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Synopsis



When my boyfriend and I got accepted to Frankton University, we knew our lives would never be the same. Dillon would become the quarterback for the college football team, and I would cheer him on from the sidelines as part of the cheerleading team.

But then Elise Thomas happened. She was the "Queen of Frankton." She ran the campus, and the cheerleading team. It was her way or the high-way. And she turned out to have a VERY unthinkable initiation for the newest members of the cheer squad.

See, it wasn't good enough to pass the first audition. I would have to pass Elise's personal test, which involved watching while she seduced my boyfriend. Yeah, I was going to be made to watch in secret while Elise stole my man and did the filthiest things to him. And if I refused? Well, I would have to kiss my cheerleading dreams goodbye.

I knew I had to do it, but could I? I knew it was going to sting like nothing else. But what I didn't expect, was just how much I might enjoy watching another woman get taken by my boyfriend.

Looks like college is going to be the wildest time of my life...

This is an LGBT (Lesbian, Gay, Bisexual, Transgender) short story with romance themes.


Selena Hart’s Newsletter



Are you interested in being the first to know when I release my next story? Interested in a free book promo or two? Then click the link below to join in on my newsletter. No spam, just romance goodies!

Click here to join my newsletter!


Campus Queen



Her name is Elise Thomas, and if a girl hopes to even have a shot at making the cheerleading team at Frankton University, they better hope they're on her good side. In the cheerleading world, Elise Thomas might as well be the queen of our campus—tiara and all; everyone knows it, Elise more than anybody else.

And if you don’t?

Well, you'll figure it out soon enough. You might as well kneel down and kiss her feet while she gazes down her nose at you, indifferent and irritated by your flattery. Yet, a girl doesn’t have a choice if she dreams to get even a whiff of the black, silver and gold glitter of the Frankton cheerleading uniform.

When I arrived on campus, I was a naïve and innocent freshman. All the girls seemed to know Elise, already, as if her reputation had spread throughout the county.

To be fair, my boyfriend and I were coming from a few states over, completely unaware of the local myths and legends surrounding Frankton University.

Everybody—even those who had nothing to do with the cheerleading squad—seemed to know about Elise, and for good reason.

She wasn't just wealthy (thanks to her dad's money) but she was easily the most beautiful girl on campus.

Sure, there were hundreds of stunning girls around, just like any college campus.

But none of them possessed the same magnetic allure that Elise exuded—the kind of charisma you might associate with a supermodel or a famous actress.

Whatever that elusive "it" factor was, Elise Thomas undeniably had it. And all the girls—and their boyfriends—knew it. Boys knew that Elise practically chewed up and spit out boys left and right, as if they were nothing more than playthings to her, but they didn’t care.

Leave it to boys to be blinded by their dicks, of course.

But then, girls seemed to have the same problem, getting so easily distracted by the girl in the cherry-red convertible and the icy gaze hidden behind her sunglasses.

I had no idea what a whirlwind of envy, rivalry, and paranoia I was stepping into when I set foot on the lush green grounds of Frankton's campus.

I'd heard the name 'Elise' mentioned once or twice since moving into the dorms, but it didn't concern me.

"She's just some girl," I responded to anyone who mentioned her name, incredulous and dismissive of the way all the girls in Carson Hall seemed to cower at the mere mention of the head cheerleader.

"She might have all the other girls wrapped around her finger, but she won't have the same hold on me," I declared with a lifted chin.

Now that I was officially on campus, I wasn’t going to let anything stand in my way of making the cheerleading team; certainly not a prima donna on a power trip.

Or so I thought.

My boyfriend, Dillon, and I were high school sweethearts who had chosen to attend the same university.

It was a convenient arrangement because Frankton University was one of the top football colleges in the region, and Dillon had earned a scholarship.

Naturally, I followed him, knowing that I could pursue my major there as well.

What made it even better was that I could join the cheerleading squad for the football team, just like we did back in high school, with Dillon on the varsity football team and me as the co-captain of the cheerleading squad.

Dillon and I were not used to being second-best. He was the star quarterback of our—albeit small—town. He took our high school right up to the doorstep of the station championships and, if not for our running-back becoming injured at the beginning of the game, we would have won the championship.

Dillon turned the heads of enough scouts to get himself a scholarship, and although I knew I would be paying a bit more in out-of-state fees to follow him to Frankton, I couldn’t help myself. We were in love, after all.

We were both eighteen and stepping foot onto a college campus for the first time. We were small fish in a huge pond, but for a while, it didn’t necessarily feel that way.

Dillon would have his work cut out for him competing for a spot as quarterback on the football team, and I was going to have to audition to make the cheerleading squad; neither of which seemed all that intimidating to us, despite knowing that the competition would be stiffer than it had been back in high school.

But Dillon was good, and so was I.

And, despite the plethora of college boys walking around on campus, I only had eyes for my boyfriend; how could I not? Dillon was six feet and four inches tall with wide shoulders and a chiseled, tight frame. It would have been nice enough that his body was near perfection but, ugh, he was beautiful from head-to-toe, with short, neatly-styled blonde hair, a strong jaw, blue eyes and a killer smile. If I sound as though I am gushing, well, of course. It’s not every girl who gets lucky enough to date the perfect man right out of high school, after all.

Of course, dating sheer perfection has its drawbacks, in that I never quite felt good enough for Dillon. He seemed like the poster-boy for every girl’s dream-guy. And I felt so boring and typical. I was mostly slender, with a few curves and b-cup boobs. I had long, dark hair and brown eyes; nothing special, though.

Back in our hometown, where there seemed to be more cows than people, I considered myself good-looking enough. But here in the much bigger city, surrounded by absolutely gorgeous women, I felt like I wasn’t nearly attractive enough to walk on the same campus sidewalks as these girls, let alone join the cheerleading team.

But the amount of guys ogling me and hitting on me from my first moment on campus trying to order at the student union café was at least confidence-boosting enough to keep my chin up.

Still, it didn’t take long before I was already wondering if Dillon was going to leave me for one of these sexier, more sophisticated college girls. It was an insecurity that nagged at me from day-one.

And it was about to get much, much worse…

After a few weeks of settling into the college life, Dillon and I were beginning to feel much more comfortable around campus. And I was beginning to feel more confident that my relationship with him would continue much the same way that it did back home. We’d been together for two years by that point, and it felt very steady and stable—and committed.

I didn’t usually worry about Dillon cheating on me or anything like that; he was a faithful boy, and I knew this because, well, I saw girls practically throw themselves at him after games back in high school. He would always reaffirm his loyalty to me.

And it always left me feeling a bit powerful, if I’m being honest.

But I still worried about it, especially now that we were in college; it was an entirely new world for the both of us.

Dillon had no trouble getting into the third-string position as quarterback for the team, and I’d had my first cheerleading audition.

I thought it had gone well, and I had received compliments from all the girls who worked the judging panels. Only, I didn’t see her there; Elise Thomas was nowhere to be found.

“She never shows up for the auditions,” one of the cheerleading judges had told me. “She has her own… guidelines,” she said, with a little snicker. The other girls joined in, and I was left confused by the cryptic and curious remark.

“Don’t worry, though, you’re definitely going to make it to the second-round, and then, it will be totally up to you whether you make the team or not,” she continued.

And sure enough, I received an envelope attached to my dorm-room door later that afternoon.

I took it inside and opened it in secret. I couldn’t stand to wait until Dillon showed up; he was scheduled to join me only a few minutes later. The envelope was pink with gilded edges—certainly fancy for a cheerleading memo.

I took a deep breath and opened the envelope. Inside, I found a small, handwritten letter. I was surprised. I was expecting a formal note of acceptance or ‘regret.’ Instead, this was a letter scrawled in purple handwriting with bounce type and little flowers and smiley-faces doodled in the margins.

Congrats on making it past the first round, babe. The girls told me all about you, and about your quarterback boyfriend. Let’s get together at my apartment tonight, okay? Bring him with you and we’ll see if you can pass the final round and make it onto the cheer squad.

The letter finished with an address. I furrowed my brow as I looked it over. It touched something deep inside me and left me feeling a bit off, but I wasn’t entire sure why. The request to bring Dillon along with me was a bit strange to me, but at the same time, I thought very little of it; Elise was going to be my new cheer captain, and she likely wanted to meet my boyfriend, since being on the cheer team is a bit like being in a big family. Elise probably wanted to meet the guy who was going to be hooked onto my arm after all the football games that season.

When Dillon showed up, we took advantage of my roommate being in the library, and had sex—twice. Afterwards, I showered—along with Dillon—and we made our way over to the apartments Elise had written at the bottom of the letter.

“Wow,” Dillon said. “Nice place.”

“No kidding,” I said, looking over the ornate façade of the building. It was located in one of the wealthier parts of the college town, and the neighborhood was evidence of this; large houses, neatly-manicured front lawns, and apartment buildings that looked like something out of a Hollywood movie set on a college campus.

The building was old, but well-maintained, with white stucco and Spanish roofing. It looked like an expensive villa apartment by the sea. Undoubtedly the ocean could be seen from the third floor, which was where Elise’s apartment was located.

We went upstairs and I rang the doorbell just outside apartment 312.

I took a deep breath and eyed Dillon. He was wearing a heather-grey t-shirt stretched over his massive, muscular frame, and a pair of jeans. He looked much more casual than I did. I had opted for something a little more showy—a pink dress with a few bracelets and matching shoes, along with as perfect hair and makeup as I could muster. I wanted to make the best impression that I could.

“You ready?” I said to my boyfriend.

Dillon shrugged. “For what, exactly?” he asked.

I looked at him with wide eyes and laughed, admitting that I really had no idea what to expect that night.

“Relax, babe,” Dillon said. “You already know she’s going to pick you for the team; you’re probably the best girl that they saw today.”

“Thanks,” I said to Dillon. “But I don’t know if it’s going to be that easy,” I continued, whispering. “Elise has a reputation. Girls won’t say what exactly it is about her, but they are all scared of her. They mention her name as if it’s a girl they wish they were brave enough to hate; as if she’s done something to betray them, but they can’t admit it without fear of it getting back to her.”

Dillon shrugged and we turned back to the door as it started to open.

There, standing in the doorway was Elise Thomas. She was wearing a skirt and blouse, and looked every bit the perfect picture that I had been led to expect. She looked absolutely breathtaking, with striking features and the most perfect body I had ever seen. She was tall and slender, with perfect little hips in her skirt. She had a pair of enviable boobs, shown off with sharp and obvious cleavage in her top. Her hair was lush and shiny in long, blonde bobs as they framed her pink cheeks and dimples. Her eyes were big and blue, hanging just above her perfect smile.

“Well, hello,” she said, in a smooth tone with just the slightest hint of southern drawl.

“Um, hello,” I said, nodding. “I’m, um… Kate.”

“Of course you are,” she said with a wink.

“And this is my boyfriend, Dillon,” I said to her.

“I know,” Elise said with a grin. She licked her lips and shook Dillon’s hand. I didn’t know Elise, but I knew girls, and she had a very thirsty look in her eyes as she looked upon my boyfriend. I couldn’t deny this.

“Come inside,” she said to him.

Dillon and I stepped into the foyer and Elise led us back to her living room. Sure enough, it had a large, wide window that overlooked the Atlantic coast below. It was too dark to see the ocean, but with the windows open and the breeze sliding inside, we could hear the waves and the whir of the water.

Elise brought a tray of drinks and set it down upon a coffee table.

“Come on,” Elise said, “make yourselves comfortable.”

She eyed Dillon and said to him, “You sit over here.” Elise took a seat on a loveseat and patted the empty cushion beside her. Dillon sat down and quietly shrugged at me.

“Right there, babe,” she said to me, instructing me to sit on a big, comfy armchair that was across from the coffee table.

Elise sat down right next to my boyfriend. Her body seemed so small and petite beside my boyfriend’s. I couldn’t help but immediately picture what it might be like for my boyfriend to cradle Elise’s naked body while he fucked her; maybe even while standing.

This happened quite often. Anytime a girl was around my man, I couldn’t seem to resist but to picture what it might be like to see Dillon dominate her. I never knew where this impulse or intrusive thought originated. Honestly, it bothered me a great deal. Perhaps somewhere—deep, deep down—it aroused me, but I was never happy about that.

Once or twice, I would notice that my panties were a bit wet after thinking about such things. Still, I tried to pay it all little attention. I dismissed it for what it was; baseless jealousy on my part, and maybe a bit of paranoia.

After all, Elise had a reputation for being the queen of the campus. She could get any man she wanted. All the girls around Carson Hall whispered as much. I knew enough of her power to keep my guard, and keep eyes on my boyfriend. And now, having him sit right beside her was almost a little too much for my comfort.

But I wanted on the cheerleading team, so I was not about to do anything to jeopardize my odds.

Elise crossed her legs. They were long and slender, and perfectly toned, with a beautiful, silkiness.

“So, Kate, the girls told me that you did very well at your auditions earlier. You know, I trust their opinions very much, so when they tell me a girl is good, I know I don’t need to test her skills,” Elise started. She sipped from her drink and smiled at me.

“Thank you,” I said, in my most polite tone.

“They also told me that you had a boyfriend—they always like to let me know about the personal lives of the candidates; it’s a standard procedure,” she said.

“Sure,” I said, trying to say as little as possible.

“Why don’t you tell me a little bit about your man,” Elise said. “How long have you two been dating?”

“Um, two years,” I said.

“Yep,” Dillon said with a nod.

“Oh, I like that deep voice you’ve got,” she said with a giggle.

“I heard you made third-string QB yesterday,” Elise said to him.

Dillon shrugged and nodded again.

“I’m sure with a body like yours,” Elise started, “You’ll be the starting QB in no time. The guy we have, Hendricks, he’s not so good.”

I watched as Elise’s eyes shamelessly hovered down over my boyfriend’s lap—specifically right around the zipper of his jeans. A lump formed in my throat and I felt a pang of jealousy and anger in the pit of my gut.

I did not know what sort of girl Elise was—if she was the type to cheat or double-cross other girls—but she had a mischievous glint in her blue eyes that left me feeling less than comfortable.

“Hendricks is alright,” Dillon smirked.

Suddenly, Elise ran her hand along Dillon’s arm. “Yeah, but, he’s not built like you.”

“Thanks,” Dillon said with a shrug and a slightly confused expression on his eyes. He looked at me with a cocked brow, as if to say, ‘what do I do now?’

I had no answer for him.

“So, babe,” Elise said, turning her eyes to me. “You made it past the first round of auditions. The real question is; how far are you willing to go to pass the second?”

I wriggled in my seat. “Well, um, as far as I have to go. I want to be on this squad more than anything else, really.”

Elise looked at me, bit her lip and smiled. “I’m glad to hear you say that. Girls always say that, though. Whether they go through with it, is another thing altogether.”

She turned to my boyfriend and said, “Will you excuse us, hon?”

Dillon gave another of his typical shrugs as Elise stood and motioned for me to follow her.

We walked back to the kitchen. There was a small window over the counter that looked out into the living room. Elise closed a set of shutters for privacy, and turned off the light in the kitchen.

“So, you want on this squad? Well, you’re going to have to earn that,” she said. Her voice was now low and raspy, as if she had the slithering tongue of a snake. Her blue eyes practically glowed in the dark of the kitchen, as she eyed me with excitement.

“You know why they call me ‘Queen Elise’ don’t you?” she asked. “Because I run the show—and I always get my way.”

“Sure,” I said, “Of course. I wouldn’t have it any other way.”

Elise chuckled. “You think I don’t know what you’re thinking right now? You hate me. Every girl on campus hates me because of who I am and the power I have. Don’t act like you wouldn’t do the same if you were in my shoes.”

I shrugged with confusion. “I… I don’t understand. I’m sorry.”

“You will, babe. You will,” Elise said. “See, the test is simple. I’m going to go out into the living room and I’m going to seduce your boyfriend. You’re going to watch quietly from here in the kitchen. You are going to watch—every second of it—while I take your boyfriend and fuck him. Got it?”

My eyes widened and a tremor of fear rushed through my body. “Wh--what?” I said in a harsh whisper. “You’re going to… what?”

Elise giggled, as though the best part of it all was my reaction to hearing this all for the first time. I wondered if this was always her favorite part; telling girls that she was going to fuck their boyfriends and watching them try to hold it together.

I considered myself a tough southern country girl. I didn’t take bullshit from any girl. But this left me in an impossible position. Because Elise, indeed, ran the show. She was my ticket onto the cheerleading squad. And she reiterated as much.

“You do as I say, and congratulations; you’re going to be cheering for the home-opener two weeks from tonight,” Elise said. “You refuse? Well, kiss the cheerleading squad goodbye. And you can kiss any other dreams you have here at Frankton goodbye, too.”

“You wouldn’t,” I gasped.

Elise looked at me with the most infuriation little grin on her lips. She reminded me of an evil-villain in a kid’s movie; the way she reveled in her mischief.

“The choice is yours babe,” she said to me.

“Why are you doing this to me? All I want is to be on the cheerleading team and be the best cheerleader for you,” I said to her, not sure if I was going to cry, scream at her, or strangely… touch myself.

I felt wet in my panties at the mere idea of Elise going into the living room and fucking my boyfriend while I was forced to watch. I didn’t know why it was making me so aroused—and I hated myself for it. After all, it was a betrayal, and the idea that Dillon might cheat on me was painful to consider.

“Honey, you’re not special,” Elise said. “At least, not yet you aren’t. See, all the girls go through this initiation. If they pass, they join the most elite squad of girls on campus. We run things. And you’re either in or out. And there is only one way to get in—by letting your boyfriend get it inside me,” she grinned at her crude wordplay.

“He won’t do it. Dillon is loyal to me,” I said to her. “So, your big plan isn’t very foolproof. What now?”

Elise giggled and shook her head. “Babe, they always cheat. Don’t worry about that.”

I bit my tongue. I wanted to rush out into the living room, grab Dillon’s arm and pull him back down to the car, where we would go back home and forget all about what had happened. I would think of my encounter with Elise as nothing more than a bad dream, and I would put my college cheerleading dream to rest forever.

Only, I couldn’t do that. It was everything I’d ever wanted. I spent all four years of high school cheering and hoping of doing it at the college-level. I had toiled for years, waiting for this very moment.

Somehow, I already knew I was going to do whatever it took—even if that meant letting Dillon cheat on me—to get into the group.

“Now, I want you to tell me if you’re going to do it. If you do, it will change your life, babe—I promise,” Elise said. “You’ll get into our group, and you have absolutely no idea the fun we’re all going to have together.”

I took a deep breath and tongued the inside of my cheek. I swallowed and balled my fists.

“Fine,” I said, trying to hold back tears.

Elise cracked the shutters. “Enjoy the show,” she said to me. “You’re going to watch every moment of it. I’ll be checking to make sure you’re looking. Is that understood?”

I nodded.

Elise disappeared and shouted to Dillon, “Be right back, babe.”

“Um, sure,” Dillon said.

I peered at my boyfriend, who had no idea what was coming his way. Would he do it? Surely, I thought, he wouldn’t cheat on me. He would tell Elise that he was spoken-for and that would be that. She couldn’t blame it on me, then, and she would have to still let me onto the cheer squad, right?

A few minutes passed by, and I saw Elise walk down the hallway, passing the opening to the kitchen.

She was wearing a set of red, lacey lingerie; stockings, a g-string thong, a push-up bra—the works.

“Fuck,” I whispered to myself. She looked completely irresistible.

I watched through the shutters as she approached Dillon. My heart sped in my chest as I listened and waited for him to reject her. Adrenaline flooded my body and I felt faint, waiting to see what he would do when he turned up from his phone and saw her.

“So, your girlfriend went home,” Elise said.

“Whoa,” Dillon said, turning up and seeing Elise. “What… what’s going on?” he said, with a smirk on his lips. He eyed Elise up and down. I could tell he was horny for her in that moment. I watched his jeans, waiting to see a bigger and bigger bulge inside them. Dillon was hung, so it wouldn’t be too difficult to see a change.

“I already told you,” Elise said. “Your girlfriend went home. She said that she wanted me to give you a private introduction to Frankton University,” she smiled.

“Really? I… I don’t know. That doesn’t sound like something Kate would…” Dillon started. But he began to mumble as Elise lowered down to her knees. She knelt down between Dillon’s legs and ran her fingers up the insides of his thighs.

Dillon’s chest heaved up and down as he reclined back and furrowed his brow, trying to figure out what was going on.

“So, Kate wanted me to… what?” Dillon said, confused.

“I told her I needed to interview you privately. She went home. She thinks we’re just going to talk—silly girl,” Elise said to him, chuckling.

“We aren’t?” Dillon asked.

Elise shook her head. “I’m going to make sure you have the emptiest balls on the football team—how does that sound?”

“Fuck,” Dillon grinned. “Shit… so, like, Kate isn’t here? For real?” Dillon asked. My stomach churned with angst as I watched the gears begin to turn in his mind. I knew he was hard and horny for Elise.

“Right,” Elise said.

“Now, why don’t you get those jeans off, so I can formally introduce you to the football team? Compliments of the cheer squad,” Elise smiled.

Dillon wasted no more time hesitating or trying to figure out what happened to me. I watched as he wiggled out of his pants until he was down to a pair of sports briefs that cradled his massive bulge.

“Oh my… fuck,” Elise said with an embarrassed giggle. “Wow.”

I watched as she placed her hand over his bulge and gave it a gentle squeeze. “You’ve got to be kidding me,” she said, laughing. “Wow. Kate is a greedy girl. How could she not share this? There is more than enough to go around with the entire cheer squad,” she giggled.

Dillon shrugged. “

She started to rub and caress my boyfriend’s bulge and I felt as though a knife had been driven right into my gut. Dillon had not refused any of it. Instead, he reclined back and let it happen, looking down his body at the slutty cheer captain as she fondled his firm bulge.

“Wow,” she said again with a smile so wide it almost seemed as if she was opening a birthday gift.

I was so fucking angry that I wanted nothing more than to burst out of the kitchen and confront the two of them. But I couldn’t do it. All I could think about was my future on the cheer squad. All I could think about was myself.

I watched then as Dillon willingly yanked on his briefs and tugged them down.

“If you’re so hungry, let’s get you something to eat,” he growled.

Elise giggled wildly as Dillon tugged his underwear down. I watched as his big dick spilled out. It was already thick and half-hard. I was so angry watching Elise quickly wrap her fingers around his dick and giggle indulgently.

“Holy shit!” she gasped. “I can’t believe this. You have the biggest dick I have ever… fuck,” she grinned.

She started to stroke my boyfriend’s dick. I watched as Dillon’s balls jumped up and down with each flick of her wrist. Her fingers barely made it around his girth. I stomped with frustration in the kitchen, watching Elise stroke my boyfriend’s dick.

She turned her eyes back to me and grinned. “Can you imagine how upset your girlfriend would be if she knew what we were doing?”

Dillon said nothing. Instead, he groaned with want and said, “Come on. Swallow this thing.”

Elise moved her lips over the head of my boyfriend’s penis and parted them. With that, they lowered over the meaty, pink head and I watched as she started to suck Dillon’s fat dick.

I felt as if something had punched me right in the gut when I saw this. I wanted to cry, but I didn’t. Because somewhere, deep down, I was far too turned on to cry. My only involuntarily act was to move my hand down over my dress and inside of it. There, I found my panties and caressed the outside of them, feeling the wet-stained cotton between my legs.

“Fuck,” I moaned. I gently tickled my clit through my panties as I watched Elise suck Dillon’s big dick. He groaned and smiled as Elise swallowed the first third of his dick over and over. He brought his hand down and guided her mouth, even thrusting his hips up as he seemed hungrier and hungrier to fuck her mouth.

Elise sucked him like a pro. I could never take my boyfriend’s penis so easily. It was always too big and too thick for me. But Elise was handling it as if she had done it a million times before. This stung even more, to know that Dillon, who had probably never experienced a girl who knew what she was doing, was getting the best blowjob of his life.

I rubbed my panties with one hand, and I balled my fist with the other. I was furious. I was hurt. I was jealous. I clenched my jaw and bit my tongue. I wanted to kill Elise Thomas. But I was too busy teasing my clit to grab a knife.

“Fuck,” Dillon groaned. “Come on. I want that pussy you’re hiding from me.”

Dillon scooped Elise up with total ease, tossing her onto his lap. She giggled and laughed, throwing her hair back as she looked over her shoulder at me. Then, she started to grind her pussy against the underside of my boyfriend’s dick. She rode it like it was an upturned banana, sliding back and forth on it as she reached back and grabbed Dillon’s balls.

“So big,” she smiled. “Do you have a lot of sperm for me?”

“Fuck yes I do,” Dillon groaned. He spanked Elise’s butt over and over and she squealed with excitement.

Elise slipped her thong to the side and grabbed my boyfriend’s penis, pulling it up until she lined the tip up with her entrance.

I watched with utter helplessness and fury as my boyfriend’s penis started up into her tight, puffy pink pussy.

“Oh, fuck,” Dillon moaned.

Elise gasped. “How are you so big?” she said in a whisper. She hesitated lowering for a moment, clearly trying to tame his big dick before lowering deeper onto it.

Finally, she took more of him into her and she moaned loudly.

After a few shallow thrusts, she lifted off of Dillon’s dick and I sighed with relief, hoping that it was over.

Instead, Elise turned around so that she could face me while she rode my boyfriend’s dick.

She was in reverse cowgirl, straddling my boyfriend’s lap and planting each of her feet on the outside of his thighs. She lowered down and I watched with an unadulterated view, as Dillon’s penis disappeared into her pussy, inch by inch.

It drove inside and Elise smiled. She threw her head back and smiled with the same abandon and bliss that I felt whenever Dillon was pushing into me, filling me and stretching me.

“Fuck,” Dillon groaned. He grabbed Elise’s thighs in his hands and pumped up into her—up and down, up and down.

They fucked for a good thirty minutes, rougher and rougher, as Elise made a show of it. She watched me the entire time; the only exceptions being whenever she was too entrenched in pleasure to focus on even her own game of making me feel terrible.

But when she finally came, she made sure to watch me for as long as she could. She clamped up and started to tremble as she came on my boyfriend’s dick, shaking and biting her lip as her brow scrunched and she looked right at me.

The signal could not have been any clearer. “I own him, now,” she was telling me with her eyes. “He’s mine.”

I knew I would never get my boyfriend back, now. Not with the way Dillon was moaning and groaning endlessly; not with the way Elise brought him to the brink of orgasm and pulled back, only to reel him in again and again.

The sex my boyfriend and I had was nothing like what I was secretly watching from the kitchen. Elise rode him like a pornstar, making it last and controlling him as if she had done it a million times before—I knew then that Elise probably had.

“Fuck,” Dillon groaned. He dug his fingers into Elise’s sides and growled, “I’m going to cum.”

“Good,” Elise said, laughing with bliss. “Cum inside me. Give it to me. Pump it all inside me.”

I watched as Dillon pounded Elise, holding her down on his lap while he pummeled her. I rubbed my clit, watching as Dillon fucked himself to orgasm. I had never let Dillon cum inside me without a condom. And now, he was going to get to experience it for the first time, but with another girl. How would I ever get my man back, now?

The thoughts ran wild in my mind. I worked myself up more and more. And yet, as if my fingers danced at the energy in my mind, I rubbed my clit more and more, grinding my hand against it while I watched Elise get pounded by my boyfriend.

“Fuck!” Dillon growled. I watched as his thick cock flexed and pulsated. I knew then that he was pumping Elise full of his sperm. It was shooting right up into her womb, and there wasn’t a damn thing I could do about it.

Well, there was one thing I could do; I could cum—and I did.

I had to cover my mouth as I rubbed my clit and my legs grew weak and shaky. I watched as Dillon came inside Elise, and I came, too. I watched as Dillon was stolen from me forever. There was no way he would come back to me, now; he was Elise’s. She owned him, just like she knew she would do from the very beginning.

And all I could do was masturbate to the sight, like the useless, helpless girlfriend that I was; masturbating to the very sight of another woman stealing my boyfriend.

The pain, the frustration, the jealousy—it was nothing compared to the absolute thrill and pleasure of watching my man pump his cum into another woman.

I watched as it oozed out of Elise’s pussy. She pulled up off of his dick and I saw how shiny his penis was with her cum—and his. It continued to throb, and Dillon’s chest heaved.

“Well,” Elise said, grinning. “Nicely done.”

Suddenly, Elise started back towards the kitchen.

She flipped the light switch on and flashed me a ‘come hither’ motion of her fingers. “On your knees. Crawl to the living room on all-fours.”

I obeyed her, following her. Dillon straightened up and his eyes turned wide with panic when he saw me and I saw him.

He closed his legs and covered his dick.

“Babe, I… I don’t know what… we didn’t do anything,” Dillon started. It disgusted me.

At least own it. I enjoyed it, so at least man-up and be proud of cheating on me, I thought to myself, wishing I could find the words to say this to him.

“Go on—clean his dick,” Elise said. “Suck off all my cum—and his.”

“Wh—what? You don’t have to…” Dillon started.

“Yes, she does. Hush,” Elise said, snapping her fingers at him.

She demanded me to do it—and I obeyed.

I grabbed my boyfriend’s still-hard dick in my hand and brought it to my lips. I swallowed it and sucked every last scent of Elise’s pussy off of my boyfriend’s dick. I cleaned all of the cum still dribbling out of his dick, too—something I had always refused to do, before. I never swallowed his loads. And now, I was regretting it; regretting being such a prude. Maybe if I had been as naughty as Elise, I wouldn’t have been so easily betrayed by my boyfriend.

Dillon’s dickhead was stiff and hard in my mouth. I sucked the last drops of salty cum out of him and watched as he moaned.

I pulled off of his penis and looked up at him. I wanted to attack him, and yet, I wanted to reach down and rub my clit all over again. I hated myself just as much as I hated him.

“Good,” Elise said. “Go clean yourself up and go home—for real, this time,” she chuckled.

“Dillon and I are going to fuck all night long. I think I might just want his child,” Elise said.

“Wh—what?” Dillon asked.

“Babe, where are you going? I… honestly, I didn’t mean to…” Dillon started.

“Shh,” Elise said to him, pushing her finger against his lips. “She’s going to do what I tell her if she wants onto my cheer squad. So let her go. She’s mine, now—and so are you,” Elise grinned.

I dressed and I went down to my car. I wanted to secretly stay and watch as Dillon fucked Elise over and over, but she was waiting for me at the door, ready to kick me out.

Dillon did not look me in the eye. He could have chosen to come home with me, but he didn’t, because he wanted to fuck Elise more than he wanted to be loyal to me.

So, I was left sitting in the car at the curb, watching up at the window of Elise’s living room, imaging all the filthy, dirty things she was doing to my man.

And there I was, with my legs spread and rubbing myself to the memory if what I had just watched; rubbing my clit there in the dark.

Elise was going to get to fuck my boyfriend whenever she wanted. Maybe Dillon would even get her pregnant. I was sickened by the thought, and yet I was still there in my car touching myself to all of the worst, most nightmarish scenarios.

I smiled because, as painful as it had been, it was worth the sacrifice. I knew nothing would get in the way of my cheer team acceptance.

And in that way, maybe I had won, after all.

Either way, I knew life was never going to be the same—and that was perfectly fine with me!
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