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​“Honey!” gasped Tristan.

“Let her,” said Athena coolly, still spreading her ass wide.

Catherine started to suck over the hard flesh, driving the cock into her mouth with a level of relish that she hadn’t experienced in a long time.  Suddenly she had a purpose.

She sucked and slathered over Tristan’s cock, with Tristan staring down and moving his wife’s hair aside to get a better look.

Gradually the shocked artist began to relax into the situation, allowing his wife to do whatever it was that Athena suggested.

Catherine popped her husband’s cock from her mouth and snarled at it.  She breathed through gritted teeth and then looked back at Athena’s perfect ass.

“Put it here,” Catherine said, taking a handful of Athena’s butt.  She pulled at it and Athena giggled.

“Do as she says, Tristan.  I feel good, you should know that.”

Catherine looked at the beautiful dot-of-an-asshole that Athena was in possession of.  She wondered if Tristan had sculpted that too and then built up her beautiful butt around it.

“Get it wet for him,” Athena said.

Catherine realized that Athena was addressing her, and she burst into action.  She found herself subservient to the conjured deity, feeling a compulsion to carry out the goddess’s wishes.

Tristan leaned back and watched as Catherine pushed her face between Athena’s smooth, toned ass-cheeks.

“That’s it,” Athena said, closing her eyes.  When they opened, they looked back at Tristan.  “She’s tonguing my asshole.”

Tristan swallowed.  He held his cock and jerked it slowly as he watched.  “Get it, honey,” he whispered.

Catherine pressed her face into the beauty’s ass, stretching out her tongue and poking it at the knot of muscle.  It relented when a certain amount of pressure was applied, allowing Catherine’s tongue to slither an inch or so inside and tickle the sensitive nerve endings.

“That’s where I want your husband’s cock,” Athena said.  “Deep in my asshole.”

Catherine hummed in approval, pressing more of her face into the cleavage and smothering herself with the deity’s ass.

After a minute of tonguing Athena’s ass, Catherine returned to her husband’s cock to cover it in saliva once more before pulling it towards the tiny hole.

“Yes!” gasped Athena, waiting to feel Tristan.

Tristan looked down at the smooth head of his cock as it pressed against the puckered muscle.  He watched himself move inside, hearing Athena groan with passion as Catherine hummed contently.

“That’s it,” moaned Catherine.  “Fuck, look at that.”

She looked up at her husband and studied the euphoria in his expression as he felt the tight grip of Athena’s asshole around him.

Her sphincter seemed to suck him inside, demanding more of his inches which Tristan dutifully delivered.

He pushed on, feeling the circle of muscle pinch down his cock like it was cock-ring.  When he was all the way deep, he let it grip around the hilt of his thickness, making it fill with lusty blood.

“Oh, that’s good,” moaned Athena.  “I can feel him growing.”

Catherine stood back and watched the naked seductress as she began to bounce back against Tristan.  The bottom of his cock was visible between them each time he withdrew, but it was quickly swallowed back up by Athena’s flexible asshole.
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Tristan Cole was busy sculpting his new piece, hidden away in his workshop at the bottom of the garden.  His wife Catherine busied herself in the house and was increasingly frustrated at how much she was losing Tristan to his work.  Tristan thought it was for good reason.  His newest piece was his pride and joy.

He’d created the bust first of all, and he was so enamored by the beautiful, lifelike woman that he’d conjured from thin air that he decided to continue the work and flesh out her other features.

Now she stood almost as tall as Tristan, posing with a delicate hand across her stomach and a toe turned into the floor.  Her long hair appeared to blow in the wind, even though it was modeled from clay.  Her big breasts were a testament to what Tristan felt his wife was lacking.

Tristan had spent a long time on the model’s more intimate features, shaping her round butt and full breasts with his hands and imagining what it might be like to touch the fantasy woman for real.

Tristan imagined sculpting himself a new wife to replace Catherine, who had become increasingly distant since Tristan had begun this piece some months ago.

Catherine knocked on the workshop door and came in with a cup of coffee, setting it down on the mucky wooden table and looking at her husband.  Tristan barely turned his head.

“What do you think?” he asked, standing back and admiring his creation.

Catherine took a deep breath.  The woman was undeniably beautiful, and it was difficult to separate her looks from the art itself.

“She looks good,” shrugged Catherine.

“Good?” said Tristan, laughing.  “Athena is beautiful.”

“Athena?  You named her?”

“Lots of artists name their pieces.”

“Not all artists are so infatuated by their pieces that they neglect their wives.”

“You’d be surprised,” said Tristan, taking a sip of coffee.

He put a hand around his wife and they both looked at the piece.

“I love you,” he told Catherine.  “You know that don’t you?”

“Are you talking to me or her?”

Catherine was frowning at Athena now.  The still look in the model’s face was eerie.  She was so lifelike that it felt as though her head could turn any second and demand that the duo stop ogling her.

“You, of course,” said Tristan.  “Athena will be just another one of my pieces at some point, but for now I’m all in.  I want her to be a testament to everything I’ve learned.”

“I’m sorry,” said Catherine, hanging her head.

“You don’t need to be sorry, honey.”

“I just look at this thing and know you’re in here with her for ten hours a day and I start to get jealous.”

“You don’t need to get jealous of a sculpture, Cat.”

“You put more time into it than me!  Look at her.  She’s gorgeous, and slim, and probably blonde, and she’s got a great ass and amazing tits and she’s basically everything I’m not.”

“Honey, no,” said Tristan, standing up and putting his hands around his wife.  “You’re the only woman for me.”

“If you ever wanted to upgrade, I’d be okay with that.”

“Upgrade—what are you saying?  What’s wrong?”

“I just want you to be happy and I worry I don’t do that.”

“I’m just invested in this, Cat, it’s nothing that’s wrong with you.”

“You’re sure?”

“Yes!” said Tristan, hugging his wife tighter.  “I don’t want to lose you to her.”

Cat stared at the sculpture.  Its eyes seemed to shift.

“You don’t want to fuck her?” she asked.

“She’s not real!”

“That’s not what I asked,” said Catherine, turning to face her husband.

“I don’t want to fuck her,” lied Tristan.

“I keep worrying I’ll open that door and you’ll be riding her from behind.”

Tristan started to laugh.  “There’s no danger of that happening.”

“Like I say, if that’s what you need ...?”

“Are you trying to pimp me out or something?”

“No,” Catherine said with a pained expression.  “I’m struggling to make my point.  I mean that if you wanted a no-strings-attached encounter with someone else, I’d allow it to save our marriage.”

“Like, an open relationship?”

“Not exactly.  I don’t know.  I just miss seeing you happy.  I want to see you satisfied and ...”

“Cat, you make me happy and satisfied.”

“Not Athena?”

“Athena isn’t real.  She’s just something I made from clay.  You’re the real thing.”

“I know but look at her!”

Catherine and Tristan turned to stare.

“She’s just clay, Cat.”

“But if she wasn’t?  If she was a real woman?”

“Then what?”

“Then I’d want you enjoy her.”

Tristan was puzzled.  “Enjoy her?”

“Ugh!” said Catherine with balled fists.  “I wish she was real so I could watch you fuck her is what I’m saying.”

At that confession an eerie crash of thunder sounded above them.  Catherine stared up at the roof as it shook.

“You don’t mean that, do you?” asked Tristan, ignoring the sudden storm.

Rain pattered on the roof above them as Tristan looked across at his wife.  He stared into her brown eyes and tried to catch a glimpse of her soul.

“I’ve been thinking about it more and more,” confessed Catherine.

“Watching me?  With someone?”

Catherine nodded solemnly.  The statue breathed.

“I just want to see that relish in your eyes.  That desire.  That passion.  The same passion that I see when you look at her.”

Catherine turned back to the statue and gasped.  She took a step away from it and looked at her husband who wore an equally terrified look.

“You got your wish,” said Athena, stepping off the pedestal.

She was as real as any of them, with delicate poise and a beautiful frame.  Tristan had made a masterpiece worthy of the renaissance sculptors, with beauty that superseded the absurd scenario they found themselves in.

“Of course she’s blonde,” hushed Catherine, wide-eyed in wonderment.

“What the fuck?” Tristan mouthed as the naked enchantress walked in his direction.

“The gods are feeling frivolous,” said Athena, draping a hand over Tristan and moving behind his back.  “They have granted your wish, Catherine.”

“You’re real?” asked Tristan, and he looked to his wife for an answer too.  “Do you see this?”

Catherine nodded.  “She looks real enough to me.”

Athena walked with purpose towards Catherine, unabashed by her nakedness.  She grabbed Catherine’s hand and placed it on her breasts.

“Feel real?” asked Athena.

Catherine could feel the cool skin beneath her touch.  Athena’s nipple stiffened.

“She’s real,” Catherine whispered, looking up at Athena’s face.

The corner of Athena’s mouth curled upwards.  “Ready for your wish?”

“What wish?”

“You said you wished I was real so that you could watch Tristan fuck me.  Isn’t that right?”

“I—I wasn’t being—”

“Serious?” said Athena, tilting her head.  “You can’t lie to the gods.”

“Gods?  What gods?”

“In this case, Eros,” Athena said.  “But I believe Zeus may be watching.”

A flash of lightning burst under the door, followed by a rumbling thunder that Tristan felt in his chest.

“You’re her?” asked Tristan.  “You’re Athena?”

“That’s your name for me, and I’ll allow it,” the naked woman said.  “I was always quite fond of her.”

Tristan watched as Athena put an arm across his wife’s shoulders and turned them both to face him.  She posed openly, showing off her delights that moved freely now with each flexing of Athena’s muscles.  The breasts that Tristan had spent so long sculpting were now a living testament to his skills and desires.

“Why?” asked Tristan.

“Why what?”

“Why are you here?”

“How many times do I have to spell it out to you humans,” Athena sighed.  “I’m here to claim your cock, and Catherine is going to watch.”
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