
        
            
                
            
        

    
The Cuckold Protocol

The Sucker

Riley St. James

The St. James Collective

[image: ]


Copyright © 2026 Riley St. James

All rights reserved

The characters and events portrayed in this book are fictitious. Any similarity to real persons, living or dead, is coincidental and not intended by the author.

No part of this book may be reproduced, or stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, or otherwise, without express written permission of the publisher.

Cover design by: The St. James Collective
Published by: The St. James Collective


Contents

Title Page

Copyright

The Sucker

About The Author

Books By This Author

Read More by Riley St. James


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.
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