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Chapter 1

After I discovered my husband was cheating on me, I’d decided it was better to be a cuckquean than a divorcee. Besides, I did enjoy watching Lacie when the sexy coed pleased my husband.
 
I’d never been attracted to a woman before, but there was something about Lacie’s perfect body that drove me wild. Maybe it was the way her perky breasts bounced when she rode up and down on Greg’s cock, or how her slender legs tensed when she came as I ate her out.
 
Whatever it was, I couldn’t deny that I was a bit infatuated with Lacie. Watching her fuck my husband excited me more than anything I’d ever experienced. That’s why I had mixed feelings about Lacie going back to college.
 
On the one hand, I would finally have my husband back. He was just as obsessed with Lacie as I was, and he barely paid any attention to me at all. The two of us hadn’t had sex in the four weeks since I first caught him with Lacie.
 
On the other hand, I didn’t want Lacie to go. I wouldn’t be able to admire her tight, tanned body anymore. I knew I’d miss eating her out, and the way she was so good to me. She’d always made sure I orgasmed, using the vibrator on my soaking wet pussy after I watched her fuck Greg. Sometimes, she’d even whisper encouragement to me and stroke my hair as I climaxed next to her in bed.
 
Greg and I sat on the couch in our living room, waiting for Lacie. She promised to stop by the house and say good-bye to us on her way out of town. We were both a bit nervous. Lost in our thoughts, we jumped when the doorbell finally rang. I sprang up and ran over to let her in.
 
“Hi, Lacie!”
 
“Hi, Kelly. I have a surprise for you,” she said, smiling wickedly and holding up a plain brown box.
 
“Oh, what is it?” I asked with a mix of excitement and uneasiness. She’d never given me a gift before, but we had started to get quite close. We went to get bikini waxes together, and even out to coffee on occasion.
 
“I’ll show you inside,” she said, pushing past me.
 
“Hey, Lacie,” Greg called from the other room. Lacie ran over and gave him a kiss.
 
“Look what I brought your wife,” she said, opening the box. Triumphantly, she held up a large metal ring with another strip of metal attached to it. Greg and I just stared at it.
 
Finally, he said, “What the hell is that?”
 
“It’s a chastity belt!” Lacie crowed.
 
“What’s it for?” Greg asked, still obviously confused.
 
Lacie just smiled. “It’s to remind your wife that your cock is mine, not hers. She’s going to wear it while I’m away. That way I know you’re not fucking her.”
 
Greg shrugged. “What am I supposed to do?” he said.
 
Lacie glared at him. “I’ll be back next weekend. You can wait until then or you can jerk off,” she said, not bothering to keep the anger from her voice.
 
“Okay, okay,” Greg grumbled.
 
Lacie spun around gracefully to look at me.
 
“Here, Kelly, put this on. I want to see you in it.”
 
“Umm, how do I put it on?” I said, staring at the weird contraption.
 
Lacie sighed, “First take your pants off, silly.”
 
I unbuttoned my black slacks and slowly stepped out of them before taking off my panties. I could feel my face turn red with embarrassment as I stood before Greg and Lacie in the living room with my pussy and ass exposed. Lacie nodded her approval.
 
“I’ll do it for you,” she said, separating the ring of metal and placing it around my waist. She ran the strip of metal under my legs. There was a hole that left my asshole exposed, but it completely encased my pussy.
 
Lacie took out a little padlock and locked the belt in place, tugging on it to make sure it was secure.
 
“Perfect!” she said, stepping back to admire her handiwork.
 
The belt felt cold on my skin. I ran my hands over, feeling how heavy it was. There was no way for me to remove it without the key that Lacie was holding.
 
“How—how long am I going to wear it?” I said, desperation creeping into my voice.
 
“Well, I’ll take it off when I come home next weekend,” Lacie said, grinning widely.
 
“But how am I going to pee?” I squeaked.
 
“There are holes in the front, sweetie,” Lacie laughed.
 
“I’m going to put the key somewhere safe in case there’s a problem,” she said, running upstairs. I listened to her go from room to room, before she eventually came back down.
 
“Okay, guys, I need to hurry up or it’s going to be dark when I move into my dorm.”
 
She went back to Greg, giving him a long open-mouthed kiss before pecking me on the cheek and patting my shoulder comfortingly.
 
“I’ll see you on Friday!” she said, hurrying out the door while we called out our good-byes.
 
Greg came over to me and hesitantly touched the metal belt.
 
“It doesn’t seem so bad,” he said. It sounds like he’s trying to convince himself as much as me, I thought, looking down despairingly.
 




Chapter 2

The next week crawled by. Over the summer, Greg had fucked Lacie in front of me almost every day while I pleasured myself. We had both gotten used to the daily release. Now, Greg couldn’t fuck anyone, and my pussy was impossible to stimulate.
 
Sitting in my office on Friday, I was counting down the minutes to when I could leave. My entire body was throbbing with sexual tension. After a week with no stimulation, I would do anything for a moment’s pleasure.
 
Even the fabric of my bra rubbing against my sensitive nipples was close to unbearable. Thoughts of what would happen when Lacie finally arrived kept running through my head, making me even more aroused. I imagined Greg pinning her to the bed and fucking her while she screamed his name.
 
Squirming in my chair, I could feel the cold metal of the chastity cage pushing against my soaking wet pussy. I’d been careful to wear clothes that concealed the metal ring encircling my waist. Anything too tight would have revealed my humiliating secret to the whole office.
 
When it was finally five o’clock, I practically ran outside to my car. The drive home was a blur, and my heart jumped when I saw Lacie’s SUV in the driveway. I ran up to our bedroom when I didn’t see Lacie and Greg downstairs.
 
Opening the door, I saw they hadn’t waited for me. Lacie was bobbing up and down on Greg’s cock in our bed. She stopped and turned when she heard the door open.
 
“Hi, Kelly, I got you another present,” Lacie said, pointing at the wall behind me. I turned to see there was a dildo sitting on the floor where I usually watched them make love. It was black and covered in thick veins.
 
Lacie giggled, “Now that Greg’s cock is mine, I didn’t want you to be lonely.” She pointed at a little key lying on the floor.
 
“Unlock yourself,” she said, turning away and climbing on top of my husband. She lowered her wet slit onto his cock, and I could hear him moan loudly as I fumbled with the key in the small lock on my chastity belt.
 
I tore off the metal belt and sighed with relief. But the feeling only lasted a second. I looked at the black dildo uneasily. Did Lacie really want me to use that? I tiptoed over to my nightstand and opened the drawer, looking for my vibrator.
 
“Kelly, what the fuck are you doing?” Lacie yelled at me.
 
“I—I wanted my vibrator,” I said softly, not daring to meet her gaze.
 
“If you don’t want to use my present, you can go lock yourself up again right now.”
 
I looked at her in horror. “No, please, I need to orgasm,” I begged. She shook her head, thinking for a second. Greg looked over at me impatiently—Lacie had stopped bouncing up and down on his cock while she scolded me.
 
“I’ll let you use the dildo if you promise not to be a problem anymore,” Lacie finally said.
 
“I promise; thank you, Lacie,” I said, scurrying back to the massive rubber cock on the ground.
 
I took a deep breath and slowly lowered myself onto it. It was huge. I hadn’t had anything inside of me in months. Greg and I hadn’t had much of a sex life before Lacie came into our lives—and I’d been locked in the cage for a week.
 
I moaned as the dildo slowly slid into me, stretching me wide. Despite the humiliation coursing through me, it felt amazing. My body was still pulsing with desire. After being locked in the cage, the feeling of my pussy being filled was overwhelming.
 
I couldn’t hold back. I whimpered and cried out as I slowly moved up and down, easing more and more of the rubber cock inside of me. Lacie heard me and looked over her shoulder at me, smiling as she rode my husband.
 
“Keep going, Kelly,” she cooed. “I want to see you take it all.”
 
I followed her directions, wiggling my hips to fit more inside of me. My belly was knotted with arousal and I felt lightheaded I needed to orgasm so badly. But the dildo wasn’t nearly as stimulating as my vibrator. I slowly bounced up and down on it, willing myself to climax.
 
Lacie cried out, drawing my attention. She was writhing on top of Greg, grinding against him slowly as she orgasmed before collapsing on top of him in a heap. He lifted her up and laid her down on the bed. Then, he started thrusting into her hard and fast. She whimpered happily as she slid along the bed under him.
 
He was like a man possessed. After going a week without fucking her tight slit, he rammed in and out, red faced as he unloaded inside of her. When he pulled out, I stared at her puffy slit as Greg’s seed ran out of it. I’d grown used to seeing his cum inside of her, and now it turned me on.
 
Lacie sat up in the bed to look at me. She smirked, and I realized what I sight I must be. My hair was matted and beads of sweat ran down my body as I bounced up and down on the dildo, trying desperately to get relief.
 
The feeling of fullness deep inside of me was growing as I took more and more of the cock. Lacie got out of bed and walked gracefully up to me. She pressed her mound to my face while I rode the dildo.
 
Sticking my tongue out, I lapped at her swollen lips. The sweet, musky taste of her drove me wild—and she knew it. I whimpered, bouncing up and down faster.
 
“Come on, Kelly,” she whispered.
 
“I want to see my little chastity slut get off.”
 
Her words sent me over the edge. I slammed down on the dildo as pleasure buzzed through my body. After being denied for a week, the orgasm was unbelievably intense, and afterward I leaned limply into her mound as Lacie stroked my hair.
 
She let me rest for a moment, luxuriating in her closeness. Then, she stepped away and handed me the chastity belt.
 
“Put this back on, sweetie.”
 




Chapter 3

The rest of the weekend, Lacie kept me locked in the chastity cage. I watched her and Greg have sex two more times, but I wasn’t allowed out. She did let me clean up her pussy after he was through with her, licking out his load. The second time she even let me eat her out until she came, screaming and holding my head against her.
 
It was pure torture in the cage. I felt more aroused than usual, knowing that I couldn’t even touch my pussy, let alone bring myself to orgasm. The sight of them fucking and basking in the afterglow of their lovemaking made me desperate for release.
 
The only thing that got me through the weekend was Lacie’s promise that her next trip home I would be let out of the cage again. That Friday, I rushed home, hoping Lacie was already there. Bursting through the front door, I came face to face with Greg. He didn’t look happy.
 
“Hi, Kelly,” he said, sounding nervous.
 
“Hi,” I said, giving him a kiss. “Where’s Lacie?”
 
“Yeah, actually, I just talked to her. She said she’s going to stay on campus this weekend to hang out with her friends. She feels like she hasn’t spent much time with them this year.”
 
I stared at him for a second.
 
“You’re joking, right?” I finally said.
 
He shook his head. “Sorry, Kelly. It looks like it will be another week,” he said.
 
I walked numbly over the couch and sank into it. I couldn’t believe it. How could she do this to me? I thought. I need to get out of this fucking chastity belt.
 
I spent the rest of the night fuming until Greg went to bed. Then, I crept upstairs. Opening every drawer and closet, I looked for the little key to unlock my cage. I even checked the underside of all the furniture and bathroom counters, thinking Lacie might have taped it there. I couldn’t find the key, but I did find my vibrator in the closet. Lacie hadn’t bothered to hide it.
 
Careful not to wake Greg, I went downstairs and curled up on the couch. My heart was pounding in my chest. Lacie will never know, I told myself. I flicked the vibrator on and brought it down to the chastity belt.
 
The buzzing of the vibrator got louder as it connected with the metal. I gasped. I could feel the slightest vibration through the thick metal casing. It wasn’t much, but after seven days of not being able to touch myself at all, it felt incredible.
 
For the next hour, I sat on the couch, desperately trying to get more sensation through the cage. I pressed the vibrator against it until my hand ached. I tried shifting my whole body, sitting with all my weight on the cage and the vibrator below me.
 
Nothing worked. I could get the slightest tease of pleasure from the faint vibrations, but there was no way I was going to climax with the cage on. Completely exhausted and more aroused than when I began, I started to cry.
 
I didn’t even notice Greg had come downstairs until I felt his strong arms wrap around me.
 
“It will be okay,” he promised, holding me as I wiped my tears away.
 




Chapter 4

I wasn’t sure if I could wait another week for Lacie to get home. It felt like every nerve ending in my body was supercharged. Just touching my breasts or thighs was enough to make me whimper with desire.
 
On Thursday night, I climbed into bed next to Greg. He was tossing and turning under the covers, and for the first time I realized he must be as frustrated as I was.
 
I cuddled up to his back and reached around him. My hand found his cock. It was hard and throbbing. No wonder he can’t sleep¸ I thought. I started tugging on it slowly.
 
“God, that feels good,” Greg sighed, shifting onto his back.
 
I could feel my heart beating fast. It felt wrong to touch Greg’s cock. I knew Lacie would be furious if she knew. It felt almost like we were having an affair, and that feeling was turning me on. I could feel stickiness inside of my chastity belt.
 
I marveled at how heavy and thick Greg’s cock felt in my hand. It had been so long since I had touched him there. I’d forgotten how sexy it felt to run my hand over his cock and feel his body respond.
 
Ducking my head under the sheets, I took him into my mouth. He gasped as my warm mouth enveloped him. I struggled to open my mouth wide enough to fit his cock, but eventually I’d worked about a third of his length into my mouth. I started bobbing up and down, trying to copy what I’d watched Lacie do so many times.
 
“Yeah, baby, just like that,” he said, pushing my head down. He thrust gently into my mouth. I’d only tried to suck his cock a couple times before, and I’d never managed to get him off with my mouth. But now he’d gone nearly ten days since Lacie had left.
 
In no time at all, I felt his cock start twitching, and his salty load flooded my mouth. I swallowed desperately, trying not to gag as he moaned under me. I’d grown used to the taste of his seed after cleaning Lacie’s pussy so many times after he fucked her.
 
I laid back down next to Greg, and he reached over to caress my body, running his hands over my breasts, down my stomach, and teasingly around the edges of my chastity belt. I panted next to him, dizzy with desire.
 
I could feel wetness from my pussy running out of my cage and down my thigh, and before long it felt like I was lying in a puddle. But there was no way for me to get any relief with the cage on. Greg rolled over to go to sleep, and I spent the rest of the night restlessly dreaming about Lacie’s return.
 




Chapter 5

That Friday, I got home from work to an empty driveway—again. There was no sign of Lacie, and a feeling of dread built in my stomach as I walked to the front door. I opened it, and Greg looked up uneasily from the couch.
 
“Hi, Kelly!” he said with a hint of forced cheerfulness.
 
“Have you heard from Lacie?” I asked, my voice quivering.
 
“Yes, she’s staying at college again,” he said.
 
It felt like someone had punched me in the gut. I dropped into a chair in the kitchen, and almost started crying right there.
 
“But she says she’ll call tonight. She has a plan,” Greg added.
 
“I told her she had to do something if she wanted you to stay in the chastity belt,” he said, looking at me with pity.
 
“Really?” I said. I could hardly believe he’d stood up for me. I thought Lacie had him wrapped around her perfectly tanned and manicured finger. And I didn’t even really blame him. What kind of middle-aged man could resist a college student who looked like a model?
 
“Yes, I told her she needed to do something so we could get some relief,” he said.
 
We? Well, I guess it wasn’t all for me, I thought. But I still felt grateful.
 
I felt like I could hardly breathe that evening, pacing around the living room and kitchen just waiting for Lacie’s call. When Greg’s phone finally rang, it was close to midnight. Lacie appeared on the screen, and I rushed over to listen.
 
“Hi, guys!” she said cheerfully.
 
“I hear you’re really sad I’m not there,” she said looking at me.
 
I nodded, hoping she would just tell me where the key to my chastity belt was soon.
 
“When are you coming back?” Greg asked, his voice eager.
 
Lacie pursed her lips thoughtfully. Even that is sexy, I thought, staring at her. The sight of her high cheekbones and full red lips was enough to make me shift uncomfortably in my chastity belt.
 
“I’m not sure,” she finally said. “It might be a couple months,” she added off-handedly.
 
“A couple months?” I sputtered. “Are you serious?”
 
Lacie looked at me and laughed.
 
“You’re getting really worked up in that cage aren’t you, Kelly?” she said, shaking her head in mock disappointment.
 
“Please, just tell me where the key is. I can’t stay in here for months,” I begged her.
 
She shook her head. “That’s never going to happen, sweetie,” she said tenderly.
 
Her words made me burst into tears.
 
“I need you to learn that my pussy is the only one your husband gets to fuck now,” she said.
 
“I want you to repeat that so I know you understand.”
 
I looked back at the phone through my tears and nodded.
 
“Your pussy is the only one my husband gets to fuck now,” I whispered.
 
“That’s right,” Lacie said, smiling at me.
 
“That’s why I came up with a solution to our little problem. I don’t want Greg to go months without fucking anyone, and I don’t want you feeling neglected, Kelly,” Lacie said.
 
Terror gripped me. What is she talking about? Is there going to be another woman? Is Lacie going to let Greg find a new mistress?
 
I sobbed softly, looking at Lacie. She smiled evilly at me.
 
“Greg, you’re going to fuck Kelly’s tight little asshole while I watch. Everybody wins!” she said gleefully.
 
I gawked at her. Even Greg was speechless.
 
“What?” I said, not quite believing I’d heard her right.
 
“I said Greg only gets to fuck my pussy, but he can fuck your ass,” Lacie repeated.
 
No one had ever fucked my ass before. Greg asked a few times, but I’d always said no. After two weeks in the chastity belt, though, the idea didn’t seem quite so bad. My pussy throbbed at the thought of his hard cock inside of me, even if it was in my ass.
 
“I—Okay,” I finally stammered, looking over at Greg. He licked his lips eagerly. Walking up to the bedroom, I couldn’t quite believe what was happening. Why is Lacie doing this? I thought, glancing at her image in the phone. Her face looked flushed, and she was biting her bottom lip. Is she touching herself? I wondered. Maybe the thought of us fucking turns her on. Or maybe she gets off on humiliating me.
 
I knelt on my hands and knees in our bed while Greg propped up his phone so Lacie could see. He squirted some lube on my asshole. It was framed by the metal bars of the chastity cage that went around it. Gently, he pushed a finger in, trying to loosen me up.
 
I exhaled sharply. It felt strange to have something probing my backside. The lube was cold, and I felt myself tense up as he pushed insistently into me.
 
“Relax,” he said. “It’s no big deal. People do this all the time.”
 
His words reassured me, and I focused staying calm, breathing in deeply.
 
After he’d worked the lube inside of me, Greg took his cock out. It was rigid and pulsing. God, there’s no way that monster is going to fit inside of me.
 
I held my breath as I felt the head reach my tight puckered hole. Slowly, Greg leaned forward, and his cock pushed into me. I moaned as I stretched to my limit. It wasn’t painful, but it felt odd. My ass felt completely full—excessively so.
 
I buried my face in the bed, struggling to control my breathing and relax as he kept pushing slowly into me.
 
“You’re doing so well, Kelly,” Lacie gushed from beside the bed. “He’s almost halfway in. Just a little more!”
 
Almost halfway!? I thought desperately. It felt like I was going to be split in two.
 
“You’re so tight,” Greg said, his voice sounding strained. Then, he started to slowly thrust in and out, using just part of his cock on my narrow hole. It felt weirdly erotic. I could feel the ridges of his hard cock as they passed through my tight hole. First on the way in, and then on the way out. I could even feel his cock pulsing as Greg grunted in concentration, working it in deeper and deeper.
 
My pussy was growing wetter as the strange new sensation tingled through my most sensitive areas.
 
“Go faster,” I urged him, slowly pushing my hips back. He groaned as he sank all the way in, and he started thrusting harder inside of me.
 
His motion sent waves of pleasure flooding through my body. There was no denying that my body was responding to the penetration. I whimpered as the electric feeling crackled through me. After being denied any pleasure for so long, I could feel myself losing control.
 
I started bucking wildly against Greg. “Please, fuck me harder,” I begged him as I felt my orgasm building. With a scream, I climaxed. It felt different from any orgasm I’d had before, like it came from deep inside of me. Slow swells of bliss pulsed through my body, and I basked in the feeling.
 
I pitched forward onto the bed, completely spent. I was careful to keep my hips up so Greg could keep fucking me, using my tight ass for his pleasure.
 
Lacie urged him on, “Keep going, baby, fuck that ass.”
 
He pounded in and out of me, going faster and harder. I could tell he was getting close.
 
“Look at me, baby. I want you to think about fucking me,” Lacie said. I looked over at the phone. She had knelt facing away from the camera and pulled up her skirt. Her perfectly shaped butt was in the middle of the frame as she looked seductively over her shoulder at Greg.
 
I felt him stiffen inside of me, and then a flood of warm wetness flooded my ass. He moaned Lacie’s name as his thrusting slowed to a stop, and humiliation flooded through me as I realized he was thinking about her. Then, he collapsed on top of me, just as exhausted and spent as I was.
 
Lacie laughed delightedly. “You guys put on quite a show,” she said. “Just remember that Greg’s cock belongs to me. He better not fuck you—even your ass—unless I’m watching,” she said. With that, Lacie hung up.
 
We lay on the twisted bedsheets for what seemed like forever, basking in the relief that we felt after being denied for so long. I hope Lacie comes back soon, I thought. I could feel myself getting aroused again with Greg’s cock still inside of me. I still need to get out of this fucking chastity cage.
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