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Chapter 1

Rolling over in bed, I picked up my phone from the side table and checked the time. It was 10:05, early to be going to sleep but much too late for the neighbors to be playing classic rock at full volume.
I had to be at the office by five in order to prepare for a huge client call, and Jake had a big day ahead of him too. When I sat up, he switched on the lamp next to him and sighed.
 
“We’re not the kind of people to call the police for a noise complaint,” my husband said, like he was trying to remind himself.
 
I stood and pulled on some yoga pants and a T-shirt without a word. This wouldn’t be the first time we paid a visit to the condo next door to ask the college guy who lived there to turn his music down. And I knew it wouldn’t be the last.
 
The difference was I had never been this frustrated and angry about it. My call the next day was one of the biggest of my career, and my nerves were frayed over it. Was getting some uninterrupted sleep really too much to ask?
 
Jake held my hand as we sped over to confront Walker. Usually, I let Jake do all the talking, but this time, I was shaking mad. Pounding on the door with the side of my fist, I let loose.
 
“Walker! Walker, you little prick, turn that shit down,” I yelled, my voice barely recognizable it was so tight and high-pitched.
 
Jake slowly turned his head to look at me, shock written all over his handsome face. This was totally out of character for me. I prided myself on being level-headed and in control. But I knew he was as frustrated as I was because the corners of his mouth pulled up into a sly smile.
 
Egged on by his reaction, I kept pounding on the door, even after I heard footsteps on the other side of it. When the door swung open, I nearly fell in through the doorway, and Jake grabbed the back of my T-shirt to steady me.
 
But when he saw her, my husband quickly pulled his hand away and took a step away from me. I could hardly blame him. At first, I had no clue what was going on. It never entered my mind that someone other than Walker could be standing in front of me.
 
Yet this tiny, fit coed was that asshole’s opposite in just about every way. She had the proportions of a model: legs that looked as big around as my arms, a flat stomach on full display in her crop top, full lips, and sparkling eyes that were framed by flawless blonde hair.
 
Her beautiful face looked worried, and I had the weirdest sensation that I wanted to make it all okay.
 
“Oh my God, is my music too loud?” the girl asked, chewing her lip. “When I took over Walker’s lease, he told me the soundproofing was so good that I didn’t have to think about keeping it down. I’m so sorry; I don’t have class tomorrow, so I got carried away.”
 
“Figures,” my husband said smoothly, looking her up and down. “We had a bit of a feud going with Walker over his music. It sounds like he got his final revenge before he left.” Jake chuckled.
 
But the coed didn’t join in, and it was clear she felt bad. “Hey,” Jake said. “Don’t worry about it. Really. In fact, it’s a good thing that we got the chance to meet our new neighbor. I’m Jake,” he said, thrusting his hand forward.
 
“Mindy,” the blonde bombshell replied, relaxing her shoulders and smiling brightly.
 
I introduced myself, sandwiching Mindy’s manicured hand between both of mine, trying desperately to compensate for how rude I’d been. “Like my husband said, we thought you were Walker. I’m really sorry for screaming at you. I swear I’m not usually like this.”
 
Mindy nodded but she didn’t meet my eyes. A million thoughts raced through my head. First and foremost, that I didn’t think it was possible for someone to look so hot in real life.
 
I guess I had convinced myself that everyone in TV and movies was airbrushed within an inch of their lives. But the longer I looked at Mindy, the more convinced I was that she was perfect.
 
I mean, it was 10 o’clock at night, and she wasn’t in sweatpants. No, she was in a pleated miniskirt and a cropped white T-shirt, which was straining across her incredible cleavage. I don’t think she was wearing any makeup, but she didn’t need to.
 
Even though her hair was light blonde, Mindy’s eyelashes were long and dark. Her cheeks seem to have a natural flush, accentuating her high, sharp cheekbones. And her lips, well, I thought I saw Jake staring at them, and I understood.
 
I had to tell myself to stop gawking. “Why don’t you come over tomorrow night?” I heard myself babble at her. “My college days are long gone, but I still remember how I craved a home-cooked meal. Seriously, let me apologize for screaming at you with a nice dinner.”
 
Mindy’s eyes flicked from me to Jake. Beside me, Jake was leaning forward expectantly. Mindy bit her lip again, but only for a second. Then she looked back at me and nodded. “That’s so nice of you!” she chirped. “I would love to!”




Chapter 2

My client call went perfectly, but I was still a bundle of nerves throughout the day. I couldn’t figure it out. It was Jake who named what I was feeling as I ran around our kitchen frantically.
“Man, babe, you really want her to like you,” he cracked as I stirred the mashed potatoes. “How hungry do you think one girl can be?”
 
Jake leaned down and kissed the top of my head. “She’s going to love it,” he assured me. Just then, the doorbell rang, and Jake bounded to the door.
 
I rolled my eyes. He was making fun of me, but he seemed just as excited to make friends with our new neighbor.
 
There was just something about being around her. I don’t know how Jake felt, but Mindy made me feel like the me of fifteen years ago, back when I was in college.
 
Back then, I was nowhere near as hot as Mindy. Still, my body was younger, tighter, and more flexible than it was now.
 
In the next room, I could hear Jake and Mindy laughing. It was so nice to entertain. Jake and I worked so much that we rarely took the time to host anyone.
 
Carrying a platter of food into the dining room, I couldn’t wait to see what Mindy was wearing tonight. Maybe we’d get close enough that she’d want to go shopping together.
 
Having some young blood in the house was going to be good for us, I thought, smiling as Mindy’s eyes widened at the sight of all the food I’d made.
 
“Ellie, you didn’t have to do all this for me!” Mindy said, but she was beaming, and I felt pure pleasure at the sight of her so happy.
 
My eyes scanned the strapless pink dress she was wearing, which hugged her every curve and looked like it was made for her. It also looked really expensive. The girl had good taste.
 
After every course, Mindy told me how delicious my cooking was and marveled at the fact that dinner was still going. Jake, for his part, barely made a peep. Mostly, he looked down at his plate and stole glances at Mindy.
 
I didn’t take it personally. Why would I? After all, I couldn’t take my eyes off of her either.
 
“What should we do now?” Jake said, breaking the silence as I collected everyone’s dessert plates.
 
“Oh, well, I don’t want to overstay my welcome,” Mindy said, standing daintily while folding her cloth napkin.
 
“No!” I said, just as Jake said, “You should stay,” our voices overlapping desperately.
 
Mindy shrugged, a slight smile playing on her lips. “I mean, if you really want me here…” she trailed off.
 
That’s how we found ourselves in the living room, Jake and I sitting ramrod straight on the sectional and Mindy on the armchair across from us.
 
Mindy looked from Jake to me and then back at Jake again. “There is this game my friends play,” the coed started. Mindy paused then gestured like she was batting the idea away. “Never mind, you’d think it was silly.”
 
I softened, relaxing my shoulders. It was cute that she cared what we thought. “I’ll bet it’s fun,” I coaxed. “How do you play?”
 
Mindy smiled at me again, and this time, it made a knot form in my stomach. “Most of my friends are in the acting program,” she explained. “Actually, sometimes I think they’re only friends with me because I have an agent for my modeling gigs,” Mindy said, laughing.
 
I knew it. She was so good looking that it would be a waste if she weren’t modeling.
 
“Anyway,” Mindy continued, “they like to play this game where you close your eyes while holding the TV remote. You flip to a random channel, open your eyes, and act out whatever you see. Do you want to give it a try?”
 
I looked at Jake, anticipating that he was about to shut her down. It was a silly game, and not at all something my serious husband would spend his evening doing. But Jake was leaning forward on the couch, hanging onto Mindy’s every word.
 
“Seems really fun,” Jake said, running a hand through his hair.
 
I had no idea what had gotten into him. Maybe he felt exactly like I did, that tonight had been good for us, and I let myself get swept up in the moment of carefree fun. Standing up, I walked over to the TV stand and grabbed the remote.
 
“You should go first and show us how it’s done,” I said to Mindy, pressing the remote into her outstretched hands. As I sat back down, Mindy switched the TV on and then scrunched her eyes shut.
 
She pressed a random sequence of numbers. But when she opened her eyes, the smile fell off her face. On the screen, a woman on her hands and knees had her back to the camera. The camera zoomed in on her hairless slit, and then zoomed back out to show her crawling toward the end of the bed.
 
A naked man urged her forward, his cock standing straight out from his body and looking like an arm it was so big.
 
Mindy’s mouth formed an O of surprise, the remote dangling from her limp hand. Jake was looking at a spot on the floor as the woman on the screen moaned theatrically around the cock in her mouth.
 
“Jake! What is this?” I shrieked. A channel like this was something you had to subscribe to. My high-pitched voice jolted Mindy out of her trance. She clicked the remote, and mercifully, the TV shut off.
 
Mindy paced over to where me and my husband were sitting on the couch as my face turned scarlet.
 
But before I could apologize to the coed, before I could say anything else at all, Mindy stared at Jake, licked her lips, and sank down to the floor.
 
Jake and Mindy were in their own little world. They were communicating silently, and as Mindy placed her palms on my living room carpet and crawled toward Jake, Jake slowly unzipped his slacks.
 
My husband was grinning slyly as he roughly yanked on the head of his cock. His big member sprang out, already rock hard, and I wondered absently if Jake had been hard since Mindy came over for dinner.
 
Inside me, a queasy mix of fear, jealousy, and shock churned. But I couldn’t move from where I was, frozen on the couch mere feet away from Jake.
 
I had a perfect view of Mindy’s cleavage as she crawled—and bounced—nearer to Jake. I cocked my head, watching, and that’s when I realized I had failed to identify the strongest feeling churning inside me: desire.
 
There was no denying it, even if I couldn’t figure out if I wanted to be Mindy or be with her. I’d never felt this way before, never looked twice at a woman, but Mindy was different. She was a model, for fuck’s sake.
 
What would she look like blowing my husband? I crossed my legs and squirmed just thinking about it.
 
But I didn’t have to wonder for long. Mindy stuck out her perfect pink tongue and swirled it around the head of my husband’s throbbing cock. The second she made contact with him, his whole body went rigid, and he threw his head back.
 
“Don’t tease me,” he groaned as Mindy looked up at him from under her long, black lashes. Immediately, she stopped licking and opened her mouth wider.
 
Jake inched forward, thrusting into her parted lips. And Mindy took him, all of him, effortlessly.
 
I had never managed to get much more than the head of Jake’s cock into my mouth. He was just too big. After a while, I didn’t even bother to try, and he always told me that was okay. He’d say he liked fucking me better anyway.
 
But Jake never looked like this when he was fucking me. His face was a mask of pleasure, and his eyes were rolling back in his head. You’d think he was already about to come from the way he was moaning and groaning and carrying on.
 
Jake was a stud, though. Mindy had her work cut out for her, I thought.
 
At this point, the coed was blowing Jake exactly like the porn star on TV. She was bobbing back and forth, skewering herself on Jake. Every once in a while, she would pull her head back, teasingly lick the underside of Jake’s dick, and then deep-throat him all over again.
 
And the entire time, I never managed to protest the fact that the college girl I had invited for dinner was on her hands and knees pleasuring my husband. I said nothing at all. Instead, I watched the two of them intently, like they were my own porn channel.
 
My hand found its way down to my crotch. I pressed my palm hard against my mound, moaning quietly. Soon, I was rocking back and forth on my hand, and the pleasure was rising deep in my core.
 
I touched myself harder than I ever had before while my husband tangled his hand in the coed’s hair. “Your mouth feels so fucking good,” my husband growled. “You’re gonna make me come.”
 
Pulling my hand away from my crotch, horror filled me. Mindy hadn’t even been at it for that long. It shouldn’t be possible, I thought. Was Mindy so irresistible that Jake was already going to blow his load?
 
Jealousy surged through me. How long had Jake wanted this? Someone younger and hotter? But the more my jealousy flared, the closer I watched them, and I couldn’t help but start humping my hand all over again.
 
“Keep taking me,” Jake coaxed. “That’s right, baby.”
 
Mindy gagged around him but did what he asked, and Jake started bucking, and I knew she had gotten him there.
 
I started to come to my senses when Mindy swallowed hard and stopped sucking Jake off. She rocked back and sat on her heels, grinning up at Jake, who stroked her face before tucking himself away with a satisfied sigh.
 
All of a sudden, I felt nothing but deep shame, and I crossed my arms tightly, even though my arousal was still pulsing between my legs.
 
“That game has never been so fun,” Mindy giggled. Jake nodded so fast he looked like a bobble head. I wasn’t sure they remembered I was in the same room. Or that I existed.
 
But then Mindy’s eyes flicked over to me. “You are the coolest, Ellie!” she said excitedly. “Like, seriously. Tonight has been so fun.”
 
She rose to her feet gracefully and smoothed her pink dress. “I better get going,” she said to me. “Thank you,” she chirped, touching my arm lightly as she walked to the door.
 
I trailed after her, totally stunned into silence. My body felt warm from her compliment somehow.
 
“Don’t forget to give Mindy the leftovers,” Jake said, bounding to catch up with us. His smile was huge, but he wasn’t looking at me at all. He only had eyes for Mindy, not that I blamed him. What had just happened was crazy.
 
Dutifully, I grabbed the container I’d packed for Mindy, and she disappeared through the door with a quick wave.
 
Whistling, Jake walked back to the living room and flicked on the TV. In a daze, I wandered upstairs and got ready for bed. But I couldn’t sleep that night, not when I kept reliving the most confusing sexual experience of my life—one that didn’t really involve me at all.




Chapter 3

Jake and I never talked about what happened. Not the next day and not by the next weekend. We were careful around each other, though. Polite to the point that it was more like we were roommates than husband and wife.
And Mindy seemed to have dropped off the face of the earth. God knows I’d looked through the blinds at the condo next door every chance I got, but I never saw her coming or going or any lights on at the place.
 
If things hadn’t been so uneasy with Jake, I would have thought I imagined the whole Mindy thing.
 
We were in the kitchen, making a late-night snack and giving each other a wide berth when the doorbell rang. It was past 11:00, so I had no idea who it could be. Jake shrugged and went to answer it, and I ran into the front hall when I heard Mindy’s voice.
 
Unlike last time, there was no giggling. In fact, she sounded serious as she discussed something with my husband.
 
Mindy looked up and gave me a tight smile when she caught sight of me. “I needed to return this,” she said, lifting up my Tupperware.
 
“And I also needed to talk to you two,” she said, dropping her voice. “The other night…” she started.
 
Jake and I both waited expectantly. I don’t know what I was hoping to hear, but I knew exactly what Jake wanted her to say.
 
“I shouldn’t have let the other night happen,” Mindy continued, and Jake’s face fell. “It’s not that it wasn’t fun,” she said, touching Jake’s arm gently. “It’s just that I broke my own rule.”
 
“Why don’t you come in and we’ll talk about this,” Jake said quietly. He was chewing his lip, and he looked like he’d do anything to get the beautiful coed to stay.
 
Mindy sighed, like she was used to deflecting invitations. I wondered if she had somewhere to be. She was wearing a short, form-fitting black dress that glittered in the light of our front hall, after all.
 
But Mindy surprised me. “Yeah,” she said, her blonde hair bobbing as she nodded. “Yeah, okay.”
 
Brushing past me, Mindy walked straight back to the living room. She took a seat on the sofa and gestured for Jake and me to sit too, like she was hosting us and not the other way around.
 
“So…” she started, drawing things out as the tension in the room rose.
 
I couldn’t take the suspense, I guess. “What rule did you break?” I asked, interrupting.
 
Mindy smiled coyly at me. “An important one. You see, I promised myself I would never get involved with a married couple again. It’s too much,” she said wistfully. “I always end up feeling like the third wheel.”
 
Jake looked at me and then back at Mindy. Everything was laid bare on his face, so I wasn’t surprised by what he said next. “I won’t make you feel like the third wheel, I promise, baby,” he begged.
 
For her part, Mindy simply shrugged. “I know you say that, but that’s how it ends up when there are three people involved. Unless…”
 
“Unless what?” I asked, arching an eyebrow. I wondered if I looked as desperate as my husband. But the truth was I hadn’t been sleeping, not much at all since we’d had Mindy over. I was struggling to focus at work too.
 
All I could think about was the way she’d looked on her knees on my living room floor. I couldn’t lie to myself—it was the hottest thing I’d ever seen. The entire week I’d wondered if Mindy would come back over and if we might end up having a threesome.
 
And here Mindy was saying it had all been a mistake. I wished I could pin it all on Jake, pretend that I was humoring all of this solely to spice up my marriage and keep my husband happy. But even I could hear the desperation in my own voice.
 
“I don’t know if I should say it!” Mindy said, doubling over in a fit of giggles. Jake nodded vigorously, urging her to continue. Like me, it looked like he was holding his breath.
 
Instead of answering, Mindy opened her little black purse and started rifling through it. When she held up what she was looking for, her eyes were sparkling.
 
But Jake and I just looked at each other, baffled. Mindy was holding a complicated contraption, and we had no idea what we were looking at.
 
Mindy giggled harder. “You two are funny,” she told us. “Have you really never seen one of these before?”
 
She waited a beat and then kept talking. “It’s a chastity belt,” the irresistible coed squealed.
 
I tapped a finger against my chin. “But won’t that make you feel like more of a third wheel?” Jake and Mindy both turned to give me the same incredulous look, and I realized my mistake right away. Of course, it wasn’t for Mindy, I thought as my cheeks reddened. It was for me.




Chapter 4

I swear I was going to say no. But when Mindy came over and sank down in front of me like she was getting ready to help me put the chastity belt on, she touched my knee.
Mindy’s touch sent a shiver through my whole body. Was this crazy? I looked over at Jake, and he cocked his head at me. “It’s up to you, babe,” he said.
 
“How does this work?” I asked, slowly standing on shaking legs.
 
“Take off your skirt and panties, and I’ll do the rest,” Mindy said, looking up at me with a sly grin.
 
Letting my skirt fall to the ground was the easy part, but I was ashamed of the oversized cotton panties I was wearing, and I tried to use my hands to cover myself up.
 
“You are doing great, Ellie,” Mindy said, and her praise encouraged me. With a shuddering sigh, I pulled down my panties so my pussy was completely exposed. That’s how I found myself stepping through the leather and metal straps of the chastity belt as Mindy guided the metal bar in place flush with my pussy.
 
Then she affixed a tiny metal padlock and clicked it in place. “Okay, you can put your skirt back on,” Mindy said, tugging on the belt until she assured herself it couldn’t come off.
 
By now, her grin was less coy. Actually, she was smiling so broadly that she showed all of her teeth, and she immediately turned on her heel and launched herself into Jake’s lap.
 
The two of them whispered and pawed at each other. Off to the side, I noticed each of their glances my way, and I wondered what they were saying about me.
 
But I didn’t even ask. I was too busy getting used to the cold metal pressed against me, teasing the sensitive nub of my clit. I had no idea that the all-consuming arousal coursing through me was about to become unbearable.
 
I should have, though, when Mindy sprang up and clapped her hands. “I’m so excited about this, you two,” she squealed. “I’ll come back over soon, and we’ll have so much fun together.”
 
Disappointment was all over my husband’s face. His hard-on was tenting his pants, and I know he was expecting to fuck Mindy after she curled up in his lap.
 
In a way, it was comforting that she was teasing us both, though Jake certainly didn’t see it that way. “Why don’t you stay now?” he asked Mindy eagerly.
 
But Mindy was already across the house, and she either ignored the question or didn’t hear it as she pulled the front door closed behind her.
 
Jake sighed and shrugged his shoulders before pulling himself together. He faced me and took me by the hands. “Good things come to those who wait, I suppose,” he said, winking. The smile he was giving me told me I’d done exactly what he’d hoped for by agreeing to the belt.
 
“It’s a little sexy, right?” I said, gesturing to my crotch. Under my skirt, my wetness was already coating my thighs.
 
“Definitely,” Jake said, pulling me close and kissing the top of my head.
 
But Jake must have been exaggerating the metal belt’s appeal, because over the next few days, he was constantly on his phone. He barely glanced at me, and we fell into a rhythm of going to work and coming home to watch TV until it was time to go to bed.
 
If I was being honest with myself, that was all for the best because fooling around with Jake would have made me even more uncontrollably aroused than I already was.
 
In the shower, I tried in vain to slip my fingers into the chastity belt to get myself off, but there was no way. Pressing on the outside of the belt gave me no pleasure, either. It got to the point where even a stray wind made my skin prickle and a familiar wetness flood me.
 
Jake must have been in the same boat because he was always adjusting himself as he scrolled on his phone. After a few days, I managed to come up behind him and peer down at the small screen.
 
It was Mindy’s social media he was always scrolling through.
 
The sight of her in a bikini at the lake laughing with some of her friends put me over the top.
 
“Jake,” I said softly, “What are we doing?” I sat down heavily at the kitchen table, and Jake looked at me with genuine concern.
 
“Mindy’s been texting me, honey,” he reassured me. “She says she wants to come over this weekend.” He shrugged, trying to act nonchalant, but his jaw ticked. He was as wound up as me.
 
“Is she going to unlock me?” I asked, a note of panic in my voice.
 
Jake tapped at his screen and then showed a text from Mindy to me: “The three of us will all get what we want on Saturday…as long as you two follow my rules!”
 
“What does she mean?” I asked.
 
“Just that I’m not supposed to fool around with you or touch myself and you’re supposed to stay in your belt and not try to take it off or anything,” Jake responded.
 
That night, I dreamt that Mindy, Jake, and I were having a threesome, and the beautiful blonde was eating me out while I blew Jake. My orgasm was just out of reach and I ground against Mindy’s perfect pink tongue, going harder and faster as the pleasure made all my muscles go tight.
 
Just as I was about to come, I blinked awake. Sweaty and miserable, I tossed and turned for the rest of the night. Two more days to go, I told myself. Then, all of this would be worth it. I ignored the knot in my stomach and pushed all the overwhelming fantasies out of my head as best as I could.
 
I could do two more days, and then all three of us would get what we wanted. Just like beautiful Mindy promised.




Chapter 5

Mindy didn’t knock or ring the doorbell when she sauntered in two hours late on Saturday night. Jake looked so pained waiting around and staring at the clock that I thought he might catch on fire.
But Mindy didn’t even apologize or explain. She jogged into the living room in a tube top and a denim mini skirt, her huge breasts bouncing. Jake was mesmerized. And I was too.
 
“Here’s how this is going to go,” Mindy said, hands on hips. “Jake is going to carry me to the bedroom. Right. Now,” she said, pointing a hot-pink manicured nail at my husband.
 
Jake didn’t have to be asked twice. He flung the squealing coed over his shoulder and pinned her down on the bed as I trotted into the room behind them.
 
Mindy took a moment off from making out with Jake to lift her head and wave me over to the tufted chair in the corner of the room. A bad feeling rose in the pit of my stomach. I thought I’d be on the bed with them; that’s how it was in all of my fantasies.
 
But the dark look on Mindy’s face kept me from protesting. I sank down into the chair, my eyes fixed on the two of them tangled on the bed.
 
“I want to see it again,” Mindy said to my husband, who scrambled off of the bed and stepped out of his pants so fast I thought he might fall over.
 
Once his hard cock was out and he pulled his shirt over his head, Mindy held up a hand before he could clamber back onto the bed. Then she made a big show of pulling herself up onto her knees so that we both had a perfect view before taking off her own clothes tantalizingly slowly.
 
My heart beat fast at the sight of Mindy’s full, incredible breasts. Her nipples were puckered and dusky, and I looked down past her flat stomach to her hairless mound. She was even hotter than I could have imagined.
 
Jake, for his part, could no longer hold back. With a growl, he got back on the bed, pinning her down again. Her giggles and squeals bounced around our bedroom as I leaned forward to get a better look.
 
My husband was lining himself up with the coed’s slit, and Mindy was arching her hips off the bed in anticipation. “I’ve been waiting so long for this,” Jake said in a husky voice.
 
“Give it to me then,” Mindy said breathlessly, urging him on.
 
My stomach clenched as I watched my husband’s cock press against the pink lips of Mindy’s pussy. He was rock-hard. His cock head was practically purple as it pushed inside of her.
 
Dizziness swept over me as I stared at the scene. Her tight pussy was stretching around my husband’s girth. Jake panted with pleasure as he sank into her ever so slowly until his hips slapped against hers.
 
“You are so fucking tight,” Jake growled. Drawing back, he stopped with just the tip of his cock still inside of her.
 
Then, he plunged back in. All the muscles in Jake’s back rippled as he fucked her—hard and fast. His groans of pleasure made me hotter and wetter than ever. At the same time, there was a little voice in the back of my head reminding me that my husband had never seemed this excited to fuck me.
 
Still, my arousal took all my attention. Without realizing it, I was gripping the sides of the chair I was on, my knuckles turning white.
 
Jake and Mindy were making the headboard slam against the wall. Jake was rutting our neighbor, pulling out and plunging back and over and over. And Mindy squealed at every stroke, her manicured nails clawing at his toned back.
 
“Fill me up, baby!” she moaned, glancing over at me. A little smirk played across her full lips.
 
Mindy’s words drove my husband wild. He slammed into her even harder. His hips were starting to move jerkily, and even though I knew what was about to happen, it still took me by total surprise.
 
Roaring, he gave one final thrust and then reached forward to grab Mindy’s perfect tits, taking handfuls of them and pumping her full of cum.
 
I couldn’t believe what I was seeing—Jake wasn’t wearing a condom, and now the sexy coed was wrapping her legs around his back, keeping him in place as she milked out every drop of his load.
 
Absently, I felt a hint of panic. But, to my incredible shame, mostly I was overcome. The two of them together was the hottest thing I’d ever seen, way hotter than the blow job.
 
Jake rolled off of Mindy and laid with his hands behind his head, an enormous grin spread across his face. Mindy traced a finger up his chest.
 
“Jake, baby, could you do me a favor?” she said in a super pouty voice.
 
My husband sat up instantly. “What can I do for you?” Jake said, studying her intently.
 
“Well…” Mindy started, before sticking out her lower lip. “I’m not a smoker, but I just love to have one teeny tiny cigarette after sex.”
 
“I’m sorry, baby,” Jake replied, blowing out a breath. “I don’t have any cigarettes.”
 
Mindy tried again, and this time her voice got harder. “Could you, maybe, I don’t know, go get me some?” she said, trailing her finger down to his balls. When she touched them, Jake jumped and his jaw went slack.
 
“Well?” Mindy prompted.
 
Jake’s eyes focused, and he hopped up and started putting on his clothes. Unbelievable. He was going to go to the store in the middle of the night for her.
 
*
 
Now that my husband was running her errand, Mindy’s gaze settled on me. I was still sitting on the chair where she’d told me to.
 
The coed stretched lazily on my bed, her pretty face still flushed from fucking my husband. Without saying anything, she beckoned me over with one finger.
 
I practically jumped off the chair in my rush to go to her.
 
“We need to talk, Ellie,” the blonde purred. Reaching out, she ran a hand slowly up my stomach until she reached my breast. Tracing the curve of it, she scraped a nail over my throbbing nipple.
 
A moan slipped out from between my lips. It was all I could do not to beg her to take the chastity belt off me.
 
“W—what do you mean?” I stammered.
 
Mindy rolled over and reached into her purse. Pulling out the tiny key to the belt, she fit it into the lock and clicked it open.
 
Relief surged through me as the heavy belt fell away. Mindy reached down between my legs and gently stroked the sensitive skin where my legs met my pussy—so close to my soaking wet slit but just barely not touching it.
 
“This is how things are going to be now,” Mindy continued like I hadn’t said anything at all. “I’m going to come over and fuck your husband whenever I want to. He’s going to do anything I ask—just like he is right now,” Mindy giggled.
 
My mouth went dry at her words. I couldn’t believe she was talking like this. Like she was in complete control of us now. Like there was nothing I could do.
 
“And you, Ellie. You’re going to wear your chastity belt and watch. Because Jake belongs to me now.”
 
As Mindy spoke, she slipped one delicate finger between my puffy lips. Stars exploded in front of my eyes, and I sobbed weakly. I was so turned on from what I’d just seen—and my pussy felt like it was on fire after not being touched for so long.
 
“Do you understand?” Mindy’s voice cracked like a whip across my bedroom. But I hardly heard her.
 
The sound of my heart pounding in my ears drowned it out. Mindy was gently pushing deeper inside of me. Her finger brushed against a spot that made my toes curl as I sagged against the bed from where I was standing next to it.
 
Suddenly, Mindy stopped.
 
“I said, do you understand?” her voice was steely.
 
“I—I understand,” I whimpered. Desire coursed through me. At that second, I would have said anything to make the coed keep going.
 
“Good,” Mindy cooed. “Get in bed now.”
 
Without hesitating, I crawled in. Lying on my back, I waited. For what, I didn’t know. But I knew that Mindy was completely in charge.
 
The coed slung one of her tanned, perfect legs over my head and positioned her pussy just above my face.
 
“You’re going to clean up after your husband,” she said bluntly.
 
“Excuse me?” I said, not in a challenging way, but to check if I had heard her correctly.
 
Mindy put her hands on her hips and sighed. “You need to clean me up.”
 
She edged closer to my face, and I don’t know what came over me, but I stuck out my tongue automatically. “That’s it,” Mindy said in a patronizing voice, “if you’re obedient, I’ll let you come.”
 
By now, she was pressed completely against my face, and the scent of her consumed me. Not only could I smell the musky, sweet scent of Mindy, I could also smell the salty tang of my husband’s cum.
 
Gently, I tasted it, barely lapping at her. But that wasn’t enough for Mindy. She grabbed hold of the back of my head and ground against me, riding my face as she started to moan and tense.
 
I felt a spark of pride. It was me who was making this unbelievably sexy college girl writhe and scream. So I started to eat her out in earnest, making sure to lick and suck on the nub of her clit. And she rewarded me by reaching back and touching me.
 
Putting two fingers inside me, she touched me lightly, just enough to get me going but not enough to get off. After all, I had to make her come first, I figured.
 
And I knew I was getting close. Mindy slim thighs were wrapping around my head, and her whole body tensed.
 
“Don’t stop,” she said. She bucked against me over and over, and I licked at her eagerly until she gave one final, piercing scream and let me go.
 
She got off me and started fixing her hair, pulling her fingers out to my disappointment. “Now let me see you come. How do you like humping your hand?” she smirked.
 
My face went red, but I was past the point of no return. I had been in the belt too long, and everything that had happened tonight was too much for me. I needed to get off, even if that meant touching myself in front of Mindy.
 
My hands dipped down below, and I rocked against my palm, pressing light at first and then harder. “That’s it, come for me,” Mindy cooed.
 
Images of Jake pounding her filled my mind. And even though it had been less than a minute, my pleasure started to build, completely overwhelming me. My toes curled under, and I shook my head from side to side, biting my lip hard.
 
A low moan escaped my lips, and the tingling warmth started in my core and then it was like an explosion of pleasure. Scrunching my eyes shut, I pressed against myself just how I liked it and let the pleasure overtake me.
 
My orgasm wrecked me, and when I was finished, I collapsed against the bed. I had never come that hard before. Ever.
 
Mindy pushed the matted hair out of my eyes and gazed down at me. “You see? Our little arrangement is going to be so fun for everyone. Now put the belt back on, sweetie.”
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