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Chapter 1

I kept the tip of my tongue slowly circling her clit. Samantha writhed under my attention. Her long, painted nails clawed at the bedspread. Moans flowed from her lips like chants. I reached over the edge of the mattress where I’d hidden her little anal dildo and slipped it into my hand. I focused on her clit again and then, when she was lost to the pleasures I gave, I eased the smooth tip through her puckered anus and pressed the button, triggering vibrations. Her gratifying groan made my dick even harder. She wasn’t ready for the big dido yet, but she was close.

I considered the thing a monster, but Samanta loved it. She struggles to orgasm without it. That thing makes her cum hard and fast. She had the beast when I first met her and I admit I was intimidated: it is much larger than me in every way. I got over that intimidation, mostly, once I saw what the thing did to her. Samantha loves sex in all its myriad forms. I’ve never known a woman like her. We dated for years and her drive never diminished. Now we’ve been married for years, almost five, I think, and that still holds true. The girl loves sex. Loves it. She may struggle to climax, but her love of sex is undiminished.

“Fuuuuuck, Neil,” she exhales, with real meaning.

I pushed the anal teaser deeper and sucked her clit. I pulled the small dildo back several inches, loving the way her ass tried to cling to it. I had to tug a little. Her sphincter has a strong grip. The grip of her pussy is epic. Maybe that’s why she likes the big dildo so much. It really gives her something to squeeze.

I pushed my thumb into her soaked vagina, easing the digit all the way up to my hand. Her pussy clamped down around me like a vise. Adrenaline rushed through me. She does the same thing to my cock, and it feels fantastic.

We have sex all the time and it almost always includes the use of toys. About the only time we don’t use toys is when we are out in public and get each other so turned on, we simply must fuck right then and there. We’ve fucked in parking garages and rooftops and alleyways and the back seats of both our cars. She’ll suck my dick anytime, anyplace. I know how lucky I am to have a wife like this, and I’ve not even described her pretty face or sexy body yet.

Samantha arched her back and groaned. Her toes curled into little fists. I pumped my thumb and the anal dildo and gently dragged my tongue across her clit. Her mouth opened and the groan became a screech as she orgasmed fiercely, her first of the night.

We had a long way to go.

Our night had started with dinner and drinks, celebrating her successful run at Hopkins Art Gallery. She sold every painting she had hanging, plus took orders for several more. We knew that would mean more hours in the studio and more stress but we both welcomed the big jump in income.

I left the vibrating dildo in her ass and felt around for the bigger toy. She’d already named the thing Alexander before we met and years ago, and I’d asked: “As in Alexander the Great?” and she’d laughed and said yes. I found Alexander poking out from between the mattress and box springs, right where I’d placed him, and carefully brought him up to join the fun.

I love watching Samantha’s reaction whenever that bad boy begins to penetrate. Her back comes way off the bed. Her expression turns to almost pain. She exhales lustily and spreads her legs wider, welcoming the toy into her body. She tosses her head, sending her long straight black hair flying. She’ll grab handfuls of her big tits and squeeze, pinching her own nipples hard. It’s an erotic feast for the eyes. It’s a grand opera and I’m the conductor.

I move Alexander into position and then distract her with an attack on her pussy lips. I follow that with concentrated attention on her clit and then, just before she’s about to climax, I slow way down. She whines and whimpers, frustrated at being so close, and then I begin to push that huge cock head into her. The thing is easily twice my size and always melts her. She moans, savoring every thick inch as I push it deeper. Her moans rise in volume and intensity and by the time I’ve sheathed half that monster she’s writhing, whimpering, rolling her hips and begging for the rest.

I leave it like that and move higher on the bed. I pull her over on top of me into a sixty-nine, her favorite. This is how she cums the best: me below, my stiff cock in her mouth, my wiggling tongue dancing all over her clit, and Alexander the Great, driving deep over and over. I fuck her with our toy like there is someone in the room with us, someone taking her from behind while I eat her pussy like it’s a pastry. In this position her orgasms are volcanic. I’ve made my wife blackout from pleasure with the combination of my mouth and that beast.

I bring both arms up, using two hands to hold the monster, and begin to really fuck her with Alex. She forces her mouth down my dick, playing the slut, and groans from deep in her soul. The vibrations stimulate my penis, and I work the big dildo like a piston which makes her attack my dick even harder. We go at each other, trying to drive the other person crazy. The best thing about this position is I can cum whenever I get there. I can blast her mouth full of semen and keep fucking her sweet cunt. Neither of us needs to hold back at all.

I give in to the pleasure she’s giving me and let my cum rise. My dick is throbbing and I’m ready to shoot and she knows this and simply sucks harder and faster. Fuck it. I turn it loose and blast everything I have down her throat. She’s moaning and gulping and sucking and I’m thrusting Alexander as fast as I can. Samantha swallows the last of my load and whips her mouth away to screech some animal sound as her titanic orgasm crashes into her. Her body trembles wildly and her pussy gushes as Alex almost rips the life from her. This is a big one. One of her biggest. She loses control and thrashes around on top of me. I slow Alex gradually, bringing her down as her climax fades, until I roll her onto the bed like she’s made out of wet laundry. She’s breathing fast, eyes closed, tremors washing over her from toes to eyeballs.


Chapter 2

I know the stark, white walls are supposed to fade into the background and push the art forward, but it never works that way for me. The lights are too bright, maybe, or the expanses of open walls are too big. Regardless, my visits to any of the various art galleries around town always end with headaches. The same was true for the Williamsburg collective where I found myself at the moment.

Samantha was somewhere in the crowd and I was unsupervised. I know how it works. My wife must rub elbows with the elite and the wealthy to fund her dream. I’m cool with that. Elbow-rubbing is how I met her. Samantha had several pieces hanging at the hospital where I work and they caught my eye. They were only hanging there because a billionaire benefactor donated them. I was so intrigued by her work that I decided I needed to meet the artist and, after a little homework, attended one of her exhibits. I walked around with a flute of champagne, much like I’m doing right now, until I was able to speak to her alone. The chemistry was there. We clicked and I asked her out. I had no idea she was so sexual at the time, but I soon found out. We dated fast and married fast. I’m still getting to know her, all these years later.

I turned a corner and stood before a giant painting she’d done of her ass. Not her ass directly. She’s better than that. The canvas held sensual lines that curved from the upper left corner, meandered across the open space, and left the canvas from the bottom right corner. The tones she used drew the eye in and held it. The hint of something familiar titillated the mind. One knew they looked at something sexy but couldn’t define exactly what. All her recent work was this way. Her earlier work was usually portraits of the very old or still life scenes. She tapped into her natural sexuality and her career took off.

“I see a buttock,” a feminine voice said from behind my shoulder.

“Astute,” I said without turning. “I’m Neil, the artist’s husband, and I can tell you yes, that is a buttock.”

The woman moved closer. She wore a long coat, herring bone pattern, opened in front, and a knee-length black dress with tiny white dots. Her black hair was mostly tucked up into a black beret, but she had allowed a few strategically placed strands to escape, accenting her good looks. I probably stared a second or three too long.

“Your buttock?” she asked. “Or hers?”

I chuckled.

“Hers. Mine would never sell.”

The woman leaned back to look at my ass. She straightened.

“You don’t give yourself enough credit,” she said.

We continued our examination of the huge painting. She sipped her champagne and I did too.

“I don’t know how she does it,” the woman said. “The lines look simple but they are not. Her mix of colors makes you feel like you’re spying on someone naked through a window. She’s masterful. Mentoring under Siskind was brilliant.”

“Siskind?”

“Her tutor. The man that taught her everything. Or perhaps I should say the man that revealed her to herself. The talent was always there. She was with him for years. He’s a brilliant artist too.”

“I was unaware.”

“You are her husband, yes? Did you not recently say so?”

“Yes. I did. But we dated only a short time. We married quickly. I work long hours, so I am still learning things about her. We are still discovering each other.”

The woman nodded thoughtfully.

“My name is Neil,” I said, extending my hand.

We shook.

“Natalie,” she said. “I own and run a gallery over on twenty-fifth street. I’m hoping to lure Samantha for a show. Perhaps you should stop by my little studio and see what I have set up over there and then put in a good word for me.”

“I’d be happy to.”

She chuckled. We gazed at my wife’s painting a little longer and then shared a smile. She moved on in one direction; I went the other. I had no idea who Siskind was but made a mental note to ask or at least do some online checking of my own.

The layout of Samantha’s show was chronological: her current work towards the front while older, less polished pieces hung farther back. The exhibition was in a large warehouse and Sam has been prolific.

I crossed some invisible threshold and entered her abstract period. The paintings here were massive, seven or eight feet to each side. Bold colors pushed and pulled into vaguely familiar shapes. Every time I thought I recognized something, a moment later I realized I didn’t.

I browsed aimlessly, eventually finding myself before a massive seven by seven square painting. She’d rendered the background with varying shades of green, teal, and aquamarine, and then layered reds and yellows and oranges on top. I studied the shapes, allowing the emotions the piece generated to wash over me. After several minutes, I detected a shape hidden in the swirling colors. A man, a tall nude man, must have been coated with similar paints and then mushed against the canvas. I could almost make out the lines of his body. If I was right, the man possessed a formidable weapon of a cock. Perhaps it was a fortunate smear of acrylics and nothing more.

My wanderings eventually brought me back to the lobby. Samantha chatted excitedly with a group of women her age. They listened attentively to every word leaving her mouth. They didn’t know it, but they were probably making my wife horny. Attention of any kind from anyone will make Samantha horny. I drifted by and my gaze fell on another knot of people talking. At the center was a man I’d never seen before. He stood head and shoulders above everyone else. He wore layers of clothing: long coat, raspberry scarf, gray suit and matching hat. His sculpted beard followed a vicious jawline. He was a towering figure of masculine power and control, speaking softly but with absolute confidence. The gathered group listened to him like the women had listened to Samantha. I would have thought him a male model but for the attention the others gave him. Nobody pays that close attention to what a model has to say.  

I continued my circuit of the warehouse, landing, at last, before Samantha’s latest work. I know a bit about the various art movements and styles. I get cubism and impressionism and all the countless efforts at discovering something new or at least trying to. I don’t know how my wife does what she does, but I can sense the power in her work, and I’m pleased that others can too. I can see the hand of Picasso in what she does but she mixes it with her own spirit and palette, and we come away feeling powerful emotions surging. I don’t pretend to understand, but I can appreciate.

My eyes drifted up and there was Natalie, again. We shared a smile and tipped our champagne flutes at each other. I checked her out the moment her eyes went the other way. Her clothing hid a lot but I could tell she had a nice body under that coat.

“Thoughts?” she asked.

“My wife is a genius.”

“Truly. My studio is not as big as this warehouse, but I’d love to show her latest pieces. Did you walk the entire circuit?”

“I did. A lot of her work was before we got married. I had no idea she was so productive for so long.”

“She’s a marvel. Did you get a chance to meet Siskind? He’s here.”

I shook my head.

“No, I’ve pretty much stayed to myself. I’d hate to be the obnoxious intruding husband.”

“Admirable.”

I finished my champagne and sat my glass on an empty tray. Natalie finished her and I took it from her, placing it next to mine.

“Thank you for your kindness,” she said.

“Until next time,” I said.


Chapter 3

Our bedroom was warm, with the curtains drawn against the late afternoon sun, casting everything in amber shadows. Sam lay sprawled across our bed, naked and already flushed, her chest rising and falling in shallow anticipatory breaths. This time I'd tied her wrists to the headboard and ankles to the footboard, not tight enough to hurt, but tight enough to remind her that she was mine to play with.

"You're already wet," I observed, trailing my fingers up her inner thigh, watching her muscles twitch beneath my touch. "Did you know that? Before I’ve even touched you in a naughty way."

She bit her lower lip, nodding.

“I know it,” she croaked.

Her dark hair was fanned across the pillow, her eyes heavy with that particular hunger I knew so well after years of marriage. We have a language now, a vocabulary of sighs and gestures, but tonight, after her triumphant showing, I wanted to teach her some new words.

I reached between the mattress and boxspring and retrieved the smaller of our two favorite toys. Sleek and black. I held it in my palm to warm it. I showed it to her and then made a point of setting it aside.

I withdrew Alexander the Great.

Samantha's eyes widened when she saw him. He’s thick, long, veined, and curves slightly upward. He’s heavy enough to sometimes require both my hands. I held him to my crotch as if that magnificent cock grew out of me.

“Can you imagine?” I asked.

She nodded.

"I can," she breathed. “I imagine it often.”

There was a tremor in her voice that wasn't quite fear.

I climb higher onto the bed, moving into position between her spread legs. I set Alexander aside for now, letting her anticipation build, and focus on the smaller toy. She sighs, frustrated but loving the tease.

I start with my mouth. I always start with my mouth, partly because I love the taste of her and the way she bucks against my tongue, and partly because I need her drenched, absolutely soaked, before I begin to ease that beast in. We both know this. I start by kissing her knees and gradually move higher. She’s writhing within seconds. I lick her slowly, deliberately, avoiding her clit until she whimpers and strains against the silk scarves.

"Please," she gasped.

"Please what?"

"Please, put him in me."

I laughed against her thigh, the vibration making her shiver.

"You are a horny little slut,” I say. “You will receive the cock you crave only when I decide it’s time.”

She whimpered, but she loved it.

I return to my slow kissing. I nibble here and there, sucking her skin as I move ever closer to her aching pussy. I can smell the sweet aroma of her excitement.

Finally, I close my lips around her clit, sucking gently while I slide one finger inside her. She is slick, hot, and clutching at me. I work her with my mouth and hand, grateful that it’s difficult for her to climax. Sex is always a time-consuming enterprise with her, and I welcome that. I’m not sure many of her boyfriends ever did. I apply a gentle suction while my finger softly pumps. She’s drenched. She’s ready for Alexander but I’m not. My wife was on a pedestal tonight, admired by all. I feel lucky she’s mine for many reasons.

“Everyone adored you tonight,” I murmur. “Everyone wanted to be close to you, to listen to you, to touch you.”

She moans. This is music to her ears. I flick her clit with the tip of my tongue and she jumps, as much as the four scarves allow. I flick it again and then gently part her outer labia, brushing my tongue softly against her inner folds. She groans from the bottom of her heart.

I stop.

"Neil," she begs, trying to lift her pussy to my mouth. “Please.”

Frustration is etched across her beautiful face.

I lift the smaller dildo, slipping it into my mouth to wet it. She’s breathing through parted lips now, anticipating her anal penetration. Her expression is pure desperation. Her exhibition tonight aroused her in every way. She’s ready to be fucked. She needs to be fucked. I know that, which is why I tied her down this time, something we’ve not done for a while. She makes a sound between a groan and a laugh.

“Fucking hell,” she whines. “I’m so horny I can’t believe it. You bastard.”

I wet the smaller toy to lube it, warming it in my hands, and then pressing the tip against her asshole. She relaxes her body, forcing herself to be open, even eager. She was frantic for penetration and wanted to do everything she could to make it happen. I work it slowly, watching her face, watching her mouth fall open as the tip breaches her, pushing her puckered ring apart and slipping inside. She groans and rolls her hips as much as she can.

"Good girl," I murmur, giving the base a gentle twist that makes her moan. I move the toy deeper gradually, watching her sphincter grip the smooth shaft. Too low for her to see, I move Alexander closer, preparing to penetrate her with both toys at the same time. I normally use our toys on her one at a time because Alex is so thick, but tonight her level of arousal warrants a double penetration.

I left the small dildo in place and inched Alexander even closer while lowering my mouth to her pussy again. He was heavy, dense silicone that almost felt alive in my grip. His construction was flawless: a perfect replica of a god-cock. Samantha closed her eyes and savored my twin attacks. I pressed the button for vibration and her ass clenched around the invading toy.

I licked all around and inside her pussy, and then swung my body over hers, a sixty-nine with me on top. I pushed my semi-erect penis against her lips, and she opened her mouth and took me inside. Alexander was less than an inch from her slit. I studied the thick shaft, the oversized head, and the veins that would drag against her most sensitive places. I forced my cock against her tongue and pressed the head of Alexander against her entrance.

She was dripping, swollen, so wet that the massive head began to slide in almost immediately. I felt her body tense and heard her squeal around my dick. I caught her by surprise. I worked him in slowly, fraction of an inch by fraction of an inch. Her perfect, tight cunt stretched to accept him. I pushed the anal vibrator deeper and sucked her clit as his inches went by. I heard Samantha breathing fast through her nose and groaning, groaning constantly as he began to fill her.

"Take him, Samantha,” I encouraged. “Take every inch of this man."

She was almost hyperventilating. Her body was rigid, clenched as cock invaded all three holes. Her hands gripped the scarves above her head, pulling hard. The dildo in her ass made everything tighter, every inch of Alexander's invasion more intense. I saw her struggling to relax, to open herself, to accept the impossible girth expanding her cunt.

“If only those patrons could see you now,” I teased, my voice rough with my own arousal. “Their Golden Girl, stuffed with dick in every way. Imagine those people seeing you like this. Imagine that male model watching you get your brains fucked out. He’d want his turn.”

The moan that escaped her startled me. I’d hit upon something powerful. Her body stiffened and it was a moment or two before I realized I’d already forced my wife to orgasm. Alexander never fails us. I pounced on her pussy, licking and sucking as I worked Alex in and out using short firm strokes. Samantha was going insane under me. The animal sounds she made were almost scary. I was giving her one of her strongest orgasms ever. Her cries of pleasure turned into a helpless wail, a wail that told me she had become the victim of her own body. She was tossed about like a ship in a storm, powerless to stop what was happening to her. I pumped Alex and the anal dildo and lavished attention on her pussy. She almost screamed around my dick.

On and on her climax soared until, finally, she began to softly weep and relax. I stopped pumping so fast, letting her adjust, keeping one hand on Alexander's base while my tongue softly played with her clit. I circled gently, with feather-light touches that made her whimper and squirm. I lifted my hips, pulling my cock from her mouth, giving her a moment to speak, in case she needed it.


Chapter 4

"More," she begged. "Please, Baby, more. Fuck me to death tonight."

I almost laughed. My wife is a fiend. I began to move Alexander with small thrusts, just an inch in and out, letting her feel the weight of him, the way he filled all the space inside her. The smaller dildo shifted with each movement, creating a rhythm of pressure against the thin wall between her channels, doubling every sensation. I moved my hips to the side. Now was not the time for my pleasure.

"Tell me," I demanded, increasing the dual pace slightly, hearing her sudden intake of air.

"He feels—"

She gasped as I twisted Alexander slightly, the curve of him hitting her G-spot with each pass.

"Oh, God, Baby,” she continued. “He feels like he’s going to turn me inside out. He feels like he’s touching me everywhere. Please don't stop. Please let him fuck me. I need to feel his cock moving inside me."

I worked both toys in counter-rhythm, the small one shallow and quick, Alexander deep and slow, stretching her, filling her, using her exactly how we'd both learned she needed to be used. She was soon babbling, incoherent pleas and curse words. Her hips tried to meet my thrusts despite the restraints.

"You already came,” I said, a note of amazement in my voice.

“So fucking hard,” she whimpered.

“Can you cum again?” I asked, making my voice low and dangerous. "Can you cum on Alexander's big cock?"

"Yes," she sobbed. "Yes, please, Baby. Make me. Let Alex fuck me. He feels so good, Baby. Let me cum on his big cock for you."

I angled Alexander slightly upward, again dragging the head against her G-spot with every thrust. I began to fuck her in earnest with him. The bed creaked beneath us from my efforts. Her breasts bounced with each thrust. The smaller dildo stayed lodged in her ass, a constant pressure that amplified everything, that turned each stroke into a symphony of sensation.

She was climbing fast, I felt it in the way her muscles around her body clenched, in the way her thighs shook, and in the desperate pitch of her cries. I kept the rhythm steady, relentless, driving her toward the edge with maniacal precision. I did not care that it was a substitute cock doing all this to her.

"Neil, Jesus. I'm going to. I’m so close."

I slowed down, because I’m a bastard. She whined and whimpered and tried to fuck herself on him. I pulled him almost all the way out of her body and she thrashed beneath me, driven mad with need. I pushed him balls deep and felt her cunt clamp around him like she wanted him to never leave. She rocked her hips, climbing fast, chasing a climax that would alter Earth’s orbit.

“Baby!” she squealed. “Fuck!”

My wife exploded. I think the restraints added to the force of her orgasm. Samantha howled as pleasure swamped her body and mind. I fucked her strong and deep and smooth and she writhed beneath me, cumming hard like an earthquake. I forced her to ride it all the way out.

I tortured her like that for what felt like hours, although it was probably less than one. I brought her to the brink and then retreated over and over, letting Alexander rest inside her while I played with her clit, then fucking her hard until she was screaming, then slowing again. She was drenched, sweating, beautiful in her desperation, her hair plastered to her forehead, her eyes glazed. I’d never gotten multiple orgasms from her, and I was not about to let this night end.

"Please," she finally whispered, her voice wrecked and raw. “No more. I’m wrecked.”

Something in her tone shifted me. The game was exquisite, but this was real. This was my wife, my partner, begging for release, trusting me completely with her body, her pleasure.

"Okay," I said softly. "Okay, Baby. I understand. I’ll stop now."

She exhaled and relaxed.

But I lied.

I eased Alexander deep, the curve of him pressed right where she had no defenses, the tip of him pressing her cervix. I began to fuck her with intent. No more teasing, no more taunting. I fucked her with steady, powerful strokes that filled her completely, stretched her open, and claimed her. I used my other hand to control the toy in her ass, pumping firm, matching the rhythm of my thrusts.

She rapidly broke and came apart.

It started as a deep contraction I felt through Alexander, her body clamping down on him like a vise. Her sphincter did the same, clenching around the smaller toy. Her body’s reactions seemed to surprise her. She thought she had nothing left to give.  I pushed and pulled and then, suddenly, she was screaming, really screaming, her back arching off our bed, her hands white-knuckled on the ropes.

This orgasm rolled through her in gigantic waves, towering waves of bliss that obliterated everything in their path. I've seen her cum before, but never like this. Her whole body convulsed, her face contorted in something between ecstasy and agony, tears streamed from the corners of her eyes.

I didn't stop. I couldn’t. Not now. I kept Alexander moving, kept the pressure on her clit, riding her through it, drawing it out until she was sobbing unintelligible words of ecstasy, until the contractions seemed to ripple endlessly through her. If it was many or it was one long orgasm, I do not know. I’m sure she didn’t either.

"Cum for Alex," I growled, watching her trapped in it. "Cum on the man. Cum on his thick cock, Baby. Let him see how much you love his dick. Show the man the slut I married."

Her eyes rolled back. Her legs cramped. She was incoherent, lost completely in the sensations, and I watched her, awed as always by her abandon, by the way she let herself be utterly undone.

Finally, finally, I slowed, calming my strokes, letting her come down. She was limp, gasping, her skin a rosy red. I thought about withdrawing Alexander, but instinct said that would be a mistake. I snuggled him balls deep and left her filled with cock. She was almost purring. I did remove the smaller toy, watching her face for any discomfort, but finding only sated exhaustion.

I untied her wrists and ankles and then gathered her into my arms. She was trembling, her body still occasionally twitching with aftershocks.

"Alexander," she mumbled against my chest, her voice thick and slurred.

I laughed, pressing kisses to her sweaty hairline. I’m sure she had more to say but couldn’t form the words. She smiled at my chuckle.

"We should invite him over more often,” I teased.

She burrowed deeper into my arms, almost like she feared the thought. In the amber light of our bedroom, with her warm and pliant in my arms, I felt that particular contentment that only comes from giving her exactly what she needed. The toys were fun, and the Alexander effect was spectacular, but this was the real prize: her trust, her surrender, her peace.

"I love you," she whispered, already half-asleep.

"I love you too," I replied, and held her while she drifted off.


Chapter 5

We awoke late and stayed in bed. I shared my thoughts about Samantha’s big show. The turnout had been great, and she’d sold a lot of work. Sam asked what I did while she was busy and if I spoke to anyone there and I admitted I did.

“She said her name was Natalie,” I said. “Natalie Hawthorne, I think. She said she owns and operates a gallery across town, and she wants to show some of your work.”

“Are you fucking with me?”

“No,” I said.

“Natalie Hawthorne asked about my paintings?”

“Yes.”

“Oh my God, Neil! Do you know what that means? She’s connected to everyone. Everyone. Her gallery, The Third Eye, is the most exclusive and respected salon in the city. Probably top five in the country. What did you tell her? Please tell me you said yes.”

“I said I’d put in a good word for her. She chuckled. She wants me to come by and take a look at her place so I can help convince you to show there.”

“I’m ready.”

“You don’t want to look desperate.”

She chewed a fingernail.

“You’re right,” she said. “You go alone. Go this afternoon. Flirt. Beg. Whatever. Make sure by the time you leave she loves you. She’ll take fifty percent of anything I sell but her studio moves art like nobody else. God. My name would get such a boost showing there.”

We got out of bed and I made breakfast. We puttered around the house, but Samantha’s mind was elsewhere. Finally, just to relieve her stress, I showered and left to go see Natalie.

The Third Eye was not what I expected. On online search of the woman told me that Natalie personally researched new and cutting-edge artists. She even recruited from the underground scene, hanging graffiti artist’s work in a section all their own. The gallery was well lit, but the walls were part of the mood. No stark white here. No. Natalie infused the entire space with feeling. I found myself falling in love with art.

I returned to her office after my walk through. She was right, her place was smaller, but the smaller space meant only the best could be hanging. She finished a phone call and looked up at me.

“Well?” she asked. “What do you think?”

“I think Sam would be honored to hang her work here.”

“Thank you. I built this place out of nothing. Just me and my discerning eye. It has taken me almost twenty years but here we are. Whose work did you like best?”

“There were a lot that caught my eye.”

“I hope Siskind’s nudes didn’t bother you.”

“Not at all. I’m a fairly sexual guy, not easily offended.”

“That’s big of you. Admirable. Feel free to keep browsing. I must return a phone call.”

I smiled and backed away. Her comment about Siskind’s nudes needled me. There were many nudes on the walls. Why ask me specifically about his? I drifted away but with purpose, circling back around to the section where Siskind hung.

I studied his nudes, searching for a reason why I might take offense. He painted in an abstract way similar to Sam, and some of the poses, while hidden by bright colors or twisted posturing, were quite explicit. His models must have been posed obscenely. I allowed the paintings to flow over me, opening my mind to what else I might see, and discovered some of the models appeared to be penetrated, like Siskind painted them while they were being fucked. I accepted that my imagination could be providing such details where none existed, because certainty was impossible.

I browsed the man’s work with a newly opened mind and felt like I was seeing much deeper. I spent a good deal of time there and then headed for the exit. Natalie was off the phone again and came out of her office to greet me.

“Did you go back for a second look?” she asked cheerfully.

“Yes,” I nodded. “Siskind. A reexamination of his nudes. I wondered why you questioned if they offended me, so I checked again. His models struck lewd and bawdy poses, but nothing offensive. I hope he paid them well.”

Natalie watched my face carefully.

“Oh boy,” she said after a moment. “You don’t know.”

“Don’t know what? What don’t I know?”

She sighed and looked around like she hoped to find an escape route.

“This is not my place to say,” she began. “And please don’t tell anyone you heard it from me.”

“All right.”

“Siskind was more than your wife’s tutor. They were an item, lovers, and she posed for him often. Almost every nude is of her, or her and him, or her and others. I’m sorry, I thought you knew.”

The long line of images flashed through my mind: legs spread wide, as wide as possible. Pussy shoved in your face. Asshole offered like candy. Penetration. Possibly multiple penises. This woman was telling me all those paintings were of Samantha?

“Alex and Sam were well known in the art community,” she added. “Pioneers. Avant-garde.”

All those paintings showed my wife spread open? Hell, if my eyes could be trusted, some of them suggested she was being penetrated by dick, sometimes more than one. I felt my temperature rising. I mentally flipped through every painting I’d seen.

Then, what Natalie said finally hit me.

“Alex?” I asked. “Who’s Alex?”

Natalie pointed over her shoulder, back into her gallery.

“Siskind. Alex Siskind. Alexander Siskind, the artist.”

The.

Dominoes.

Fell.

Slowly.

“Alexander,” I muttered. “Alexander.”

“Yes,” Natalie said, encouraging me to understand. “Alexander Siskind. The artist. Sam’s ex.”

My mind was elsewhere. My mind was back in the bedroom with Samantha. My wife had a huge dildo when we met and it’s the only way she can orgasm and the goddam thing shares a name with her ex. I told her to orgasm on him. She begged me to fuck her with him.

“I’m sorry,” I said. “I’ll tell Samatha to send you her best pieces. I just remembered I need to be someplace.”

“I understand. Thank you.”

I took her hand and shook it and then raced to the car.


Chapter 6

Samantha wasn’t home, but perhaps that was best. I placed the car keys on the hook in the kitchen and hurried to the bedroom. I opened the toy drawer and moved the anal dildo out of the way. I had no problems with the anal dildo. I pulled the big toy out and stepped to the window, using the extra light for my examination.

I held it in both hands, because the weight of the thing was surprising even though I knew what to expect. The flesh-colored silicone is firm but yielding, exactly matching a real cock, identical to my own except for the size. The veins and smooth skin are perfect, worryingly authentic, in fact. An idea has been brewing in my mind, nibbling at the edges all the way home. Is it a random, mass-produced replica penis, or is it something more? Is it something intimate? It's not the kind of thing you see in novelty shops or dark corners of the internet. It’s special. It’s crafted. I turn it over in my hands, studying closely.

There's a familiarity to it that I can't shake, something that makes my stomach tighten. Not a personal familiarity, I’ve never seen a penis like this in real life, but a human familiarity. This was not carved out of someone’s imagination. I’m beginning to believe this was molded after someone real. The proportions feel deliberate, almost commemorative. The curve, the girth, the circumcised head with that subtle ridge, the one long fat vein that runs from balls to head. Nothing looks generic. Generic toys look like idealized sketches, smooth and unthreatening. This beast has character.

I turned it again and searched the base, hoping to find some indication this monster was churned out by the thousands at some south Asian factory. The bottom is stamped with a boutique manufacturer's logo, and I open my phone and search for the company online, discovering they are an artisanal sex toy company that brags about life-casting services on their website.

I pause, trying to remember everything she’s ever told me about her ex. There isn’t much. I was so smitten by her I rushed everything. I could ask her. Directly. But there's a part of me that doesn't want confirmation, that wants to hold this suspicion close like a secret. Do I really want to know if this is the man that came before me?

While I have my phone in my hand I search for the artist, Alexander Siskind. I see pictures. He’s the tall, well-dressed model-looking guy from Samatha’s recent show. I scroll down the page, and the pictures are increasingly older. Then, there they are: Samantha and Alexander, younger, out for a night on the town. They are both well-dressed and he has his arm around her neck possessively, holding her close. They’ve been drinking. Her cheeks are pink. The tip of her nose is pink. They look happy. Farther down the page is another photo of them together. This time Sam is all over him, kissing his neck while cupping his crotch. He grins like a Master of the Universe, adored by millions. The bulge in Samatha’s hand is massive.

I look at the replica cock in my hand again.

This is him. This is a casting of his hard penis. Samantha and Alex went to a specialty shop and had a casting made of his erection, immortalized forever. This is the cock that my wife orgasms on, the only thing that gets her there. Samatha must fuck Alex to climax.

My stomach sinks.

I run my thumb along the shaft, following that thick vein, and wonder if she closes her eyes when she uses it. I wonder if she fantasizes he is between her legs once more. Is it the size? Or is it the thoughts of the man, the memories of him? Does having the security of our marriage free her to enjoy the remembrance of his anatomy? These thoughts should disgust me, should send me stomping around the house, filled with rage and jealousy, and I do feel a complicated heat in my gut, but it’s confusing. I’m intimidated by the size of him but, if I’m honest, I’m provoked by Samatha’s reaction to him. I do not want him to join us in the bedroom, but I do love seeing what he does to her. If the only part of him that joins us in bed is this cock, then maybe that’s acceptable. I knew how sexual Sam was from our very first date. I would never do anything to shut that sex drive down or even diminish it. I want that from her.

My mind decides to roll tape of our last sexual experience together. I hear myself telling her to orgasm on Alexander’s big dick. I hear her asking me to let Alex fuck her and now I can’t help but wonder if her message had a double meaning. I thought she meant the dildo. Did she mean the man? Was it exciting for her to say those words? Sure it was.

I lowered his cock and pressed the base against my crotch, allowing the shaft and head to extend in front of me. What a dream it would be to have a cock this big. My dick is adequate, maybe even a little bigger than average, but this, this weapon, this cannon, that would make me invincible.

I held it up to the light again. I’d reached a conclusion without thinking about it. This was Alexander Siskind. I had no doubt. This was the exact proportions of my wife’s ex. The question now becomes, what do I do about that? Do I pretend ignorance and keep using it on her? Do I demand we set it aside? That would require me to divulge what I know. What if I divulged that I knew, but kept using it on her anyway? How would that make her feel?

She was going to feel shitty no matter what. Why didn’t she tell me the first time we used it? Because what if I said no. It’s the only way she achieves orgasm. She needs it. She would hide the truth and continue using the monster and leave her secret hidden. After using it a few times together, it became too late to mention the truth.

I planted the base on top of our dresser. The man was big. Thick, bulky, long, and veiny. He possessed a masterful cock to go with that vicious jawline. The dude was born with plenty of gifts; there was no denying that. But Samatha was mine, so who won in the end?


Chapter 7

The Third Eye had been transformed into something even more fantastic. The walls had been repainted in earth tones which worked perfectly with the new art on display. I had gone online to see past exhibitions, wondering what Natalie might do to honor my wife’s work, and discovered the woman was a fearless patron of the visual arts. She had previous exhibits that held brutal, confrontational work: enormous photographs of slaughterhouse interiors and discarded beasts, The month before that she had boldly promoted an installation of rusted surgical instruments and abandoned hospitals, truly disturbing images.

Today, the place was draped with Samantha's colors, the colors she was known for. Impossible blues that seemed to glow from within, violent oranges that made your chest ache, blacks that weren't black at all but rather the absence of the accumulated weight of every color she'd ever felt.

I stood near the emergency exit, a glass of white wine sweating in my hand, watching my wife move through the crowd like she was swimming through warm water.

Sam wore the dress I'd picked out for her, the deep emerald one that cut low in the back and clung to her hips in a way that made me stupid with want every time I saw her in it. I fastened the zipper myself with trembling hands just three hours ago, my knuckles brushing the smooth skin along her shoulder blade. She'd turned to kiss me with that minty lipstick that always tasted like the promise of sex later.

I have yet to tell her I know. I have yet to inform my wife that I made the connection. She’s at the top of the mountain right now. Everything is going her way. The conversation that follows my announcement will be serious and difficult and most definitely a downer. It can wait. It’s waited this long already.

She asked me to let her mingle before we left the house and I promised I would. I always do. But I hadn't promised I wouldn't watch, and I was watching now. Sam laughed at something an older man said, I think his name is Richard, and then turned with a fluid motion to greet a person who had just entered through the main archway. My wife was all grace and warmth and glowing personality, all to go with her genius on display.

Then a large shadow darkened the archway and my gaze swung towards it. I knew before my eyes landed.

Alexander.

I knew it was him before I saw his face. I knew because of the way he filled the doorway, the stylish clothes he wore, the reaction of others around him, but mostly because of how Samantha's body language changed. Not dramatically. Not obviously. But I know my wife the way I know my own name, and I saw the slight shift in her weight, the way her left hand rose to touch her collarbone, the way her head tilted back just a fraction more than it had for Richard or for the critic from the Tribune or for that lesbian couple who'd bought three of her smaller pieces before the show had even officially opened.

Alexander Siskind. He’s well over six feet tall, big and broad and cultured, intelligent and almost famous. He has hands that look like they could tear a steel pipe in half. All of that was true and I recognized those truths in a split second, but that’s not what my mind chose to dwell upon. My mind looked at the man and pictured the cock I now knew he possessed. He may have bedded other women in the crowd, but that I couldn’t know with certainty. What I could know with certainty is that he had bedded my wife, and so the way she looked at him mattered, and the way she looked at him told me that his grip on her remained strong. The spell he cast was unbroken. She loves me for a million little reasons. She loves him for only one.

I studied him standing there being popular, laughing and chatting and flirting, never taking his eyes off Samatha for very long. She did a much better job at hiding her interest but then again, women do.

Under all those stylish clothes, he was huge. The size of that man’s penis is not supposed to matter to me or my life, but it does. It’s like a metal shard in my mind. Far too easily my mind conjured illusions of Samatha writhing beneath him as he slowly pressed his fat cock deeper.

I shook my head, reminding myself I was surrounded by people in a public place. I put my hand in my pocket, trying to look casual, and discovered a half-swollen penis. Just thinking about Samantha and sex was enough to start an erection growing. I smiled at a woman who smiled at me and agreed with her comment about a painting hanging in front of us, and then I moved along, finding a new vantage point to observe my wife.

I laughed at myself on the inside. What is a husband supposed to do when he learns about the massive cock her ex-boyfriend has? Am I supposed to be so secure that it causes no ripples at all? What man is that secure? This piece of information was a stone in my throat that I couldn’t swallow.

I turned my attention to him again. He wore a charcoal suit that fit him like his tailor loves him. His hair was longer than when I first saw him weeks ago, but maybe he was wearing it differently. I’d searched for him online during my weaker moments, studying the man, learning all I could about him. I watched him now as he brought his arm around a man’s shoulders with the ease of a person who has never been told no his whole life. He moved a little to his left and Sam moved a little to her right and I realized they were both furtively maneuvering themselves closer to each other. My wife’s lips moved. Then his did. She smiled at someone and answered their question and he shook someone’s hand. Neither had acknowledged the other, keeping their rendezvous hidden. 

Then, Samantha touched his hand. Her fingers lingered. He gently curled his around hers before they parted. She smiled at someone with her whole face, the way she smiled when she was really pleased. She turned her back on him and he did the same to her. Their coming together had been brief, but the meaning was clear. There was no animosity between them, no latent anger or hurt feelings. Whatever had driven them apart, it had left no lasting barriers. I took a long drink of my wine. It tasted a little off now, bitter, no longer sweet.

"You're doing that thing," a voice behind me said.


Chapter 8

I turned. Natalie Hawthorne stood in a tight black turtleneck and tight black skirt, her black hair pulled back so severely it looked like it hurt. The black clothing did nothing to hide her feminine figure. She held a champagne flute and studied me with eyes that said she saw every insecurity I had.

"What thing?" I asked.

"The husband thing. The standing-in-the-corner-watching-your-wife-be-brilliant thing." She sipped her champagne. "It's very nineteenth century,” she teased. “So very Portrait of a Lady. You should be circulating. Schmoozing. Promoting your wife as you pretend you understand what post-digital abstraction funk means."

"I understand what it means," I said. "My wife promotes herself just fine. She doesn’t need me."

To do it, I should have added, but my present mood made me keep those words to myself. She doesn’t need me is how I was feeling.

Natalie smiled. It was a sharp smile, but not unkind.

"Fair,” she said. “But you should care about the woman in the emerald dress who just sold her sixth piece of the night. Six. Do you know what that means?"

"That we're eating something other than pasta this month?"

Her smile turned unamused.

"It means she's about to be very expensive, Neil. Very important. The Third Eye doesn't host just anyone. You know that. I picked her. I went out and got her. Everyone knows it, and now everyone wants her." Natalie's eyes tracked Samantha across the room, and there was something proprietary in her gaze that made my jaw tighten. "She's luminous tonight. Don't you think?"

I followed her gaze. After parting, Samantha had again moved closer to Alexander. They stood near her largest canvas, the one she'd called The Architecture of Leaving, all bleeding reds and fractured geometry. She was gesturing toward it, explaining something, and he was leaning in, too close, his head bent toward hers like they were sharing a secret. His hand floated down until it was on the small of her back. I saw the pressure of his fingers against her dress. I saw how she leaned into his touch.

"She's always luminous," I said.

"Hm." Natalie turned to look at me fully. "You know who that is, don't you? With her?"

"Alexander Siskind. They dated for years. They split and she cried for months and then painted the Dissolution series that got her noticed by the Williamsburg collective."

Natalie's eyebrows rose.

"I see you did your homework since our last conversation."

"He's hard to ignore."

"She cried for months and yet here he is, at her latest opening. At her previous opening too. Interesting."

"He's an artist. Perhaps he likes art."

"He likes her, I think," Natalie said, and the bluntness of it landed like a slap. "Men don't come to their ex-girlfriends' exhibitions to look at the art, Neil. They come to look at the woman they used to fuck because deep down they feel they’ve made a mistake."

The word sounded vulgar coming out of Natalie's mouth, precise and cutting. Did I hear a note of resentment too?

"He did make a mistake,” I said. “I know why he's here. Best of luck to him in his endeavors, but he’s going to lose.”

"I like you, Neil," she said, stepping closer, close enough that I smelled her perfume, something dark and mysterious, like church incense. "I hope the self-confidence you display is real. I hope Samatha keeps her wits about her. But you know why she's glowing like that. You know why she keeps touching him, why she's standing close enough that he can smell her perfume."

I opened my mouth to answer. She gave me no time.

"She's showing you," Natalie said, lowering her voice. "She's showing you her interest in him and waiting for your response. Why haven’t you responded? You're standing here like a ghost while your wife remembers what it feels like to be speared by something magnificent."

I glared at Natalie. Something magnificent? Had she slept with Alexander too? I suspected it. I also believed she feared the loss of her latest discovery. Her wunderkind. The last thing she wanted was to lose Samatha to some volatile three-way, some tragic murder-suicide. She wanted me to step in and send Alexander on his way, or step aside, perhaps. Whatever kept Samatha painting.

I looked at them, Alex and my wife, and noted he had produced his phone and was showing her something. One of his latest paintings perhaps? The point was not the painting. The point was the proximity. He was testing the waters. Their hands had touched so, clearly, he was forgiven, but how deep did her interest go? Could he have her again? Would she cheat? Samantha leaned in, her hand now resting on his forearm, her body angled toward him like a plant toward light. She liked whatever it was he showed her.

"Go over there," Natalie insisted. "She’s done her best work since she’s been with you. Do not allow her to ruin that because she lusts for him. Insert yourself. Stop him. Claim your territory."

I leaned away from Natalie. Was that jealousy I heard in her voice?

"I don't want to claim territory," I said. "She's not property. She’s her own woman. If I have to remind her that she’s with me, then she’s not truly with me, is she? I trust her. She looks happy. There’s nothing I need to do."

Natalie scoffed.

“You have more faith than any man I know.”

“I have no faith in forced decisions. Telling her to choose me is doomed to failure. Allowing her to make a choice is how I win. Sam will stick with me. I know it.”

I watched Alexander tuck a strand of hair behind Samantha's ear. A gesture so intimate it made my heart ache. I watched her smile at him, and I saw something in that smile that I recognized, the particular hunger of looking at someone who once knew your body better than you know it yourself. Samatha remembered the sex. Remembered, and craved. I saw on her face and in her eyes how badly she wanted to fuck him again. But my wife’s a highly sexual person. I expected nothing less from her.

"I don’t blame her for wanting him,” I told Natalie.

Natalie followed my gaze. She was quiet for a long moment. The gallery hummed around us with the sounds of commerce and flattery, the clink of glasses, the murmur of people describing the art they felt.

"She might leave with him," Natalie said finally, warning. "She's an artist, Neil. She’s passionate and spontaneous and loves living outside convention. The heat she shared with him might be too much to resist.”

“I’ll let you know how things turn out.”

“Meanwhile the art world loses a visionary.”

“Maybe. Or maybe he inspires her to even greater heights.”

Natalie smiled again, and this time it was almost gentle.

"Then you'll know, I suppose. One way or another. You'll know if she's yours to keep. You dangle the bait and see if she refuses. Bold. Ballsy. Strong. I actually admire you, I think. That’s three times. I will hate to lose her, and I’ll blame you more than her, but I suppose you’re right. There’s only one way to know for sure."

She touched my arm briefly, a benediction or maybe a dismissal, and then she was gone, moving through the crowd toward a collector in an ill-fitting red blazer, leaving me alone with my bitter wine and the sight of my wife laughing at something Alex was whispering in her ear.

The exit was right there. I could walk through it, stand in the parking lot and wait to see if she left him to find me. Or not find me.

I sat my wine down on a pedestal holding a small bronze sculpture that looked like a scream captured in metal. I straightened my tie. I ran my hand through my hair, and I walked toward my wife and her ex, and a painting that looked like a heart breaking in slow motion. I would not force her to choose. She did that when she married me. But the secret had gone on long enough. Here was my chance to drag the truth into the light.

Tonight, I will take it.


Chapter 9

She stepped into the closet and removed her emerald dress. She stepped out of the closet wearing only the lacy bra and panties she had on underneath all night. Her exhibition had been an unprecedented success. She’d almost sold out. Natalie insisted Sam get to work right away on something new. My wife had her career launched into the stratosphere tonight, and I would do nothing to steal that moment from her.

“I have a confession,” she said, placing one knee on the bed.

“If you want me to hear it,” I teased. “You’ll need to cover yourself. Otherwise, I’ll hear nothing you say.”

She smiled but stayed where she was.

“I’m listening,” I said, turning serious.

“Did you notice the tall well-dressed man there tonight?”

“Do you mean the hunk who captured your attention? The man who showed you things on his phone? The man that stood so close he could touch you and did? Yes. I may have noticed him.”

“He’s my ex.”

“Natalie informed me of that.”

“Did she? All right. Good. I’m glad you know.”

I opened the nightstand drawer and pulled Alexander the Great out. I held the large toy straight up. Her eyes went wide.

“Is this Alexander the same length and girth as that Alexander?”

Ashamed, she cast her eyes at the floor.

“Yes.”

“All this time, you’ve been masturbating with his dick. Worse, all this time I’ve been fucking you with his dick.”

“It sounds terrible when you say it like that.”

God, she looked good. I mean just dripping sexy. She still had a glow from her amazing night and the vulnerability she felt as the truth was coming out made her even more desirable, and that body, Jesus.

“How should I have said it?” I asked.

“Are you angry?”

I paused. I’d known the truth for too long to still be angry, and I wasn’t going to pretend I was just to heighten the drama, but if I wasn’t angry, then what was I?

“You told me to cum on him,” she said. “You love watching me get fucked by him. Does it matter that it’s molded after a real man? I mean, I left him and married you. That counts for a lot, right?”

I cut straight to the issue.

“Do you picture him while I’m fucking you with it?” I asked. “That’s what I need to know. Are you having sex with me or him? Do you want to fuck him again?”

“I’m having sex with you,” she said. “Wanting to fuck him again is a separate issue, unrelated to this conversation.”

“You should have told me.”

“I tried a few times. It’s not as easy as it sounds. I dated a couple of guys before you and told them and they literally got up and left the bedroom. I was afraid of losing you. Then, after we’d used it so many times, telling you felt wrong. It’s the only way I can cum, Baby. I need it and I hated the thought of losing you. I froze. Don’t be mad at me. I’m sorry.”

She reached for her robe, suddenly feeling exposed.

“Stay there,” I said. “Let me look at you.”

She dropped her robe and stood but hunched her shoulders.

“Stand tall,” I said. “You look amazing. I am really proud of you, Samatha. You’ve accomplished something amazing.”

“Thank you.”

I had her confused. I had myself confused. My mind kept jumping in different directions.

“Pick up Alexander,” I said.

She furrowed her brow.

“Don’t worry,” I reassured her. “I won’t insist you throw him away or anything like that. I get that you need him. I won’t even insist you buy a different big one to replace him. You like that one so much, you should keep it.”

“Thank you, Baby.”

She lifted the big dildo off the bed. I almost gasped to see her hands on him, now that I knew it was all real.

“It’s not just the size,” she admitted, now in the mood to come clean. “It’s the feel of it. It’s the shape of it. I have a lot of associated memories with that cock. I can separate the penis from the man. You saw for yourself what it does to me.”

“I just need to be sure you want to be with me. I need to know you don’t yearn for him.”

She smiled.

“Maybe a little,” she said, teasing. “You got a look at him. What woman wouldn’t? I could lie and tell you no, but I doubt you’d believe me and besides, I want the truth out in the open. Of course I’d like to fuck him. Everyone wants to fuck him.”

One of her hands held the man around the root and the other traveled lightly over his length like she was remembering how he felt in her hands. She absentmindedly stroked him in her nervousness.

“Why did you guys break up?”

She noticed what her hands were doing and stopped.

“He cheated on me. He cheated on me with my best friend. I broke up with both of them.”

“He’s a fool.”

She melted a little. My comment showed I still held her in high regard.

“You guys seemed to get along okay at your show,” I added.

She shrugged.

“How could I stay angry with him?” she asked. “What he did brought me to you. I told him that at the opening. I told him all about you.”

“Really?”

“Yes. Life goes on. He asked how I was doing, probing to see if he had a chance, I think, and I gushed about you and our marriage and how lucky I felt I was to marry you. He was actually happy for me. Disappointed he wouldn’t get to fuck me after all, but truly happy for me. I told him I forgave him. He suggested we all meet for dinner. He’d like to meet the man that captured my heart and congratulate him. I told him I’d talk to you about it.”

I was pleased she felt lucky to marry me, but I felt some unease about having dinner with a man, given his history with Sam and the fact he would be packing a monster in his pants.

“He must bring a date,” I said, trying to compromise. “I want someone there. If he has a date with him, he’ll be less likely to fawn over you. Set it up.”

Her face lit.

“Do you mean it?”

“Yes,” I said. “We can meet them at a restaurant, or they can come to our home. Why do you look so happy?”

“Success is the best revenge. I’d love him to see that I’m not only making it professionally, but emotionally and spiritually too. This is exciting. I can’t wait to rub his nose in it.”

“I guess your forgiveness only goes so far.”

She laughed.

“You got that right. The fucker cheated on me with my best friend. He needs to take a few lumps at least.”


Chapter 10

The dining room smelled of rosemary and roasted garlic. We’d set the long oak table with the good china, the stuff we received as a wedding gift years ago. We laughed back then at how provincial the gift was but now, spread across our table, it looked really good.

I stood on one side of the feast, opening the third bottle of Barolo, watching my wife laugh at something Alex said.

Alex. Even thinking his name made my jaw tighten.

He sat to Samantha's right, his chair angled toward hers in a way that felt instinctively wrong, like it was too intimate, too possessive. He was everything I'd imagined from Samantha's few stories about her years with him. Looking at the guy up close I saw that he was taller than I realized, with dark hair that he wore tied back in a ponytail, and hands so strong they looked like they could sculpt marble or break hearts with equal precision. Which, apparently, he had done. Both. I had insisted he bring a date and he had.

Natalie.

My hunch about hearing jealousy in her voice had been correct. Nat and Alex were dating and had been for a while.

"The piece in the southeast corner," Alex was saying, his voice that particular brand of baritone that carried without effort. "The one with the blue undertones. That's the one that should be the centerpiece of the Uganda exhibit, Natalie. Not the red one."

Natalie turned to me, dismissing Alex without a word. Her wine glass caught the candlelight and briefly glowed deep red. Tonight she was pretty in a way that felt almost architectural. She had those sharp cheekbones, that severe ponytail, that body with that painted on charcoal dress. She had wanted to impress and she had succeeded. She gulped the last of her wine.

"Samantha is extraordinarily talented, Neil," Natalie said, accepting the wine I poured. Her fingers brushed mine, cool and deliberate. "Alex has been singing her praises all week, crowing, really, since it was his idea that I investigate Sam’s work."

Investigate. The word rankled, though I couldn't say why. Samantha had been painting for years, her canvases hanging on walls in art galleries all over town. Natalie didn’t investigate. She jumped on the bandwagon. The only investigating she’d done was of her boyfriend’s ex.

"Alex has excellent taste," Samantha said, and I heard the way her voice caught when she said his name. She wore the green silk blouse I bought her for our anniversary, the one that matched her eyes, and tonight she'd left the top two buttons undone. I noticed Alex noticed. Natalie noticed too.

I poured the next glass of wine and sat.

The conversation drifted to Alex's latest installation in Berlin. He’d moved on from paint and canvas and now played with steel and water and the human form. I watched him as he spoke, the way he used his hands, the way his eyes kept returning to Samantha like she was his magnetic north. He was larger than life in every sense. Back when I did research on the man, I found photographs of him in Art Forum magazine. He posed in tight T-shirts and jeans, displaying his fit body and winning converts. His Instagram had over two million followers. Rumors followed him like paparazzi, whispers about his amorous conquests, gossip about who he was dating and when. I read it all with a grain of salt, that is until I shook his hand at the front door two hours ago and felt the weight of him, the sheer physical presence of the man that seemed to fill the room. Samantha had dumped him and his bruised ego had traveled the world bedding every actress and pop star he could.

"Neil," Natalie said, leaning toward me, tonight her perfume something dark and musky. "Tell me about your work. Samantha says you work at the hospital? Are you a doctor?"

"Anesthesiologist," I said. "Sharp hospital. Downtown. Nothing I do would interest someone from the art world."

"Everything interests me," Natalie said, and her knee pressed against mine under the table. It could have been accidental, but I knew it wasn't.

I looked at Samantha, expecting her to be engaged in conversation with Alex, but she was watching me and Nat. Sam’s lips parted slightly, her breathing turned shallow. Our eyes met, and something passed between us. My wife was trying to tell me something, but what? Her eyes opened a billionth of an inch wider. Her breathing quickened. Was Alex touching her under the table the way Nat was touching me?

The air in the room changed, becoming heavy and electric. I became acutely aware of sounds. My focused attention noted the clink of silver against porcelain, the scrape of teeth against a fork, the distant hum of the refrigerator out in the kitchen. What was Samantha trying to convey? I heard the strained vocal cords of four people pretending to make small talk while something sinister lingered in the air. Was I the only one to detect it? Or was I merely the last to do so?

"Another bottle?" I asked, though the question felt weighted, loaded.

"I think," Alex said slowly, his gaze moving from Samantha to me with the confidence of a man who is never refused. "I think that we might be finished with wine."

Samantha stood and her chair grated against the hardwood floor. She walked to the glass cabinet where we kept the harder alcohol. Her hips swayed in that unconscious way they do when she’s a little tipsy. When she stretched to retrieve the bottle of whiskey, the silk of her blouse pulled tight across her back, revealing that tonight, for some reason, she’d skipped a bra. Alex stared, not bothering to hide it. I drank some wine and then almost choked as Natalie’s hand came to rest on my thigh under the table. Her finger traced upward with terrifying precision. I swallowed, my throat dry. Samantha returned with the whiskey and four glasses, her hands steady though I knew her well enough to see the tremor in her wrist. She set them down and looked at Alex, really looked at him, with an openness that made my stomach clench with suspicion.

"Sam," I said, my voice coarse.

She turned to me, and I saw it in her face.  I don’t know how I missed it. The desire had been there all night. Perhaps Natalie was too big of a distraction?

Wait. Was that why Alex brought Natalie? To distract me from his intentions? Nat had warned me about Sam and Alex. She would be on his side in this. I gazed into Samantha’s eyes and saw her longing. I saw the curiosity, the need to feel again what she'd missed. She'd chosen stability over burning passion, maturity over capriciousness. Our marriage was fantastic and our sex life amazing, but here was a man who had power over her. Here was a man to whom she naturally submitted.

Now I knew what she had been trying to tell me. Now I understood all the furtive glances tonight and clipped conversations. The pressure had been building since I opened the front door to them. They all knew it. I was the only one trailing behind. My mind leapt forward, joining my dinner companions. I met Samatha’s gaze.

"Yes?" I asked.

She nodded, small and quick.

I looked at Natalie and then at my lap. Her elegant fingers now rested on my belt buckle. Her dark eyes held a hunger. I looked next at Alex. He had gotten to his feet the moment Samantha gave her quick nod. His big hands settled on her shoulders with a familiarity that burned in my stomach. He was massive against her petite frame. His body swallowed hers.

Samantha pushed the glasses and bottle aside, taking Alex’s hand and leading him away, out of the dining room and into our living room. I took Natalie’s hand and helped her stand. I looked into her eyes. Did she want this? Or was this a calculated necessity? Did she want me? Or was she simply making the most prudent business decision possible?

She smiled and winked.

“I told you I liked your ass,” she murmured.


Chapter 11

We moved like dancers in a choreography we hadn't rehearsed. The living room was dim, lit only by the streetlamps filtering through the sheer curtains. Samantha and Alex went to the sofa, falling onto it in a tangle of limbs that made my chest tight. I tried not to watch them, but I couldn’t stop myself. Natalie pulled me toward the armchair, her mouth finding mine with practiced aggression.

She tasted like wine and impropriety. Her body was firm and angular against me, nothing soft. She pushed me into the big chair, and I sat and she pulled her dress up and straddled my lap, grinding against a growing erection that surprised me. My desire for her was greater than I realized, hidden behind my faithfulness to Samantha. Natalie pinched both sides of her tight charcoal dress and lifted it over her head and off, revealing black bra and panties and sheer thigh-high stockings. My eyes got big. Her body was tight like an athlete, tennis or Pilates or some wealthy shit like that. She saw the way I looked at her and my surprised and pleased reaction, and she leaned closer.

"Tell me," she breathed against my ear, her hand working my buckle. "Tell me what you see when you watch them. I love watching Alex fuck sexy bitches. I love to watch him break them. I love the moment they surrender themselves to him. There’s a greater risk with these two but I’m willing to roll the dice. Watch your wife and tell me what you see."

I looked past her shoulder. Alex had pressed Samantha into the corner of the sofa, his body covering hers, his hand already up her blouse. Samantha's head was back, her eyes closed, her mouth open in a silent gasp as he touched her in the ways I touched her, ways that were supposed to be mine alone.

"I bet he's bigger than you," Natalie whispered, a little bit cruel and a little bit exciting. “He conquered me in one night. I fought but there’s no resisting the man. I hate men like him. Thank God there are so few.”

She opened my pants and pushed her hand inside. Gone was the elegant, sophisticated woman who owned a prestigious art gallery. Here was a woman with the drive and the instinct to carve out a life for herself, to battle through anything that stood in her way, to create something out of nothing.

“He's enormous,” she continued. “Did she ever mention that about her ex? Yeah. Brilliance and good looks were not enough. God wanted him to have more. He’s a prick but I must have him, and there are things I must do to keep him. I’m fine with that arrangement. Samantha is going to feel things tonight she hasn’t felt for a long time."

The words should have wounded me. I probably should have thrown Natalie off my lap and dragged Samatha away from Alex. But then Nat’s hand found my stiffening cock, and she squeezed it, hard, and I moaned at her exciting and unfamiliar touch.

“He gets her,” she muttered. “I get you. That’s fair.”

I don’t know why but her words flipped a switch in me. I growled. Alexander was going to fuck Samantha, and he was going to fuck her right in front of me. Here was our big dildo come to life. This was real. I realized how all those sessions in bed with our toy had prepared me for this moment, easing me down this decedent path.

I grabbed Natalie's hips and shifted her. She laughed and tugged her black panties aside. I sent a finger to check and found her wet and ready. I held my stiff cock upright and she sank onto me with a satisfied sigh, tight and hot and moving with a rhythm that spoke of suppressed desire. She groaned at my invading cock and then leaned her chest against mine.

“What do you see?” she rasped. “Tell me.”

My eyes jumped to the sofa.

Alex had removed Samantha's blouse, and I told Natalie as much. Sam’s breasts were exposed, her nipples hard and dark in the dim light, and I narrated that to Nat as well. I told Natalie everything, every detail as it happened.

He was kissing a path down between Sam’s tits, his hands working on his belt, his feet kicking off his shoes. His need was urgent, overwhelming. He pushed and shoved until his pants and underwear moved down his legs.

At last, he was free, and Natalie had told the truth, but I already knew that. I’d held his big cock hundreds of times, working the man in and out of my lovely wife. I saw his cock and I recognized him like a friend from college. He was thick and long, drooping heavy in his hand as he stroked himself. I saw Samantha's eyes go wide with apprehension, remembrance, and desire.

"Alex," she whispered, like it was a prayer.

The speaking of his name slaughtered me. I stopped my narration. I groaned. How can one simple word passing her lips do so much damage?

“Tell me,” Natalie said, working her hips on me.

“He placed the big head at her opening,” I croaked.

Nat moaned and rocked her hips faster.

“He’s going to fuck her,” I said, my voice strained with emotion. “Oh, God, he’s going to fuck her. He’s going to fuck my Sam.”

Nat groaned again, rocking her hips and building towards orgasm. My pain was gasoline to her. My eyes were glued to Alex’s cock pressing Sam’s labia. My wife moaned softly, offering her nipples to Alex for sucking. He leaned over her and slipped one into his mouth and then he began to enter her slowly. He sucked harder and his ass clenched. Soaked, his girth still required force to penetrate. He flexed his ass again and inches pushed deeper and Samantha's meaningful cry filled the room; a kind of sound I'd never heard from her. This was no toy. This was a man, the man, and he was penetrating her body, filling her pussy and expanding her on the inside. Her legs wrapped around his waist, her heels dug into his back. He began to move with a power that shook the sofa, that made the floorboards creak.

Natalie was riding me expertly. She’d removed her bra without me noticing and now her breasts bounced in my face. Her perfect, manicured nails scratched my shoulders through my shirt. She was vocal, moaning and gasping, muttering dirty words in a constant stream that barely registered in my mind over the symphony of Samantha's pleasure across the room. Natalie turned to watch too.

"Look at her," she commanded, gripping my chin and forcing my gaze to my wife. "Look how he fills her. Look how she takes it. She loves his cock. She loves how he feels in there."

Natalie was right. Samantha was transformed. My wife’s hair was wild, spread across the cushions like a halo. Her face was flushed crimson, her eyes rolled back, her hands clutched Alex's shoulders, sometimes jumping to his hair, anything she could reach.

He was soon pounding into her, each thrust eliciting a sharp cry that climbed higher and higher in pitch. I realized with a shock that she was already getting close, that in the time since he'd entered her, she was approaching a precipice I'd rarely managed in our entire marriage. Our toy gave me my only victories. His very real cock made it seem easy.

"Neil!" Samantha gasped, as her eyes found mine across the room. "Oh God, Neil. Baby! He's— I can't— Fuck!"

"Let go," Alex growled, his voice barely human. "Cum for me, Sam. Cum like you used to. Remember this cock? I know you do. I know you never stopped thinking about it. I know you missed me in you."

His words shattered her. She arched off the sofa, her back a rainbow of ecstasy, her mouth open in a shriek that had no sound. Her bowed body was the shape of absolute rapture.

He pinned her to the couch and buried himself to the balls.

Now the sound came, a wail that rose and broke and rose again, her body convulsing around him, her legs shaking violently as wave after wave crashed through her. It went on for minutes, her orgasm seeming to trigger his, and he pumped hard and fast before he buried himself with a roar that matched her cries, pumping into her with a violence that made me fear for the furniture, for her, and for our marriage.

Natalie was climaxing around me, her internal muscles clamping down as she ground herself against my pelvis, her cries sharp and satisfied. It was all too much for me to take. I stared at his pulsating cock, knowing he delivered great gushes of hot sperm, and I orgasmed two seconds later, emptying into Natalie with a force that left me dizzy, my vision sparking at the edges.

The room fell silent except for four people breathing hard.

Samantha lay beneath Alex, limp and glowing, her chest heaving, her skin slick with sweat. She looked drugged, ruined, beautiful in a way that made my heart ache with love and loss. When Alex finally withdrew, slowly, carefully, she whimpered, her body twitching with aftershocks.

Natalie climbed off me, adjusting her stockings with casual elegance, as if she hadn't just ridden me to completion in my own living room. She walked to the sofa and kissed Alex on his cheek. Then she bent and kissed Samantha on the lips. My wife smiled, satisfied.

Alex got to his feet with lazy grace, his eyes never leaving Samantha, who hadn't moved, who lay sprawled and exposed and utterly spent. He bent and kissed her forehead, then her lips, a gesture so tender it made my chest tight.

"Shall we move to the bedroom?" Natalie asked, her hand on her hip, her eyes gleaming with amusement. How fun it was for her to fuck the married couple in their quaint little home.

Alex laughed, a rich sound that filled the room. He looked at me, extending his hand. I shook it because I had no idea what else to do. We shared the strange camaraderie of men who had done something profound together, something strange but honest.

"Samantha is extraordinary," he said, and there was no mockery in it, only truth and envy.

"I know," I said.

Natalie took his hand and led him towards the back of our house. They were headed to our bedroom. It was up to us to follow or not. They were kindly giving Samantha and I a moment alone. I heard our bedroom door open and the bed squeak. The sound seemed to release the spell my wife and I were under. I went to Samantha, kneeling beside the sofa, brushing her hair from her face. She turned to me, her eyes focusing slowly, her smile dreamy and sated.

"Neil," she whispered, her hand finding my cheek. "I love you."

"I know," I said, because it was true, because watching her shatter had somehow bound us tighter rather than breaking us apart.

She reached for me, pulling me down beside her, and we lay there on the sofa, listening to each other breathe, the scent of sex and wine and rosemary filling the darkened room, the future suddenly wide open and terrifying.

“Do you want to join them back there?” I asked, and then held my breath waiting for her answer.

“Yes,” she said softly, nodding. “Alex will be ready to go again soon and Natalie is gorgeous. Are you okay?”

“I think I am. Nat sort of balances things out, if you know what I mean.”

“I think I do.”

We fell silent for a minute.

“Can you stand watching him fuck me again?” she murmured.

I drew a deep breath and exhaled slowly.

“It’s kind of hot,” I admitted. “Actually, the hottest thing I’ve ever seen. Scary as fuck, but God you look sexy. Yes, I can stand to watch him fuck you again.”

She slid off the sofa and helped me to my feet. We held hands and headed for our bedroom.


Chapter 12

In marriage, the things you don’t talk about are as important as the things you do.

The shenanigans in the living room had filled our home with a humid, charged silence. We walked the long hallway and entered the bedroom, finding Natalie sprawled across the comforter, her chest still heaving, her skin luminous with sweat in the dim lamplight. Alex stood near the window, framed by the outside light, his pendulous cock hanging down in front of him like a threat, like a long knife slung casually through a belt loop. I glanced at Samantha. Despite that thing just exploding inside of her after fucking her nearly unconscious, she stared. My wife stared at his cock.

He conquered me in one night, Natalie had said.

I saw it now. Alexander leaned against our bedroom wall with the casual ease of a man who had just reclaimed territory he once owned. His eyes never left my wife's naked body. In a way I felt like an intruder in their relationship, but for reasons unknown to me, such thoughts stirred my blood. I wanted him to want her. She was mine, as we all knew, but I wanted him to want her. I wanted her to want him too.

Natalie rose from the bed, tugged her stockings higher, and walked my way. My eyes devoured her. This version of her was so different from the businesswoman I’d met at her gallery. I noted that her gaze did not fall to my penis the way Sam’s had done to Alex. Nat kept her eyes locked on mine. She was rocking my world and she knew it. Her and Alex were stampeding through our sweet married life, overturning tables, smashing doors, breaking furniture.

"There's a bathroom through that archway," I heard myself say, my voice louder than I intended. “Room for four.”

I trailed off, the implication hanging in the air like smoke.

Alex turned to me with a slow smile spreading across his face. He was beautiful, I guess, in the same way predators are beautiful. A lion walking fearlessly across the savannah. His movements were effortless, dangerous, completely aware of his own power and supremely confident. We all saw and heard what he’d just done to my wife. There was no question about his power or his position in our group.

"I’m looking around the bedroom," he said, casually. "Sam mentioned you guys had renovations done. The place looks amazing.”

“Thanks,” I said, feeling awkward about such innocuous conversation.

"I love the skylight," Samantha murmured, her voice dreamy and distant. "Neil designed it himself. That and the huge bathtub."

Natalie arrived and her hand found my arm; her fingers cool against my overheated skin.

"Show me the shower," she said. "I'd like to see everything."

She was leading me away from them, ensuring Alex had Sam to himself. I let her tug me through the arch and into our huge bathroom. We moved like ghosts, like co-conspirators. She led the way, but I was conscious of the movement behind me. Samantha's familiar tread and Alex's, heavier, deliberate, plodding. He was moving in on my wife, and I wouldn’t be there to see it. Angst rose in my gut.

I pushed the bathroom door open and flicked on the dimmer switch. The room bloomed into soft amber light. The skylight I had installed showed nothing but blackness and distant stars. The huge tub sat off in one corner, the walk-in shower in the other.

“Your bathroom is bigger than my first apartment,” Natalie said.

She plucked a picture in a golden frame from the vanity, a wedding photo of Samantha and me, smiling, happy, blissfully unaware of what the future held in store for us. She put it back and turned us to face the huge mirror. She sank to her knees on the fluffy shag rug, pressing her cheek against my soft penis and gazing at our reflection.

“You have a nice dick to go with your nice ass,” she teased.

“Thanks. Would you like me to start the shower for you?”

“No,” she said, shaking her head. “I just wanted to give them some time alone. I like being all sweaty and nasty.”

She opened her mouth and slipped the head of my penis inside. We watched ourselves in the mirror. I knew she was simply killing time, but I had no argument against her hot mouth. My dick still had some life in it and began to rise but if that was because Natalie was attractive or because my ears were keen on the sounds coming from the bedroom, I don’t know. I stood there and took it until she had me throbbing hard again, surprising myself with my ability to get hard so soon. She backed away with a smirk.

“Lovely,” she said, and wiped her mouth with a hanging towel. “Let’s check on the lovers.”

Lovers? Lovers.

Yes, my wife and Alexander were lovers. The truth of it left me breathless. Natalie and I returned to the bedroom, but I walked on eggshells, fearful of what we would find. Natalie entered first. As I cleared the archway my gaze landed on Samantha. She sat on the edge of the mattress, her legs crossed demurely, though nothing about her posture was demure. Her breasts were flushed, her nipples dark and swollen from Alex's mouth. He stood closer to me now but the circles of shiny saliva around her areolas told me they’d been touching each other in my absence.

"Come here," Sam said, but I couldn't tell if she meant me or Alex.

Alex decided for us. He crossed the room in three, cock-swinging strides. What must it feel like to have that much meat hanging in front of you? I bet it feels fantastic. I bet Alex feels like there is no problem life can throw his way that he cannot conquer. Possessing a cock like that would give me supreme confidence. He had the body and face to go with it and I guess a brilliant mind too. The more I looked at him, the more I hated him. I heard my father’s voice from so very long ago telling me life isn’t fair.

Natalie stepped beside me. Her hand slid into mine.

"Your bedroom is lovely, by the way," she said, her voice conversational. "That big bed has so much space, with so many possibilities."

I imagined she pictured all four of us on it together, which kind of made my heart skip a beat. I doubted I could handle seeing Samatha fucked right next to me, only inches away. I expected Nat to lead me to our big bed but instead she led me to the armchair in the corner, the reading chair, as we called it, where Samantha sometimes sat with coffee on a Sunday morning, wrapped in my robe. Natalie pushed me into it; her movements deliberate and controlling. She stood before me and slowly, torturously, peeled her stockings off her legs, leaving her completely nude in our bedroom.

"Watch them," she again instructed, nodding toward the bed.

Alex had Samantha on her back now, her legs parting for him with automatic submission. He was taking his time, kissing between and all around her breasts, down her stomach, hopping over her offered pussy to kiss her thighs and knees. His hands mapped her body with the familiarity of a man who had memorized her years ago and, wanting to test his memories, found nothing forgotten. Samantha writhed beneath him, her hands in his hair, her head against our pillows, the pillows where we slept together every night. The sight should have destroyed me. Samantha’s frustrated sighs and soft moans should have ruined me. She craved him, desperately, wanting more than merely his lips and his touch. Her desire for the man should have wrecked me utterly, but, instead, I felt myself hardening again, insatiable, perverse.

"She's especially radiant when she's horny," Natalie whispered, climbing onto my lap again. Her body was lean and athletic, different from Samantha's softer, fuller curves. She turned and positioned herself to face our bed, her back to my chest this time, settling onto my thighs but not onto me, not yet. We watched Alex’s hands and lips roam my wife, exploring, remembering.

"Look at how he touches her,” Nat said. “I hate how good he is at sex. He knows exactly what women like, and he certainly knows exactly what Sam likes. You can see all their years together play out right in front of us. Just look at all that intimacy and familiarity."

On the bed, Alex had arrived at the meeting of Samantha's legs. His tongue traced patterns that made her whimper and squirm. Her hips sometimes bucked against his mouth, her hands either clutched the duvet, white-knuckled and trembling, or grabbed his head, forcing his mouth against her pussy. He ate my wife right in front of me.

"He told me he’d make her cum three or four times before he'd finally give her his cock," Natalie continued. "He has stamina and size. To a woman that combination is devastating. She may have told you she’s over him, but we never forget a man that can make us feel the things he does. We might move on, but we never really recover from losing him. Not completely."

At first, I thought her words were meant to wound. Then I discovered they had a different effect, just as Natalie knew they would. Her goal wasn’t to hurt but to inflame. She prodded and poked and aroused, like slapping someone to get them over their shock. We sat and watched Alex toy with Samantha, and I grew so hard my dick pulsated. Natalie brought me up in front, through the gap between her thighs and pressed against her hot labia. She left me there, growing ever harder, and enjoyed my throbbing against her clit. With eyes glued to Alex and Sam, we watched. Nat sometimes teased my dick by dragging a fingernail along the underside or squeezing her thighs together.

Samatha’s effect on Alex was as pronounced as his effect on her. He grew stiff as he hovered over my wife, kissing and touching, until his big, curved horn pointed at the ceiling.

Finally, he leaned back and tilted his hips, displaying his erection to goad Sam. My wife reached for the man, curling her fingers around his substantial girth. She bit her bottom lip.

I lifted Natalie's butt, positioning her above me. She sank down slowly, excruciatingly slowly, her tight heat enveloping me inch by inch until she was fully seated, her head falling back against my shoulder with a satisfied sigh.

Alex pulled his dick away from Samatha and buried his mouth in her crotch again. He was trying to drive her crazy, trying to make her want his dick so bad she lost control. He brought her to the edge over and over, until her thighs shook around his head. I don’t know what he was waiting for. I don’t know what sign, what sound, what signal he knew that I didn’t.

Whatever it was, at last, he saw it.

He rose up over her, his cock heavy and erect between them, and I saw Samantha's eyes widen with that mixture of apprehension and craving that I had seen earlier in the living room.

"Please," she whispered, her voice filled with an aching need.

I’d never heard her beg like that.

Alex smiled lovingly down on her and moved between her wide-open thighs. He moved higher, until the tip of his cock grazed her swollen labia. My wife moaned with need. Their eyes locked and an understanding passed between them. Samatha reached down to find his cock and guide him in. He wanted her to give herself to him and she was more than eager.

Her gasp at first penetration cut me.

He pushed into her slowly, steadily. My wife was so wet for him, so filled from his first load, that he slid all the way in until fully sheathed. Samantha's mouth and eyes were wide open, and her hands clawed at his back. He began to move with a rhythm that was taunting, deep, rolling thrusts that made the bedframe creak, that made Samantha's breasts sway.

"Look at her face," Natalie said, her hips beginning to move in counterpoint to Alex's rhythm, as if they were performing a duet. "Look how he fills her. She's never looked like that with you, has she?"

I couldn't deny it. Samantha's expression was transcendent. Her eyes rolled back and closed, a long moan floated from her open mouth. She met Alex slow thrust for slow thrust, lifting her hips to fully bury him. She closed her legs and wrapped them high around his waist, crossing her ankles behind his back.

Natalie began to ride me in earnest, but slowly, deliberately, her movements controlled and teasing. She watched the bed.

"He's going to make her cum like that," she predicted. "Just from fucking. No hands. No mouth. No tongue. Just that fat and perfect cock hitting all the right places, places I suspect you can't reach."

The vulgarity of her words, the truth of them, drove me crazy. Suddenly fed up with this slip of a girl, I gripped Natalie's waist, trying to make her hips speed up, trying to make myself and her orgasm. She slapped my hands away and barked a sharp laugh.

"Not yet," she chastised. "We take our time. We enjoy the show."

I backed off. Alex had lifted Samantha's legs over his shoulders, folding her nearly in half. This new angle allowed him to penetrate even deeper. Samantha's cries had become continuous, keening wails that rose and fell with his strokes. I saw her orgasm building. I saw it in the tension of her thighs, the arch of her back, the way her hands scrabbled to hold the bedspread.

"Alex," she gasped, and it was the same prayer I'd heard in the living room, but more desperate, more broken. "Alex, please. It's too much."

"Take it," he growled. "Take all of it, Sam. We both know you’re going to cum for me. We both know what this cock does to you. Let yourself feel it. Let yourself remember how you were such a slave to it. Let your body remember, and then cum all over me."

His words triggered her. His relentless thrusting shattered my wife, causing her body to convulse. Her back bowed off the mattress as a screech tore from her throat that seemed to go on forever. Her orgasm was violent, sending her thrashing and wailing. She was pinned beneath him and stuffed with cock over and over. Her face contorted in rapture so intense it looked like agony. Her hands clawed the bed. Her legs shook violently atop Alex's shoulders. He didn't stop, didn't even slow. He continued to drive into her through her climax, extending it, forcing her higher until she was babbling and incoherent, with tears streaming down her temples into her hair.

"Beautiful," Natalie whispered, her movements speeding up despite her earlier demand. "Women are so beautiful when they break."


Chapter 13

Samantha was still trembling, still soaring through Heaven when Alex finally allowed himself to follow her. He grunted before he buried himself to the hilt, and then he roared like a bull elephant, shaking our bedroom windows. His body went rigid, his head thrown back in ecstasy. I saw the pulse of his release, the clenching of his large testicles as he pumped juice into her. I saw the way Samantha's body received it, and the intimacy of the moment, the biological sharing of it. I was hit hard by the stark reality of what was happening right before me and my sudden climax rushed upwards with inevitable force.

Natalie felt my cock swell. She tried to turn in my lap, to face me and bark some order, but it was too late. I pinned her to my lap as I kept my gaze riveted to the flooding of Samantha’s womb and ejaculated a gallon of boiling semen. I pumped into Natalie as Alex emptied his big balls in Samantha, and the room spun, lights flashed inside my head. Watching Alex inseminate Sam pushed my orgasm higher than ever. I groaned loud and long and let my liquid spurt.

“Wait!” Natalie demanded. “Wait! No! What about me?”

I turned from Nat to watch my wife again. Alex was withdrawing slowly, and the sight was obscene, pornographic. Samantha's body seemed reluctant to release him, her tight pussy clinging to every inch in a tight, circular cone. The milky evidence of their coupling spilled onto our bedspread. Alex backed away from my wife, walking his knees step after step, while Samantha lay sprawled and open, utterly claimed, her chest heaving, her eyes glazed and unfocused.

Natalie began to ride me with purpose, her hips snapping back and forth before I turned too soft. I didn’t care. Use me to cum. Fine by me. Her breasts bounced wildly and I reached in front to tweak her nipples, hoping to help get her there.

“Alex is such a stud,” I told her. “No woman stands a chance against your man. My wife has no chance against him. You know she’ll want to fuck him again and again now, right?”

My words helped push her over the edge. I grabbed Natalie's hips and thrust up into her. She rode me hard, imagining Alex destroying Sam again and again. I pinched her nipples hard and she gasped, climaxing on top of me, her internal muscles clamping, squeezing my fading erection. She collapsed against my chest, her sweat slick between us, her heart hammering against my own. The room settled into panting silence.

After a moment, Alex went to the bathroom and returned with towels. He used one to gently clean Samantha with a sweet tenderness. She stirred, her eyes fluttered open, and she found me in the chair across the room. She said my name and I smiled. She smiled in return, a dreamy, sated grin that said so much.

Natalie rose from my lap, her legs unsteady and her pussy dribbling my semen across my thighs. I stood too, grabbing a towel and cleaning us both. I was pleased this wench carried two of my loads, but I was deeply, deeply aroused that Sam carried two of Alex’s. I don’t know why I found the thought so erotic, but I sure did.

I climbed into bed beside Samantha, pulling her against me, feeling the heat radiating from her, smelling Alex’s cologne on her hair, on her neck, and on her hands. A moment later I caught a whiff of his potent semen leaking from her pussy. I hoped I got hard again soon. I felt like I might.

Alex and Natalie settled on the other side, a strange mirror image. The four of us lay there in the amber light, tangled in sheets that would never be clean enough again, breathing each other's air, bound by something we couldn't name and would never forget.

"Round three?" Alex joked, while his hand traced a lazy pattern on Samantha's hip. I felt my wife shiver against me, ready, always ready for him.

"Give us a little time," Natalie laughed. "I want to watch Neil fuck his wife now that you’ve fucked her twice."

This night was far from over. Natalie was right: the bed was big. Somewhere in the space between jealousy and desire, I found that I wanted this night to go on.

I wanted to see Alex inside Sam again.

Inspiration hit me. I opened the nightstand drawer and pulled the big toy out, slapping its base down. The big silicone cock wobbled. Natalie’s eyes bugged out. Her jaw dropped open. Alex smiled in that cocky way he does and Samatha rolled over and started kissing a path down his body, heading for the real thing. She would spend as long down there as she needed to get him hard again. She wanted him in her again too.

“You’ve always been in our bedroom, Alex,” I said. “You just didn’t know it.”

Samantha moaned as she slipped his soft cock into her warm mouth. He takes longer this time to get hard, but he’s known as a stud for a reason, and get hard he does. My wife brings him erect and then I surprise her by pulling her over and into a sixty-nine with me, her on top. She groans. This has always been her favorite. Normally I would use the toy on her while I ate her pussy but tonight is special.

Tonight, she gets the real thing.

She rises to her hands and knees and finds my cock with her mouth, slipping me into the warm wetness I love. I took a breath and opened my eyes, and Alex has moved behind her. I see the underside of his thick and veiny spear moving towards the tiny inner lips of her pussy. He’s mere inches above my face when I lift my head and suck her clit. His shaft grazes the tip of my nose as he sinks deep into her slippery, flooded cunt. His balls drag across my hair and forehead and Samatha cries out, stunned by pleasure she never knew was possible but also by the fact both men in her life are pleasuring her at the same time, both men care more about her than themselves.

She’s always loved being the center of attention.

End.
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