I was manacled to a huge oak X set in the middle of a large room. Around me, others were strapped and trapped in various devices. A pretty but exhausted woman stood bound in an iron frame, forced to stand over a phallic piston which slowly pumped her pussy from below. On each up-stroke, the vibrating phallus paused against her clitoris, ripping heartfelt groans from her.

“No more,” she muttered, but no one listened.

To my left a blond man was strapped face down on a small table, his penis dangling below through a hole cut in the top. One man stood in front and fucked his mouth, another straddled the small table and fucked his ass. Thanks to the drink they gave us, the blond man was erect despite what was being done to him.

“Okay,” I said. “I get it now. Show me the exit. I’ll leave.”

The older man I’d tied up moved in front of me.

“Too late for that now,” he said.

He gestured to one of the big men and a plastic ball was forced in my mouth, secured by a tight elastic band around my head. The old guy turned his back to visit a table covered with various hand-held devices and returned with a long, clear tube lined with ribs and connected to a hose.

“Have you ever been milked?” he asked.

I tried to answer no, then shook my head. He squirted some lotion into the tube’s opening and smeared it around inside with two fingers.

“You’re in for a treat,” he mumbled.

I got the feeling he lied. He grabbed my limp dick with his slippery hand and yanked, sliding his rough and calloused up my length. While it did nothing for me mentally, he knew the honeyed drink would work its magic. I stroked me again, fucking with me, revenge for tying him up.

“Fight it,” he croaked. “Don’t let this old man get you hard.”

I had no choice. He chuckled, a dry rattle in a leathery throat. The physical sensations combined with the honey-drink from earlier had me rock hard in less than a minute. The old man slipped the plastic tube over the end of my erection. He pressed a button on the side, and it began to vibrate. He pressed another and the inner lining began to slide along the length of my cock, back and forth.

The feeling was fantastic. A slight suction formed, growing stronger. Soon the slick sleeve gripped all along my length. I sucked air through my nose. He revisited the table and returned with a medium sized butt-plug. He held it up before my eyes. I uselessly threw my strength at the rings which held me. The plug also had a button on the base, which he pushed, causing the thing to hum with vibration. He smeared more lube and then circled around behind me. I heard the bouncers laugh. I struggled against the manacles but there was no preventing what was about to happen. I shouted a warning into my gag. He laughed and then reached under, spreading my butt cheeks and searching for my asshole. I squeezed it shut as hard as I could, but the slick lube won. He inserted the vibrating plug up my ass and lodged it snuggly against my prostate. I whimpered. The pleasure was intense. I groaned as my throbbing cock turned to cast iron.

“You like that?” he chuckled. “We’ll see how you feel after you’ve orgasmed twenty times.”

My eyes went wide.

“Yes,” he said, gloating. “Twenty times. Maybe more. I’ve broken men with that sucking tube. You’ll have no semen left to give but the muscles will be induced to climax anyway. You will leave my chamber a changed man. You all do. When the pleasure turns to pain, you’ll gladly suck my dick to be freed from this infernal contraption. But I never set them free. Where the fun in that? In your case I might make you suck me off just for tying me up. We’ll see.”

The bouncers laughed again. The old man pressed a button, and the tube quickened its stroke. My knees almost buckled. The pleasure was intense. The plug in my ass varied the intensity of its vibration randomly, slow and fast, hard and soft, until I wanted to scream. I’ve never felt my dick so hard. The sliding sheath teased and coaxed. I would ejaculate whether I wished to or not. It was only a matter of time.

“Come, gentlemen,” the old man told his muscle goons. “Let us see to other business. I received word of a disturbance in the blue room.”

They left. I tested my restraints but obviously, I was not their first victim. There was no give at all. I was helplessly, hopelessly bound. My balls were growing tighter by the minute.

I looked around the room. We were here to be punished. I wondered if they were all rule breakers like me. Nobody looked like they wanted to be here but none of us could resist the pleasure we felt. I was filled with a strange sense of desperation: longing to be free, aching to free Pixie from this place, yet hungry for these fantastic sensations coursing through my body.

The plug up my ass, an altogether new source of pleasure, was driving me insane. I had no idea there was pleasure to be found up there. I felt my body tense, from toes to fingers. I was building towards an orgasm, and it was going to be huge.

Off to the side, I heard the man getting fucked at both ends moan out a climax of his own, the deep anal stimulation too much for him to take. His pulsating dick drooled semen as they fucked his mouth and butt. Those men would soon ejaculate up his ass and down his throat, I was sure of it. How would that man face himself tomorrow? He’d carry their sperm for days. The bastards that run this place fucked with his mind more than his body. Thank God that wasn’t my punishment. It was humiliating, but it was made worse by the fact he orgasmed. I wondered if he had a wife somewhere in the club too, some woman wondering where he was, slowly seduced into another man’s arms.

I realized I was trying to distract myself from my impending orgasm. I was afraid. What would it be like, locked in place and milked? I was fearful of how hard I might cum. The relentless machinations milked my hard dick and massaged my prostate and there was nothing I could do except march steadily towards that cliff.

Out of nowhere, images flashed through my mind, video clips of Pixie wearing a collar and sucking Metis like she was in love with him. She had attacked his meat, sliding her tongue from his big balls up the veiny shaft and then swirling around the head before sucking harder than I’ve ever seen her suck. It was a whorish act except she wasn’t acting. His big dick had a hold on her. Drug induced or not, her true feelings were revealed. In my mind’s eye I saw my wife pleasure his large cock and suddenly my own pleasure spiked. I fired off a massive spurt of boiling sperm.

“Uwh gud!” I cried around the gag in my mouth.

The vacuuming tube pumped me like a Jersy cow. I fired another huge bolt. My sphincter clenched around the vibrating butt plug and intensified my climax. I cried out again as yet another huge sperm dump erupted. My balls convulsed, hurling their load.

It was only the beginning. The devices assigned to me cared not at all that I was climaxing. Their job was simple, and they continued to perform it. I emptied my nuts into that tube, and they just kept doing what they do. With each passing moment, the blinding pleasure I felt slowly converted into a weird pain, but those devices didn’t care. I thrashed within my manacles, trying to get away, but the relentless mechanisms continued. I screamed into my gag, thrusting my hips wildly, all for nothing. The sucking and pumping and vibrating continued unabated. The honeyed drink from earlier kept me rock hard and the forced stimulation kept me writhing.

An image, crystal clear, popped into my mind. Somewhere in this godforsaken club Metis most likely pumped his big cock in and out of Pixie.

Agonizing jealousy rushed in, filled my chest, cracked my ribs. I ached all over. Why did I do this to myself? Why would my traitorous mind summon images that crushed me? I was sure, somewhere in this labyrinth of a club, she welcomed his thick prick. He was fucking her right now. As I had my seed methodically and diabolically drained away, she gasped and grunted and begged him to fill her.

For reasons I did not understand, blood surged to my penis and my aching pain began to turn to pleasure again. I focused my mind on the image of that bastard fucking my wife and how she dearly loved it, and my pain receded, replaced by a growing pleasure once more.

“Uh gud,” I groaned, feeling myself give in.

I stopped fighting the machine. The tube sucked and I welcomed it. I clamped my asshole around the plug and squeezed my ass cheeks together. My pleasure spiked. I thrust my hips forward, feeding the vacuum my meat, and felt my pleasure soar. I was going to cum again, and soon.

I craved it.

I balanced on my toes and imagined Pixie. She would be hungry for his dick. I pushed my hips forwards and let the machine pump me and I groaned. These bastards knew what they were doing. I discovered if I pictured my wife giving herself to him, almost all pain faded away. I orgasmed again, hard, abrupt. My cock convulsed and spat cream into the tube. The suction tugged deep in my nuts. My stimulated prostate made me gush. I almost wept as the sensations washed over me again, electrifying my body and jangling my brain. This time the pleasure did not diminish. I rode the wave to a new high. Pain was buried under it all and would eventually return, but for now white noise filled my head.

Minutes later, I came again. I had almost nothing left to shoot but the nerves that handle that event were masterfully manipulated. I had no choice. The pleasure peaked and the pain followed but there was no escaping it. I sobbed as my body contorted and my nerves screamed. I threw myself against my restraints to no avail. The pumping, sliding suction stroked without respite. The dense vibration in my ass gave me no escape. I soon came again, this time screaming into my gag.

I was weak now, hanging by my wrists. My trembling legs offered little support. I felt the first tingling of the next climax coming down the road and I began to beg no one, pleading for mercy to no one. I implored the empty air to release me but no, my dick hardened, my balls tightened, and my ass squeezed the plug as hard as I could. Boom! I came again, helpless.

This pattern repeated. Endlessly. More time was needed between each climax but there was no escape from it. These bastards knew exactly what to do, how the male body worked. They knew my limits and how to blow past them, over and over and over.

I was a ragdoll by the time someone remembered and took me down. The sons of bitches left the vacuuming tube attached as they released my ankles and then my wrists, lowering my body to the floor. I orgasmed again, shooting nothing down the throat of that gliding sleeve, yet almost passing out from the insane pleasure of it.

At last, they fully released me. I was a puddle of skin and bones on the floor. Don’t you know when they pulled that sucking tube off me and plucked that vibrating plug from my asshole, the first thing I felt was disappointment. Ted was right. We are all just animals underneath a thin social veneer.


Chapter 4

I tried to stand but my legs refused to obey. I lifted my head to the sound of the woman across from me cumming. The piston cock beneath her was as relentless at the tube had been on me. I tried again to stand, to maybe turn the machine off and free her, but I had no strength. I could barely hold a thought in my head. The man shackled to the table was alone. His assailants had emptied their balls in him and returned to the club. I wondered what he had done to deserve such a punishment. Probably something homophobic to another patron.

Around the torture room other victims moaned, suffering various pleasure-based cruelties. I rolled onto my back, staring up at the black vaulted ceiling and the chains and ropes hanging there. I fought to stay awake but passed out.

I woke up alone. The impaled woman was gone, the anally abused man was gone, the other victims were gone. My clothes lay in a pile. I was punished and released, already forgotten. I rose and tested the door behind me leading back into the club. Locked. I opened another door across the torture chamber and found stairs leading up and, I surmised, out. I was free to leave, but leaving did not work for me. This place still had my wife. Metis still had my wife.

With trembling hands, I tested the door back into the club again. Of course it remained locked. There was a torture device close by, an iron maiden, and with trembling hands I opened the doors, frightened by who or what I might find. Thank God it was unoccupied. The club had modified this implement, removing the dreaded spikes from inside and replacing them with large, realistic dildos. When the cabinet-styled doors were closed, the fake penises would align with ass and pussy. The idea was someone would be placed upright within and then impaled, forced to wait in total darkness, stuffed full, until released.  I shuddered and reached a tentative finger back to test my tender sphincter, remembering the explosive mix of pleasure and pain they’d subjected me to. Bastards.

A clack at the lock brought me back to the moment. Someone was entering this room from the club again, possibly to check and make sure I’d gone home, but perhaps yet another patron was in need of discipline. I thought about confronting them but then a better thought occurred. I quickly stepped inside the iron maiden, maneuvering around the dildos, and pulled the doors almost closed, leaving a thin gap to watch who entered.

Two muscular bouncers, different from before, pulled a whimpering skinny man in by the scruff of his neck. They walked past me, leaving the door into the club open, and headed for a set of old wooden stocks. They placed skinny man’s head in the grove and held his wrists while lowering the locking arm to trap him. Bent at the waist, naked and vulnerable is no way to spend your evening. I silently slipped out of the iron maiden and reentered the club. I was lost and I was weak but at least I was inside again. I slipped into a dark alcove where two women made out and caught my breath. I realized I had no idea how long I’d been unconscious. Did Ted give up the search and go home? Was Pixie still here?

I moved on. My gut told me she was. I slinked through the club, amazed by what I saw but avoiding delay. I still had no plans for when I found her. I just knew I had to find her. I wandered, searching.

I was about to give up hope when I spied Metis, alone, speaking to an older man. What nefarious deed did he plan? I considered rushing up and confronting him but the people that ran this place would take his side. I’d find myself ejected or, worse, strapped into one of their goddamn machines again. I decided to follow him. I hung back, studying the man, running my eyes over his body. His balls hung low in a saggy scrotum, obviously drained of their contents again and again. Pixie’s womb probably basted in his potent elixir. She probably lay sleeping, flooded with the man’s seed. I growled, frustrated.

Their conversation lasted only a short while, but I was pacing on trembling legs by the time it ended. The two older men shook hands and for some reason that filled me with dread. Metis walked away and I followed, far enough behind to stay hidden. After several turns, he entered a room with open doorways and large windows on all four walls. A large, padded dais about two feet high sat in the center of the room and Pixie sat in the middle, holding her own leash.. Video cameras on tripods were stationed all around her. This was to be her conversion moment, broadcast over the Internet to paying customers around the world. She rose to her knees when Metis entered. I hung back, using the dim light, deep shadows, and the gathering crowd to hide.

“They agreed,” Metis told her.

My wife’s expression turned lusty in a split-second. She laughed with delight and flopped onto her back, raising her legs and pointing them at the ceiling. She opened them wider. She toyed with a nipple.

“I feel sorry for men,” she chuckled. “Your cock is on the outside. Rub it a little and it spits, and you’re finished. All you know is that simple protuberance. Stick it in this, stick it in that. You don’t know what it’s like to wrap yourself around someone. You don’t get to feel someone penetrate your body and then push deeper and deeper. I feel big men all the way up to my heart. It’s wonderful.” She cupped her tits and lifted her head, gazing down her stomach to her pussy. “Best of all,” she continued, “is they give you something. They shoot hot liquid inside you and leave it there. I love it.” She turned to look at Metis. “You have no idea what I’m talking about, do you?”

“I have some idea,” he said. “No man has ever ejaculated inside me, but I can understand what you are saying.”

Shuffling feet brought my head around. The old man from earlier, along with four of his old friends, entered the room. They were like the first old guy, a little out of shape, with thinning hair and wrinkled skin. Also, like the first guy, each of them was well hung. They obviously knew each other and had done something like this many times. They circled Pixie, every man taking his position with practiced ease. Pixie sat up to get a good look at them.

They were Good Old Boys, a gang, a club, a pack of gray wolves with big swinging dicks that liked to run trains on hot young women. Metis had searched the club and found their leader and invited this collections of outlaws back to service my wife.

“Ma’am,” the first man said.

Pixie shook his hand, then ran her gaze over the men.

“A rogue’s gallery,” she giggled.


Chapter 5

She lowered her gaze to their hanging cocks, surrounding her like a picket fence. It appeared there were but two requirements to join this group: three pounds of dangling beef and sixty plus years of life.

Tension filled the air. Pixie twirled a lock of hair, turning to look into each camera one by one. She selected the tallest man and handed him her leash. My eyes darted to Metis. Would he take offence at this move? Did he consider Pixie his property now? Yes and no. His expression turned to pride. He’d spent the last few hours trying to break her, trying to convert her to a life of lust, to shred the barrier most of us erect between our animal and civilized sides, and he saw now that he had succeeded. Pixie was hungry.

The tall man accepted the leash and took her hand too, sweetly kissing the back of it. My wife brushed back his thinning hair and tilted his chin to kiss him. Her hand slid down his chest and over his rounded belly before curling around his thick tube of meat.

“I’m a bad girl,” she said.

“All the best girls are bad girls,” he replied.

“I want you and your friends to stretch me out and fill me up.”

He chuckled.

“Honey, we’ll leave you for dead. There’s nothing we enjoy more than a married woman corrupting her vows. Does your husband know you’re here?”

“He does. I saw him earlier. He watched me.”

“A voyeur?”

“I think he is now. He didn’t used to be.”

“What would he say to see you with five men?”

She slid her hand along his soft snake until she palmed his big balls.

“No Pixie. Stop. Please stop.”

“That’s what he’d say?”

“Yes,” my wife said. “But he wouldn’t mean it. His dick would get hard. He’d probably jack off the whole time.”

“You and your husband are new to this.”

“We are.”

“That makes it even better,” the old man said.

He coiled the leash around his hand, drawing up the slack. He kept going and the chain drew tight. He kept going and Pixie’s head was forced down, down towards his dangling cock.

“Make me suck it,” she said.

“Should I send someone to find your man so he can watch?”

“Sounds great, but I think they kicked him out.”

The man turned to Metis.

“Is that true? Or does he yet wander Hades?”

“I heard a rumor he escaped.”

“I will have him found and made to watch.”

The old guy waved a man from the crowd closer. He whispered instructions and the man hurried off to go looking for me. I sank deeper into the growing crowd. The old man wove his fat fingers into Pixie’s long hair and pulled her face towards his crotch. My wife obediently lifted his tube like she was about to eat an éclair. My breath caught in my throat. She studied his big soft dick and licked her lips. She’s never looked at my penis that way. She had good reason to look at his like that. She pulled the loose skin away from the head and licked the small slit at the tip. I presumed he must be leaking precum and she wanted a taste. She fastened her lips over the hole and sucked like he was a big fat straw. His back hunched and he gasped. He tightened his fingers in her hair and forced her head forward, driving his spongy cock into her mouth. He held her there.

My cock started to rise.

I was stunned. Despite all I’d endured tonight, the many, many times I’d been drained, I was still able to get hard at the sight of my wife sucking cock. I had no sperm to give but that didn’t stop me from growing erect. The way he used my wife with absolute authority turned me on. It made me angry and protective too, but it turned me on. He was master she was slave. She is my wife but in that moment she was his slave. I don’t know why I found that arousing, but boy did I. My dick got hard fast, poking the thigh of the man next to me. He didn’t care. Like me, he was mesmerized by what was happening.

The old men moved closer to Pixie, encircling my wife in a wall of dicks. Camera whirred, catching every move. She teased Tall Guy for a minute but then moved to a man with big ears. He was uncircumcised and Pixie played with his dick, studying the thing, sucking him, and then moving on. She gave each man enough attention to make him hard, then leaned back to enjoy all those erections around her.

“God,” she murmured, pleased. “I love getting fucked.”

The men climbed onto the platform with her. Tall Man, with the leash, pulled my wife around. He rolled onto his back and told her to ride him. She began to throw a leg over, but he stopped her.

“No,” he said. “Reverse cowgirl. Let the crowd see my cock in you.”

Pixie laughed and spun. She palmed his thick cock and rubbed her cunt up and down the length, splitting her labia. On the last trip up, she nudged him backward and her pussy swallowed the head. She gasped but continued to slide him in. One of the men stood on the padded platform and fed my wife his cock. Big Ears watched her fuck Tall Guy while he slowly stroked himself. Then he knelt between both their legs. He waited until Pixie was at the top of her stroke and then pressed the underside of his cock against the underside of Tall Guy’s cock. Did he intend for her to take both in her pussy? Pixie hesitated, looking down at her crotch.

“You can’t be serious,” she said. “You guys are too big for that.”

“You’ll see,” he said. “You’ll stretch. Two men at the same time will drive you wild. Trust me.”

The man used his thumb to press behind the head of his dick and invade Pixie’s already stuffed vagina. My wife tried to push him away, but Tall Guy tugged the leash, pulling her back.

“Give him your cheating cunt,” the man said. “You’re going to feel what it’s like to have two men inside you at the same time.”

“You’ll hurt me,” my wife whimpered.

They ignored her. Big Ears guided her hips down slowly. Pixie’s opening expanded as both shafts pressed forward. Her inner lips stretched wide, swallowing the invading head. Pixie gasped loudly, amazed, and stared at the spot where both dicks entered her body. All three of them moved slowly, feeding her cunt a little at a time. She stretched wide, slowly engulfing inch after inch. Ears sucked her nipples, distracting her. The last few inches glided in. My wife held two fat cocks inside her pussy. Her head fell back. Her fear faded. She groaned deeply. I couldn’t believe it. For a woman that loves being penetrated, this must be Heaven.


Chapter 6

The other men moved in. Hands groped her breasts and caressed her bare skin. They took turns fucking her mouth. I paid the other men little attention. I was riveted, engrossed, absolutely enthralled watching those two thick veiny cocks slide against each other and in and out of my wife’s soaked pussy. The look on her face was pure ecstasy. She moved her body in a trance. Her pussy dripped with arousal, like she could not believe what she did, but loved that she was doing it. She dragged her cunt up and down those men, savoring every tightly gliding inch.

A woman in the crowd near us took my cock and the cock of another man and began to jerk us as we all watched. I returned the favor and fingered her. She was as hypnotized as we were. I was sure she wished that she was up on that platform. One man attached his mouth to Pixie’s nipple and another man did the same on the other side and I realized my wife was moving towards an orgasm. Twin penetration was going to make her climax.

My dick throbbed. The men antagonizing her breasts put her over the edge. Pixie opened her mouth and made a long, drawn-out sound and then her head snapped back, and she howled. Her body shuddered. She pushed her cunt all the way down on those men, stuffing herself with double cock, and held herself there as her pussy spasmed around their hard meat. A murmur swept the crowd and the man getting jerked off like me shot his load. I held back. I suspected there was more to come, and I was right.

After her orgasm subsided a little, Ears pulled out and turned Pixie around, positioning her so she straddled Tall Guy, gazing down into his face. She reached down and reinserted his cock. Ears moved behind Pixie and placed his large cock head against her sphincter.

I expected protest. I expected rebellion. All she did was hold her breath and wait for the man to penetrate.

He pushed. She jumped as he entered and then she moaned softly. She had a cock fucking her ass at the same time another fucked her pussy. A man knelt in front and held her head, fucking her mouth.

I did not want to ejaculate. I was sure after the extended torture I’d survived there was no way I could. But this was deeply arousing. Pixie was their willing plaything, and I’d already learned the power of watching someone you knew have sex. There was no comparison. In this case not only did I know the woman involved, but I was also deeply in love with her. The psychic pain was agonizing but made me so goddamn hard. I burned into my consciousness every move she made, every sway of her tits and moan of pleasure. She worked the cocks piercing her, thrusting her hips on one man, dragging her tight sphincter up and down the shaft of the other, sucking hard on the cock in her mouth like these men had stolen sperm that belonged to her and hidden it in their balls. She would damn well get it back.

The woman jerking me stroked faster. She wanted me to orgasm.

“Give it to me,” she whispered.

“No,” I whispered back. “Not yet.”

“I can suck it out if you wish.”

“No. I want to watch.”

“I found him,” I heard a deeply masculine voice say, just before a black bag dropped over my head again.

“No!” I yelled.

Too late.

Transfixed on the action, I was unaware of the men taking positions around me. Strong hands grabbed my wrists and arms. I struggled, but it did no good. Blinded and trapped, I was marched away from that scene.

I won’t lie. I was terrified. What would they do to me this time? My raw and puckered asshole clenched. If they placed me back in that apparatus, ripping endless orgasms from me, I’d lose my mind.

We turned several corners and hurried through several rooms and then I noticed their grip on me had loosened. Perhaps my docile compliance made them relax. I don’t know. But their hold on me eased and I seized the opportunity, throwing my weight against one muscular man and toppling him with my surprise move, ripping my hands free, whipping the bag off my head and over the head of the other man and punching him on the jaw as hard as I could before darting into the labyrinth of Club Hades. I took random turns, soon slowing my pace to blend in with the others.

In an alcove, I encountered a group watching a man receive head from four women at the same time. I joined that crowd. Like everyone around me, I was still naked so there was no way to disguise myself. It was only a matter of time before I was discovered and this time my punishment would be severe. I was sure of it. I noticed an unmarked door with horizontal slats top and bottom, and inched closer. With everyone’s attention focused on the blowjob, it was easy to discover the knob was unlocked and opened to a broom closet. I saw buckets and mops. Cleaning products sat on shelves. A dirty sink sat at the back. With no one looking, I slipped inside and closed the door.

My ruse worked. The goons arrived moments later, scanning the gathering for me. They walked through the crowd, checking faces, but they’d never gotten that good a look at my face in the first place. They accosted some poor man who looked a lot like me and led him away despite his protests. Enjoy the suction tube and anal plug, friend! I stayed hidden much longer than I probably needed, but I had to be sure the hunt was over.


Chapter 7

By the time I emerged, the crowd and the man and the four women were gone. I sat on the padded dais where the action had taken place. It was obvious to me now that Metis had alerted the club bouncers to my presence and intentions and probably paid them off to keep me away. They would hover around her, hiding, waiting for me. I’d never rescue my wife. I’d never get close enough. The idea of leaving her here and going home was intolerable. What if the bastard simply kept her? She looked in no hurry to leave. I doubted she’d come home on her own. She clearly had fallen in love with men, or maybe just their cocks. Perhaps that was only because of the drug cocktail he’d given her or perhaps that was simply who Pixie was now. What if he’d opened her mind to who she could be? She would never go back to her role as a suburban housewife. Honestly, she probably never wanted that for herself in the first place. Like everyone else, she went along with what was expected of her. I did too. If I couldn’t go back to our former life, how could I believe she might?

A lovely woman with long black hair and small but beautifully shaped breasts walked by. She stopped. I was leaning back on my elbows, thinking, when she lifted her long dark hair off her shoulders. She rotated her hips in a slow, sensual dance and arched her back. Her moves were overtly sexual and would have been laughable under almost any other circumstances, but even knowing she was obviously trying to sexually manipulate me, it still worked. My exhausted penis began to rise. No wonder women have been called witches and sorceresses down through history. I was captivated, powerless before her sexy beauty. She cast a spell, and I succumbed. I felt like I had no choice. That male part of my brain simply gave in. We men are often accused of thinking with our little head, but I know it’s the big head that betrays me. I have programming in there, hardwired. I see a hot and sexy woman and I simply respond.

With sudden insight I caught a glimpse of what it must be like for Pixie. Big, hard cocks were her weakness. Like me, she responded without thinking. She simply had to have them. I wondered if Metis had awakened her male side.

The black-haired woman knelt between my thighs and lifted my hanging ball sack into her mouth with her tongue. I gasped. My testicles were empty, of that I was sure, but they were also incredibly sensitive. The vibrating butt plug left me on edge down there, no doubt.

This place was insane. I looked down my body at her gorgeous face and we locked eyes. She rolled my balls around for a while before nibbling up the shaft to slip her hot wet mouth over the head. She applied suction as she worked her lips down around me and I responded, growing in her mouth. She was so pleased with herself. I wondered why she picked me. I wondered if she was part of some plot to snare me again. No. I was a weary man whose penis had clearly been abused tonight, used until there was nothing left. Could she make such a man hard again? She could, and the boost to her ego was complete. She paused long enough to ask a question.

“Can you cum?”

“You’re so pretty,” I said.

She smiled.

“Can you cum?” she repeated. “One more time? For me?”

I felt guilty. A wave of shame washed over me. I was being unfaithful, breaking my vows to Pixie. I didn’t stop the woman though. She was highly skilled. She handled my dick like a professional, easing a finger up my tender ass when she knew I was ready. I came like a volcano. I don’t know how much sperm shot out of me, if any, but the convulsions and contractions almost knocked me out. She dabbed her mouth and continued on her way, pleased with herself.

“This fucking club,” I muttered.

I was wiped out. My penis ached from overuse. I was dizzy from lack of sleep and starving from lack of food. Nothing had gone right tonight. I got to my feet, unsteady, and continued my directionless search.

Memories of Pixie’s slutty eagerness assailed me. Did she even want to be rescued? I was doing this because that’s what the husband is supposed to do in this situation, but she sure looked like she wished to stay. I wanted to believe that was the aphrodisiac they’d given her, but I had doubts.

I reached an intersection. One direction was as good as the other. I looked down at my nude body, surprised at how quickly I’d acclimated to being naked. When everyone else is doing a thing, humans are remarkably easy to convince to go along. My penis was withdrawn and sullen, a small pink mushroom nestled in a salad of pubes, drained of life.

I studied my choices; left, right, or back the way I’d come. The hallway to the left was tile. To the right, carpet. Most of the club was carpeted so to pick something different I chose tile. I came to a right turn and then a left and realized I was entering a section far different than the rest of the club. I felt like I was in a darkened hospital. I heard voices ahead and slowed. I approached a door, propped open, and entered a dark room. A dozen people sat behind a glass wall, peering into an operating room. We could see them through the glass; they could not see us. On the other side a nude woman sat in a dentist’s chair, squirming with anticipation. Three men dressed as doctors surrounded her. I was unable to see her face.

Then, one of the men moved out of the way.

Pixie.

My wife gripped the arms of the chair and watched the doctors with wild eyes. The aphrodisiac maintained a powerful hold on her. I wondered if they’d hit her with a second dose. I took an instinctive, protective step forward but then remembered I was hunted. Drawing attention to myself would get me removed, or worse.

One of the doctors held up a small device, about the size of a coin and shaped like a volcano’s cone, hollow in the center. He pinched my wife’s nipple to make it stand up and then placed the tiny cone over the stiff nub. He pulled her nipple through the opening and pushed the funnel down to her areola. Her nipple now stood up half an inch. He suckled briefly and my wife gasped, her voice crackling through speakers on the ceiling. He moved to her other nipple and repeated the process, both fleshy nubs now protruding through the tips of the cones. Pixie looked down at what he’d done and smiled.

“They’re so sensitive,” she said, “Suck on them again. I think you can make me cum like that.”

The first doctor took a nipple in his mouth. A second doctor took the other. Pixie moaned in extract.

“Fuuuck meeeeee,” she groaned. “That’s intense.”

I was sure they’d dosed her again. I dropped into one of the theater seats. The doctors teased her for a moment while the third man, a doctor with large hands, moved to a nearby table and examined the stainless-steel instruments displayed there. His body blocked my view. When he turned, he held a long silver needle in one hand and a tiny sterling silver dumbbell in the other, made smaller by his bear-sized mitt. He unscrewed the end of the dumbbell.

“Yes,” a woman next to me hissed. “Make her feel it.”

I didn’t understand. Then I did.

The third doctor approached my wife and let her see the needle. A flash of fear crossed her face, replaced by nervous anticipation. She licked her lips and gripped the arms of the chair harder. The sucking doctors leaned away, and Big Hands pinched a nipple and lifted. He pressed the tip of the needle and Pixie gasped loudly.

“Yes!” the woman next to me rasped, slipping a hand down to masturbate.

Pixie went rigid but made no move to get away. The needle slid through her sensitive flesh like she was made of butter. The doctor withdrew the sharp metal lance and quickly pushed the bar through the hole he’d just made and screwed the ball back on the end. My wife now had a tiny dumbbell piercing through her nipple. She was breathing hard, with sweat beads on her forehead.  The doctor returned to his table and returned with another dumbbell. Pixie let her head drop back. The man repeated the process, and this time my wife’s ass came off the seat.

“Goddamn,” she growled.

The woman next to me masturbated hard. Her eyes were glued to Pixie’s abuse. The doctor visited his table yet again and turned to face my wife. On his open palm was a small ring with a ball. He used a fingertip to slide the ball around the ring Pixie lifted her head and saw her fate and slowly spread her knees at the man. His eyes naturally went to her pussy. Doctors one and two lifted her legs and spread them wide. The man knelt and kissed my wife’s clit.

My goddamn dick started to swell.

“Impossible,” I muttered.

“She’ll love it,” the woman next to me said, misunderstanding. “He’ll pierce her clitoral hood. He’ll slip that ring through and circle her clit. The ball will roll around every time she moves, crosses her legs, walks. She’ll get teased with every move she makes, every breath she takes. She’s wearing a wedding ring, so I hope her hubby is ready for lots of sex. She’s gonna be a horny little bitch when the doctors finish with her.”

I turned my attention to Pixie. The doctor was working between her legs and my wife’s face was contorted in pain. The other docs teased her newly pierced nipples. These guys were doing a number on her. The man between her legs backed away. Pixie sat up to check his handiwork and her hips jerked, caught by surprise as pleasure struck. She lifted her face to the three men, amazed at the powerful sensation. Big Hands visited his table again and returned with a curved and polished small slip of metal, shaped like a shoehorn. He attached it to her clitoral ring, resting the tip directly on her clit. He handed a remote to one of the other doctors, who pressed a button. Pixie gasped and grabbed her crotch, almost doubling over. He pressed a switch, sliding his finger up the remote, and Pixie almost fell out of the chair.

“I can control the intensity with this device,” Big Hands said. “Whoever holds it can force you to orgasm regardless of where you are or what you’re doing. Church. A funeral. Work. No matter.”

Pixie barely listened to the man. She was bracing her hands against the chair and crossing her legs. Despite the pain of her recent piercings, she was overwhelmed with pleasure.

“Make her cum,” the first doctor said, handing off the remote.

Big hands played with the switch, teasing my wife, fast vibration, slow vibration, strong, faint. He tied my girl in knots before hitting her with a random barrage and then raising the strength until she cried out and crumpled, one hand clutching her pussy and the other tweaking her newly pierced nipple.

“She’ll never be the same,” the woman next to me said. “They could condition her into a sex slave if they wished. We learn through pleasure. I’ve seen it done. She’ll fuck and suck anybody they tell her to. She’s pretty. Hopefully after this they will take her to the orgy room. I’d love a taste.”

Pixie’s cry of orgasm came over the speaker, echoing in the viewing room. My dick continued to rise, albeit much slower than usual. I was absolutely amazed it could respond at all. The doctors helped her into the chair again and then gathered their things. They left, leaving my wife to catch her breath. Show over, the viewing crowd filed out.

I moved to the glass wall and rested my forehead against the smooth surface. Pixie breathed deep; eyes closed. She looked relaxed and satisfied; one leg draped over the arm of the chair. I wondered about all the things they’d done to her in my absence. The steel cones and piercing dumbbells glimmered. The jewelry adorning her clit gleamed. I suppose the pain will hit her tomorrow when the honeyed drink wears off.

I heard a faint buzzing over the speakers. Pixie moaned and spread her legs wide. Metis entered the operating room, holding the remote, sliding the tab higher. He drifted to her side, teasing her. Her gaze locked on the man and her lips parted. She spread her legs all the way, one over each arm of the chair, showing my enemy her newly decorated cunt. He began to stroke his big soft cock. Pixie writhed on the chair, turned on watching his hand travel up and down the length of his hefty penis. My wife was insatiable.

“I know what I’m doing is wrong,” she murmured, voice crackling over the speakers. “But I want you to fuck me again.”

“I’m going to need a minute or two,” Metis chuckled. “I’ve never met a woman who wanted it so much.”

“I’ve never known sex this hot,” she replied.

That stung.

“I’m in love with your dick,” she added.

“This dick is going to put a baby in you,” he said.

A graveyard chill ran through me. Pixie pregnant with Metis’s baby? 

“Is that what you want?” she cooed.

He dialed the remote down.

“You’d be connected to me forever,” he said.

“I’d like that.”

He chuckled.

“Being connected to me, or having my baby in you?”

“Both,” my wife purred. “I love my husband but how can I go back to such a simple life?”

“Tell him the child is his,” he said. “But you and I will know the truth.”

Pixie moaned softly.

“That’s so wrong it makes me hot,” she said.

I gasped out loud. I couldn’t believe my ears. She had no idea I was on this side of the glass. I was hearing her true feelings. A perverted gremlin living in my psyche muttered something about how hot that level of humiliation would be, but my rational mind freaked out. I imagined family and friends congratulating us, unaware the baby Pixie carried was fathered by another man. Would my wife tell her closest friends the truth? How would I face them? That idea turned me on too. Why was the disgrace wrapped in arousal? In what world is this a good idea?

I would not allow it to happen, but I couldn’t deny some deviant part of me got off on the shame. My dick was rising fast. Metis leaned over and kissed Pixie’s clit. My wife shuddered. He was close enough to the chair that she reached over and curled her fingers around his thick, soft shaft. He filled her hand. She gently stroked while he played with the vibrations. In minutes, she was hot for more. This was what she wanted. Him. His long heavy cock.

“Fuck me,” she begged.

“Damn, girl,” he laughed. “I can’t yet, but I will soon. For now, I’m going to take you to the orgy room. You’ll get all the cock you can handle in there. Probably more then you want.”

She scoffed.

“I don’t believe you,” she said. “I can’t get enough.”

I was rock hard. I took my stiff dick in hand and stroked a little, just to get some relief. I carried so much sexual tension. It felt amazing.

“What are you doing?” a loud voice snapped, frightening me.

My head whipped around. Ted stood three rows up, watching me.

“I thought we were here to rescue her,” he said. “I find you watching with a hard on. Are you sure you want to get her away from him?”

“Yes.”

“Then act like it. He is your nemesis. He will steal her forever. I know you heard him say he wants to put a baby in her.”

“I did.”

“Then galvanize, man. Did you hear where he is taking her?”

“Yes. The orgy room.”

Ted shook his head.

“Not good. They will flood every hole she has. They will treat her like a meat bag. We can’t get there from here. We must go all the way around. Why didn’t you bang on the glass and try to stop him?”

“I was too busy watching her. Also, I figured if they installed speakers for this room, then we would be unable to hear each other without them. That glass is three inches thick.”

He was annoyed with me. I wondered what he’d been doing since we separated. He looked tired.

“Lead the way,” I said. “Where’s the orgy room?”

He turned for the door, then quickly turned back.

“You’re going to need to make a decision,” he said. “Take a stand. I’m too old to fight but we might be headed into that. If necessary, will you throw a punch? Metis might need to be taken down a peg or two. Are you prepared to fight?”

I nodded.

“Yes,” I said, and hoped my voice sounded convincing.


Chapter 8

The orgy room was obscene, even by Club Hades standards. The floor was padded and spongy, covered in easy to clean latex. Ted took us there as quickly as he could but even so, enough time had passed that Pixie had vanished under the wall-to-wall bodies. Male and female alike, it didn’t matter. Stiff cocks slipped and slid, seeking any hole they could find. Men penetrated each other as often as they penetrated women. The women sucked and licked anything that came close, male or female. Any woman that stayed in one spot too long found a hard cock thrusting in every hole. Bodies slithered and writhed, oiled snakes, a sea of decadent flesh. Ted’s penis rose at the sight. So did mine.

“Stay strong,” he said. “We are not here to indulge. Find your wife and let’s get out of here.”

“Sounds good.”

I was constantly distracted. I tried to look for Pixie, I swear I did, but there was so much to see! Thick stiff and veiny cocks filled every hole. The sounds of feminine pleasure floated all around me. Women orgasmed left, right, and center. Nipples got sucked, balls got licked, assholes got filled. It was a kind of insanity. My dick throbbed with need. Ted and I prowled the edges of this huge room but eventually needed to explore deeper. I almost stumbled over a well-oiled leg, dropping to one knee briefly, but that was long enough for a gorgeous brunette to fasten her vacuuming mouth over the head of my dick. I moaned as she quickly slid her lips down around me, deep throating every inch I had. I froze, blasted by the wave of pleasure.

Hands came up to grab me. I got pulled to the floor like I was being dragged down into Hell. A pretty blonde kissed my lips as I felt a second and third mouth fasten onto my cock. I groaned. A finger slid up my ass, teasing my prostate. I had a thought, quickly fading, that I hoped Ted did not catch me. After that I was overwhelmed by lips and tongues and hands. My balls were rolled around inside their bag like marbles. I had no sperm left in me, but my cock was on edge. Every touch felt far better, intense to my jangled nerves.

A man rolled away, and I saw my wife over piles of bodies. Pixie straddled Metis, riding him, his hefty spear buried deep. His huge balls were aimed right at me. She stroked a cock in each hand as she rode the man. Another man rose to his knees to feed her his dick. Her expression was pure bliss. This was the new Pixie: unfettered, carefree, voracious.

A strong vacuum tugged on my cock, pulling on the few droplets I’d managed to produce in the last hours, dragging what little sperm I had out of me. I groaned as muscles clamped down and my balls clenched. An orgasm grew.

Metis laughed with delight beneath her. He loved how he’d led her astray. He’d toppled my queen from her throne, corrupting her, and that delighted him. Bastard. I watched her tight hole glide up and down his length, milking him. The sight inched me closer to climax. How many hands and mouths worked on me? The sensations were intense. Watching my wife in action amplified everything. The man fucking Pixie’s mouth unloaded, holding her head with both hands and blasting his hot seed straight down her throat. My wife was a greedy, starving slut, sucking out of him everything he had. His cock left her mouth with a pop.

“Let’s get out of here,” Metis said. “Let’s go to Paris.”

“Paris?” Pixie exclaimed. “You’re taking me to Paris?”

She pulled her tight pussy up his length, causing the fat cock to flop to his belly. She helped him stand. I tried to gather myself, but that honeyed drink worked on me as well as everyone else. My dick throbbed to all the attention it received. I tried to free myself but couldn’t. Sensations built. Too many mouths, too many tongues.

Muscles tightened and then exploded, my frayed nerves firing. My orgasm hit just as Pixie and Metis kissed.

“I’ve always wanted to go!” Pixie gushed.

My brain was dazzled, my eyes unfocused as my vision swam. Muscles clenched again and again. Dizziness assaulted me and I briefly swooned. When I opened my eyes, Metis and Pixie stood by the exit, his big erection waving proudly. I tried to get to my feet, shoving bodies away. Hands kept me down. Some woman grabbed my head and forced my face into her pussy. Other hands helped her pin me. She rubbed her slit against my mouth. I tried to yell, ordering them to back off so I could rescue my wife. All I did was allow the woman’s pussy into my mouth. She pressed firmly. Someone started sucking my limp penis again. A finger slipped up my asshole. I fought back but I was weakened by this crazy night. By the time I extricated myself from the writhing knot of naked people, Pixie and Metis were gone. I spied Ted across the room, hunting carefully each tangle of bodies he encountered. Hands reached for his large hanging cock, but he always managed to sidestep in time. I made my way towards him.

“Their gone!” I croaked.

“Where?”

“I heard him say he’s taking her to Paris.”

Ted’s face turned serious.

“Why didn’t you stop him?”

“I tried,” I said. “They were too far away. I couldn’t get across the room with all these people underfoot. Not without crushing a few.”

“This is bad,” he said. “He’s trafficking her. From Paris he’ll go to Dubai and then on to Eritrea. He owns a villa in Asmara. She’ll be sold to some rich Arab fucker. Metis is done with her. He got what he wants, now he wants to get paid.”

I looked at Ted with disgust.

“Modern slavery?”

“Yes. There are more slaves alive in this moment than there has ever been.”

“How can you associate with these people?” I asked. “They’re evil.”

“Alice and I do not associate with them. We dumped Metis as soon as we learned. I’m here with you trying to right a wrong. Do you want my help or not?”

“Of course I do.”

“Then let’s move. I know which hanger he uses at the airport. We can try to catch him there.”

Easier said than done. We lost precious time just trying to leave this room. The people here were sex-zombies, coming at us from every angle. Ted’s big cock was much in demand and like celebrities, we had to fight through the crowd. We were slowed at every turn. The bouncer took his time retrieving Ted’s clothes. Mine were lost to the torture room so Ted shared his with me, boxers and an undershirt.

Everything seemed to conspire against us until it dawned on me all this was by design. Metis had arranged for these delays, paying people off so he could escape with his prize. The bastard.

By the time we got to the airport and Ted got us through the guard gate, Metis, and my beloved wife, were gone. I freaked, shouting at the guard, pacing, throwing things. Ted calmed me, eventually, explaining he had friends at the airfield in Paris.

“I’ll have her kidnapped from her kidnapper and brought back here,” he said. “Might take a few days, provided nothing goes wrong, but this might be easier than flying to Paris ourselves. I’ll call ahead and have people waiting.”

“Do it,” I said. “Please.”

I hung my head. If not for Ted, my wife would be lost to me. A husband’s first job is to protect his wife, and I’d failed at that. Utterly. I felt hollow. I did not blame Pixie for going off with him. The blame was mine. Every step of the way, going back to the discovery of Ted’s replica penis, had been orchestrated and approved by me. The fault was mine, alone.


Chapter 9

I returned to an empty house. The sun was up and for everyone else in the neighborhood, it was just another day. For me it was the lowest point of my life. I’d lost my wife. I’d allowed another man to steal her. Failure weighed on me like a ten-ton block of ice. I went to bed weary. I fought back tears as I slid under the covers. This was our bed, mine and Pixie’s. I should not be in it alone, but I was. Sadness overwhelmed me. I was exhausted, and perhaps a lot of my grief could be attributed to that, but I was alone. I’d been robbed of the one thing most precious to me.

I awoke after a brief and fitful sleep, anxious for word regarding Pixie. I called Ted but he’d received no update yet. I went to work, distracted, fearful, stomach in knots. I barely spoke. I barely even noticed people around me. Deep in my heart I recognized what tortured me the most.

Pixie, pregnant.

Maybe Ted was wrong. Maybe Metis had no plans to sell my wife. Maybe, and I played his words over and over in my head, hearing the seriousness of his tone and meaning, maybe Metis took Pixie back to his villa because he wanted to set up a home with her there. That possibility felt right in my head, but was I simply comforting myself in the face of horror?

How strong was my connection with Pixie? When the drugs left her system and her mind fully returned, would she race home to me? Would she choose a new life with Metis and the big cock she said she loved? I paced my office wrestling with questions I couldn’t answer, so I left work early. I was useless anyway.

Home only made things worse. Everywhere I went I saw reminders of our lives together. We’d built that life over years, but it was a life of comfort. We ran our marriage more like business partners. We had love but we lacked a hot burning passion, and that left us both, but especially Pixie, vulnerable. Metis had lured her away by tapping into a hunger she didn’t know she had. Same thing happened to me. We thought we had it all until someone showed us how little we had. How could I expect her to come back to that? I couldn’t. I had no idea what path our future held, but I knew hot nasty sex would be a part of it. Probably not Ted and certainly not Metis, but some hung stud walking around right now would find his way into our new lives.

If I got her back.

It was hard not to despair. I was helpless, relying on others to get the job done. I lacked the skills. Ted with his connections and other men on the other side of the world to do the right thing. All I could do was wander around our home and miss her. Our whole life was at risk. The very house I prowled could be lost.

In our bedroom I dropped onto the bed. I pulled a pillow over and inadvertently uncovered the replica dildo of Ted’s big cock. This thing had started our downward spiral. No, this thing and Pixie’s reaction to it was our undoing. One thing led to another, but it was Ted’s thick cock that started our fall.

I held it up to get a good look. The beast was a work of art. They’d paid a fortune to have this replica hand-crafted. The realism was perfect. I recalled memories of my wife losing her mind from the feel of this inside her.

My penis twitched.

How could I be horny at a time like this? Perhaps it was merely a desperate need for relief. I undressed and laid on our bed, propping Ted’s fake cock where I could see it. I began to stroke while staring at it, not because the sight of a big dick got me off, but rather the recollections of my wife’s lusty moans and groans. She got so wet for this thing. Later, when fate stepped in and she fucked and sucked the real thing, she absolutely lost her mind.

Despite the crazy night I had, I got hard fast. Perhaps there was residual honey drink coursing through me. My dick felt hot and my balls tight. I stared at that big cock and remembered men sucking Pixie’s tits, eating her pussy, burying big cocks in her and the cries of pleasure they caused. I loved seeing her insatiable, but I realized that gave men a handle on her. If they can make her feel that good, then perhaps they can take her from me. If I got her back and we added outside lovers, I would need to come to terms with that concern. I knew we would never go back to our old way of life, but the new way forward needed some guidelines.

My dick turned soft.

Perhaps the fear, like the uncertainty, the jealousy, and even the dash of humiliation, were also things that turned me on. Maybe I should simply let her run wild. Let her fuck and suck how she wished.

My dick began to harden again.

Crazy. What was I signing up for? Of course, all this was contingent on getting her back. I may have already lost her forever.

My phone rang. I ran to get it, hard dick wagging like a dog’s tail.

“Hello?”

“Do you own a gun?” Ted asked.

“What? No.”

“You can use one of mine. I’ll be right over.”

“Why do I need a gun?”

There was a moment of silence.

“My guys met them at the Paris airfield. Pixie was no longer high. She admitted she wished to return to her loving husband, but Metis would not let her go. There was a fight. They escaped with her, but Metis pursues. My men are bringing her home to you, but you should expect him to show up. A gun would give you more leverage.”

“I’ll take it, although I am unfamiliar with them.”

“No worries. I’ll give you a crash course and stay with you until he’s gone.”

We ended the call, and I got dressed. My heart soared. Pixie had chosen me. ME. My wife chose our marriage. I was elated. Ted let himself in and found me in the kitchen. He handed me a black pistol.

“That’s a Baretta M-nine-A-four. One in the chamber plus eighteen in the magazine gives you nineteen shots. I doubt you’ll need even one. Metis avoids violence, preferring influence and intimidation. He’ll try to talk Pixie out of coming home but if her mind’s made up, he’ll quit. He’s got no stomach for a real fight.”

I hefted the weight of the weapon. It felt good in my hand. 

I waited, pacing, looking out of our front window for the taxi to arrive. The sun was down so every set of passing headlights made my heart race. She was coming straight from the airport, unaware he was in pursuit. I wanted to keep that information from her, worried she’d change her mind. I hoped if she saw me her heart would push her into my arms. Ted sat patiently on our couch.

“We never should have invited you into this life,” he said. “Too much, too fast. Alice and I took years to arrive at the point where we were comfortable going to sex clubs. You and poor Pixie got slammed. We hit you with a lifestyle most couples take years to reach, with offramps at every stage for those you do not wish to go on. We dropped you into the deep end of the pool, expecting you to know how to swim. That was wrong. Neither of you were ready.”

“I got strapped into a machine that sucked me dry for hours,” I said. “I got my ass fucked and my prostate vibrated until I couldn’t stand.”

“I’m so sorry.”

I let it go. My memories of that torture always gave me a rush. It was awful, but it had been incredibly pleasurable too. Mostly, looking back, I liked it. I stopped to stare out the window. Headlights. I held my breath. They pulled into the driveway. The security light came on and I saw Pixie leave the taxi in a rush, running across the lawn towards the front door.

Metis came out of the shadows. He'd gotten here first and waited. He stepped in front of her and my wife froze, gazing into his eyes. I ran outside, slipping the gun into my waistband. He grabbed her by the shoulders, speaking words I could not hear. She looked torn, confused, unsure.

Then her eyes landed on me. She smiled. Her smile spread and she tugged herself away from his grip. She ran across the lawn and like we lived in a goddamn movie, she threw herself into my arms. We kissed and let me tell you that it was the best kiss of our entire marriage. The Earth tilted. Earthquakes rumbled. She hugged me fiercely, squeezing.

“I’m sorry,” she gushed. “I’m so sorry.”

“Me too,” I croaked.

Metis took a step towards us, unwilling to simply let her go. I pulled the gun out of my waistband and aimed it directly at his ugly face. I let her go and stepped into him.

“She’s made her choice, fucker,” I rasped. “Get the fuck out of here.”

He didn’t like it. He hated it. But he backed away. A gun in your face will do that. Pixie saw me holding a gun on him. Her eyes grew big. Ted stepped out of the house for moral support. Metis backed farther away. I felt her hand on my shoulder, but I kept my sights on him.

“Good God,” my wife breathed. “That’s the sexiest thing I’ve ever seen.”

I turned to her. She had more lust in her eyes for me than I’d ever seen before. I guess seeing your man fight for you can be exciting.


Chapter 10

If you’re thinking things went back to normal, you’re wrong. But normal is boring anyway, right?

Pixie kept all her piercings. I got control of the remote. I used on her in the grocery store, at the movies, while she was at work. I drove her crazy with the thing. For me, I loved her piercings. They gave her a bad-girl edge. I catch sight of her around the house, fresh out of the shower or changing clothes, and a rush of adrenaline would set my dick to rising.

We suffered through an unbearable week of worrying Pixie was pregnant, but, God, despite that, we fucked like animals several times a day. I could make her cum by describing the moment I drew a gun on Metis to fight for my woman.

Once we learned she was not with child, we breathed easier, and the sex became intimate and tender. That lasted several more weeks, but the day finally arrived when I saw the fear and worry appear behind her eyes. She worried she’d made the wrong choice. She feared normal boring sex would no longer work for her and wondered what that meant for her marriage. Could I change? Would we be able to add some spice to our lives?

Weeks later I entered our bedroom, surprising her, and she hastily put her phone down. I decided it was best to take this head-on.

“Who was that?” I asked, gesturing towards the hand that hid the phone.

“No one.”

“No secrets. Show me.”

She sighed and lifted the device. A text message from Metis with a video attached. I hit play. At some point the man had recorded my wife lavishing adoration all over his big, hard cock, and now he’d sent her the video. She ran her tongue up and down his veiny length while gazing into the camera. She sucked on the head and played with his balls, coaxing the big load they carried. I read the message.

I miss you and my cock does too. Want to have an affair?

I read it again.

“You know he’d try to kidnap you again, right?”

“I figured. That’s why I never replied.”

“Never? What do you mean. Didn’t he just send this?”

She shook her head.

“A few days ago,” she said.

“You’ve been watching it over and over.”

“I have.”

“Is it the man you want or is it his big dick?”

“The man has an element of danger, which makes him exciting. I won’t deny that. But big cocks capture me, Baby. I’m sorry. They’re just so alluring. They reek of hot sex and broken rules. I can’t resist.”

I was relieved her attraction was not to the man.

Soon after we were at the dual sinks in the master bathroom, brushing our teeth before bed. Pixie spat paste.

“You’ve watched my transformation into a sex addict,” she said. “How does that make you feel? Are you ever worried we’ve made a mistake?”

I spat too.

“Yes. But then I think back on the things I saw you do. I remember how searing hot you looked and the way that affected me. I’m addicted too, just like you. I do worry and I admit I monitor things between us constantly, but it’s worth the risk.”

“Do you have any idea why it turns you on so much? I’m the one getting all the action, so to speak. You just observe. I’d think you’d want so of your own.”

“I don’t know why. Men are natural voyeurs. Maybe I was born with a stronger version of that trait. All I know is watching you turns me on like nothing else. Especially if the man is big. I can see how much that gets to you.”

She rinsed and spat again.

“I do like them big,” she admitted.

I stared at her. She wore fuzzy pajamas and her hair up. Nothing sexy at all. Yet, she was the picture of feminine sexiness.

“Change clothes,” I told her. “We’re going to Hades.”

Her jaw dropped.

“How will we get in?” she asked.

I moved to the nightstand and withdrew Ted’s keycard. I held it up for her to see. Her eyes grew big.

“How did you get that?” she asked.

“Ted offered. He has wisdom. I didn’t understand why at the time but now I do. He knew there was a chance we’d find ourselves craving something wild. He and Alice traveled this path long before us. I think he knew we’d eventually need it. Looks like he was right.”

“I can’t believe you’re willing to go back to that place,” she said. “Are we inviting Ted and Alice or are we flying solo, like it’s part of our world now, independent of them?”

“Solo.”

She jumped up and kissed me.

“Are you sure, Honey? What if something happens?”

“I expect something will.”

She studied my face then jumped up excitedly to change her clothes. She understood we would keep the extracurricular cocks on the menu and that made her happy. She was ready in thirty minutes, a record. She wore a wild outfit of lace and mesh, short skirt and leather boots. Vampy and a little slutty. I went in some boring jeans and a polo shirt. None of it mattered. Hades demands you walk around nude. But dressing sexy beforehand turned her on.

“I’m already wet,” she giggled. “Jesus. What’s happened to me?”

Enough time had passed I doubted any of those muscular bouncers remembered me. They must deal with far more than a goofy husband on a nightly basis. I wasn’t worried. The drive to the club was quiet, each of us lost in thought.

“I hope he’s not there tonight,” I said, eventually.

“He’s not. He’s in Dubai.”

“You communicate with him?”

She looked out the passenger window.

“No. He sends texts that I don’t answer.”

I parked in the lot, and we made our way inside. I hated to say goodbye to her sexy clothing but Pixie naked was a spectacular treat. We drank our honeyed drink and held hands.

“The lower levels are too intense,” she said. “I’m happy to stay up here.”

“Me too.”

We wandered, taking in all the decadent sights. I got more turned on watching others ogle Pixie than I did by anything else I saw. I loved the way men looked at her. Thanks to the honeyed drink, I saw numerous men rise in erection simply from viewing my wife. The impact on Pixie was greater than the impact on me. She quickly became drenched from all the hard-ons she caused.

“Maybe you should just take me home and fuck me,” she murmured.

I squeezed her hand.

“If I’m honest,” I whispered. “We’re here tonight to find you a nice long fat cock. I’d love to see you fucked.”

“Is that right?”

“It is. There’s a special kind of sexy you display when a well-hung stud is taking you. I want to see that.”

She held me close as we continued our tour. There was so much to see. We stopped after a while, overheated. Pixie dropped her head into my lap to suck my dick. I grew hard rapidly. She was far better at it than she used to be, and I knew why. The fact she’d had so many cocks in her mouth recently only turned me on more. I rested my hand on her head and watched her hair rise and fall. I looked around to see who witnessed me getting this amazing blowjob and my heart froze.

Metis.

He fucked a redhead from behind. I couldn’t get a clear look at his face, but I recognized his body and his cock. He wasn’t in Dubai, he was here. He’d lied. Big surprise. Fucker.

What do I do? Run? Grab Pixie and get out? Should I even tell her? I glanced around, spying on the nearly invisible but ubiquitous bouncers standing in the shadows. If I made too much trouble, they’d kick me out, or worse. My erection began to fade. Pixie looked up, confused.

“Metis,” I said. “He’s here.”

She sat up. I described where he was busy fucking, and she casually looked that way. She watched for a moment, a little envious maybe, and then looked away.

“Liar,” she said. “He’s such a liar.”

“Ted says he had plans to sell you.”

“What? What kind of plans?”

“White slavery. It’s true. First to Paris, then Dubai, then Asmara, to his mansion. You’d stay until he got bored with you, which he invariably does, and then he sells you to some Arabian prince and moves on to the next girl he wants.”

“Are you serious?”

“Ted knows him. Ted says that’s the pattern. He and Alice dropped Metis for that reason, along with others. Metis is bad news. Ted spent a fortune sending his men to save you.”

“I had no idea it was all that. Ted’s men pulled me aside and asked if I wanted to stay or go home. I told them I missed my husband, and I wanted to go home. That’s all they needed to hear.”

“He’s back, hunting the next unfortunate girl.”

We watched him fuck for a minute.

“We need to punish him,” she said. “I’m angry now. What a bastard.”

I thought for a moment.

“I have an idea,” I said. “But it means we’d need to leave this place already.”

“Let’s hear it.”

“I sneak by one of the bouncers and grab one of the black hoods they all carry. They have several hanging out of their back pockets. You lure Metis to a room I know about, and we strap him into the same machine they strapped me into. No one will know he’s there. With his face hidden under a hood and a ball gag in his mouth, anyone that enters the room for other reasons will assume someone else is responsible for him. That machine will almost kill him. He’ll cum so much he’ll scream and lose his mind.”

“Is that what happened to you?”

“Yes. I’ll tell you all about it someday.”

“I like this plan. Show me where the room is, and I’ll get him there. Together, we can force him into your machine. He’s old and flabby. We can overpower him.”

We kissed and I got started. Plucking a black hood from a back pocket proved easier than I thought. A few had fallen to the ground behind one of the bouncers, and I simply picked a few up. Pixie and I started walking. I got lost once but eventually found my way back to the torture room.

“On the other side of this door is where they bring unruly patrons to punish them,” I told her. “They take clients who insist on acting out and refuse to behave. After your first warning you’re brought here. There is a door at the top of some stairs that eventually lead outside. They release you and expect you to leave and not come back. I managed to trick them and sneak into the club to continue my search for you.”

“You went through hell trying to save me. I had no idea.”

“I did. Wait here. I’ll go inside and grab a few things so we’re ready. Listen for my knock.”

I slipped inside. No one was being tortured at the moment, but the night was young. I grabbed a ball gag and cuffs and pre-lubed the butt plug and vacuum tube, so they were ready to use. I tapped on the door and my heart skipped a beat when there was a slight delay before she opened it. Then Pixie released me.

“Let’s hurry,” I said. “Everything is good to go. I’ll hide here. Go let Metis catch a glimpse of you and then hurry back.”

“What if he doesn’t follow?”

“He’ll follow, trust me. You’re a prize he hates losing. He’ll think you came here alone looking for him because you miss his big cock.”

“I kind of do.”

“Hush. We’ll find you another. A better one. Not Ted.”

We kissed and off she went. I nervously chewed my lips. Minutes felt like hours until my wife slowed and leaned against the wall near the punishment door. She put her hands behind her back. Metis was close behind.

“What are you doing here?” he asked, striding down the passage. “Did you come looking for me?”

He ran his eyes over her piercings, assuming she’d kept them for him. She grabbed his fat cock and tugged.

“Yes,” she said. “Come in here and fuck me. Don’t tell my husband.”

She opened the door and tugged him in. That wasn’t part of our plan, but it worked perfectly. I came from behind and added my weight, shoving him into the room. He opened his mouth to yell, and I slapped the ball gag in there, snapping the elastic strap and dropping the black bag over his head. I shoved him again and closed us all inside. He reached for Pixie, and I slapped the cuffs around one wrist, spinning him. Disoriented, he was easy to guide.

I cuffed his other wrist and maneuvered him into the metal framework that had so recently held me. I clacked the ankle restraints and Pixie lifted his big dick and slid the vacuum tube around his shaft. The suction pulled it on. I hurried with the remaining straps. Pixie eased the plug up his ass. He grunted. Pixie watched in amazement as the tube automatically began to milk him. He squealed, finally realizing his fate. Pixie reached under and pressed a button on the plug. A muffled vibration filled the room. He squealed again.

“The tube is relentless,” I said. “It’s programed to tease and suck and coax a load from a man. It never stops. He’ll cum and it will keep sucking. The pleasure will turn to pain, but it will eventually turn back into pleasure again before he cums a second time. The tube will continue like that, pleasure and pain, until someone finally removes it, which may not be for a long, long time.”

“Nnngh!” Metis protested.

“You spent time in this piece of equipment?” she asked.

“I spent hours in it. Now he will too.”

“Fair,” she said.

“I was locked into this thing for so long I eventually passed out. He’ll be in it even longer. It’s a well-behaved crowd tonight. They may not find him until morning, maybe not even then.”

He was trapped but his ears worked fine, and he’d heard everything we said. Metis threw himself against the framework, but his restraints did not budge. I checked the straps anyway. He was going nowhere.

“So now we leave?” Pixie asked, pointing up the stairs. “Back to the first room where we removed our clothing?”

“That was the plan. We grab our clothes, get dressed, and drive away.”

She had a devilish look in her eyes.

“What if we go back into the club?” she asked. “I blocked the door back in. What if we leave him here but jam the lock so no one can get in? What if we go back into the club and you make good on your offer to find me a long fat cock? Do you have any idea how hard I will cum knowing Metis is down here with us having his soul sucked out? He was going to sell me into slavery? Fuck this guy. I want to orgasm thinking about his torture.”

I laughed awkwardly.

“You’ve changed,” I said.

“I’m a new woman. I no longer place limits on myself. Let’s find me a cock.”

My penis began to rise.

“I see you like that idea as much as me,” she said.

End.
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