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CHAPTER ONE - CHEATING?

It was a typical Friday night in town. People of all ages, races and genders were out on the town socializing, drinking, eating out, having fun. This was a rather affluent town, most people in this part of town were young professionals, letting off steam after a hard week of work. Abbie was no different, a 36-year-old Caucasian lady with wavy auburn hair. Young, pretty, with a body to die for. She was proud of her body; she had spent the past two years honing it to perfection at the gym. After years of punishing cardio and restrictive dieting she had finally met a coach who taught her about sensible nutrition and the magic of strength training. To look at her in her expensive designer dress you wouldn’t know that she could deadlift twice her bodyweight. She had actually gained weight in this time but, because of the way strength training recompositioned her body she had dropped a dress size and was now a spectacular size eighth a bubble butt and tiny waist for the first time ever. This gave her confidence. A confidence that had grown inside her during that time, a confidence that made her not only more successful in her career, but in her love life too.

Sitting at a small table for two, she fiddled with her wedding ring, blocking out the noise of the revellers around her. This was a swanky cocktail bar; all the trendy young people went there. It wasn’t her usual haunt, but there was a reason for that.

“Here you go, the house special G and T.”

Abbie looked up and smiled at Brett. He was about 5 years younger than her, tall, lean, very handsome with a strong jawline and chiselled cheekbones. He brushed her upper back with his hand as he moved past her and returned to the seat opposite. Abbie looked up at him and smiled. He took a sip from his Long Island Iced Tea and fixed her gaze with his. God he’s so hot she thought to herself as a flutter of excitement rippled through her abdomen. She placed one hand on top of the other, subconsciously covering her wedding ring, and leaned forward across the table.

“My husband would hate this place” she giggled.

“Just as well he’s not here then, eh?” grinned Brett.

She reached her hand across and took hold of his, interlacing her fingers between his, Brett’s hand was strong looking, much larger than hers. She felt another little flutter in her stomach as she realised just how aroused she was in his company. She let out a little sigh and looked up at him chewing on her bottom lip for a moment as she ran a thought through her mind “Brett?” she enquired after a few seconds.

“That’s my name,” he smirked.

“I’ve had a really good time so far tonight, Thank you.”

Brett frowned for a second as he studied her face and then smiled warmly “Me too, you’re great company Abbie. I feel like we have real chemistry.”

“Yeah” she said softly, fixing his eyes with hers, a sexy glint in them “what do you say we go back to your place after these drinks? I want to get to know you better.” Her face broke into a lascivious smirk that said take me to bed.

They didn’t make their drinks last. Less than twenty minutes later they were sitting in the back of an Uber on their way to Brett’s place. Abbie shifted close to him and nuzzled his broad shoulder with her cheek, the warmth from his body, the smell of his cologne, the touch of his hand gently squeezing her thigh just above the knee and below the hemline of her skirt. Abbie was feeling giddy with desire for this man, whom she had found on an online dating app just two weeks ago. She looked up at him, reached a hand up to his cheek and guided his face to meet hers. Their mouth’s hovered mere millimetres from each other’s. Abbie couldn’t even find words at this point, her breathing was rapid and shallow, her loins ached, and her lips tingled in anticipation.

Their lips met and Abbie found herself moaning into Brett’s mouth. My God she thought he’s an amazing kisser!

Why was Abbie out on a date with another man? Where was her husband? Let’s step back in time, six months.


CHAPTER TWO – DISAPPOINTED

“Baby, I’m sorry, please don’t be mad at me, it’s just that…“ Ben hesitated to find the words as he lay on his side peering over Abbie’s shoulder. She had turned onto her side, turning her back to her husband. She was sulking. Ben hated it when she sulked, especially when he was the cause of it “it’s just that you turn me on so much I can’t help it!” he pleaded.

Was that supposed to be a compliment? Abbie shrugged informing Ben to take his hand off of her. She didn’t want to be mad at him, she was a grown up, she understood how these things worked, but how many years had she had to put up with this now? It was always the same, the foreplay was fine, and Ben was great with his mouth, but as soon as it came to penetration, he would shoot his load in a couple of minutes, she never even got a chance to get warmed up. She had begun to dislike sex and even resent her husband. She didn’t want to resent him, he was sweet, kind, honest and loving. She loved his company, but this issue had come to a head, in her mind at least.

“I can’t keep doing this Ben,” she said dryly.

“W- what do you mean?”

“This!” she snapped, shifting herself to the edge of the bed and away from her husband’s touch “I have tried to deal with it in my head, but I can’t take it anymore.”

“What? So, it’s just about sex to you now? Our relationship, Our marriage?” Ben’s voice carried an inflection of annoyance and hurt.

“Right now? Yes! I can’t ignore it any longer.” Abbie felt herself start to tear up, maybe she was catastrophizing the whole thing, but sex was a big deal to her, how could she carry on being in a relationship with someone she couldn’t have meaningful intimacy with? Sex should not be underrated in a relationship, it’s an essential part of pair bonding.

Ben let out a sigh, he could hear the hurt in his wife’s voice, he hated that she felt this way, he desperately wanted to be better for her, maybe that was the problem, maybe he was creating the anxiety in his own head, his intense desire to please the love of his life was ruining their love life.

He leant over and stroked her arm, placing a kiss on her shoulder. “I’m sorry, if I could make myself last longer I would, I’d do anything to please you babe.”

“don’t touch me!” she snapped.

“Babe?”

“If you want to please me, you can sleep on the sofa tonight. I don’t want you anywhere near me.” She knew that sounded harsh, but she was genuinely upset, she had a lot to think about.

Was this really the end? Was she going to have to admit defeat and terminate a six-year marriage and ten your relationship over… over sex? She started sobbing,

Ben climbed out of bed, grabbing a pillow with him. Abbie rolled over to turn her back on him as he got to the doorway, she didn’t want to look at him, she was too upset. On the one hand she felt like she was being unfair, acting spoiled, but this had been going on for years, and the past two years in particular. She couldn’t remember the last time she had climaxed during sex. Sure, he got her off with his mouth, but that was different.

Ben skulked out of the bedroom and down the stairs, he knew his wife well enough to know that she wasn’t going to change her mind. He felt awful, not just because he was being unfairly punished but also because he knew that he had let them both down. He made a promise to himself to seek help, I’ll hire a sex therapist he thought, someone who could get to the bottom of his performance issues. He didn’t have any problem getting an erection, so he knew it wasn’t a testosterone deficiency, that seemed the least likely scenario, it had to be psychological.

Abbie didn’t get much sleep; she couldn’t switch her brain off. Was it her fault? Was she putting too much pressure on him? She had secretly discussed it with her best friend Jo. Jo was also married, her husband Daryl never had performance issues, according to her, they had a very healthy sex life. Abbie felt robbed. Ben’s problems had gotten worse about two years ago, which, Abbie realised, had coincided with her own journey of change. She had taken it upon herself to go on a health kick, to get in really good shape and part of that journey was self-development. She had grown as a person inside and out. She now felt a level of self-confidence she had never known. For the first time in her life, she could look at her own reflection and loved what she saw, not just what she saw but who she was! A strong, sensual woman with the body of a goddess and the mind of a scholar. Maybe she had just outgrown Ben, she had broken out of her cocoon and was now a beautiful butterfly.

Could it be she pondered, that my personal growth had caused Ben’s sense of self-worth to shrink? Eventually she drifted off into fitful sleep.


Ben was woken by a familiar feeling and the smell of fresh coffee. He opened his eyes to be confronted by Abbie’s eyes. Her lips were sensually caressing his in a soft, slow kiss “morning babe” she purred.

Ben groaned contentedly and sat up. He rubbed his eyes and scratched the back of his head as he let out a yawn. He hadn’t slept well on the sofa. Abbie handed him a mug of black coffee and he took it gratefully. Abbie pulled up the footrest and sat down opposite her husband. A warmth in her eyes that almost made Ben forget about the previous night.

“Babe” Abbie opened “about last night…”

Ben started to interrupt “Honey it’s--”

“No, babe, hear me out” she said almost sternly “I’m sorry for the way I reacted last night, but you need to know how big a deal this is for me. I love you Ben, I always have, and I always will, I know that. But I just don’t think what we have right now is sustainable.” She took a sip of her coffee.

Ben’s eye’s softened and his brow furrowed, fearing the worst “... what are you saying?”

“We need to find a solution and fast. Otherwise, I think I’m going to ask for a trial separation.”

Ben’s eyes moistened, this was what he had feared “No babe, please. We can sort this out. Whatever it takes, we’ll find a solution. I’m not losing you, I can’t!”

Abbie smiled sympathetically and placed a hand on one of her husband’s knees “I don’t want us to separate baby, I really don’t. I have an idea, it came to me in the early hours, but I need you to be OK with it.”

“What? Tell me what it is.”

“You know how I’ve been doing all this reading about female sexuality and the female role in society?”

“Yeah, like, all that feminist stuff?” Ben frowned slightly.

“It’s not just feminist stuff babe. I mean, that’s part of it, but… did you know the average length of the modern marriage is seven years? And did you know that it’s almost always the female partner who ends the relationship? Women weren’t meant to be monogamous to one person for all their fertile life. We’re supposed to have multiple partners, to breed with the best, most genetically gifted mates.”

“Jesus fucking Christ, you make it sound like a wildlife program!” Ben exclaimed angrily.

Abbie leaned forward and stroked his face “Babe, all I’m saying is, if what I’m feeling is normal then our marriage is at risk. I don’t want to lose you, I love you so much but… “ she hesitated “I’m genuinely starting to resent you for robbing me of the joy of sex whilst I’m in my sexual prime.”

Ben sighed, he felt hurt, but he appreciated that they could speak so candidly about this. He took a sip of his coffee and placed one hand over Abbie’s on his cheek “I know… I’ll find a therapist, someone who can help me deal with my issues.”

Abbie took his hand and pulled it towards her mouth, kissing the back of it gently “let me help you.”

Ben looked at her quizzically “you? But how?”

“Well, as I was saying, I’ve been doing all this reading, and not just from the female perspective, but from the male perspective too. Y’know, expanding your worldview and seeing the world through other people’s experiences helps develop empathy. Anyway, I kinda went down this rabbit hole online and started finding out about all these alternative lifestyles…”

Ben interrupted “You’re not about to suggest what I think you’re going to suggest are you?”

Abbie let out a sigh, closed her eyes for a second and then looked back to her husband “we have a lot of options. But I thought we could try some stuff that might help you control your orgasms, that we could turn into a game, a bit of sexy foreplay.” She smiled softly, her voice was soft and warm.

Ben frowned as is if to say go on.

“It’s called edge play. Basically, I tease you and stroke you and bring you to the brink of orgasm, but then I stop. If we do it right, I could edge you several times before you cum. It might help you to learn to delay your orgasms and improve your endurance.”

Ben cocked his head, his body showing relief “OK. That’s not what I was expecting. I haven’t heard of that before but I’m willing to try anything if you think it’s going to help.”

Abbie got up off the footrest and sat down next to her husband on the sofa. She turned to face him, cupping his cheeks with her hands and looking deep into his eyes “I really do love you babe and I know you love me and appreciate me, so I’m willing to try as much as possible to make this work.” She pulled Ben in for a kiss.


CHAPTER THREE - GAME ON

It had been a couple of weeks since Abbie had given Ben her ultimatum, they had experimented with edge play almost every night. The first time they did it, Abbie misjudged Ben’s resilience and he came very quickly. But she was determined to make this work. Besides, she had discovered that she enjoyed teasing him. After a couple of days, she had started to get the hang of it and was able to bring Ben to the edge multiple times before she had him begging desperately for release. This seemed to play into her new assertive persona, and she had started to add playful manipulation into the equation. Ben’s desperation at her relentless teasing and edging had led to him becoming uncharacteristically aggressive with her on a couple of occasions. Ben wasn’t the aggressive type, he was a sweet and easy-going man, but even he could not contain himself after being edged for the fifth or sixth time by a vampish, giggling seductress who just so happened to be his gorgeous wife.

Because of that she had started using handcuffs. Cuffing Ben to the headboard whilst she stroked his oiled-up cock, teased his glands, sending shivers that originated at his prostate and trembled up through his spine, leaving him gasping and desperately begging, like he was in physical pain. Having him restrained and at her mercy, made Ben feel vulnerable and submissive to his confidently sexy wife. It made Abbie feel a sense of power and control over her husband.

During these sessions Abbie had discovered that she not only enjoyed the sense of control she had over him, but that she could, in fact, exploit it to her favour. She had started to introduce ultimatums into the edge play.

Abbie had started to coerce Ben to perform cunnilingus on her. Often with her sitting on his face, her thighs straddling his head. While his hands were cuffed and she threatened to not let him cum, he had no choice but to get her off as many times as she saw fit.

Sometimes, she chose to deny him anyway, just to remind him who was in charge. It wasn’t spiteful, always playful. The pair felt like their love life had been rescued. They were more intimate; Ben was more attentive and kinder to his wife than ever and Abbie was having more orgasms than at any other point in their marriage.

But one thing still bothered her. Whenever they tried penetrative sex Ben still came too early. His stamina had improved but even when Abbie rode him in cowgirl and controlled the pace, he couldn’t last. She had also tried giving him head, warning him not to cum before she was ready, but he was unable to control his ejaculation. There were forfeits for these indiscretions. The flat packed bookshelf that had been sat under the stairs gathering dust for six months was finally mounted on the wall in their spare room and now displayed all of her new books on sex, gender, feminism and self-help. That had only happened because Abbie had threatened to deny Ben for a whole week. Her car had been washed and waxed, the handrail on the stairs had finally been sanded and repainted.

Tonight, Abbie had decided to up the ante. She hadn’t told Ben what she planned but she was pretty much the boss of their relationship now, especially in the bedroom, so she planned to go ahead with it, no matter how much Ben protested. She would never hurt him, she really did love him, but the games were so much fun she simply couldn’t help herself at this point. Besides, she was enjoying this new sexually dominant side to her and she wanted to see how far she could push her husband before she overstepped the mark.

“They’re not too tight are they babe?” enquired Abbie playfully as she secured the handcuffs in place.

Ben shook his head; he was used to this now. Almost every night the games went this way. Abbie stripped him naked, teased him and then cuffed him to the bed. Tonight, she had decided not to strip herself, she was wearing a stylish figure-hugging black dress with a skirt that finished just above the knees, a full face of makeup and freshly manicured nails. She sat next to Ben and stroked his face gently, looking down into his eyes with genuine warmth.

She smiled softly “I love you” she whispered.

“I love you too baby” Ben replied, his cock already starting to twitch.

Abbie reached for the bottle of baby oil to start lubing up her husband’s cock and balls.

“A- are you not getting naked hon?” Enquired Ben.

“Mm? No. I don’t think you have earned that tonight baby. Besides, I like having you naked and restrained like this, makes me feel more in control. How does it make you feel, huh? At the mercy of a fully clothed female?”

“It’s kinda hot” he replied somewhat reluctantly.

Ben closed his eyes and let out a sigh, he wanted to take back control, to assert himself on the situation, over his wife. But he couldn’t. He had let it get to this and, he had to admit, he got off on it now. At first it felt a little humiliating, being manipulated, teased and effectively dominated by his wife. But it was incredibly erotic. She never hurt him and if it made her happy, then he was happy.

“We’ve only just started. Just you wait.” She said with a sexy hiss.

Abbie began to stroke Ben’s oiled penis. His penis wasn’t what you could describe as big, but it certainly wasn’t small and had good girth. This, if anything, added to Abbie’s frustration at his performance issues, it wasn’t the size, he always felt good inside her, it was just that he couldn’t last.

She teased the head with her thumb and giggled mischievously as Ben let out a pained moan “I haven't even started yet Ben!”

“I know but that feels so… Ohhhh god!” he moaned again as she ran the palm of her hand over his glands, his body squirming on the bed.

“Babe” she enquired rhetorically “have I ever told you about my ex-boyfriends?”

She knew that she had talked about her past, Ben had always been fine with it. They had been together for ten years; Abbie was 25 when they met. But she had been sexually active for ten years by that point and the only long-term relationship she had in that time was her first boyfriend whilst they were at sixth form college for two years. That ended painfully after he cheated on her within the first month of being at university. She had cried for months after that, the pain of a broken heart felt like the end of the world to an insecure teenager. After that she developed trust issues and had a string of meaningless one-night stands with guys from uni. None of them were especially satisfying but she felt like she was doing it to get back at her ex.

As she matured into her twenties, she started dating properly, but never had a boyfriend who lasted more than six months. Often, she drove them off with her neurotic jealousy. Or she just cheated on them. For a while she was what one might call a serial monogamist, every short-term relationship overlapped the previous. That changed when she met Ben and found someone that she truly connected with on a deep enough level to set aside her insecurities and past traumas, someone who accepted her, warts and all. At least she thought it had changed. But, in truth, she was only papering over the cracks. That’s what the past two years of personal development had been all about. To finally reconnect with the heart broken teenager lurking within, to remind her that she was both worthy and truly loved, and although Ben truly loved her, all this time it wasn’t the love of a man that she really needed, but to love herself.

Slowly Abbie’s hand slid up Ben’s shaft and then slowly back down, the minimum amount of pressure and friction applied. She continued.

“When I think about it, before you, I think I had slept with something like twenty-five guys, maybe more. Most of them never got me off, because they were selfish pricks, exactly what younger insecure me deserved at the time. But there was this one guy. Andre, he was a really handsome mixed-race guy, played on the wing for the university rugby team. He was actually a really sweet guy, and I was really attracted to him.”

“Mm?” Ben made a questioning noise between pleasurable groans, as if to say so what?

Abbie giggled “Well, he had a really big dick. I mean, yours is fine, but he was, oh I don’t know, maybe, like twenty-odd centimetres… what’s that, nine inches? I don’t think anyone ever made me cum the way he did, and he was really into me.”

Ben squirmed, he didn’t want to hear this, what was she doing? He wondered.

“We had sooo much sex, I think that’s when I first realised how good sex could feel. Y’know? A sexy, attentive lover who puts your pleasure first? Of course, you know what that feels like, right?” She giggled teasingly.

Ben squirmed again and Abbie reacted as his cock twitched in her hand “Oh! Your cock just twitched babe! You wanna hear more then?” She teased her helpless husband, not waiting for an answer “Andre was the first man to fuck me in the arse too. God, I miss anal sex, that always made me cum so hard! Ooh! You twitched again honey!”

Ben groaned, he didn’t know if it was from the teasing or from the story or from the entire situation.

Abbie leaned over and hovered her mouth over her husband’s lips, but when Ben lifted his head to kiss her, she pulled back and giggled. Ben dropped his head back to the pillow in frustration and moaned audibly.

“Ah ah ahh” exclaimed Abbie “you have to earn my kisses baby. So anyway, seeing as you want to know more about me and Andre… where was I? Oh yeah, I dated him for about six months but, me being me, and deep down not believing that I deserved him, I sabotaged the whole thing.”

Ben looked up at her quizzically, he knew about her past lovers, but this was new information, was it true, or was it just roleplay?

“One night, we were at this house party for the rugby team, and I had a little too much to drink so I went to lay down on a bed in one of the bedrooms. Andre said he would check in on me in a bit. I must have nodded off for a bit and was woken up by someone coming into the bedroom. I thought it was Andre, but it wasn’t.

“It was one of his friends from the team, one of the second-row guys. A tall muscular white bloke called… Oh I don’t recall his name. Anyway. He apologised for disturbing me and was just about to leave, but silly insecure teenage Abbie didn’t want to be alone. She needed a man to validate her y’see? Not like now!” she knew that last bit would irk Ben, so she emphasised it for effect. “I asked him to sit with me. We started talking, first about Andre, and what a great guy he was. Then he confessed how attracted to me he was. I was a bit tipsy, so I just opened his fly, pulled out his cock and started going down on him. God, I love sucking cock, it’s almost as good as being fucked hard!”

Ben squirmed and tugged at the cuffs “Babe, I- I don’t think you need to tell me this.” He pleaded.

“No. I do need to tell you. I have to get this off my chest. I sucked him off, gave him the blowjob of his life. That is, until Andre walked in and caught us.”

Ben squirmed and moaned again as Abbie squeezed his cock hard for effect.

“Do you know what I did? I should have been remorseful, I should have apologised and begged for forgiveness. But instead, silly, selfish, insecure teenage Abbie laughed at him. I laughed, with a mouthful of his friends cum, I covered my mouth and I pointed at him and I laughed. I broke his heart and humiliated him in front of his friend.”

She picked up the pace and stroked Ben to the edge and then stopped, watching his cock jerk and pulse. A little pre-cum oozed out.

“Y’know what? I didn’t feel bad about it either. In fact, I pushed Andre out of the room, locked the door. Even though I could hear Andre banging on the door and shouting, I ignored him, stripped off and told… whatever his name was, to fuck me. I fucked his friend in that bed, and I wasn’t quiet about it either. I made a lot of noise as I fucked my boyfriend’s mate at a stranger’s house, for all to hear.

“He was a second row forward, a big muscular guy. He only had an average sized cock, but that didn’t matter, he still made me cum hard while I rode him. Oh Babe! you’re cock just twitched again and I’m not even touching it. Are you getting off on this?”

Ben shook his head vigorously, eyes clamped shut.

Abbie started to tease the head of his cock again “poor Andre. He didn’t deserve that; I probably ruined his confidence with women forever after that. Of course, the rest of my time at uni meant that I was Abbie the slut. Guys would just hit on me and expect an easy lay. I fucked so many guys in my last year at Uni that I can’t even remember their faces. Then there were the guys I sucked off. I had a lot of casual sex, but sucked even more cocks, sometimes two or three different guys in one night! What a nasty little slut, eh?”

Ben moaned again; he didn’t like hearing his wife talk about herself like that. But he also didn’t like her shoving it in his face like this. Or did he?

“Babe? You are sooo hard right now. Is this turning you on? Hearing about your wife being a fuck slut for so many horny young guys?

The session continued, for over an hour Abbie teased and denied her restrained husband, until he was begging her to finish him. Abbie placed her mouth around the head of his cock “babe, I wanna suck you off, you better not cum before I’m ready, OK?”

“Y- yes, please just...Ohhh god! The sensation of his wife’s teeth gently scraping the glands at the head of his penis sent intense shivers through his whole body.

Abbie started to slowly suck him, sliding her head down until her nose was touching his abdomen. She had had so much practice in her youth that she was quite the expert here.

But, as always, Ben was too turned on by his wife and, try as he might, he could not control himself and he shot a huge load into her mouth. Abbie choked as it hit the back of her throat, but she managed to hold most of it in. She looked up at Ben, who was looking down at her with an expression on his face that said I’m so sorry! She frowned.

“Babe, I’m s-” Ben tried to plead forgiveness, but Abbie slapped him across the face as she shifted herself up level with him. It wasn’t a hard slap; she wasn’t into violence. It was playful, but firm enough to shock Ben and make him shut up.

Abbie placed a hand around Ben’s jaw, her fingers and thumb squeezed into his cheeks, forcing his mouth open. Ben tried to turn away as she lowered her mouth to his and kissed him deeply, exchanging the cumload from her mouth to his. Ben tried to resist but soon relented and reciprocated the kiss. Abbie was a great kisser, and he couldn’t get enough of her lips.

Abbie pulled away and looked down at her helpless husband, grinning and giggling “See? There’s always a forfeit for bad behaviour babe. Now I think it’s my turn.”

She stood up and pulled down her panties and hitched up her skirt. Without saying a word, she climbed up onto the bed, her thighs either side of Ben’s head and lowered herself down onto his face. As was often the case Abbie rode Ben’s face until she came. Tonight, she was feeling especially horny, so she rode him a further two times until he was begging her to stop because his tongue had gone numb.

She left him cuffed to the bed for an extra half hour as punishment before letting him up. Ben had to admit to himself, although this was unorthodox, his wife was extremely sexy, and this was the most attentive she had been in their intimacy for a long time. There was an element of cognitive dissonance though, the way she was establishing a new power dynamic within their relationship was worrying to him. On the one hand, he wasn’t insecure enough to feel intimidated by an assertive woman or to feel like she shouldn’t have at least an equal say in their relationship. But on the other hand, she seemed to be taking more and more and he was a little worried where all this might lead.

The other thing that bothered him was that he was beginning to enjoy it a little too much.

After a while Abbie uncuffed him and they showered together, lathering up each other’s bodies and sharing an intimate kiss under the cascading water. Then they went to bed and cuddled up in each other’s arms for a peaceful night's sleep.


CHAPTER FOUR - DOWN THE RABBIT HOLE

For the rest of the month Abbie and Ben had continued their nightly ‘playtime’. Abbie had gotten so aroused teasing her husband about her youthful promiscuity that she had made that a permanent part of the game now. Every time she cuffed him to the bed to tease and edge his cock, she regaled him with stories of her past lovers. Blow jobs in night club toilets, banging in back alleys with guys whose names she barely knew. The short-term relationships she had after uni and so on. By the time she was in her early twenties she had calmed down a bit and had started dating properly, no more degrading herself under the guise of getting back at her ex from school. By this stage in her life, she wanted a normal relationship. But, of course, if you don’t love yourself, you’ll not find someone who loves you for who you are, but someone who loves you for the persona you portray. Hence, none of her relationships lasted longer than six months.

Abbie had enjoyed teasing her husband, but it also felt like therapy, all the while, covertly conditioning him to associate the stories of her sexual exploits with his sexual pleasure. She was working her way through buried emotions and traumas. There were times when guys had forced themselves on her, because she was just a slut and she had allowed it to happen because she was just a slut. Now she knew better, but what she had realised more than anything was that the catalyst for positive change in her life was meeting Ben. The way he accepted her for who she was from the off, the way he accepted her past after she had plucked up the courage to tell him, the way he would literally do anything for her. For ten years, he had been her best friend, her confidante, her rock. Despite the teasing and despite where her mind had been going since they started this, she loved her husband now more than ever.

For his part Ben was leaning into this sexually submissive role. Self-confidence was not his problem; assertiveness was not a problem but he wasn’t what pseudoscientific gurus might call and alpha. He wasn’t overbearing, narcissistic or selfish and he had never been a bully. He was an attractive man, if not what you would describe as a hunk. He was sensitive, sometimes to the point of being a little effeminate, if such societal constructs matter. He was exactly what Abbie needed when they had met.

The trouble is, she had come to realise that she needed something else, something that he couldn’t give her.


Ben squirmed on the bed as Abbie teased his sensitive helmet. Again, he was in a very vulnerable position, completely at her mercy. The way Abbie had grown into this role both aroused and scared Ben. This side of her personality was starting to show up in their daily life too. They had always had amicable agreements about all relationship and household matters, but the pendulum was now swinging heavily in Abbie’s favour. Ben was concerned that he was becoming too submissive, that she was now wearing the trousers. Sure, Abbie had always made the decisions in the relationship, even after they discussed an issue, she would usually make the final decision and Ben would agree because he always wanted to make her happy and feel valued. But now, she was making decisions that were not based on a democratic process, rather than sitting down and discussing something she would simply turn to Ben and say something like “oh, I’ve decided X, you OK with that?”

Perhaps it was subconscious, but Ben feared that if he opposed her that she would use that against him in these sessions. For Abbie? That was exactly what she planned.

He let out a moan as Abbie brought him to the first edge of the night. Sitting back, staring at his desperately twitching cock she giggled, eyes wide “ooh babe, you’re so sensitive tonight!” She exclaimed.

“Maybe that has something to do with the fact that you denied me last night!” Ben said despairingly.

Abbie giggled, “yeah, I’m so bad, aren't I?” Abbie moved up and placed a gentle, teasing kiss on Ben’s lips “I love you.”

Her hand returned to Ben’s oiled up cock. “y’know what babe?” Abbie enquired.

“What?” Ben said between painful moans.

“Well, I’ve been thinking. You know how much you love it when I tell you about all the guys I’ve fucked and all the dirty things my younger self used to get up to?”

“I wouldn’t say I love it.” Gasped Ben as she squeezed his balls.

“Don’t interrupt me. Well, I’ve been thinking. Like, back then, all that stuff… it wasn’t healthy. I was in a really bad place; all my decisions and behaviours were my way of seeking validation. I thought if I got enough guys off that they would accept me, but whenever I met someone who was good for me, like Andre… you remember Andre, right? The guy at uni that I humiliated at that party? It was self-destructive, it was malevolent.

“Andre was so good for me that I not only felt like I didn’t deserve him, but that I had to do something really horrible to him, like, hurting him was my way of punishing myself for accepting something into my life that I wasn’t worthy of.

“I didn’t know it at the time, but what I did is what, in porn, is called cuckolding. I cuckolded my boyfriend by fucking his teammate at a party with all his friends. It was nasty! The guilt of what I did stayed with me for years after that. Maybe it’s still there.

“Sure, I always justified it and could say that I was just expressing my sexual energy. But, in reality it was a form of self-harm. But talking about this and regaling these tales to you has been like therapy for me, and all this has made me realise is that I really miss great sex.”

She continued to stroke, slowly and teasingly. Ben moaned again and then looked down at his gorgeous wife, he was concerned “where are you going with this?” He tried to sound calm, but he was approaching his second edge and his voice was quivering.

“I was thinking, if you like it when I tell you about fucking other guys. What if I actually fucked other guys? For real!” Abbie let go of Ben’s cock as pre-cum started to leak out of the head. She giggled as it jerked and twitched, like an athlete gasping for air.

“Y- you’re joking, right?” Ben’s voice was higher pitched than usual, he was struggling not to cum but he was also shocked and anxious by the words that just came out of Abbie’s mouth.

“Babe. I love you and I love how skilled you are with your tongue, but sometimes… OK, all the time, I need a good dicking, an’ if you can’t provide me with that then maybe I should get it elsewhere.”

She sounded so casual as she said it, Ben couldn’t tell if she was serious or if this was part of the game. “Are you seriously saying that you want to cheat on me? D- do you want to break up??” There was a moistness in Ben’s eyes and a plea in his voice.

Abbie moved up until her face was over his. She looked him in the eye and gently stroked his cheek “I never want to leave you honey” she said earnestly “I love you so much. These past weeks I have realised just how important you are to me.” Her hand returned to Ben’s dick and she planted a gentle, somewhat teasing kiss on his lips “you are so kind, and loving, so sensitive and supportive. Even this, what we have been doing, you have indulged me. I know that you would do anything for me and I appreciate you so much for that. But I need more than just that, I have tried, I really have, but if you can’t give me what I need...” her words trailed off.

Ben grimaced as she teased the sensitive tip of his cock again, the sensations that ran up through his abdomen and the tingles running up his spine made him squirm and moan. But he was being hit by this mental-emotional stimulus as well. He closed his eyes and tried to focus on what Abbie was saying.

“Ben. I’m asking you to save our marriage. If you let me fuck another guy, to scratch that itch, to experience what I need to experience in the bedroom, I will appreciate you so much. I know it’s a lot to ask, but if you make that sacrifice, swallow your pride and let me have that. I will never leave you. Never!”

Ben let out a squeal, partly out of anger and horror and partly out of intense sexual pleasure from the way Abbie was teasing his moist bell-end.

“Do you want to cum baby?” whispered Abbie as she continued her tease, her lips touching Ben’s ear, her breath warm “I’ll let you cum if you say yes.”

Ben squirmed, his head was spinning, what she was doing to him was sheer sexual torture, he really couldn’t take much more, but he desperately didn’t want to give in and let her have what she was asking. What the hell? He thought. Why would she do this to him? How could she? “No!” Ben squealed.

“No?” Abbie hovered her lips over Ben’s and scraped her nails over the tip of his engorged penis. Ben let out a pained moan.

“Please…” he was pleading for her to stop the torture, or to let him have his orgasm. But that’s not how Abbie took it.

“Please? You mean you want me to fuck another guy? You want to save our marriage? You want me to let you cum?”

“No… yes. I…” Ben’s mind was all over the place.

“Yes? No? What is it Ben?”

“Please… I can’t take any more!”

“Then you know what to say.”

Ben hesitated, but she had all the power here and he felt so weak, so desperate for release from this sensual torture “please…”

“Please what Ben?”

“Please stop!”

“I can stop, and leave you on edge, or I can let you have your pleasure. Which is it to be, baby? It would be a shame to let all your hard work go to waste now, wouldn’t it?”

Ben clamped his eyes shut and held his breath; the pleasurable sensual torture was now genuinely painful.

Abbie licked his top lip teasingly “Just say what you want to happen Ben. Either you give me permission to fuck another guy and save our marriage, or I walk out of our marriage and fuck another guy anyway.”

Ben’s eyes opened and he looked into Abbie’s, his gaze burning into her soul. Would she really leave him? Abbie returned his gaze; he knew that look. She wasn’t messing around here.

Abbie whispered into his ear again “please baby, say it… no beg me. Beg me to fuck another guy... to save our marriage.”

There was a moment’s hesitation, Ben’s lips quivered and then he said, “Please baby, please save our marriage, please don’t leave me!” His voice was breaking, he was almost in tears, partly from the pain of the torment, but partly from the humiliation of what he was being forced to say.

“How do you want me to save our marriage babe?” Enquired Abbie, her voice almost a giggle.

“Please fuck another guy, please don’t leave me!” Ben pleaded.

Abbie pulled Ben in for a deeply erotic kiss as she wrapped her hand around his shaft and stroked him to completion. Ben let out a throaty moan as he spurted stream after stream of hot sticky cum between the pair.

After a minute or two Abbie sat up and started to undo Ben’s handcuffs. She stroked his face gently, with genuine kindness “I love you baby.”

Ben sat up rubbing his wrists and stared daggers at his wife “Y-you’re not serious, are you?”

“Abbie placed a hand on Ben’s cheek and stroked it with her thumb, then she nodded slowly “Yes babe. I already have a date lined up. I was going to see him either way. But I wanted you to give me permission first. I really don’t want to cheat on you and having your permission makes it OK.”

Ben started to turn red with rage, but Abbie clamped his face with both hands and pulled his forehead to hers.

“Ben. I love you. Honestly, I need you in my life. But I need this too. Look, I could give you some line about female empowerment, about my sexual programming, but I guess there’s just a kinky side to me and if you can’t give me the experience, I need in bed I have to look elsewhere for it. I can’t suppress my sexual nature any longer, it’s like keeping a horse on a short rope or clipping a bird’s wings so that it can’t fly.

“Besides. I know you’ll get off on it. Here, let me show you the guy.”

Abbie got up and retrieved her phone, sitting back down next to her distraught husband. She opened up an online dating app and scrolled to the profile of some guy called Brett.  She showed Ben his picture.

“Brett. We’ve been chatting for a couple of weeks and he seems genuine. He’s younger, twenty-eight, I think. He’s taller than you, a hundred and eighty-seven centimetres, at least that’s what his profile says. That’s, like six two, innit? And as you can see from his pictures” she scrolled through his gallery “he’s pretty hot, has a really nice body and just look at those eyes!”

“Babe, please…” Ben pleaded.

Abbie turned back to her husband and kissed him gently on the cheek “Let’s try it, once, and see what happens, OK? If, when I meet him, he’s a prick, or he’s lied about his height and is only five foot two, I’ll walk away. But if we get along, if there’s chemistry, and that certainly seems to be the way from our messages, then I’ll suck his cock at the very least. He sent me a dick pic, he looks like he’s a couple of inches longer than you, which is the perfect size for me.”

Ben’s shoulders dropped, he felt degraded by that, she was disparagingly comparing his penis to another man’s, a complete stranger, she must have known that would hurt his pride, did she not love him anymore? Abbie sensed this and rubbed his back reassuringly.

“Baby, it’ll be our little secret, and if you make this sacrifice for me, for us, I’ll make it up to you. I promise!” Abbie pushed Ben back down on the bed which reminds me. You haven’t got me off yet…”


CHAPTER FIVE - THE DATE

Ben was once again naked on the bed; Abbie was fastening his wrists to the cuffs which in turn were fastened to the headboard. He looked at her with pleading in his eyes.

“There!” proclaimed Abbie as she sat up and looked down at her husband “firmly secured.”

She bent down and pecked him on the lips and then he felt her hand start to gently rub his balls “Babe” he said meekly “please don’t…”

Abbie cut him off “Ben! We’ve already talked about this, you’ve given me permission… you begged me to go on this date, remember?”

“Under duress, c- can’t we talk about this?”

“We’ve already talked about it. Brett will already be on his way to the bar I selected.”

“How do you know you can trust him? How will I know you’re safe?” Ben pleaded.

Abbie started stroking his now semi hard cock and pecked him on the cheek “aw babe! I love how protective you are. It’s fine though, although you can’t protect me tonight, because you’re here cuffed to the bed” she couldn’t help but let out a giggle “I’ve told Jo, she knows where I am going and who I’m going with, if there’s any hint of danger or if the date sucks, I’ll send her a quick message and she will call me to give me an excuse to leave.”

Ben looked at her painfully “Jo?!?”

“Yes babe, Jo, my best friend.” grinned Abbie.

“So, she knows you’re cheating on me?” Ben’s voice was distorted with anger and sorrow.

“Not cheating honey. You asked me to do this, remember? If I have your permission, it can’t be cheating. Besides, Jo is cool. She won’t tell a soul, not even Daryl. Jo is the only friend who stuck by me through uni. She knows all about my past, and she knows how important you are to me. She was the one who convinced me to marry you in the first place. She always says that you saved me!”

Ben let out a moan of despair. Abbie continued to stroke him fully hard and then rubbed oil into her hands. As had been their thing over the past months, she edged her husband, twice and then got up.

“Enough, I’m going to be late. Babe, if the date doesn’t go well, I’ll be back before midnight. If it does go well… then I suppose I’ll be back later.”

She grabbed a blanket and placed it over her restrained and naked husband “There! I don't want my precious hubby getting cold.”

she got up and walked towards the door, stopping to turn back with a mischievous smirk on her face “don’t wait up!” she giggled.

Ben was woken with a start by the front door slamming. He took a moment to gather his senses, his arms felt numb, he had fallen asleep but how long for? He looked over at the bedside clock ‘02:35’ He let out a pained sigh. He had hoped that she would have been back before midnight. He heard the kitchen tap running, he thought he could hear Abbie humming a song to herself, he heard footsteps ascending the stairs and then heard her walk across the landing, he listened as she entered the bathroom, he could hear her doing an ablution.

Finally, Ben’s sexy wife Abbie sauntered into their bedroom. She leaned against the doorway and looked down at her husband. Her hand moved to the dimmer switch on the wall and turned the light on, just bright enough to see her husband’s face. Ben strained his neck to look over at her.

Abbie had a twinkle in her eye, he knew what that twinkle meant “babe” she said softly, the tone of her voice was almost a song “I had the best time tonight!” She gushed.

Ben groaned audibly as she sauntered over and sat herself down on the bed next to him. She bent down and kissed him tenderly on the lips “Brett is the most amazing lover babe” she whispered as their lips parted “do you want to hear about it?”

“Not especially.” snapped Ben moodily.

Abbie looked at him questioningly then hesitated for a moment. She knew this was hard for him, it was new territory for both of them, but after tonight she knew that a female led relationship in which she gets to fuck her new lover was the only way she wanted to live her life, at least for the time being. She needed Ben to be onboard with this. Without saying anything Abbie slowly slid the blanket down to reveal her husband’s naked body. Getting up off the bed, Abbie walked over to the dresser and picked up the bottle of baby oil. She looked back at her helpless husband and then slowly walked back, all her movements were very sexy, she couldn’t help it. She had just had the best sex of her life and she was feeling very sensual.

“Please babe” pleaded Ben” unlock the cuffs, I can’t feel my hands!” Ben pleaded.

“In a minute babe” Abbe said dismissively as she squirted some oil on her husband’s genitals. His cock was already semi-hard. She had kept him on edge all week, leading up to this date, she knew how desperate he was for release. Her hand closed around his shaft and she started to stroke, leaning down and giving him another lingering kiss on the lips “I love you” she whispered.

Ben’s dick hardened in his wife’s hand, betraying his feelings. As Much as he hated the idea of his wife being with another man, humiliating as it felt to have gotten himself into this predicament, where his wife can easily manipulate him into agreeing to anything she wants, there was a side of him that was very aroused by this. The sense of helplessness, the feelings of vulnerability, the shrinking of his male ego. There is something deeply erotic about exposing yourself so fully to another person, to letting them have so much influence and control over you. Especially when that someone is the person you love the most in the world.

Abbie leaned forward as she slowly stroked his cock; her cheek touched his as she whispered in his ear “shall I continue?”

Despite himself, Ben was now too turned on to refuse “y-yes babe pleeease…” he whined, mostly from the frustration of a weeklong denial, but also from the deeply erotic sense of being cuckolded by his favourite person.

“The date was lovely Ben. Brett is such a nice guy; he’s even better looking in person. We hit it off straight away, you could practically taste the chemistry.

“We had a few cocktails and chatted and flirted and I couldn’t stop playing footsie with him under the table. I was like a giddy teenager with her first love” she giggled “after an hour or two, I couldn’t think straight. I knew I was going to fuck him, that I had to have him inside me!”

Ben moaned again but Abbie shushed him.

“We got a cab back to his place, we made out the whole time in the cab, I couldn’t keep my hands off him. God baby, I haven’t felt that attracted to a man for… I dunno, since Andre maybe!”

Ben clamped his eyes shut and grimaced, he didn’t like hearing that he wasn’t even in her top three.

“I mean, you’re very handsome, but this guy, Brett… God he’s like a film star or something! How he’s single I’ll never know; he should have girls lining up to be with him. I guess I just got lucky.” she giggled.

Abbie leaned forward and kissed Ben again, her thumb gently teasing and stimulating the tip of his penis, making him squirm.

“We got in his front door and just started tearing each other’s clothes off, it was frantic. I couldn’t wait to experience his cock and sunk to my knees, I pulled it out of his boxers and… oh honey, I wasn’t disappointed. It was at least eight inches and thick too!  It was perfect! I looked up into his eyes as I stroked his perfect penis and I said Brett baby, may I please suck your cock?”

Ben’s dick twitched in Abbie’s hand and he moaned audibly.

“Mmmm.. you like that huh?” Abbie continued her story “I just sucked him like a wild woman, it had been so long since I had a cock like that in my mouth, so big and hard. I sucked and I gagged, and I loved it babe, Honestly, I could have sucked him for hours! But Brett had other ideas.

“He pulled me to my feet as he stepped out of his underwear and lifted me up. I remember squealing excitedly, wrapping my arms around his head and my legs around his waist as we kissed passionately. Honestly, hon, it was like something out of a porno!

“He carried me up the stairs and then just threw me onto his bed. I still had my panties on at this point and I just sat up and said Brett baby fuck me, make me yours! He didn’t need telling twice, he quickly pulled on a condom and climbed onto the bed and pulled my panties off, I squealed in delight and pulled him in for another kiss.

“When I felt his cock pushing into my pussy, I let out a loud throaty groan and begged him for more. God babe, he stretched me and filled me up so good! I mean, in porno you see all those guys with monster cocks but, honestly, eight inches is perfect, the perfect length to do everything without hurting and he was thick enough to make me feel stretched but not like I was gonna split apart.”

Ben twitched and squirmed.

“Mm. You like that baby? Like how I describe my lover’s cock?” she deliberately used the word ‘lover’ to tease her husband “I was shaking all over by the time he was fucking me properly. I wrapped my legs around his waist and dug my nails into his back. I couldn’t help but say his name over and over. Imagine that babe, your wife in another man’s bed, getting fucked and screaming his name, not yours!

“Brett!  I screamed Brett oh Brett fuck me! Over and over, I just couldn’t stop saying his name, I loved how forcefully he was claiming me and it’s like I wanted the whole world to know that I was his!

“It wasn't long before I could feel my orgasm building up, honestly baby, I don’t think a man has ever made me cum that quickly and when I climaxed, I literally screamed. I’m sure his neighbours could hear me!”

She teasingly kissed her husband again.

“After my orgasm I was giddy and the next part is a blurr, but I think he switched position… yeah, he must have because my next orgasm happened on my side. I was in, like, foetal position with my knees up near my chest and he was fucking me from behind, his fingers wanking my clit. God, it felt so good, I could feel him sooo deep inside me! I was just panting and moaning and begging for him to keep going.

“Pretty soon I felt my second orgasm build and then I heard him moaning and I knew he was about to cum inside me... Good job he had that condom on, eh?

“Jesus, babe. If I thought the first orgasm was intense, that was nothing compared with the second. With his cock exploding inside me and his fingers rubbing my clit I think I lost consciousness for a second, I definitely blacked out for a bit.

“When I gathered my senses, I was laying on my back with my hands over my face and I just started to sob. Can you imagine that? Brett fucked me so good that he made me cry tears of joy. You’ve never done that to me have you?”

Ben moaned again, part in protest but before he could say anything Abbie claimed his mouth, pushing her tongue in and kissing him deeply and erotically.

“We cuddled and made small talk for a bit. It felt so good, just lying there, naked, with my new man, smelling his body odour, feeling his incredible masculinity and his strong but oh so gentle hands on me. Those moments when you have a post-coital cuddle? They’re amazing, I really felt that we had pair-bonded at this point. Of course, that wasn’t going to be the end of it. I wanted that cock back in my mouth.

“I moved down and started sucking him again, it didn’t take long for him to get hard, and I savoured it. His cock tasted amazing and felt sooo good in my mouth. After… I don’t know, maybe half an hour of sucking and teasing him… and you know how good I am at that, right? I just stroked and sucked and made him cum in my mouth. I wanted to taste him so badly… Actually” she giggled “you can probably taste him on my tongue still!”

Ben grimaced at this, but Abbie just laughed and kissed him again.

“It was quite a load as well. I mean, he hadn’t long cum and was already hard again and spurting a huge load into my mouth. My man has so much stamina babe.”

Her man... Ben looked away from her.

“Babe don’t look like that. Besides, your face says no, but your penis definitely says yes!” she giggled, and she was right. Ben didn’t want to admit it to himself, but he was definitely turned on.

Abbie continued her story “So after that, I just kept sucking him and he got hard again really quickly. So, I climbed on top, guided him into me and rode him. Oh baby, this was the best. I controlled the pace and I edged us both a couple of times, I bent down and kissed him as I rocked my pelvis back and forth slowly, to feel his full length. Then I sat up, my hands on his chest and started to ride him hard and fast. I made this last as long as I could until neither of us could take any more and we both came again, simultaneously.

“I couldn’t believe how synchronized we were, after just one date. It’s like we were made for each other.”

Abbie stood up and pulled open the drawer next to the bed to retrieve the keys for the handcuffs “It took all of my willpower to come home tonight babe. I really wanted to stay with my new man, but I couldn’t leave you like this, could I?”

Ben whined “Abbie... d-do you love him? his voice was pained.

Abbie unlocked the cuffs and sat astride her husband, her knees either side of his thighs. She tapped her bottom lip for a moment as she contemplated this question. She was teasing but she was having too much fun not to go with it.

“Maybe… I mean, he really did claim me tonight honey. Brett made me his, he fucked me so expertly, I’m not sure I want anyone else to fuck me.”

Ben’s eyes moistened as he looked up at her, not quite wanting to believe what he was hearing. Abbie lifted her skirt up to reveal that she was not wearing any panties.

“I left my panties at Brett’s” she said matter of factly “I can collect them the next time I’m there.”

“Next time?!!” Ben almost wailed.

“Yeah, next time, Brett’s too hot to be a one-night-stand honey. I need that hot sexy man in my life from now on…” Abbie raised her hips up and reached down to grab Ben’s cock “Unless… unless my husband has what it takes to claim me back.”

Ben was rubbing his wrists, encouraging the blood flow as the feeling returned and then looked up at his wife. She was looking at him in a way that she hadn’t looked at him in years, there was genuine hunger and lust in her eyes, and she was rubbing her moist vulva. Ben suddenly felt empowered and very horny. This was his chance, to finally show his wife what he was capable of, to give her what she wanted and deserved.

He grabbed her under the armpits and threw her off of him and onto her back. Abbie squealed in delight as Ben entered her and started thrusting into her.

“Yes Ben, oh God baby yes!” she screamed as Ben pounded into her “Fuck me Ben, fuck me harder, make me yours!”

The sex was frantic and animalistic, Ben lasted long enough to finally give his, already worked up wife an orgasm and then spurted a week-long load of cum deep into her pussy and she moaned pleasurably pulling his face to hers and kissing him with more passion than she had in months.

After regaining their senses Abbie stripped off and cuddled up to her husband under the covers, kissing him gently on the lips “I love you” she whispered contendedly “I think we’re going to be OK from now on babe. Thank you.”

The End?
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