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The Confrontation

My wife is standing in the doorway, framed in the dim hall light, one hand on the jamb, the other dangling her heels.

Her lipstick is smudged; her hair is out of place; her blouse is buttoned wrong, only two of the buttons done. She looks almost exactly the way I had imagined her a moment ago—ruined, used, freshly fucked.

And she’s watching me. Watching the cum drying sticky across my stomach, my hand still resting on my limp cock.

My mouth goes dry. “I—”

She tilts her head, amused. “You what?”

My heart is hammering. She steps into the room and drops her shoes with a soft thud. The sound feels deafening in the silence.

“How long have you been standing there?” I manage.

“Long enough,” she says, voice low, amused, mocking. She takes another step. The soft carpet muffles her feet, the light from the hall illuminates her darkened silhouette. “Long enough to hear you whispering while you fucked your hand.”

Heat rushes to my face. “I didn’t—”

“You did.” She laughs, not kindly. “Begging me not to let him cum inside me, wasn’t that what you said?”

My breath catches, her words echoing my own breathless whispers from minutes ago. Shame claws at my gut, but my cock twitches anyway, half-stirring in my hand.

Her eyes drop to my stiffening cock. She laughs under her breath. “Jesus.”

She’s close now, the scent of her perfume hitting me first—sexy and sweet, mixed with something masculine, musky. My stomach clenches and I groan softly as I realize I can smell him on her. I don’t know who he is but I know he’s been fucking her.

She leans on the bedpost, looking down at me, her disheveled blouse gaping, her bra barely covering her. “So, what exactly were you thinking about while you came all over yourself?”

I can’t answer. My throat is too tight.

“Were you thinking about someone else fucking me?”

The lump in my throat grows and my stomach clenches again painfully when I realize I’ve started to stroke again.

“Were you thinking about how I let him cum inside me?”

Her smile lingers as she shifts her weight and slips one hand into her purse. When it comes back out, she’s holding a crumpled scrap of black lace.

“Because that’s exactly what happened.”

I realize what she’s holding over me: her panties.

The ones she left the house in this morning.

She tosses them onto my chest, the damp fabric landing sticky against my skin.

I stare at them, but the smell hits me before I can look away—sharp, salty, musky. Not just her. Not only her.

“Open your mouth,” she orders.

I freeze.

Her face is blank. She’s waiting. She knows I’ll do as I’m told.

And I do.

Her smile is wicked when she pushes her panties into my open mouth.

Her wet panties. Oh god. The taste is undeniable.

“Good boy,” she says, mocking. “Now you really know.”

“I wondered how long it would take you to get curious about what I was doing. To ask why I was always going out—without you. Most husbands would be furious when their wives wandered in at 3 a.m. But not you. No. You’re lying here in the dark, jerking off and hoping I’m getting fucked by someone. Aren’t you.”

It’s not a question. My face must show how shocked and confused I am, but she knows exactly what I’ve been getting off to—have been fantasizing about for months now.

“You really need to learn how to clear your browser history. The porn you watch is not a secret.” She rolls her eyes, answering the question I didn’t have the balls to ask.

Then she’s climbing onto the bed, straddling my thighs. She still has that mocking grin on her face as she unbuttons her blouse until it falls open completely. Then she leans back just enough to let me see between her thighs as her skirt rides up.

My eyes go wide. She slides her fingers over her pussy and parts her lips. The proof glistens there in the low light—thick, wet, undeniable.

“You see it, don’t you?” she says. “That’s not yours. That’s never going to be yours again.”

I groan around the panties stuffed in my mouth. My cock is purple and still slick in my hand as it pistons up and down the length furiously.

“Of course you’re hard,” she laughs, watching me buck my hips in response. I can’t help it, I need to rub myself against that cum soaked pussy.

“You’re hard because I let another man inside me. You’re hard because I let another man cum inside me, and you never will again.”

My loud moan is muffled by the lace, but her words are crushing and humiliating because I know she means it. Hearing her say it out loud makes my stomach clench in knots and my cock throb. I can’t help grabbing my dick, stroking furiously and moaning through the lace stuffed in my mouth.

“Do you hear yourself?” she asks, laughing. “Moaning and whimpering like a little bitch while you suck on another man’s cum in my panties and jerking off. Ugh. Can you blame me for looking for cock elsewhere?”

Her cruel words hang in the air, my eyes squeeze shut. The only sound in the room is from my hand slicking up and down my cum-soaked dick. The shame of her watching me while that question hangs in the air is overwhelming. I could probably cum again right now.

Instead, humiliated by the thought of spilling so quicky again in front of her, I instead just shake my head, making a small, desperate, muffled sound of denial.

“No,” she answers for me. “Of course you can’t. Because you are a dirty little cuck who would rather yank on his dick and think about someone else fucking me. So, you’re going to get your wish.”

My grip tightens on my cock and I’m whimpering even louder, then she grabs my hand and pulls it away. The loss makes my hips jerk, shameful and needy.

“It must be driving you crazy, that the whole time, when you’ve been lying here jerking it and dreaming about me fucking other men, I’ve actually been doing it.”

She leans closer, her lips grazing my ear. “His cock was 10 inches long… that’s twice as big as yours. I have to say, it makes all the difference. I can’t see any reason at all to keep fucking you.”

She pauses as her words tighten in my chest. My protest is muffled by my panty gag but I don’t waiver, I keep stroking as fast as I can.

“Listen carefully, because things are going to change from tonight on. You don’t get to fuck me ever again. Our marriage, as far as that is concerned, is over. Don’t worry, I’m not leaving. You’ll stay my husband. You’ll pay the bills. You’ll play the part. But from now on, I make the rules, and you follow them.”

My cock twitches violently, betraying me. She notices—of course she does. Her nails trail down my chest, sharp enough to draw a set of scarlet lines.

“And, since you won’t be fucking me anymore, you’re moving into the guest room. There’s no need for you to sleep in my bed, especially when I plan to have guests.

I groan, shaking my head, but she cups my jaw, forcing me to meet her eyes.

“Don’t look so surprised. Isn’t this what you’ve been fantasizing about? Lying here, jerking off to the thought of me getting fucked? Well, now you’ll get to lie in the guestroom and listen to me actually getting fucked.”

She presses a hand to my chest and pushes me down flat. “But let’s be clear: you only touch yourself when I tell you to. When I’ve decided you’ve earned it. You’ll stroke when I say stroke; stop when I say stop. And if you break the rules—then you won’t get to stroke at all. You won’t get to cum at all unless I allow it.”

My cock jerks, leaking against my stomach, the threat only making me throb harder.

She smiles, amused by me.

“Look at you. You like this. You want this. And that’s why this is happening. A real man, any self-respecting husband would walk out after finding out his wife is cheating. But you? You just stroke faster.”

She lets out another cruel peal of laughter and I do stroke faster, whimpering around her panties.

Because she’s right. My cock is harder than it’s been in months and the humiliation is making my heart pound.

“Move your hands away, let go of your dick,” she commands. I don’t hesitate, pulling my fingers off my cock and panting softly, waiting for what she might do next.

She slides a single nail down the length of my cock, making me wince and jerk.

“You are my bitch. You like taking orders, feeling weak, feeling humiliated by all this. Don’t you?”

I moan, muffled, unable to stop myself from grabbing my cock again. She slaps my hand away.

“That’s what I thought.”

She slides off my thighs and stands beside the bed, smoothing her skirt down as if she hasn’t just destroyed me.

“So this is how we’re doing things around here from now on. You do what I say. You obey without question. You serve my every whim. And I do whatever the fuck I want.” She pauses, letting me see the glint in her eyes. “…no matter what that might be. You will enthusiastically agree to all of it.”

“Go ahead, you can stroke now,” she says.

I don’t hesitate, can’t stop myself from grabbing my cock and jerking it as fast as before as her words sink in.

“Slow down. Jesus,” she says, laughing. “If you can keep stroking slow, I’ll tell you exactly what happened tonight. You get real details, not just whatever you imagine when you jerk off.”

She knows exactly what I want, exactly how to get me to do what she wants. As hard as it is, I make my hand obey, slowing down, sliding it as slow as I can over my slick shaft.

She smiles. “Good boy.”


The Bar

She watches for a moment as I keep my pace slow, then she begins telling me what she did tonight.

“I didn’t stay late at the office tonight, like I said I was. I met up with Anna and Stacy at Leo’s for a drink. You know Leo’s—it’s a dive, but there are plenty of men to flirt with.”

I stare at her wet pussy, imagining the men at the bar knew she was married and that made them want her more. Her tone is so casual, as if she’s telling me what she had for dinner instead of confessing she cheated.

“I wore those panties, the pair you’re sucking on and the matching bra. You remember, the ones you got me for Valentine’s Day. I wore this short skirt because I knew when I crossed my legs, I could flash those panties and get all the attention I wanted.”

I whimper softly, imagining how many young, good-looking men were watching her, wanting her.

“It didn’t take long before a drink appeared in front of me, the bartender pointing out who bought it for me. I invited him over with a look. He’s behind me, his hand resting on the small of my back; he’s whispering in my ear, flirting. He’s gorgeous, well dressed, sexy. You know the type. All that big dick energy… as it turns out…”

She laughs at her own joke when she sees my eyes widen.

“I knew immediately, the way he said hello, that I was going to end up riding him tonight. I’m not going to lie, he isn’t the first guy from that bar I’ve fucked, but I’ve had my eye on him for a while. He’s very popular with the women who hang out at the bar.”

I moan pathetically around the panties in my mouth, and her eyes glint with pleasure. She’s enjoying my humiliation.

“You know Anna and Stacy are married too. Well, most women at Leo’s are married. And the men who hang around know exactly why we’re there—to get what we can’t get at home. Real men who know how to fuck us like we deserve.”

Her words strike hard; she knows how aroused I am and how ashamed I am of it. She smirks, seeing my hand moving faster.

“We talked for a bit,” she continues, “moved to a booth in a dark corner. I laughed at something he said, he kept buying drinks, you know how it happens… his hand slid over my thigh and when I didn’t brush it away…”

She trails off, noticing that I’m stroking fast and furious, my breath coming in bursts through her panties. She slaps my hand away from my cock with a sharp smack.

“Slow down. I told you—I’m just getting started.”

I whimper, forcing my hand to slow, the ache unbearable. She tips her head, lips pouting in mock sympathy for a moment before a wicked grin cracks the façade.

“If you close your eyes, I bet you can see it in your mind, can’t you? His hand on my thigh? The way my legs fell open without me even thinking about it? His fingers finding their way up my thigh, under my skirt, finding the black lace panties. I leaned closer instead of pulling away. I wanted his hand up my skirt.”

Her voice lowers to a sexy purr. “Then he kissed me. Didn’t ask. Didn’t hesitate. Just leaned in and took what he wanted. His hand was teasing me through my panties. The bar is dim, sure, but not that dark. Everyone there saw your wife was making out with another man.”

“They saw his hands all over me,” she adds, feeding the image in my mind. “If it wasn’t for the table in front of us, they would have seen his fingers pulling my panties to the side, seen them push into me. By then, my legs were spread wide; everything would have been on display for them to see.”

My chest tightens as I think of her friends watching another man finger-fuck her. She tilts her head, watching me suffer.

“Nobody looked as shocked as you do right now. But then it’s not the first man they’ve seen me making out with in Leo’s. Or the first one I’ve gone home with. Everyone knew I was going home with this one too.”


His Place

She sits back on her heels, watching me stroke, letting me marinate in her words, imagining the worst. Of course, I can’t really begin to imagine what she tells me next.

“Yeah, you heard me. Before long, he’s inviting me back to his place and we’re standing outside the bar waiting for an Uber. Meanwhile, you’re here at home, jerking off and trying to imagine it.”

She laughs at the thought of me pathetically jerking off in the dark.

“He held the door for me like a gentleman. His hand slipped from my back to my ass and gave me a playful swat as I slid into the backseat. He didn’t even care about the driver being there. His mouth was on mine before the door closed.”

The panties muffle my strangled whimper.

“I couldn’t help myself. I guess I was feeling brazen, even with the driver inches away, my hand was going for David’s zipper. David. That’s his name.”

She laughs, pausing to offer that innocuous detail. She sees I’ve given up any effort to restrain my speed. “Don’t you dare, we’re not even at his apartment yet. You will not cum until I say so.”

I have to stop to get ahold of myself, I’m already edging as I imagine what she’s about to tell me.

“I pulled his fully erect, gorgeous, thick, rock-hard cock free from his pants and greedily took it in my mouth. I could hear the driver gasp, no doubt he could hear me slobbering on David’s cock. If there was any doubt, David’s groans certainly confirmed it.”

She keeps going, every detail like a knife twisting in my gut as she tells me in excruciating detail how much she loved sucking this man’s cock, how gorgeous and hard and thick it was—and how when she glanced up while the car was stopped at a light, the driver was turned around watching her swallow every inch.

“When we reach his apartment, David isn’t waiting. The elevator doors have barely closed before he’s pulling open my blouse and tugging off my bra so he can feast on my tight puckered nipples and grinds against my thigh. When the elevator stops, we’re on the top floor, the penthouse. He gestures gallantly for me to go first, only to come up behind me, thrusting himself against my ass and sliding his hands around my waist and up my body to find my breasts again. He pinches them and growls into my ear as his teeth sink into my earlobe.”

My breath is ragged; she glances at my cock and keeps twisting the knife.

“First, my blouse hit the floor. Then my bra. I didn’t even realize he was walking me toward the bedroom while he tugged at my zipper, slid my skirt over my hips. His hands everywhere. At the threshold, his fingers hooked into my panties, dragging them down, sinking to his knees as he pulled them to my ankles. As I lifted a leg, I felt his tongue slip between my slick lips and find my clit. My knees almost buckled.”

I whimper and have to stop again to keep from cumming. She grins, knowing how desperate I am and wanting to make it worse.

“Then he stands, pulls me toward the bed. Before I know it, I’m on my knees, his strong hands pushing my thighs apart. ‘Spread your legs,’ he says, voice low, raspy. And I did. Couldn’t help myself. I wanted to obey him.”

She tilts her head, eyes hard. “Desperately. Just like you right now.”

“‘Good girl,’ he told me, and I whimpered. No man’s ever made me whimper before—not like that. My clit throbbed as his hand just rested on my hip, he was staring at me, at the most vulnerable parts of me exposed for him. Then I heard his zipper.”

She smiles and I know she’s going to say something terrible. Wicked.

“His tongue slides over me; one long lick up the full length of me sends shivers through my body. Then the pressure of his cock head pushing gently, testing resistance, finding none, sinking in fully, deeply.”

“Nooo,” I moan. Not that she could understand me. Her panties make it sound like I’m moaning with pleasure.

“I don’t remember feeling anything that hard, that deep,” she says. “You’ve never been this hard. Well…” she smirks at me. “Until tonight, at least.”

Her eyes glitter, she’s relishing my shame.

“No condom. I didn’t want one. He buried himself so deep, filled me so fully, I could barely breathe. Let me have a moment to make room for him. And then he fucked me. Not slow. Not gentle. Exactly how he wanted. Rough. Deep. Relentless. The sound of his hips slapping against my ass drowned out my cries.”

She leans close, voice dropping low again. “He’s big. Bigger than any cock I’ve ever taken. Not just long—thick. So thick that I felt hollowed out for him. Like my cunt was his. Well, it is his.”

She laughs softly.

“Just before he exploded, he leaned in and whispered, ‘Tell him. Tell your husband this cunt is mine. I’ll be fucking you whenever I want. He’s never to fuck my slut again. Is that understood?’ His grip on my hips was painful. Those words ripped through me and made me cum as I screamed the only word I could: ‘Yes.’”

I wail pitifully and have to stop stroking again. I struggle to catch my breath as her words cut into me.

“I gushed around his cock but he kept pounding me, so hard I made sounds I haven’t made in years. Then he used my hair to pull me back against him. He had one hand around my neck, the other on my clit. I’d just cum but in seconds I was cumming again—harder this time, a shaking detonation that left me weak in his arms.”

She leans down again, eyes boring into mine. “Stroke.” I stare back, transfixed, and obey, unable to do anything else but what she wants.

“He was getting close. Pulled me back, fucked up into me, short, deep thrusts that left me gasping. ‘Tell me you want it,’ he said. ‘Tell me you want my cum.’ And I whispered, ‘God yes, please. Cum inside me.’”

She smiles, eyes still holding my gaze. “You want it too, don’t you? You want him to cum inside me.”

I cry out in protest behind my panty gag, but I’m stroking and squeezing my cock, panting like a racehorse, because I do want it. I just can’t admit it.

“He groaned, pushed me down flat, covered me with his body, pushed my legs apart, pistoned fast and deep until with a violent growl he held himself inside me and gave me exactly what I begged for. I felt the heat of it, the weight of it, the way my body milked him for every last drop.”

I’m trembling now. Gripping my cock, stroking slow because I’m barely able to hold on, but I don’t dare stop and I don’t dare cum.

“He stayed inside me, catching his breath, hands roaming. Then he pulled me up, flipped us while still lodged inside me. Before I could think, I was looking down at him as the weight of my body pushed him deeper. I started to move my hips in circles, clenching around him, and I can feel him swell inside me. He was hard again.”

Her smile turns cruel. She knows I’m in agony and I’m holding my breath.

“His hands were on my hips, eyes dark with lust. He thrust up—violently, holding me in place, jerking his hips down, impaling me again and again. Relentless. My moans cut off with each thrust. He ordered me to rub my clit, to push myself to the edge, and I obeyed. I don’t even think, I’m just doing as he commands, because even his words, biting, insistent, dominating are exactly what I’ve been missing and in moments I am begging for permission to cum.”

“He didn’t just give permission. He ordered me to cum. And as he did, he ground his pelvis into my clit, his hands are sliding around to cup my ass. What sent me over the edge, what had me dizzy and gasping for breath was feeling him pull my cheeks apart and his thumb push into my ass. He forced the orgasm out of me; his ruinous thrust made me cum again and again. I nearly passed out from the pleasure.”

I’m about to lose it, to cum whether she allows it or not, and she knows it. I groan, jerking violently, but she grabs my wrists, ripping my fingers from my cock.

“It’s so intense, devastating. I’ve never been fucked so well or so deeply. You understand now, why any interest in letting you fuck me is gone.”


The Rules

She waits for me to acknowledge what she’s said, her nails digging into my wrists. Finally, I just nod weakly, desperate to get my hands on my cock again.

“Fuck your hand,” she commands with a laugh. “It’s the only thing you’re ever going to get to fuck again.” She pulls my hands down, holding them still as she guides my rigid cock between them.

A new wave of humiliation washes over me as I don’t hesitate to thrust up, pushing my cock between my hands and she continues.

“When I was finally spent, exhausted, physically unable to cum anymore,” she finishes, voice low, “he finally let himself cum again. Once more thrusting hard and deep to spill into me, marking my cunt as his.”

My hips are bouncing off the bed, frantic now. I’m chasing it, another orgasm, my third one of the night.

“I’ve never seen you like this. God knows you can’t perform like this when you’re allowed to fuck me,” she says, voice laced with disgust.

“But you’re humping your fist like a madman just from knowing I spread my legs and begged another man to spill inside me—twice.”

I moan, high and broken, and I can feel it—the tension in my body giving way, the frantic twitch in my cock. My balls ache and my whole body is straining. I’m going to cum when she rips my hands away. I cry out in strangled agony, panties falling out and drool dribbling down my chin.

I thrash my hips in the air, desperately seeking friction for my angry and purple cock, slick with spit and cum and precum, but she refuses to let me have it.

“Get out of my bed,” she commands, voice cold as ice.

I freeze, wondering what’s happening.

“Go?” She repeats in a voice that is impossible to ignore.

Then I’m scrambling off the bed, half stumbling, cock bobbing ridiculously in front of me. I’m so hard. So desperate. I’ll do anything she wants.

“Come,” she says, sliding off the bed with unhurried grace, straightening her skirt and heading out the door and down the hall. I trail behind her, panting and trying to ignore my cock bouncing ridiculously against my stomach with every step.

She stops at the guest room and pushes the door open with one hand. “This,” she announces, turning to face me, “is where you sleep now. My bed is for real men. This one is for you.”

I whimper, shaking my head in denial.

“No, you’re my wife, I’m sleeping in our bed.” I don’t even know why I’m bothering to protest. My hand is already on my cock again as I imagine her in our bed with other men.

“You don’t have a choice. Go. Get into bed.”

I move to the bed, sitting on the edge, awkwardly, cock jutting obscenely in front of me.

She tosses me the panties I dropped back in our—her bedroom a moment ago.

“Go ahead, wrap them around your cock and stroke while I go over the rules.”

I pick up the panties from the floor and wrap the wet, filthy lace around my dick, then furiously begin to stroke it up and down my still impossibly stiff cock. She watches me shamelessly moaning as I stroke.

“Now, just so you’re absolutely clear how things are going to be from now on, let’s go over some rules. I’ll say them and then you will repeat them for me, so I know you understand.”

I nod, never slowing my stroke, quickly reaching the edge again.

“Rule number one: I don’t get to fuck my wife ever.”

“I… I don’t get to fuck my wife ever,” I moan, not even trying to hide how I am.

She watches me as my cock leaks like a faucet from the tip, precum dripping onto my thigh.

“Rule number two: I am not allowed in her bed. It’s only for her and the men she chooses.”

“I am not allowed in her bed. It’s only… for her, and the men she chooses,” I echo, swallowing hard. I watch as another drip slides down my shaft and over my slick fingers. I squeeze my eyes shut, moaning uncontrollably now.

I hear her cruel laugh. “Keep it together. You can’t cum yet. That brings me to rule number three: I only touch myself when I’m told to. I only cum when I’m allowed to.”

I nod desperately, readily repeating anything she says to get to cum right now. “I only touch myself when I’m told to. I only cum when I’m allowed to.”

The words make it impossible to control myself, I’m whimpering and jerking my fist up and down and I feel it, my cock betrays me completely. I yank my hand away in a desperate attempt to be good, but it’s too late and cum starts to gush from my dick in thick spurts, splashing onto my stomach in a ruined orgasm I can’t stop.

My face crumples in shame as the warm cum continues to leak, dribbling down my cock and soaking into the panties that are still wrapped around it. I let out a soft wail of humiliation and sadness. I ruined it, there was no pleasure, no orgasm, only cum.

I’m still hard, cock still bobbing, still twitching for more. And she’s laughing at me.

“Seriously? Did you just ruin your orgasm as you promised not to cum without permission? You just came all over yourself like a little bitch while promising to obey me.”

I can’t speak, I just nod, head down, staring at the floor.

“Well, it’s time for rule number four: I will not forget that I am my wife’s pathetic cuck bitch and I promise to obey her every whim.”

I say the words, they come out strangled: “I will not forget that I am my wife’s pathetic cuck bitch and I promise to obey her every whim.”

“Leave it like that,” she says, voice filled with cruel amusement. “I want you to sleep soaked in your own cum and still hard. You don’t get to touch yourself anymore tonight.”

Then the light flicks off. She’s gone, the door closing behind her, and I’m sitting in the dark, still hard, still leaking, humiliated by my arousal.

Sleep won’t come soon. I lie back, replaying the night in my mind, cock aching to be touched. Rule five writes itself: even in the dark, I belong to her—and I obey.
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