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Chapter 1

Ted walked Pixie and me through the huge house, pointing out all the creature comforts he and Alice had installed. Daisy and Luna, their two old dogs, waddled along, staying close. I'm a dog person and the dogs instinctively knew that. They always stayed close when I came to visit.

“That's a ton of upgrades, Ted,” Pixie said. “Jacuzzi, sauna, tanning bed, huge walk-in shower with room for six, giant kitchen, expanded living room. You and Alice must have spent a fortune on this place.”

“Over the years, yes,” he admitted. “But we are old and tired, and our bodies ache all the time now, so a sauna and a hot tub are essential. A life of hedonistic debauchery has taken a toll, I'm afraid.”

“Alice's walk-in closet is bigger than my bathroom,” Pixie added.

Ted chuckled.

“We had to expand the original. We needed extra space for her shoes. That woman loves to play dress up.”

“Where is she?” my wife asked.

“Shopping. Buying last minute items for our trip.”

“A month in Greece.”

“More or less. We have a friend who owns one of the Saronic Islands. We will stay with him on and off as we bounce around the Aegean and the Mediterranean seas. We will most likely spend some time in Athens too. Whatever strikes our fancy.”

“I wish we had your kind of money,” I said.

“You need to give it time, young man. You're on the right path. We've talked about this. By the time you and Pixie are the same age as me and Alice, you'll have the same kind of wealth we do. You’ll have all the aches and pains too.”

He continued the tour. We've spent many hours at their place over the years, barbecuing, watching movies, celebrating birthdays, but this time he was showing us what all the buttons and dials meant. The house was high tech. Everything was automated. He programmed the computer with our voices and showed us how everything worked. He gave us the passwords. His security system was state-of-the-art.

There were objects of art all around the house, everything tasteful and exquisite. We had agreed to babysit their two dogs, and I was happy to do it. I love spending time with Daisy and Luna, and they are just as happy to see me. Dogs know who loves them. Daisy was more insecure of the two and she seemed to understand that Ted and Alice would be leaving. She stuck to my side like glue. Ted asked if we could spend at least a few nights a week at their place and Pixie chimed in quickly with more like every night. She had a point. The bed in the master bedroom was massive.

At last, we returned to our starting point. I made a few notes in my phone and sent myself a text and then Pixie and I hugged Ted and went home. He and Alice would leave early tomorrow morning. I will arrive less than an hour later to feed the dogs.

“I knew their place was nice,” Pixie said as we crossed the lawn. “But I had no idea it was that nice. They have spent a fortune upgrading that place.”

“I think it doubles as an office for one or both of them. I often see people over there. They invite us to most of their social events, but not all. They move in a variety of circles.”


Chapter 2

I spoiled the dogs. Of course I did. They were sweet and loving and clingy and needy, and I sat on the huge couch and brought them onto my lap with me and petted them until they fell asleep and dreamed of chasing rabbits. I gave them doggy treats and walked them all over our lovely neighborhood including down to the beach. All of this produced even greater clinginess, which I didn't mind. Pixie warned me that I was spoiling them, but I didn't care. They loved it and so did I.

While I smothered the girls with affection, Pixie did another tour of the house by herself. I knew she was forming ideas for our home, new ways for us to spend money. Her eyes were big and filled with dreams as she wandered the place. We stayed with the girls all day, lunch and dinner, and got ready for bed, eager to spend our first night. Daisy and Luna got into bed before us but were well behaved, curling up at the foot.

They weren't there for very long. Pixie was in a mood. I think being around all that money or maybe it was how sweet and kind I was to those anxious dogs, but as soon as the lights were off and we rolled over to kiss each other goodnight, she made the kiss a lingering one, and I knew it was on.

We made out for a long time and then I slowly teased my fingers up her bare leg. I paused near her pussy before delicately caressing her arms and stomach. My thumb traced the curve of her breast, and she inhaled sharply. Pixie loves to suck my dick and will spend all night down there if I let her, so when she made the move to duck her head under the covers, I stopped her, kissing a slow and random trail down her body instead. Within minutes I had her squirming. By the time I finally kissed her sweet pussy lips, she was soaked.

One would think, given her predilection for oral cock worship, that Pixie was a highly sexual person. She is not. I have a theory that sucking dick for her is a way to seem highly involved, but really, it's almost a kind of detachment. She enjoys my gasps and moans and gets pleasure from my pleasure, but I've never seen her truly passionate. It's all right. I'm not that passionate either. We both have so much going on in our lives with our careers and other pursuits that we don't have time for much else.

If you want to give Pixie an orgasm, you must use your mouth. I added my fingers to the work my tongue was doing and soon had her moaning softly. When she was ready, I focused my attention on her clitoris and quickly brought her to a nice orgasm. I tried to keep going but she wouldn't have it.

“Your turn,” she chuckled.

She tried to roll me onto my back, but my elbow swung wide and caught her phone on the nightstand, which knocked it to the floor.

“Sorry, Baby,” I said. “Let me grab that so we don’t step on it later.”

“I'll get it. I'm already halfway there.”

She slipped out of bed and turned on the lamp. The light shined through her thin teddy, revealing the outline of her sexy body. She looped her hair behind her ears and dropped to her knees, vanishing from sight.

“It bounced under the bed,” she said.

I heard her fingernails drag the carpet as she tried to reach her phone.

“Hello,” she mumbled. “What have we here?”

She stood. In her hands was a black shoebox. No lid. She gazed at the contents and then tipped the opening towards me so I could see too. A large and extremely realistic dildo rested atop some black leather straps.

“You found Alice's toy,” I chuckled. “It looks expensive.”

“It looks big.”

“Maybe Alice knows something you don't?” I teased. “What are the black straps for? Take it out. Let's take a look.”

She hesitated.

“Are we invading their privacy?”

“A little,” I admitted. “But they invited us into their home and provided no warnings about things under the bed. They had to expect something might happen. Dang, that is big.”

The item, perfect in every detail, was a hand-sculpted masterpiece.

“It looks so real,” Pixie said. She curled her delicate fingers around the middle and lifted it from the box. “It's heavy too.” She hefted the thing like she was trying to guess the weight of a cantaloupe. “Alice is so petite. I'm surprised she prefers something like this.”

“Maybe we have it all wrong. Maybe she uses it on Ted.”

She snorted a laugh.

“No butt could handle a thing like this. This dick would destroy any ass.”

“I don't know,” I said. “I've seen anal porn with a cock like this. Bigger, even. This one is not as long as some of those porn guys I've seen. Thicker, maybe.”

Pixie didn’t believe me.

“No way,” she said. “This thing does not represent actual men. It represents a fantasy, something larger than life.”

“I'm telling you it's true. I've seen men even bigger than this thing.”

“What are you doing looking at porn?”

I shrugged, starting to feel embarrassed.

“Sometimes I'm too tired to jack off but I need to.”

“So you look at porn?”

“If I'm exhausted or stressed out, I have to look at something. I can't get there unless I look at something. That's just how it works for me. Like my eyes are connected to my brain which is connected to my penis. If I can't sleep, but I need to, I have to look at something.”

She looked at me funny.

“Men are so strange,” she said.


Chapter 3

We studied the replica for several silent minutes. I withdrew the straps from the box, spreading them on the bed. I checked the base of the penis.

“I think you can attach it to these straps,” I said. “You can use it by hand, or you can wear it.”

“Wear it? What do you mean?”

I slid out of bed and took the replica from her. I attached the straps to the dick and then stepped into them. They fit snugly around my hips and crotch. I pulled the loose ends and tightened all the slack. That large stiff cock settled into place directly above my soft one. It looked perfectly real. In the dim light of the bedroom, I was suddenly a world class porn star.

“Wow,” Pixie said. “I can't tell that isn't you. I mean, it looks like you have a really big dick.”

I walked to the bathroom, wishing to see for myself. The weight of the thing made it sway, and I had to shorten my steps. I left the light off, enjoying the fantasy and the mystery. I turned my hips, examining myself from every angle.

“Can you imagine?” I muttered.

“Too big,” she said. “We would have had our first few dates and then when we went to have sex, I would have encountered that beast and probably stopped returning your calls.”

I laughed.

“Yeah. You are pretty small down there. This size might hurt you.” I tilted my hips in the mirror. An idea formed in my head. “You want to try it? Right now? See how it feels?”

She looked shocked.

“What do you mean?”

“I mean I already have it on and we were right in the middle of having sex anyway. I'll thoroughly wash it first and use the lubricant I saw in the box. You can see what it feels like.”

“That belongs to Ted and Alice.”

“I'll wash it again afterwards. They'll never know. Aren't you even a little bit curious? I'm wondering if you actually would have broken up with me. Try it. Maybe you’ll like it.”

She was thinking about it.

“I don't know,” she said. “It feels wrong. It feels like we're disrespecting Ted and Alice. Like we are violating their trust.”

“They will never know.”

I stepped up to the sink and ran the hot water. I squirted some soap on my palm and began to stroke. I used both hands, running up and down the length of the thing, building a healthy lather.

“That's kind of hot,” Pixie said. “Men look sexy when they masturbate.”

I lifted my hips over the sink and rinsed the suds away. I left the bathroom. Pixie had crawled onto the bed again and now watched me with apprehension in her eyes. I found the lube and squeezed a little along the top of the shaft. I spread that around with both hands too.

I admit the act was exciting. It was so easy to imagine this was really me. From the flared head to the raised veins, everything about this was perfectly exact. I crawled onto the bed. Pixie looked nervous but excited. I moved over her, rolling her slowly onto her back as we kissed. My hips were still a distance away when she jumped and gasped and I realized I had already made contact. She circled my neck with her arms and raised her legs, bending them at the knees.

“Go slow,” she murmured.

“I can't feel anything. You need to guide me in.”

She slipped her hand down and stuck out the tip of her tongue as she concentrated. Then her eyes grew big.

“Oh,” she said. “Wow. Okay. Nice and easy, Big Boy.”

I took that to mean it was time to flex my hips, so I did. I felt the narrow tunnel of her vagina giving way before me. I felt her tight passage expanding around my invasion. I penetrated slowly and the air left her lungs in a long exhale. Her eyes grew bigger, and then bigger still. Her lips moved like she was trying to speak but no words came out.

“Everything okay?” I asked.

“Shh,” she murmured. “Don't talk. Keep going.”

I watched her closely. Her eyes closed as I sank deeper. Her hands floated up to my shoulders. Her legs began to squeeze my body. I continued my slow thrust, filling my wife. I paused, thinking she probably needed me to, and she smacked my shoulder.

“Go,” she whispered. “Don't— don't stop. Go slow.”

I rose to my elbows and then straightened my arms, looking down on her as I fed her tight pussy more dick. Her nipples stiffened right before my eyes.

“God,” she moaned, head tilting backwards into the pillows. “Oh, God.”

I couldn't tell how much she already had in her, but I felt my hips encounter resistance. I stopped, believing I was now pressed against her cervix. She drew a deep breath and then squeezed her eyes shut and gave me a little nod.

“More,” she groaned. “A little more.”

I clenched my ass and carefully pushed the replica even deeper. She groaned again. I pushed deeper, pressing firmly against the deep interior barrier.

“—ucking— incredible,” she gasped.

Her fingernails were starting to dig into my skin. I pulled back just a little and slowly pushed in again.

“Ooooooh, God,” she groaned. “Yeah. Fuuuuck.”

I pulled back and slowly pushed in again. She was slick, gushing wetness. This time her groan was more like a whimper. I started a rhythm; slow, out for half an inch and then in again. Her hips began to undulate, moving in time with me. Her mouth opened. I leaned down and sucked a stiff nipple and then pressed deeper and firmer than before.

“Jesus fucking Christ,” she groaned. “I can't begin to tell you how good that feels.”

I pumped a little faster. Her body tensed and she sucked a sharp intake of breath again. The sensations must have been tremendous. I suckled her breast and worked my hips and marveled at how the intensity grew.

“OH GOD!” she suddenly cried out.

Her body locked down, rigid, every muscle clenched as an earth-shattering orgasm tore through her. I was dumbfounded, too stupefied to do anything except keep that big cock moving. She cried out again and then whimpered repeatedly as spikes of pleasure assailed her. I held my rhythm, amazed. Never in all our years of making love did she orgasm like this. It was a fantastic thing to see. Pixie was captured, trapped in the throes of ecstasy. Her body rocked and thrashed like an electrocution. My hips were relentless. I could not pull my eyes away. This was something I'd never seen.

She gripped my arms around the biceps and her eyes flew open.

“It's coming!” she rasped. “Again! It's— it's— OHHHH GOD!”

She started to orgasm again! The first wasn't finished when the second came crashing in, trouncing and trampling. I just kept doing what I had been doing, sucking and licking and pumping. My wife was losing her mind. I thought about pumping faster but my gut told me that it would be a mistake. I slowed down, way down, until I was dragging that thing in and out of her, dragging those raised veins right across her clit. She got real still, her brow furrowed, like she was trying to remember something from her distant childhood. Then, wham, her back arched like a rainbow and she made a sound like she was sobbing, and another massive climax tore her apart.

I was almost afraid to continue. I kept pumping slow and strong and she just kept cumming until all strength left her and she melted into the bed like she’d died. I pushed that big cock all the way in, slow, and held it there. I stuffed her full and let her feel it, just let her clutching spasming pussy squeeze the thing.

From an orbit far outside Pluto, she slowly returned to Earth. After a long time, her eyes fluttered and slowly opened. I shifted my weight a little, causing the big cock to move inside her slightly and she gasped and clutched at my arms.

“Don't move,” she groaned. “Don't.”

I smiled. I was thrilled. I had no idea this toy would have this effect on her. I had no idea any toy could have this effect on her. Hell, I had no idea she was even capable of things like this. I felt giddy, like I’d discovered a suitcase full of money buried in our backyard.

“Slowly,” she said, her breath ragged.

I knew what she meant. It was time to pull it out, but I needed to take my time. Her nerves were jangled. I rested my weight on my arms and knees and gradually pulled my hips away, drawing that thick spear out of her. She didn't even pull the sheets up to cover herself, she just turned to the side and that was it, she dropped off to sleep like a stone.

I eased out of bed and headed for the bathroom. I stopped to look back at my lovely wife sleeping like a baby. I shut the bathroom door. Ted and Alice had a little seashell night light in there and I again looked at myself in the big mirror. It was so easy to imagine this cock was mine. I chuckled and then my heart ached. I found myself suddenly wishing this cock was mine. How different would my life be if I possessed a size like this? I sighed. Another life maybe.

I would use this thing on Pixie every night if she let me. I was already planning my attack for tomorrow. I took the straps off and disconnected the replica. I turned on the bright lights and scrubbed everything clean. I noticed on the base there were small buttons I had missed. I pressed them and discovered they worked in combination to cause vibration and heat. Press all three and the shaft began to shorten and lengthen, just like a cock going in and out. Truly, this thing must have cost a fortune. I finished washing it and looked under the sink for something other than a bath towel to dry it, hoping to avoid lint. I moved things around and found an old box with bright pink lettering. I pulled it out to look at it.

The Clone-A-Cock Company

So She Remembers You While You're Away

That's what the box said. I turned it over to read the back and discovered that for what I imagined to be a hefty fee, an imprint will be made of a real penis and crafted into an exact replica toy. The company prides itself on its ability to get everything exactly right and then adds additional bells and whistles to increase pleasure. I chuckled. What a great idea.

Maybe I'm stupid. Sometimes I wonder if I am. But it took me three full minutes of reading about that company before I realized that dick was a casting of a real dick, and what I held in my hand was almost certainly an identical copy of Ted's penis.

“Holy Mother of God,” I murmured.

Understanding came crashing in like a herd of rhinoceroses through a wall: I had just fucked Pixie with Ted's dick! I stared at it. I was holding Ted's penis. I pressed the suction cup bottom against the marble bathroom counter and took a step back to stare at the beast. No, not a beast. Ted.

More rhinoceroses crashed into my brain. I hadn't fucked Pixie with Ted's penis. Ted had fucked Pixie. Every gasp. Every moan. Every sharp intake of breath and groan of pleasure was all because of him. That's what Ted would do to Pixie. What my wife and I just shared was not emotion fueled lovemaking. That's how my wife would react being under him, not me. That's how my wife would react having Ted inside her, not me.

“Lord,” I murmured.

The thing was an intimidating tower of flesh, made worse by the fact it was modeled after someone I knew. This wasn't a fantasy pillar of manhood. This was Ted.

I found a microfiber cloth under the sink and dried the replica, returning to the bedroom to place straps and toy back in the shoe box and under the bed. Pixie slept deeply. Would I tell her about my discovery in the morning? I wanted to use the toy on her again. If she knew it was actually real, would that cross a line for her? Maybe I shouldn't tell her what I'd learned. Maybe I could just play dumb, continue to use this amazing phallus, and enjoy watching her lose control.

I could always tell her later.

Right now, I had an acute case of blue balls I needed to do something about. I opened the door. I looked at my wife sleeping so deeply and decided to let her sleep. I would jack off to relieve my aching balls and for that I would need porn. I had no idea where Ted kept his stash. I made a mental note to look for it tomorrow. For now, I curled my fingers around my dick and started tugging. I kept my eyes on Pixie, and remembered how that big cock affected her.

I was surprised by the flood of images which raced through my mind. I was equally surprised by how rapidly I grew stiff. I stroked and watched my wife sleep and remembered, and I was ready to orgasm before I knew it. All the sights and sounds of her recent passion fueled an unexpected fire in me. Her pleasure excited me. Her lust inspired mine. My balls tightened and I was quickly ready to release. I held nothing back, launching long strings of semen across the bedroom carpet. My legs almost buckled; I came so hard.

I usually need porn to cum that fast. Then it occurred to me Pixie had been my porn. I'd never thought of my wife in that way before, but everything that had just happened made it easy. I loved seeing her like that. I loved seeing what that thing did to her. She was better than any porn actress. Her real responses turned me on.

I made my decision. I would tell her nothing about my discovery. I would use that goddamn thing on her every night if she let me.


Chapter 4

She let me. No, that's not accurate enough. She didn't let me do anything. She flirted with me all day, dropping hints and innuendo, keeping me worked up and horny. When I came to bed at night, I found the toy with the straps already attached waiting on the nightstand. She giggled when she saw my surprised expression. I wasn't about to suffer blue balls again, so I stripped off my pajamas and ordered her to suck my soft dick. She looked stunned.

“What?” she asked. “Did you just demand I suck your dick?”

I ran my finger down the length of that big replica cock.

“Last night you rolled over and went to sleep,” I said. “I had to finish on my own. This time you take care of me first and then I'll fuck your brains out with your new favorite toy.”

She threw back the covers and I discovered she was already naked underneath. She spun around and rolled onto her stomach, propping herself up on her elbows. She tenderly kissed the head of my penis and then looked up to make eye contact before opening her mouth and allowing me to drop in. It was sexy as hell. I got the impression my assertive demeanor pleased her. I rested my hands on my hips and watched her work. She's skilled, I'll give her that, but I also had a sense of anticipation. I was already looking forward to what that replica would do to her again. I got hard fast. Too fast. I was ready to cum in minutes. To distract myself I joined her on the bed and moved us into a sixty-nine. She was already soaked. I wasn't the only one anticipating that big dildo. She stopped sucking long enough to tell me she loved how hard I felt.

“You want to use that thing on me again,” she stated.

“I do.”

“That’s why you’re so hard.”

“It is.”

“Grab it. I've never had two in me at the same time. Use it. You can strap it on later. Just use it on me while you eat me.”

“It will be like having sex with two men at the same time,” I said, fitting the fat base of the beast into my palm.

“Nothing wrong with that,” she teased, before slipping my dick into her mouth again. “So long as one of them is my husband.”

She inhaled my dick down to the root and I gasped, so to return the favor I pressed the large head against her small slit and pushed. Her pussy was only inches above my face. I saw everything. I saw her outer labia spread and her inner labia wrap themselves in a hug around the tip. I pressed firmly and her tight cunt expanded. She groaned with deep satisfaction, vibrating my dick in her mouth. I began to fuck her hole at the same time I fucked her mouth. She held herself over me taking cock at both ends. Her willingness, her eagerness, her desire to be stuffed inflamed me. I shot into her vacuuming mouth before I was ready. She greedily sucked and swallowed and as soon as I had given her the last drop, she spit my penis out.

“Put it on,” she growled. “Leave it in me but get behind and put it on. Attach the straps. Fuck me doggie with it. Hurry.”

I slithered out from under her, my penis still about half-mast. I grabbed the straps and stepped in, tightening them around my hips. I locked the replica in place. I approached her from behind and held her waist as I placed the tip at her opening. She jumped a little and gave me a nod.

“Do it,” she rasped, wantonly eager.

I eased my weight forward. It was a glorious sight to see her labia flower before my invasion. Her pussy wrapped the head in a warm wet hug. I encountered resistance, her hole too small for such a beast, but I kept the pressure constant, and her pussy expanded to receive me.

“Oh gaaaaawd,” she groaned.

She pushed her hips back at me, forcing the head deeper, filling her passage with hard cock. I let her fuck herself. I waited until she had driven that replica dick all the way in and then I tightened my grip and pulled her towards me, pushing even more cock into her. Her head came up and her back arched. She moaned with a sound I’d never heard from her before.

This thing was magic.

I spent the whole night fucking her. Even when, hours later, my own penis recovered enough to get hard again, I continued to fuck her with this glorious replica. My sweet and unassuming wife was insatiable. She orgasmed so easily and so often. I moved her around the bed, placed her in different positions, fucked her ever more lewdly. She welcomed every bit of it, the more indecent and explicit the better. I had her legs spread as wide as they would go, pounding her into the mattress when she had the longest, strongest orgasm of her life. I left her wiped out, on the verge of tears, limp and exhausted. I took the cock off and masturbated, gazing at her sleeping form.

The next night she wanted only to cuddle but I kissed her softly behind the ears and along her neck, gently brushing with fingertips the sensitive skin on her breasts and between her legs. Soon our kisses became more passionate. I had hidden the replica under my pillow and was able to smoothly attach it, trailing kisses up her spine until I reached her nape. I dipped my hips, so she felt the intruder at her slit once again. She lifted her ass and moaned, helpless to resist. I knew she was tender from his size, so I eased in slowly. In time, she was fucking herself on that cock.

That cock became her obsession. When she was too sore for me to use it on her she would suck my cock while using it on herself, adding lots of lube, gently and tenderly sliding in and out. She played with the settings, discovering that vibration was an excellent substitute for hard thrusting. We would spend our days at work, advancing our careers, our evenings with the dogs, playing and having fun until they were exhausted, and our nights in bed, driving Pixie into a sexual frenzy.

The weeks flew by. Ted and Alice would soon be home.


Chapter 5

“I want one,” Pixie said.

We had just finished an exhausting session. The replica cock lay on the bedspread between us. Pixie stared at it with sadness and longing.

“I hate that we have to leave it behind,” she continued. “I love that thing. I've never felt anything like it. I hope this doesn't hurt your feelings, but I never knew sex could feel so good. I get all the emotional intimacy with you I could ever want but physically, that thing is out of this world. You see what it does to me. Can we look for the box? Maybe there’s a receipt lying in a drawer somewhere? Can we find out what company makes it and order one for ourselves?”

I had to act fast.

“No problem, my love,” I said. “I think I saw the box under the sink. Let me check and see if I'm right.”

The secret was about to be revealed. I had no idea what she'd do. No way would she be able to look Ted in the eye again. I would act like it was as big a shock to me as it was to her.

“Go get it,” she said. “Maybe you’re right. Let’s see what it says.”

I played dumb, climbing out of bed like I had no idea, all full of anticipation and excitement. I pretended to search the cabinet under the sink and then produced the box. I didn't look at it. I returned to the bed and tossed the box to her. Better that she finds out for herself. She studied the front and then flipped it over to read the back. I watched her face closely, trying to read her expressions, waiting for understanding. It came quickly.

“No fucking way,” she mumbled.

“What's wrong? Too expensive?”

She chuckled, and then turned serious, and then chuckled again.

“Lee. Oh my god, Honey. God damn it.”

“What?” I asked, feigning ignorance.

She held the box up for me to see.

“This company manufactures custom made dildos,” she said.

“So? Alice told them what she wanted, and they made it. What's the big deal? Other than the fact we learned Alice is a size queen.”

Pixie lifted the replica from the bed and held it in front of my face.

“This is Ted,” she said.

I continued to act like I didn't understand.

“This is modeled on Ted's penis. They made a cast or something and then created this monster. You've been fucking me with Ted's cock.”

I took the box and the replica penis from her, pretending to study both like I was trying to figure out her message. After a moment I acted like I got it.

“Ted is the man,” I said. “What a stud. Dude is hung.”

I was trying to laugh it off like it was no big deal, but Pixie had turned thoughtful and introspective. She'd grown quiet. I wondered what she was thinking but felt it was best to give her a little time. In a few days Ted and Alice will be home and our dog sitting mission will be over. All of this will be behind us. Between now and then, I seriously doubted Pixie would ask me to use the toy on her again. I felt certain we had turned the page on this chapter.

I was wrong.

Not about the toy, specifically, but about turning the page.

I got home from work the next day, expecting to go into the house and spend time playing with the dogs. That didn't happen. When I entered the living room the dogs ran up to greet me and I crouched to pet them and say hello and noticed Pixie standing in front of the wide screen TV with a remote in each hand; one for the television, and one for the DVD player.

“What are you watching?” I asked.

She turned a pale face towards me, her expression dumbfounded. I played with the dogs another moment and then went to stand beside my wife. On the screen I saw Alice, naked, in the center of their huge bed, surrounded by five naked men. Each man offered her his cock. She grinned like a little kid.

“What the hell is this?” I asked.

“Ted and Alice are swingers,” Pixie replied.

“What?”

“It's true. Or maybe not swingers, since I don't actually know what makes someone a swinger, but they are into kinky shit. I thought about that replica dildo all night. I wondered how they knew they could get such a thing made. I wondered what else they had around the house that we had missed so I started looking through their closets and drawers. I found their hidden DVD collection. I found a special binder with recordings like this one. They have wild sex parties, Honey. Those social gatherings we aren't invited to? They close the curtains and then everybody fucks everybody.”

“You watched their movies?”

“Hell yes. Of course I did.”

I returned my attention to Alice on the screen.

“Hit play,” I said.

Pixie pressed the button. Alice and Ted are much older than us. Ted's hair is thinning. Both have put on weight. Ted has a gut. Alice is an attractive older woman, but the signs of aging are clear. The Alice on the wide screen looked about ten years younger. There was no sign of Ted. Could he be holding the camera? How would it feel to record your wife with five men?

“This is crazy,” I said.

“There's more. I found leather outfits for both of them. I found ball gags and riding crops. I found a section of Alice's closet dedicated to lingerie. I found black leather boots that would come all the way up Alice's thighs. These kids play hard.”

On screen, I saw three men offer their cocks to Alice. She took turns sucking and stroking all three. Such a scene would be sexy enough on its own but because I knew her, because I had a friendship with the woman doing it, the whole thing was infinitely sexier. I wasn't merely watching a sexual act. I was watching Alice perform a sexual act. Huge difference.

“You're staring at her,” Pixie said. “Are you even listening to me?”

“Absolutely I am. Lingerie. Thigh high leather boots. Riding crops.”

My wife watched Alice suck three men with me.

“I know it’s silly,” she muttered. “But I feel a little betrayed. All this going on behind our backs. We thought we knew them.”

“We do. They are the same neighbors we have known for years and years. They just also have this other side. This other side doesn't change who they are. It just layers on top of our understanding of them, adding complexity. It was already there, we were just ignorant of it. Baby, they were being kind by not involving us. They know us well enough to understand we aren’t that sexual. They were being thoughtful, not deceptive.”

She nodded.

“That's fair. They have always been kind and giving and considerate. They were those things even though they had this going on.”

“Precisely,” I said.

“So, what do we do? I have my own ideas. I'm just wondering what you think. Does this knowledge change your relationship with them?”

“Not at all. I might look at Alice a little differently. I might flirt with her a little more. She's really quite sexy.”

“She was a hottie back in the day.”

“Still is. Did you find any video with Ted in it?”

“Not yet,” Pixie said. “It seems like Alice is the star in his world. He's got hours and hours of her doing everything imaginable. I don't think she ever held the camera. Maybe someone else in their circle of friends did. I'll let you know what I find.”

“You're going to watch them all?”

“Of course. You know how thorough I am. I want to understand.”

“Right.”

“What? You think I'm watching them just to watch them?”

“Yes. I think both can be true. You have to admit, it sure is hotter when it's someone you know.”

She watched Alice work her magic on those men.

“Yes,” she admitted. “It turns me on. It embarrasses me, it shames me, and it turns me on. How could it not? Look at her go. She unabashedly loves sex. I can see in her eyes how much she loves penis.”

“This has been the most interesting dog sitting I've ever experienced.”

Pixie scoffed.

“Me too,” she said.

We stopped talking. The other men had joined the circle and Alice now knelt within a ring of five stiff dicks. I darted a glance at Pixie imagining she probably empathized with Alice. Her expression told me she was mesmerized. I viewed the encounter through the eyes of one of the men. My wife was experiencing the same scene through the eyes of Alice. She had put herself in Alice's place and was imagining what it must be like to have five hard dicks waving in her face.

“What are you thinking?” I asked.

I seemed to have jolted her out of her reverie. She sighed.

“That's a lot of responsibility,” she muttered.

I laughed.

“Responsibility? How do you come up with responsibility?”

“Yes, responsibility. An erect penis demands attention. Something must be done. I know I'm not the only woman that feels this way. Let me tell you something about women. Plenty of us view an orgasm as a bonus. It's not a necessity. Nice when it happens but not required or expected. Sex can be satisfying without it. But not if the man doesn't cum. If he doesn’t, we are left unsatisfied. Personally, I can't stand it. The other night when I did, and you didn’t? Then I fell asleep right after? I felt terrible. Maybe I’ll climax or maybe I won’t, but you absolutely must.”

“I had no idea you felt that way.”

“How could you? It's not something we’ve ever discussed. It's a conversation I've had with only a few of my closest friends. They feel the same way. It sucks being a woman sometimes. You feel responsible for everyone and everything.”

The first cock erupted, spurting long strands of sticky milk over Alice's face. She laughed, delighted. The next one exploded quickly followed by two others. They sprayed her face and hair and neck and tits, and she laughed like she was at a carnival. The clip ended. Dixie and I looked at each other.

“Who the fuck are our neighbors?” she asked.

“I think we should get to know the real them.”

“You admit we learned their secret? No way.”

“Not everything,” I said. “Maybe just that we stumbled upon the replica. We can at least open the door to a conversation with them. Once it’s out in the open we can talk about it and get it behind us. We can get on with our friendship.

“No. No way. I'm not going to any of their orgies. I'm not going to admit that I've seen these videos or that we found Alice's toy. I'm going back to exactly how things were before. I will carry their secret to the grave. Promise me you'll do the same.”

“It was an innocent mistake,” I said. “Your phone bounced under the bed. We didn't go snooping through their things.”

“Promise me,” she insisted.

“All right. I'll say nothing.”

“Thank you.”


Chapter 6

Daisy and Luna went wild. Ted and Alice called ahead to let us know what time they would get home and when they came through the front door the dogs lost their minds, racing circles through the living room, kitchen, formal dining room, and back to the living room, before racing along the couch and over the chairs. We waited patiently for the hullabaloo to settle down and then had a brief conversation letting them know everything went fine and that we drank all their Chardonnay. After that we gracefully bowed out, handing their house and dogs back to them. They walked us to the front door. We shared hugs and turned to leave.

“I'm happy you found my Teddy toy so delightful,” Alice said, freezing Pixie in her tracks. “I want you to know I don't mind at all.”

I had no idea what to do. We slowly turned to face them. Ted held up his phone by way of explanation.

“I have an app on my phone that lets me control the features on that toy, vibration and so forth. We were sitting down for a lovely dinner in a five-star restaurant when imagine my surprise I received a notification that the toy had been activated. Trust me when I say we don't mind at all. We actually found it exciting that you kids were putting it to good use. I’m flattered. Don’t be embarrassed. We’re glad you had so much fun. Truly.”

“If it's possible to die from embarrassment,” Pixie said. “This is it. I'm done for. It’s been nice knowing you guys.”

Alice laughed.

“Don't you worry about a thing,” she told my wife. “We understand. Trust me, as a woman I understand completely.”

“You we aware every time we used it?” Pixie asked, mortified.

“I'm afraid so,” Ted admitted.

“God. Oh my God. I am so sorry. I'm going to slink home now and hide under the covers. This is so humiliating.”

“Just so you know,” Ted said. “That is not our attitude about these kinds of things. Not at all. We are happy you were happy. Seriously. Don't worry about it. Alice and I are a little different in the way we see things. Our viewpoint is a little bit unconventional. I hope you can let this go and soon. There's no need to feel shame.”

I put my arm around my wife.

“Thanks, guys.”

“Thank you,” Ted said.

We silently crossed the lawn and entered our home. Pixie wanted to die. She would need time to get her head around our exposure. I admit I was embarrassed but I suspected after a few days we'd feel closer to Ted and Alice than ever before.

“It will be good to sleep in our own bed again,” I murmured.

“It will.”

Her voice was flat. We clumped upstairs to take a shower. We put on pajamas, speaking rarely. We settled in under the covers and I pulled her close. My phone chimed. A message from Ted.

We are taking you to dinner Saturday night, just to say thank you.

I read it to Pixie, but she only nodded.

Sounds great, thank you, I replied.

In the morning, we got up and got ready for work. Pixie was still distant, but that was to be expected given the turn of events. We immediately fell into our old routine and the day passed quickly, as did the next and the next.

Saturday arrived and we showered and dressed for our dinner date. They took us to Kilroy’s, the most expensive restaurant in town. The food was amazing, the ambiance sublime, and the conversation interesting. Ted and Alice had traveled extensively and were well educated. Our humiliation at being discovered receded. Our time with them was excellent. Nobody was ready to call it a night as we left the restaurant, so we knocked around various ideas of what to do next.

“You guys have far more experience than Lee or me,” Pixie said. “You decide. Where would you usually go after a dinner like that? Pretend we aren't here holding you back. Just do what you usually do, and we will tag along for the ride. How's that sound?”

“Is that okay with you?” Ted asked me.

“Actually,” I said. “That sounds like spontaneous fun. Let's do it.”

We climbed into their convertible Jaguar and Pixie suggested they put the top down. We drove into the night. We were on the freeway for a while and then Ted took an off ramp, guiding us into a more industrial area of the city. The roads were bumpy and the lighting poor.

“Jesus, Ted, where are you taking us?” Pixie asked.

“It's a private club,” Alice said. “It looks like a dive on the outside, like a warehouse. But they've spent millions on the inside. It's spicy and sexy. Nothing mainstream about it. If it makes you uncomfortable, we can leave.”

He pulled into an underground parking garage. We left the car, and they guided us to a secluded elevator. Ted waved a membership card at a sensor and the bell dinged and the doors opened. We plummeted several floors below ground. When the doors opened, light, classical music greeted our ears. The place was opulent, like a roaring twenties speakeasy, only nicer, with polished copper and brass and glass, statues and paintings and water features. High-backed chairs and handmade chaise lounges. Everyone was well dressed. Maids and butlers circulated with drinks and appetizers, delicious finger foods, ready to eat. The men wore black boxer briefs and bow ties and nothing else. The women wore black thong panties, and black chokers, and nothing else. Their bodies were incredible. Pixie looked uncomfortable but said nothing, determined to get outside her comfort zone. We found a table and ordered drinks. Interesting conversation resumed.

“What is this place?” Pixie eventually asked. “Like just a high-end private club? The half-naked waiters made me nervous at first but now I like looking at them.”

“Each one is hand selected by the entertainment director,” Alice said. “But be warned: there's much more to this club than just this public area. There's another level beneath us. The place is huge.”

“Are we going to see it?”

“If that's what you'd like. It’s risqué. Ted and I wish to avoid making you uncomfortable.”

“I could use a little discomfort,” Pixie said. “Let's finish this drink and you can take us on a tour. I want to see everything.”

“Everything?” Alice asked.

“Everything,” Pixie answered.

What a place. Every inch was class and sophistication. Different rooms had different musicians performing, violin, piano, cello. Ted and Alice bumped into people they knew but chatted only briefly before continuing our tour. At last, we arrived at a red door.

“Beyond this door,” Ted warned us, “the rules change. You might see anything. If what you see makes you uncomfortable, let us know and we'll head back to the main club.”

“Sounds good,” Pixie stated.


Chapter 7

From the moment we entered the club, we’d always had a drink in hand. Pixie was more than a little tipsy. We needed that liquid courage now. Ted opened the door, and we stepped through. The room was large and furnished with round red velvet couches. The walls were covered with red velvet too. Multiple hallways led off in various directions. Here the waiters were nude except for the chokers and bow ties, but the patrons were mostly nude as well. We passed people engaged in various sex acts. I expected Pixie to balk but, thanks to all the wine, she openly stared. She stopped at a black velvet door.

“What's behind here?” She asked.

“Be careful,” Alice said. “That area is for couples only and it goes beyond risqué. You don't want to go in there.”

“Why not?”

Alice took Pixie's hand.

“They play an adult game. The husbands and boyfriends are led behind a sheet wall. The women stay on this side. The men shuffle their positions and then randomly push their penises through holes in the sheet, dangling their dicks in front of the women. The wives and girlfriends are supposed to find their man based purely by the sight of their penis, but most get it wrong. The women are allowed to touch and all of them do, finding it easier to identify an erect penis. Once she’s made her decision, it's quite amusing when the face-flap is lifted, and the woman discovers she's been sucking the wrong man. In the outside world the husband would get angry but not here. In here the rules are different. Like I say, it's just a game.”

“I would get it right,” my wife stated. “Want to try it, Honey?”

She was definitely tipsy, but there was something else going on, something beneath the surface and behind her eyes. We got caught using the replica penis and that had embarrassed her terribly, but I think it also revealed how limited our sex life was. I think that embarrassed Pixie too.

“Let's give it a try,” I said, pretending to be drunker than I was.

Alice opened the black velvet door, and we stepped through. We were immediately greeted by a choker-wearing hostess. She took our empty wine glasses and explained how the men were to take positions behind the screen wall. There were various slits in the curtain separating us from our wives, and we were free to select any opening we wished. We were told to undress and push our dicks through the openings and wait. We were warned not to speak, as that was cheating and would get us escorted out. When the wife was ready to announce her decision, she would lift the flap on her side and reveal our face, knowing only then if she’d chosen correctly. There were plenty of men already behind the screen. The odds were against Pixie guessing correctly. My stomach tightened.

“Let's do it,” Pixie insisted.

The men were led away. Ted took me by the elbow.

“Your wife has had a lot to drink,” he said. “I want to be sure at least one of you understands what might happen. You do realize there is a chance Pixie could suck on another man? You understand that, right? You're okay with that possibility?”

“She says she will get it right,” I replied. “Who am I to doubt her?”

He led me down the passage. There were a dozen men back here with us, strangers, men whose women were on the other side of that curtain. Several had already pushed their cocks through a hole. I had been worried about Pixie getting it wrong, but it dawned on me that some woman on the other side might get it wrong regarding me, and I’d receive a blowjob from someone new. I liked that idea.

The whole moment was scandalous and exciting. Ted led me to the end, guiding us towards two vacant openings. He unzipped and reached into his pants and withdrew his heavy penis, draping it down the front of his pants. It was quite extraordinary seeing it in the flesh. I'd held it and washed it and even worn it while fucking Pixie, but flesh and blood was an altogether different experience. I've seen porn stars and Ted was not as long as some, but he certainly challenged them on girth. He caught me staring.

“Don’t feel strange,” he said. “Every man stares. “Back when I was a younger man with a gym membership certain men would want to fight me when I changed clothes. So insecure.”

“It’s just really big.”

“I was blessed. That toy we commissioned got it right, wouldn't you agree?”

“I was just thinking the same thing,” I said. “Sorry for staring.”

He waved my apology away.

“No worries, young man. I'm kind of proud of the thing. I know I’m lucky.”

He stepped close to the curtain wall and stuffed it through the opening. I did the same, waiting to see what happened, feeling a little silly.

“So now what?” I asked. “We wait? What if nothing happens?”

“Something always happens,” he said. “They will give us a minute to get into position and then they will release the women. Trust me. Something always happens.”

I waited. The front of my body was pressed against the curtain, my dick was hanging through on the other side. I felt stupid, but I'd had enough wine to make me patient. There was a panel cut out in front of my face and covered with a Velcro flap which could be lifted from the other side. I pressed my face against the flap and discovered there were gaps where the Velcro had not fully attached. In a limited way, I could see down the curtain into the other side. I saw my own dick hanging. I also saw Ted's cock hanging. Alice would win this thing in two seconds. Ted was biggest on this wall-of-dicks.

A warm, wet mouth closed around my soft inches. A gradually increasing suction tugged on the sperm stored in my nuts.

“Jesus,” I gasped.

“Told you,” Ted chuckled. “Every time. Dangling dicks are like fishing lures. The ladies cannot resist.”

I gasped again. I leaned my head forward slightly, nudging the Velcro flap. A woman with curly black hair, a woman I did not recognize, sucked my cock like a fiend. I was about to say something to Ted when he put a finger to his lips reminding me that the time for talking had passed. Then he moaned softly and my eyes darted sideways and down. I had to maneuver my head to move the flap but once I did, I saw three women, none of them Alice, crouching and gobbling his dick. They were struggling with each other, bumping and nudging, competing for the best spot to suck his big hanging cock. A redhead, older, with a huge diamond wedding ring finally asserted dominance, opening wide and sliding as many inches of Ted into her mouth as she could get. The other two women worked his shaft and balls.

Where was my wife? What was Pixie doing? If she wasn't sucking me and she wasn't sucking Ted, where was she? Had she made a mistake? Did she have a stranger's cock in her mouth somewhere along the wall? I found the uncertainty exciting. Blood surged and my cock stiffened. Curly Black Hair moaned in appreciation.

The point of this game was supposed to be a woman locating her man. All that flew out the window. None of the women actually tried. Nobody even made a guess. Curly Black sucked me until she became too eager for the next penis. She spit me out and moved on but a woman with short blonde hair quickly took her place. I was rock hard and throbbing. Having a line of women hungry for your dick was quite the ego boost.

Ted always had at least three women working on him. What a life. Sometimes more joined in, circling, waiting for an opening, an exposure of flesh. Then they would dive in, three, four, even five women at the same time. He stiffened until he pulsated, which only turned them on more. The replica back home did not do him justice. In real life he was a little bit longer and a little bit thicker. All of the women desired a piece of him. They were smiling and laughing and joking, so pleased to have met such a man.

My curiosity got the best of me. I leaned forward a little more, stretching the flap and expanding the gaps, and I saw Pixie standing with Alice, watching. My wife looked concerned, like she had bitten off more than she could chew, like she worried one of those many penises pushed through the curtain and being sucked was mine. I immediately pulled myself out of Short Blonde’s mouth and withdrew from the hole in the curtain. A man standing nearby stepped up and pushed his penis through. I backed away and hid my erection and then hurried up the passage, joining Alice and Pixie. My wife looked at me confused.

“Did you try it?” She asked.

“Only for a second. I could tell it wasn't you, so I withdrew.”

“I thought I was going to try but it was just all so overwhelming. Look how many there are. I was sure I would get it wrong. Sorry I put you up to it. Maybe we can try again later after I have a few more drinks.”

“Sure, Baby,” I said. “Whatever you're comfortable with.”

“All right ladies,” Alice announced. “Move aside. Let me show you how a girl handles a big boy like that.”

She left our side and shouldered her way to kneel before Ted. She pulled his dick away from the woman busy sucking it and guided him into her mouth. She took a breath, adjusted the angle of her neck, and slowly slid the circle of her lips down his shaft, pausing only briefly before sliding deeper. She deep throated almost his entire length. Ted groaned.

“No way,” Pixie muttered. “Impossible. How?”

Watching the DVD with Alice and five men had taught me how much hotter it was to watch porn involving someone you knew. I was watching an attractive woman give a blow job, but more than that I was watching Alice suck a big cock. It made a huge difference that I knew her. She withdrew a few inches, drew a deep breath, and crawled her lips down his shaft. Her throat bulged. Ted moaned again. She reached the root of the man and rotated her throat a little, pressing her nose against his pubic bone. She had all of him. Fucking impressive.

“Not possible,” Pixie muttered. “Right before my eyes and I still don't believe it. How in the world does she do it?”

Alice slowly drew her lips up the shaft leaving his cock gleaming. She turned to my wife and grinned.

“Come here,” she said. “I'll teach you my tricks. Lee will thank you for it.”

Pixie left my side and hurried to join Alice. There was no hesitation. No second guessing. She knelt next to the older woman, staring at the big hard cock poking through the curtain wall. Alice began murmuring instructions, teaching my wife the finer points of handling a large penis.

I made no move to stop her. I raised no protest. Part of me wondered if she'd go through with it and was prepared to watch to see if she did. Like two unaware drivers slowly approaching each other in a parking lot, I stood transfixed waiting to see if there would be a collision. Alice bent Ted's cock down, aiming it at Pixie’s mouth. My wife stared at the tip. Alice placed a gentle hand on the back of Pixie’s head and softly urged her forward. My wife's lips parted. Her mouth opened. Alice calmly brought the two of them together, guiding her husband's throbbing cock into my wife's offered mouth. Pixie closed her eyes at the same time she closed her lips around him. In a sudden rush of emotion, Pixie grabbed and squeezed her own breasts.

I realized I had forgotten to breathe for the last minute or so and sucked a bushel of air. My heart was pounding. My eyes were glued to Pixie. I couldn't believe what they told me. My wife had another man's penis in her mouth. With sudden insight I realized all those times I’d used the replica on her she had probably wished it was also something she could suck. She's not a sociopath. While she enjoys the pleasure she receives, she also enjoys the pleasure she gives, and that replica penis conveyed no pleasure to me. Now, here was that same penis made flesh and attached to a living man. Now she could give as well as receive, and that made everything so much better. That made the fantastic, better. Ted moaned again and Pixie’s nipples stiffened. Goosebumps spread down her arms. His cock in her mouth gave her almost as much pleasure as she gave him.

Alice slid her hand down to circle him around the root. Her other hand gently forced Pixie’s head back and forth. Alice began to jerk the man off, stroking him into my wife's mouth. I noticed the face panel had come loose and realized Ted knew exactly what was being done to him and by whom. My wife added her hands to Alice's and the women stroked that big dick together. Pixie used both hands and her mouth. She licked his large balls and ran her tongue up the length to the head where she licked away a drop of precum. She popped the head inside and sucked so hard I saw the outline of the crown against her cheek. She stroked with both hands, sometimes together, sometimes independently, working his cock as he grew even harder. I've never seen Pixie suck so hard. The veins looked like worms.

Alice whispered something in my wife's ear. Pixie continued to suck but I saw now that her mind raced. Finally, she gave a little nod and half stood, bending at the waist but still working that dick. Alice reached under Pixie's skirt and drew her panties down. With one smooth motion my wife turned her back on the wall and lifted the back of her skirt. Alice guided Ted's thick cock to Pixie’s slit. He was going to fuck her. I heard roaring in my ears.

My wife gasped loudly as the head pressed her hole. Pixie was breathing fast. Alice checked the long tube of meat to make sure it was lined up properly and then pushed my wife's thighs, forcing her hips backward and driving that cock through the tight opening. The sound my wife made was otherworldly. Here was the replica she had loved so much now made flesh. To be taken by such a beast was no longer fantasy. Did she feel him throbbing inside? Was the thrill of a new man, the first since we married, overwhelming? What a rush. How exhilarating. Alice pushed Pixie towards the curtain wall and drove that big cock deep. My wife groaned from powerful emotions, muttering and babbling as her cunt was filled.

She would have crumpled to the ground if not for Alice supporting her. Ted pumped slowly and Pixie seemed about to lose her mind. They paused for a moment and Alice crawled under my wife, blocking Pixie’s legs with her shoulders. The older woman bent her head back to lick the pussy her husband filled. Good God. My blood thrummed in my ears. Alice forced my wife against the wall and Pixie wept, utterly stuffed. I'd never heard sounds like that from her, even when I fucked her with the replica. I was sure his large head was mashed against her cervix, but it sounded like he touched her soul too. Her impaled body went limp, her hands landing on Alice’s back to keep from falling. Alice held my wife's ass against the curtain wall, allowing Ted to saw his full length in and out. Pixie’s moans grew in volume and intensity until her voice cracked and her moan became a shriek as she orgasmed.

I suddenly became aware we had drawn a crowd. Everyone had just seen my wife climax on Ted's cock. Every man behind the curtain had lifted his face flap out of the way to see what transpired. Every woman on this side had stopped what she was doing to watch Ted deep fuck my wife. I was just as much a spectator as they were.

My mind could not fully grasp what I witnessed but my body sure did. My heart was jumping. My cock was hard as a rock. The lesson I had learned about watching someone you know have sex exploded like a hydrogen bomb in my head. This time, the person I knew was my wife. Images ran relentlessly through my mind, scenes from what I had just witnessed, moments of captured time, sights and sounds.

Words fled my mind. What I saw took over, pushing every other thought out of my head. I did nothing but stand and gawk, my erection throbbing with the beat of my heart as I watched Ted fuck Pixie. With that curtain wall between them, their coupling was awkward and clumsy and off balance, yet somehow still the hottest thing I've ever seen. That was my wife, my sweet Pixie taking another man’s cock.

“Is that your wife?” A feminine voice asked.

I turned. An attractive couple, man and woman about our age, watched like I did.

“Yes,” I croaked.

“How can you just watch?” the man asked.

“I think it's hot,” the woman said. “I don’t blame his wife at all. I saw that man hanging through the wall earlier. He’s got a big, beautiful cock.”

I had no answer. I watched, mesmerized.

Then, Pixie orgasmed. Again. Loud and long.

“Jesus,” the husband muttered. “Brutal. That must twist your guts.”

“I’ll have what she’s having,” the wife joked.

“Like hell you will,” the husband said. “I’m keeping you away from that man.”

Alice moved in front of Pixie. Ted was slamming his cock home, long stroking as he fucked my wife hard and forced animal sounds out of her. Alice opened Pixie’s top and played with her tits still in the bra.

Suddenly we heard Ted’s deep voice boom as Alice held my wife in place. The man was ejaculating inside my woman. The married couple looked at me and the husband seemed to expect me to do something. What the fuck was there to do? Ted grunted again and again, each signifying another hefty bolt of semen pumped deep into Pixie’s womb. Alice took my wife's face in her hands and tenderly kissed her lips. Pixie returned the kisses, sagging against the woman. When Ted finally finished inseminating my girl, he withdrew his meaty spear and allowed Pixie to collapse into Alice's arms. My dick was so hard it ached.

“Take me to a room somewhere and fuck me,” the voyeur wife told the husband.

The husband shot me another look and took his wife by the hand, exiting into the club. Ted soon joined us, grinning broadly, all zipped up and tucked away. Alice reached out a welcoming hand. He took it. Pixie did the same, drawing the man forward. My wife stood and melted into his arms. They kissed deeply and meaningfully. Alice left them to come hold my hand and take my arm.

“Ready to continue the tour?” She asked. “There's still a lot of club to see.”


Chapter 8

We left gloryhole hall and wandered the club, taking in the extravagant sights and lewd exhibitionism. A gremlin sat inside my skull, constantly reminding me that Ted had just fucked Pixie. More than that, my wife walked around right now carrying the man’s seed. My mouth was dry.

Our continued tour of the club showed us sex of every kind; man-woman, man-man, woman-woman, and every possible combination of both. We saw people strapped down and hoisted up. We saw women with multiple men at the same time and individuals pleasuring themselves as they watched. With every step we took and every room we explored, Pixie stayed glued to Ted, holding hands, touching, walking close. They looked like high school sweethearts except he was obviously much older. Alice and I followed a few steps behind.

“We forgot her panties,” I said, after a while. “You left them on the floor.”

“That was intentional,” she said.

“They were new. She just bought them.”

“I'm sure she's enjoying the breeze under her skirt.”

Ted kept an arm around my wife’s shoulders, pointing out various things, whispering dark secrets as we continued the tour. The place was huge, built like a labyrinth.

“You are handling this better than I expected,” Alice said, after about an hour. “You are handling this way better than most husbands.”

It dawned on me this was not the first time Alice and Ted had maneuvered a husband so Ted could fuck the wife. Alice seemed totally at ease with it, even a little proud.

“I think I'm in shock,” I said.

She squeezed my hand.

“We knew she wanted it,” she said. “We saw how often you used the replica on her and for how long. We knew Pixie had grown obsessed. We decided right then that Ted needed to fuck her. When we finish the tour, we will have arrived at a private room. Just the four of us. Do you find me attractive?”

“I do.”

“Perhaps you’ll be willing to let nature guide us?”

“Sure. Wait. Are you suggesting Ted is going to have sex with Pixie and I will have sex with you?”

“Yes. I'd like that. Do you want me? If it's too much too fast you and I can just sit and watch. That will be exciting too.”

“How do you know Pixie will want that? I think she just got carried away in the hall of dicks. I don't know if she can do something so intentional and deliberate.”

Alice rolled her eyes at me and chuckled, tickled by my naiveté.

“Look at them together, Lee,” she said, jerking her chin towards our spouses walking in front of us. “Your wife is enamored. Look how she holds his hand, hangs onto his arm, keeps her body close to his. She's ready for him again. I can promise you he's ready for her. You should hear how he talks about her. I'm sure you're aware we can see down into each other's backyards from the second story balconies? Ted loves to catch Pixie sunbathing. He finds her highly desirable. I suck him while he ogles her.”

“We had no idea you were swingers.”

“We're not really. Not in the true definition. We have friends that live that lifestyle, and we don't judge, but we are far more selective. I rarely take another man. I like women more, and I especially like women that Ted is busy converting.”

“Converting? Converting into what?”

“A disciple. A devotee. This is not the only club which names us members. There is another club. A serious club.”

“What happens there?”

“Dark things. Serious things.”

I was afraid to delve deeper into her meaning. I remembered Pixie’s obsession with the replica cock. How much greater would her fascination and fixation be for the real thing? Alice was right. My wife leaned into the man like she was smitten.

“She can probably feel him running down her thighs,” Alice suggested. “It's making her hot. Right now, it reminds her how good his fat cock feels in there. Watch what happens when we get to the private room. You've raised no protest so by now that window has closed. If you were going to, you would have already. Pixie feels free to follow her desires. Watch what your wife does, if you can stand it.”

Ted reached a large black door which led to a private corner room. There were windows on two sides. Inside the room was a raised padded platform. I saw my reflection and realized the windows were one-way mirrors. The people outside could see in, but we couldn't see them. With the door closed the room gave a sense of privacy, privacy it did not have.

Pixie was all over the man before I had finished locking the door. She wasted no time with hugs or kisses, sinking instead to her knees and hurrying to open his pants. Alice left my side to undress my wife as my wife undressed Ted. He was older and out of shape, but Pixie didn't care at all. She tugged his pants down to his knees, exposing that hefty cock right in front of her face. She lifted his soft tube of flesh, scented with her pussy from earlier, and draped it on her face while she opened her mouth to suck his balls. She hooked her hands behind his thighs, rolling his testicles around inside their bag. Alice helped Ted shed the rest of his clothes and then undressed herself. In minutes I was the only one wearing clothing. Alice gave me a look. I hesitated. Last time I watched my wife and Ted together, I had grown a wildly inappropriate erection. I worried I would do the same again. Alice read my mind.

“You worry too much, Lee,” she said. “An erection is perfectly natural when viewing such raw, lusty sexuality. Your bulge was obvious last time. You don't have to hide it this time. Let yourself be who you truly are.”

Her words sounded cheesy, but she had a point. I was trying to hide myself because I was embarrassed. I was embarrassed because I had sprouted an erection when I was convinced I should not. But the truth is I had. Admit it or not, what I had seen turned me on. That was the truth. I didn't understand why but maybe understanding would come later.

I began to undress. My eyes left Alice and drifted to Ted and Pixie. My wife’s eyes were closed as she rolled his testicles around inside her mouth like she was melting a chunk of chocolate. His shaft had inflated some but still rested across her face like a thick, veiny snake. I had to look away. Not because the sight disgusted me but rather because the sight fed the horny gremlin sitting in my mind. That cock dominated my wife, and holy shit did she look good dominated. I scanned the mirrored glass, wondering who was out there watching. Did they think I was weak? Did they find me less of a man? Pixie looked hot acting so slutty, but the big cock tangled in her hair made everything better. That was the currency of this place. Big dicks ruled. Without clothing or accoutrements, nobody could judge your wealth, your education, or your intelligence. Everything shifted to beauty for the women and size for the men. We might as well have been a tribe of Neanderthals crowded around a campfire. All the women wanted Ted. By rights he was the alpha. They watched Pixie with obvious envy. They viewed her as some kind of chosen one.

Ted slowly pulled back, dragging his long cock down her face until the head dropped into her open waiting mouth. I glanced nervously at the windows, wondering how many saw my wife give herself to him. Vague shapes jostled for position, dim outlines of people trying to get a view.

Once again, we’d drawn a crowd.


Chapter 9

I removed my undershirt last, dropping it onto my pile of clothes. I tried to act casual, but my goddamn dick was already starting to rise. Pixie took his cock as far back in her mouth as she could and then sealed her lips around him in a vacuum. She pulled her head back. The suction stretched him a little longer. Alice left them to join me. She curled her fingers around my rising dick, gently tugging as we watched.

“We forgot about the shoebox under the bed,” she told me. “We thought we’d hidden everything. Honestly, we simply wanted you to care for Daisy and Luna. When Ted got a notification on his phone that the toy had turned on, we were amazed. Embarrassed, at first, but then we saw how you guys went wild. That turned us on. Did it bother you that Pixie loved my husband’s penis so much?”

I watched her hand stroke me.

“Not really. Maybe a little. I loved how it turned her into such a fiend. I was a little humiliated that I’d never made her cum like that. I never even knew she could. But I got over that quickly. She looked amazing. Being in bed with her was amazing.”

Pixie backed off his cock. He’d grown stiff enough to support himself and she wanted to look at it. It bounced slightly with each heartbeat. She kissed the tip affectionately and stood, backing towards the padded platform, keeping her eyes on his dick. She grinned as she crawled onto the mattress. She opened her legs right at him.

“Go eat her,” Alice told me. “Get her wet enough to take him.”

What a bizarre thing to tell a husband. I did it though, releasing her hand and kneeling between Ted and Pixie. My wife gasped when she realized what I was doing. I pushed her thighs farther apart and kissed up the inside, drawing closer until I exhaled hot air on her pussy. This close I saw his semen leaking. How much had he pumped into her? I carefully tickled her clit with the tip of my tongue. She shivered with delight.

“Do it, Baby,” she murmured. “Please. Let me feel your tongue.”

I covered her mound with my open mouth and ran my tongue up and down her slit. She gasped loudly and behind me I heard Ted chuckle. I separated her labia and eased my tongue deeper, gliding between her slick inner lips. She was soaked and not all of it was her. I didn’t care that he’d cum in her recently. His presence inside her only made everything more decadent, more depraved. We had wandered far afield, leaving our old marriage behind. How easy it had been for us. I pushed my tongue all the way in and enjoyed her hot snug pussy hugging me. My cock throbbed. I considered standing and driving my dick balls deep, but that idea felt wrong. This was his pussy for now. I was only preparing the bed for him to sleep in. I licked all around and sucked her clit before licking all around and inside again. I had her writhing in minutes. I sensed Ted had moved closer behind me and a quick glance confirmed it. His cock was next to my ear. He waited his turn, but he was eager.

“Spread her lips for me,” he said. “With your fingers. Open her so I can slide in.”

I moved aside, handing off the position between her legs. He took my spot, his fat cock aimed like a battering ram at her delicate flower.

“Open her to me,” he said.

Pixie looked like she was about ready to burst. She’d propped up on her elbows to watch me eat and now watched as Ted and I decided her fate. I reached over her leg and rubbed two fingers up and down her drenched hole. I spread her labia making a V with my fingers. Ted moved closer, pressing his cock head against my digits and her inner lips. She groaned. I gasped. He slowly pushed inside. I felt his raised vein glide along my fingers. I pulled my hand away as his hips came in to meet hers. He was buried, his big balls hanging underneath. He kissed her and she curled her legs around him. I backed away and Alice was there, taking me in hand again and stroking as we both watched Ted fill Pixie. She wiped around my mouth. Ted moved his mouth to Pixie’s neck and then her breasts.

Alice jerked my dick as Ted fucked my wife. She played with my balls and dragged her nails across my skin, and it dawned on me this was something she did to keep husbands passive while her husband took their wives were taken right in front of them. She’d done this many times before.

It worked.

In fact, I moved to get a better view, slowly, of course, because I wanted Alice’s hand to stay on me, but I stepped closer and lifted Pixie’s leg. Here was the view I wanted. Ted’s thick cock had her hole spread wide, stretched into a pink ring around his shaft. She was stuffed with dick, her puckered asshole just an inch lower, clenching and winking as the sensations threatened to overwhelm her. She whimpered with each slow, deliberate withdrawal and penetration. She was trying to keep control, but his cock drove her crazy. She couldn’t resist. The replica had introduced her to pleasures she’d never known and now here was the man himself, sliding deep inside. Again.

“Do it,” she pleaded. “Just fuck me. Fuck my brains out. Fuck me to death.”

He moved over her body and began pumping his hips. Pixie instantly melted. They kissed passionately while his hands roamed her body and teased her breasts.

“We’ve never done anything kinky,” I told Alice. “We’ve never even talked about it. I can see now we kept a lot buried.”

Pixie moaned.

“You’re going to make me cum already,” she told him.

He didn’t answer, fastening his mouth to a nipple and sucking hard. Pixie shivered and raised her eyes to me, noticing, for the first time, that I was naked too and Alice stroked my dick. She watched for a moment through unfocused eyes before grabbing Ted around the neck and pulling his face close.

“Fuck me,” she hissed. “Fuck me like you hate me.”

Ted understood her needs. He pinched a nipple roughly and pinned her down with a hand on her stomach. His hips began to build in speed and strength and her head fell back.

“It turns me inside out,” she whined. “Jesus.”

He released the nipple and lifted her legs onto his shoulders, now long stroking her pussy. My wife groaned at the extra deep penetration. His cock turned even harder, expanding his girth. Pixie whimpered constantly, moaning and gasping. I was amazed by what he could do to her.

“Fuck me,” my wife snarled, slapping Ted’s face.

Alice chuckled like she understood Pixie’s outburst. She jerked me faster, concentrating on the head like she was trying to make me orgasm.

“If I make you shoot before my husband cums in her, the rest will be agonizing to watch. But if I wait and make you cum after him, you will find that watching him fill her is incredibly erotic. Isn’t it funny how the male brain works?”

I wanted her to shut up. I was busy watching Ted pump his big veiny cock in and out of my wife and my dick had never been so hard. It looked intensely amazing. That was Pixie. My wife. I was watching another man fuck my wife.

“Here,” Alice said, taking my wrist. “Place your hand at the end of your dick. Catch your semen on your open palm. I’m going to milk you.”

I held my hand palm up as instructed. I didn’t question her weird proclivities. Who cares if she jerks me off into my own hand? It clearly meant something to her, but it did not matter at all to me. I was focused on Pixie and the mind-blowing pleasure Ted was giving her. I loved seeing her like this. This was living porn. I was watching my wife’s corruption in real time. It was wicked and shameful and a dark part of me loved it. I watched his heavy balls swing with each thrust, big balls, filled with sperm. Alice stroked faster and she was right: I found the moment erotic as hell. I loved that people outside our little room watched Ted fuck her. I loved what getting fucked by him did to her.

“Harder!” Pixie rasped.

Ted moved higher over her body, hips pumping hard. His big cock was a piston. Alice jerked faster and my balls tightened. I cupped my hand, ready, but I didn’t know why. I was doing it because she told me to. My eyes were glued to my wife.

“You like that?” Alice asked.

I tried to answer but only a garbled sound came out. I cleared my throat.

“I do,” I admitted, balls tingling.

I felt my orgasm rising and I wanted it.

“Harder!” Pixie croaked. “I’m gonna cum!”

Fucking hell. His cock owned her. My wife had no choice but to orgasm over and over on his hard dick. That was it. I was ready.

“Fuuuuuuuck,” she groaned. “Agggh!”

My wife orgasmed and so did I, spewing hot sperm into my waiting hand. Alice stroked it out of me, steaming jet after steaming jet. Pixie howled as she came and Ted suddenly roared, pounding her as he exploded deep inside. Pixie clawed at his arms. I sprayed a flood of semen, filling my palm, overflowing, leaking between my fingers. Alice giggled as she coaxed every drop out of me. Ted shot so much sperm into Pixie it leaked out around his thick shaft and dribbled from his huge balls. Pixie’s wail turned into a screech as her climax spiked higher. My balls clenched so hard they ached as Alice emptied them.

Finally, Pixie melted, collapsing backward on the padded mattress. Ted lowered her legs but kept his fat cock sheathed. He was breathing hard, sweaty. After a minute he reluctantly pulled his big cock out of my wife. She rolled to her side, spinning around to take him in her mouth and lick him clean, tenderly running her tongue from balls to head and back again. My dick was still mostly stiff.

I looked down at the puddle of jizz in my hand. Alice left me, slipping into her stud husband’s arms. They kissed. I looked around and spied a small trash can by the door. I dumped my semen in it, wiping my hand on my leg. I turned around to find Pixie still nursing on Ted’s shrinking penis like a baby’s bottle. He and Alice were lost in passionate kisses while my wife suckled.


Chapter 10

We went home with them and slept naked together in their huge bed. Now we understood why it was so big. I was wiped out and they seemed to be too, but I awoke hours later to find Pixie standing by the bed gazing down at Ted. He’d overheated and thrown the covers back, exposing his cock while he slept. My wife stared at the thing.

“What are you doing?” I whispered.

She looked worried or maybe frightened.

“I love that thing, Lee,” she said. “I’m concerned about how much.”

I shrugged.

“Maybe we can buy the replica off them. Or have another made just for you.”

She shook her head slightly.

“I can’t go back to that,” she said. “Not after the real thing. Let’s leave the room. I don’t want to wake them.”

She took my hand and led me to the kitchen. Daisy and Luna followed but laid at our feet.

“Can you handle it?” she asked.

“What?”

“Ted fucking me.”

“I’ve done all right so far.”

She shook her head again.

“I’m talking about all the time. Like whenever he wants me, or I want him. It will happen regularly. We live next door. You might wake up like this in the middle of the night and I’m gone, across the street and under him, legs wrapped around his waist and pussy stuffed full.”

“He won’t leave Alice for you,” I said, suddenly insecure.

She made a face.

“I don’t want to marry the man. I just need him to fuck me. Often.”

“What about me?”

“I need you to fuck me too but that’s different. You know it is.”

I did know it.

“You like it too,” she said.

She was right, I did, but I was not ready to admit that. My dick was. I felt blood flowing. I felt myself expanding. I hoped she wouldn’t notice. Her talk about her need, her desire to be fucked, got to me.

“You’re worried you’ll lose me,” she said. “You won’t. I just want the sex. I just want to be fucked like that. Nothing else changes for us. We’re just adding Ted and Alice to the bedroom. You can fuck her, if you want. You got your dick sucked by some woman. This can be good for both of us. All of us.”

“What if it’s not what they want? What if they just like seducing couples and then moving on to the next?”

“They want it,” she said. “I’ve spoken with both. They’ve been spying on us from the second story balcony for a few years. Ted is hot for me. That fire may die and so might my lust for him, but for now it burns hot.”

“Why are you telling me this? It sounds like you’ve made up your mind already.”

“I have, but I want you with me. The only reason not to is fear and there’s nothing to be afraid of. We’ve already done it and everything was awesome. Let’s do it again. Let’s do it a lot.”

I looked down at my nude body. I looked at her. She looked at mine and noticed my growing erection.

“Your body is responding,” she said. “You want me to want him.”

“No, I’m getting hard because you’re naked.”

She scoffed playfully. She wrapped her warm fingers around my growing penis. She was right. I knew it. The way she talked about sex now turned me on.

“We’re naked in our neighbor’s kitchen,” I murmured.

We both started to laugh at the absurdity of our life now. We covered our mouths and stepped into a full-body hug.

Eventually, we rejoined them in bed.


Chapter 11

The noonday sun blazed overhead. I stood at our bedroom window with powerful binoculars, gazing down into Ted and Alice’s backyard. Ted and Metis, a friend of Ted from the club, lay naked on chaise lounges, soaking up the sun. Pixie, also naked, lay on a lounge between the two men, enjoying their attention.

Alice had suspiciously gone shopping.

Metis seemed like a lecherous old man to me, chubby, with heavily tattooed arms and torso and a titanium ring pierced through the head of his large cock. I got a strange vibe from the guy when we first met, like he was a little sinister, but he smiled a lot, and Ted really liked the guy, so I let it go.

We met him on our second visit to their freaky club. We were all standing around talking, naked, because that’s what Ted and Alice like to do, when Metis turned the corner. I spotted the piercing right away. His long cock swung wide when he walked, and the shiny ring caught my eye. He fell in love with Pixie at first sight. It was obvious. I could tell he wanted to come on strong with her, but he held back because I was there, and he was unsure of our rules. His desire for her was clear and became clearer as his cock began to rise while we chatted. Pixie loved it, of course. He kept glancing at her and growing bigger. She acted nonchalant, chit-chatting like nothing unusual was taking place, but she watched him get hard from the corner of her eye. When Ted invited us for a day around the pool this coming weekend, she quickly agreed.

Later, once we were home, she asked if I noticed how Metis held back because of me. I admitted I did.

“Maybe I can have the pool day without you?” she asked.

So here I am, watching from a second-story window.  

She was down there flirting just enough to keep both men partially engorged. Twin pythons rested draped over hairy thighs. They were sure to keep both cocks where Pixie could see them. Whenever I focused on my wife’s face, I caught her staring at all that meat. I suspected her mouth was watering.

In the months since our first club visit, a lot has changed. Pixie visits Ted and Alice routinely, sometimes slipping out at night, sometimes boldly crossing the front lawns. They never refuse her. As the authors of it, they are pleased by her corruption. They took a fairly innocent wife and transformed her into a ravenous slut.

Movement below drew my eye. Metis handed Pixie the bottle of sunscreen. I couldn’t hear them, but his request was obvious. Pixie left her lounge to stand over the man, straddling him before dribbling lotion on his flabby chest. He closed his eyes against the glare of the sun. She spread the oil around, starting at the neck and working lower. His long cock rolled over and began to fill. Pixie pretended not to notice, working diligently to cover every square inch of his hairy skin. His cock grew from her hands on him until he pointed straight up, thick and swollen. Pixie teased the man, dipping her hips as she worked, brushing her slit against the tip but never for more than a second, bringing her pussy close but then artfully moving away to lotion his arms or face. His cock turned into a pillar of hard meat, causing the ring to stand up too. I was sure she was pleased by her effect on the man.

Ted watched carefully. She had a similar effect on him, but he took his dick in hand and gently stroked as he watched her work. I had to smile. She’d had a similar effect on me. Pixie had caused three men to grow erect and all she did was spread sunscreen. I saw their lips moving but had no idea what they discussed. Occasionally they’d laugh.

At last, the only skin left unprotected was Metis’s cock. Pixie squeezed some lotion onto her palm and set the bottle aside. She smeared the oil around her hands and then gripped the man around the base of his hard dick. She pulled her lubricated hands up his length, slowly, teasing him as she applied the clear lotion. The head flared. She flicked the titanium ring, hard, and he jumped. They all laughed. She slipped a finger through the ring and gently lifted, stretching his cock even longer. Metis almost came out of his seat. Ted and Pixie laughed hard. She slid her hand to the base again, holding the throbbing penis vertical. She stared. The man was as big as Ted. I imagined those two prowling around the club. They probably had groupies.

Pixie bent her knees and lowered her pussy, splitting her labia on the titanium ring. I sharply exhaled, surprised by her move. Horny, sure, but broad daylight and other neighbors possibly spying. The neighbor on the other side of Ted and Alice could see into their backyard just like I could on this side. I got a little bit of a perverse thrill thinking others might discover Pixie’s secret.

My wife sank lower, aiming her slit at that erect penis. The ring eased between her labia. She was forced to pause as the wide head offered resistance but then slipped inside. She moved her hands to his shoulders and used her body weight to ease down his cock.

“Unbelievable,” I heard myself mutter.

Metis brought his hands to her waist to help guide her down and then moved on to fondle her breasts. Pixie continued to sink lower, inch after inch disappearing inside her. She stopped with roughly two inches of cock remaining and leaned forward, bringing her tits to his mouth. Her hips began to rise and fall. My wife was fucking the man.

Ted left his chair. He stood over them, watching, stroking. When he brought his dick to her mouth, she sucked him in, working the plump head. He grabbed handfuls of hair and fucked her mouth, big balls slapping under her chin. Pixie has never had two cocks in her at the same time and I was sure my wife’s mind was doing cartwheels. Two men! A cock at each end. Incredible. Her hips rose and fell, and her head bobbed rapidly. She worked those dicks, doing her best to give those men all the pleasure they could handle.

Ted pulled his cock away from her mouth.

She looked disappointed but focused her attention on Metis. She didn’t see Ted circle behind her and upend the oil on his cock, but I did. She didn’t see him straddle the lounge chair and lower his big dick to her asshole, but I did. I sucked a bushel of air as the inevitable approached. Ted lined up his well-lubed cock to her puckered sphincter and enjoy the view for a heartbeat. Then he pressed the head against her tight wrinkled hole and gently pushed.

Pixie’s head snapped up. All at once she realized what was being done to her. My memory jumped back to her comments when we first discovered the replica and debated whether a man could possess a cock like that. No butt could handle a thing like this, she’d said. This dick would destroy any ass.

Ted clenched her ass and inches slid up her ass. Her back straightened and her jaw dropped. Metis already stuffed her pussy. What mind-boggling sensations did she experience right now? She shuddered and rolled her head around. I wished I could hear her moans. Ted held her waist and fed her asshole more rigid inches. I was stunned.

Pixie tilted her head all the way back, making eye contact with Ted. Her expression was need mixed with caution. Metis pinched her nipples to distract her, and Ted leaned over to give her an upside-down kiss. Their tongues began to wrestle. Ted pressed slowly, determined to make her take everything, easing more of his cock gradually up her ass. Her head rolled around as the sensations threatened to overwhelm her. These were big men. I tried to imagine what she was going through but failed utterly. How could I know? Beyond the physical, for women there is an element of intimacy from allowing someone to be inside your body, knowing they will most likely be leaving something in there. How vulnerable did she feel? I know her. That vulnerability would only feed her lust and passion. Right now, she was craving what they would give her.

I focused the binoculars, increasing the magnification. Her tight holes were stretched into white rings around their hefty girth. I wished I could hear the sounds I knew she must be making. Ted continued pushing, eager to conquer her ass. He was the first to ever invade her that way. He was unaware of his special victory, but I knew, and a twinge of remorse assailed me. I’m her husband. I hated that he’d had her in a way I hadn’t. Bold motherfucker. He wanted her and he took her, and she was obviously thrilled that he did. I watched him gently work his cock deeper as my wife slowly lost her mind. Metis circled her waist with his tattooed arms, pinning her in place, and then both men pushed the last inches of their rigid dicks into her.

Her cry of mind-blowing pleasure drifted up to me: “Ooooohhh fuuuuck.”

I pushed my shorts down, freeing my hard dick.

Ted leaned on her from behind, pumping his oily cock, savoring the feel of her tight ring squeezing him. Metis held her body tightly, trapping her but allowing my slutty wife to rock her hips against those two big hard cocks as ferociously as she could. She’d never experienced anything like this.

“I’m cumming!” she suddenly screeched. “Oh fuck! OH FUCK!”

I couldn’t begin to imagine what she felt. I ran those binoculars up and down her writhing body, amazed by what I saw. Her orgasm seized her and shook her. Her jaw hung slack. Her body quaked, out of control. Both men owned her holes, thrusting deep, penetrating as far inside as they could. My wife howled. My wife wailed. Eventually, my wife seemed to sob and collapse but both men kept working their hips, sliding in and out. Pixie slowly came around and began to return the deep fuck, working her hips to coax their loads.

Metis climaxed first. He shoved her all the way down his big pole and gushed boiling sperm into her womb. Ted got so turned on he grabbed her round butt cheeks and spread them, watching his thick cock pump her ass until his chubby body shuddered and he pushed all the way in, spraying her insides with hot semen. He collapsed on top of her and for a long time, nobody moved.

He was still thick and spongy when he pulled his cock out of her ass. I used binoculars to get a close-up view. Her ring squeezed every last drop out of him, stretching his length. Metis lifted my wife and turned, placing her on her back on her lounge. His cock was still buried. He lifted his body away, dragging his dick from her tight pussy, and both men gazed down at my exhausted wife. They wandered away to have a private conversation and Ted seemed to grow agitated. They left her there, wiped out and lying in the sun.


Chapter 12

I awoke, as I often did lately, when I reached for Pixie in the night and discovered she was gone. I knew what it meant. Most likely she’d had an erotic dream and awakened horny. Alice and Ted were always eager to welcome her to their bed. My wife would pull on a light robe against the nighttime chill and float across the lawns that separate our homes. Her spot on the mattress was still warm so she must have just left. I eased out of bed to see what I could see. Perhaps she was merely in the kitchen grabbing a glass of water. I skipped a cover-up, striding through our lovely home naked.

She wasn’t in the kitchen, so I stepped into the backyard. I had discovered if I stood on one of the patio chairs, I could see into Ted and Alice’s bedroom. I hadn’t shared that information with anyone. I needed at least one thing to call my own. I positioned the chair and climbed up, carefully peeking over the fence. Their bedroom was dark. She wasn’t with Ted.

I heard a deep muffled voice from the front of our home. Someone trying to sound stern but also keep their voice low. I crept towards the gate to hear them better.

“Stop struggling,” I heard Metis hiss. “You’ll all the cock you want.”

Someone tried to shout around a gag. Someone feminine. I peered through the gap between boards.

Pixie.

Metis was stuffing Pixie into his car!

I shouted at him to stop but he didn’t hear me through the heavy fence. We keep the side gate locked with the key hanging in the kitchen, so I raced inside and grabbed a robe as I passed the guest room. I pulled it on running through the house and realized going back to the gate would take too long. I threw open the front door, emerging onto our front lawn.

He was gone. Swallowed by the night. Pixie taken prisoner.

Panic seized me.

Where the fuck do I even begin to look for her? My first thought was to call the police. My second thought was to wake Ted and ask where Metis would have taken her. Involving the police meant revealing how we knew him and what Our relationship was. They’d assume she simply ran off to be with him. The humiliation from exposure would be great. I marched across the yard and knocked on Ted’s front door. I knocked again, louder. He answered the door in his boxers, thinning hair a mess, eyes groggy.

“Metis took Pixie!” I shouted.

Of course he did not understand.

“Metis kidnapped Pixie,” I said, lowering my voice. “Where would he take her? Where does he live?”

“What time is it?”

“That doesn’t matter. Listen. Metis took Pixie. Where did he go? What’s his address?”

Ted shook his head, coming around.

“Not home,” he said. “Hades. He would take her to his favorite club. He’ll want to show her off.”

“Get dressed. You’re coming with me.”

A confused Alice appeared behind him. She’d heard us.

“I knew it,” she said. “The bastard. I told you I didn’t trust that man. I saw the way he looked at little Pixie. Poor thing.”

Ted backed away from the door and I entered. Alice headed for the kitchen to make coffee and Ted hurried to get dressed. I questioned Alice while he was gone.

“What’s Hades? Another club like the one you and Ted took us to?”

“Not really. Hades appeals to darker desires. Bondage. Masochism. Sadism. Power and control.”

“We’ve got to get Pixie away from him. Why didn’t you warn us he was that kind of person?”

“He hasn’t been like that for a long time. We would have said something if we thought we needed to. I told Ted I saw a look in his eye regarding Pixie. He wanted her badly. I never thought he’d go this far though.”

She handed me a cup of coffee and I yelled for Ted to hurry. Only minutes had passed but time dragged. Ted came running down the hall pulling on a jacket.

“Let’s go,” he said.

The jacket was a smart idea. The night had turned cold. We took their convertible Jag. The top was down but I hated to take the time to put it up. I froze in silence. Ted drove fast but not too fast. My stomach tied itself in knots.

“Why did he take her?” I yelled over the rushing wind.

Ted made a worried face.

“That club specializes in sexual playthings,” he yelled. “Like Annie Lennox said, some people just want to be used, and that includes men and women. He may hand her over to a gang of men to break her or he may keep her for himself to show her off. He’ll drug her to make her incredibly horny and then he might auction her off, which would make finding her harder, but I don’t think so. I saw how he looked at her. He wants her for himself.”

“Drug her?”

Ted nodded vigorously.

“Yes. We run on chemicals, body and mind. There are cocktails that can turn a person into a sex fiend. I’ve seen it done. It works even better on people who already are but keep that side of themselves buried, like Pixie. Hopefully he plans on streaming her event.”

“Event?”

“Yeah. Often, after they are drugged, they are dropped into a group, like a gang bang. It’s streamed over the Internet to subscribers who pay a lot to see people converted. Pixie will convert easily. She loves big cock. No offence.”

“Some taken.”

“They’ll let me in because I’m a member and they’ll let you in because you’re with me, but I must warn you, we’ll be naked. Everyone is. The whole club is full nude.”

“I don’t care. Let’s just find her.”

End Part One
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