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Chapter 1

It was a hot summer afternoon. I was reading a book in our bedroom when I decided to go downstairs and see what my wife, Hannah, was doing. It turned out to be a decision that would change my life.
 
As I walked toward the stairs, I glanced out the window. Our neighbor Madison was lying out by her pool. Her backyard was fenced in, and she’d taken off the top of her bikini to get some sun. Her large, shapely tits were completely exposed to me as she lay face-up on her towel. I stopped dead in my tracks.
 
Madison was a bombshell. Everyone stared at her, even when she had a top on. Now I couldn’t help myself. I studied every inch of her tight, fit body. The soft skin of her breasts was white and pale. The color was a stark contrast to the rest of her bronzed body. I was completely engrossed in gawking at Madison when I heard my wife.
 
“What the fuck do you think you’re doing?” Hannah yelled. I hadn’t even noticed her enter the room.
 
“I—I just,” I stuttered, completely at a loss. My wife was staring at my crotch. Looking down, I realized my cock was tenting the front of my pants—and Hannah did not look amused.
 
“I can’t believe you, Bryan,” Hannah screamed at me. “Looking at our neighbor like some pervert. She’s half your age, you know!”
 
It was an exaggeration. Madison was in her twenties and I was turning forty next year, but I didn’t think it would help to point that out.
 
“I’m sorry, honey,” I said, turning a little to try to conceal my hard-on. “I was just coming downstairs and I saw her. I only stopped for a second.”
 
Hannah snorted, “For a second? I guess you’re only a little bit of a pervert then.” She stormed downstairs, and I decided it was best to let her cool off. Hannah had a temper, but she rarely stayed mad long. What does she expect? I thought. No man could just ignore a gorgeous, topless woman.
 
Waiting didn’t seem to help matters. When I went downstairs for dinner, Hannah was still enraged. After I grabbed a plate and sat down at the table with her, she stood up and went to the living room to eat.
 
She’ll forget all about this, I reassured myself, eating alone. But it didn’t look like it was going to happen soon. That night, Hannah put my pillow and a blanket on the couch downstairs. Taking the hint, I fell asleep watching television.
 
When I woke up the next morning, my neck was killing me. As I showered and got dressed for work, Hannah never left our bedroom. She was asleep—or at least pretending to be.
 
By the time I get home from work, this will all be over, I reasoned. Hannah had never stayed mad at me that long. Even when I’d accidentally backed over her bicycle in the driveway, she’d let it go after a day. Why would it be any different this time?




Chapter 2

Walking through the front door after work, I half-expected Hannah to run up and throw her arms around me like usual. But she was nowhere to be seen. I poked my head into our garage. Her little sports car was missing. That’s weird, I thought uneasily.
 
It wasn’t like Hannah to be out when I got home. Usually, we’d have dinner right away and either stay in and watch a show or go out together. As I walked into the kitchen, I saw a pan of lasagna on the table. Well that’s good at least. She couldn’t be too mad if she’d left dinner out for me.
 
I waited close to an hour before I gave up and started eating without her. I knew better than to text her. If she was still angry, that would just set her off. As I was eating, I heard the garage door open. Hannah strolled in holding a little black bag. She walked up and gave me a peck on the cheek, “Hi, Bryan,” she said sweetly.
 
I felt a wave of relief roll over me. Thank god, she’s going to let it go after all. “Hi, sweetheart,” I said. “Did you have a good day?”
 
She looked at me with a coy smile, “I had a great day. What about you?”
 
“Sure, work was fine,” I said.
 
Hannah reached into the black bag she was holding and pulled out a box.
 
“I got you a surprise,” she said. Grinning, Hannah opened the box. Inside thin metal bars formed what looked like a little tube. Next to the metal contraption, there was a tiny padlock and key.
 
“Uhh, what is it?” I asked, feeling a little uneasy. Something didn’t add up. I was starting to think Hannah’s smile looked more devilish than sweet.
 
“It’s a chastity device,” she said, holding it up so I could take a closer look.
 
“You’re going to start wearing it,” she added as if it were the most natural thing in the world.
 
“What?!” I shouted. “I’m not wearing that.” Studying the metal cage, I finally realized it was shaped like a flaccid cock. How do you even put that on? I thought.
 
Hannah’s smile disappeared. She jabbed her finger at my chest and yelled, “You are going to wear it, Bryan, because I said so. I don’t want to find you leering at Madison—or any other woman—ever again with a fucking hard-on.”
 
“It was just the one time,” I said weakly. I was worried now. Hannah always got her way. When she was growing up, her parents had spoiled her. No matter what she wanted—clothes, vacations, even a convertible—they’d always given it to her. When I’d married her, not much had changed. She expected to be given anything she wanted.
 
“Just one time?” she repeated incredulously. “Well, what if I fuck some guy just one time?”
 
I stared at her aghast. “It’s different,” I sputtered. “I can’t help it if other women turn me on sometimes.”
 
“You can help it, Bryan. You can help it by wearing this,” she thrust the box at me. “You’re going to put it on right now.”
 
“Okay, fine, if this is what you want, I’ll wear it for a little bit,” I finally said. There was no use arguing with her when she was like this. Besides, I was confident that she’d get bored with this game eventually and forget all about catching me looking at Madison.
 
I awkwardly slid my cock into the metal cage. It felt tight, and my flesh bulged out from between the narrow bars.
 
“I don’t think it fits,” I said, feeling relieved. Maybe I could get out of this after all.
 
“It fits,” Hannah said flatly. She jerked it against me, making sure I was all the way in. Then, she put the metal ring around my balls and cock. Fastening the two pieces of the device together, she snapped the padlock into place. With a pleased nod, she tugged on the cage. It pinched against me, but it held fast.
 
“There. Now I know you’ll behave,” Hannah said.
 
I looked down at the cage glumly. “How long do I have to wear this?” I asked.
 
“We’ll see, Bryan,” she said. Now that I was wearing the cage, it seemed like Hannah had completely forgiven me. She wrapped her lithe arms around me, hugging me close.
 
“I’m so happy you’re doing this for me, sweetheart,” she cooed in my ear. “I promise it won’t be so bad.”
 
I nodded mutely. The feeling of her breasts pressing against me was making my cock swell. It pushed against the bars surrounding it, but it had nowhere to go. The cage jerked as Hannah slowly caressed my back, letting her hand drop to lightly touch my trapped balls.
 
“It’s kind of uncomfortable,” I whined as more blood rushed to my cock, making it press against the bars.
 
Hannah giggled. “I think it’s hot when it tries to get out,” she said, cradling my balls.
 
Grabbing my hand, Hannah led me upstairs to our bedroom. Pushing me down on our bed, she seductively took her top off. Her large breasts spilled out. Facing away from me, Hannah wiggled out of her tight yoga pants, letting her ass bounce up and down for me.
 
My cock was straining painfully against the metal bars holding it. I could feel the entire cage lifting and pinching the base of my balls as my cock tried desperately to stand at attention.
 
Hannah laid down in the bed, completely naked. She was younger than me at thirty-two, and she took good care of herself. She spent most days at the gym while I was at work, and it showed. Her long legs were toned and her stomach flat and tight. Like Madison, her skin was perfectly bronzed except for what was usually covered by her bikini.
 
Hannah teasingly walked two of her fingers down my chest to my twitching cock. She gently shook the cage that prevented me from getting hard and giggled.
 
“I think it’s so hot, baby,” she whispered in my ear. “I want you to make me come.”
 
I was panting with desire already. The sight of her naked body in the bed next to me was too much. We hadn’t had sex in a while, and I was desperate to get off. Maybe if I took care of her first, she’d take the damn chastity device off me.
 
Without hesitating, I moved down and started licking my way up her thighs. She moaned and writhed under me. When I reached her pussy, I saw she was already soaking wet. Putting the cage on me must have turned her on, I realized. But I didn’t give it much thought.
 
I licked and sucked at her clit, hoping I could get her to orgasm quickly. I was so turned on, the cage around my cock was pinching terribly. It jerked up and down as my cock strained against it while I ate Hannah out.
 
With a scream, she climaxed. Grabbing the back of my head, she pushed me into her mound. After she had finished, I lay down next to her.
 
“Can you take this off now?” I asked, pointing down to my cock as it pushed against the tight metal bars around it.
 
Hannah shook her head, and I groaned in frustration. My cock ached as it fought against the cage.
 
“You need to learn your lesson, Bryan,” she murmured, her eyes closed as she basked in the aftermath of her orgasm.
 
“I don’t want you looking at little sluts like Madison.”




Chapter 3

The next two weeks were torture. Hannah refused to even discuss taking the cage off. Every night, I’d wake up with my cock starting to get hard as I slept. The ache of the ring around my balls digging into my skin was enough to rouse me from a deep sleep.
 
I begged Hannah to let me out so I could cum. I didn’t even care if I got to fuck her, so long as I could release some of the pressure in my swollen balls. But Hannah always refused. She told me that I still hadn’t learned my lesson. I needed to focus on her needs and pleasuring her. Not my little cock that was locked up.
 
Hannah always had a strong sex drive, but my predicament seemed to make it even stronger. She’d often demand that I make her orgasm with my tongue. I always did. Even though it made my caged cock ache, I was hopeful that one day she’d let me out if I pleased her.
 
I started to enjoy the familiar pinch of the cage on my balls as I ate her out. The musky scent of her was enough to drive me wild after weeks without any sort of stimulation.
 
In fact, I was perpetually on edge. Even when I wasn’t eating her out, I felt like anything could turn me on. Sometimes just the feeling of my boxers on my caged cock and full balls would make me twitch in my prison.
 
Seeing a woman like Madison was enough to make my breath catch in my throat. I didn’t tell Hannah, but I felt like the cage was having the opposite effect of what she wanted. Desire raged through me when I saw other women. I imagined what I’d do to them if my cock wasn’t trapped.
 
Getting home from work one day, I heard a faint buzzing noise as I walked through the kitchen. It sounded like it was coming from upstairs. There was no sign of Hannah, so I went to investigate.
 
I quietly opened the bedroom door. Hannah was lying in bed, her naked body on top of the sheets. She was pressing her wand vibrator between her legs and moaning softly. My eyes roamed over her little body as it wriggled on the bed. Her perky nipples were hard from arousal and her toes curled in pleasure. With her eyes clenched shut, she hadn’t even noticed I entered the room. Usually if I found her like this, I’d join her in bed. But I knew it was useless with the cage locking away my dick.
 
Her moaning grew louder, and she arched her back as her climax swept through her. The sight made my cock press uncomfortably against the metal bars containing it. After she was done, she finally saw me.
 
“Come over here,” she said playfully, beckoning me with a finger.
 
“Did you enjoy yourself?” I asked, climbing into bed next to her.
 
“Yeah, but I really want a nice big cock to fill me up.”
 
We both looked down at my member its tiny cage. I had never had a huge cock, but now it looked smaller than ever. When Hannah first put the cage on me, it had barely fit. Now it seemed like there was empty space.
 
“I have an idea,” Hannah said, switching the vibrator back on. Teasingly, she ran it over my hips before lightly touching my caged cock. The cage rattled loudly, and the vibrations were far too strong. The metal pinched my skin, and I exhaled sharply from the pain.
 
“Oh, sorry,” she whispered, caressing my thigh with her fingernails.
 
She curled up close to me, not turning off the vibrator. She brushed it against my trapped, tight balls, but again I gasped from the pain. Hannah quickly moved it away.
 
“What should we do with you? You can’t handle it anywhere,” she said with mock severity.
 
She ran her fingers over my cage, and my cock twitched helplessly. A stream of precum hung out of the tip of the cage. Watching her pleasure herself had been torture.
 
“I want to cum so bad,” I said, my voice breaking. She giggled and kept stroking my cage. There was almost no sensation through the metal bars.
 
Without warning, Hannah pressed the wand against the skin just below my swollen balls. I moaned involuntarily as the vibrations penetrated deep into my body.
 
“Oh my, you really like that, don’t you?”
 
I couldn’t even answer. I had to bite down on my lip to stop from crying out. Little whimpers still escaped, and Hannah grinned widely. She held the vibrator against me while she fondled my cage with her delicate fingers. All the muscles in my body strained, and it took all my willpower not to moan loudly.
 
“Your poor little balls. They look so full. I don’t think we’ve ever gone this long without fucking before.”
 
She kept pressing the vibrator against the sensitive skin between my cage and ass. I had never felt anything like this before. Waves of pleasure were radiating inside of me. Hannah nibbled on my ear as I tried to control my ragged breathing.
 
The pleasure grew more intense. It reached a crescendo, and my caged cock began throbbing rhythmically. I gasped as a stream of thick cum oozed out of my cage. It didn’t feel like a full orgasm, but it was still amazing.
 
Hannah laughed with delight.
 
“Oh my god, look at the mess you made.”
 
My cum had dribbled down the cage onto her vibrator. She snatched her toy away and cleaned it with some tissues from beside the bed.
 
I lay in bed silently, still overwhelmed by the release of finally having cum. It hadn’t felt nearly as good as fucking Hannah, but it was something. The weeks of sexual frustration had come to an end, even if it had been in a humiliating way: cumming from a vibrator like a woman.




Chapter 4

The next day I pleaded with Hannah to use her vibrator so I could cum again, but she just laughed.
 
“It’s too messy,” she said, wrinkling her nose.
 
“Please, baby, I need to cum again. Can you just take this cage off?” I asked for the hundredth time.
 
“No, Bryan. I saw you looking at a woman’s ass yesterday when we went out,” she said, her voice full of disgust.
 
“It’s hard to look away when I’m so horny from being in the cage,” I whined.
 
Hannah scoffed. “You were a pervert before you were in the cage, too. Looking at Madison like a creep.”
 
I sighed. She was never going to let that go, it seemed.
 
“Come here,” she ordered, pointing at the couch. I sat down, wondering what she was up to. She unzipped my pants and pulled out the cage trapping my cock and balls.
 
“What would you do to get this off?” she teased, wiggling it back and forth.
 
I exhaled sharply from the sensation. Any touch at all was enough to set me off, even if there wasn’t much feeling through the metal bars.
 
“I’d do anything,” I said, feeling hope blossom inside of me. This was the first time she’d ever brought up taking the cage off.
 
“You know, it’s been hard on me too, Bryan. I really want a big cock to fill me up. The vibrator and your tongue only go so far.” I was panting as she kept playing with my chastity device, stroking my tight balls with her red painted nails.
 
“Let me out, then. I’ll fuck you right now,” I said breathlessly.
 
Hannah giggled, looking down at my soft cock.
 
“I said I wanted a big cock to fill me up.”
 
Shame swept through me. My cock was average—maybe a little small—and it looked even smaller now that it couldn’t fill the tiny cage around it.
 
“I think we should find someone with a really huge cock to come over and play,” she whispered in my ear.
 
“Would you like seeing a big cock fuck your wife’s tight pussy?” she continued.
 
Her words were enough to make my cock jump in its cage. I had never imagined anyone else fucking my wife, but just about anything aroused me in my current state. Hannah’s hand gently stroking my balls wasn’t helping.
 
“Are you serious?” I asked, not quite believing my ears.
 
“Mmhmm,” she purred, nibbling on my ear.
 
“It would be fun. We could find someone to have a threesome with—no strings attached,” she said.
 
“I don’t know,” I said, wriggling on the couch. Her fingers were driving me crazy.
 
“I promise I’ll let you out of the cage,” she whispered. “You can even fuck my pussy, too. Feel how wet it is.”
 
Hannah grabbed my hand and guided it up her skirt. She wasn’t wearing underwear. I could feel the slippery wetness between her thighs, and desire coursed through my body.
 
“How would we find someone to fuck you?” I asked, still reeling from her words.
 
Hannah quickly pulled out her phone. With a few taps, she pulled a website.
 
“Finding a bull,” I read out loud. “What’s a bull?”
 
Hannah just shrugged. “Don’t worry about that. Look at these photos,” she gushed, flipping through pictures of topless men and penises. They were all absolutely hulking with bulging muscles and huge cocks.
 
“What do you think? It will be fun to spice up our marriage a little, right?” Hannah asked.
 
“I’m not sure,” I said, feeling confused. The thought of seeing one of these men fucking my wife was turning me on. And I was desperate to fuck Hannah like she said I could, but I was still hesitant. Would Hannah leave me for one of these guys? She said no strings attached.
 
Hannah reached down between her breasts and pulled out the key to my chastity cage. It was always there, nestled between her shapely tits. She reached down and unlocked my cage, taking the piece surrounding my cock off but leaving the ring around my balls. A thrill shot through me.
 
Except for quickly washing my cock in the shower, it was the first time Hannah had taken the cage off since she put it on. She lightly caressed the shriveled head of my cock with her fingernails. It twitched and grew slowly. I felt like my body had forgotten how to even get hard after being locked away so long.
 
“Please, honey,” she pleaded. “It will be so fun. I promise.”
 
Hannah bent down and licked the tip of my cock. It felt like I’d been shocked. Lust overwhelmed me completely.
 
Hannah stopped touching me and looked back to her phone. She found a picture of a black cock. It was large and veiny. “Just imagine watching that pound my pussy,” she said. My cock twitched, and she smirked.
 
“You like the sound of that, don’t you?” she teased, watching my cock as it swelled more and more.
 
“I can even suck your cock while I’m being fucked,” she cooed. My dick was standing straight up now. Released from its cage, there was no controlling it as Hannah kept whispering about how hot it would be to be fucked by another man.
 
“Okay, we can do it,” I finally said, desperate to cum. “Please just let me fuck you.”
 
Hannah snickered. “No, you have to wait one more day. I’ll set it up so my bull comes tomorrow,” she said. Snatching the cage up, she tried to put it over my cock, but it was too hard. There was no way it was going to fit. Hannah sighed.
 
“Come on, Bryan,” she said, annoyance tinging her voice.
 
“I can’t help it,” I said. “Can I jerk off at least?”
 
She shook her head in disgust, walking away. A few seconds later, she bounced back into the room brandishing an ice pack. She held it firmly against my balls and I gasped from the freezing cold. It didn’t take long for my erection to shrink to nothing.
 
“There,” she said triumphantly, putting the cage back on and locking it shut.
 
“You’re just going to have to wait for tomorrow,” she said, grinning widely.




Chapter 5

The next day, Hannah spent all morning getting ready. She carefully waxed her pubic hair and shaved her legs. After spraying perfume on herself, she did her makeup. I watched her pucker her lips and put on her bright red lipstick. I’d hadn’t seen her take so much care in her appearance for years.
 
The bull arrived just after lunch. When the doorbell rang, Hannah ran to open it. I heard her enthusiastically greet someone. I hesitantly walked over. The man standing in the doorway had to be at least six feet four inches tall. Muscular and fit, his dark, handsome face broke into a smile when he saw me.
 
“Hi, I’m Daryl,” he said, shaking my hand.
 
“Umm, hi, I’m Bryan,” I said uncertainly.
 
I couldn’t believe I was talking to a guy who was about to fuck my wife. Hannah didn’t waste time with pleasantries. She grabbed Daryl’s hand and led him into our bedroom. I padded slowly after them.
 
Daryl took off his shirt, and I couldn’t help but admire him. He looked like a professional football player. When he reached down to take his pants off, his flawless black skin rippled as his muscles moved underneath.
 
Hannah tore her own clothes off and was already completely naked on top of our bed. Not wanting to be left out, I hurriedly undressed. As I pulled off my boxers, my chastity cage caught Daryl’s eye.
 
He laughed loudly, “What the hell? You have your cuckold all locked up?”
 
I flushed with embarrassment. Cuckold? I thought this was a threesome.
 
Hannah didn’t correct Daryl. She just laughed along with him, but only for a moment. She soon turned her attention to Daryl’s cock. It stood out stiff and hard in front him. Covered in veins, the black member was nearly as big as my forearm. Even before I’d been locked in the cage, it would have dwarfed my cock.
 
Hannah stared at it in awe. She slowly reached out to grasp it. Her slender fingers couldn’t even wrap all the way around his thick shaft. She slid both her hands down its length while Daryl leered down at her.
 
“Suck it,” he told her, and she didn’t need any convincing. She eagerly bent forward and struggled to fit the head of his cock into her mouth. Her lips stretched around it, and I could hear her gag slightly as she tried to fit more of it inside her.
 
“That’s it, slut. Relax your throat,” Daryl coached her, grasping the back of her head and working his cock deeper.
 
I was completely absorbed in watching the scene in front of me when I felt a sharp pain in my crotch. Looking down, I saw my little cock jerking helplessly in its cage. As it struggled to get hard, the metal ring under my balls was pinching painfully. I whimpered in frustration. I was desperate to get free of the cage, but it didn’t look like Hannah was going to pay attention to me anytime soon.
 
Hannah started to bob up and down on Daryl’s cock. I could hardly believe she was fitting so much of the huge cock down her throat. Before long, she paused.
 
“I need you inside of me, baby,” she begged Daryl, staring greedily at his cock. Daryl picked her up and laid her down on the bed like she didn’t weigh a pound. My cock was throbbing worse than it ever had before it its tiny prison.
 
“Please, Hannah, can you unlock me?” I whimpered, watching Daryl position his cock between her thighs.
 
Hannah shot an annoyed glance at me. “What do you think?” she asked Daryl. He pursed his lips for a second. “Look how much he’s enjoying this,” he chuckled, looking at my cock bouncing up and down. “Give the poor bastard the key.”
 
Hannah shrugged and pointed to her heap of clothes on the floor. “Unlock yourself, cuckold,” she said dismissively.
 
I didn’t even notice her tone of voice. Joy surged through me as I rushed over to her clothes. Frantically digging through them, I found the key and unlocked myself. My hands were shaking with excitement. I looked up just in time to see Daryl lean forward and thrust into my wife. His huge cock disappeared into her, and she cried out.
 
I could see her pink pussy stretch around his black cock. It was hard to believe it even fit inside of her. Hannah clutched at his back as he thrust into her again and again. Her fingers left marks on his dark skin.
 
As I watched Daryl slam into my wife, I could feel my freed cock stiffening. It stood at attention in front of me, a trail of precum hanging from the tip as it pulsed in the air. I could hardly wait my turn, but Daryl wasn’t in a rush.
 
He took his time, fucking Hannah slowly while she moaned under him, her slender legs wrapped tight around his muscular frame. She was pleading with him to fuck her faster and harder, but he kept deliberately fucking her, bottoming out in her tight pussy before withdrawing to slam into her again.
 
After what seemed like an eternity, Hannah began moaning louder. With a scream, she climaxed, her face contorting as she lost control. Daryl sped up, and before long he unloaded inside of my wife.
 
Daryl stood up and got dressed. “Call me,” he told Hannah, walking out of our bedroom. He ignored me. I was still standing next to the bed with my hard cock bobbing in the air.
 
Hannah looked up at me. The corners of her mouth twitched in a smirk.
 
“Come here and clean this up,” she said, pointing to her stretched pussy. “Then you can fuck me.”
 
I had gotten so used to eating her out, I didn’t think about her request. I was finally going to fuck my wife!
I rushed forward to lap eagerly at her pussy. It was a sopping wet mess of her juices mingled with Daryl’s seed. The salty, musky taste was overpowering as I licked at her puffy lips. But nothing would stop me from doing what she said. Weeks of being locked in the cage had left me completely obedient to her. The taste of sex made my cock throb underneath me.
 
Hannah sighed contentedly, relaxing into the bed. Glancing down at my cock, she giggled when she saw it bouncing in the air, so stiff it was turning purple. She lifted one of her feet and ran her toes across the underside of my cock.
 
Her touch sent an electric shock through my body. I groaned into her pussy as I sucked at her clit. My cock bounced helpless in the air as her petite foot softly teased it. It was the first real stimulation I’d had in weeks. My sensitive cock was responding to her touch, swelling and growing even harder.
 
“Can I please fuck you?” I begged.
 
Hannah laughed, “You need to get me off with your mouth first.” She roughly pushed my head back down into her pussy. I licked and sucked at her frantically, desperate to make her orgasm and finally get to fuck her.
 
As I lapped at her wetness, she stroked my cock harder with her dainty foot. I could feel the pleasure building inside of me, and I whimpered into her pussy. I could still taste Daryl’s load inside of her. Hannah rubbed at my cock quicker and harder.
 
“Go ahead, cuckold,” she urged me. Her words sent me over the edge. I groaned in frustration as I felt my cock contract rhythmically. Streams of cum shot onto the bedsheets below me as she rubbed at my cock with her foot. I saw stars as my orgasm swept through me. After so many weeks, it felt unbelievable. But I hadn’t got the chance to fuck Hannah.
 
She grabbed my head and forced me down into her pussy as she wriggled under me, climaxing yet again.
 
“Wasn’t that fun, Bryan?” she said, smiling sweetly at me. I nodded. At least I had got to cum, and I couldn’t deny that seeing Daryl fuck her had turned me on more than just about anything.
 
She looked down at her foot. There were a few drops of my milky seed on it. She scrunched up her nose in distaste.
 
“Clean your mess up, cuckold. Then put your cage back on. I want you ready for when Daryl comes back tomorrow.”
 
I felt my stomach knot. Daryl was coming back tomorrow? But I only hesitated a second before complying. Hannah always got what she wanted.
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