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Getting Her Ready

It had been nearly three weeks since my wife laid out the new rules of our marriage.

Three weeks since I was told that she would be doing exactly as she pleased and I had to obey her every whim. That her fidelity was no longer mine to expect. That sex, touching myself, even orgasms were no longer mine to expect. It’s no longer my place to receive, but to serve.

And she hasn’t let me touch myself since that night she came home and confirmed my suspicions. Since then, she had continued going out whenever she wants. Every night she leaves the house dressed beautifully. And every night she returns, it’s clear from her disheveled appearance she’s been with yet another man.

Unlike that first night, when she shared every explicit, filthy, arousing detail of exactly how another man fucked her, she’s refused to say where she has been, who she has been with or what she has been doing. She’s left me alone each night to imagine the worst. That wouldn’t be so bad, but this constant state of denial seems to fuel the nightmare scenarios that fill my head.

For three weeks, I’ve been tortured with visions of smudged makeup, tousled hair, and that freshly fucked glow. One night, there was a fading red mark along the slope of her neck that kept me awake with an erection for hours as I imagined some stranger’s hand around her neck as she came.

But she hasn’t once let me touch her. She hasn’t once let me touch myself.

Not even once.

I’m going out of my mind, obsessed with my new role, living in a constant state of arousal. And all it really does is make me want more. 

That has been the real change—not just the denial, but this state of intense submission that I sink into more deeply with each passing day—every day of denial just makes it worse. Somewhere along the way, I’ve stopped focusing on wishing I could fuck my wife. Instead, I’ve been trying to make her happy, to serve her, to anticipate what she wants.

I run her bath. I have a glass of wine waiting for her when she comes home. The other night, I knelt at her feet and offered a foot massage; now I do that nightly. She doesn’t acknowledge it or me, often texting other men while I do it.

She’d laugh at something or hum in pleasure at some provocative message meant to seduce her. The only time she even acknowledges me is when she shows me her phone, tormenting me with the dirty sexting she’s involved in as she ignores my devoted attention.

Without fail, when I kneel in front of her, I find myself rock hard, balls aching, breathless if there’s any sign of approval tossed in my direction. If I’m honest, I spend most of my day hard for her.

The closest I’ve come to sex in the past three weeks was last night, when one of her many suitors called during her foot massage. Their conversation quickly devolved into dirty talk and my erection was painful. I could only hear her side of the call, but when her legs spread and her hand slipped into her panties, I froze. All I could do was stare at her fingers, knowing they were sliding in and out of her slick pussy as she moaned for him while he said God knows what to make her cum.

I was so aroused that, by the time they were finished, my boxers and my trousers were soaked from my leaking dick. She saw my pants as she was finishing her call. Then she told him about it, and they laughed at me.

I am never not aroused by her. It’s like a hum in the background of everything I do for her, everything we talk about, and it keeps me awake at night. I’m always hard. Always needy. Always teetering on the edge of desperation.

And still, I obey. It doesn’t even occur to me not to.

She had reduced me without effort—without yelling or punishment or spectacle. Before my wife started cheating on me, I never would have described myself as submissive. But I crave the rules and structure she provides. The shift in authority that has taken place feels like it was a foregone conclusion from the moment she found me jerking off that night.

When she came home from work this evening, casually announcing, “I have a date tonight,” I didn’t flinch. Not exactly. I was shocked, because she’d been deliberately avoiding any discussion of where she was going and what she was doing—knowing I craved details, she clearly enjoyed denying me even that.

She was already reaching for the glass of wine I had ready for her when she added, “He’ll be picking me up at seven. You’re going to help me get ready.”

My pulse slammed in my throat. This wasn’t the same as her going out to the bars. She called it a date. Someone had asked her out. Was he someone she’d been with before? Was this a first date? Would she fall in love and leave me for him? I had a million questions and knew better than to ask any of them.

“I want to take a leisurely bath. Get the bathroom ready, draw the bath, put my towel and robe in the warmer. Use the jasmine and rose scented bath salts. You know what I like.”

I nodded quickly, already turning toward the bathroom.

“And light some candles,” she added lazily. “Set up a playlist of some romantic music. I want to relax and embrace the mood before my date. I can’t wait for tonight; he has the most beautifully big cock I’ve ever seen.”

My knees nearly gave out.

She said things like that now—blunt, cruel things that hit me in the gut and instantly make me hard. She knows exactly what she’s doing; I love it and hate it at the same time.

I love the way he takes me from behind.

No man has ever made me cum like he does.

I don’t think you’d understand how good it feels to take a cock that fills me completely.

I know she wants them to land, to affect me, but really, she just isn’t holding anything back anymore. She means every word and that makes it even more arousing.

And of course, it all makes me unable to resist doing everything I’m told. Pleasing her has become an obsession.

I attend to every detail, filling the tub with care, checking the temperature to make sure it’s perfect. I add the bath salts she loves, scented with jasmine and rose. Paired with her favorite jasmine perfume, tonight she will smell amazing.

She asked for a playlist of music. I had already created a relaxing bath playlist but quickly edited it to create a romantic vibe. The first waves of jealousy hit as I selected the most romantic songs I could think of to set mood for her evening with someone else.

A month ago, I thought most about what she was making for dinner and if she’d let me fuck her on any given night. I would have expected her to cater to me, to create playlists for my enjoyment on date night. I gave no thought at all to what my wife might like or how to make things more enjoyable for her. Now, it’s all I think about. I’ve started meal planning and cooking. I’ve taken over most of the household chores without ever being told.

I called to her, letting her know the bath was ready for her. Just as she slipped past me, she turned to me. “I want you to decide what I’ll be wearing tonight,” she ordered. “You should keep in mind that you should be dressing me to please my date. Select lingerie and an outfit that lets him know exactly what I want—which is for him to ravish me.”

She shut the door, leaving me to stand in the hall and imagine her body as she slipped out of her robe and into the bath. I no longer had the privilege of watching my wife slip into her bath. None of that was for my pleasure anymore.

I sagged against the door briefly, dick throbbing again in my pants. I spent so much of my time hard and aching for her these days. Locking me out was so cruel and so arousing, but honestly, most of what she did and said to me made me hard now. I listened through the door, imagining her hands sliding over her beautiful naked body in the warm water. I realized with a start that I had sunk to my knees. I was kneeling in the hallway, listening to the water lap gently as she soaked.

After several minutes, I realized she would be getting out soon and I hadn’t started putting together an outfit. I crawled a few steps down the hall and finally pushed up and hurried to the bedroom, my heart pounding in my chest.

I opened her lingerie drawer slowly, reverently. Silk, lace, mesh, and delicate straps spilled out in front of me. I loved buying her sexy underwear to wear for me, so she had a lot to choose from. My stomach tightened into a knot when I thought about how none of this was for me anymore.

Images of her undressing for another man, for other men, showing them her body in these delicious bits of fabric that hid nothing, had me reaching to rub my hard-on through my pants before I could stop myself.

Groaning when I finally made myself pull away after a few moments, I instead ran my fingers across the soft, silky black bra with gold embroidery. It was a low-cut pushup bra that pushed her tits up, amplifying and enhancing my wife’s voluptuous breasts. There was a matching thong and garter belt, so I dug around the drawer, finding them both toward the bottom. There was nothing like my wife’s ass in a thong and legs in thigh high stockings.

Then came the dress.

She had already hung several options on the closet door. I hadn’t noticed her doing it.

I hovered for a moment before choosing a wine-red cocktail dress. It clung at the waist, flared just enough at the hem, and dipped low across the chest. This was my favorite dress, she always looked stunning in it. I laid it out on the bed with the lingerie, then added black stilettos and a clutch she rarely used.

I’d just finished when she came up behind me, the scent of jasmine and rose following her. She studied the outfit in silence for a few minutes before smiling her approval.

“So, you want him to want me badly tonight.”

I swallowed hard. “Yes, ma’am.”

She reached for the lingerie, rubbing the delicate fabric between her fingers.

“Good boy. Look at you trying so hard to make another man’s cock hard for your wife.”


Left Behind

As I was basking in the rare praise my wife had rewarded me with, the doorbell rang. She looked at me expectantly and I knew what she expected. Without being told, I headed to the front door to greet my wife’s date for the evening.

Again, my heart raced. I was coming face to face with a man who has been fucking my wife. Her words just before I left the room echoed in my head as I opened the door to an objectively gorgeous man—superior to me in every way. He stood on the porch—tall, effortlessly confident, tailored black coat over broad shoulders, jawline sharp, eyes calm—looking like he was entitled to my wife. And he was. Nothing I could do or say would change that. He smiled easily when he saw who answered.

“You must be the husband.”

His voice was warm, amused, and somehow made everything worse.

“Yes,” I managed to say. “Come in. She’s getting ready.”

The man stepped inside, casually glancing around, making me suddenly conscious of the job I had done cleaning the house—another domestic task I had completely taken over from my wife. He smelled like cedar and spice—expensive cologne with something darker beneath it. He took off his coat, revealing a crisp button-down and slacks that fit with casual precision.

“Drink?” I offered, voice shaking slightly.

“Sure. Scotch, if you have it.”

I nodded and turned toward the kitchen, hands trembling as I poured a glass. I could feel my wife’s date watching me. Not overtly. Just… aware. Measuring.

When I returned, the man took the glass and clinked it lightly against the rim in mock salute.

“Good boy,” he said.

I could say nothing, but embarrassingly, a strangled little whimper escaped my lips. His tone hadn’t been cruel. That made it worse. The simple words—the same words of praise that came from my wife moments earlier—cut into me like a knife. With two words, he had established my place in this dynamic between him, my wife, and me. At once my dick throbbed again and my face burned in humiliation. It was as if everyone else agreed that the husband didn’t count—I didn’t matter.

My wife’s date laughed out loud at the sound I made, his face breaking into an amused grin. Then he took a long sip from his glass and glanced toward the staircase.

“I’m going to enjoy this little arrangement—I get to enjoy my dirty little fuck toy whenever I like and then send her back to you for foot massages.”

The statement was designed to humiliate me and let me know that he had been the man on the other end of the line the night I’d been rubbing her feet while she rubbed her clit for him.

“Would you like me to send her home with a pussy full of cum?”

The question didn’t require an answer. He was tormenting me and I couldn’t have offered a response if I wanted. I was too busy trying to disguise the fact that I was practically panting with desire, my swollen hard-on pushing against my pants.

Mercifully, before he said anything else, my wife appeared at the top of the stairs.

And everything stopped.

She was wearing the red dress I’d picked out, the stockings and garters plainly visible under her skirt from our view below. She had done her hair in soft waves and her makeup in warm tones that made her eyes look impossibly bright. She looked breathtaking. Powerful. Unobtainable.

As she came down the stairs, she didn’t even look my way, her eyes were on him. Then she was kissing his cheek.

“Sorry to keep you waiting,” she said.

The man’s eyes swept over her slowly, approvingly. “Worth every second.”

She laughed. “Let me grab my coat.”

He helped her into her coat and the two of them headed for the door. She paused, turning back in what only I knew was an orchestrated move meant to humiliate me. “You’ll clean the kitchen while we’re gone. Keep your phone on you, I expect my texts to be read immediately. I know you won’t be able to help yourself, imagining what he’s going to do to me tonight, but you are not allowed to touch yourself except as instructed. Is that clear?”

I nodded. “Yes, ma’am,” I say, my voice wavering as a new wave of arousal makes me dizzy.

Without another word, or even acknowledgement of what I had agreed to, they left, shutting the door behind them.

I stood in the empty house, pulse roaring in my ears, dick so stiff it was painful not to touch it.

◆◆◆

I cleaned the kitchen slowly, methodically. Every dish, every counter. The whole space was spotless already, but I did it anyway. I had to do something with my hands as images of my wife and her date clouded my mind or I’d be jerking my dick raw. Her scent lingered in the air, mingling with the ghost of his cologne.

The silence was heavy. The loneliness hit in waves. It all just made my dick throb. The ache in my balls relentless.

The first text came about 45 minutes after they left.

I wiped my hands on a towel and picked up my phone.

A photo.

The two of them sitting close in a black booth at a sleek restaurant. She’d had someone else take their photo and I could see her hand on his thigh, inches from his cock. His arm looped casually, possessively, behind her shoulders. His hand was draped over her shoulder loosely, but I swear his hand was so large, his fingertips could have easily grazed her nipple with a small gesture. The flash of his hands on her naked breasts in my mind made me whine out loud. She was smiling. Not the small, cruel smile she gave me, but a wide, easy grin. She looked happy.

He took me to my favorite place. The romantic little bistro you used to take me to. He ordered for me; he already knows what I want.

My dick twitched violently in my boxers; I could feel the front of them already damp with the precum that had been leaking from me since she announced her date earlier this afternoon.

The second photo came later. A close-up of their hands. Her fingers interlaced with his on the white tablecloth. A half-empty wine glass sat nearby. Candles flickered in the blurred background. The caption read:

We keep reaching for each other without thinking.

I dropped the phone and clutched at the edge of the sink, chest tightening. The humiliation wasn’t just sexual now—it was intimate.

They weren’t just fucking. They were on a date—they were on a romantic date.

A few moments later, she sent another text.

Go ahead, stroke until you edge. Then stop. Don’t you dare cum.

It was only seconds before my pants were around my knees and my dick was in my hand. I didn’t care how pathetic my whimpering sounded. Even though I was the only one who could hear it, hearing myself sounds of shame and humiliated arousal only pushed me to the edge faster.  I didn’t get to stroke very long at all before I had to yank my hand away with a strangled moan. I held my breath, staring as my dick twitched in the air, knowing how humiliating it would be if I had to confess to a ruined orgasm so early in the evening.

Thankfully, nothing leaked from the tip except another small bead of clear precum. Impulsively, I swiped at it and put my fingers in my mouth.

I waited for another text, already addicted to the emotional pain she was inflicting and ready for my next fix. But the phone lay there, silent, taunting me until I pulled up my pants and stuffed the phone in my pocket. I grabbed a dust rag and some furniture polish from the hall closet and headed for the living room. I had already polished the furniture in there this week, but I had to do something to keep my hands away from my constant hard-on as I waited for the next text.

Finally, maybe an hour had passed when I felt my phone buzz against my thigh.

We’re at a jazz club now. It’s small, dark, perfect.

Almost immediately, she sent another text.

A video this time—just a few seconds long. You could hear the band playing in the dimly-lit club. It was the kind of place lovers stopped by before heading home to dance between the sheets. The camera panned slowly before settling on the two of them. She had her arms around his neck, swaying close. His arms wrapped around her, his hands coming to rest against her lower back, his fingertips touching her ass. Her head was tipped back as she looked up at him. They were dancing like people in love.

My lips parted as I watched and read the caption:

I can’t stop touching him. You can touch yourself again—you’re the only one who wants to. Edge and stop. 

I sank to my knees, phone still in one hand, the other shoved down my pants. I moaned pitifully as I rubbed myself inside my boxers as I knelt on the floor in the living room, shame fueling my edge as it came too quickly. Once again, I barely stopped in time to keep myself from ruining it completely.

And this was only the beginning.

I stayed there for a while, kneeling on the floor, phone resting on my thigh like a ticking bomb. I grabbed the remote and clicked the TV on, then back off in disgust. There was no point pretending to distract myself. Every thought looped back to her—what she might be doing, where he might be touching her, what I wanted so desperately to see.

My mind tormented me with fantasies, scenes of the two of them kissing, the two of them fucking, the two of them cuddling. I’d finally pulled down my pants again, shedding them completely and returning to my kneeling position. Somehow, it seemed like the only right position, on my knees, fully erect, spending every ounce of willpower I had not to grab my dick and stroke with everything I had.

Finally, the next message came.

It was a photo. Her slender fingers, nails painted in the same wine-red shade as her dress, wrapped around a cocktail glass. The rim was smudged with lipstick. In the background, just out of focus, was date’s hand resting on her bare knee. The lighting was warm and low, the suggestion of candlelight casting shadows across her skin. The caption cut like a knife.

His hand keeps inching higher up my thigh under the table. I haven’t told him to stop.

My stomach twisted. I imagined her thighs parting as his hand slipped between them. I could almost hear her laughing softly, sipping her drink and trying to pretend everything was normal while her date stroked his fingers higher and higher, while I never once crossed her mind.

My hand drifted to my erection. The ache was relentless now. Not just physical—it was psychological.

I stroked slowly. Just once. Twice. Three times.

Finally, I stopped, whimpering weakly. I didn’t have permission to stroke but I couldn’t help it.

Five minutes later she sent another photo.

A mirror selfie, taken in the dim powder room of the club. It was a little blurry and very dark, but I could still clearly see, her dress pulled down. Her bra yanked up and… his hands. He was in the bathroom with her. The photo was of her with him behind her, hands on her exposed tits.

Should I let him fuck me here in the bathroom or make him take me back to his place. Or both? He said he doesn’t have a condom. I told him you prefer I come home filled with cum. Lol

Seconds later, another text.

Edge and stop.

I shut my eyes tight and pressed my forehead to the floor.

I let out a low, guttural moan. My dick pulsed with trapped energy. There was no room for pride anymore. Not even enough left for anger. Only hunger. I finally stroked again, this time slower. I knew I would edge fast and I wanted to stroke for as long as I could manage. I stared at the photo again, as my precum-slick fingers glided over my shaft. I wanted desperately to beg for him to fuck my wife in that bathroom—over Facetime so I could watch. I was so lost in the frenzied thought of his cock pistoning fast and hard into her soaked cunt in that bathroom, of people overhearing her moans when she came, I almost forgot to stop when I reached the edge.

I wasn’t sure when the next text came. I had lost track of time.

He fucked me in the bathroom and came inside me. We’re headed back to his place for more.

No photo this time. Just the words. The lack of detail felt like denial, like she was giving me just enough to make me feel purposely cut off from everything. I grabbed a pillow from the couch and curled up on the floor. Somehow, it didn’t feel right for me to even sit on the couch.

I lay there, relentlessly stiff, eyes closed, images of the two of them in the back of a cab, making out dancing through my head. Jealously pulsed through my entire body. I wanted to stroke so bad, but I didn’t dare. I anxiously waited for her to inflict more pain—I craved it.

The next message didn’t come until after midnight.

Waiting for any scrap of what they were up to was just as bad as getting texts. But it was nothing compared to the video she sent me.

She sent a message with it: This is what you’ve been waiting for. I guess I should give you permission to stroke, there’s no way you’re going to stop yourself from jacking it when you watch this. lol

I hesitated only for the briefest of moments, both dreading and craving what I was about to see. I couldn’t stand the anticipation anymore. I hit play.

There she was, laying naked on the bed. His bed. I heard him there, and the camera was clearly being adjusted. I realized he was setting up her phone to record everything they did. It was clear from the angle; he’d propped the phone on a dresser off to the side.

My stomach clenched as I watched my wife slide her hands over her breasts, teasing her lover, toying with her nipples. Her legs spread as he moved toward the bed. I was shocked by the sight of his naked body and when he reached the end of the bed and faced her, I could see in profile what she could see. It was massive. That’s the only way to describe his fucking cock. He wasn’t even hard. It was hanging there, thick and long —and that was just a promise of how big it would be when he was hard. I couldn’t stop staring as I stroked what moments before, I thought was a perfectly average dick.

I was so very aware in this moment of all the ways in which I did not measure up to this man who was about to fuck my wife. I could only stroke faster and groan pathetically into the darkness. I couldn’t look away as I edged and stopped and edged more.

She was on her hands and knees now, crawling eagerly across the bed. The moment she reached him, she was on her knees, fingers pulling him to her lips.

My wife has sucked my dick before. I’ve watched her do it. This wasn’t sucking dick. She was worshiping his cock with her mouth. I have never seen her take to anything with such reverence. Her eyes were wide and dilated. Her mouth was open wider than should be possible as she pushed him deeper into her mouth. Every goddamn inch of that thick rod was stiffening in my wife’s throat as I watched.

As he grew in front of my eyes, her hands wrapped around his base, covering the part of him she couldn’t swallow. Mascara tears drizzled down her cheeks as she tried again and again, gagging sounds coming from her throat, to swallow more.

Then I heard him groan. My wife was making him growl a low, guttural sound of arousal that would haunt my dreams. The contrast between that pure animal sound of lust and my whiny begging and whimpering sent new waves of shame coursing through me.

I didn’t care. My moaning had turned into such a pitiful, constant wail, it probably sounded like crying to anyone in earshot.

She pulled away, admiring her work as she gazed… adoringly, at his immense, fully-erect length. I’d never seen anything bigger. Maybe in porn. But this was real, this huge cock was going to be inside my wife.

And I wanted it. I wanted him to fuck her, to fill her, to make her feel truly fucked—something I finally realized she had never experienced with me. I wanted him to cum inside her—again.

Oh god. The memory that they’d already fucked once tonight hit my stomach like a gut punch.

My mouth hung open as I watched, practically drooling. My wife was laying back again, legs spread, waiting for him as he gripped and guided his massive dick into her cum-soaked hole.

She gasped, her white-knuckled grip pulling at the sheets. Her whole body tensed as he pushed his way inside, waiting only moments for her to relax and make room for him. Then he was driving into her with long, deep smooth strokes. I watched transfixed as he bottomed out every time he sank into her, pushing a lust-filled moan from my wife’s throat each time.

I pressed my forehead against the arm of the couch, teeth clenched, body trembling. The need to cum was overwhelming now, but I didn’t let myself go over the edge. I didn’t dare.

Not even when she started to scream. Not even when I saw my wife’s legs wrap around his body and pull him into her. Not when her nails dug into his back, spurring him on to fuck faster and growl filthy names into her ear. Not even when she bucked against him, back arching, calling his name as she came on his command.

“Cum on my fucking cock, you cheating slut. Show him whose dirty girl you are.”

His words shocked me, but the way they made her climax made my eyes go wide. Moments after she fell apart underneath him, I saw his perfect ass clench, saw those thighs tense as he drove deep and held himself as deep inside her as he could be and I knew. He was filling her, cumming inside her, breeding my wife.

I wailed and ripped my hand away, knowing one more stroke would have me spilling on the carpet. The video carried on, showing the afterglow, the cuddling, the tender romantic moments they shared after. All of it adding to my pain and humiliation. They’d clearly forgotten the camera, letting it record for awhile until he got up to get her a drink and clicked off her phone.

The house was utterly silent. Only the faint hum of the refrigerator, the whisper of wind outside. I realized how empty it felt when she wasn’t there. I laid there until I couldn’t stand it any longer. I hit play on the video and watched it again.

Her mouth worshiping his magnificent erection.

Him stroking all the way in and all the way out of her pussy.

Her screams of passion, and him erupting inside her, filling her pussy.

I watched and whimpered, stroked and edged.

Again and again until my muscles shook and my chest ached.

I couldn’t stop it.

It seemed like hours had passed. And no more messages came.

I thought I might cry, at one point—not from sadness, but from sheer helplessness. From the unbearable, buzzing ache of knowing she was being fucked, kissed, cuddled, and probably fucked again… while I sat, stone-hard and endlessly edging as I waited for her to return.

The sound of the key in the lock was quiet. It was nearly 3:30 a.m.

I stood immediately, back straight, eyes to the floor.

The door opened. And there she was. The woman who had been drilled relentlessly by that enormous cock I couldn’t not erase from my brain.

Her coat was folded over her arm. Her dress hung loose, slightly wrinkled, as though it had been put back on in a rush. Her lipstick was nearly gone. Mascara tear trails still staining her cheeks.

She looked so fucking satisfied. In a way I’d never seen before.

She didn’t speak at first. Just studied me from the doorway as I stood there with my boxers on the floor and my leaking pecker jutting toward her. I kept my eyes on the floor at her feet. I couldn’t look her in the eye.

Finally, she walked toward me and held out her hand.

I opened my palm.

She dropped her panties into it. Warm. Damp. A mix of sweat and perfume and sex.

“In your mouth,” she said softly.

I obeyed.

The taste made my knees buckle.

“You stayed up?” She giggled at her own double-entendre.

I nodded.

“You were a good boy?”

“Yes.”

“Hmmm.”

She walked past me and I turned to follow her back to my room. She was sending me to bed. I had a moment of panic as I moved past her and lay on the bed. Surely, she wouldn’t leave me like this, not after all this.

She looked down at me, with a small lip curl of disgust. Then she leaned over, leaned in to speak with her lips brushing against my ear.

“He came inside me three times tonight. And you were such a good boy, weren’t you. I know, I can tell you didn’t cum because your little prick is sticking straight up.”

And her hand was suddenly, both mercifully and cruel, wrapped around my dick. Squeezing it tight. I gasped in pleasure, my hips bucking. I was desperate for any friction and her hand felt like a gift from a goddess. I don’t remember the last time she touched me like this.

But she didn’t move, she just squeezed. A large bead of precum oozed from my tip, sending a fresh wave of shame through me

Then she started laughing and let go of me just before the precum slid over her fingers. She was teasing and mocking me, even now, after everything she put me through.

“Go ahead. Wrap those jizz-soaked panties around your pecker and stroke with them. I know you’ve been waiting for it all night.” 

My mouth went dry, but I didn’t hesitate. I didn’t dare. I yanked the panties out of my mouth and gripped my swollen, angry dick with her wet panties clutched in my greedy fist, pumping my shaft furiously. I had no idea what I would do if she told me to stop. I didn’t think I had it in me to stop again tonight. I decided whatever the punishment would be for cumming, it would be worth it.

She watched my pathetic gooning, watched as I grunted and moaned. I was filled with the shame and humiliation that she knew exactly what had been in my head all night. She knew I’d watched her little porn clip over and over. That I’d laid on the living room floor fisting my erection and watching her cheat on me all night. She put the images there, teasing me, and goading me into this frenzy after weeks of denial.

It was only moments before I was begging. I didn’t even realize it until she started laughing, I had been panting and whimpering, “please, please, please” like a whiny child.

“Fine. You’ve done everything you’ve been told. I suppose if I don’t let you cum tonight, you’ll probably just have a wet dream, if you can sleep at all.” Her tone is derisive; she’s still mocking me. It just makes it all worse—makes my dick throb. I swear I can feel my cum crawling up my dick.

“Point your pecker toward your face. Get your face as close to it as you can. I bet you can spray your face for me, can’t you.”

I didn’t even have to think about it. I was stroking faster , my body curling into a ball as I aimed for my face. I wanted to humiliate myself for her so bad, I even parted my lips, opening my mouth in hopes that cum would shoot right into my mouth.

She laughed loudly then. “Go ahead, be my jizz-guzzling beta boy and cum all over that face.”

The strangled cry I made when her words cut through me, and cum shot straight out of my dick on her command, was inhuman. Something like a dying cat, but I didn’t care. Cum was jetting out of me in streams that landed on my tongue, on my cheeks, in my hair.

I was at once relieved and disgusted. The cum was warm and bitter and suddenly I wanted none of it. But I knew I couldn’t spit it out. So, I swallowed it.

But she wasn’t there to see me do it.

I realized then that the moment she’d told me to cum, she’d turned and left the room, letting the door click softly shut behind her as she left without a word. Not even a “good boy” or a “goodnight.”

She hadn’t even stayed to watch as I defiled myself for her.

I lay there, spent, flaccid dick still wrapped in her panties, feeling the shame of what I’d become, but also the pride that I had managed to earn the orgasm she’d let me have.

I lay there, alone, in the dark, drifting off to sleep and wondering what fresh humiliation she was planning next.
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Thank you for reading.                                  
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