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Intro

Abbie and Ben have been happily married for years but, one thing has always bothered Abbie. Ben, her husband, and best friend doesn’t satisfy her in bed. She thought that she could get over it, but Abbie has always been a very sexual creature. It had gotten so bad that Abbie even considered a trial separation. Then, one night, while in an intimate embrace with her husband, she started to relay stories of her promiscuous youth. Abbie found that teasing her husband about her past lovers aroused them both. But one story of a particular ex, a young man she had dated while at university triggered something in her. Abbie had cheated on her boyfriend at a party and humiliated him in the presence of all their friends. Soon, Abbie found herself wanting more, more than simply teasing and tying her husband while regaling him with tales of her sexual exploits. She wanted, no, needed good sex. Manipulative and seductive, Abbie tricked her husband into agreeing to her finding a date on an app. But after meeting Brett and experiencing the mindblowing sex they had, she knew that it could not be just a short fling. She wanted more.


CHAPTER ONE – RELATIONSHIP STATUS

“Morning babe!” declared a joyful Abbie as she swanned through the front door.

It was mid-afternoon on Sunday and Ben hadn’t seen her since Saturday morning.

“Wh- where have you been?” stammered Ben, looking at his wife wearing her gym shoes and a large baggy hoodie, long enough that it looked almost like a dress, the hem of the waist band reaching the top of her thighs.

“Mm? Oh, I was at Brett’s” she said calmly as she walked up to her husband and placed a kiss on his cheek “didn’t I text you?”

“No, you didn’t.” Ben grumbled.

It had been over a month since that first date, when Abbie had decided to meet up with Brett, the handsome younger guy she had met on an online dating app. Although her dates with him had become a part of their ‘playtime’, usually, if Abbie was going to spend time with Brett, she would tell Ben first. She enjoyed teasing her husband about her trysts with Brett. But on this occasion, their date had been impromptu.

Abbie looked at her husband, cocking her head as she read his expression, she could tell he wasn’t happy “I’m sorry babe, I guess I forgot.”

Ben snapped at her, a scowl on his face “I was this close” he held up his index finger and thumb to indicate a ‘little’ “to calling the fucking police! I thought you had been abducted or something. Have you even checked your phone?”

Abbie pulled her phone out of the front pocket of the hoodie and looked at the blank screen “sorry, my battery must have died.”

“You went to the gym yesterday morning and then you show up here and… what the fuck are you wearing?!” Ben was incredulous.

“Yeah, so I went for coffee with Jo after my workout and then Brett called and, well, I kinda wanted to see him too so he picked me up and… well I’m sure you can guess what happened after that.” She giggled.

“So, is that his?” Ben indicated the baggy outsized hoodie.

Abbie blushed a little and then grabbed a handful of the fabric and held it to her cheek “mmm…yeah. He gave it to me. It even smells like him!”

“Abbie!” Ben exclaimed.

Abbie looked up at her husband, her demeanour changing as she tugged at the garment, pulling the hem down over her thighs again.

“OK, listen. Things have been going really well between us since I started seeing Brett and I know you love it when I tease you about my boyfriend a—”

“BOYFRIEND?!?” Ben shouted, interrupting her.

“Yeah… boyfriend. I mean, he’s given me his hoodie babe, that means he wants us to go steady, everyone knows that!”

“What the fuck Abbie, this isn’t some American Highschool rom com!” Ben was gesticulating wildly.

Abbie stepped up to her husband and cupped both his cheeks in her hands.

“Baby, look at me. I love you. But Brett makes me feel like… like I’m walking in a dream! You know how much I love the way he fucks me. I have never had sex like that, and you know how much sex I had before we met. Every time he fucks me, I have more orgasms than I have ever had with you or any other man. I love you for allowing me to have that, I really do. But, if he wants me to be his girlfriend, then I will be his girlfriend.”

Ben didn’t speak, his mouth opened and closed but no words came out, he couldn’t believe what he was hearing. Admittedly he had enjoyed the way she had teased and denied him, he hated to admit it to himself, but he got off on hearing about her sexual escapades with her lover, he even found it arousing that she had become the leader in their relationship, being the one who made most of the decisions instead of him. But this? Was this what he had feared all along? Was he going to lose his wife to this handsome young stud? Abbie squeezed his face a little firmer to reacquire his attention.

“So, the thing is… now that Brett is my boyfriend that means that I will be seeing a lot more of him. I’ll stay over at his more often, we’ll go out on dates. I can’t wait to kiss him and hold his hand in public, to walk through the park and let him hold my arse so that everyone knows that I am his.” She hesitated as she read the expression on Ben’s face, he looked distraught “y’know? Like a boyfriend and girlfriend should act. “Also…” she took a deep inhale, a pause for effect “seeing as he’s my boyfriend, I don’t think I should cheat on him any more… with you I mean.”

She pulled Ben’s face to hers and gently kissed him on the lips. Abbie removed one hand from her husband’s face and ran it down his chest, then abdomen and then settled at the front of his jeans, feeling the bulge inside. She looked into his eyes.

“Can you taste him on my lips honey? Only twenty minutes ago I had his cock in my mouth pumping a hot load of spunk into me” she giggled. “I don’t have anything on under this hoodie baby. I left my gym clothes at his… so that the next time I visit my boyfriend I can go straight to the gym after making love. Like I used to do with you… only my boyfriend gives me multiple orgasms… unlike you.”

Ben squirmed at her touch and moaned at her words, the conflicting senses of being teased mixed with the humiliation of hearing his wife talk about how much she loved sex with her boyfriend, and the way she kept using that word and emphasising it, made his head spin. Abbie continued.

“Mmm… babe, you’re sooo hard! Let me tell you what happened yesterday. I know that we had made plans to hang out during the day, after I got back from my coffee date with Jo. Heh, poor Jo. She had to sit there for an hour listening to me gushing about Brett” she giggled.

“So, as I said, Brett text me and said he would pick me up, so I said bye to Jo and waited on the street out front. I was so excited to see him that as soon as he pulled up, I ran up to the car. He got out and I just threw myself at him. I’m sure Jo could see from inside the café as we kissed passionately in the street.”

Ben groaned but Abbie just continued to rub his bulging crotch and continued her story “I didn’t even think about it honey. Anyone could have seen me there, in the high street, snogging the face off another man. A super sexy man!”

What’s wrong with me? Ben thought to himself as Abbie continued her tease. He should be putting a stop to this, putting his foot down, asserting his masculinity and male dominance on his wife. But he couldn’t, he felt paralysed. Abbie continued.

“He only lives ten minutes from that café, but the car ride felt like a lifetime. I was so horny that I couldn’t help myself and just slid my hand down the front of my lycra booty shorts, inside my sports thong and started rubbing myself. God I was sooo wet!

“I was about to cum when Brett stopped me. He told me to hold it. I was right on the edge… kinda like you are right now babe” she giggled “the moment we got inside his front door I just threw myself at him. I couldn’t help it, I needed him more than ever!

“I ripped his tee shirt off over his head and ran my hands over his lean athletic body and then sunk to my knees. But, before I could take out his cock and start worshipping it, he grabbed my hair and pulled my head back, making me look up at him…

“I was so horny; I would have done anything for him in that moment. I looked into his eyes, hungry for him, as he looked down at me and said, softly but firmly beg! I didn’t even hesitate babe, I just looked up at my gorgeous sexy lover and said Brett baby, please may I suck your cock? Pleeease?!!”

Abbie stopped her seduction for a moment and took her husband by the hand, leading him through to the front room “sit down” she said firmly, gesturing for Ben to sit on the sofa. She sat astride his lap and teased him with the promise of a kiss that never connected, then her hand returned to his crotch, her own bare crotch barely visible beneath the hem of the large hoodie. She continued her story.

“I sucked and slurped and licked and stroked and edged my man, making sure to show my pleasure by moaning as I sucked his beautiful penis. Baby, he’s at least two inches longer than you and definitely thicker, his cock is simply perfect!

“I could taste his pre-cum in my mouth and was rubbing my clit, bringing myself to the edge of climax too. But then he stopped me, and pulled me up to my feet. I must have looked at him in desperation or something, I was confused why he had stopped us both from reaching a climax. Not yet, he said. My God babe, he was teasing me, and it was making me so hot for him. I mean, I’m pretty much hot for him all the time, but now I was putty in his sexy hands.

“He pushed me back and ordered me to strip. I hadn’t experienced this with him before, he had always been an assertive lover, but never like this…. And I loved it. I slowly removed my gym top, then pulled down my booty shorts. He praised my body, it felt good being complemented by him. He stopped me from removing my sports thong and pulled me into him. We kissed and I moaned into his mouth as his tongue wrestled mine. Then he spun me around so that I had my back to him, my butt rubbed against his bulging crotch and his hand slid inside the front of my panties. I gasped as I felt his fingers part my moist labia. But then I had an idea… I did think of you babe. I knew we had made plans and I needed to tell you that they had changed. So, I got my phone and took a selfie, with my back pressed against Brett’s body, his hand in my panties and me leaning back to kiss him… I guess I just forgot to send it, but the intention was there.”

Abbie giggled as she continued to tease her husband. By now Ben was at his second edge and panting frantically as his wife continued with the story.

“After that he led me through to the front room and pushed me onto the sofa. I was naked but for my trainers and sports thong, which was soaking wet by now. He removed his jeans and pulled down his boxers and I just sat there staring at his hardness. Without even being prompted I started begging him to fuck me. Take me Brett, make me yours I cried!

“He whipped my thong off and climbed onto the sofa, pulling my legs apart. By this point I was so turned on that I just let him push his amazing cock inside me and I pulled him tight to me. It didn’t even occur to me at first that he wasn’t wearing protection. I had always insisted that he use a condom, but I was so desperate to make love that I didn’t even think about it babe.”

Ben moaned; his face screwed up at the thought of another man fucking his wife bareback.

“It felt so good honey, he spread my vagina and filled me up, but he was using long slow strokes that penetrated me so deep, hitting the back of my cervix, and had me gasping and begging him to fuck me harder. The moment he started to pick up the pace I came, hard, my whole body shook, and I let out a little scream. I usually cum at least twice before he does but because he had kept me on edge this whole time, this orgasm was incredible. He picked up the pace and started fucking me harder. I reached down to rub my clit and then, very quickly had another orgasm… and then another! Baby, I started to just have orgasm after orgasm, waves of them. I have never felt that before! After several minutes of this mind-blowing experience, he started to moan, and I knew he was about to cum. He pulled out and spurted strings of hit jizz all over my belly and tits, a couple of spurts even hit me in the face.”

Abbie brought Ben to a third edge and then started to rub her clit bringing herself to an edge before returning her hand to his crotch “no cumming without permission babe” she teased.

Abbie continued “we fucked several more times on the sofa until we were both spent. It must have been several hours because it was dinner time. I was still covered in his dried cum, he had ejaculated all over me baby, on my tummy, my boobs, my arse, my thighs, all over my face. It felt amazing to have his seed all over me, like he was marking his territory.”

“Babe I—” Ben tried to stop her, but she shushed him with a kiss and then continued.

“I made dinner, I didn’t even put any clothes on, or wash off his cum. I just made us some chicken and salad sandwiches and some coffee… for energy” she giggled. “After that we went to bed and fucked some more. You wouldn’t believe how much stamina he had baby. I have no idea how many orgasms I had last night, I lost count at ten… I think. He came several more times, obviously there wasn’t much left the last couple of times, but he still had it in him

“We eventually fell asleep in each other’s arms sometime in the early hours, maybe around four or five? God, I love sleeping in his arms baby, his body feels and smells so good, and I feel so safe and comfortable snuggled up to him!

“We woke up about ten ayem this morning, but I wasn’t in any mood to leave him yet. So, I climbed up on him and rode him, slowly. It was sensual and loving. It felt amazing. We made love another three times this morning before I returned home.”

“Abbie got off of her husband’s lap and slowly pulled the hoodie over her head revealing her naked body and well fucked pussy. She stood there and rubbed her vulva; it was sopping wet again. She looked at Ben as she sucked her own juices off her fingers.

“So, as I said, Brett’s my boyfriend now honey, and as his girlfriend it would be wrong to cheat on him. I’m his now baby. No one else can have this pussy, it’s only for my man… unless” she hesitated for dramatic effect “unless my husband is man enough to mark his territory and make me his again. Can you do that Ben? Can you take your cum soaked wife and make her yours again? Can you reclaim me from my boyfriend?”

Ben jumped up from the sofa and virtually ripped his jeans off, Abbie backed away giggling, but Ben virtually tackled her to the floor. Abbie let out a squeal as Ben thrust into her vagina. Abbie screamed “Oh God Ben, take me, make me yours!”

Ben was out of his mind with frustration and humiliation. Without thinking he wrapped his hands around her throat and hate fucked his own wife. Abbie grabbed his wrists, her eyes bulging as Ben thrust into her harder and faster than ever before. Ben squeezed her throat harder, cutting off her breath as he came deep inside her, the feeling of her husband’s climax, combined with the asphyxia sent her over the edge and she came too.

Ben collapsed on top of his wife and the pair caught their breath. Abbie wrapped her arms around his back and held him tight to her “I love you baby.” She whispered breathlessly.

The pair laid there motionless for a few minutes until Abbie broke the silence “Babe? Go run me a bath, would you? I need to clean my boyfriend’s cum off me.”


CHAPTER TWO – ABBIE GETS WHAT ABBIE WANTS

“Do you have to wear that?” Ben looked up from his bowl of granola to address his wife, who was stood in the kitchen making a second cup of coffee. She was wearing the same hoodie that she had turned up in the day before. She looked over her shoulder and smirked at her husband.

“Yes babe. I like the way it feels, so warm and comfy… and I like that it smells like him.”

Ben grumbled under his breath. Abbie bounced up to her husband and wrapped her arms around his shoulders, leaning her chin on his shoulder. She whispered into his ear “I love you.” She gave him a peck on the cheek, then pulled away.

Abbie returned to the kitchen and poured a coffee into a reusable cup, tightening the lid “here” she placed the cup down on the sideboard “for your drive in to work.”

“What about you, aren’t you getting ready for work?” Ben enquired.

“No, I booked the day off “Brett wanted to do something together. He’s coming to pick me up in about an hour.”

“WHAAAT?!!” Ben was incredulous “He’s coming here? What if the neighbours see??”

Abbie giggled “They will just see a friend picking me up, it’s not like I’m going to invite him in and…. Oh God! I so should fuck him in our bed, that would be sooo hot!”

Ben stood up and slammed his hand on the table “NO!”

Abbie laughed and bounced back over to her husband, snaking her arms around his neck “I’m just teasing” she said as she placed her lips on her husband’s “but we are going out for the day.”

Ben stepped away from his wife and stared at her. Abbie, just stood, hands behind her back, swaying subtly from side to side. Her whole demeanour was playful, like a prissy schoolgirl trying to manipulate her father. Ben just scowled, he didn’t like this side to her, especially the way she talked about her lover. Of course, he knew it was all part of the game and, as much as it embarrassed him to admit it to himself, he did enjoy the game.

Abbie smirked again “don’t worry baby. I’ll be back before you get home from work. I’m gonna cook us a nice meal together, I’ll pick up some fillet steak from the butchers. Why don’t you get a bottle of wine?”

“What? So, you can stand me up again because you’re too busy fucking your boyfriend?”

Abbie’s suddenly become more serious and gently cupped Ben’s face bringing him close and looking into his eyes “babe, I love you, and I love how open you have been to all this. It takes someone really special to accept this. You are special!” She kissed him again, this time the kiss was tender and lingering “now go to work or you’ll be late.”

…

The smell of steamed vegetables and garlic hit Ben’s nose as soon as he walked in, carrying a bottle of Malbec. He was satisfied to see his wife beavering away in the kitchen, wearing a short dress and apron.

“Oh, hi baby!” She declared as she heard the door “I’ll put the steak on now, why you don’t open the wine?”

They had a nice meal together, Ben felt happy, he dared not ask how her day had been. She had spent it with her boyfriend after-all. But right now, he felt content, he loved Abbie very much and he liked when they spent time together like this, like a normal couple. Ben reached over a poured out another glass of wine for Abbie, saving the last few drops for his own glass. Abbie took a sip and stared into her husband’s eyes.

“I love you Ben” she said out of the blue.

“I love you too honey.” Ben smiled.

Abbie got up and walked over to her husband, she reached down either side of his thigh, gripping the chair and swivelling it around to face her. She straddled her husband, wrapping one arm around his neck and reaching over to reclaim her glass of wine. She took another sip and then kissed Ben on the lips.

“You haven’t asked me about my day babe” it came out as a question, Abbie cocked her head, fixing her gaze on her husband to read his expression. She had deliberately not mentioned it because, despite everything, she really did want to enjoy this time with her husband. Besides, she had felt a little guilty about her trick the day before.

“I… do we have to?” Ben asked meekly.

Abbie took another sip and shifted her weight on her husband’s lap, knowing full well that she was grinding against his crotch, “but I want to tell you sweetheart.” Her voice was soft and playful, that seductive tone returning. Ben knew he didn’t stand a chance.

“Huhhh….” Ben sighed “well, you’re gonna tell me anyway.”

Abbie grinned “So… Brett picked me up and we went for a little drive out of town. I had no idea where we were going but we ended up at that nature reserve, you know the one with the bird watching hides?” Ben nodded “Yeah. So, we walked around there, being Monday morning there weren’t many people there, but we saw all kinds of birds. It felt so good walking around holding my boyfriend’s hand. That’s the first time I’ve done that in public y’know?”

Ben sighed, he didn’t want to hear his wife saying this, but he also couldn’t deny the swelling in his pants, partly caused by the warmth of his wife’s crotch grinding against his lap, but partly from the knowledge that his wife was holding another man’s hand in public.

“You know how much he turns me on, so it wasn’t long before we were making out. I wanted to just drop to my knees and please my man right there and then, but there was a couple of wardens wanderings around. So, we went in one of the hides, there wasn’t anyone in there. I pulled Brett’s cock out and started stroking it slowly as we kissed. I wanted to tease him, the way he had teased me the other day. I brought him to the edge and then sank to my knees and took him in my mouth… God I love how his cock feels and tastes in my mouth. I mean, I don’t want you to think that all I care about is a cock, like I need a cock to validate my existence or anything” Abbie took another sip of her wine “but I do love his dick!” She giggled “I sucked him for ages babe, I was dribbling all down my chin, taking him all the way down my throat, gagging on him. He loves it when I gag on his cock, makes him feel super manly, you see? I edged him a couple of times and then climbed up onto his lap. I slid him inside me… we forgot about the condom again babe!” she laughed “I was so turned on that it didn’t take long before I was cumming all over his shaft. I know that he was ready to explode, so I took him in my mouth and swallowed it all. God, he cums sooo much!”

Abbie Put her glass down and kissed her husband, by now the subtle grinding was more like dry humping. After a few minutes she slid down to her knees, her hands rested on her husband’s lap, she looked up at him and said “babe, would you like me to suck your cock?”

Despite what she had just told him, Ben was on the edge and simply could not resist his foxy wife “Yes!” He gasped.

Abbie giggled as she pulled Ben’s penis out. She examined it for a few seconds and then looked up at her husband “Hmm.. it’s not as nice as Brett’s, but it’ll do!” She giggled.

Abbie took the penis into her mouth and went to work, she loved sucking dick. She loved the way it felt in her mouth and how it tasted on her tongue, she loved the sensations and the sensual nature of the act. She loved how in control she was, that no matter who the man was, he was putty in her hands once she had her mouth around his member. She brought Ben to the brink of climax, several times. Ben was squirming and moaning desperately. Abbie rubbed the pre cum on her lips and then stood up and kissed her husband, letting put a little giggle before returning to her knees.

She brought him to the edge once more and then stopped. Looking up, her hand still around his moist shaft, she spoke “Oh babe. I almost forgot. I won’t be around next weekend.”

Ben looked at her quizzically, he wanted to ask the question but the ability to speak had left him some time ago. Abbie started to slowly stroke her husband’s engorged member.

“Yeah, my boyfriend and I booked a cottage by the seaside, you know that place that has all those oyster stalls along the seafront? I love oysters! So, yeah, I’m going away for a few days…” she picked up the pace, she knew that Ben was about to cum “do you want to cum baby?”

“Y- yes!” Ben gasped. Abbie had edged him to the point of no return.

“Them tell me how happy you are that I get to go on holiday with my boyfriend” she slowed down and looked at Ben in a way that asked for confirmation “well?”

“P-please!” Ben was desperate for release, he wasn’t in control at this point, if he ever had been.

“Well… seeing as you asked so nicely” Abbie giggled and brought her husband to a climax.

Ben spurted in her face and Abbie squealed in delight. She cleaned him off with her mouth and then sat on his lap again “I’m so pleased that you’re cool with this honey, with my boyfriend treating me to a dirty weekend!”

Abbie kissed her husband deeply, the taste of his own semen on her lips and tongue. After a good minute she pulled herself away and stood up “I better go clean myself up. You can do the dishes babe” she paused for a moment “an’ I need to ring Brett and give him the news. Come to bed when you’re finished down here, but don’t make any noise if I’m still on the phone with my boyfriend.” She was teasing him, but she liked this. maybe a little too much!


CHAPTER THREE – THE GETAWAY

Abbie sat in the passenger seat daydreaming. She hadn’t had sex since she saw Brett on Monday. She hadn’t allowed Ben to have a release either. It had only been a few days, but she enjoyed the sense of power and control it gave her over her husband. She chewed her bottom lip, was she taking it too far? Was she being cruel to her husband? She turned to her right to look at Brett, her handsome lover who was driving her to their holiday destination. He could feel her gaze on him and turned to meet her eyes with his.

“You OK babe?” has asked.

“Hmm… yeah. Perfect!” she emphasised the word, she already felt hot for her man.

Brett returned his attention to the road and Abbie turned to look out the side window, watching the green fields and trees pass by. If you stare at one spot she thought, it almost looks as though the ground is spinning around. She chewed on her bottom lip again. She really did like being with Brett, it was only supposed to be sex, a brief fling, but now she was seeing him almost as much as she was seeing her husband. But it’s just sex, right? This was the reason the whole thing had started in the first place. Ben wasn’t satisfying her in bed, and as much as she loved him, she really loved sex. It’s like listening to music, she rationalised, you can listen to the album any number of times and it’s always cool, but nothing compares to seeing the band live on stage… Ben was the album, always the same. Reliable, can take it anywhere. But Brett was the live show. Exciting, energetic, a buzz that stays with you for days after the event.

This was new though, she had spent time with Brett recently, she had stayed at his house. But going away for three nights, spending an entire weekend by the seaside. Eating oysters on the sea front, holding hands on the beach, sunbathing, letting him rub sunscreen into her skin. She coughed to clear her head as she realised how turned on, she was getting.

“Nearly there.” Brett said.

“Mhm” Abbie responded, trying to recompose herself.

About twenty minutes later and the pair were collecting the keys to the cottage from the reception of a nearby hotel.

“You been married long?” Enquired the cheerful lady behind the counter, she was about fifty, with short hair auburn hair, clearly the colour was out of a bottle.

Abbie frown for a second, then looked at Brett and smiled, before turning back to the lady, who was still looking at the ring on Abbie’s finger “oh, he’s not my husband.”

The lady raised an eyebrow and then smiled mischievously “well, enjoy your stay.” She winked as she handed the keys to Abbie.

Outside the hotel, as they walked back to the car Abbie grabbed Brett’s arm and snuggled up to his shoulder, he was at least a head taller than her.

“You’re a naughty girl, y’know that?” Brett grinned.

“Mmm… maybe I need to be punished then.”

Brett placed a hand on Abbie’s bum and gently squeezed, he could feel the firmness of her buttocks through the thin material of her lycra mini skirt. Abbie let out a satisfied but barely audible moan.

…

Brett placed the bags down on the floor in front of the leather sofa. Abbie wheeled her small case behind her and closed the door. Brett looked around, the cottage was a two-floor building, early twentieth century but with a very modern interior. The front room and kitchen were divided by a breakfast bar, it was open plan and daylight flooded in through the large window which overlooked a remote meadow with cows in it.

Abbie released the handle of her case and walked up to Brett, she stroked his face with one hand, her other hand already finding its way to the front of his shorts “baby, I’m so hot for you right now” the last word trailed off to an inaudible mumble as her lips met his and her tongue slipped into his mouth. She moaned into his mouth, she couldn’t help herself, four days with sex had felt like a lifetime, given her recent antics. She knew that her panties were already wet with anticipation, the drive had taken ninety minutes and it had taken all her willpower to not just slide her fingers under her skirt and wank herself silly.

But now she could have what she really wanted, she wanted her lover, her boyfriend the man who made her lose all self-control, all sense of comportment. Comportment, she thought, that’s just a construct invented by men to control women. No, she was shameless about her sex drive, it was part of who she was, and why should she let the rules of society deprive her of her true self?

The kiss was passionate, Brett’s hands squeezed Abbie’s buttocks and she raised herself to her toes, both hands now undoing Brett’s belt and unbuttoning his fly. Abbie pulled away from the kiss and looked down as she pulled out her lover’s cock. She loved the way it felt in her hands, the way it grew from a flaccid six inches to an erect eight and a half, maybe nine. She could barely close her fingers around the shaft and the head, well that was almost like a mushroom. Her mouth watered as she looked at it.

“Brett baby…” she sighed “I love your cock.”

Brett allowed a throaty groan to escape his mouth as Abbie sank down to her knees, her eyes never leaving his. She stroked his penis slowly, not saying a word, but her eyes saying everything that was on her mind. She kissed the tip without averting her eyes, once, three ties. She ran her tongue around the tip, her eyes still fixed on her lover’s. Abbie spat on the member and then slowly slid it between her lips, teasing the head with her tongue and teeth. Brett closed his eyes and moaned audibly. If she was capable right now Abbie would have grinned, knowing how much pleasure she was bringing to her man made her feel content. She was good at this, really good.

A couple of minutes passed and by now Abbie was swallowing Brett’s cock all the way down her throat. Breet, grabbed handfuls of her hair and began to thrust into her. Many women dislike this, it feels humiliating, dehumanizing. But not Abbie, she loved the animalistic nature a man desperate for more. Brett pushed deep into her, Abbie’s nose pressed against his flat stomach. Her eyes wide, filled with tears as the penis occupied the back of her throat. Abbie’s hands pressed against Brett’s thighs and her eyes clamped shut as her air began to run out. Her back arched as she wretched, signalling her lover to release her. Abbie gasped as the cock evacuated her throat and then her mouth, a large globule of saliva dribbled down her chin and then she coughed. She looked up at her man, nothing but hunger and a sense of vindication in her eyes. She wanted more.

After a few more minutes of aggressive deep throating Abbie, who’s hand had been furiously rubbing her clit through her panties looked up at Brett “please baby” she begged “fuck my pussy!”

Brett didn’t need to hear that again. He pulled Abbie to her feet, reached under her skirt and ripped her thong off. Abbie squealed in shock, the material chaffed her skin as the garment was ripped away, but she loved it. Brett pulled her skirt up over her hips and lifted her off her feet. Abbie squealed in delight, wrapping her legs around his waist and her arms around his neck. Brett carried her the few steps across the room until she was pressed against the wall, then guided his cock to the entrance of her vagina. Abbie moaned and grunted so turned on she couldn’t even form words as the bulbous head of her over’s penis parted her labia.

“Oh, my fuckin’ God!” Abbie screamed as her man pounded her hard up against the wall “fuck me baby!”

Brett’s legs began to give out, but Abbie was close to her first orgasm and let out a moan of disappointment as he pulled out of her. Abbie quickly dragged Breet by the hands to the sofa, tumbling backwards she pulled him down on top of her and hurriedly slid his member back inside her. Abbie wrapped her arms around his neck and her legs around his waist as he fucked her, his penis deep inside her, hitting her most sensitive spot just behind her cervix. Each thrust now elicited a staccato high-pitched grunt from Abbie’s throat, the warmth began to build up in her lower abdomen and she knew that her climax was close.

“Right there baby, don’t stop!” she screamed. In desperation one of her hands found its way to her clit, she rubbed it furiously as her lover continued to drive his manhood deep into her “ooohhhh myyy Gooodddd!” Abbie screamed surely loud enough to startle the cows outside as her climax hit.

After a couple of seconds Brett slowed down to a near halt as Abbie pulled his face to hers for a desperate kiss.

Confident that he had avoided his own climax Brett began to move his hips again. Abbie was always impressed by his stamina; this was definitely the best sex of her entire life, and she knew there was no way she could let this man go. Brett shifted position, pressing Abbie legs over her head into a full mating press. Abbie reached between her legs to cup his face, she wanted to look into his eyes as she felt his penis probe her even deeper than before. Every woman’s anatomy is different, some prefer clitoral stimulation, some enjoy penetration. Some experience pain from deep penetration. Abbie definitely enjoyed it deep, invading her cervix, as good as clitoral stimulation felt, like when her husband went down on her, there was no substitute, in her mind, for a good deep dicking from a talented lover. She felt so lucky that Brett was both well-endowed enough and skilled enough to give it to her exactly how she liked it. The head of his penis rubbing against the deep inner wall, that oh so sensitive spot that sent shivers up her spine with each stroke.

It wasn’t long before Abbie was having another screaming orgasm, did she need to scream? No, but she knew that it motivated her man and she liked to play the role, like she was the star in her own porn film. Although the shaking through her core and uncontrollable quivering of her legs would have signalled the intensity of this orgasm even without the sound effects.

After this orgasm Abbie needed to clear her head and pushed Brett away with both feet, almost like she was kicking him. It was an instinctual reaction. Brett knew this, it wasn’t the first time she had done this to him. She rolled onto her front and buried her face in her arms as she attempted to compose herself.

Brett slowly climbed on top of her and kissed the back of her neck. Abbie moaned, a throaty moan, almost a purr. She turned her head to meet her lover’s mouth and they kissed. She felt a hand slide under her abdomen and to her wet pussy, she lifted her hips to allow her lover’s fingers to access her pussy lips. She moaned into his mouth as he teased her, she was definitely ready for more. Abbie’s favourite position, as much as she loved them all, was prone bone. She pressed her thighs together and Brett guided his penis to her sopping wet vulva.

“Ohhh” Abbie moaned as he pushed into her, entry was difficult in this position, but she loved the friction. Slowly she felt her lover’s penis slide all the way in and she made encouraging noises to motivate him. In this position Brett’s penis probed deep inside her, the posterior wall of her cervix, it was a paralysing mixture of mild pain and intense pleasure that she felt through her whole body. He picked up the pace until he was slamming his hips into her buttocks driving her own hips down into the cushioned sofa. Abbie was now squealing with each thrust, this time the noises coming from her mouth her not deliberate, she was completely at her lover‘s mercy in this position, She dug her fingernails into his forearms, burying her face in the leather of the sofa, it felt so intense, she could feel every millimetre of his penis stretching and probing her vagina, the stimulation of this area was almost as intense as a full climax, her body quivered, her breathing became ragged, she swore and made peace with God as her lover pleased her as only he could.

Again, Abbie felt her climax building, she clamped her eyes tight and gritted her teeth “ohhhh my Goddd YESSS!” She screamed, she knew that she was squirting vaginal juices all over her lover’s cock, it was that intense an orgasm.

Dammit she thought. Three orgasms this close together, only Brett had ever done this to her. She loved it. Then she heard Brett start to growl like an animal, she knew what this meant, but then she remembered they weren’t using protection, that agreement had long since been broken.

“Baby don’t—” she stopped, the words and her breath catching in her throat.

Brett pulled out just in time and she felt the splash of his warm sticky liquid over her backside. Brett growled like a hungry bear as he pumped and pumped, splashing strings of semen over her buttocks and the small of her back. Abbie moaned and squirmed beneath him. It felt so dirty when he came on her but that just made it even hotter. Brett collapsed on top of Abbie, and she turned to face him, their mouths meeting in a desperate, lustful kiss. Abbie reached a hand back to stroke the side of her lover’s angular cheek as their tongues entwined, she moaned into his mouth.

After a few minutes Abbie rolled onto her back beneath Brett and cupped his cheeks with both hands. She stared into his eyes for a moment and then pulled his forehead to hers, it was an intimate gesture.

“No one has ever fucked me the way you do baby” Abbie said ever so softly “you’re the only man who has ever satisfied me… I- I want to never not be able to fuck you baby!”

The sentence almost didn’t make sense, but Brett smiled to himself. They had never defined their coupling in anyway other than being fuck buddies. But Abbie was hot and sexy and everything he had ever wanted in a woman. He wasn’t jealous of her marriage, why would he be? It’s not like her husband gets to fuck her the way he does. But did he want more? He buried any such notion, choosing instead to focus on the moment, and his sexy naked lover.

Abbie pulled Brett in for a long slow kiss, eventually she pulled away to speak again” I love you!” Brett stared at her, mouth open, Abbie’s eyes were wet with emotion “don’t say anything…” she said, swallowing back tears “just know that I do.”

Brett kissed her softly. The intimate moment interrupted by a loud grumbling from Abbie’s stomach. This broke the intimacy and made them both laugh “wow, I’m suddenly hungry for more than just your body”!” Abbie giggled “let’s go get fish and chips!”


CHAPTER FOUR – THE REALISATION

It was the final morning of their stay and, of course, the pair were in bed together. Since Abbie’s revelation the couple had said nothing more on the topic. Maybe it had just been the spur of the moment, the overwhelming emotion of the post-coital bliss that had made Abbie say it. Brett contemplated his own feelings, silently of course, he’s a man after-all. He wasn’t certain how he felt, whatever it was that he felt for Abbie could well be love, but he was sure that it was just lust. However, the rest of the weekend, despite involving lots of sex, had also been spent sunbathing on the beach, holding hands along the cliff tops, staring into each other’s eyes in restaurants. Browsing the shops and eating fresh cockles and oysters on the sea front. Abbie loved oysters, raw, on ice. She swallowed them whole and made a near orgasmic moan each time she felt one slide down her throat. Just as she was doing now, as Brett’s penis slid down her throat.

The pair stayed in bed for another hour, fucking like rabbits. As always, Abbie came two or three times to Brett’s once. Brett came twice. This is what sexual compatibility feels like she thought to herself as she lay in that familiar post-coital haze. She turned onto her side to face Brett, staring into his eyes she gently traced the contours of his face with the tips of her first and second fingers “I meant what I said” she said after a few seconds.

Brett frowned as he took in her words “That first morning here?” He enquired.

“Yes babe. I really have fallen for you. I love you, Brett.”

“What about Ben?”

“I…” Abbie looked away for a moment, a twinge of guilt piercing her train of thought “I don’t know… I love him too. Is it OK for a woman to love two men? I mean, you’re both so different! Ben is kind and honest, empathic and intuitive. The love I feel for him is so deep it’s like it’s on another plane… and I know he loves me more than anything. That should be enough, shouldn’t it?” The question was rhetorical, but Abbie studied Brett’s face, for a hint of a reaction “what are you thinking babe?” she asked with a charming meekness.

“I don’t know. Can you love two people the same?” Brett stroked her face, sweeping some hair away from her eyes.

“That’s just it baby. I don’t love you both the same. I love you for your masculinity, your sex appeal, your smell. It’s all about the physical. I’m in love with your physical essence and your sex, God I love your sex! With Ben, it’s a different kind of love, almost it transcends sex, but I need sex.”

“So, what are you going to do?” Brett enquired, a dry tone to his voice.

“I don’t know yet. I don’t want to lose him. But I don’t want to lose you Brett. I can’t bear the thought now of not being with you, not being able to make love to you. This weekend has been magical!” Abbie sighed, a tear trickling down her cheek towards her ear as she laid sideways still staring at her lover “could you let me love him?”

Brett wiped the tear with his thumb and kissed his girlfriend on the lips “I don’t know but I kinda like what we have.”

Abbie smiled a weak smile and sniffed “do you still see other girls?”

“No. Not since—”

Abbie interrupted “Since we went steady?” She giggled playfully and Brett smirked.

“Yeah, since we went steady.” This had been their little joke but now it seemed to take on more importance. Maybe they really were a couple now, boyfriend and girlfriend.

Abbie kissed her man on the lips again and wrapped an arm around his back, pulling herself tight to him, she loved his strong, lean body and the warmth that emanated from it “baby?” she asked, “I don’t want to put you off, but do you think you could give me some space while I get my head around all this?”

Brett frowned and cocked his head “Space? You want a break… now?!”

“Just for a few days, let me meditate on this whole thing. I know two things. I’m in love with two very different men, for very different reasons. I need time to assimilate all of this, get my head around how this can work. Are you OK with that?”

“OK with giving you space?” Brett wasn’t quite getting it.

“No… well, yeah. But I mean, would you be OK with sharing me?”

Brett shrugged “I guess so… I mean, I already do!”

“I know honey, but this will be different. I want you to be my boyfriend, but I don’t want to lose Ben. This…” she motioned between the pair of them “this was supposed to be a fling but it’s so much more than that now. The game has changed. Can you let me have you both?”

“Are you asking me if I want to be in a polyamorous relationship with you both?” Brett frowned again.

“I don’t know… kinda?” Abbie winced at the thought, it sounded so weird, so ludicrous “I don’t think I could handle living with you both under the same roof or anything, and I know you like your space too. Like I said, I need to think about it. I won’t make a decision until I have spoke to you both, but I really want this to work. I want my cake and eat it too. is that wrong of me?”

…


The drive home was quiet. Brett dropped Abbie off outside her house and sat in the car as she unloaded her case. She stood for a minute and watched him drive off. She stood at the foot of the driveway just staring into space for a few minutes, her mind being flooded by thoughts and emotions. Eventually, she shook it out and headed up the path to the front door. She unlocked the door and walked into the front room. The house was spotless, the smell of fresh paint filled her nostrils. Abbie released her case and looked around, and then she noticed, the doorframes had all been given a fresh coat of gloss, the dado rail too.

“Ben!” She called out “Ben are you home?”

She heard a noise from upstairs and then Ben poked his head out from the top of the stairs “I’m just on a conference call hon. Be with you in a minute!”

Abbie smiled, the feeling of warmth and gratitude she felt at the sight of her husband, the sound of his softly spoken voice. He disappeared back up stairs and stretched her neck, it felt like the weight of the world had been resting on her shoulders all morning. She walked over to the sofa and slumped down, nervously nibbling at her fingernails, as her mind ran through a multitude of thoughts. She had been sitting like that for about half an hour when her husband’s voice brought her back to the moment.

“Babe? You, OK?”

Abbie looked up at Ben and smiled “Hm? Oh yeah, just thinking about… I don’t know…”

Ben sat down next to her and wrapped an arm around his wife “what’s wrong?” he asked sensitively “I know when you’re stressed. Did something happen between you and Brett this weekend?”

“Uhhhh….” Abbie let out a pained sigh “babe? Can you just hold me for a while please?”

Ben looked at his wife, concern etched across his face “of course… what’s wrong?”

“Nothing. I- I just want to cuddle.”

Ben pulled his wife close; she shifted position and buried her face in her husband’s chest “I love you.” She said, her voice almost a whisper.

“I love you too honey.” Replied Ben with a tenderness, that Abbie never got from Brett.

The couple stayed like that for close to an hour. Every time Ben went to move or get up., Abbie just pulled him tighter, squeezing him like she was scared to let go. Maybe she was.
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