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Cuckqueaned by My Best Friend





Prologue

Two Years Ago
 
“Do you ever think about your boyfriend and—you know—another woman?” I asked Laura breathlessly.
 
She was lying in her bed across our dorm room, but my words made her sit up and look at me curiously.
 
“What do you mean? Like before his ex, before he met me?” The blonde cocked her head to the side.
 
“Well, not exactly,” I said, feeling a bit of regret. We’d just gotten back to our room after a night out, and I was feeling confident, but now I realized this a weird topic to bring up even with my best friend.
 
“What do you mean, Allie?” she pressed as I trailed off.
 
“I mean—do you think of your boyfriend with another woman now, while you’re there to watch?” I could feel the heat rise in my cheeks as I finished. Shit, I thought. I hope she doesn’t remember this tomorrow.
 
We talked about sex all the time, but this was a little different. It wasn’t an ordinary fantasy. Laura might not be able to understand at all.
 
But my roommate just pursed her lips thoughtfully. “No, not really,” she finally said. “I guess I can see how it’s hot, but it’s not for me.”
 
I closed my eyes, hoping maybe she would just leave it there. We should both go to sleep anyway.
 
“You know, I think I told you I did sleep with a married guy once, though,” she continued, his voice full of excitement.
 
“It was so hot. You have no idea. Every time we fucked, I thought about her, alone at home, knowing her husband was out fucking me.”
 
“She knew all about the affair,” she added.
 
I didn’t answer. I was too busy picturing what it would be like to imagine your husband fucking some college girl while you were stuck at home, frustrated and turned on. I could feel myself getting wet in my pajama pants.
 
“But you don’t even have a boyfriend, Allie,” Laura piped up, giggling.
 
“I know,” I sighed. “I was just wondering if you ever thought about it sometimes—watching your man with another woman.”
 
“I’m sure it’s perfectly normal, sweetie,” Laura reassured me, seeming to realize that was what I needed to hear. I could always count on Laura when I needed someone to talk to. We’d been best friends since we’d been paired as roommates freshman year.
 
Feeling better, I drifted off to sleep.




Chapter 1

One Year after Graduating from College
 
“When is your friend getting here?” my husband Jake asked, strolling into the kitchen.
 
“Laura should be here any minute,” I responded tersely, reminding him of her name. I’d met Jake right after I graduated from college, and we’d eloped almost immediately. He’d never even met my best friend, but it still annoyed me that he didn’t seem very excited she was coming to visit.
 
“Cool. Do you mind if I go down to the pool?” he asked.
 
“Fine,” I huffed, not even looking up from the sandwiches I was making.
 
I listened to Jake’s footfalls as he padded quietly out of the room. He didn’t even bother trying to make up with me, even though he knew I was annoyed. Typical Jake, I thought angrily.
 
Ever since I’d gotten pregnant four months ago, our marriage had been on the rocks. At first, I thought it was just the stress of so many changes. We’d bought a huge house to have room for our baby. It had a nice pool in the backyard, but the upkeep was hell, even with the cleaners coming once a week.
 
To make matters worse, as soon as I started to show, Jake seemed to lose all interest in being intimate. He was still sweet and caring, but he never wanted to fuck me anymore. Considering our whirlwind relationship was mostly built on sex, it was difficult to adjust.
 
The doorbell rang, jarring me from my anger at Jake. Laura was here! I raced over to open the door as quickly as I could with my baby bump.
 
“Oh my God! It’s so good to see you!” I shrieked, throwing my arms around my old roommate. We’d both moved away after college, and it had been a year since we’d seen each other in person.
 
“I missed you so much, Allie!” she said, hugging me back fiercely. That was when I noticed something was different. Her body felt rock-hard against mine.
 
I broke off the hug and took a step back, still holding on to her thin shoulders. Looking Laura over, I gasped out loud. She had completely transformed. Instead of my pudgy friend from college, a lean woman who looked like a model stood in front of me.
 
Laura giggled at my reaction. “I know, right? I’ve gotten really into working out.” She twirled around, making her short skirt rise up to reveal her long, perfectly toned legs.
 
“I can’t fucking believe it,” I wondered aloud. “You look amazing.”
 
Laura blushed at my compliment, but it was true. Her body was perfect. Even though she had lost so much weight, her tits were still gigantic, giving her an hourglass shape. To top things off, she seemed to take a great deal of care with her appearance now. Her designer clothes fit perfectly, and her hair and makeup were flawless.
 
“I can hardly recognize you,” I said, shaking my head incredulously.
 
Laura snorted. “Now you’re just being mean,” she retorted, putting her hands on her hips in mock anger.
 
“Oh, I didn’t mean it like that,” I told her, grabbing her by the arm and leading her inside.
 
“But look at you, Allie!” my best friend squealed, reaching down to rest her perfectly manicured hand on my rounded belly.
 
I sighed. “Yeah, I’m going to huge soon,” I complained.
 
“Oh, cheer up. You can be such a downer,” Laura chided me.
 
“Where’s this husband of yours? I can’t believe you’re actually married now.”
 
“He’s back by the pool. But I should warn you things have been a little tense lately with the pregnancy and everything.”
 
Laura patted my shoulder reassuringly. “Of course, Allie. That’s only natural. Let’s go say hi!”
 
I grabbed the plate of sandwiches and snacks I’d prepared and led Laura out to the pool. We had to go downstairs to the basement and past our theatre room and exercise room. Laura looked impressed, complimenting the house and making me blush.
 
Jake did quite well for us. He was vice president of the biggest contracting firm in town, and I was a bit embarrassed by just how nice our house was.




Chapter 2

Opening the huge French doors, I brought Laura outside. My shirtless husband was stretched out on one of our reclining chairs. His tanned, muscular body was on full display, and Laura eyed him up and down.
 
“Geez, Alli. You didn’t tell me how hot he is,” she whispered in my ear as we walked over. I pushed her playfully away from me as she giggled.
 
“This is Laura,” I shouted over to my husband. He took his sunglasses off and stood up to walk forward and shake her hand.
 
“Hi, Laura! I’ve heard so much about you. It’s good to finally put a face to the name.”
 
“I’ve heard a lot about you, too,” Laura purred.
 
I blushed. Jake didn’t know I used to tell Laura everything when we first started dating, including what we did in the bedroom.
 
Jake laughed her comment off, and we all went over to the pool. Making small talk as we ate lunch, I couldn’t help but notice that Jake kept looking at Laura. His eyes roamed over her tight, slim figure while she seemed to be enjoying the attention. Flipping her long, blond hair over her shoulder, her smiles seemed a bit more flirtatious than I remembered.
 
I told myself it was all in my head. We were married. I was pregnant. And Laura was my best friend for god’s sake. Still, after lunch I felt a little uneasy as the two of them sat side by side, dangling their legs in the pool and drinking. I quickly cleaned up the dirty dishes and rushed back outside.
 
“Do you want to swim?” Laura called over to me as I came out of the house. I shook my head.
 
“No, none of my bathing suits fit me anymore. But you can go ahead if you want to.”
 
Of course, I didn’t think about the fact that she didn’t have a bathing suit, either. But that didn’t stop her. Standing up and walking over the side of the pool, Laura casually reached down and pulled her shirt over her head.
 
Her huge tits spilled out, hardly covered by the lacy white bra she was wearing. Then, she stepped out of her skirt, revealing a pair of skimpy white panties.
 
Without skipping a beat, Laura dove into the pool and surfaced a short distance away. She ran her fingers through her wet hair and laughed. “It’s been so long since the last time we went swimming, Allie. Do you remember?”
 
Her words jolted me from my shock. “Uhh, yeah,” I stammered. “It was in the lake, right?”
 
“Yeah. We got naked and spent hours swimming after that party,” Laura giggled. Well, she had a point. It wasn’t like this was the first time I’d seen her strip off her clothes and go for a swim. But she’d never done it in front of a guy before, let alone my husband.
 
“Come on! What are you waiting for?” she teased. Turning to Jake, she beckoned him seductively with one finger. “Get in.”
 
With a shrug, Jake ran over and jumped in the pool. He surfaced next to Laura, trying hard not to be to obvious as he stared at her wet tits. Lust burned in his eyes, and I felt jealousy surge through me. I couldn’t remember the last time he’d looked at me like that.
 
I quickly stripped down to my oversized underwear and waded into the pool. Laura tittered with laughter. “So, you’re still fun after all,” she said, swimming over to me. “I thought maybe getting married would have changed you.”
 
After swimming a bit, Laura said she wanted to try out the hot tub, and she stepped out of the pool. I had to stifle a gasp as she walked toward it. Her white panties had turned almost completely see-through. They stuck to her pink slit as she turned around to wave Jake and me over. Her pussy was completely smooth—obviously waxed.
 
Laura followed my gaze and smirked. “It’s not like you haven’t seen it before,” she said, ignoring the fact that Jake was right next to me, also looking at her.
 
“Come on,” she said, her voice playful but firm. Jake got out of the pool first, and to my horror, I saw that his cock was hard in his swimming trunks. But how could I blame him? Laura was gorgeous and practically naked. She seemed to be enjoying teasing him—but she was my best friend after all. It wasn’t like Jake had invited her over.
 
I padded over to the hot tub after them, planning to sit on the side. I had a bad feeling about all of this. Just as I was about to sit down, Laura asked me to go get her and Jake some more drinks. My mouth was dry as I left the two of them chatting and laughing outside.




Chapter 3

As I came back out, I stopped short of the hot tub. Laura was on top of my husband, straddling him in the bubbling water. I could see her full breasts pressing against his chest as she whispered something into his ear.
 
This can’t be happening, I thought numbly. Then, Laura leaned forward and kissed Jake on the lips. I stared in shock as they made out, their bodies intertwining. My husband’s hands roamed over my best friend’s perfect body, squeezing her tits before tangling in her glossy blond hair.
 
Despite my jealousy, I could feel myself getting wet. My stomach fluttered as I watched them. Laura was grinding up and down, rubbing herself on what was no doubt my husband’s hard cock.
 
Standing across the yard, it felt like hours before Laura finally looked up and caught sight of me. She smiled wickedly at me, her blue eyes sparkling. Taking my husband’s hand, she led him out of the hot tub. His cock stuck out straight from his body under his bathing suit.
 
When he saw me, he froze, but Laura said something to him, and he relaxed. What the hell, I wondered. I couldn’t believe this was actually happening. I vaguely remembered confessing to Laura my fantasy about being a cuckquean—I’d later learned the word for my fetish.
 
But that was years ago. I was actually married now. I’d tried to push my dirty fantasies aside now that we were adults with responsibilities. But Laura was seducing my husband right in front of me. She didn’t even ask my permission. She was just taking Jake for herself, and I knew there was nothing I could do about it.
 
Laura led Jake right past me as they walked into the house. Taking him to our bedroom, she pushed him down onto our bed as I followed them mutely.
 
Grabbing the waistband of my husband’s swimming trunks, Laura pulled them off. My husband’s cock sprang out. He was enormous, and I could see the lust in Laura’s eyes as she eyed his dick and muscular abs.
 
“Allie wasn’t lying when she said how big you are,” she said, jumping on top of him in my bed.
 
“When did she—” Jake started to ask in surprise, glancing at me. His words turned into a groan, though, as Laura lowered her head and took his hard cock between her full lips.
 
“Oh, fuck,” he exhaled, relaxing into the bed as my best friend started blowing him. It was obvious Laura was very good at what she was doing. A lot better than me. I had never been very good at giving head. That’s why I hadn’t blown Jake since we’d gotten married. But Laura was giving Jake the blow job of his life.
 
She bobbed up and down on his huge cock, sinking all the way down to the base before letting up. She raked her nails over his legs, making him groan. My heart skipped a beat. I’d told her that he liked that when I first started dating Jake.
 
Laura worshipped my husband’s cock as I stood uncertainly by the side of the bed. I was getting wetter by the second, but I didn’t know what to do. It was obvious I wasn’t invited to bed. Jake was too busy staring at Laura’s tits as they bounced while she blew him—and all her attention was focused on my husband’s cock.
 
Finally, Laura straightened. She took off her wet panties and bra, while Jake devoured her perfect body with his eyes. Without saying anything, she threw one of her slender tanned legs over my husband and mounted him, facing me at the foot of the bed instead of him.
 
Her sapphire eyes met mine as she lowered her pussy onto my husband’s cock. Arousal swept through me while I watched her pink lips stretch around his dick.
 
“God, you’re tight,” Jake groaned reaching down to clutch her perfect thighs as she sat down fully on his cock. Desire was painted on my husband’s face as he looked at her tight, perfect ass and slim back.
 
She was absolutely stunning, I thought. Jealousy flooded through me once again as I watched her seductively lift herself up before sinking back down onto Jake’s dick. Laura was hotter than I’d ever be, I knew. Even if I wasn’t pregnant, I could never compete with her.
 
Despite how turned on I was, I felt a flicker of shame. What kind of wife watches her husband fuck another woman? Even I couldn’t quite understand it—no matter how much I wanted to do it.
 
Laura looked at me and seemed to see the confusion I felt inside. She smiled reassuringly at me, her tits bouncing up and down as she rode Jake.
 
“What are you waiting for? I know this is what you wanted,” she said breathily.
 
Still not quite believing what was happening, I walked over to my nightstand. My legs shook beneath me as I opened the drawer and took my vibrator out. The room didn’t have anywhere to sit but the bed, so I sat on the floor and leaned against the wall.
 
Laura smiled down at me as I switched on the vibrator with my trembling fingers and pushed it against my sopping wet slit. A low moan escaped my lips as the pleasure crackled through my aching body.
 
The sight of my best friend riding my husband’s cock right in front of me was overwhelming. I felt like I couldn’t catch my breath as I rubbed the buzzing toy against myself. I looked on as my husband grabbed Laura’s hips and guided her up and down on his cock.
 
He was obviously getting close. Slamming her up and down, he urged her on, while Laura moaned and bit her lip. The sound of their flesh slapping together as Laura’s ass slammed into him filled the room.
 
Suddenly, Laura’s mouth opened into an O and she froze. She whimpered softly as Jake kept lifting her hips, fucking her roughly while she shuddered on top of him. The sight of her orgasming on top of husband made my stomach knot. It was unbelievably hot, but I couldn’t tamp down the jealousy I felt. It had been months since I’d come with his cock inside of me.
 
With a grunt, I watched my husband stiffen under her. He’s coming inside of her, I realized with a start. Jake wasn’t even wearing a condom. His cock and balls twitched in front of me as he pumped stream after stream of cum into Laura’s pussy, filling her.
 
I was in ecstasy. The vibrations from my toy were surging through me, nearing a crescendo of pleasure. Tossing my head from side to side, I tried to hold off—to make the feeling last for another second before I came, but I knew it wasn’t going to be long. Watching my husband come inside of my best friend was just too much for me to handle.
 
“Stop,” Laura’s voice cracked across the bedroom like a whip. Stunned, I moved the vibrator away from my pussy with a whimper.
 
“You have to clean me up first, like a good, little cuckquean,” she purred. Getting off my husband, she walked over to where I sat on the floor.
 
I stared at her glistening pussy. It was puffy and swollen with arousal. My husband’s seed was leaking out of her, dripping down the inside of her thighs. It was the hottest thing I’d ever seen.
 
Laura stood over me and pushed her pussy to my face. Excitement pulsed through me as I licked at her. The salty taste of my husband’s load mixed with the sweet, musky taste of her juices. The heady aroma drove me wild, and I lapped and sucked at her pussy with abandon.
 
Laura let out a satisfied sigh. “You can come now.”
 
I flicked the vibrator back on and pressed it to my throbbing clit. Laura’s pussy was still pressed against my face, and it was overwhelming. The smell and taste of her fucking my husband filled my senses. Waves of pleasure built deep inside of me while Laura encouraged me, ordering me to come. In a matter of seconds, I did just that.
 
With a muffled cry, I twisted and writhed on the floor under my best friend. My orgasm surged through me, driving all thoughts and worries about watching my husband fuck another woman from my head. All that was left was pure bliss. It washed over me and I sank back limply against the wall.
 
Laura walked back over to the bed and laid down next to my husband. She wrapped her arms around him contentedly while I looked on through half-open eyes.
 
“I’m going to be your cuckcake now,” she whispered to him.
 
“Cuckcake? What’s that?” he asked, opening his eyes.
 
Laura just giggled. “I’ll let your wife explain it to you.”




Cuckqueaned on the Cruise





Chapter 1

Standing at the bar on the top deck of our cruise ship, I couldn’t help but feel a little disappointed. The cruise was our tenth anniversary celebration, but by day five we had settled into a routine of sitting around and eating at all the different restaurants. It wasn’t the romantic getaway I’d hoped for.
 
Glancing over at my husband Logan, I saw he was staring at a young blonde woman sitting at the other end of the bar. She looked like she belonged with the huge group of girls celebrating their college graduation on the cruise ship. But unlike the other girls, she wasn’t dancing and screaming in a circle behind us. They look like they’re having fun at least, I thought.
 
“Remember when we met?” Logan asked, jolting me from my thoughts.
 
I snorted. “I can’t believe I fell for your shitty pick-up line,” I replied. It was hard not to think of that night now. It had been at a bar just like this one where Logan had approached me as I sat alone.
 
“It’s not your fault, Sarah. I’m irresistible,” my husband joked, smirking at me.
 
“Oh, yeah? I don’t think you’d have nearly as much luck anymore.”
 
We’d been married ten years, after all. I didn’t think he could pick up a girl to save his life at this point. I’d never even seen him flirt with another woman since we’d started dating.
 
Logan turned to look at the solitary blonde and cocked his head to the side.
 
“I bet you I could get her number in five minutes,” he said.
 
I laughed, studying the woman. She was gorgeous, with long, flowing chestnut hair that streamed down her slender back. Her skin-tight black dress hugged her generous curves and stopped just below her ass, leaving little to the imagination. She dresses like one of those college sluts, I thought.
 
“There’s no way,” I declared. She was way out of a thirty-one-year-old man’s league.
 
My husband ignored me. He was still staring at her perfect body, and I felt a flicker of jealousy run through me. I looked just as good when I was that young, I told myself, but I wasn’t sure I actually believed it. She was a bombshell. There was no use denying it. And I was at least ten years older than her now.
 
“Watch me,” Logan stated, shooting me a grin. “I’ll be back with her number.” With that, my husband got up and sauntered over to the woman.
 
I laughed under my breath. This was going to be over fast. Logan would be lucky not to get a drink thrown in his face trying to pick up a gorgeous woman a decade younger than he was.
 
To my surprise, though, Logan sidled up and said something that made the woman throw her head back and laugh. She met my husband’s eyes and smiled widely, leaning toward him as he said something else.
 
I shook my head in surprise. I guess my husband could still play the field. The two of them chatted for a minute, looking like they were having the time of their life when finally Logan leaned forward until he was nearly pressed up against her.
 
She reached out one of her perfectly manicured hands and rested it on my husband’s thigh as he whispered something into her ear. What the fuck, I thought angrily. He was taking this way too far. I watched the woman’s hand slowly inch up my husband’s leg until he reached down and placed his hand on top of hers.
 
Jealousy surged through me; my stomach felt like it was tied in knots. I couldn’t believe that slut was touching my husband like that. But mixed with the jealousy, I felt a weird sense of excitement. I’d never seen my husband and another woman like this before. There was something exhilarating about it. My heart hammered in my chest as I watched my husband reach a hand up and lightly touch the woman’s arm.
 
Without warning, Logan turned and nodded toward me, and the blonde’s sparkling blue eyes looked up to meet my shocked gaze. She didn’t look the slightest bit embarrassed. If anything, she looked intrigued as she studied my face. With a shrug, she said something to Logan, making him laugh as he turned and walked back over to me.
 
“Room number two nineteen,” he said triumphantly, sitting down next to me.
 
“You’re unbelievable. I can’t believe you led that poor girl on.”
 
“Her name is Amber,” he chuckled. “But it’s alright. She didn’t seem to mind.”




Chapter 2

We sat at the bar watching all the other people on the ship. They were a motley crew, from bored-looking retirees to frazzled parents chasing their kids and drunken college students. I wondered what people thought when they saw Logan and me sitting there.
 
They probably knew right away what we were. A bored married couple just happy to be away from home for a few days.
 
I sighed, looking over at Logan. He was staring at something and I followed his gaze to see Amber. She had gotten up and rejoined her friends on the dance floor. Shaking her hips and running her hands over her perfectly flat stomach, I felt my mouth go dry just watching her.
 
No, I’d never looked that good, I realized. She was absolutely stunning. The soft swell of her tits bounced up and down in her lowcut dress as she danced. I couldn’t even blame Logan for staring. It was not hard not to.
 
I watched as Amber looked over her shoulder and shot my husband a seductive smile. His face reddened as he jerked his eyes up from her ass and pretended to be looking at something else.
 
“Let’s go back to the room,” I said. I was more angry than jealous by now. What kind of woman would look at someone’s husband like that?
 
“Uhh, sure,” Logan replied, not even looking at me. His eyes were locked onto Amber again. I grabbed his arm and led him away back to our cabin, trying to stay calm.
 
Only when the door to our cabin swung shut behind us did I let loose on him.
 
“What the fuck, Logan,” I hissed, trying to keep my voice down so the neighbors wouldn’t hear.
 
“What?” he protested, raising his hands like he had no idea what I was talking about.
 
“Could you be less obvious about staring at that slut’s ass?” I asked.
 
Logan’s face darkened. “Don’t be an ass, Sarah. She was perfectly nice. You don’t need to call her a slut.”
 
He was right, of course, but I didn’t want to admit it. “You’re my husband,” I spat out. “You didn’t have to stare at her the whole time we were at the bar.”
 
Logan shrugged. “So what? Now I can’t even look at another woman?”
 
Before I could answer there was a knock on our cabin door. I snapped my mouth shut, glared at my husband, and crossed our small cabin in a single step to look out the peep hole.
 
My stomach clenched. It was Amber. She absent-mindedly ran a hand through her strawberry blonde hair as she waited in the hallway.
 
I rounded on Logan. “What the hell? You gave her our room number?” I hissed. Logan’s face lost some of its color at my words. “I didn’t think—” he started to say, but I chopped my hand through the air, cutting him off.
 
“I’ll tell her to go away,” I whispered. Unlocking our door, I swung it open.
 
Just as I was about to politely, but firmly, tell the college girl to get lost, she looked up at me and leaned forward to kiss me.
 
Her fuchsia lips touched mine for just an instant, but it was enough to send a chill from down my spine. They were impossibly soft, and her lip gloss tasted sugary sweet as I licked my lips in stunned silence.
 
Amber leaned in until I could feel her hot, soft breath on my tingling ear. “I knew you’d let me in,” she said in a sultry voice. “This is going to be the best night of your life.”




Chapter 3

Without waiting for me to say anything, the young blonde brushed past me into our cabin and sat down on my bed next to my husband.
 
Not quite knowing why, I stuck my head into the hallway and looked around, making sure no one had seen Amber come into our cabin. What would people think if they knew I’d let some hot, young blonde in?
 
By the time I shut the door and turned around, Amber was already making out with my husband. My knees went weak at the sight, and I sank heavily to the floor of the cabin. It was so small there was no chair, and Amber and my husband were taking up the whole bed.
 
Logan was running with hands over Amber’s slender body like a man possessed. Grabbing a handful of her tight ass he pulled the coed toward him, making her squeal.
 
I had never seen him like this before. He could hardly control himself as he explored Amber’s athletic frame and cupped her breasts. Her tits were far larger than mine, and jealousy gnawed at me as I watched Logan rip the top of her dress down so that her breasts spilled out.
 
“Holy shit,” my husband exclaimed, leaning down to run his tongue over one of her toffee buds. Amber let out a little moan as Logan worshipped her body, clearly enjoying himself in a way I hadn’t seen in years.
 
I knew I should just stop what was happening right in front of me. I’d been the one to let her in, and all I had to do was tell Logan to stop and that would be it. Amber would leave and we could go back to our petty argument. This would be like a bad dream. But I couldn’t do it.
 
I stared mutely as Amber’s soft, tan tits as my husband massaged them, and something inside of me snapped. My legs trembled and I felt a flood of wetness under my skirt. It was the most intense feeling of desire I’d ever felt in my life.
 
“Please, fuck me,” Amber begged, running her hands over my husband’s broad chest.
 
Logan didn’t need to be asked twice. With a growl, he lifted Amber up and laid her down in our bed. Practically ripping off his clothes, he climbed on top of her.
 
His cock was rock-hard and throbbing even though she hadn’t even touched it. I watched as he looked over at the drawer we kept our condoms in, but Amber didn’t wait. She grabbed his back and drew him down.
 
From my position of the floor, I watched my husband’s cock stretch Amber’s puffy lips apart as Logan pushed inside of her. Her wetness glistened in the dim light of the cabin, and I felt my chest clench almost painfully as I watched my husband slip into another woman for the first time.
 
Logan let out a sigh of complete satisfaction as he bottomed out in the coed’s tight pussy. At first, my husband held back. He thrust into her gently, just like when he fucked me. But looking down at Amber’s perfect tits and smoky eyes, he couldn’t hold back for long. 
 
With a growl, Logan began rutting the sexy coed, ramming in and out of her. Amber seemed to enjoy watching my husband go wild. She urged him on, running his fingernails over the rippling muscles of his back and pulling him deeper.
 
“Fuck, your pussy is tight,” Logan groaned, making Amber giggle and look over at me. I knew what she was thinking. I wasn’t nearly as good a lay. But I didn’t care. My whole body felt like it was on fire with need.
 
“Let me be on top,” Amber demanded.
 
My husband quickly pulled out and lay down on the bed. His cock was covered in the young woman’s juices. My mouth went dry as I watched it bob in the air, beet-red and swollen he was so hard.
 
I’d never seen my husband’s cock like that before, and I felt a surge of humiliation sweep through me. After ten years of marriage, I’d never pleased him the way Amber had in a matter of minutes.
 
“Are you ready to come harder than you ever have before?” Amber teased, swinging one of her legs over him. She paused with her pink slit just above my husband’s throbbing cock.
 
My husband just let out a primal growl. Grabbing both of Amber’s hips, he slammed her down on his cock. With a grin, the coed began riding Logan. Slamming her thin body up and down on my husband, she worked her hips back and forth.
 
I could hardly believe my eyes. I’d never imagined real people fucked like Amber did. I thought only porn stars could ride a cock like she did. She made it look like the easiest thing in the world.
 
Logan’s hands clutched her smooth, tanned legs. He held onto her so tight he left white lines in her soft flesh as he groaned underneath her.
 
“Jesus Christ,” my husband panted. “I’m going to come.”
 
I expected Amber to stop—he wasn’t wearing a condom after all. But the blonde coed didn’t even slow down. She looked over and locked eyes with me, smiling triumphantly as Logan grunted that he was coming.
 
Her icy blue eyes sparkled as I stared openmouthed at her. My husband was pumping his seed into her unprotected pussy while I watched. I shuddered helplessly on the floor, so turned on I could barely stand it but seething with jealousy. What have I done? I wondered.
 
Amber milked my husband’s load out of him, grinding her hips against him as he thrust up inside of her. After what seemed like minutes, Logan relaxed into the bed and Amber climbed off him and lay down in my bed.
 
“Come here,” she purred to me, beckoning me over with one delicate finger.




Chapter 4

I stood up and walked across the tiny cabin. My legs shook under me, and I could feel wetness running down the inside of my thighs. I’d never been more desperate for release in my life.
 
Logan’s eyes were closed. He didn’t even see me approach, but Amber was watching me closely.
 
“Do you want to come?” she asked sweetly, smiling up at me.
 
I swallowed hard, not sure what was going to happen next. It didn’t matter, though. I needed to get off.
 
I nodded eagerly, my eyes sweeping over Amber’s perfect body. Her face and tits were flushed red from riding my husband, and her tight belly heaved up and down as she struggled to catch her breath.
 
“You’re going to eat me out first. Then, I’m going to let you come.”
 
My jaw dropped. Eat her out? I’d never done anything like that with a woman before. Looking down at her pussy I saw it was swollen. It was shaved smooth and her pink lips looked soft and—I had to admit—a little inviting.
 
“Go on,” she encouraged me. “I promise you’ll like it.”
 
Amber reached out and ran her hand up my thigh until it lightly brushed against my thong. Pleasure surged through my trembling body. I stiffened and let out a strangled gasp. There was no use fighting it.
 
I crawled into my bed next to my husband and knelt between Amber’s legs. The coed spread her thighs.
 
“Just lick it,” she urged. “I still need to come.”
 
My heart hammered against my ribs as I lowered my face to her pussy. The heady aroma of sex was overwhelming. Sticking out my tongue, I licked hesitantly at the bud of her clit.
 
“God, yes,” She moaned in a high-pitched voice. “That feels so good. Keep going.”
 
Pride bloomed inside of me at her words. She was gorgeous after all, and I was making her thrust her hips off the bed in pleasure.
 
I lapped eagerly at her slit. The sweet taste of her juices was overwhelming. It was unlike anything I’d tasted before. Then, I tasted the familiar salty muskiness of my husband, and I couldn’t help but let out a low moan. His load was deep inside of the young coed. Jealousy and lust pulsed through me at the thought of it.
 
“Fuck, right there,” Amber’s voice cracked through the room. I licked at her clit, trying my best to please her. Her fingers twisted into my long, red hair, and she pressed me firmly against her mound.
 
With a muffled scream, she came. Grinding her hips against my face, I felt her whole body shudder underneath me. I kept licking and nibbling her clit as her orgasm crashed through her slender body. At least, she collapsed under me, sinking into the bed.
 
There wasn’t really room in the bed for all three of us, so I stayed where I was. Resting my head on the inside of Amber’s thigh, I tried to ignore the dull ache deep inside of me. She had promised I’d get to come, but she was luxuriating in the afterglow of her orgasm right now.




Chapter 5

It seemed like hours passed, even though I knew it was probably only minutes. Finally, Amber rose up on her elbows.
 
“Logan?” she said.
 
My husband opened his eyes. “Yeah?”
 
“I want to watch you fuck your wife now,” she declared, smiling down at me. To my embarrassment, Logan didn’t look all that enthusiastic. He had just come inside the much younger coed, and he was still soft.
 
“I don’t know if I—” Logan started to say, but he didn’t even finish the sentence. Amber leaned down and took his cock into her mouth. My husband gasped while the gorgeous woman bobbed up and down, giving what had to be the best blowjob of his life.
 
In a matter of seconds, my husband was hard and ready to go. Amber straightened up and giggled.
 
“Well, what are you waiting for now?” she asked innocently.
 
With one last longing glance at Amber, my husband turned to me. Humiliation coursed through me again. It was obvious he’d rather have Amber right now, but that wasn’t a choice. She was insisting that he fuck me instead.
 
I crawled from between Amber’s legs on top of my husband. Lowering myself onto him, I nearly cried from relief as I slipped his hard cock inside of me. I was so turned on from watching Amber. I don’t know if I could have waited any longer.
 
I frantically started bouncing up and down on Logan, grinding my throbbing clit against his pelvis. Pleasure bloomed inside of me, and I had to bite my lip to keep from crying out.
 
Amber lay beside Logan. She was smiling up at me as I rode Logan, desperate for release.
 
“Ride it harder, like Amber did,” Logan coached me. His hands grabbed my hips, and he tried to guide me up and down. But I couldn’t seem to find the right rhythm. I was grinding on top of him more than riding his dick. I hadn’t been on top during sex for years. Usually, Logan took charge.
 
“I’m trying,” I gasped, slamming down on him harder. He slipped deeper inside of me, and I moaned from the sensation of fullness.
 
Amber propped herself up at the top of the bed, watching me intently.
 
“Did you like watching your husband fuck me?” she asked, smirking at me.
 
I felt my face flush red with embarrassment. I nodded quickly at her.
 
“Harder,” Logan ordered me, not bothering to hide the annoyance in his voice as I struggled to ride him.
 
Putting my hands on his firm chest, I tried as hard as I could to match Amber’s sensual movements. But I knew I wasn’t even getting close.
 
“Did you like watching your husband fill me up?” Amber purred, reaching out a to casually tweak my nipple.
 
Her words pushed me over the edge. With a ragged moan, I came. Waves of bliss rolled through my trembling body as I stiffened on top of Logan. Stars danced in front of my vision. The image of Logan shooting his load into the tight coed filled my mind.
 
“Oh, God,” I babbled mindlessly, overcome by the pleasure, until finally I collapsed on top of Logan.
 
Amber giggled beside me. “She hardly rode your cock for a minute,” she whispered to Logan before dissolving into a fit of laughter.
 
Logan just sighed and lifted me off him. I lay with my back to the wall of the cabin, trying to catch my breath in the cramped bed.
 
“Don’t worry. I won’t leave you frustrated,” Amber said seductively. Focusing my bleary eyes, I watched Amber climb on top of my husband and start really riding him like I couldn’t. Her tan thigh pressed up against my sensitive tits in the narrow bed. Without thinking, I kissed it, basking in the soft warmth of it.
 
Amber beamed down at me. “This is how you ride a cock,” she said, bouncing up and down wildly, slamming her thin hips to meet my husband’s thrusts.
 
It was only a matter of moments until I watched Logan shoot his second load of the night into the blonde while I caressed her perfect thigh. I was too contented to even feel jealous.
 
Amber relaxed onto my husband’s chest, his cock still inside of her. She turned to meet my gaze, so we were nose-to-nose in the tiny cruise ship bed.
 
“I told you it was going to be the best night of your life.”




Cuckquean in Chastity: Locked by the Stripper





Chapter 1

I noticed them as soon as they walked into the club. He was wearing an expensive suit and strode purposefully over to the VIP section. Obviously, he was no stranger to strip clubs. But the woman following at his heels seemed less sure of herself. She looked around wide-eyed at the naked women dancing on the stage and parading around the room with trays of drinks.
 
Then, I caught sight of the sparkling ring on her finger. A wife, I thought, and the corners of my mouth twitched into a smirk. This was going to be fun.
 
“Vicky!” my manager’s voice rang out.
 
I looked over at him and raised an eyebrow. Jack was frantically looking for something behind the bar, ducking this way and that way.
 
“We’re short a waitress tonight. Go ask if they want a drink,” he said, trailing off weakly as I stared at him. I often had that effect on men, especially when they made the mistake of ordering me around.
 
“Please,” Jack added, looking at me pleadingly.
 
“Sure thing, boss,” I replied, smiling sweetly at the nervous man as danced from one foot to the other.
 
“Thanks, Vicky,” he gushed before taking off to do something else that he seemed to think was a matter of life and death.
 
I studied the couple from across the room. The man was sitting in a booth now, still confident and relaxed. His eyes roamed over the body of a woman dancing on the VIP stage. But he didn’t seem that interested.
 
Meanwhile, his wife seemed to have found a bit more confidence. I watched as she slid her hand slowly up her husband’s leg, getting dangerously close to his crotch. He leaned over and said something to her, making her blush and letting her hand rest on his thigh without moving any farther.
 
Lauren
 
The strip club was louder than I’d imagined. Pop music blared from speakers around the room, drowning out any other noise. As I sat in the booth next to my husband, I wondered if this was a mistake. It had been my idea to come here. I’d hoped it might light a spark in our love life. But it was hard to pay any attention to Blake at all in the dark, deafening atmosphere of the club.
 
Just as I leaned forward to tell Blake I wanted to go, a woman glided over to our table. Her long, platinum-blonde hair ran like water over her slender shoulders. She was one of the most beautiful women I’d ever seen, and I stared at her slack jawed as she stopped in front of me.
 
“Hi, my name’s Vicky,” she purred. “Do you want something to drink?” Her piercing hazel eyes met mine, and she raised one perfectly shaped eyebrow quizzically as I stared at her with my mouth hanging open.
 
I snapped my mouth shut, feeling my face turn red.
 
“Uhh, no. I mean, I don’t think so. We’re about to leave,” I stammered out, feeling more and more self-conscious. Blake looked over at me in surprise.
 
“About to leave?” he asked. “We just got here.”
 
“Yeah, it’s a little loud for me,” I explained.
 
“I know exactly what you mean. Sometimes I can barely stand it in here,” Vicky comforted me, her voice like honey. Reaching out, she squeezed my shoulder reassuringly with one of her soft, perfectly manicured hands. I jumped slightly at her touch.
 
“Why don’t we go back to a private room? It’s not nearly as loud back there.”
 
Blake instantly perked up. He couldn’t keep his legs off the statuesque blonde, and how could I blame him?
 
“That sounds great,” he agreed quickly. I opened my mouth to protest, feeling a bit nervous about what went on in a “private room,” but Vicky didn’t wait for me to say anything. She took hold of my hand and pulled me up from my seat before wrapping her tanned arm around my waist and pulling me close to her.
 
Leading me across the dark strip club, she whispered inn my ear, “Come on, I promise it will be fun.” Despite my misgivings, excitement flared in my chest. With her soft, slender body pressed close to mine, I couldn’t resist. I let myself be led away to the private room.




Chapter 2

Vicky
 
I took the nervous wife to the plush love seat and sat her down. The husband closed the heavy door to the private room behind him as he came in, and we were completely alone. The loud music from outside was just a dull thudding.
 
“See, it’s much nicer in here,” I said, smiling at the wife. She was attractive for a thirty-some-year-old woman. She obviously didn’t care too much about her appearance. Her hair pulled back loosely in a ponytail, and her clothes didn’t fit that well, but her sloppy makeup couldn’t hide her pretty features. She nodded, smiling shyly at me, before introducing herself and her husband.
 
“We can do anything we want to in here,” I said, striding over to the metal pole in the center of the room. It wasn’t strictly true, of course. Officially, there wasn’t supposed to be any sex in here, but this strip club wasn’t a stickler for rules.
 
I grabbed hold of the pole, spinning around it effortlessly as Lauren and Blake watched from the love seat. Both of them focused completely on me, ignoring one another as I danced seductively around the pole.
 
Taking my time, I put on a show for the couple. I wasn’t in any hurry. I knew that they were going to do anything I wanted them to. The lust shining in both of their eyes was proof of that.
 
As I took off my top and let my breasts spill out, I looked up to see Blake’s pants tented around his hard cock. I grinned at him, running my hands over my tanned tits. They were far bigger than Lauren’s, and I could see the jealousy in her eyes as she stared at me.
 
“Why don’t you take it out and let your wife play with it?” I purred, still dancing. Blake didn’t need to be told twice. He unzipped his pants as fast as he could and his rock-hard cock sprang out. It was larger than most guy’s I’d seen. It was at least seven inches long and really thick.
 
Lauren just looked at it. She looked petrified, like she thought the cops were going to kick down the door any second. Chuckling, I walked over to the love seat, wearing just the skimpy underwear I hadn’t taken off yet.
 
“It’s fine,” I murmured, patting Lauren’s shoulder. “There’s no one here but us.”
 
I reached down and ran one of my rose-colored fingernails over Blake’s throbbing cock, making him groan. As I teased him, the member grew harder and harder until it pulsed in the air, an angry red color.
 
Turning around, I pressed my firm ass against his dick and slid up and down seductively, wiggling my body against him. Blake’s strong hands grasped my hips, pressing me firmly against him, and I could feel the heat rolling off his cock in waves.
 
“Fuck, that feels good,” he said breathily. I looked over to watch Lauren as I gave her husband a lap dance right in front of her. Her expression was unreadable. Her lip quivered slightly, and her pale face was flushed, but she didn’t look angry.
 
Without stopping the lap dance, I slowly reached one hand over and ran a fingernail along Lauren’s jaw, across her neck, and down her cleavage. She bit her lip and shuddered under my touch. That was all I needed to know. She wanted this as much as Blake did.
 
Standing up, I swayed to the pulsing beat of the distant music as I took hold of Lauren’s blouse and pulled it over her head. She lifted her arms, helping me undress her. Unclasping her bra, I pulled it off, letting her pale tits spill out. I ran my hands over them, and she melted under my touch. Whimpering, she leaned back in the love seat, giving me better access to her heaving breasts as she panted for air.
 
Blake was still staring at my tanned, perfect tits as I teased his wife, getting her ready for the next step. Finally, I walked back over the pole, giving Lauren a moment to collect herself.
 
“I want you to suck your husband’s cock for me,” I ordered.
 
Lauren
 
I froze at Vicky’s words. I’d never sucked a cock before. Blake had tried to convince me to a few times when we were first married. But I’d always refused. The idea of sucking on a man’s cock, even my husband’s, made me feel dirty.
 
But now I felt something else stir deep inside of me. The thought of blowing my husband right here, in front of this blonde woman who looked like a model, turned me on. I was already wet from the excitement of the situation. Being topless and having Vicky touch me had been too much for me to resist.
 
After only a second’s hesitation, I sank down into my husband’s lap and licked at his throbbing cock. It tasted musky. A pearl of precum stuck to my tongue and formed a silvery line in the air. It tasted salty on my tongue.
 
“Mmm, that’s so hot,” Vicky murmured in her throaty voice from across the room. I looked over to see her dancing around the pole. My husband was staring at her, too. He didn’t look away from the sexy stripper, even when I opened my lips and took the head of his cock in my mouth.
 
His cock felt soft and firm at the same. The musky taste was overpowering, and I could feel myself getting wetter as I bobbed up and down on his prick. It was a struggle to fit it inside my mouth, and I gagged, even though I was only taking a fraction of his length. My eyes watered, and I felt Blake flinch as my teeth scraped along the underside of his cock.
 
Then, I felt a soft hand grab my shoulder and lift me off my husband’s cock.
 
“Here, let me show you how to do it,” Vicky whispered, pushing me back and kneeling in front of my husband. I watched in fascination as she opened her bubblegum-pink lips and lowered her mouth around my husband’s cock. In one smooth motion, she took his entire length into her mouth and throat, making Blake groan. I could feel him tense beside me on the love seat.
 
A flood of emotions passed through me: jealousy, worry, anger, but most of all, arousal. The sight of Vicky’s perfect face sliding up and down my husband’s shaft had to be the most erotic thing I’d ever seen before.
 
I jumped in surprise when I felt something touch the inside of my thigh. Vicky was running a hand up my leg, reaching under my short skirt and caressing my pussy through the lacy thong I was wearing. I’d worn my sexiest lingerie in case Blake wanted sex later.
 
A moan escaped my lips as Vicky slid her finger up and down my slit. I knew she must be able to feel my wetness through the sheer fabric, and I spread my legs wider, hoping she’d keep going. I wasn’t disappointed. Pushing the thong aside, she traced a finger along the sensitive bud of my clit, making me gasp.
 
Looking over, I saw she hadn’t slowed down at all on my husband. Her head was still bobbing up and down, taking his huge cock deep in her throat before letting her tongue swirl around the head and sinking back down.
 
I drank in the sight of her pleasuring my husband as she teased my clit. I didn’t know how much more I could take before I came, but I wanted this to last forever. Vicky’s perfect body kneeling on the floor in front of me made my stomach flutter.
 
Before long, I heard my husband announce that he was coming, and a pang of jealousy shot through me. Vicky went faster and harder. She sucked on his cock, taking him deep in her mouth while he groaned under her.
 
After he was finished, she looked up at me. Meeting my eyes, she slowly slid one of her fingers inside my soaking wet pussy. A jolt of pleasure shot through my body as she rubbed at the sensitive spot just inside my pussy and my clit at the same time.
 
I wriggled on the love seat, tossing my head from side to side as the ecstasy built deep inside of me. Still pleasuring me, Vicky stood up and kissed me on the lips. I opened my mouth hungrily, overwhelmed by the softness and sweetness of her.
 
As our tongues intertwined, I could taste the saltiness of my husband’s load. It was too much for me. My body stiffened as waves of pleasure rolled through me, and I climaxed under her fingers. Vicky held me tenderly while I cried out, letting my head rest on her shoulder.
 
The heady smell of her perfume washed over me. It was sweet and fresh with a hint of vanilla, and I breathed it in deeply as my orgasm washed over me. Sinking back into the love seat, I lay there limply as Vicky got up and put her clothes back on.
 
“Here,” Blake said, reaching into his pants and pulling out his wallet. But Vicky just laughed, and waved him away.
 
“I don’t want your money,” she declared. “That was fun.” Then, she paused and cocked her head to the side. Her blonde hair spilled around her slender frame.
 
“Why don’t you come back in two weeks?” she asked. “I just have one request.”
 
She doesn’t want our money. That’s weird, I thought. What does she want then? I felt a flicker of apprehension, but I pushed it away. I was too excited by the prospect of coming back and seeing Vicky again to worry too much. Maybe she just liked us.
 
Blake sat forward eagerly at her words. He obviously wanted to come back. “What is it?” he asked. “What do you want?”
 
With a sly smile, Vicky floated over to a cabinet and pulled out some sort of metal contraption. Metal bands with padding interlocked and were held together by a tiny padlock. Taking out a key, Vicky opened the lock and pulled the metal strips apart.
 
“I want your wife to wear this until next time.”
 
Her words hovered in the air, and I felt my stomach drop as I realized what it was. A chastity belt. I’d only ever seen pictures of them in books of weird medieval torture devices. This one didn’t look old, though.
 
Blake turned to me and gave me a meaningful look. He wanted me to agree, I knew. But he was going to let me decide for myself.
 
“I—I don’t know,” I stuttered.
 
Vicky walked over to me with the chastity belt.
 
“Come on. I think it’s so hot. I want to spend all week thinking about you locked up for me,” she teased.
 
“Think about all the fun we can have next time,” she added, reaching down to squeeze my thigh. I shuddered under her touch. My pussy was still slick with my arousal, and I knew I’d never come as hard before.
 
“Okay,” I sighed shakily. “I’ll wear it.”
 
Vicky clapped her hands delightedly.
 
“I’m so excited,” she gushed. I stood up and she helped me put the belt on. Pulling down my skirt and thong, she ran the metal belt around my waist, linked the strap that covered my pussy, and snapped the padlock into place. It felt cold and heavy as I pulled my clothes up to cover it.
 
“Perfect,” Vicky announced, still beaming. “I need to go back to the floor. I’ll see you the weekend after next,” she said. In a flash, she was gone. Alone with my husband, the metal chastity belt seemed to weigh a ton as it clung to my curves. I felt my stomach sink. What had I just agreed to?




Chapter 3

Lauren
 
As soon as we got home, I ran to the bathroom and pulled my skirt and thong off. Studying the metal chastity belt, I saw that the two pieces were solid metal bands. The metal split to leave an opening around my asshole, but my pussy was completely encased. There were small holes to let me go to the bathroom and wash, but there was no way I could touch my pussy at all. The thought made my stomach clench.
 
What the hell was I going to do? I couldn’t remember the last time I’d gone two weeks without orgasming. I guess it wasn’t that long, but the fact that I couldn’t orgasm made it sound like an eternity. It would be one thing if I chose not to orgasm for that long, but I had no choice. The metal belt ruled out any possibility of pleasure.
 
I tugged at the belt half-heartedly, but it didn’t budge. The padlock was tiny, but the thick metal bar locking the chastity belt together was obviously too strong to break. Oh well, I thought. It’s only two weeks. Trying my best not to think about the heavy belt around my waist, I went to bed.
 
The first week in the chastity belt passed quickly enough. After I got over the initial weirdness of going to the bathroom and showering with it on, I hardly noticed it anymore. I made sure to wear bulky clothes that hid the metal strap around my waist, and life continued like normal.
 
But the second week was torture. As the day we were going to go back to the strip club approached, I couldn’t get Vicky out of my head. I imagined her slender, perfect body. Her huge, tanned tits. Her long legs. All of it made my pussy ache under the metal belt, but I couldn’t get any relief.
 
At night, I’d feel myself getting wet as I lay in bed next to Blake. More than anything, I wanted to come. To fuck Blake until I got off, or at least to touch myself to relieve the tension. But I couldn’t do anything.
 
One night, I tried pressing my vibrator against the metal belt. I hid in the bathroom so Blake wouldn’t see just how desperate I was. The whole belt rattled loudly. I could feel the slightest vibration against my pussy through the metal strap and the thin padding beneath. It just wasn’t enough to come, though. The rest of that night was even worse than normal. Aroused and unable to orgasm, I fought back tears as I lay in bed wide awake.
 
Blake seemed to sense my frustration, and he wrapped his arms around me as I lay there. I relaxed against him, counting down the hours until we’d see Vicky, and I could finally get this belt off.
 
With a start, I realized I could feel my husband’s cock pressing against my thigh. He was hard. With me in the belt, we hadn’t been able to fuck at all, and I felt guilty about it. Reaching down, I stroked his cock under the sheets, and I could feel him stiffen against me.
 
Blake cupped my breasts, and I felt electricity crackle through every inch of my aching body. I whimpered softly, wanting to come more than I ever had in my life.
 
Deciding that there was no reason for Blake to feel as bad as I did, I crawled down under the covers and slipped his cock into my mouth. The pungent taste made me moan slightly, and I could feel wetness inside my chastity belt.
 
Blake ran his hand through my hair, pushing me down onto his cock as I struggled to take it inside my mouth.
 
“That feels good, baby,” he encouraged, working his cock deeper and deeper. I swirled my tongue around his rigid cock, trying to get him off as quickly as I could. Being this close to his member was just adding to the torture of being aroused and unable to get off.
 
“You’re almost as good as Vicky,” he added. Humiliation washed over me. Almost as good? But I knew he meant it as a compliment. There was no way I was half as good as Vicky. She had made it look easy to give my husband a blowjob that would have made a porn star blush.
 
“We’ll see Vicky soon, and you’ll get your belt off,” he continued. I could feel his cock twitch in my mouth as he said Vicky’s name. Looking up at my husband, I saw his eyes were shut tight, and I wondered if he was thinking of Vicky right now as he fucked my mouth. The thought filled me with shame. But how could I blame him? She was drop-dead gorgeous and ten years younger than I was.
 
I felt Blake’s cock swell in my mouth, and I struggled to take him. Then, hot cum splashed across my tongue, and I would have gasped in surprise if I’d been able to. I’d never felt someone come in my mouth before. It was strange and exciting at the same time. Blake’s load filled my mouth, and I swallowed it as my mouth filled.
 
“Thanks, baby,” my husband sighed as he relaxed into our bed. I lay next to him, feeling hornier than ever.
 
“Don’t worry. We’ll see Vicky soon,” he reassured me.




Chapter 4

Vicky
 
When Lauren walked into the club this time, she wasn’t nervous at all. Her eyes scanned the room desperately, looking for me, and as soon as she saw me, the tension melted from her shoulders. She beamed happily at me, and I smirked back, gesturing for her to go to the private room in the back.
 
Lauren didn’t need to be told twice. She grabbed Blake’s arm and practically dragged him there, hurrying him past the bar when he tried to stop and get a drink.
 
I felt excitement course through me. I wanted to see just how far this timid housewife would go when she was desperate. Judging by how eager she was to be in private, this was going to be a great night.
 
When I walked into the room after them, they were already seated on the love seat. Lauren was tapping her foot on the ground impatiently, but she stopped when I came in.
 
“Hi, Vicky,” she greeted me eagerly.
 
“Hi, guys,” I answered sweetly. “Did you miss me?”
 
Lauren nodded eagerly. “Can you take this chastity belt off now?” she pleaded, her eyes shining with desperation.
 
I just laughed, using one delicate finger to beckon her over to me. She practically ran over to me where I stood by the stripper pole.
 
“Wait here,” I ordered, sashaying over to the cabinet across the room. I could feel their eyes on my legs and barely covered ass as I walked. Grabbing the key and two pairs of handcuffs, I went over to Lauren.
 
“Give me your hands,” I commanded. She only hesitated a second before she did what I asked. She was too eager to get the belt off to refuse. I clicked the handcuffs shut around her wrists and the metal pole jutting out of the small stage. Then, I pulled down her skirt and thong and unlocked the tiny padlock. Carefully removing the chastity belt, I put it on the ground next to her.
 
“Thank you, Vicky,” she gushed, not seeming to realize that her predicament hadn’t gotten any better. With her hands safely bound to the pole, there was no way for her to touch herself.
 
“You’re welcome, sweetie,” I purred, reaching out to brush her hair out of her face before walking over to Blake on the love seat.
 
Lauren
 
As I stood handcuffed to the pole, I watched Vicky straddle my husband and kiss him deeply. It seemed like she wasn’t going to pretend she was just a stripper this time. Breaking their kiss, she helped Blake out of his pants, leaving me to watch with growing horror.
 
What is she doing? I wondered. After she’d helped Blake, Vicky began taking her own clothes off. Putting on a show for Blake, she seductively stripped off her top and skirt before moving on to her bra and panties. By the end, she stood there completely naked. Her shaved, pink pussy was on full display.
 
Vicky turned around to look at me and winked mischievously. Worry wormed through me. There’s no way she’s going to fuck my husband, I reassured myself, but the words sounded hollow even to me.
 
Without waiting another second, Vicky lowered herself onto my husband’s hard cock. My heart skipped a beat as I watched Blake’s dick disappear into her pink lips, stretching them apart.
 
“Oh, fuck! That feels good,” my husband gasped, running his hands over the sexy stripper’s smooth thighs as she settled onto his cock.
 
“God, you’re tight,” he exclaimed, as Vicky leaned forward to kiss him. Shame swept through me as I realized I hadn’t even objected as Vicky took my husband in front of me. I’d just stood there. I sank down heavily to the floor, letting the handcuffs trail down behind me.
 
Vicky bounced up and down methodically on my husband’s cock. Sitting up until just the head was inside of her, she sank down, making him bottom out in her pussy before doing it all over again, slowly and teasingly. It was driving Blake wild, and soon he was grabbing her waist trying to force her up and down faster.
 
I had a sinking feeling she was putting on a show for my benefit. And sure enough, she soon turned around and smiled devilishly at me. I felt myself flush under her gaze. Watching the sexy stripper ride my husband’s cock was turning me on—as she no doubt knew. I could feel wetness running down the inside of my thighs as I lay in a heap at the bottom of the pole.
 
Blake finally had enough. With a roar, he grabbed Vicky and tossed her from on top of him to the love seat. Climbing on top of the giggling stripper, he pinned her to the love seat and started fucking her in earnest.
 
Blake rutted her. The sound of his hips slapping against her flat stomach filled the room as my husband completely lost control. He fucked her savagely, and she loved it. Vicky raked her long nails across his back, leaving red marks as she bucked her hips to meet his thrusts.
 
I’d never seen Blake like this before. He was going absolutely wild, lost in his passion. It was unlike any time he’d ever fucked me, and I felt the shame flare inside of me. I’d never pleased him the way Vicky was now.
 
With a growl, Blake unloaded inside of the stripper. I watched the muscles in his back ripple and tense as he thrust into her a few more times, shooting his seed deep into her.
 
Vicky looked over at me and smiled as she wrapped her lithe arms around my husband. He collapsed on top of her, catching his breath. After a minute, Vicky slid out from under him and walked over to me.
 
“Do you want to come?” she teased, feigning innocence.
 
I nodded vigorously. I would have already touched myself if my hands weren’t locked behind me to the pole.
 
“You need to make me come first,” she ordered. Before I could ask what that meant, Vicky squatted down so that her pussy was just in front of my face. I could see my husband’s load leaking out of her, and a mix of jealousy, shame, and pure lust burned through my body.
 
I hesitated for a moment, unsure if I could eat out Vicky, especially when her pussy was dripping cum. But then I felt Vicky’s hand creep up my thigh and pause teasingly just at the edge of my pussy.
 
It felt like every nerve ending in my body was on fire with need, and my legs quivered uncontrollably. I needed to come. It didn’t matter what I had to do.
 
Leaning forward, I licked at Vicky’s wet pussy. The taste of Blake’s load was mixed with a sweet scent that must have been Vicky’s juices. It was an intoxicating blend of muskiness that made my stomach tighten.
 
The smell and taste of their mingled juices was overwhelming. I lapped at her pussy, desperate to get her off so that I could finally come. The more I tasted Vicky, the more desperate I became, and I could hear myself whimpering with desire as I ate her out.
 
Vicky’s hand slipped between my legs and pressed against my clit, sending waves of pleasure through me. As I licked the stripper, she slipped a finger inside of me. After so long without being touched there, it felt exquisite.
 
“That’s it, Lauren. Keep going,” Vicky coaxed me breathlessly. Pushing me completely down to the floor, Vicky settled down on top of my face. She ground her wet pussy up and down on me as I licked at her frantically. It didn’t take long for her muscular thighs to clench around my head as her orgasm swept through her.
 
Feeling her jerkily ride my face as she came was too much for me. The waves of pleasure building inside of me crested, and my own climax tore through my aching body. After being denied any pleasure for so long, the orgasm was the most intense of my life. I writhed under Vicky, moaning wordlessly into her mound while she stroked my pussy throughout my climax.
 
After we’d both recovered, Vicky stood up. She unlocked my handcuffs and then picked up the metal chastity belt and snapped it back around my waist. I was past the point of caring as I basked in the afterglow of the best orgasm of my life.
 
“I’ll see you next week,” Vicky said cheerfully as she walked out the door.
 
I lay in a heap on the floor as Blake relaxed on the love seat. It felt like we sat there an eternity, but it was probably only a few minutes.
 
She locked me back in the chastity belt, I thought numbly. It was a sobering thought, but I didn’t care, I decided. I’d do anything Vicky asked me to so long as she let us come back here. I’d never wanted anything as much as I wanted to please her.
 
I knew this was just the beginning. Nothing would ever be the same.
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