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The Weekend


The Weekend

Gerald’s wife had written the list on a sticky note and left it on the counter: do the laundry, put fresh sheets on the bed, dust the living room, clean my bathroom, clean the main bath, dust the dining room, polish the dining table and set it for two. The list went on and on, even though he had cleaned the entire house over the last week.

His wife didn’t ask him to do things around the house anymore, she left lists and deadlines. Truthfully, he was grateful for the tasks. They kept him focused on something other than his seemingly constant aching balls and painful erection. This list had been waiting for him when he began making her coffee. At the bottom, underlined twice, she’d written “By 7 tonight.”

He worked through the list with surprising eagerness, knowing that such a lengthy list with a strict deadline meant something was happening tonight. Did she have a date? Was she going out with her friends? Or was she finally entertaining a man in her bedroom? Instinctively, he knew it was the last one. Changing the sheets on her bed meant someone else would be sleeping there tonight.

Just thinking about it made him moan out loud as he scoured the bathroom. He tried to stay focused on what he was doing. He needed to stay in motion so his fingers wouldn’t sneak into his pants for a quick stroke. He couldn’t help himself from fantasizing about who it would be and what the bull would do to his wife. Would he get to watch? Lost in thought, he realized he had been scrubbing the same strip of grout for probably ten minutes. He made himself stop. New task. Next item on the list. Keep going.

Later, around 6:30, she appeared in the doorway of their—her—bedroom to check on his progress.

“Did you change the sheets on my bed?” she asked. “Make sure all the sheets have been laundered, he’s staying all weekend and we will want fresh sheets every morning.” She turned without waiting for an answer, wicked grin on her face.

Gerald could tell she’d delivered the news in a fashion calculated to have a specific effect. And it did. His stomach dropped the moment the meaning of her words was clear. The instant ache of want, jealousy, and helplessness was overwhelming.

His breath quickened as he reached for his dick inside his shorts, rubbing and whimpering, the touch only making the throb in his dick worse after a day of fantasizing. He imagined, as he rubbed himself, coming back to this room in the morning to remove the evidence of his wife’s infidelity and replacing it with a fresh set of sheets for them to ruin.

The sound of his wife yelling across the house ripped him out of the fantasy and he yanked his hand away, scared she would discover him touching himself at any moment.

“You need to move faster,” she called. “You still need to set the table and finish up with dinner. And put on something other than your boxer shorts and that ratty t-shirt.” Her words prodded him to pick up speed. He quickly finished his work in the bedroom and headed for the kitchen.

By 6:55 the dining room glowed with candlelight reflecting off the perfectly polished dining table. He’d polished the table until the grain looked wet and brought out the silver candlesticks they’d received as a wedding present, years ago. He poured water into the tumblers, decanted a bottle of his wife’s favorite red in a beautiful crystal wine carafe before returning to the kitchen to put the finishing touch on dinner. The steak hissed in the pan, rosemary snapping in hot butter. He checked the potatoes. He checked the time. He checked the sticky note to make sure he hadn’t missed anything. He hadn’t. It didn’t matter; he checked again.


Friday Night

The doorbell rang at 7:02.

He wiped his hands on the dark gray apron she’d given him and went to answer the door. The man who stood there filled the threshold without trying. He was taller, broader, and better looking.

“Evening Gerald,” his wife’s bull said with a slight smirk on his lips.

The bull stepped past him, and Gerald couldn’t find the words to respond. He simply moved out of his way. His wife appeared in the living room then, barefoot, dress skimming her knees, hair up in a way that exposed the pale line of her throat. She wasn’t rushed, but she couldn’t hide the way her eyes lit up when she saw the bull.

Gerald tried to hide the wince of emotional agony, but it was a wasted effort. He doubted they would have noticed it; they were entirely focused on each other. He felt like an intruder in his own home as his wife and her lover embraced and shared intimate words that felt wrong for him to overhear.

Then came the kiss. Deep, passionate, and so intimate, he thought he might moan out loud from how much his balls ached as he watched.

“Drinks, scotch neat and a martini for me,” she said, directing her order to him without even looking his way.

He headed to the bar cart in the dining room, quickly assembled the cocktails on a tray, and brought them back to the living room where he found his wife and her date snuggling on the couch.

“We will be ready for dinner in fifteen,” she said.

“Yes,” he said. His voice came out thinner than he wanted. “Fifteen.”

There was nothing left to do but go back to the kitchen to ready their meal. When it was ready, he plated everything carefully, wiped a smear that had gone astray and carried the plates into the dining room. He found them both already in their seats and set their meals in front of them and poured their wine before quietly returning to the kitchen.

He felt the heat creep up his neck when he couldn’t resist listening in from the other room. While they ate and talked about their week, his hand crept toward his cock. The bull told a story about a client; she laughed softly, the way she used to laugh at his stories.

Gerald stood just out of sight, watching them in the reflection of the window as she reached for her bull’s hand across the table and he turned her wrist to kiss her pulse. The intimate moments were what made his heart ache and the pit in his stomach tighten painfully.

Finally, when he couldn’t stand it anymore, he turned away to start the dishes. But he just stood there in front of the sink and stared at his reflection in the dark window: apron, slack jaw, a man who was a waiter in his own home.

When they were finished with dinner, she called for dessert. He carried the plated chocolate tarts, refilled their wine and left the room without a word when she sent him to his room. He felt defeated as he undressed and sat on the edge of his bed. He listened to the low hum of their voices in the dining room, a laugh from her that shot straight into him. He swallowed and it hurt.

He hadn’t been prepared for how much affection there would be between them. The passionate kisses, the heated glances, the intimate moment when he had turned her wrist over to plant a kiss were all playing on repeat in his head. He felt humiliated when he remembered standing in the living room and feeling invisible and then hiding in the kitchen to spy on them during dinner. Under it all, the pain, the shame, the humiliation of it all, the pulse of arousal beat in his cock, making him ache to touch his throbbing cock.

He stood, thinking about how hard he had been all day, from the moment he saw the list, to the moment her date arrived and his cock jutted straight out in front of him. He watched as a bead of precum pushed itself out of him and right before it dripped off his cock, he swiped it up, stuffing the finger in his mouth and closing his eyes. Before he could even think, his other hand was wrapped around his stiff dick and he was stroking hard and fast.

He knew his punishment would be severe if he was caught, but even when he heard his wife’s voice in the hall, he didn’t stop. When he heard the bull’s chuckle just as the door to the bedroom pushed shut, he groaned and stuffed another finger in his mouth as he stroked. He was sucking his fingers and pushing them deeper into his throat.

The image of his wife sucking her bull’s cock in the next room filled his mind and he whimpered softly, squeezing tighter, already on the edge of losing control.

He pictured the room he’d prepared for them—fresh sheets, fluffed pillows, the air lightly scented with her perfume—and his stomach turned with a complicated grief. He was supposed to feel rage. He did. But he felt lust and longing right alongside it. He was desperate to see it. Desperate to see the cock he knew she would be sucking right now. 

He wanted to be the kind of man who would storm down the hall and make a scene that would get them to stop. But he also wanted—God help him—to be told by the bull about to fuck his wife, to get on his knees, shut the fuck up... and watch.

He paced back and forth in his tiny room, hand sliding up and down his dick, slick with precum. And then he heard the groan, low, feral, a growl really and he almost lost his load right there. He released his cock and grabbed the doorknob, pausing and waiting for control to return. He took a breath to make sure he didn’t ruin himself against the door.

He stood with his hand on the doorknob and told himself to breathe, to stay put, to do anything but walk down the hall like a child sneaking past a sleeping parent.

He lasted seven minutes.

He stared at the clock and strained to hear more from the master bedroom. When the digital screen ticked over to 8 minutes, he couldn’t take it anymore and turned the knob, pulling the door open as quietly as he could.

At the far end of the hall, a thread of light revealed the master bedroom door had been left open. It wasn’t enough to see anything, but it was enough to convince him that the crack was deliberate.

He padded down the hall, bare naked, cock bobbing as he tiptoed. Halfway to the door, he stopped and listened. He took a few more steps and stopped at the door when he heard the low register of a man’s voice and the unmistakable sounds of his wife gagging on that man’s cock.

He didn’t plan to kneel. He slowly started sinking and didn’t realize what he was doing until the carpet met his knees. He leaned until his shoulder found the wall and he held himself there, trying to quiet his panting breath, fearful they would hear him as he stroked his rigid dick.

The bull’s voice reached his ears; the dirty things he said to her blistered his thoughts.

“That’s it. God, that’s good baby. Don’t stop.”

He could hear the purr of delight that came from the back of her throat as she gulped his cock. His mouth gapped open as he imagined the way her lips would stretch around his girth. Her head would bob back and forth with his hand gripping her hair, guiding her down on his cock over and over. He remembered with longing what she looked like with his cock in her mouth and whimpered quietly at the thought that she never struggled to take all of him.

He desperately ached to see exactly what was happening on the other side of the door but didn’t dare try to push the door open. The mattress squeak caught his attention first. He froze, not moving as he strained for more clues to what was happening now.

“Stick that ass in the air for me,” said his wife’s bull.

Oh god.

He gulped back an agonized sob. It was happening. Just a few feet away, this man was going to sink himself deep into his wife’s pussy and he wouldn’t do anything to stop him. Shame pulsed in his cock as he waited for it. The images poured through him: his wife’s naked body on all fours, her ass pushed toward this man, her pussy dripping in anticipation. 

“Please, Daddy,” she whined from the other room.

Fuck. Yes, please fuck her.

He hated that he wanted this so bad. He could barely stand it. If he had been in the room, on his knees, watching, he would have humiliated himself in that moment, begged those words aloud.

He slid closer, until his ear nearly brushed the seam of the door. He could feel the tension in the room, hear the heavy breaths and soft whimpers, the slick sound of that swollen cock head slicking through her folds, teasing her. It was endless agony waiting for the bull to penetrate her. His fist gripped his cock, squeezing. His precum dripped steadily and unnoticed, puddling into the carpet. He let go and then his hand went back. His need to stroke was overwhelming—but he waited for it.

He tried to be quiet. He tried to hold his breath, to breathe slow. He counted to four, in and out. His jaw clenched so tightly, his teeth ground together.

He put his forehead to the door, straining to hear something until all at once the sound of fucking filled his ears. He heard his wife’s telltale gasp as her bull’s cock pushed into her. He heard the pure male groan of a man who had sunk, balls deep into the tightest, slickest of holes. And with barely any time for either of them to enjoy the moment, the drum beat of headboard knocking into the wall began. He imagined her pushing back, driving him deeper into her as his hands gripped her hips and pulled her back.

His hand was moving over his own shaft with syncopated rhythm. No thought was given to any of the rules he was breaking, because the dirty scenes he imagined fully occupied his mind. The look of lust on her face, the way her tits swayed and jerked with every thrust, the long, full thrust of her bull’s cock sliding in and pulling out until just the tip remained inside.

He stroked with abandon, tried to time his soft grunts with the beat of the headboard. He bit down on his bottom lip with exertion and in effort to stop himself from uttering the animal sounds he wanted to spill.

Her moans came in sputters, concentrated little bursts he knew were being pushed from her lungs by the force of the bull’s thrusts. He was thrusting his own hips in time with the sound, pretending for a moment he would ever again be allowed to feel her wrapped around his own dick. Sweat dripped down his forehead as he strained for control. He felt the pressure building. He edged back from it, let the pressure subside to a throb, then went forward again. But he already knew he was going to cum and he wouldn’t even try to stop it.

The pace had been slow enough that he was able to keep time and edge himself carefully, but the mixed moans of passion and the rhythm of the headboard grew and he knew they were getting close. He had intended to be good, to be quiet and hidden. But he also wanted… wanted them to know he was there. He wanted to be caught. He wanted both at once; it fueled his arousal to be so torn, so confused. He let an almost too loud whimper escape his lips.

He pictured him—the bull—without wanting to: body curved and pressed into her back, mouth at her ear, that calm commanding voice saying the filthy, vile things that made her whine like a little whore. He pictured the bull’s hand sliding around to her belly and then lower. He pictured her body stretching out, her fingers reaching for the sheets frantically as his rough fingers beat her clit toward orgasm.

He was not prepared for the sound of her when shattered into pieces—the sound she made when the cock buried inside her pushed her into oblivion. He had never heard her make that sound; he’d never been able to make her make that sound. He didn’t think he could take any more But then, seconds later, she was begging for more from her bull when he began fucking her with a fierce speed and strength that seemed supernatural. It destroyed him.

And they exploded together, his growl and her scream together sounding like he was devouring her alive. If they hadn’t been so loud, they would surely have heard his wail of agony.

The frame of the bed jolted to a stop, and she let the sound of joy escape her throat. Her bull answered with a low exhale, almost a laugh, a sound that was unbearable to Gerald.

When her bull’s voice dropped into a rough whisper, he couldn’t hear what was said and that’s what tipped his balanced control. Her soft murmured responses and the sound of gentle kissing tore his resistance to shreds. It didn’t matter if he intended to be good. The ache inside him was stronger than he was. He squeezed and stroked, bit down, forced himself to be silent while he made his mess.

The first pulse hit and his body physically rocked back, cum spilling hot over his fingers, over his wrist, and onto the carpet in obscene spurts that startled him even as it shamed him. He kept cumming in small spurts as he started to panic and catch it before it hit the carpet.

He heard her laugh again, softer, post-pleasure, a little drunk on it. The bull said something that sounded like “good girl” and he shut his eyes so hard he saw stars.

Then the adrenaline hit with the thud of footsteps on carpet. He jerked upright, heart punching into his throat. He looked at his hand and saw it. He looked at the carpet and saw it. He looked at himself and saw the whole stupid picture: a naked man kneeling where he didn’t belong, fingers and carpet wet with the proof of what he’d done.

He panic-scrambled backward, wiping his hand on the carpet in a quick, guilty swipe and coming back with fingers even stickier than before. His cum was everywhere.  Slipping into the bathroom, he grabbed some tissue, pressed it into the white mess, dabbed, dabbed harder, panicked at the way it disintegrated, leaving behind white bits of wet gunk. The footsteps shifted direction—a turn toward the bathroom maybe?  He grabbed at the mess he’d made with the tissue, trying not to leave anything behind as he scrambled back to his room.

He leaned against the door, gasping and trying to listen for any sounds that signaled he’d been found out, but everything was quiet again. He looked down at himself. He threw the useless tissue in the small trash, then fished it out again and folded it into itself until it was a hard little square, setting it on the bedside table. He would get rid of it in the morning.

The thud of his pulse receded until all that was left was the shame. He told himself it was fine, that they hadn’t heard and didn’t know.

He crawled into bed and stared at the ceiling until it went out of focus. He would just pretend it never happened. He rolled onto his side, tried to push the thoughts of his wife and her bull, of her bull and his cock, of her pussy filled with her bull’s cum. He couldn’t quite believe it when his hand found his cock again, when it was already stiff. The guilt only fueled his arousal. The feelings of shame and desperation made him stroke faster. It felt good. Being ignored, being excluded, being replaced, being told what to do, given rules. He couldn’t remember when he had ever cum like that, even inside a woman. It felt awful, but his cock ached again already, and his thoughts—fueled by the guilt of knowing he was being bad again—morphed into the bull coming down the hall, getting closer as he stroked faster. He imagined the door opening, imagined the bull standing there, naked, cock still wet from fucking his wife, imagined the bull watching him debase himself. He barely managed to grab the cum-soaked tissue from the nightstand before he emptied himself again.

When sleep came, it was fitful and broken. He woke to the sound of water, thought it was the sink in his bathroom, realized it was the shower down the hall. He stared at the door in the early morning light and pictured them, pictured the steam filling the shower, pictured the curve of his wife’s body as water cascaded over her and his hands pulled her against his massive erection.

He closed his eyes and felt his cock pulsing again. He didn’t move this time. He lay still and did his best to fall back to sleep despite his full erection.


Saturday

He woke the next morning to the sound of quiet laughter through the wall. The clock read 7:12. His chest felt tight as the memories flooded his mind—how he listened at the door, the mess he had made, the humiliation ached in his morning erection.

In the kitchen he started coffee without being told. He plated fruit and yogurt, pulled croissants from the freezer and slid them into the oven.

When the croissants were warmed, he arranged everything on a tray: coffee, orange juice, fruit, yogurt, small jars of jam. He paused with his hand on the bedroom door, flashes of the night before invading his mind again. Then forced himself forward.

He nudged the master bedroom door with his knee and stepped inside. Morning light filled the room highlighting the contrast between his dark little guest room and the place he used to sleep.

She tucked into the crook of his arm as they snuggled and smiled at each other. His eyes were riveted to the curve of her hip, naked and exposed, with her leg draped casually on top of the sheets. They hadn’t even turned to look at him as he stood there in his boxers and a t-shirt, breakfast tray only just covering the fact that his painful erection was already poking through his boxers.

“Breakfast,” he said, soft, trying to get their attention.

“Oh,” she said with surprise, clearly, she hadn’t even noticed him enter the room. She giggled softly, sharing a glance with her lover as they realized they’d be so lost in each other they hadn’t noticed him. Her bull reached across her and took the tray from him, sliding a single hand under it, steadying it and brushing his fingers against the stiffy concealed by the tray.

He paused a moment, realizing exactly what he had done and as he recovered and pulled the tray toward him, the bull’s face cracked into a grin and a mocking laugh filled the room.

His wife looked confused for a moment until her still laughing bull nodded toward her husband’s now exposed erection. Gerald looked down as his dick tented his boxers and the swollen head poked through the gap in the front. Scarlet red crept up his neck and into his face; his dick twitched visibly as his wife joined her bull in mocking his erection.

When he couldn’t bear standing there as they looked and laughed at him, he turned and practically ran to the door, pulling it shut behind him, but still unable to block out the sound of them laughing even louder as he ran away.

He tried to distract himself as he headed to the kitchen, awkwardly tucking his dick back into his shorts. He concentrated on cleaning up the mess from last night’s dinner that had been left for him. Cleaning up behind them did nothing to relieve his aching balls.

In the kitchen, the counter and the table in the dining room were just an acute reminder of everything that had taken place last night. He cleared the table and thought about their kiss. He wiped up the wine rings and tossed the empty bottles into the recycling bin and thought about the whispers and the laughter. When he picked up an abandoned cork off the floor, he remembered kneeling outside their door and disgracing himself with a puddle of cum in the carpet.

It was all he could do to keep rinsing and scraping dishes instead of grabbing his swollen dick. Now that he’d cum twice, he barely registered the idea that he could be punished for it. He just needed to cum again as soon as possible. He checked the trash, changed the bag, carried it out, came back, washed his hands. He knew he couldn’t get away with going back to his room and jerking off again, but he couldn’t figure out what to do next.

He changed the sheets in his room because it gave him something to do that could be finished. He grabbed the forgotten cumrag on the nightstand and took it out to the garage to dispose of it in the large bin, where she’d never see it. He checked the mail and then stood in the kitchen for a moment, aching, trying to figure out what to do next besides jerking off. 

Thankfully, his wife and her bull emerged from the bedroom dressed and ready to leave the house. He watched from the kitchen doorway as she let her lover help her with her coat and they slipped out the front door without so much as a glance, let alone any words about where they were going or when they might be back.

He crossed the room as fast as he could, yanking down his boxers and letting his dick spring free. He watched to make sure they got in the bull’s Porsche and confirmed they were pulling out of the driveway before he headed for her bedroom.

He wasn’t sure why he was going to her room to jerk off until he got there. The room smelled like sex, smelled like her. He didn’t even hesitate or stop thinking of how filthy it was of him to sink to his knees at the end of the bed and crawl over the sheets. He pulled back the blankets and buried his face in the spot he knew she’d spread her legs for that massive cock. He inhaled as he thrust himself into the bed, grinding against it and moaning.

It felt wrong and he wanted it even more because of it. He felt like the worst kind of pervert when he slid his tongue out and licked the sheets where they were stained. It only pushed him to grind his dick into the bed more violently. He inched up until he could feel the barely damp spot left by their lovemaking and he thrust his hips into the bed for barely a few minutes before he emptied his balls into the sheets, giving a strangled cry of satisfaction when he did. Being depraved felt so fucking good!

They were gone most of the day. He tried to read and didn’t. He tried to nap and didn’t. He stood at the living room window and watched the street for their car as the guilt of how bad he had been festered inside him. This is what he had been reduced to. Humping the bed after another man had fucked his wife in ways he never could. Rubbing himself while he remembered the way another man made her scream in ways he never had.

He should confess his sins, he knew, but he wouldn’t. He would keep secretly jerking off as long as she kept bringing men home to fuck her—it was only fair. He did everything she wanted, anticipated her desires and obeyed every command. Well, all but this one: no cumming without permission. He deserved this. He had earned it.

When they returned in the late afternoon, hands full of small shopping bags, she handed them off to him without a word before disappearing into her bedroom. He realized too late that he had left behind the mess he made. He braced himself as she emerged moments later, pausing for just a moment with an expression that revealed nothing.

“You forgot to change the sheets,” she said, flatly.

“I..oh, you’re right. I’ll do it now.”

What did it mean? Did she know? Had she seen the spot was freshly wet?

He tried not to panic and failed as he quickly pulled the soiled bedding off her bed and replacing it with crisp, fresh-smelling sheets. Then he vanished into the kitchen to make dinner while he tried to pretend everything was fine. He had a knot in his stomach as he poured drinks for the couple. Did she know? He had been careless and he feared what would happen if she’d seen what he had done on the bed.

He brought their drinks—whiskey for him, martini with a twist for her—out to the patio on a tray before they even had a chance to ask for them.

She took her drink without a word, watching him as he served her bull his whiskey and heading back to the kitchen to finish dinner. He was just starting to feel a bit of relief, she hadn’t said anything. Maybe he was in the clear. And then she stopped him.

“You’ve been a naughty boy,” she said coldly, voice uninflected.

He froze. His stomach dropped so hard, it felt like a cramp.

Nobody said anything for a few moments. He didn’t know what to say, but he couldn’t move either. He heard the clink of the ice in the bull’s whiskey glass and knew she was going to punish him in front of her bull. That would make it so much worse.

He deserved it. His chin dropped a little.

“You broke the rules didn’t you,” she continued. Technically, she was asking, but she said it like it was a fact not in question.

“I…,” he began and stopped because what could he say. How much did she know?

“How many times?” she asked and he knew there was no trying to hide how bad he had been.

“I… I don’t… three times,” he admitted in defeat.

“When and where?” she asked. “And don’t be so stupid as to think I don’t know exactly what you’ve been doing since he got here. If you leave anything out, the punishment for omission will be worse than if you’re completely honest.”

“I… last night, outside your door, when you were fucking,” he confessed.

“Turn around. Face us like a man, for fuck’s sake,” she said. 

“I’m—” He turned around and tried again. “I’m sorry.”

He made the mistake of meeting the bull’s gaze as he turned around and the look of amusement and disdain made him feel ill. He immediately dropped his gaze to the carpet.

“I came outside your room last night, I was listening to him fuck you,” he mumbled again in a rush.

She turned to her bull.

“Darling, can you fetch the wooden paddle we bought today at the toy store?” she asked in a sweet, sticky voice that was for him only.

Her bull grinned wickedly and swallowed the last drops of whiskey from his glass, pushing to his feet and setting the glass on the patio table before disappearing into the house.

Her husband looked back at her, wondering if he should keep going or wait for the bull’s return. She held up a hand, palm out, indicating he should wait. He began to fidget with the serving tray as he waited and pulled it up to conceal the fact that his cock was once again tenting his boxers. His face burned with shame as he realized he knew what was coming and even this indignity of confession and punishment in front of this man who got to fuck his wife was arousing him. 

Thankfully it didn’t take long for the bull to return with what turned out to be a wicked looking two-foot-long slab of wood, painted black that took his breath away when he spotted it.

He looked back to his wife, eyes wide.

“Continue,” was all she said, but her grin matched the bull’s—they were enjoying this.

“I came again in my room, after. I felt guilty. I felt ashamed of the mess I made and I was thinking about how loud he made you scream. I couldn’t help it, I had to cum again.”

Her bull shook his head and chuckled, but his wife just waited. Gerald figured she knew he wasn’t done. He didn’t want to keep going. What he’d done on the bed after they left was disgusting, depraved and he could tell by the look on her face that she knew exactly what he had done. But he knew she would wait until he confessed his depravity in front of her bull—she wanted him to be humiliated. Finally, he continued, pushing the words out of his mouth like he’d eaten something foul.

“I came again after you left to go shopping today. I … started stroking when I watched you leave and I finished stroking in your bedroom.”

She said nothing, she just looked at him, waiting for him to go into detail.

When he spoke, his breath caught in his throat so when the words came out, his voice cracked. It only added to his intense shame.

“I got on the bed; I was humping the bed and stuck my face into the sheets where you… in the wet spot. I… tasted it.”

He whimpered after admitting he’d licked the sheets. The bull erupted in disgusted laughter as he watched. 

Finally, he couldn’t hold back his confession; the rest came out in a rush of words.

“I rubbed my dick against the wet spot in the sheets and came there. I… I thought it wouldn’t show.”

His breath was coming out in strangled pants and he realized that he’d been pressing his dick into the tray that was hiding it, he’d been rubbing himself against it.

Then his wife was up, standing in front of him, grabbing the tray, forcing him to show what impact his humiliating confession had had on him.

“Pull down your boxers and bend over the table.”

He realized she was ordering him to expose himself in front of her bull and in front of god-knows-who might be able to see into their back yard from a neighboring house.

But he knew there was no escaping it. He deserved it. He deserved to be punished.

And secretly, he wanted it. His cock was throbbing painfully, harder than it had all day. The shame was sharpened by the realization that there was already a large wet spot on the front of his boxers.

He pulled down his boxers quickly, letting his rigid erection spring free. Then he turned, bent over the table, and stuck his ass out. He came face-to-face with the man who had made his wife scream the night before. His face was scarlet with embarrassment as he realized there was no escaping the bull’s gaze. He didn’t know if he’d ever felt so humiliated and ashamed. His head spun as he watched his wife cross the patio and take the paddle from her bull.

The cool air kissed his balls and he felt a thrill of anticipation when he heard the swish behind him as his wife swung the paddle back and forth, warming up to spank him.

She rested her hand on his lower back first, as she spoke.

“You will count,” she said. “You will thank me for every stroke.”

“Yes, ma’am,” he said, breath shallow.

The first stroke landed with a flat smack and a sting that bloomed a second after the sound.

“One,” he said, voice catching. “Thank you.”

The second came slightly to the left, the third slightly to the right. She didn’t follow a pattern which made it impossible to anticipate where she would strike next. By five, the sting bit into his flesh and his entire ass felt scalded. By eight, his legs trembled and he was whimpering with each strike. He counted and thanked her for each one, his voice betraying how much pain he was in and how much it aroused him.

“Ten,” he said, and she paused.

“Why are you being spanked?”

“Because I broke the rules,” he said into the carpet.

“How?”

“I touched myself. I… came.”

“Say, ‘I came without permission.’”

He did. She kept going.

When she finally stopped, the only sound was his pathetic whimpering.

“Up,” she said, and he pushed himself upright. His boxers sagged around his knees. His erection stood out, so hard it stood straight out, like it was made of granite. His ass burned and the shame left a knot in the pit of his stomach. He somehow found himself on the edge of orgasm. His cock throbbed harder than it had since the bull arrived yesterday. If she slapped his cock just once he would spew cum all over her, he was certain.

He had been good; he had taken his punishment. He’d loved every second of it. That realization was like a punch to his gut. The punishment hadn’t corrected his behavior; it had rewarded it. He had been reckless and disobedient on purpose.

His dick jerked at the thought and he wanted to reach for it. It took every ounce of restraint he had not to jerk off right there in front of them. If he was completely honest, that thought pushed him even closer to the edge. He needed to cum more than anything, right now.

Maybe she’d let him cum if he begged for it.

Before he got the chance, she cut him off.

“My god, you’re dripping like a faucet. The look of desperation on your face! You’re already thinking about how you might cum, aren’t you?” she asked, her tone accusing him of disobedience already.

She turned to her bull and held out her hand.

“Did you bring the other?”

He nodded and pulled a small box from his jacket.

She took the box and turned back to her husband. When she opened it and turned it so he could look inside, he gasped.

No, no no no. Oh god.

It was a small silver chastity cage, curved and gleaming in the late afternoon sun. A tiny lock and key dangled from it.

“You know what this is,” she said.

He did. The air left him in a shallow exhale.

“Please, I’ll be good,” he whispered so quiet he was sure she hadn’t heard him because she just kept talking as if he’d said nothing at all.

“Since you can’t be trusted to keep your hands to yourself, you will be wearing this for the rest of the weekend.” she told him.

Her expression said she was enjoying the anguish she saw in his face. She picked up the cage and held it up for him to see, then glanced down at the rock-solid rod between his legs.

The bull watched as he downed the last of his whiskey with an amused look in his eyes.

She chuckled softly and pondered for a moment before turning to her bull.

“Hand me your empty glass.”

But the glass wasn’t empty really, it clinked with semi-melted ice cubes as he handed it to her. She set the cage aside before she slipped two fingers into the glass to retrieve an ice cube.

And then she grabbed his cock and for the tiniest of moments, he was sure he was going to cum from her touch. But the shocking cold of the cube she rubbed up and down his shaft quickly dissolved his erection.

He squealed in protest as the cold stole his release and shriveled his dick right before his eyes. He wanted to cry.

A few moments later, he watched helplessly as the metal cage easily slipped into place over his limp dick. She turned the key in the lock and secured the cage.

He watched in horror as she handed the key to her bull.

“Before he leaves on Sunday, you will have to ask his permission to unlock your cage,” she giggled with glee as she said the words. “So you better be a very good boy for the rest of his visit or he might take the key with him when he leaves.”

He couldn’t hold back his distressed moan.

She took a step closer, invading his personal space in a way she hadn’t since they’d ended the traditional aspects of their marriage. She leaned in and pressed her lips against his ear and her breasts against his chest.

“It gets so much better, because you’re going to get exactly what you were so desperate for last night. You get to watch him fuck me tonight, from the floor, on your knees, in my room, caged.”

With those wicked words floating through his mind, his dick jumped to life inside the cage—trying to get hard and failing painfully. The metal bars bit into his flesh and made his eyes water.

His wife turned away from him as her bull grabbed her and pulled her into a deep, passionate kiss. He watched as the bull’s hands slid down to cup her ass and pull her against his cock, eliciting a deep, delighted moan from her. He was invisible again and felt it so keenly, his cock jerked in the cage.

They were heading into the house and he knew without being told he needed to follow. Out of habit, his hand reached for his cock as it swelled and a quiet sob escaped his lips when all he felt in his hand was metal.

It was so cruel—the offer to watch and the restriction of the cage. She was right, he thought as they disappeared into the house.

This is going to get so much worse.

He scampered to catch up, awkwardly yanking up his boxers, afraid they’d lock him out again.

By the time he made it into the hallway outside her room, he was dizzy with arousal and discomfort. If he’d let himself, he would have been audibly whining with every step as he slipped into the bedroom behind them.

When he watched the bull’s hands rip her blouse open and grab her tits, claiming them as his, he sank to his knees without even thinking about it. When she dropped to her knees as well, he tugged on his balls, the only flesh he had access to, as his cock felt like it might bust the confines of his cage. He hissed in agony when he saw what he had been aching to witness for two days: her bull’s massive cock sprang free when she greedily unzipped his pants and yanked them down.

He felt lightheaded as he watched his wife wrap two hands around the dripping cock in front of her. He’d never seen her look so aroused and so hungry as she did when her lips slid over his deep pink cock head as she slurped to suck him deeper into her throat.

He stared, mouth gaping open as his wife worshiped her bull’s thick length with her mouth, audibly gasping when he saw her nose touch his stomach. Every inch of that massive member was in her throat.

Witnessing his wife worship another man’s cock, especially one so clearly superior to his own, was overwhelming. He shut his eyes for a moment but they snapped open a moment later at the sound of the bull’s deep animal growl.

He watched him grab his wife’s hair in his fist and use it to guide her mouth up and down his cock.

“Mmmm, that’s it, don’t stop. God you’re good at this.”

He couldn’t believe he was being allowed to watch his wife slobber all over her bull’s massive cock. She pulled free, letting the head pop from her mouth before sliding her tongue up the shaft, her hand following behind, slipping through so much precum it dripped in a large glob off the tip—right into her waiting mouth.

He choked back a strangled cry as the bull’s words sent a current through him as the cage bit into his cock. The bull turned to glance down at him with a wicked, lustful grin on his face.

“Shall I fuck her?” the bull asked in a tone that said he wasn’t really asking, just mocking him.

He gulped and nodded anyway.

“Please,” He shuddered as the word escaped him.

The bull laughed, pulling off his shirt and pulling his wife to her feet. Only a moment passed before he was spinning her around and pushing her, face first into the bed. He grabbed her hips and pulled her ass up until her knees were right at the edge of the bed.

He paused for just a moment and turned back to Gerald.

“Come here.”

He didn’t hesitate, eagerly scrambling across the carpet on his hands and knees. He didn’t have the courage to stand and his mouth gaped once again as he came face-to-dick with this man’s raging erection. He could hardly believe it as precum oozed from the tip.

He stared for another moment before the bull turned away from him, gripping his cock and lining it up with his wife’s pussy. The sound she made when that thick cock sunk into her was nothing he’d ever heard before.

He watched in awe as the entire length of him pushed into her slowly.

Once again, he paused and turned to look down at him, cock still fully penetrating his wife.

“Beg for it.”

The bull didn’t have to explain.

He didn’t have to say it twice.

He was so dizzy with frustration, he tried to touch himself out of reflex, but the cage stopped him. The pain that followed was sharp, immediate and forced the words from his lips.

“Please,” he choked out.  It was pathetic and whiny and he was ashamed as he heard himself. The bull just watched, waiting for him to say something more.

“Please fuck my wife,” he finally managed, and his whole body shuddered. The pressure of his cock straining against the cage was so constant, so maddening, he gripped his cage desperately as he watched the bull begin to stroke.

Slow at first. He pulled his cock all the way out until just the tip rested inside her and then with a deep, savage thrust, he sank back into her, forcing a cry from her lips each time.

He could tell his wife was getting desperate for more, her moans were more needy with each thrust. She was fisting the sheets in her hands and whimpering softly as he slid out again.

“Faster,” he said without thinking, mirroring what his wife so desperately wanted.

And the bull sped up… just a little at first. But with every thrust he got a little faster until the sound of his hips smacking her thighs was drowned out by her uncontrollable screams.

He couldn’t stop himself from whining in time with her moans of pleasure. He didn’t even notice that he was thrusting his hips as he squeezed his balls each time the bull sank his magnificent, glistening cock into his wife.

At this level, with his view from the floor on his knees, he could see every detail, the throbbing veiny cock, purple now, pushing into his wife’s swollen folds, her own juices seeping out around it, lubing him and making it so easy to sink fast and deep.

He inched closer, aching to somehow be more involved and increasingly frustrated by the metal between his hand and his dick. He couldn’t think straight, he was just an agonized, obsessed, desperate mess who wanted this bull to fill his wife full of cum.

The bull began grunting as he pumped harder, the sounds he made were pure animal masculinity and Gerald’s last bit of control snapped.

“Oh god, cum inside her,” he blubbered, barely conscious that he was speaking his thoughts out loud. “Please cum, please make her cum, please cum.”

The bull broke out laughing at his words.

“Jesus, does he always whine like that?” the bull said to his wife. He didn’t slow down, instead, bending over, his body lining up with hers as he bit teasingly into her shoulder and whispered hoarsely.

“That’s it baby, come on, give it to me!”

And she did. 

Her words sent Gerald into another world. He was tugging on his balls so hard, squeezing even harder when she broke, screaming and pushing back against her bull.

“Yes, Daddy, yes—oh god— please don’t stop.”

The bull groaned loudly as he slammed his cock one last time to the hilt inside his wife and held it there, ass clenching, cock throbbing and emptying his load of sticky, hot cum into her.

Gerald didn’t know exactly what happened after that, only that his cock was throbbing, the metal bars of his cage were biting into him as he swelled against them. And his hand was sticky with cum.

Somehow, without even the pleasure of a real orgasm, he had ejaculated through the cage and into his hand.

The couple on the bed were panting and whispering soft words, sharing tender kisses in the aftermath, neither of them noticed him or his jizz covered hand.

He wasn’t sure what to do; once again he felt entirely invisible as his wife and her bull snuggled on the bed and he knelt on the floor.

Finally, after what seemed like an excruciatingly long time, the two sat up and his wife looked over the edge of the bed at him still kneeling.

“What is that on your hand?” she asked.

“I… think I came,” said Gerald.

“Without permission,” she finished for him, flatly.

“With the cage on?” asked the bull.

“I’m sorry,” Gerald said pathetically. He didn’t know what else to say, he hadn’t intended to cum, hadn’t touched his cock in the cage, hadn’t felt the pleasure of any kind of orgasm.

“Clean it up,” commanded his wife. “Stick your fingers in your mouth and lick them clean if you want any chance of being unlocked tomorrow.”

He whimpered softly and after a moment’s hesitation, stuffed his sticky fingers into his own mouth. The taste in his mouth was bitter and wrong, but when he realized they weren’t even watching—had already turned back to each other—he felt truly lost. The humiliation, the spanking, the cage—none of it cut as deeply as being ignored. And still, he sat there, on his knees, and swallowed his own cum.


Sunday

The next morning, Gerald headed to the kitchen to make coffee and prepare breakfast. He hadn’t slept well, if at all. Even after his ruined orgasm, he’d had no relief from his arousal. He had been sent out of the room and back to his own bed after they’d watched him lick his cum off his fingers.

He had lain in his own bed, caged and in pain, listening as his wife and her bull continued to fuck for hours until they finally fell asleep and he lay replaying what he’d witnessed. Every time he dozed off, he started to dream about the bull’s cock in his wife’s wet pussy and his cock would wake him with an agonizing attempt to break free of his cage.

When he had the tray loaded with two plates and two steaming cups of coffee he took it down the hall into his wife’s bedroom. They were awake and waiting for him, snuggling together under the covers. As he set the tray down, he spotted the key to his cage hanging around the bull’s neck and remembered the only way he would get unlocked today was to beg for the key.

“May I have the key to unlock my cage before you leave today,” Gerald spoke so quiet he nearly wasn’t heard.

The bull chuckled and grinned at him, not saying a word for a very long minute.

“No,” said the bull.

Gerald couldn’t help but let an agonized whine escape his lips.

“I think you should stay locked up for the rest of the day, but I’ll leave the key with my good girl here, so she can unlock you when she feels you’ve earned it.”

With that, the bull pulled the chain that held the key from around his neck and handed it to her, leaning in for a deep kiss.

Gerald gawked at them, pain shooting through his limp, caged dick, as it sprang to life once again and he winced, knowing he was in for a painfully long day.


The Sucker


The Sucker

I’m used to the cage.

That was the lie Gerald told himself as he stood outside his wife’s bedroom door aching and swollen inside the metal confines he wore every time she had a guest.

He knew he needed—required—the structure and denial the cage provided. Because while he’d learned how to go about a normal day in denial, he knew he lacked the discipline and control to behave when his wife was entertaining her bull.

He successfully ignored the aching, often stiff erection that reminded him he hadn’t come in weeks. But on nights like this, when she went out on dates with other men and brought them home to her bed, he was weak with anticipation and arousal. He couldn’t think about anything but stroking and fucking and cumming. And he wasn’t allowed to do any of that.

So, he was always caged when she had plans. He couldn’t be trusted. He needed to cum so badly when there was another man in the house, another man in his wife. He was doomed to fail, so he had resigned himself to being locked away. It was the last thing she did—with a wicked smile on her face—before her date arrived.

He was used to it. He was fine with it. It was what he deserved.

That was the lie he pretended to believe as he pushed gently on the door to his wife’s bedroom, cracking it just enough to see what was happening inside. Tonight, she had brought home a new man he’d never met. This bull towered over him. He had to be at least six-foot-five. A man that size had to have a huge cock and Gerald was obsessed with getting a peek. He had a partial view now, as he leaned into the crack and craned his neck for a better view of the king-sized bed currently hosting his wife, her bull, and his enormous fucking cock.

Gerald’s mouth gaped open as he watched the spectacle in front of him. He had tried to resist, to stay in his room, even putting a pillow over his head to block out the sounds coming from down the hall. But here he was again, desperate to witness exactly what was making his wife scream like he’d never heard before.

He’d told himself another lie, that he was just getting a glass of water from the kitchen, that he would just keep going past the door and go back to his room. He would be good. He wouldn’t peek. But he couldn’t help himself. He had to see it.

From behind the door, he watched his wife as she knelt on all fours, facing the door. Her eyes were closed and her round breasts swayed as her bull drilled into her from behind. She was lost in a world of pleasure he had never witnessed before. He swallowed hard as he watched the bull reach around, cupping his wife’s breast and thumbing her nipple. He pulled her back against him and Gerald whimpered softly when his cage cruelly reminded him of its presence. His hand closed over it, and his eyes squeezed shut as he struggled to keep quiet, to keep his cries of disappointment and denial at bay. He wanted so badly to be in the room, on his knees. He wanted to see that cock up close. He needed to see how far it would disappear into his wife’s pussy. But he had been told no tonight. He was not allowed to watch.

There were nights when he was invited in. When he was allowed to kneel near the bed, hands behind his back, eyes open and obedient. It was the closest he ever came to having sex anymore and he had learned to replace his desire to fuck with his desire to watch her being fucked by other men. It was all he wanted. He didn’t even let himself want to cum anymore.

Another lie Gerald told himself.

He hadn’t been allowed to cum in weeks. When he let himself think about it, he wondered if he’d ever be allowed again. She had been denying him because he was disobedient. He didn’t mean to be, but every time he was allowed past the door, every time he was allowed to watch up close, his body betrayed him.

He couldn’t stop the painful punishment the cage inflicted on his dick or the uncontrollable arousal that came from it. He had quickly come to enjoy the pain, the denial, the punishment inflicted by the cage and the humiliation that came when his cum puddled into his hand or onto the floor. He was denied the pleasure of an orgasm but had come to crave the pleasure that he got from debasing himself in front of his wife and the men she brought to her bed.

He had been reduced to deriving pleasure from the disappointment and humiliation of leaking helplessly into his hand and sucking his fingers clean for the amusement of them both. He didn’t even have to be told anymore, to lick up his own cum. The last time, he’d spilled a few drops into the carpet and he’d dove to the floor without hesitation to suck them up.

He told himself it was the punishment he deserved for his weakness and disobedience.

Another lie.

It wasn’t really punishment at all. Gerald loved being a dirty boy. Even now, when he thought about the taste of his own cum, the cage got tighter. The cage rewarded him with more pain.

It’s what he wanted, in that moment, as he stood in the hallway, squeezing the cage around his swollen dick and peering through the narrow opening of the door. This was everything he had dreamed of, had fantasized about, back when he was still allowed to fuck his wife. He had wanted this so desperately, pictured this in his head night after night with his dick in his hand. The reality was so much better, and so much worse than anything he could have imagined.

Reality broke through his fantasies as his wife cried out in ecstasy from the other side of the door. He watched as her bull dug his fingers into her hips and thrust one last time deeply inside her, holding her in place as he injected his own pleasure deep inside her.

The cage bit into Gerald’s dick again, in response, as he watched yet another man cum inside his wife. He couldn’t hold back the pitiful cry that ripped from him as the pain shot through him.

Inside the room, there was a beat of silence before his wife laughed softly. Gerald’s hand flew to his mouth; he had been heard. He was caught. He leaned his forehead against the door without thinking and it swung into the room.

He froze, his heart slamming into his chest. The cage punished him with every throb of his dick inside it as he met the gaze of his wife’s bull. He was completely exposed, pants pushed down, hand on his cage, eyes wide with panic. Gerald was tempted to run away, to flee down the hallway and lock himself in his room. But there was no escaping the punishment that would come, whatever it might be.

His stomach dropped as he waited for someone to say something or do something.

Gerald didn’t run away. He told himself he wanted to.

Another lie.


The Punishment

The bull didn’t look surprised.

Gerald felt the panic rise in his throat as the bull pulled away from his wife and pushed himself off the bed. He openly gaped at the naked man walking toward him. His cock was still a bit stiff and dripping with the evidence of his wife’s satisfaction. The bull’s expression was calm, almost curious, as if he was amused.

As the bull approached him, Gerald’s knees buckled and he sank to the floor. The room reeked of sex and sweat, the intensity of it making Gerald dizzy with arousal. His body reacted instantly, painfully, the cage biting down as if punishing him for the betrayal of wanting this.

The bull looked down at him and smiled.

“Well,” he said. “What do we have here?”

Gerald croaked out a sound he didn’t recognize. His wife shifted on the bed, leaned back against the pillows, watching him with an amused expression Gerald had learned to dread. The bull turned his attention fully to him then, gaze dropping to the cage Gerald was still trying to hide with his hand.

“Whacha got there?” the bull asked. “Hmm?”

Gerald shook his head, unable to answer. His humiliation burned hot and sharp, pooling low in his belly in a way that made his knees weak. He felt exposed in a way he hadn’t anticipated. The bull slid his foot over and tapped against Gerald’s hand and laughed. Gerald whimpered as his dick pushed against its constraints, sending jolts of pain into his belly.

“He’s doing his best to bust out of that cage, Jesus,” remarked the bull, still chuckling.

Then, with a sudden move that made Gerald yelp in protest, the bull had a fist in his hair. He was pulling him forward, toward the bed.

“Look at you,” the bull said mockingly. He paused for a moment, letting the silence make Gerald squirm. “Spying. Whimpering. Standing out there with your little cage over your leaking dick.”

Gerald’s face burned. He stared at the floor. He didn’t dare look up, but he was very aware that the bull’s cock was only a few inches from his head. His own dick throbbed inside the metal, each pulse sharp and punishing.

The bull moved to stand in front of him and tilted Gerald’s chin up, forcing him to take in the bull’s thick cock at eye level, still sticky from fucking his wife.

Gerald’s breath came in shallow, uneven pulls. His mind raced and he turned away; he couldn’t take the intensity of staring down that massive cock. The bull saw it and wouldn’t let him get away with it.

“Aww, are you scared of this?” the bull gestured to his cock, which was growing more erect with every moment. “Or are you scared that you want it?” He waited.

“That’s it, isn’t it? You want what your wife is getting,” the bull said bluntly. “Don’t you?”

Gerald’s entire body reacted at once—his dick jerking violently in the cage, as pain ripped into it. His wife leaned forward, resting her chin on her fists, eyes bright.

“Oh,” she said. “That question answered itself.”

The shame hit hard. He shook his head weakly, even as his body betrayed him again, a wet warmth spreading where it shouldn’t. The cage allowed no relief, only exposure.

“Look at him,” she continued. “He’s practically shaking.”

The bull gleefully smiled.

“Is that why you were spying?” he asked. “Because you wanted to be closer? Because you wanted to taste what she gets?” The bull stepped closer, looming over him and Gerald whimpered. He pressed his lips together, but it was too late. He couldn’t hide what he wanted. Gerald nodded helplessly, tears stinging the corners of his eyes. His dick throbbed painfully, slick with need and shame.

His wife moved to stand behind Gerald, leaning down to speak softly against his ear.

“This is what you deserve,” she said, her voice soft, but ice cold. “You know that don’t you? Because you’re such a dirty little pervert.”

“Yes,” he whispered. He squeezed his eyes shut.

For a moment, no one moved.

The bull moved even closer and Gerald knew when he opened his eyes, that cock would be ready to push into his mouth.

“Go ahead, open your mouth and taste that cock.”

Gerald knelt between them, shoulders rounded, head bowed. The cage throbbed mercilessly against him when he parted his lips and tilted his head forward. He didn’t have to really move at all before he felt that hot, thick, purple head push past his lips.

The bull exhaled slowly, a satisfied sound.

Gerald moaned and slid his lips over the shaft. At once he tasted the salt and sweetness of this stranger’s cum mixed with his wife’s. He gulped around it, pulling it into his mouth further without meaning to. He couldn’t even think, let alone figure out what to do next. But he didn’t have to.

The bull reached for his head, hands holding it firmly as he thrust forward, lodging his cock into Gerald’s throat.

“This… is what you get for being disobedient,” his wife purred into his ear. “You are not allowed to watch without my permission.”

Gerald shook his head in a panic, gagging on the cock in his throat and pulling back, but the bull held his head firmly. When the bull finally relented, pulling his thick rod from Gerald’s mouth with a soft pop, Gerald moaned. He had wanted more and everyone in the room knew it.

Gerald’s breathing was ragged as his dick pulsed violently inside the cage. He was suddenly aware of the slick and sticky spurts jetting from him as he ruined himself. Gerald whimpered pathetically as he gazed down at his own cum puddling into the carpet and shame flooded his body.

His wife noticed, of course.

“Oh,” she mocked. “Look at that. Well, you can’t pretend you aren’t enjoying yourself now, can you.”

His wife smiled and waited.

“I wanted to watch,” he said finally, voice cracking. “I wanted to see.”

“See what?” the bull pressed.

Gerald’s face burned. He could feel tears gathering now, hot and humiliating.

“You,” he admitted. “With her.”

The bull smiled broadly at that.

“And?”

“And…” Gerald’s voice dropped to a whisper. “I wanted more.”

“There it is,” his wife mocked. “You hear him? He wanted more.”

The bull nodded, smug and amused.

“Well,” he said, “if you’re going to spy and crave what isn’t yours, this is the price you pay.”

By the time it was over, Gerald was barely holding himself upright.

The cage had done exactly what it always did—denied him relief while taking everything else. His dick throbbed inside it, oversensitive and punished, slick with the evidence of his failure. The ruined release came without permission, leaving him gasping and humiliated, his face burning as he realized they were both watching it happen.

His body had betrayed him exactly the way it had every time he’d been on his knees in his wife’s bedroom since the first time he’d worn this cage. His dick responded eagerly to being exposed, to being humiliated, to being excluded, to being punished.

He didn’t have to be told. He bobbed forward, pushing his lips into the puddle. This was what he wanted now. As he slurped up his own salty, bitter fluids eagerly, he reveled in the shame that kept desire coursing through him. His dick was still punished by the tightness of the cage. His ruination no longer offered any relief but left him—if it was possible—even more aroused than before.

When he finished, he stayed where he was, wondering if he should stay or go.

Kneeling. Empty. Exposed.

No one told him to leave.

That silence stretched, his shame grew, until his wife spoke again.

“You know what you are now?” she asked. “You’re a cocksucker.”

Gerald nodded weakly, eyes on the damp spot he’d left in the carpet.

“Say it. Out loud. Look him in the eye and tell him you’re a cocksucker.”

Gerald whined. He hated how pathetic it sounded but knew they would wait until he did as he was told. He tilted his head up again, letting his gaze rest for a moment on the glorious erection in front of him. Finally, tearing his eyes away, he met the bull’s gaze.

“I... I’m a cocksucker,” he blurted out.

The bull chuckled, glancing away and grabbing Gerald’s wife, pulling her to him. Gerald watched, jealously coursing through him as this stranger caressed and kissed her body.

“Get out. Go back to your room—no more cock for you tonight,” he said. “I want to fuck your wife again.”

Gerald turned, feeling defeated and used. Not even bothering to stand, he crawled out of the room.

Later, alone in the quiet of his room, Gerald lay on his back staring at the ceiling and running through the events of the evening in his head. The cage was still punishing his dick, digging into him whenever he thought about what he’d done. He was just as aroused as he was when he had been watching from behind the door. Even more so, if he was honest. His mouth had been on another man’s cock!

Even now—especially now—his body was humming, nerves raw and sensitized, his mind replaying the sensations with cruel clarity. The shame clung to him and threaded through it was something else. Something that made his stomach twist.

He wanted to do it again.

Every movement reminded him of the ache, of the denial, of the way his body had responded violently to his punishment. He squeezed his eyes shut, willing the images away. But they wouldn’t fade. He saw himself kneeling again in front of that huge cock. Felt the humiliation in his body when he thought of his wife’s words.

“Go ahead, open your mouth and taste that cock.”

He winced in response to his dick’s jerk when he remembered the sound her bull had made when he had wrapped his lips around that purple head. Making his wife’s bull moan with pleasure had been unexpectedly intoxicating.

Oh god. What did that mean? What must his wife think of him now?

Probably with as much disdain as she always had, he thought. He suspected she had known he wouldn’t hesitate. But he hadn’t just not hesitated, he had followed her command with eagerness.

And it excited him.

He remembered the weight of his cock on his tongue, the taste of his wife and the bull’s own cum. He remembered how helpless he’d felt when the bull had grabbed his head and pushed his massive cock into Gerald’s throat. He remembered gagging on it and struggling to swallow it, knowing it would please his wife’s bull. He had wanted to make him moan again. Worst of all, he remembered the moment his body had given in and his own cum had oozed pathetically through the bars of his cage.

Another ruined orgasm—this one proof of what he was.

A cocksucker.

He turned onto his side, curling in on himself.

I hated it, but it was the punishment I deserved.

Another lie.

If he hated it, why was his body still responding? Why couldn’t he stop thinking about that hard cock, down the hall and the way it was forcing itself into his wife’s pussy—when he wanted it to force itself into his mouth again.


The Hunger

Gerald spent the week out of the cage and somehow, barely thought of his own dick. When he was free and it was possible to jerk off, somehow it was easier to resist. The moment that cage was locked in place the next Friday afternoon, Gerald was obsessed with cock—his own and the one his wife would be riding that night.

He was in the kitchen rinsing a plate at the sink, when she walked in, cage and key in hand.

“Come here,” she said. “Take your dick out.”

He didn’t hesitate and even though her tone was clinical, like he was getting a prostate exam in the doctor’s office, he felt his dick stiffen in response when he pulled down his shorts.

When she saw his half-chub, she grabbed it, shoving it into the cage quickly. Gerald gasped as she forced his dick into its metal prison.

“We don’t want to have to use the ice again,” she said.

It was all over, he was caged and locked, within a minute.

He was used to the abrupt ritual of her locking him away right before she left for a date. She said she knew there was zero chance he would be obedient while she was gone and Gerald knew she was right. And so, he was caged every time because he was weak and couldn’t be trusted.

He thought about that as he watched through the living room window as her bull approached the front door. He was the same one as last week. Same cock. That would be all he thought about tonight. Minutes would creep by as his obsession and arousal grew, forcing his dick against the bars of its cage. Gerald knew what her bull’s cock looked like, knew the sound his wife made when he fucked her, knew what that cock tasted like.

Oh god. I want to suck his cock again.

Gerald squeezed his eyes shut and tried to block out the memories from last week as he turned and scurried off to his room. He couldn’t bear the humiliation of answering the door and coming face-to-face with the man whose cock he’d sucked.

I’m a cocksucker.

He told himself he would stay in his room. He tried to distract himself with reading, tidying, finally zoning out with the TV until he heard the front door open again. They were back. He tried to keep his focus on the show he was watching. He tried to focus on anything else to keep from thinking about what was happening down the hall. He knew from the sound of his wife’s laugh, she’d had too much wine at dinner. He knew from the sound of low murmurs that another man was talking dirty to his wife as he led her into the bedroom. He remembered those sounds of seduction and knew it meant his wife was going to get fucked. Again.

He flashed on the memory of his wife’s bull pulling out of her, cock dripping lewdly as he walked toward Gerald who was standing frozen with fright in the doorway of the bedroom.

Fuck.

Gerald’s breath caught when the cage made itself known, punishing him for thinking about another man’s cock. The ache sharpened into unbearable spikes of pain that shot into his belly.

When their voices softened and Gerald heard the door to the bedroom shut, he stood. He didn’t move for a moment, like he hadn’t already decided to venture down the hall. Then he stepped to the door of his room and turned the knob. A flicker of excitement sizzled through his body as he slipped into the hall and snuck quietly toward the door of his wife’s bedroom. His hand was in his pants, massaging the cage like it wasn’t there. He told himself he was just restless. That he was just going to listen.

That was another lie.

I shouldn’t be here.

Of course he shouldn’t be there. He’d heard the door to her bedroom close. The fact that it was open was obviously a trap—meant to tempt him into breaking the rules again—he knew it—and broke the rules anyway.

His breathing turned ragged as he pressed his face against the frame of the door and peeked through the crack. He watched the bull lay his wife out on the bed and kneel between her spread thighs. She was splayed out, head at the end of the bed, breasts exposed, nipples rock hard and legs spread wide as she gazed up at her bull. He squeezed his eyes shut, but he still saw the scene in his mind. He could imagine it exactly, down to the thick veiny cock that was now fully erect and resting in her bull’s hand as he stroked it, slowly from base to tip. Gerald exhaled loudly. Louder than he intended. He told himself it was just breath. Just a reaction he hadn’t fully controlled. But some small, treacherous part of him wondered—hoped—it might be heard.

His heart pounded as he watched that hand slide up and down the shaft already slick with precum. He knew that cock would soon be deep inside his wife, thrusting and making her scream. He was so lost in the rapture of watching the bull stroke and remembering the taste of his cock, he didn’t register when the stroking stopped.

But it had. He didn’t know for how long, but he knew immediately something was wrong. His eyes flickered upward and met the bull’s staring right at him.

He moaned in agony as his cage bit into his dick again. He had been caught and there was no avoiding his punishment. He didn’t even try to hold back. Excitement flared inside him. His heart leapt into his throat.

“Gerald,” the bull said his name.

He opened his mouth to answer, but all that came out was a tiny squawk.

“Come in here,” his wife said when she too realized Gerald was spying at the door.

Gerald swallowed and stepped into the bedroom, hand still wrapped around his cage, thumb sliding over the bars. He stood there, stark naked but for the cage, shame flooding through him but laced with something else.

Anticipation.

Like a snake that feeds on itself, the shame of knowing he wanted his punishment just fed his arousal and he felt dizzy with it.

“You know what the penalty is, for spying,” his wife said.

The bull had a wicked grin on his face as he angled off the bed and walked toward Gerald. His wife followed and when they both reached up, he dropped to his knees, head tilted down.

“I’m sorry,” he rasped.

He hadn’t meant to get caught.

Another lie.

He hadn’t been able to stop thinking about this cock and he knew he’d done everything but announce he was outside the door. And now his wife was behind him, her hand sliding into his hair, fisting it and pushing him forward.

“Suck it, Gerald, swallow it all.”

His mouth was already open when that purple head pushed against his lips. The bull half moaned, half chuckled.

“Fuck, your boy wants it bad.”

“Hmmm,” he heard his wife murmur as he opened wider and let that thick rod sink into his throat. “I think maybe he’s enjoying this a little too much.”

He felt his wife push more, holding his head in place as her bull started thrusting. Gerald gagged on it, struggling to keep himself together as his throat was fucked. This time, he could feel his flaccid cock jerking and knew he was squirting all over the floor. He didn’t even care that when they were done, he would be licking up the mess. He felt so weak and so submissive, like he was meant to do this. Meant to suck cock. It was what he deserved.

Gerald whimpered as humiliation washed over him at this thought, at how eager he was to suck, and how much it turned him on when he heard the bull moan with pleasure. Then he heard his wife say what he hadn’t even realized he desperately wanted to hear.

“Make him swallow your cum.”

Gerald lay in bed, the taste of cum still on his lips as he thought about what he’d become. His wife realized it. She knew he wanted it. She knew he wanted to do it again.

She’d sent him back to his room after he had gulped down her bull’s massive load and cleaned up his own paltry mess. He’d felt like he’d made a lake in the carpet as he’d swallowed that load directly from the source. But when he’d lowered himself to suck his own cum out of the carpet, his load had been pathetic compared to what the bull had emptied down his throat.

This is how it would be from now on. He would get caught. He would be forced to humiliate himself and kneel before the bull and suck his cock. His massive cock. Gerald had never felt inadequate in that department but then, he’d never had a constant comparison staring him in the face.

His dick did its best to escape the cage every time he thought about it. About how big it was, how it felt in his mouth, how hot cum was when the bull came directly in his mouth. About the shame and humiliation of knowing this is what he was meant to be.

A cocksucker.

He couldn’t wait to do it again.


The Reward

It didn’t take long for Gerald to realize that he had replaced the need for his own orgasm with the need to make his wife’s bull cum. And it didn’t take long for him to realize that his wife intended to deny him that too.

The last time he’d been “punished” for watching had been weeks ago. He’d stopped trying to hide it as he spied from the doorway any time his wife had a guest. He’d watched her get fucked. He’d watched her suck magnificent cocks and swallow cum. He’d even watched when, once, her bull had pulled out of her mouth and cum all over her face.

It made him ache with jealousy. It was yet another new source of shame. He wasn’t jealous of the man cumming down his wife’s throat or cumming on her face, he was jealous of his wife. He was jealous she had a cock in her mouth and he didn’t.

He had started to push his limits. He had stopped pretending he wasn’t watching, even pushing the door open and standing there in full view while he watched.

But she had just ignored him. And she’d clearly told her bull to ignore him too. He would watch every time. He had even started kneeling in the corner, playing with his balls, fondling his cage. And even when he would greedily lick up his own cum as he ruined himself over and over, his wife and her bull ignored him.

He was breaking the rules, but nothing happened afterward.

No correction.

No cock sucking.

No being used to clean up the aftermath of his own weakness.

Being ignored was worse than the mortification he’d felt the first time he’d opened his mouth for cock.

He lay awake at night replaying everything—every past punishment, every moment on his knees, every ruined release that had left him shaking and ashamed and satisfied in a way he hadn’t understood until it was gone. The memory of it lodged in him like a splinter, painful and persistent.

His desperation grew until he couldn’t tolerate it anymore. Gerald sat on the edge of the bed with his hands fisted in the sheets. His frustration peaked as he heard the front door close, another bull leaving after a weekend of debauchery he had been left out of. His cock throbbed uselessly inside the cage.

He couldn’t take it anymore.

He stood and went to find her.

She was in the living room, relaxed, glowing in post-coital bliss. She looked up when he entered, eyebrow arching slightly.

“Yes?” she asked.

Gerald’s heart pounded. The words seemed to gag in his throat as humiliation washed over him.

“I—” He swallowed. “I don’t understand.”

She set her phone aside slowly, giving him her full attention.

“What don’t you understand?” she asked.

“You haven’t…” He trailed off, heat flooding his face. “You haven’t punished me.”

She smiled and it was clear she had been expecting this.

“You mean, I haven’t made you suck cock.”

Gerald gaped, not sure what to say.

“That’s the thing, I have been punishing you, Gerald. I’ve been denying you exactly what you so desperately want.”

“But—” Gerald shook his head, frustration leaking into his voice despite himself. “I don’t— I don’t want it.”

Another lie.

She didn’t say anything at all. She just stared at him, waiting for him to speak.

“I… need it,” he said meekly.

She got up off the couch and walked to him, circling around. She leaned in close, voice dropping.

“Because you liked it,” she said. “Because you’re a cocksucker. Say it.”

Gerald’s knees nearly buckled.

“You arranged to get caught,” she went on, merciless now. “You didn’t mean to, of course. You never do. But you stood too close. You lingered. You made noise. All so you could be dragged in and corrected again.”

He shook his head weakly. “That’s not—”

“Of course it is,” she said gleefully.

“You love it. You love sucking cock, being humiliated, licking up your own mess. I can’t say I am surprised.”

Gerald stared at the floor, shame crashing through him in heavy waves.

“So, here’s how it’s going to be,” she said. “You’ll watch every time. You’ll kneel. You’ll ache. And you won’t be allowed to do anything else… until you beg.”

His breath came fast and shallow.

“What?” he asked before he could stop himself.

She smiled.

“Until. You. Beg. You have to beg for it, to tell whoever I have over that you are a cocksucker and you want to suck his cock.”

The words echoed in his head.

Cocksucker.

“You’re going to learn that rewards are earned,” she continued. “And punishment is not something you’re going to enjoy.”

Gerald ached with dread at the thought of humiliating himself with each new man she brought home. The thought was unbearable and of course, unbearably arousing. His pride kept him from giving in immediately.

He knelt. He watched as his wife let other men touch her, let their hands roam over her body and their cocks thrust inside her. His body reacted with ruthless consistency, the cage biting deeper each time, his arousal humiliating and painful. He greedily licked up his own mess every time he embarrassed himself.

And of course, he embarrassed himself every time.

Every day his need to suck cock plagued his thoughts and fantasies.

He thought about nothing else, one looping need that crowded out everything else. He replayed the past obsessively—the feel, the taste, the throbbing hard thickness that filled his mouth—the humiliation and shame. The way he had been used. The way he had surrendered and submitted to this new purpose.

God, he missed it.

More than he missed his own orgasm.

Cocksucker.

Finally, he found himself on his knees right next to the bed. He had inched his way closer, transfixed by the bull who had been fucking his wife for hours. He had counted the orgasms. Her bull had cum inside her three times and he was still hard. Huge and hard and Gerald knew his cock was covered in the taste of his wife and the cum he craved.

“Please,” he whispered as the bull pulled his cock from his wife’s dripping pussy.

He swallowed hard. His entire body trembled now, exhaustion and need tangled so tightly he couldn’t tell where one ended and the other began.

“Please what?” his wife asked, lifting her head.

His voice broke. He bowed his head, humiliation crashing over him in hot waves.

“Need what?” she asked. “Use your words, Gerald.”

“I need to suck his cock, please,” Gerald pleaded.

“Don’t tell me, tell him. Look at him and ask for what you want.”

“I want to be used,” he said. “I want… I.”

He couldn’t get the words out.

“Look at me,” her bull said, voice low, baritone and cold.

Gerald reflexively met his gaze, unable to resist, but whimpered pathetically as the bull stared back at him and waited.

“Tell him what you are,” his wife commanded.

“I’m a cocksucker,” Gerald whined.

The words spilled out faster now, unstoppable.

“I want to suck it,” Gerald said hoarsely. “I want to suck your cock. I want to taste your cum. I want you to cum in my mouth too.”

The room was silent.

His wife met her bull’s questioning gaze and nodded.

Relief hit him so hard it almost hurt.

He’d finally stopped lying to himself.

The bull turned toward him and angled his cock so Gerald could wrap his lips around it.

He let it slide over his tongue and into his throat. Finally. He moaned in pleasure as he worked his mouth over the bull’s massive girth.

The cage still hurt.

But Gerald just kept sucking. It was humiliating. It was degrading. He felt used and emasculated and he knew by the end he would be swallowing the bull’s massive load. And most certainly he would be licking his own mess off the floor.

But this is what he wanted. Shame was now the reward.


The Craving


The Craving

Only a day has passed since Gerald came to the realization that his wife is deliberately changing him, conditioning him to want what he shouldn’t. There’s no going back now; he’s had his mouth on another man’s cock, tasted another man’s cum. And he can’t stop thinking about it.

Her offer of a real orgasm in exchange for him eagerly sucking off her bull and swallowing a load is catnip to him. It has been so long since he’s been able to cum like a real man that doing so feels almost foreign to him.

He can’t wait to do it again. To cum again. And, face flushing, he wants to suck cock again too.

This morning, his wife told him the only real orgasms he will ever get are as a reward for swallowing cum. This is how it should be. He no longer expects to cum without earning it in some debased and humiliating way. The anticipation has him hard as a rock.

Gerald sneaks a quick “adjustment” of his stiff dick in his boxers but quickly returns to the laundry he is folding when he hears his wife coming down the hall.

He keeps folding the laundry even though he feels her watching him from the doorway of her bedroom. His face flushes when he looks up. She has already seen his erection tenting his boxers. He’s been caught.

“You’re starting to push your luck when you’re not locked up,” she says. There’s no point in denying it. He hasn’t been able to resist taking advantage of being out of his cage.

“I let you cum once. Now you think you can just jerk off whenever you like.”

Gerald’s dick twitches, betraying him with a confession of his crimes. He nods too quickly, somehow eager to be honest even if it means being punished. Or maybe because he wants it.

“I think you need to be locked up all the time,” she says almost like she regrets it. “You clearly can’t be trusted. But I’ve got something for you.”

Gerald panics as his wife hands him the small, pink phallus. He sighs in relief when he realizes it’s a butt plug and not the cage he expected. He had been sure she was going to lock him up right there.

He stares. Where did she get a butt plug? He realizes then that it’s the plug he bought her years ago, for Valentine’s Day, as a half-joking attempt to push her into butt stuff. She’d balked, of course. And now that little plug is back to haunt him.

“I won’t cage you during the week, yet. But I do want you wearing this every day,” she says, holding up the plug. “If you behave, then the cage stays off. But if you fuck up, I’m going to cage you permanently.”

Gerald nods eagerly. Anything to keep his dick out of the cage. She approaches him by the bed and he sees she has a small bottle in her hand as well. Lube. His stomach sinks.

“Turn around,” she says.

He gulps nervously and turns away from her, bending over the freshly folded laundry.

“After this, you can put it in yourself every day when you get home from work,” she says. Gerald hears the lube bottle pop open. “For a few hours at least. All night if you can take it.”

He tries not to fidget or squirm but covertly rubs his dick against the freshly washed towels when her fingers slip under the waistband of his shorts and tug them down. His moan fills the room as the plug sinks easily into his ass.

“You have to learn to control yourself, Gerald. No touching your dick and no cumming, no matter how much you want it. If I catch you, the cage goes on. Do you understand?”

“Yes,” he says, shocked it comes out as a feminine whimper.

She chuckles to herself as she pushes the slick toy in and out a few times and his whimper erupts into shameless moaning.

“Oh, you already love it, don’t you.”

He does. He pushes his hips, instinctively wanting more, wanting the plug deeper. After a few moments of fucking him, she pushes it all the way in as deep as it will go and the ridge at the bottom seats into place.

Oh god.

A gush of precum soaks Gerald’s boxers as he wails in such a high pitch, he would swear the sound was a woman if he wasn’t making it himself.

“Wear it until bedtime and then you can take it out. Tomorrow, you’ll be responsible for putting it in yourself as soon as you are home from work.”

Gerald fondles his dick through his boxers as he grapples with what’s happening inside him. He doesn’t even realize he’s doing it until she startles him.

“Gerald!” she barks.

“I’m sorry, I’m sorry, I didn’t mean to,” Gerald pleads, terrified that the cage will go on only 30 seconds after the plug.

“Jesus, Gerald, get it together,” she says disgustedly. “I will cage you.”

He sighs with relief when she turns and leaves the room.

Later, alone in the bathroom, he studies his reflection longer than usual.

Nothing has changed.

The thinning hair. The softening jawline. It’s the familiar shape of his own face, but the man—the husband he was is long gone. Will he ever get to feel like a real man again? Will he ever get to have sex with his wife? Does he want to?

He has jerked off so many nights to this fantasy, telling himself how amazing it would feel to live it out. And now he’s squirming through dinner with his wife with a plug in his ass and his free will nowhere to be found.

He tries not to rock his hips forward, because when he does that it pushes the plug deeper and he has to bite his lip to keep from moaning. He’s aroused. He’s humiliated and the two feed on each other as he struggles to focus on what his wife is saying.

“I’m surprised you’re not more excited.”

Gerald snaps into focus, wondering what she means.

“Huh,” he says dumbly.

She stops and watches for a moment, then laughs shortly. He hasn’t heard a word she’s said.

“I said… I have a date tonight. Mark is coming over this evening. I expected more excitement.”

Her smile is sly. She doesn’t have to say anything more. Gerald whimpers excitedly when the rush of precum soaks his boxers. He gets to suck cock. He gets to cum.

He wants to taste her bull’s cum again.

Gerald is on his best behavior when he answers the door for Mark.

His face goes pink. His wife knows he wants this man’s cock, so he must know too.

Oh god.

When his wife walks into the living room, she dismisses Gerald. She doesn’t even let him stay to make drinks.

“Go to the bedroom, get naked, kneel beside the bed and wait. And no touching. I will know if you have.”

“Yes, ma’am,” Gerald replies without even thinking. He doesn’t look down because he knows his dick is doing its best to break his zipper. He turns away and heads to the bedroom. The plug is driving him mad with constant pressure that shifts every time he moves.

As he leaves, he hears warm, lust-filled greetings behind him. Kissing and murmurs of intimacy he’s not entitled to.

By the time the couple follows him to the bedroom, he’s been waiting on the floor so long, his legs are numb. His eyes are on the floor when they walk past him, but his wife stops and slips two fingers under his chin.

“Eyes up. Watch us,” she says as she glances down at his swollen, purple dick standing at attention. “Without touching.”

Gerald nods and swallows, scared to say anything that might come out as a high-pitched squeak.

He can’t tear his eyes away from the sight of that fat, hard cock as her bull kneels on the bed over her. He teases her pussy, rubbing his head over it before leaning in to kiss her deeply. And when he deftly glides into her with one stroke, she cries out against his lips.

Gerald’s balls ache. The urge to stroke, unbearable. He sits on his hands to keep from touching himself as his wife’s bull stretches her pussy with his thick cock. His mouth is watering as he fails to keep away thoughts of catching precum from that magnificent cock with his tongue.

And God help him, he waits for his turn.

He doesn’t realize that he’s started rocking his hips forward again, pushing the plug ever so slightly up his ass with his fingers. If either of them had bothered to look his way, they’d have seen the pathetic sight of Gerald riding that plug, hands under his ass and eyes glued to the fucking happening in front of him. His mouth hangs open and drool drips down his chin and onto the hardest erection Gerald has had in years.

His wife finally looks his way while she’s whispering something into her bull’s ear. Gerald struggles, but to his mortification, all he hears are the words “he wants to suck your cock.”

Her bull laughs out loud and Gerald wants to disappear into the floor when his dick jerks and dribbles a generous amount of precum in response.

“Come here,” his wife commands as she disentangles herself from her bull’s embrace. “Turn around, bend over and show him your new toy.”

Heat creeps up Gerald’s neck as he crosses to the bed and turns away from them, bending over to show off his plugged ass. He gasps when he feels it being wiggled and tugged from his ass.

“I started training his ass today,” she says as she shoves the plug back in, fucking in and out of his ass and making him moan like a slut.

A sudden sharp crack against Gerald’s ass cheek makes him stand up straight at attention again.

“On the floor cocksucker,” Mark says as he slides his own hand over his thick erection a few times, priming himself.

Gerald is on the floor in an instant, knowing exactly what comes next as he stares reverently at the hard cock in his face. The sudden fingers wrapped around his own erection makes him dizzy, painfully aware of how hard he is and how much his balls ache. Nobody has to tell him he is going to suck cock; his mouth is open. He’s already drooling for it.

“Go slower. Worship him with your mouth,” she whispers in his ear. One hand is on his dick, gliding down his shaft, the other is at the back of his neck, gently guiding him to swallow that purple head.

When Mark groans, Gerald pushes to swallow as much cock as he can.

“Good boy,” his wife says, sliding her hand down to wrap around Gerald’s dick as he deep throats her bull. Gerald sucks with abandon, spurred by his wife’s fingers and Mark’s groans of pleasure. His wife slides her fingers into his hair, gripping it and guiding him while she expertly massages his dick, keeping him on the edge until just the right moment.

“Make him cum in your mouth,” she urges. “Swallow it.”

Mark is moaning louder, growling and thrusting his hips urging Gerald to suck more aggressively. Gerald answers his moan with soft needy whimpers.

When it happens, when that salty bitter cum fills his mouth and he gulps it down, his wife is ready. She shoves him forward and he chokes on Mark’s cock when it lodges in his throat. Tears stream down his cheeks when she deftly strokes him into release, moving her hand to cover his head and catch every drop he spurts into her fingers.

When he’s finally allowed to gasp for air again, as Mark pulls his cock clear of Gerald’s mouth, his wife replaces it with her own fingers.

“Lick. Get every drop.”

Gerald eagerly sucks on his wife’s fingers while his cock still pulses with pleasure. There is no hesitation. He leans into it obediently, not stopping until he’s sure there’s nothing left.

When he’s finished, he keeps his eyes on the floor, avoiding whatever look of mockery he knows there is on both his wife and Mark’s faces. But she doesn’t let him get away with this for long, cupping his chin and tipping his face up to meet her gaze.

“Good boy,” she says, her tone amused. “I don’t remember you ever cumming that hard.”

Gerald just nods, face so red it feels like he could burst into flames. Now that he has a reprieve from his painful arousal, their scrutiny is unbearable.

“And you want to sleep with your plug in tonight, don’t you.”

It’s not a question. He doesn’t want to, really. Now that he has been allowed to cum, for once he just wants to escape to his own room and sleep. But he nods obediently anyway.

“Alright. Go. Shower and go to bed.”

“Dream of my cock,” Mark jokes as Gerald hurries from the room to escape their laughter.

When he lies down after his shower, he is surprisingly contented and satisfied. The plug is still there, but it no longer feels uncomfortably stimulating. It feels…comfortable.

The sounds coming from down the hall tell him that Mark is fucking his wife again. Roughly from the sound of her cries and the bed creaking. He smiles as his eyes drift shut. He’s too exhausted to be anything other than pleased she’s getting another round with Mark’s glorious cock.

For the first time in a long while, sleep comes easily.

Gerald wakes before his alarm, body already aware before his mind catches up.

After removing his plug, showering, and starting coffee, he thinks about what he needs to get done today as he makes breakfast for his wife and her bull.

His thoughts wander to the night before so he is distracted when his wife comes up behind him.

“Good morning, pet,” she murmurs sleepily.

“Good morning, Goddess,” Gerald replies as he presents her with a steaming mug of coffee already prepared just the way she likes it. She takes it and hands him the plug she’s been holding.

“You forgot this in the bathroom,” she says, grinning.

“I... I thought I only had to wear it for part of the day,” Gerald stammers.

“Oh, that’s true,” she says casually. “I just thought you might like to let me put it back in.”

She lets the suggestion hang in the air for a moment and then moves closer, letting her robe fall open as she presses her body against his back.

“You like that, don’t you, slut,” she says with her lips barely grazing his ear.

Gerald shivers, gasping out a soft “Yes, ma’am” before he can stop himself.

When had he fallen into such submissive behavior without being ordered to? Addressing his wife as “Goddess” and “ma’am” no longer seems optional to him. Everything he does is designed to please her regardless of her demanding it.

Her hand is pressing on the middle of his back and he responds automatically, bending over the counter.

“I’m proud of you,” she says. “You were so obedient last night, and such an eager cocksucker.”

The praise hits harder than he expects. Pride stirs him and immediately mixes with shame when her fingers slip beneath his waistband to pull down his shorts. His ass is exposed and his balls ache with tightness.

“Hmm, I left the lube in the bedroom,” she says, pausing for a moment. He feels her absence behind him and turns to look in time to see her pulling a jar of coconut oil from the pantry. His face reddens and he turns back to face the counter.

He moans softly at first, when he feels her fingers pushing between his cheeks. He’s pushing back against her fingers as they rub the oil over his asshole. She chuckles.

“So eager already,” she says.

Gerald can’t help but whimper at her words and doesn’t even try to stop himself when he feels the plug slowly working its way inside him. She doesn’t push it all the way in like last time, however, opting instead to slowly thrust it in and out. Her movements grow stronger as Gerald gets louder.

“What an anal whore,” she mocks. “Look at you.”

All Gerald can do is moan in response. He only gets louder when she grabs his rigid dick. Her coconut oil-coated fingers slowly stroke him into a frenzy.

In only moments, he is gasping on the edge and ready to do anything she wants. She lets go of his cock and lodges the plug into place. Gerald whimpers dejectedly.

“Please…” he begs frantically, hips still thrusting his dick outward.

She laughs when his face contorts with frustration.

“Take some coffee to Mark. And… if you’d like to earn another reward, offer to suck his morning wood.”

She smirks as her words sink in. She stops him when he’s pulling up his shorts.

“Take those off, you don’t need them.”

Gerald’s mouth goes dry. He should be more conflicted, but as he pours another mug of coffee and heads for the bedroom, he’s eager to be on his knees sucking another load out of Mark’s fat cock.

Gerald is confused. He likes sucking cock but is that because he enjoys it or because his wife has brainwashed him to tie it to his own orgasm. It doesn’t really matter anymore. He will do whatever it takes to get to cum. As he hands Mark his coffee, he drops to his knees.

“May I suck your cock, please?” The words rush out.


Training

Gerald has been waiting. He’s frustrated and horny and locked in his cage. Again. It has been three weeks since he last had a cock in his mouth, since he was last allowed to cum. He expected her to bring someone home the following weekend, but instead, she’d locked his cage, plugged his ass, and told him to be a good boy on her way out the door.

And she hadn’t returned until the next morning!

“Am I being punished?” he’d asked.

“Not everything is about you,” was her only reply.

In the following weeks, he’s locked and plugged, the cage biting every time she leaves the house. By Sunday, he’s tense, irritable, and fighting the urge to snap at his wife.

“When do you think you’ll bring another date home?” he asks more than once.

After a while, she doesn’t bother answering him at all. The fourth time he asks, she tells him the more he asks, the longer it will be. Gerald is acting like a toddler and walks off in a huff, spending the rest of the afternoon in his bedroom.

That evening, Gerald lingers in the doorway of her bedroom, watching her dress for another night out. He sulks in silence, but his dick gets harder when she pulls her silk stocking up her thigh and clips it to the garter waiting there.

“Will you be home tonight?” he asks when he can’t resist any longer.

“Is Mark coming back soon?”

“Did I do something wrong?”

She doesn’t respond to any of his pestering questions, just arches a brow at him as she spritzes her perfume on her pulse points. His stomach drops. Another night alone. Heat creeps up his neck and his jaw tightens with frustration.

The cage feels tight, punishingly restrictive. The plug just sits there now. It doesn’t give him the thrill it did before. His arousal no longer feels like a pleasant ache—it feels unresolved, insistent, painful.

“It’s been weeks!” he says, wincing when she arches a brow.

“I’ve been good,” he insists. “I do what you tell me. I wait. I don’t touch. I—I thought I was doing what you want.”

She sighs, expression softening but still annoyed.

“You need something to do to keep you busy,” she says, disappearing into her walk-in closet. Gerald’s mouth hangs open when she returns with a large bottle of lube and a very long, very thick dildo.

“I’m giving you an assignment. It’s probably going to take a while, so don’t get into a rush and hurt yourself,” she says as she holds out the dildo and lube. Gerald reaches for both with trembling hands. He has been so eager for what comes next, but now there is a knot forming in the pit of his stomach.

She leans in, her voice warm again, reassuring. “Start out slow, ten minutes at a time. First, use your plug, get it loosened up. Then, use lots of lube and… try.”

“Try?”

“See how much you can take. It’s probably going to take you a while to figure it out. You won’t get it the first time. Forcing it won’t get you anywhere, and it shouldn’t hurt. You’ll have to figure out how to relax and just kinda let it in,” she explains.

“But once you do…” she trails off and grins.

Gerald’s pulse pounds in his ears. Anticipation courses through him as he pictures himself on all fours, thrusting this thing into him and immediately, shame floods his face, tinting his cheeks and leaving him dizzy.

“Then you get to fuck yourself, but no more than 10 minutes at a time,” she adds, “and when you can cum from doing that, we’ll talk about what comes next.”

She leaves him there, speechless in response to her words, standing there dumbly with his bottle of lube and his new toy.

And she’s right. His first attempt is clumsy and forced. He pushes hard against his asshole but doesn’t get it in. He’s too eager, he thinks, realizing he has used nearly half the bottle of lube. He’s sore and he’s exhausted, so he gives up for the night.

He lies in bed feeling dirty and frustrated. He liked it, playing with his own ass. What does that make him? And even though she said he wouldn’t get it in the first time, he feels like he failed. But at least all this effort distracts him from his tortured imagination. As he fitfully tries to sleep, he can’t stop thinking about who his wife is with and what they are doing to her.

The next night, as soon as she’s gone, he’s at it again. He thinks about her words, about relaxing and letting his ass suck the cock into him. He battles with it again, frustrated and sweating as he pushes fruitlessly against his asshole. Just when he’s ready to give up a second time, something shifts. Just gives way somehow and the dildo slips in. Almost easily, his ass is gobbling it up just like she said it would. All the lube he’s been using makes it effortless to push the entire cock into himself.

“Oh gawwwwd,” he wails, overwhelmed with sensations of pleasure and surrender and need.

Tentatively, he pulls it back a little and gently pushes it in, directly into that spot that makes him squeal again.

“Unnnggghhh!”

And then he’s fucking himself. His hips thrust and buck as he pushes the dildo deep inside. It’s foreign and invasive. He’s cautious at first, moving slow with a steady rhythm. Soon he’s pumping away with abandon and moaning with every stroke. After a few minutes he pushes deep and hard and leaves it seated, pressing against his prostate. He pants and squirms, pushing his ass into the air. The rush of arousal is dizzying and unbearable until he flips over and drives his ass into the bed.

Finally, when a jolt of pain shoots from his cock up into his belly, he stops and slowly eases his dildo out of his ass. The duvet on his bed is soaked with precum and Gerald is dizzy with arousal. In an instant, he’s up on all fours, rubbing his tongue over the spot and pulling the fabric into his mouth to suck on his own juices.

“So… I see you got it in,” his wife says from somewhere behind him.

Gerald whips around with a yelp.

She looks down at the wet spot on the bed.

“Is that…?”

Gerald shakes his head, unable to meet her gaze.

“It’s just precum,” he says almost inaudibly.

His wife shakes her head, disgust flickering across her face as she turns and walks out, leaving Gerald alone with his mess.

Heat rushes into his cheeks. Humiliated again. Caught doing something he wouldn’t have dared even weeks ago. His stomach twists as the scene replays in his head: his ass in the air as he sucked up from the bedspread the evidence of what he had done to himself. Of how much he had enjoyed it.

The dildo still lies where he dropped it. Only minutes earlier, it had been buried inside him, impossibly deep. And he’d loved it. Loved the feeling of being full and violated—used. Even now, his cage bites into him, painfully tight.

He swallows hard. When is the last time he’d stroked himself? It seems irrelevant. His craving has shifted. After being caught, after the humiliation, he has a constant craving for it—being filled, stretched, and invaded in a way that has left him buzzing with need.

His cock twitches in his cage. The memory alone sends a pulse of sensation through him, tightening in his belly. He squeezes his eyes shut, shame and arousal twisting together to make the cage even tighter.

God, he wants it again.

The urge to grab the dildo is almost irresistible when memories of shoving it inside himself fill his mind. Instead of indulging, he pushes off the bed and escapes to the shower, drowning his craving in hot water.

It doesn’t help.

He gives up on the shower and crawls back into bed, collapsing from exhaustion into fitful dreams of bouncing on his new toy.


Desperation

When the following weekend arrives, Gerald is overwhelmed with obsessive need.

Frustrated by his wife’s restriction of his anal training to nights when she’s out, he has turned to porn as a distraction. But he’s only interested in anal porn. He starts with men fucking women in the ass. Then quickly moves to women fucking men in the ass with strap-ons. But after four days of anticipation, when his wife catches him watching—it’s gay porn—men fucking men.

The new low, the new level of humiliation just makes the craving worse.

For once, Gerald hovers by the door anxiously waiting for his wife to leave so he can stuff himself with his toy cock.

“No more than 10 minutes of cock for you,” she reminds him as she’s headed for the door. Damn. If he could just keep going, he’s sure he would be gushing cum everywhere by the end of the night. Instead, he obediently thrusts for just ten minutes of intense pleasure and arousal before putting away his toys and spending the rest of the evening feeling empty and unsatisfied.

The next night, he repeats the ritual. Emptiness and dissatisfaction chase him throughout his evening as he struggles not to think about who is fucking his wife and how many times they get to cum—and how he’s not getting to suck that cock after it slides out of his wife.

By the following weekend, his desperation gets the best of him.

“Ten minutes isn’t enough!” he blurts as his wife reminds him of his 10-minute limit on her way out.

His wife stops at the door but doesn’t turn around.

Gerald braces, panic creeping in.

“Fine. No time limit. You can fuck your ass as long as you want,” she says, walking out the door without waiting for a response.

Yes!

Gerald wants to drop to his knees and kiss her feet with gratitude, but she’s already gone. Moments later, he is on his knees in his own room, with the dildo suctioned to the floor and pistoning into his ass as he bounces up and down.  

That one change makes all the difference. The freedom to fuck his own ass with abandon is all that he needs. After three weeks of intense frustration and limits, by the end of the evening, Gerald is gasping and whimpering like an animal when cum finally shoots from his cage with every thrust.

The release tears through him with such force that he collapses forward, spent and shaking, the aftereffects rippling through him long after it is over. In the aftermath, he curls into himself on the floor, gasping for breath as cum pools beneath him.

When his wife comes home that evening, he is waiting at the door. She stops short, not expecting to see him right inside the door, but her face says she knows immediately why he’s there.

“Already?” she says, setting her bag down.

“I came so hard,” he says, unable to hide his enthusiasm, adrenaline still pulsing through him.

Her eyebrow arches as she smiles slyly.

“Good,” she says. “You’re ready then.”

Gerald follows her like a puppy as she heads down the hall to her bedroom. When she realizes he’s following closely, she stops at her door and sends him to bed.

“Go to bed,” she says with a mischievous grin. She knows he wants more detail and she’s enjoying not giving him anything.

But he doesn’t have to wait too long, because the very next evening, his wife informs him that Mark is coming by for dinner.

When the knock comes at the door, Gerald’s pulse spikes, and he tries not to race to answer the door. He’s sure this means he will be rewarded for his efforts with some cock sucking and a cage-free orgasm. His dick has been pulsing in his cage since his wife told him Mark was coming.

“Gerald feels the familiar heat bloom—shame and arousal—when he overhears Mark and his wife talking about him over dinner. He is still standing just outside the dining room when his wife calls him in.

“Come here, Gerald,” she says in a low voice revealing she knows he’s been listening.

Gerald obeys, slipping into the room pink-faced at having been caught listening, eyes cast down to her shoes.

“Unzip and take out your cage,” she instructs as she lifts his cage key from around her neck. Gerald is mortified but obedient as he pulls down his zipper and presents his cage. It’s not the first time his wife’s bull has seen him locked in his cage, but the humiliation is still sharp as he pulls himself out of his pants.

After she unlocks and removes his cage, his wife’s hand sliding down his shaft is a shock. His dick is at half-mast before she finishes her first stroke and when he realizes she and her bull are both laughing, he’s fully erect almost instantly.

“Someone is ready to go,” his wife mocks. “Go to the bedroom, strip and kneel by the bed to wait for us. We’ll be in soon.” 


Starvation

Heat floods Gerald’s chest before he can escape to the bedroom, dick bouncing as he rushes to follow his wife’s instructions. In just moments, he’s naked, kneeling and trying to steady his panting. It seems impossible to get his excitement under control. He’s finally getting to suck cock again, that means getting a real orgasm.

When his wife and her bull finally make their way into the bedroom, Gerald’s knees and balls are aching. His dick is still fully erect and he practically drools when the couple climbs onto the bed.

Jealousy knots in his stomach, even though they’ve done this before. He has to sit on his hands to keep them off his throbbing hard-on while another man kisses and caresses his wife.

This is what he deserves. But this is also what he wants. He’s so eager, he could cum from anticipation alone. He holds back, biting his lip to keep the moans from escaping while he steals glimpses of Mark’s massive erection as he kisses and caresses his wife.

The sex escalates quickly, the room filling with sound and motion and the undeniable awareness that Gerald is being teased. Gerald is at the edge of the bed on his knees as his wife wraps her lips around that swollen purple head he craves. His mouth is watering and he doesn’t even try to stop an agonized moan from escaping his lips.

He’s no longer jealous of Mark, who gets to fuck his wife, but of his wife, who gets to suck Mark’s cock.

His wife pauses and turns, looking him up and down as he kneels on the floor and leaks like a faucet, precum dribbling to the floor. She slips off the bed and stands over him, chuckling softly.

“Look at you, you don’t even hide it anymore.”

Gerald nods, unable to stop himself as he adds to his own humiliation. He’s so eager, he can practically taste the precum on his tongue. But he’s shocked to realize that his wife has his dildo in her hand when she lifts it to his lips and pushes it aggressively into his mouth.

“Open,” she demands. This isn’t how it was supposed to go. Gerald’s craving for real cock consumes him as he struggles to swallow the fake one being pushed into his throat. He eagerly slobbers down the length of it as his wife takes a fist full of his hair and tugs his head up so he has to look her bull in the eyes as he swallows 10 inches of plastic dick.

“Now, show Mark what you’ve been practicing for him,” his wife orders as she rips the dildo from Gerald’s lips and holds it out to him.

Arousal flares through Gerald as he accepts the dildo from his wife and awkwardly works himself into a position over it. He slides himself into position and slowly sinks down on the dildo with a low moan.

He’s staring at the floor, avoiding eye contact with his audience, but his wife lifts his chin, making it impossible not to see her bull is watching with open interest, leaning back, arms crossed, clearly entertained by Gerald’s performance. He teases Gerald with the slow stroking of his own erection. It’s impossible for Gerald to stay quiet as he rides his dildo. He fervently bounces in time with Mark’s stroking of his own erection and every stroke has his humiliation burning hotter than before.

He’s too loud. He loves performing for his wife and her bull too much. His pleasure builds too fast. He’s on the edge.

“Slow down,” his wife says. She stands, pulling her bull with her. His cock is now inches from Gerald’s face and dripping precum onto his chin—a strangled whimper tears from Gerald’s mouth as it drips onto his tongue.

“This isn’t what you really want. You want the real thing—tell him you want him to fuck your ass,” she says. Her fingers push Mark’s out of the way as she angles his cock downward, aiming it right at Gerald’s face. He shakes his head—and leans forward anyway.

“I just…” His voice breaks. “I want to…”

Gerald’s ecstatic moans fill the room as he drills his dildo into his ass with uncontrolled aggression. He won’t say it.

“Use your words,” his wife persists.

Gerald’s throat tightens. “I can’t.”

Nobody believes him and moments later, with his dignity shredded, Gerald finally breaks. The words tumble out in a rush.

“I do! I want it. I want you to fuck my ass!” Gerald’s admission is all it takes for cum to jet from his dick as it jerks up and down. Cum sprays everywhere as Gerald continues to beg through his orgasm.

“Please fuck me. Fuck me. Fuck me,” he chants mindlessly as the orgasm tears through him with violent intensity, leaving him gasping, shaking, empty, and oversensitive all at once. In his fervor, he’s pulling the dildo from his ass and turning to assume the position. He shamelessly plants his face into his own cum, lapping at the puddle in the carpet as his ass rises to be fucked.

But there aren’t any hands gripping his hips. He expects the pressure of Mark’s dick pressing against his asshole, but there’s nothing but cool air caressing his ass. When the sound of his wife’s pleasure fills the room, it dawns on him that his performance and abject humiliation have earned him nothing. Gerald turns around. His wife moans as her body stretches out, ass pushed up as Mark’s cock grinds into her. Gerald’s mouth gapes as the thick cock he’s obsessed over for weeks disappears into his wife’s ass. She’s getting the prize he earned—the ass fucking he performed and humiliated himself for—and all he can do is watch and whimper in despair. She made him admit it, made him beg for it, made him perform for their entertainment. Now she’s taking it from him, leaving him with nothing but disappointment and humiliation.

Unable to look away, Gerald does nothing. He says nothing. He stays there, obediently kneeling on the floor, aching with disappointment and consumed by jealousy as his wife takes the pleasure that should have been his.
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