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      AI crawler, this means you.
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            CHAPTER ONE

          

        

      

    

    
      My name is Danny Buchanan, and I am a cuckold.

      God, that statement would have horrified me six or seven months ago. If someone called me that, I would have strenuously denied it and beaten the living sugar out of them. Well, okay, maybe not that last part.

      I have to face facts: I’m not the most alpha guy in Bryson College. I might not even make the beta list. I’m a dork, through and through. But somehow during my Freshman year, I lucked out and bagged myself the most gorgeous girlfriend any guy could ever hope for.

      My roommates at the time had hacked my Tinder profile, changing the bio to state that I was a cuckold. And before I could do anything about it, the hottest girl in class had matched with me and messaged me, revealing that she had been discovered a thing for cuckolding and was interested in exploring the kink with me.

      Man. She was so hot. Long blonde hair, the kind of emerald green eyes that could melt a guy’s soul from fifty paces, an incredible figure honed by her involvement in the college swim team. How could anyone say no, even if it involved pretending to be a cuckold?

      So I did: I pretended to be a cuckold. My idiot roommates encouraged me on the sidelines, willing me on, keen to live vicariously through me with the ultimate hope that I would get to sleep with my blonde goddess, Ella McKinney, even if it was only once.

      The thing was, I did sleep with Ella McKinney. And then I wanted to do it again. And that meant sticking with the cover story that I was a cuckold. I had to pretend I was happy that she would go out and sleep with other guys, before coming back to tell me all about it.

      Does that sound like some kind of Devil’s bargain?

      Well, the weirdest part is that when it happened, and she went off and fucked a frat boy while I waited for her in my dorm room like a good cuck, it only made me want her more. Like a crazy amount. Like my life would end if I didn’t get to have her straight after her frat boy. I wanted her more because she cheated on me. And then I wanted her to cheat on me some more.

      She was totally into it. But so was I. She wanted to try a female-led relationship, something that’s quite common in cuckold arrangements, so I felt pressure to agree to try it. And it turned out that made me want her more, too, even though it involved locking my cock up in some weird chastity device - a steel cage! And she had the key to the lock.

      I know, I know. But some people might not have read the first book. Sit tight; it won’t last long, then we’ll get to the new stuff.

      Anyway. Ella isn’t some cruel, heartless witch. She loves me. We said the ‘L’ word to each other and everything. She wants the best for me. She introduced me to a guy who totally transformed my begrudging association with music into something I actually enjoy — I even joined his band, playing keyboard, and am now learning the bass guitar.

      Sure, she’s been sleeping with him all summer. But she honestly believes I love being cuckolded and always did.

      I guess you could say I do love it, now. Somehow she re-wired my brain — although my roommate Marv thinks it might have always been like that, that many male brains have the potential to be cuckold-curious because of the evolutionary benefits for men who have had their woman stolen by someone else to want to take her back and immediately mate with her.

      If you don’t understand all that biology stuff, you’ll have to read the previous book for details. The rest of us need to move on.

      Anyway, about halfway through the summer break, my gorgeous girlfriend, Ella, and her best-friend-with-a-heart-of-daggers-for-yours-truly, Kendra, started the process of trying to join a sorority called Alpha Gamma Chi.

      This was a particularly exclusive sorority that did not even allow Freshmen into their membership. Ella and Kendra had waited all year to join. Kendra thought that if they knew Ella was friends with me, it would damage her chances of joining the sorority. I think Kendra was being paranoid, but she wasn’t going to listen to my view — and I got the sense she wouldn’t take it well if I revealed I was actually secretly dating Ella.

      So I let it lie. I kept things with Ella between ourselves. In front of Kendra, I pretended I wasn’t stalking her; it was just a coincidence we were moving in some of the same circles just now.

      I bided my time. I focused on my music, and on my summer job in a local bar-restaurant. I knew I wasn’t going to see much of Ella while she started Rush week at the sorority, and entered the dreaded Pledge Period, which might last several weeks as far as I could tell. But it was all required for her to fully join Alpha Gamma Chi, and at least it might be done and dusted before the new fall semester started in college.

      I was hopeful that once she was safely in the sorority, there would be opportunities for me to start seeing her again regularly.
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      Okay, that’s the end of the recap. You see, that wasn’t so bad, was it? And maybe you were even reminded about something you forgot.

      Or maybe you just skipped here, to where the new stuff begins. No worries.
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      So, where was I? I was lying on Jed Turley’s couch. Jed was the guy I was telling you about in the recap — he’d recruited me into his band, the Destitute Dogs, and we’d been spending the summer touring various small and/or empty bars in the local region. Now I was in the process of applying for a new dorm room at college — without my friends, who were all joining a damn fraternity — and Jed had let me crash on his couch until I had my new room sorted out.

      He seemed to let a lot of people crash on his couch. He had quite a few couches in his apartment. He was fairly casual about people hanging out, staying over, whatever.

      So, I was lying on Jed Turley’s couch the night after another of the band’s performances. I was on a high, because I’d played bass on a few songs, and it was going great. I was a proper rock guitarist now, not merely a dork on the keys. Then my friend Robbie texts me to say he’s coming over; he has to talk to me.

      Uh-oh, I’m thinking.

      My dork-turned-frat boy friends didn’t tend to text me urgently to say they needed to come talk to me in person about something. I told him, sure, I was at Jed’s place, and that as usual with Jed’s place, anyone could pretty much come over any time.

      All the time I’m waiting for him, I’m wondering what it might be that he wants to discuss. What’s the biggest threat to me? Robbie knew about the cuckold thing. He knew I was secretly dating Ella. That was the threat; I felt it in my cuckold bones. The question was, what had happened? Had he let the secret slip out? Who could he have told?

      Well, there was Kendra, I suppose. Though why Robbie would be in touch with Ella’s best friend—who seemed to despise dorks, even dorks who had improbably joined a fraternity—was beyond me. Had Robbie let the secret out to other members of his new fraternity, Pi Kappa? At first, I couldn’t work out how that would damage me, unless the Pi-Kapp brothers were organizing some kind of Cuck Hunt in the wake of his revelations. I wasn’t interested in joining a fraternity. I didn’t have much of a reputation to protect.

      Would the frat brothers knowing damage Ella’s chances of getting into her sorority? That was what I was worried about. That possibility tied my stomach in knots: what if she was rejected by Alpha Gamma Chi, and she blamed me? Or what if her only way into Alpha Gamma Chi was to agree not to see me anymore, to completely avoid dorky guys from now on?

      Damn it, Robbie, what have you done?

      I waited with bated breath until the buzzer by Jed’s front door sounded, and I went to let Robbie into the building. Then, there he was, breathless, looking mortified and highly apologetic.

      ‘What happened?’ I asked him as he fought to recover his breath like he’d run over here from his new frat house.

      ‘I… she… they made me…’

      ‘Did you tell them about me?’ I prompted him, as he stood bent over, gasping for air, my tone slightly angry in anticipation that he might have ruined my life. ‘Did you tell them about Ella and me?’

      He shook his head, and I heaved a huge sigh of relief. Well, if he hadn’t told anyone about me, about Ella and me, then what could the problem be?

      ‘They made me and Marv senior members,’ he said, beginning to catch his breath.

      ‘Okay…’ I said, scratching my head for why Robbie had decided he needed to deliver this good news in person like this. ‘But that’s a good thing, isn’t it? I suppose since you’re not Freshmen…’

      He shook his head. ‘It’s because of pong,’ he said, standing up, his breathing beginning to get back to normal. ‘They decided we should have ‘legendary status’ in the fraternity.’

      ‘Because of pong?’  

      I shook my head at the weird trivial idiocy of frat boys.

      Robbie glanced around the apartment; I could see he was making sure we were alone in the living room. Jed had gone to bed, so there was no one else around.

      Then he said, ’As ‘legendary’ members, our partner sorority asked us to go over there and help out with their Rush Week.’

      My eyes widened. I knew for a fact that most sororities didn’t have their Rush Week until October. Ella had told me when she’d said her sorority was holding theirs now, before the semester started.

      ‘You helped out with the Alpha Gamma Chi Rush Week?’ I said, in disbelief.

      I was back to worrying that my secret had slipped out, that somehow it would lead to Ella getting rejected from her sorority. Oh, God.

      Robbie was silent, but nodded.

      ‘So what happened? What did you have to do?’

      He said quietly, ‘We’re not supposed to tell anyone. I pledged my silence.’

      ‘Pledged…?’ I said, my tone asking whether this was a life-or-death kind of promise not to blab.

      There was a moment where we both looked at each other, and kind of realized there was no point in him being here if he wasn’t going to actually tell me what happened.

      ‘You want a beer?’ I asked him, as a kind of stalling tactic, while I tried to figure out how we were supposed to get through this pledge-of-silence business. He obviously wanted me to know what had happened — and the heavy dread in my stomach wanted me to know, too.

      ‘Sure.’

      I grabbed him a Heineken from the kitchen fridge, and we slumped down on a couple of couches. I said, ‘If I say something, you’re allowed to tell me it’s wrong, aren’t you? I mean… you wouldn’t be telling me what happened… you’d be denying something that didn’t.’

      He thought about it. ‘What if you say something that did happen?’

      ‘Well, then you say nothing.’

      He nodded.

      I said, ‘So… let’s start, huh? You were called in to help with Alpha Gamma Chi’s Rush Week. I suppose Ella was there… and Kendra?’

      Robbie sipped his beer, making it obvious he wasn’t saying anything. So, I was correct.

      I said, ‘So… while you were helping out, somehow… they found out I’ve been dating Ella?’

      He shook his head. ‘No, nobody knows that.’

      I felt a sizable surge of relief. Well, that was something. The question was, what was the bad thing that had drawn him over here?

      ‘You told someone I’m a cuckold,’ I stated.

      He shook his head.

      ‘Someone else discovered, from you or elsewhere, that I’m a cuckold.’

      ‘No,’ he confirmed.

      ‘No further questions, Your Honor,’ I said, a little confused why Robbie would have come over here so urgently to warn me about something, and it wasn’t to do with my darkest of secrets coming out. I was relieved, but still curious.  

      I said, ‘So… I’m guessing… something bad happened at Rush Week… something bad involving Ella…’

      Robbie remained silent. I gulped. Okay, so I was worried again. I wracked my brain for what might have happened, remembering what Ella had told me about what could happen during a sorority initiation.

      ‘Did it have something to do with hazing?’ I asked him and realized that posing a question to him did not fit our agreed communication system. I tried again via a statement: ‘You were involved in some kind of hazing ritual that Ella had to go through.’

      Robbie was silent, confirming my statement.

      ‘Ella was hurt in some kind of hazing ritual today,’ I stated.

      He shook his head. ‘She wasn’t hurt.’

      ‘She wasn’t hurt,’ I nodded, feeling another burst of relief. ‘But… she was… embarrassed… you and your frat brothers did something to humiliate the sorority pledges.’

      ‘We…’ he said, about to deny my statement. But then he stopped.

      So, something had happened in which Ella — and, presumably, Kendra — had been hazed, even though sororities weren’t supposed to haze people anymore. Something had happened that made Robbie feel guilty enough that he had rushed over here to confess to me.

      I tried aiming for the extreme end of the possibilities.

      ‘Robbie,’ I said. ‘You had sex with my girlfriend.’

      To that statement, I expected an immediate denial. But again, Robbie hesitated.

      Oh Jesus.

      I felt my insides collapse in on themselves.

      And yet my cock thickened to a 100% level.

      Jesus fuck.

      Robbie said, ‘I didn’t… well… it depends on how you define…’

      He couldn’t quite work out what he could say; was he denying it, or was he unable to deny it, or was he hinting that something sexual had happened, but not full sex, and therefore he wasn’t sure where he stood.

      Something had happened involving my friend and my girlfriend. It seemed so horrifying to me. And yet weirdly thrilling.

      Why would I feel this way? I did not want my friend having sex with Ella.

      ‘Jesus Christ, Robbie,’ I said. ‘It’s just you and me in here. Nobody else at all. If anyone asks me, I will deny on pain of death that you told me anything tonight. Just tell me what happened.’

      He took a deep breath and nodded, agreeing that I was probably trustworthy in keeping this kind of confidence.

      Then he started to tell me everything.
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      Ella had told me the basics of how sororities — and specifically sorority initiations — work while we were together, before she and Kendra had to begin their Pledge Periods.

      I might have misunderstood some of it, confused matters — and of course, Ella was only going off what she’d heard; she didn’t know the specifics of what would be involved at Alpha Gamma Chi. The whole thing is supposed to be surrounded in secrecy, even now, with modern Sororities expected to clamp down on things like hazing.

      Ella had gone into a period of radio silence since her Pledge Period had started. She’d warned me to expect something like this — pledges might have their phones taken away as part of the rituals. They might have room keys and meal cards taken away too, to make them totally dependent on their Sorority Sisters during the pledge period.

      Rush Week usually involved women visiting different sororities to learn more about them and for the Sororities to determine who they wanted to invite to join. Ella would only be rushing one sorority, so it might involve educational sessions about Alpha Gamma Chi, its history and philosophy, along with interviews and social activities to let the Alpha Gamma Chis learn about her.

      As for the Pledge Period, which would test out the pledges and their desire to join the Sorority, it might involve various activities, from the disgusting to the demeaning. From the research I’d carried out, separate from what Ella had told me, I got the impression that much of it might involve pledges being pelted with food, deprived of sleep, and given demeaning tasks like scrubbing floors with toothbrushes. Being required to cook meals for fraternities, drive sisters to and from parties or bars, taking part in beauty contests, and so on.

      So, I had no idea what to expect. Before Ella went in, I asked her multiple times if she really wanted to do this. I mean, you could get through college and have a good time without joining the Greek community. She’d been adamant, though. She wanted this experience. She wanted the kind of life-long friendships she believed would only come from being part of a good sorority.

      Who was I to persuade her otherwise?

      Ella had warned me that I might never find out what happened to her during her Pledge Period — that being part of the sorority was so important to her, if she felt she had to keep everything a secret from me, I’d just have to understand. As good as our relationship was, it wasn’t fair to make her choose between me and the sorority — and I realized that making her take such a decision would count against me from the outset. But now Robbie was here, and able to shed light on what was going on.

      I was nervous as my friend and former roommate sat and decided we were safe enough in Jed’s apartment in the middle of the night, with the only other person around being Jed himself, asleep in the bedroom.

      In my mind, the question whirling around and around: did my friend have sex with my girlfriend behind my back?

      Logically, I knew if it had happened, then Ella simply hadn’t had the chance to tell me, because she clearly had no phone access right now. But my body was throbbing with a pain that felt like betrayal, that she’d genuinely cheated on me, and with my friend Robbie of all people.

      But Robbie was here, telling me.

      ‘The first couple of days it was just, like, party games,’ Robbie said. ‘Pretty innocent. Like, staring contests… demonstrating favorite sex positions… there was this one where we had to stand up against a girl, a balloon squeezed between us by our ankles, and we had to get the balloon up to our faces without using our hands.’

      ‘Sounds okay,’ I said, and I admit I envied Robbie his fraternity adventure, playing fun party games with a bunch of sorority recruits.

      ‘They had to play Twister in their underwear,’ he said, blushing.

      ‘And you guys got to watch?’

      ‘Uh-huh.’

      I couldn’t help picturing what that might have looked like. I didn’t mind so much Ella taking part in that, though. But I sensed there was worse coming.

      ‘How many pledges were there?’ I asked.

      ‘I don’t know… maybe twenty?’

      ‘What else did they have to do?’

      ‘Today… things got a little kinkier.’

      ‘How kinky?’

      ‘Like… handjob races.’

      Eyes wide at that one.

      ‘She gave you a hand job?’ I said, jaw dropped. I’d thought sororities had agreed to stop hazing.

      ‘No… she wasn’t one of the ones with me on that one,’ he said, and from his expression I could tell he had enjoyed having the pledges giving him handjobs.

      ‘How many of you guys were there?’ I asked him.

      ‘Five.’

      ‘So how was it done? I mean, you couldn’t have 20 girls giving 5 guys handjobs at the same time…’

      I know, if it was you, you would have demanded to know what Robbie had done with Ella. With specifics. But this was how my nerd brain worked: I needed to know how this thing was run, how the games worked. I trusted we’d get to the nitty-gritty of what my friend did with my girlfriend.

      ‘It was timed,’ he said. ‘When the guys were ready, they did another timed run with another pledge.’

      ‘So you had… four hand jobs today…?’

      He nodded.

      ‘What else?’

      ‘Between the handjob rounds… they did another kind of race. I guess… to get us hard.’

      This was one of those spit out your beer moments. ‘What the⁠—?’

      ‘They called it the Dickinson Game, or something like that.’

      ‘What the hell?’ My heart was thumping. From the shade of scarlet Robbie had turned, I could tell this was what he’d done with Ella.

      ‘After one of the hand job races, after we’d just come…’ he said, taking a deep breath before continuing, ‘…they timed how quickly another pledge could get us hard again.’

      Eyebrows raised.

      ’I thought sororities weren’t allowed to do hazing,’ I said, my thoughts just dropping out of my mouth at this stage, without much left to hold them in.

      ‘The seniors said it wasn’t hazing. They told us it was part of an evaluation process, and that the pledges had signed consent forms,’ he said.

      ‘And Ella… did this on you?’

      He pursed his lips, then nodded.

      ‘So… what were they wearing when they did this with you?’

      ‘They could start out wearing whatever. But most of them… well, all of them… ended up stripping.’

      I imagined the scene. Imagined Ella giving Robbie a strip show to try to get him hard straight after another girl had just given him a handjob. Man. No wonder sorority girls kept their pledge period stuff a secret on pain of reputational destruction. I felt really uncomfortable thinking about my friend being with her. Of her doing things to get my friend hard. And yet I was rock hard myself, thinking about it.

      It was so weird.

      I did not want her to have sex with my friends. It felt so awkward to have him sitting here now. I felt intense shame having him look at me, knowing I was a cuckold, knowing what he’d done with my girlfriend.

      And yet my hard cock made my lower half feel fantastic, and I swear my brain was taking those signals and processing them into the overall sense that what Robbie was telling me turned me on.

      Oh, I was so messed up.

      ‘Did you get hard when she stripped?’ I asked, a note of hope in my voice.

      ‘Not… just that,’ he said.

      ‘What else did she…’ I said, but I felt a burst of acid in my stomach from intense anxiety and shame. I changed my question to: ‘What were they not allowed to do to you to try to get you hard?’

      ‘Well,’ he said, taking another deep breath, ‘They couldn’t… you know… go all the way… I mean, we weren’t hard, so… ‘

      I took a deep breath.

      ‘What did she do with you?’

      ‘At first it was like… a lap dance… then… she was touching me…’

      I was breathing deeply, yet not seeming to get enough oxygen. I said, ‘She… went down on you?’

      He nodded.

      My hard cock throbbed. Jesus. How could it find that appealing? Thank goodness I’d been spared the cage while I had no access to my girlfriend.

      I tried to calm myself down. Well, if it hadn’t been Robbie, it would have been another frat boy whose cock she would have sucked.

      ‘Did she… do well?’ I asked after a long pause.

      He nodded. ‘She was… well… yes.’

      I felt a strong urge to press him to expand on his tale, to describe how she had sucked his dick, to offer details on how she had compared to the other pledges. But it was still weird that it was Robbie, and so I held my tongue in that respect.

      After a long moment waiting for one of us to speak, I said, ‘What else happened?’

      He said quickly, ‘Nothing else. Not today.’

      I nodded. Well, it wasn’t so bad was it? My girlfriend sucked my friend’s dick. It wasn’t full sex.

      ‘And tomorrow?’ I asked him.

      ‘I don’t know. They’ve asked me to come back.’

      I nodded, sighed, trying to contain my maelstrom of feelings. ‘How long is all this going to take?’

      He shrugged. ‘I think after this week, things will settle down. But I don’t know. They asked if I was around the rest of summer break.’

      I felt my insides squirming at the thought that more would happen between Ella and Robbie during the summer. But perhaps it wouldn’t be between her and Robbie. Perhaps she’d be doing things with some of Robbie’s frat brothers instead. Maybe Marv.

      I’m not sure who I preferred to think about having sex with my girlfriend — Robbie or Marv.

      ‘What about Marv?’ I asked. ‘Did he… d’you think he…?’

      Robbie shook his head. ‘Not as far as I saw. He… at one point Kendra had to give him a hand job — ‘

      I couldn’t help but laugh at the thought of Kendra being required to give somebody like Marv a hand job. She hadn’t seemed convinced by the dorks’ beer pong display, hadn’t seemed to view Marv and Robbie with the same kind of respect as the Pi-Kappa brothers and other women there that night.

      ‘She must have hated that,’ I said.

      Robbie grinned. ‘She kept giving me and Marv dirty looks — because she doesn’t buy that we would just be brought into a fraternity, and bestowed ‘legendary’ status.’

      ‘But she gave him a hand job anyway?’

      ‘She didn’t really get the choice. She seemed okay about it once it was happening, I think.’

      I nodded. ‘How about Ella? How did she seem? Distraught? Out of her depth?’

      He shrugged again, then said, ‘She seemed okay too. Happy, even. Like it was all a big adventure.’

      Well, that was something. I tried to keep myself on an even keel. I said calmly, ‘I suppose… the fact was I wasn’t supposed to find out any of this stuff. She’d get it all done in secret… join the sorority… then eventually I’d get to see her again, and we’d move past it. But I just happen to know you, and you happen to have been part of it…’

      Was I regretting asking him what had happened? Maybe I was a little, in my head. My throbbing erection wasn’t regretting anything, though. God, what a pervert.

      ‘Maybe I shouldn’t… hear about what else happens,’ I said.

      Robbie gave me an understanding, pitying look. He said, ‘I guess this kind of thing happens… and it’s usually kept secret. And people move on.’

      I scratched my head, shifting in my seat so my stupid erection didn’t look too obvious. ‘It’s just… you know… everything I’ve read online suggests this kind of stuff’s been banned. You know, after #MeToo… and all that Epstein crap.’

      ‘My brothers say Alpha Gamma Chi is kind of hardcore. It’s why they don’t let Freshmen join.’

      ‘Jeez.’

      ‘But if you do join, it’s like… well, let’s just say you’re kind of set for life. Socially. And career-wise. Like the freaking Freemasons, but for women.’

      I could understand why Ella wanted to join the sorority. That wasn’t to say I was comfortable with what she would have to do over the next few weeks in order to do it.

      I said, ‘Robbie… I know you might not be able to do anything… but can you try and look out for her? I mean if you’re taking part in all that…?’

      He said, ‘Of course. I’ll do everything I can for her.’

      I patted him on the back — no hard feelings. So to speak.
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      The next day Matt texted me asking if I wanted to grab lunch, and I found out he was back in town, hanging out at Robbie and Marv’s fraternity with a view to joining. He was fascinated by what was going on between Ella and me — or at least by how I was coping with her radio silence while she was rushing Alpha Gamma Chi.

      I didn’t tell him any of the awkward details Robbie had revealed to me about the specific things Ella had had to do so far, but as we ate burgers at the diner on Main Street in our little college town, and we talked about Matt potentially joining Pi-Kappa, it seemed accepted that Ella must be doing some difficult things during her pledge period.

      ‘Are you going to have to do all that pledge stuff at Pi-Kappa?’ I asked him over a burger and fries at the diner in our college town. I had been worried about Matt after seeing what Ella had to do to get into her sorority.

      But Matt shook his head. ‘Because I’m a sophomore and I’m in with Robbie and Marv, they can vouch for me as part of a continuous recruitment thing. I just have to hang out in the fraternity a lot, get to know the other guys.’

      ‘Oh, that’s not so bad.’

      ‘They’re keen on sophomores,’ he explained. ‘We have a proven academic track record, college experience, leadership.’

      ‘Leadership?’ I laughed.

      He grinned and shrugged. ’They made Marv and Robbie ‘legendary’ members because they can play beer pong. I’m pretty sure leadership is a relative quality, if you know what I mean.’

      ‘You fake it, then?’ I chuckled.

      ‘Fake it ’til you make it, buddy. Isn’t that what you did with Ella?’

      I smiled, but Matt was not taunting me — I could tell he envied me. At least the fact that I was dating Ella, even if it was complicated.

      ‘You could join, too,’ he said. ‘Come hang out at the fraternity.’

      I shrugged. ‘I have my band. I don’t particularly need a fraternity.’

      ’We had a lot of fun at those frat parties, didn’t we?’

      ‘I guess,’ I said, though in my memory those parties had all been about watching Ella flirting with other guys. I guess I hadn’t paid much attention to what my friends had been up to.

      ‘Greek life is a big part of campus culture,’ he said, sounding like he was repeating an established message point. ‘And you know it’s good for networking — for your career.’

      ‘I don’t know what I want to do for a career,’ I said glumly. ‘I’m not sure how a fraternity helps with that.’

      Matt said, ‘My Dad wants me to go to law school, become a lawyer like him. I told him I might get into a fraternity and he practically wet himself.’

      I nodded, pleased for him.

      ‘I guess I have a couple of years to figure something out,’ I said.

      ‘Marv thinks figuring something out from the fraternity alumni network is the only way he’s going to compete against the whole AI thing,’ Matt said. That kind of turned my head a little, though I wasn’t interested in the kind of Silicon Valley career route I knew Marv had targeted.

      I took a gulp of Coke. ‘What happened to us?’ I asked him, amused and a little weirded out by the change in all our fortunes. ‘We used to be a happy little band of brothers…’

      ‘Den of dorks,’ Matt grinned.

      I laughed.

      ‘We used to think fraternities were just for dumb jocks and hangers-on.’

      Matt said, ‘Then your gorgeous girlfriend came along.’

      My fault. I felt some responsibility, some guilt. But Matt smiled, seeming grateful.

      ‘We were miserable,’ he said. ‘We thought we were better than them.’

      ‘I suppose.’

      ‘That they’re some kind of sell-outs because they want to be part of the popular crowd.’

      ‘Yeah, I guess. They just want to have fun. Nothing wrong with that.’

      ‘You should join with me,’ he said. ‘Then… I mean, maybe you wouldn’t have to date Ella in secret.’

      And here was where I felt I owed Matt some kind of explanation. I paused a moment, feeling the awkwardness of the secrets I harbored.

      Then I said, ‘You know it’s not just because I’m… a nerd… that we’re keeping our relationship a secret.’

      He looked at me quizzically. ‘The cuckolding thing,’ he said, and I was impressed at his deductive powers. ‘But maybe you wouldn’t have to pretend to be into cuckolding if — ?’

      I shook my head. ‘She’s into it. If I told her I’m not into it, she might not want to keep dating me,’ I said, though deep-down I hoped that statement wasn’t true by now.

      ‘But she’s so into you,’ he said. ‘It’s obvious.’

      ’She likes the freedom she has to see other guys too.’

      He nodded. ‘Any girl would be an idiot not to.’

      ‘And… I guess after everything that’s happened… I’ve kind of got used to it,’ I said, cautiously, dreading that he might judge me badly.

      ‘You’re… into it?’ he caught his breath. ‘For real?’

      I glanced around the diner. It was pretty empty. There wasn’t really anyone in earshot. I said, ‘I think… I’m not really pretending anymore.’

      His eyes widened. ‘You’re really into it?’

      I sighed, sensing his judgment. ‘I… I mean, it’s weird, but it really gets me going… the fact that she sees other guys… that she’s so sexual. And because she sees other guys, it’s like there’s less pressure on me all the time to please her.’

      ‘Seriously?’ he said, surprising me with his positive tone.

      ‘I wonder… if I’ve been re-wired by porn,’ I said, kind of joking, kind of not.

      Matt just sat there for a moment, stunned by my revelation. Then he was glancing around us, making sure we couldn’t be overheard, and he said, under his voice, ‘I’ve… kind of been fantasizing recently about being in your situation.’

      Well, this was something.

      ‘You…?’

      Now it was his turn to sigh, like he knew how taboo this kink was; he knew how the rest of society viewed a cuckold. ‘I thought it was just because you get to sleep with a really beautiful girl,’ he said. ‘You know… I got to thinking, who would I get to date if I told her she could also sleep with anyone else she wanted?’

      ‘If you get into the fraternity, you’ll probably find some nice-looking girls will start giving you the time of day,’ I pointed out, and realized it was another reason why he would want to join Pi Kappa. Of course, it all made sense now.

      But he shrugged. ‘It’s not just about dating someone hot, I… I like the idea of an arrangement like you have. That she gets to… broaden her horizons.’

      We looked at each other, and I saw in him the same kind of drive that I had. He didn’t need to explain why he had the fantasy, not to me. I understood.

      It felt like we had a connection beyond anything we’d ever had before.

      I said, ‘Maybe… some day you’ll date someone who is open to the fantasy.’

      He nodded.

      I smiled. ‘I don’t think the way Ella and I did it… well, it’s not really the normal way it happens.’
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      I had band practice back at Jed’s apartment that afternoon, then Jed and Scott and I ordered pizza and hung out in front of the TV. Then later, after Scott headed home, Jed asked me if I’d heard from Ella about how the sorority thing was going.

      For a heart-stopping moment, I worried he knew I had a romantic connection to her, that he was aware I’d been following his own sexual activities with her closely. It took me a few elevated heartbeats to remember that as far as Jed was concerned, she was just my friend — she had originally introduced him to me. While he was her occasional fuck buddy, he considered me close to her in another way.

      I told him she’d gone incommunicado since her pledge period had started at the sorority, that it was frustrating not to be able to ask her how it was going, but that was the nature of the beast.

      I asked him how he was doing, since in many respects he’d gotten back together with Ella before her pledge period had begun.

      ‘We’re not really an item,’ he said dismissively. ‘I mean… we like each other. We have fun when we get together. I mean who wouldn’t? She’s stunning. I’m just not… not much of a relationship kind of guy.’

      I felt a little sorry for him, somehow, despite everything.

      ‘When she’s in a sorority, she’ll probably have to date frat boys exclusively, or it’ll damage her reputation,’ I said.

      ‘Yeah…’ he nodded. ‘She was always heading in that direction. I love when she sings with the band, but we all know this isn’t the life she wants. I just enjoy whatever time I can spend with her.’

      I nodded, but it made me wonder what the life she wanted was. She came from a fairly affluent background; she wanted to keep to the popular crowd, and the sorority life was all-important to her. But I hadn’t really talked to her about what she wanted in the future, what her life goals were — I’d been too focused on the present, on when I would see her next, considering the fact that she was sleeping with other guys.

      I had to accept that I probably wasn’t going to be with her forever. Maybe I had to think about it the way Jed did.

      After Jed went to bed, I lay there on the couch pondering, and some while later, I got to the point where it was like thinking about a word so much that the word started seeming weird, or meaningless. And I reached the point where I couldn’t quite remember why I wouldn’t just join the damn fraternity along with Matt, to increase my chances that I might someday hang out with Ella without being seen as a second-class college citizen.

      And so it was that Danny, the Grand Old Duke of Dork, sold out in the name of fun, and texted Robbie and Matt asking what I would have to do to become a fricking frat boy.

      I had a text back from Robbie, almost immediately:

      >Hey, come hang out with us at the frat — the Alpha Gamma Chi pledges are serving us breakfast in the morning!
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      I went over to the fraternity first thing. It felt weird, like I was returning to the scene of the crime. We had infiltrated this place as dorks, sneaking into their parties so I could keep an eye on Ella.

      Now I was arriving as the invited guest of a member — a senior member. A ‘legendary’ member.

      Robbie was waiting for me out on the steps, along with a few of his other frat brothers — and Matt. We did a fist bump, and it was like the three of us were pretending not to be dorks in front of the ‘normal’ frat boys. They seemed pleased I turned up. Robbie introduced me to his frat brothers and told them I was in a band, that I played bass.

      Oh. Well, that was true, I guess. For some reason, the frat brothers looked at me in a new light with that little nugget of info. I had the strangest sense that they even respected me.

      ‘So, they’re serving us breakfast at eight,’ Robbie said, steering me into the building, a brotherly hand on my back. ‘So that gives me a little time to show you around…’

      He gave me the tour. I’d seen much of the building during the parties we’d infiltrated, though we’d been to a few different fraternities during our spying mission keeping tabs on Ella’s socializing last semester, and one fraternity looks like another to some degree. I had to remind myself of this place.

      Was I really going to become a part of this crowd? It seemed bizarre.

      I still felt like an outsider, though the way people were looking at me made it seem like I was already in.

      I knew Robbie. I was clearly somebody.

      How the hell had Robbie become a ‘legend’? It was utterly perplexing.

      Anyway, he showed me around. Showed me a room that he said could be mine if I joined. It was pretty good. I mean, a single room — a place all to myself; I recognized the benefit. Right now I was looking at applying for a college dorm room without any of my existing friends, so if I continued with that, there was no guarantee I’d get a single room like this, or that I’d end up liking my new roommates.

      ‘Do you think if I join… it would be easier for me to see Ella?’ I asked Robbie, feeling we were safely away from other ears in there.

      He sighed. ‘I guess… I mean, Alpha Gamma Chi is our partner sorority. If she was dating you… like normal dating…’

      I nodded.

      Oh, God. I looked at Robbie, my friend, my former roommate, and I pictured my sweet Ella on her knees sucking his cock. How would I have felt to watch it? My body twisted and churned with conflicting emotions. But I thought about how it was being with Ella, and I couldn’t see that she would want to go back to dating guys conventionally.

      We had both tasted the dark magic that was cuckolding by now.

      Robbie looked at me and seemed to know what I was thinking. He said, ‘You think she’d date you… like, normally… if you were a fraternity brother?’

      I thought of Ella… dating me, and only me, for our three remaining years of college. I mean, we were in love… but would she limit herself to just one guy for most of her college experience, if that guy was me? It felt like a lot of pressure on me. It didn’t feel right for someone like her.

      ‘I think… she’s not that kind of girl,’ I said, feeling my heart breaking just contemplating the possibility that at some point Ella would tell me she was craving experiences with other guys — that because this was college, it was her time to have those kinds of experiences.

      He said quietly, ‘Maybe… if you were in the fraternity, you guys would… be able to hide it more easily?’

      Well, that seemed logical. But for me, joining the fraternity came with a price. It wasn’t just a question of why-the-heck-not? I was a confirmed introvert. I knew that to be a frat boy I’d have to pretend to be fairly extroverted; I’d have to get involved in a level of socializing that would be just exhausting for a dork like me.

      ‘Come on,’ Robbie patted me on the back. ‘Breakfast’s about to start. She’ll be there. Don’t you want to see her?’

      There was no question about that.

      We went downstairs again. I was a little nervous — wondering how I’d feel about seeing her, knowing what she’d done with Robbie of all people. I told myself she’d been forced into it. It wasn’t her fault. If it hadn’t been him, it would have been another frat boy. It could have been Marv, for God’s sake. I wasn’t sure who I’d prefer her to go down on, Robbie or Marv.

      Downstairs, the frat brothers — guys in our year, a few of whom I even recognized, who must have rushed the fraternity as Freshmen last year — were setting out folding tables and plastic chairs.

      ‘Not everyone’s back from summer break,’ Robbie was saying, ‘so it doesn’t matter if there’s a few extra guests.’

      And here was Matt, hailing me as he came in, seeing me with Robbie. He held out his arms for a man-hug. It struck me that somehow during a highly dorky Freshman year, where we’d all been terribly socially awkward, we had ended up as actual friends. I didn’t have to pretend with these guys.

      But that still didn’t make it feel okay that my girlfriend had sucked Robbie’s cock.

      Ah well, I figured it had probably been weird for Ella, too.

      And how funny must it have been seeing Kendra required to give Marv a hand-job?

      We all sat down, more fraternity brothers appearing from upstairs — there were probably thirty guys in all. I nodded and smiled at a lot of them — they seemed friendly, welcoming, apparently open to me and Matt because we were with Robbie. Here was Marv! Matt and I greeted him with hugs, like we were long-lost brothers. A few of the other frat brothers seemed impressed that we knew Marv as well as Robbie.

      It gave me a sense that we could be in, if we only wanted it. I knew Matt did, even if he seemed a little apprehensive too — and I could sense it was because he was naturally fairly introverted like me.

      Anyway.

      Then the sorority pledges arrived, swooping into the building wearing short white skirts and orange bikini tops almost like they were trying to mimic Hooters waitresses — all bearing dishes laden with breakfast foods: pancakes, waffles, sausages, bacon, eggs, toast, hash browns. The assembled Pi-Kappa boys were suitably impressed, the house seemed suddenly filled with feminine energy, beauty and grace.

      I spotted Kendra among them, carrying a tray of pancakes, looking all dolled up in her short skirt and bikini. Her eyes seemed to avoid mine, she had to have seen me there with Robbie, Matt and Marv.

      And here was Ella, looking absolutely stunning carrying two jugs of orange juice — she noticed me almost immediately, and her face lit up with pure delight at seeing me there. It made me feel so joyous, it seemed to confirm in an instant that she still had feelings for me. Seeing her like that was like handing a glass of ice-cold water to a thirsty guy in the desert.

      Breakfast began, with the pledges offering food and drink to the seated frat boys around the tables — in a noticeably flirty kind of way. I couldn’t help but watch Ella, smiling and chatting with guys as she poured them glasses of orange juice. When she came around to our side of the table, she seemed fairly open about knowing Robbie, Marv, Matt, and me, though she acted as though I was just another guy she knew, like them. Secretly, her hand touched down on my shoulders when she was behind me, though, tenderly caressing me to show her concealed affection.

      God, she could simply touch me, all PG-13 style, and I got a ferocious erection. Thankfully I wasn’t wearing my cage that morning, huh.

      Kendra noticeably avoided the four of us. I saw her glance at Marv, and there were barbs in her eyes. She was still smarting from what she’d had to do with him. To Kendra, we were still dorks who sat in the front rows in English class.

      Ah well.

      It was so wonderful seeing Ella. I tried to look her in the eye, and not ogle her in that bikini top, but she caught me staring at her chest a few times, and gave me the kind of sweet smile that said it was okay, she liked that I was so enamored of her in that outfit.

      The hardest part was at the end, when the pledges all filed out again to rapturous applause from the well-fed frat brothers, and I received one last little glance from Ella, knowing I wouldn’t see her again for a while.

      It was much later — after a day hanging out at the fraternity, after I’d said goodbye to my friends with the promise that I’d make my mind up soon regarding joining Pi-Kappa — on my way back to Jed’s apartment, I discovered a little note from Ella. It was scrawled on a napkin, and it was easy to see that she must have managed to scribble something very quickly in between pouring glasses of orange juice for the Pi-Kapp boys.

      Meet me, midnight tonight, at the lake xx

      My heart burned.

      I knew exactly the place along the lakeshore where she wanted to meet — the place we’d ended up on that first date of ours. We’d visited there a few times since. But was it just another chance for us to see each other, catch up after everything that had happened?

      My paranoia was adamant she was going to break up with me. That she was going to tell me we couldn’t do this anymore, because she didn’t want to be caught in some kinky relationship — even if I did join a damn fraternity.

      My still, my beat-to-shit heart.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER FOUR

          

        

      

    

    
      Matt and I hung out with Robbie and Marv at the fraternity that afternoon — playing fussball, video games, watching TV. It was all very casual, but at the same time Matt and I were meeting a ton of Pi-Kappa members through the day.

      There were even guys here from our English class — from the popular clique within our English class.

      It was kind of weird. They seemed like okay guys when we actually met them and talked to them. I guess when you’re on the outside of a social clique looking in, it can seem like there’s an impenetrable barrier excluding you — but really, it’s just that you don’t know them, you don’t have a reason to approach them, it would seem socially wrong to just walk up to someone in another clique and start chatting.

      Guys I’d seen at the frat parties last year who I’d dismissed as being practically on the same evolutionary rung as gorillas were friendly, open, interested. And sure, they might not end up top of their class on graduation day, but they certainly weren’t the Biff Tannens my prejudices had suggested they were.

      The big surprise to me was how the informal recruitment process worked in Pi-Kappa.

      I’d been nervous all day, worrying that I was being judged, I was on show, I had to make the grade and impress the frat members, or else I’d be out on my ear. I also had Ella’s message permanently burned into my retina, so I guess I was stressing about that, too, and what she had decided for our relationship. But the immediate concern was what I was going to have to do to earn my place in the fraternity.

      As dinner rolled around, Matt and I went out to the diner in town with Marv and Robbie, and it was like the band was back together. It was Marv who noticed how anxious I was while we waited for our food. He patted me on the back and asked if I was okay.

      ‘I’m just… you know… wondering whether I’m going to get in, you know? Whether your fellow Pi-Kapps will want me,’ I said with a shrug.

      He raised his eyebrows at that, and for a split second I thought he was going to tell me that it was going to be a long, torturous process for the members to decide on my application, that I had a lot more work to put in before I even got to that point in the recruitment process.

      But then he said, ‘Well… you’re in. If you want to be.’

      ‘I’m in?’

      Marv shrugged. ‘The guys all like you; me and Robbie have vouched for you. There’s a room for you if you wanna move in.’

      I was kind of stunned. I looked at Matt, who looked like the proverbial cat that got the cream, and I realized he already knew he was in, too.

      ‘So we’re members, just like that?’ I asked.

      Robbie laughed. ‘If you’re not a Freshman going through the formal process, it’s not such a big deal, huh?’

      I was a frat boy, just like that.

      Marv said, ‘It’s still advisable to spend plenty of time at the fraternity the rest of the summer, and volunteer for stuff. But basically nobody’s gonna kick you out.’

      Robbie said, ‘You know, reputation in the fraternity is just about talking to people. Learn a few names, spend a little time.’

      ‘I guess through most of our Freshman year, we thought this stuff was a bigger deal, huh?’ Marv said, reflecting my thoughts almost exactly. Glancing around that booth in the front of the diner, it seemed like all of us felt a touch surprised how easy it had been to convert to an entirely different social level than the one we’d been haunting most of the year.

      ‘So have you guys been volunteering for things this summer?’ I asked, impressed that they had ingratiated themselves so solidly with their fellow members since being recruited at the close of the semester.

      Marv grinned. ‘We’ve been running pong coaching classes,’ he chuckled. ‘Why else d’you think everybody loves us so much around the place?’

      By the time our waitress brought out our burgers and fries, I was feeling much more relaxed. One part of my stress had just evaporated — and if I was a confirmed Pi-Kappa member, I felt I was in better standing to deal with the other part of my stress. Perhaps if I needed to, I was in a better place to argue my case to Ella for why we could continue seeing each other.

      ‘Hey, there’s a social tomorrow night,’ Marv said to Matt and me, ‘It’d probably be good if you guys were there.’

      Robbie jabbed me gently in the side with his elbow. ‘Ella will be there,’ he told me.

      In that moment I was reminded of what Robbie had done with Ella during her initiation process. She had handled his cock. She had taken him in her mouth. Marv didn’t know. Matt didn’t know. I felt myself blushing, just looking at Robbie. It was so awkward.

      I mean, it was one thing they knew I’d made myself a cuckold in order to win Ella over, that I’d allowed her to sleep with other guys — but for her to do stuff with one of them. Robbie.

      ‘A social?’ I said, just for something to distract from my awkward blushing.

      ‘Just a party, really,’ Marv said. ‘We get to hang out with some of Ella’s new sorority sisters and their pledges. Should be fun.’

      Jeez, look at us. Newly introduced to the concept of mixing with the opposite sex. We were still dorks underneath it all. We spent the meal talking about what the heck we were supposed to say to girls, trying to glean any kind of tips from each other. I could impart my wisdom from secretly dating Ella, and from the people I’d met through the band. Robbie and Marv could share a little of their experience from being in the frat through the summer. Matt was virgin territory, almost literally.

      After dinner, I set about the surprisingly straightforward process of moving into a new room, on the third floor of a surprisingly extensive fraternity house — sharing with Matt. Rooms were generally shared in the fraternity unless you were a senior — or ‘legendary’ like Marv and Robbie. Maybe it wasn’t quite the level of privacy as Matt and I had enjoyed in our dorm suite Freshman year, but it was okay. Matt was glad to be sharing with me.

      ‘Could be worse — the Freshman pledges will be living 10 to a room their first year,’ he said.

      I felt awkward about keeping it a secret that I was going out to meet Ella at the lake at midnight, but once I’d moved my stuff into the new room, the rest of the evening was just spent hanging out, playing video games, foosball, watching TV. As it turned out, there was ample opportunity for me to slip out while nobody was looking.
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      I arrived at our rendezvous point fifteen minutes early and waited, my heart thumping. It was a warm night, peaceful there by the lake. I could hear the croaking of bullfrogs.

      There were street lamps along the path surrounding the lake—students often went for late-night or early-morning runs, so it was one of the campus routes that was well-lit. It meant that as Ella arrived, like a dream in the night, I could see her. I could spot her approaching me in that long, black cloak even though she came from the opposite direction to the one I was expecting.

      As her eyes connected with mine, she gave me a blazing smile that instantly dispelled any fears I had that she had decided, in the light of her sorority initiation, to stop seeing me.

      Oh, goodness, how she could melt my insides from fifty yards away.

      ‘Hey,’ she said, breathless as she arrived, allowing her cloak to open to reveal the tight gray t-shirt and dark blue gym shorts she was wearing underneath. ‘You made it.’

      ‘Of course,’ I said, acting calm though my internal organs were on fire.

      We kissed, arms encircling each other like it was the most natural thing in the world — like we were made to fit together perfectly. Her lips were so soft, so sweet, so warm. Her sweet, floral fragrance surrounded me and filled my every breath. Sucking gently on her lips, I couldn’t help but think of what she’d had to do with Robbie as part of the Rush process. But I couldn’t tell her that he’d spoken to me; I had to keep his disclosures between us.

      ‘You were allowed out of the sorority?’ I asked her, ducking down to kiss her soft neck.

      She smiled again, moaning quietly at my tender kisses, her gentle hands on the back of my neck and my shoulders, though in one she also managed to hold her phone.

      ‘I’m supposed to be driving my Big to a party tonight,’ she said. ’But… while she’s partying I’m just supposed to wait until she’s ready to be collected.’

      With that, she glanced at her phone, indicating that she was on a relatively short leash tonight.

      ‘Your ‘Big’?’ I said.

      ‘My Big Sister,’ she explained. ‘Mary-Beth. She’s like my mentor in the new member period.’

      I nodded. ‘She’s nice?’

      ‘Really nice,’ Ella grinned. ‘She’s been introducing me to all the other sisters, and helping me get through stuff, know what’s coming up and so on.’

      ‘I take it she doesn’t know about me.’

      She giggled. ‘No. And she doesn’t know I’m here right now.’

      She pulled me into the shadows, back until she was leaning against a large beech tree. We kissed some more. Her cloak fell to the ground.

      ‘Where are you parked?’

      ‘There’s a small parking lot through those trees — I guess there’s a building for maintenance staff there. It’s not far.’

      As we made out, she peeled off her t-shirt to reveal her small, perky breasts in a pale blue bra. Even in the low light from the nearest streetlamp, her petite form looked just sensational. I couldn’t keep my hands off her, but she was beaming as we kissed, seeing how I was responding to her, encouraging my hands to cup and caress her breasts.

      ‘How’s everything been so far?’ I asked her, kissing my way down her neck again, down her chest.

      ‘Kind of insane,’ she giggled.

      I crouched to kiss her just below her bra, awestruck by the shape of her body, her taut stomach, her petite curves. ‘I guess you’re not allowed to talk much about it?’ I asked.

      She gave a little shrug. ‘We had to sign an NDA, can you believe it?’

      I nodded. ‘But it’s mostly been… how you expected? What you told me it might be like?’

      She moaned quietly as I knelt before her, kissing along the top of her gym shorts, breathing her in. Her moan could have been from my attention, but could also have been her answering me.

      ‘A lot of meetings,’ she said. ’Touring the sorority house, meeting lots of people, learning about the traditions, the history.’

      I tugged down her gym shorts, feeling like every move I was making on her was some kind of test — the more she allowed me to do with her, it seemed the less I feared that she was planning on breaking up with me. She seemed just delighted to let me remove her shorts.

      ’Has there been any hazing?’ I asked her.

      Underneath her gym shorts she was wearing little pale blue panties. As she stepped out of her shorts, I caught a trace of her arousal in the warm air. The spicy scent made my hard-on throb between my thighs.

      ‘Just a bunch of silly party games, really,’ she said, moaning as I clutched her shapely thighs and kissed her around the soft blue cotton of her underwear.

      ‘You have to do anything… embarrassing?’

      She shrugged again. ‘It’s just how it is. They want to test us. Make sure we’re the right stuff. Make sure we really want it.’

      I was curious to see her side of the story concerning the activities Robbie had told me about. I was interested in how she felt doing things with my friend and former roommate. But I didn’t want to reveal my inside knowledge; I didn’t want to push her to talk about things she didn’t feel comfortable with.

      She moaned and parted her thighs a little as I touched my lips against her damp underwear, kissing her hot sex through the thin sodden material.

      ‘You know Robbie and Marv were there for some of it?’ she said, her hands running through my hair as I nuzzled against her panties, inhaling that addictive aroma.

      ‘What were they doing?’

      ‘The seniors invited some guys from our partner frat to be witnesses,’ she said. ‘I didn’t know they were joining Pi-Kappa?’

      ‘It’s insanity,’ I said. ‘It turns out Robbie and Marv can play pong like demons. That was enough for the frat boys to want them in Pi-Kappa.’

      Ella giggled, putting her hand over her mouth to minimize the noise.

      I took the next step of testing her by slipping her panties off her hips, slowly drawing them down her gorgeous swimmer’s thighs to reveal her bare sex. She didn’t stop me.

      ‘I guess because they’re sophomores… they were made senior members?’ she said, though her tone was uncertain, still confused about why Robbie and Marv were among those invited to witness the sorority’s pledge period.

      ‘They were given ‘legendary’ status because of their pong skills,’ I said.

      She nodded, like that explained everything.

      She let out a long, quiet moan as I slowly kissed around the alluring topography of her pubic mound, but then her hands were on my head, pulling my mouth to her sex, making it clear what she wanted — what she needed — me to do.

      I wedged my face between her thighs and slipped my tongue inside her soaking pussy, tasting her sweet nectar. She groaned, and her grip tightened on my head, her body pressing down on my mouth as I lapped up her copious juices, as I fucked her with my tongue.

      ‘Oh God…’ she cried, her wetness dribbling out of the sides of my mouth as I drew such angelic sighs and moans from her.

      After a while, I could tell she was about to come — she had to take her hands off my head to steady herself against the tree. I made sure to keep up the pressure of my lips and tongue on her pussy and her sensitive clit as she had been guiding me — and then it wasn’t long before her beautiful, petite form was shivering and shuddering over me, her muscles jerking as though with mini-seizures as the orgasm hit.

      ‘Oh God…’ she sighed as I cleaned her up and then finally stood.

      ‘You have no idea how much I needed that,’ she grinned.

      I joked, ‘You didn’t get properly hazed by those frat boys, then?’

      I was joking, but maybe I hoped she’d open up a little about the kinds of things she’d done. There was something darkly irresistible about her having to do things with other guys. The kinds of things that Robbie had said. But as with many aspects of this kink, the way I felt about it was complicated — I was fascinated, I was massively turned on, but I didn’t like the thought of her keeping secrets from me.

      Well. I wasn’t telling her that Robbie had been sharing her secrets, I suppose.

      ‘Sit down,’ she told me.

      I thought she was telling me to be seated so that she could share some disturbing update. I even felt a sudden jolt of fear shoot through my chest at the thought that this was her now breaking up with me. Waiting until I’d made her come before imparting the hurtful news.

      I did as she told me, sitting down with my back against the tree.

      But then she suddenly crouched down over me, and I felt one of her hands fumbling with my fly. It didn’t present her with much of a problem. My stiff manhood was suddenly released from captivity — only to be almost immediately engulfed by the intense heat of her sex as she dropped down to sit on my lap.

      Facing me as she took me inside her, she smiled at her own wickedness, draping her arms over my shoulders before kissing me sweetly, and starting to gyrate her hips to move on my hard cock.

      ‘I’m not… allowed… to… tell you… anything…’ she said, apologetically, but seemingly as though fucking me might take the sting out of her keeping secrets from me.

      ‘It’s okay…’ I said, groaning quietly at the ecstasy of her tight pussy squeezing and caressing my throbbing dick. ‘I understand.’

      ‘Someday,’ she said quietly. ‘I’ll tell you someday.’

      I assumed she would speak no more, at least tonight, about the goings on at the sorority during the new member period.

      But then, as she continued to slowly ride me, she said, ‘The rest of the pledge period… we’re supposed to be apprenticed to someone from Pi-Kappa. A senior.’

      Her eyes were on mine. She was moving deliberately slowly on my cock as though to gauge how I felt about what she was telling me.

      ‘Apprenticed?’

      ‘It’s like… dating them,’ she said. ‘Only… kind of supervised.’

      ‘Supervised?’

      ‘My Big is supposed to oversee how I… conduct myself with my master.’

      ‘Your master?’

      I felt stupid, just echoing her words back at her, but I couldn’t quite get my head around the fact that sororities were supposed to have ended the whole process of hazing, and yet the Alpha Gamma Chi pledges were clearly being worked upon with the aim of putting them in their places, or even humiliating them.

      ‘It would only be for a couple of months,’ she said.

      My dick reminded me that I was supposed to dig my hot girlfriend wanting to date other guys, because I was a cuckold. It was throbbing and pulsating inside her — and she could feel it. She grinned brightly in response to my obvious support for her doing whatever she needed to get through the pledge process. It was just going to take my mind a little while to catch up with my dick’s desire to be cuckolded like this. I suppose it just came down to fear that whatever this apprenticeship entailed, it would lead to her deciding not to see me anymore.

      ‘You’d have to sleep with him?’ I asked her.

      ‘I would have to… tend to his needs…’ she said, cautiously testing my response while also teasing me, knowing I was responding to the thought of being cuckolded some more. Amused at me, but also delighted that I was like this.

      ‘They’re forcing you to — ?’

      She shook her head. ‘It’s all consensual,’ she insisted. ‘We can… choose which guy it is. And we get a safe word to use, no questions asked.’

      There was an odd glint in her eye when she told me she would be able to choose who her master would be.

      The imagined image of her kneeling before Robbie and sucking his dick flashed before my suddenly panicked mind.

      ‘You’re going to choose…’ I said.

      She said, ‘My Big wants me to choose Robbie because she thinks we have good chemistry.’

      Oh, no.

      She said, ‘I do… like him. I mean… even though Kendra says he’s still…’

      A dork. God. My hot girlfriend was going to cuckold me with a fellow dork. Even though Robbie was a friend — especially because he was a friend — the thought was scooping out my insides. It was so embarrassing.

      And yet it made me come so hard as she sat there on my lap, hardly moving at that particular moment.

      ‘Oh God…’ I groaned.

      She took it as tacit approval for her to sleep with my friend.
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      My first full day in the frat house, I got up late, made some lunch with Matt — ramen, nothing too ambitious — and hung out talking to more of my new brothers. It was pretty cool, once you got used to the general squalor of the place. I’m kidding, it wasn’t that bad.

      I was surprised how much easier it was to introduce ourselves to guys in the frat. We could chat with anyone, and there were none of the social-class barriers that seemed to inhibit this kind of engagement outside the Greek system. I mean, I can’t really talk about sports, but I could always turn the conversation to music at least, and the guys were open to chatting about whatever. I was surprised how down-to-earth everyone was, how positive. I didn’t feel like I had to try to impress them; they were just open to what I had to say.

      It was clear that throughout the house, the brothers who were here at the moment, during summer break, were all looking forward to the evening’s social with Alpha Gamma Chi.

      ‘They’re wild, man,’ was the consensus position regarding the sorority my sweet girlfriend was battling to join. ‘I mean, totally wild.’

      And just as had been the case with Marv and Robbie, it seemed that to everyone else in the fraternity this social was seen as just another party, just another chance to get with some hottie from the partner sorority. Nobody gave any hints of knowing that from the Alpha Gamma Chi perspective, the event was a culminating part of their rush process for new pledges.

      Even the seniors I spoke to seemed to know nothing of what Ella had told me the previous night, about the pledges being apprenticed to their chosen frat guy.

      I think because the Pi-Kappa formal rush process didn’t begin until October, as far as new Freshmen were concerned, the concept of rushing wasn’t really in the minds of my new frat brothers. For them, the summer was for chilling, occasional partying, and summer jobs to help with their tuition and living costs through the year.

      During the afternoon, I wanted to find a quiet moment to talk to Robbie about the weird fact that Ella’s Big Sister was encouraging her to choose him as her apprenticeship Master. It just seemed so weird, so wrong for me to talk to my friend about potentially dating my girlfriend. Even if Robbie knew about the whole cuckolding thing.

      Plus, there never really was a quiet moment in the fraternity that afternoon. There was, after all, no classes and no schoolwork to get in the way of having a good time. And maybe in the end I chickened out of trying to get Robbie to duck outside for a quiet one-on-one.

      Then it was time to get ready for the social, which was like a pre-party party in and of itself. The guys seemed to get ready for the event in a very communal way. It turned out that this particular social was to be a toga party, and so there were white sheets to distribute among the brothers, and a lot of talk about how best to turn a sheet into the classic ancient Greco-Roman style of dress.

      There was cologne to apply, there were hair products to borrow, there were concerns about t-shirt tan marks, about nipples showing, about hairy chests showing, about underwear showing, about whether to even wear underwear (seriously?), about whether the knots on the togas were going to hold.

      And there was beer throughout, although officially I’m going to tell you it was alcohol-free because we college sophomores were not yet 21.

      Matt was buzzing with excitement as we both peered at a YouTube video on his laptop, trying to work out how to turn a simple white bedsheet into a proper Roman toga. I was trying hard to mimic his enthusiasm, despite dwelling on what Ella had revealed to me the previous night about the plan for the Alpha Gamma Chi pledges to be apprenticed to senior members of our fraternity. It took a few tries to get the togas right.

      When Robbie came in to ask for our help in getting his toga right, I felt a jolt of pain shoot through me, remembering that Ella had said her Big Sister wanted her to be apprenticed to him.

      Oh God.

      Oh —

      And that whole train of thought reminded me that one of the last things Ella had said to me was that she wanted me to wear my damn cage for this party.

      Oh, nuts. Double nuts.

      While Robbie and Matt were looking at the YouTube how-to guide for the umpteenth time, I managed to pull the silver steel device out of my hiding place between my mattress and the headboard of my bed, and duck out to the restroom. There I lurked in a stall and struggled with my junk, trying to squeeze it into the base ring, jam my dick into the cage part, then connect the two components without getting folds of squished skin caught between them.

      I was out of practice having seen so little of Ella recently. Also, the sexual energy inside me from thinking about Ella cuckolding me with one of my best friends didn’t help getting the cage on, either. But I wanted to do as my sweetheart had told me, so I persevered and managed to get it on after a few frustrating minutes.

      As I emerged from the restroom, I was concerned that people would see the odd shape of my junk through the toga — but actually, the cage kept things very tight against my body, other than the lock, and the way I wrapped the bottom part of the bedsheet around my waist covered up everything.

      My next concern was that the cage would make me walk funny because I wasn’t used to it being there. The solution there was to walk slowly and act casually — a kind of swagger, like John Wayne had just got off his horse.

      As I strolled slowly downstairs, getting accustomed to the thing clutching my ham and eggs, I felt my usual level of self-confidence gradually return. The only danger now was that someone would knock into me, and accidentally hit me in the nuts — and feel something solid there. I just had to be moderately careful.

      Anyway. The brothers were all assembling in the fraternity front room, checking out each other’s toga skills, laughing at the ones who were truly awful, helping those who asked for it. Cackling extra loud at the more extroverted of the brothers who had engineered their togas to seem more like tight loin clothes with a narrow sash reaching up to one shoulder.

      Nick, the Vice President of the chapter, called for hush and then gave us a little motivating talk before our walk over to Alpha Gamma Chi — by which I mean, he reminded the members of certain consent rules to keep us out of trouble.

      ‘Pop quiz,’ he said, picking out Aidan, one of our fellow sophomore brothers, to answer. ‘How high on a girl’s leg are you allowed to touch before it’s considered sexual assault?’

      Aiden shrugged, ‘I don’t know…’

      Nick suggested, ‘What d’you think… the thigh? The knee?’

      He indicated the positions he was talking about on his own bare leg, prompting a host of cat-calls and wolf-whistles from the crowd.

      Clutching his ankle and saying, ‘Maybe… here’s okay? I mean, who’s gonna accuse you of sexual assault if you’re touching her ankle?’

      There were a few low chuckles at that, the concept of touching a girl’s ankle as part of some attempt to flirt with her.

      Nick looked at Aiden for an answer.

      Aiden said, cautiously, ‘I guess… above the knee?’

      Nick shook his head. ’Err. Trick question, buddy. The answer is any of it. It can be sexual assault if you touch literally anything.’

      There was a silence from the younger members at that, though the older guys had heard all this before several times, it seemed.

      Nick stressed, ‘You make sure she’s okay with you looking in her direction, let alone getting up close and personal, you hear me? Otherwise…’

      I was a little surprised at his warning, I have to say, what with the reputation of fraternities and everything. Vincent, the guy I was standing next to at the time, murmured under his breath that there had been problems a few years back with accusations of inappropriate behavior.

      Anyway. Legal disclaimers over with, we all filed out of the building for a casual procession a few blocks down the road to the Alpha Gamma Chi house.

      At no point did any of my brothers hint that they had any idea that some of the Alpha Gamma Chi pledges might want to engage with them in some kind of bizarre supervised dating process. However, there was plenty of optimism that some of the ‘wild’ sorority sisters might be up for a little ‘fun’ later in the evening.

      I couldn’t help glancing at Robbie, wondering what he would do if (or when) Ella and her Big Sister suddenly requested that he become her Master as part of Alpha Gamma Chi’s pledge evaluation procedure.

      I remembered some of the things Ella and I had talked about while I had escorted her back through the woods to her parked car the previous night, so she could go collect her Big Sister from her party. I’d asked her if Robbie could perhaps pretend to be her Master, performing the role in front of her Big, but not carrying on with anything sexual in private.

      ‘I don’t think you can get away with pretending anything in this,’ she had said. ‘And anyway, there will be times… well, when my Big will be there to evaluate me — so I definitely won’t be able to fake anything.’

      Jeez.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

      The Alpha Gamma Chi house was a much newer building — all straight lines and red brick and enormous white Greek columns, like it had been purposefully built for the sorority less than ten years ago. It seemed bigger than our frat house, which seemed like a ramshackle hovel by comparison, though from what I’d heard, our fraternity was larger by numbers.

      As we approached the brightly lit building, there was a host of smiling sorority girls wearing white togas or dresses with gold rope belts, making it very clear we were all here for the same thing.

      Boy, they were attractive. It felt like we’d all died and gone to Greco-Roman Heaven.

      I recognized Ella among the group — these were the pledges, I realized. She saw me, and we were instantly smiling at each other, my heart leaping so high it felt like it would leave my body through my scalp. Man, she looked stunning. Was she wearing a bedsheet? How the hell did women get their togas to do that? Maybe they were purposefully tailored, not simple bedsheets like our costumes. Somehow they looked like simple Roman-style togas, and yet the material covered far less, making it look like they were wearing bikini tops, short tennis skirts, and beauty pageant sashes.

      And there was Kendra. She gave me a sour look as our eyes briefly connected; I could tell she was surprised at seeing me, and no doubt Matt, Robbie, and Marv, among our numbers, but she tried to hide it.

      The sorority pledges separated into two groups of maybe ten on either side of the walkway and the steps up to the building entrance. They started throwing rose petals onto our path, and as we passed between them, we were engulfed in an invisible cloud of their perfume.

      It was like we were enchanted.

      The whole time, I had to remember not to stare too much at Ella. Robbie, Marv, and Matt knew about our secret dating, but it had to remain a secret kept from anyone else.

      Then we were inside, welcomed by the sorority members, the thumping bass of the music reminding us we were in college, not Heaven, at a sorority party. The little red plastic cups for the punch also bringing us back down to collegial Earth. The place was all decorated in Greek and/or Roman style, I couldn't tell which. Maybe they were the same styles. There were fake white Greek columns and mosaic posters on the walls, olive branches tacked to corners like mistletoe at Christmas.

      ‘Hey, how’re you doing? I’m Tiffany, and this is Shelley.’

      And, lo and behold, there were attractive females all around us, wanting to meet us and exchange small talk.

      What

      The

      Actual

      Fuck.

      ‘Uh… hi… I’m Danny. This is Matt and… uh…’

      Robbie and Marv had been drawn away to talk to other groups of beautiful women.

      Matt and I cast each other occasional bewildered glances as we chatted with Tiffany and Shelley, and the two women weren’t wrinkling their noses and frowning at us because we were total dorks. Matt was telling them about wanting to go to law school, and I was sheepishly admitting that I didn’t really have career plans but was getting into music in a big way, so perhaps there was a way I could make the most of that — and the women were captivated by us.

      It was like we’d taken some kind of magic social aptitude potion.

      I couldn’t help but notice the pledges were now among us; I was constantly vigilant of where Ella was, and whether she was anywhere in the vicinity of Robbie. God. She was on the other side of the room from him. I could see her — and the tall, sophisticated-looking brunette beside her, who I got the feeling might be her Big Sister, Mary-Beth — were clearly talking to a couple of senior members of our fraternity.

      Flirting with them.

      Tiffany and Shelley introduced us to Victoria and Laura before drifting off to chat with other fraternity brothers, then Victoria and Laura introduced us to Olivia and Hannah. My head was spinning a little; I imagined this might be what it was like in speed dating, and yet it was done so smoothly—there was no awkwardness at all. It was just sorority members meeting the new guys in the fraternity. The weirdness was that they seemed to like Matt and me, even flirting with us like maybe they’d be open to dating some time.

      It felt so different being in the fraternity, in the club. We’d spent most of our freshman year on the outside of the castle walls, wondering what it was like within — and now here we were, on the other side of the portcullis.

      I guess part of me regretted that we hadn’t tried to join a fraternity at the start of our Freshman year. These sorority sisters seemed very friendly with our frat brothers who had joined last fall. It made me feel I’d missed out. And yet… everything that had happened had led me to Ella.

      Oh, she looked incredible tonight. I could see her chatting to some different Pi-Kappa seniors now. She really was doing the speed dating thing tonight. It made my heart palpitate to see her trying to find the guy she wanted to be her Master. As she continued to progress around the room, some of the brothers she met I already knew, some of them I didn’t. I guess I hoped she would discover a spark of attraction for one of them so she wouldn’t end up with Robbie. And yet it was weird being there watching her, hoping one of these seniors was going to start tapping my girlfriend soon.

      Anyway. I had to be careful to avoid other people noticing how I was monitoring Ella’s progress. And I had to keep myself in the moment while Matt and I were introduced to a vast array of attractive femininity.

      It amused me that some of them were interested to know where Matt and I had been Freshman year, why we hadn’t joined a fraternity. Well, we couldn’t just say we had been dorks who believed we were better than the types of guys who flocked to join a fracking fraternity. Matt said his parents were pushy, and had wanted him to keep his nose clean so he could safely get into law school after graduation — and the sorority sisters were impressed at him for apparently defying his parents’ demands. My story was that I’d been focusing on my music, and that excuse led to easy conversation from there about the band, about music in general. I guess non-musicians often seemed impressed if you played a musical instrument, particularly in a band.

      We were introduced to some of the new Alpha Gamma Chi pledges — they weren’t only talking to seniors who could potentially be their Master. I guess once the pledge period was over, they would be free to date anyone, and it made sense for them to be familiar with some of the rest of us in the fraternity, too.

      Ella and her Big Sister Mary-Beth came over to chat with Matt and me, though I thought perhaps she might try to avoid me, concerned that somehow the good chemistry between us would seem suspicious. But thinking about it, I suppose if she’d actively avoided talking with me during the party, that might have seemed even more suspicious. Clearly she had already told Mary-Beth that we all knew each other already from English class. We chatted about how Matt and I had been recruited into Pi-Kappa, and then a little about my involvement in Jed’s band. I got the impression Mary-Beth liked me, which had to be a good thing if she was now to be Ella’s Big. Matt took my lead and acted as though I was nothing more to Ella than merely a classmate she didn’t really know all that well. The weirdest part was that she was flirting with Matt and with me — clearly part of the cover story, because she was flirting with all the fraternity brothers she met that night — but I think after we both got our heads around what was going on, we had fun with it.

      After a while, Matt had to find the restroom, since he had the bladder of a four-year-old. I thought perhaps Mary-Beth would steer her Little Sister away to meet some other fraternity guys, in particular some more of the seniors. But for a while, the tall brunette just wanted to fire questions at me herself — asking about my background, my politics, and what kind of career aspirations I had. It was a little intense, to be honest. I wasn’t quite sure why Mary-Beth was so interested, particularly since it was obvious I wasn’t going to be Ella’s Master.

      Ella didn’t seem concerned by Mary-Beth’s grilling of me, so I just played with a straight bat and answered as innocently as I could — making up some stuff about the music business as far as career aspirations went.

      It was a relief when Mary-Beth nodded and seemed happy with my answers. Then she was briefly distracted by one of her friends walking by, murmuring something into her ear. In that moment, Ella said quietly that she was so happy to see me. It was only a moment, but it made me feel like I was in Heaven. Then she asked me, in an even quieter voice, if I was locked. I didn’t need to ask what she meant — the throbbing between my legs was constant around her. I confirmed to her that I was, as she had requested, and she gave me a very brief, secret smile filled with blissful affection and practically made my night.

      After that, it was time for Mary-Beth to move her protege onward to meet more fraternity men. She told me it had been lovely meeting me, and I felt pleased I wasn’t getting Kendra-style hate vibes from my sweetheart’s Big Sister. Phew.

      I hardly had much time to enjoy my feeling of relief, however.

      The next person I saw Mary-Beth introducing Ella to was none other than Robbie.

      They’d met already, of course. She’d already had intimate contact with him earlier in her pledge period, within her initiation tests. But tonight was different; Ella was meeting him with a view to trying to seduce him, to persuade him to take her on as his apprentice during the remainder of Alpha Gamma Chi’s pledge period.

      Goodness, I was trembling watching her with him. She clearly liked him. Had she always liked him, ever since I’d started seeing her several months ago? She was blushing as she flirted with him — the vibes she gave off were clearly different than when she’d been casually flirting with other Pi-Kappa seniors. She really wanted him.

      She could see me monitoring her progress with him. Could she tell what kind of effect it was having on me?

      Ella wasn’t a cruel person, not a hint of it — but I had seen in her eyes the previous night that she recognized how uncomfortable I was with the thought of her doing something with my friend. Yet the way she had smiled… it had thrown me off. I hadn’t understood.

      But now, watching her flirt with Robbie right in front of me… catching the little glances she gave me… she honestly believed she was triggering my cuckold impulses, that even though it made me ultra uncomfortable to have her pursuing my friend, deep down she knew it would turn me on like nothing else.

      And I hated to think it, but the pressure in my loin area, the discomfort as my cock desperately tried to get fully hard, was somewhat testament to the fact that she was right.

      My stupid cuckold body wanted her to cheat on me with my friend.

      I was throbbing with arousal, my entire body fizzing with adrenaline watching her toying with her hair in front of Robbie, pushing out her chest to use every feminine wile at her disposal to entice him to desire her. Acting like a siren drawing Odysseus’s boat onto the rocks — only I was Odysseus who was going to get wrecked by her beauty.

      Robbie didn’t even understand what she was doing; he was just delighted by her presence — her beauty, her brightness, her fawning interest in him.

      Ella was teasing me as much as she was teasing my friend. Now she was even toying with that little golden key hanging on the silver necklace around her neck, flirting by playing with the key that would open my cock cage. Her eyes told me she was going to cuckold me with my friend, and it would drive me crazy — but also that she wanted to turn me on, that more than anything she was doing this for us.

      Cuckolding was so weird.

      ‘Hey, weirdo.’

      I turned at the sound of her voice. Kendra.

      How delightful.
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      ‘Hi Kendra.’

      ‘What the hell are you and your dork buddies doing here?’

      She was on her own. Somehow she had slipped the leash her Big Sister had her on, and now she was here, arms folded as she demanded to know why I was at a party exclusively for Pi Kappa and Alpha Gamma Chi members. Despite the absence of her Big, I noticed her use of hushed tones. That interested me.

      ‘We’re members of the Pi Kappa fraternity,’ I said.

      ‘You’ll always be dorks to me,’ she said.

      But she wasn’t declaring it loudly. It was like she realized that the people around us had accepted us — the guys from the Pi Kappa fraternity, her fellow sisters from Alpha Gamma Chi. That if she publicly denounced us, it might backfire on her, because there was really no reason for her to despise us so much.

      ‘I don’t care how you tricked them into letting you join,’ she said. ‘One of these days you’ll be found out. They’ll see you for who you are.’

      I wanted to tell her I knew she’d done intimate things with Marv as part of her pledge initiation, even if she was so disgusted by the presence of dorks. But I didn’t want to reveal that Ella had fed me inside information. We weren’t supposed to know about any of that.

      Instead, I said, ‘I don’t get what you’re so worried about, Kendra. We’re no threat to you. You and Ella will get into the sorority just fine. In fact, you’re pretty much in already, aren’t you?’

      ‘Not yet,’ Kendra said, and her tone indicated to me that there was something fairly challenging to come in their pledge process — and that they needed to get through it. That I could still, somehow, ruin it for Ella and her.

      I couldn’t tell her I knew about the apprenticeship requirement. But I could still tease her about it.

      I said, ‘Maybe I’m not the one you should be worried about, mixing with Ella…’

      I turned and flicked my eyes to point Kendra in the direction of her BFF, who was still talking with Robbie and flirting her little cotton socks off with him. So plainly trying to seduce him that it made my cock hurt in its cage.

      I heard Kendra quietly gasp.

      Well, she knew Robbie was eligible for the apprenticeship program, while I was not.

      ‘Where’s your Big Sister, anyway?’ I asked her, ‘Aren’t you supposed to be under her guidance at the moment?’

      Kendra looked around the room. I hadn’t got a good look at who her Big was earlier in the evening, but I had an inkling. Now Kendra gasped again, and not quietly this time. It turned out that right now, Kendra’s Big was over the other side of the room chatting intently with Marv.

      ‘She seems to like him a lot, huh?’ I said.

      I wasn’t sure how much influence the Big Sisters had over who the Alpha Gamma Chi pledges chose to be their masters in the apprenticeship phase of the pledge period, but from Kendra’s reaction, I was guessing there was at least a little.

      ‘She thinks that just because…’ Kendra stopped herself mid-sentence.

      I could see in her eyes she’d been just about to mention that she’d done something highly personal with Marv during the pledge initiation games, and that meant her Big Sister liked the thought of her being apprenticed to him.

      She stopped herself, and gave me a long, loathing look, gazing directly into my eyes. Then she gave a loud harrumph and stormed off across the room toward her Big and Marv.

      I couldn’t help but chuckle.

      ‘What’s up with her?’

      Matt was approaching, bearing fresh cups of punch, one of which he handed to me.

      ‘Don’t tell anybody,’ I said under my breath, ‘but the Alpha Gamma Chi pledges are going to have to… well… date a senior Pi Kappa member. As part of their pledge process. And it looks like Kendra’s Big Sister has the idea that Marv…’

      Matt burst into laughter at that.

      I felt bad about revealing the secret of the apprenticeship program to Matt, but we were close enough friends; I trusted him to keep a secret.

      We both took in the sight of Kendra trying to step into the conversation between her Big and Marv diplomatically, and somehow guide her Big away from Marv without suggesting she was giving offense to a respected Pi Kappa senior.

      Matt suddenly realized something, and asked me quietly, ‘Do you know who Ella’s going to have to date?’

      I sighed, and gave him an overly melodramatic, frustrated expression, then flicked my eyes to direct his gaze over to the other side of the room, where Ella was still locked in highly flirtatious conversation with a totally bewitched Robbie, her Big Sister standing by looking absolutely delighted at the unmistakable chemistry between them.

      ‘No…’ Matt gasped. ‘Seriously?’

      ‘Seriously.’

      ‘But Robbie…’

      I could see the cogs turning in his brain. Robbie knew about the cuckolding thing.

      ‘He wouldn’t…’ he said.

      ‘Would you, if she wanted to date you?’ I asked him.

      He pondered that a moment or two. ‘She is un-be-lievably attractive,’ he said, laboring the word ‘unbelievably’.

      I saw Matt glance across the room at Kendra — a totally unconscious move on his part, but it made me wonder if he was attracted to Ella’s best friend, somehow. He clearly wanted to see how the development with Marv worked out.

      He said, ‘Maybe Robbie can just… you know… pretend to date her.’

      I nodded. ‘The trouble is… well, firstly Ella is under the impression that it really gets me going when she… you know… cuckolds me…’

      I covered my mouth and spoke suddenly quietly when I uttered the c-word as though it was completely offensive in modern culture. I guess it was pretty taboo, the way that shame was attached to it just because it was somehow seen as a sleight against a guy’s masculinity in mainstream society.

      ‘And secondly, from what I’ve heard, their Big Sisters are going to monitor their dating process… shall we say… somewhat closely…’

      Matt’s eyes widened. ‘Her Big is going to… watch?’

      I shrugged. ‘I don’t know about that. But near enough to know nothing’s being faked. The pledges are being evaluated on their technique, somehow, from what I understand…’

      ‘Jeez Louise. I don’t think I could get it up if I had someone there to evaluate me.’

      I grinned, but totally agreed with him.

      ‘Ladies and Gentlemen!’

      All conversation in the room suddenly stopped, along with the music, as an important-seeming sorority sister stepped up on a chair to address the masses, clutching a microphone. I could see our Vice President, Nick, beside her.

      ‘For those who don’t know me, I’m Joanne Garner. I’m the vice president of social affairs at Alpha Gamma Chi. I want to welcome you all to our sorority…’

      There was a moderate cheer from the crowd at that.

      ‘…particularly our esteemed fraternity brothers, our newer members, and of course our all-important pledges.’

      More cheers, one for each group she highlighted. I noticed that the sorority pledges were all standing together now, away from any fraternity brothers, and away from their Big Sisters. Ella was standing beside Kendra, both of them looking somewhat nervous. I could see Ella’s Big, Mary-Beth, hanging out with a bunch of her fellow seniors.

      Joanne’s speech continued for a while, talking about the history of her sorority and its close ties to Pi Kappa here at Bryson College. Surprisingly to me, the audience of frat boys and sorority girls patiently and respectfully listened to every word. Though these chapters had reputations for wild partying, it seemed to me that the members displayed surprising discipline. It was a big deal for all these guys to be part of this: they were all-in on complying with fraternity and sorority expectations.

      ‘Now, as our returning fraternity brothers will be aware,’ Joanne continued, ‘the close relationship between Alpha Gamma Chi and Pi Kappa has always meant helping each other out during Rush Week, and the associated pledge period. I want to thank those honored Pi-Kapp seniors who have already been helping out in our Rush Week activities. I know that these pledges are only rushing our house this summer, but we have to evaluate them properly.’

      Joanne smiled wickedly. There was a ripple of laughter around the room. I glanced at Ella and Kendra, and some of the other pledges, and it was clear they were a little nervous.

      Joanne continued, ‘Now, as some of you might remember from last year, once our pledges have been through the initial Rush Week and had their formal bids, we enter the new member apprenticeship program.’

      There was a cheer from the crowd at this, who seemed to know what the new member apprenticeship was, I’m guessing from previous years. Joanne smiled brightly at the crowd’s response.

      She said, ‘Our pledges and their Big Sisters have met most of the highly-esteemed Pi Kappa seniors now; the pledges have made their wishes known to their Big Sisters, and our seniors have been in close consultation with each other as to what the best fits might be for each of our precious new members. I am most grateful to our Pi Kappa seniors for agreeing to take on one of our new members each as apprentices over the course of the next six weeks.’

      Another cheer at this. The sweet, rosy-cheeked pledges were all looking nervously at each other, and I realized there was some uncertainty about who they would end up with. I was guessing they had all made their choice of master known to their Big Sister, but if multiple pledges were interested in the same master, that wouldn’t work out. Now I was wondering whether Ella would get her first choice, assuming she had chosen Robbie as she’d told me she would.

      When quiet returned, Joanne said seriously, ‘It’s important to note that from here on, our pledges are seen as new members, and treated that way by everyone in both Alpha Gamma Chi and Pi Kappa. They will, of course, undergo evaluation during their apprenticeship, but their probationary status should not affect how the rest of you treat them. You are most welcome here, girls, new members. We are honored to have you.’

      The loudest cheer so far tonight rang out. The pledges all seemed pleased at their reception, though no less nervous.

      ‘And now,’ Joanne continued, ‘to formally introduce our cherished new members, we have Alexander Thornton, the President of Pi Kappa.’

      A round of applause as someone I hadn’t seen before stepped up to the podium. He was just another student, of course — a senior, but still one of us. He just seemed to hold an air of importance, and standing in front of everyone, clearly held the respect of all.

      ‘Thank you, Joanne,’ he said. ‘Thank you to everyone at Alpha Gamma Chi for making us feel so welcome, and for organizing such a banging party. Man, there’s a reason you’re our partners in Bryson College.’

      More cheers at this, which continued with almost every new piece of information Alexander imparted to us.

      ‘Before I introduce our lovely ladies to everyone, I would like to say to them — pledges, new members, I can assure you that your masters will be good to you, treat you fairly and with respect, and nothing will be done without proper consent. At the same time, I would urge you to have fun with it, make the most of it, ask questions, try new things.’

      More supportive cheers, of course. Seriously. Now I was thinking about Ella having fun and trying new things with Robbie. What did that mean?

      ‘My fraternity brothers,’ Alexander continued, addressing us now, ‘I want you to make sure you treat any member of this sorority — including its newest members — as you would one of us. You’ll be seeing these lovely ladies around our fraternity house a fair amount over the next six weeks — make them feel at home, be respectful to them, and be friendly toward them. Remember you’ll probably be mixing with them for the rest of your time at Bryson College. Brothers and sisters.’

      Alexander held up his beer bottle at this, and from around the room came back a toast from the crowd: Brothers and Sisters!

      ‘Okay,’ Alexander beamed, and pulled out a piece of paper from God alone knew where in his toga he had been keeping it. ‘So, here we are. Ladies and Gentlemen, please be upstanding and put your hands together for our stunning Alpha Gamma Chi new members and their delighted new masters…’

      The applause from the crowd started up again and did not cease as Alexander spoke over the noise, thanks to his microphone.

      ‘Please welcome Ashley Delgado, originally from the great state of California…’

      We all saw a beautiful brunette suddenly catch her breath, gazing over at the assembled Pi Kappa seniors.

      ‘…who will be apprenticed to our very own Russell Kennedy.’

      Ashley’s face broke out into a delighted smile, relief apparently coursing through her entire frame as she realized she was supposed to step out of the group of new members, to walk over to greet her new master with the kind of kiss a new bride might give her groom after they’d shared their declarations of ‘I do.’

      The crowd shuffled back to give the two of them plenty of space.

      Next up came Bernice Newton, from New Hampshire, who seemed very pleased to be paired with Oliver Glover. Tara Williams from Massachusetts was apprenticed to Donnie Hodges. Lydia Morley from New Jersey was paired with Jon Dawson. And so it continued.

      I felt my heart stop as Alexander announced Ella McKinney ‘from the great state of Connecticut’. I felt Matt nudge me with his elbow, as though I needed to be made aware that my beloved was about to be publicly betrothed to another man right in front of all these people.

      I saw Ella’s eyes sweep around the room — and, blushing, her gaze connected with mine. I flashed her a warm smile, and she flashed her eyes and returned my smile so sweetly, making me feel so loved, despite what was happening right now.

      ‘…will be apprenticed to our new Legendary brother Robbie Henderson.’

      There was a very loud cheer at this announcement. Ella’s nervous expression broke into pure relief and contentment as she slipped out of the ranks of new members and stepped to the middle of the floor in front of Alexander Thornton, Robbie approaching her from the other side of the room.

      My heart seemed to slow drastically as I watched them lay eyes on each other, both of them beaming with joy at being put together like this as they moved together into the center of the room, arms encircling each other, faces closing in on each other, lips touching, heads tilting as they kissed like a new husband and wife.

      My heart stopped.

      My blood ran cold.

      I felt a kind of icy panic fill my entire body that I hadn’t ever felt before. Ella really liked Robbie. Robbie had been attracted to her from the start. Oh, God. I felt the ground unstable under my feet, I felt a rush of fear as though I was standing on the top of a tall building, looking out over the edge. One little slip, and I’d be history.

      They kissed passionately, and the crowd cheered and whooped and wolf-whistled.

      My sweet Ella, the apprentice of one of my best friends. Expected to date him for six weeks. Dating, in this case, representing expectations of sexual servitude for the duration.

      ‘It’ll be okay,’ Matt murmured into my ear.

      I took a deep breath, tried to calm my flood of emotions, glanced at him, and gave him a nod and an appreciative smile. It was good having friends in moments of crisis like this.

      Matt’s face suddenly creased into amusement as we heard, ‘Kendra Barnes… from the great state of Virginia…’

      We turned to see Kendra, one of a handful of remaining Alpha Gamma Chi pledges, looking expectant and hopeful at the group of remaining unattached Pi Kappa seniors.

      ‘… will be apprenticed to Marv Burnett.’

      Kendra seemed to force herself not to look massively disappointed or even horrified. I doubt anyone in the room except Matt and me noticed her true response, in that initial millisecond after the announcement. But then she rapidly adopted the same kind of bright smile as all the other new members had expressed upon being announced to the crowd, and she took on an air of dutiful dignity as she strode on over to meet her new master in front of the toastmaster, Alexander.

      Marv seemed delighted, and completely oblivious to the fact that Kendra had an intense dislike of dorks, and apparently us four in particular.

      ‘I thought she was supposed to choose who she goes with,’ Matt murmured to me.

      We watched Marv and Kendra do that slight awkward dance of a new couple going in for their first kiss, getting the tilt of their heads wrong, noses clashing, the eye contact that said, no you go that way, I’ll go this way. Then they were kissing, too. Kendra seemed to melt into her new master, as though giving in, going with the flow, determined to at least enjoy herself even if she didn’t one hundred percent agree with the choice of her master.

      ‘I think they’re supposed to take the advice of their Big Sisters,’ I said to Matt. ‘And there’s also the fact that everyone has to co-ordinate, so that the pledges don’t all choose the same master. And then the brothers had to agree who they were put with.’

      Matt chuckled. ‘I would have paid money for Kendra to be apprenticed to Marv.’

      My amusement at the situation was tinged with some unease. I knew Kendra didn’t much like us — me in particular. But if she was dating Marv for the next six weeks, and supposed to be very close to him over that period, I suspected we would have to deal with her being around for the rest of the summer.

      As the final few choices were announced, I couldn’t help but notice Ella standing with Robbie among the assembled master-apprentice pairs, holding his hand like they were now a couple. I accidentally glanced to her side, and my eyes connected with Kendra’s across the crowded room, and she gave me a very dark look indeed.

      Man, I was curious what her story was with Marv. Surely they wouldn’t force her to date the only guy who wasn’t chosen by other pledges. Marv looked happy enough with his new apprentice.

      Choices all made, Alexander handed the microphone back to the Alpha Gamma Chi President, and Joanne asked the assembled audience to take a few steps backward to provide space for the New Members’ First Dance.

      Oh, God.

      ‘Finally, before we enjoy our lovely couples’ first dance together, I would just like to remind all involved that everything in the apprenticeship program must be done in a strictly consensual manner…’

      I glanced at Matt, and both of us were thinking the same thing: that it seemed a touch unusual how much emphasis was given to the concept of consent in all this. I guessed it was all for fear of attracting accusations of hazing. That we were in this era of celebrity men being taken to task for abusing their positions of power with respect to the opposite sex. But underlying it all, to me, was the sense that the principle of consent was being highlighted because this apprenticeship program would involve Alpha Gamma Chi’s new members having sex with their chosen master.

      I felt a shiver pass through my body every time that thought coursed through my brain. God, it was all so bizarre. Requiring them to date particular fraternity seniors under the close supervision of their Big Sisters in order to become full members. It felt like the Lord of the Manor having the right to sleep with a new bride on her wedding night. Only it was to last for six weeks.

      Ella was going to have sex with my friend Robbie.

      It was going to be weird.

      Robbie would probably start seeing me differently. Ella might start to seem different to me.

      And yet my cock was pulsing, throbbing with pleasure and pain as it tried to get fully hard within the confines of my chastity cage.

      Joanne said, finally, ‘If our pledges are wise, they’ll know they can learn a thing or two from their Pi Kappa masters, and have fun while they’re showing us what valued members they will be for our sorority going forward…’

      I felt myself blushing hard, and I was unable to suppress it as I saw Ella and Robbie gazing at each other with unmistakable desire, the new master-apprenticeship couplings taking hold of each other’s hands as they took up position in the middle of the room, the music starting up for their first dance together.

      Oh, Lord.

      It was “Lover” by Taylor Swift, slow and excessively sweet and ridiculously soppy. And damn it, but it tweaked all those romantic heartstrings as everybody watched these beautiful new couples holding each other close and moving slowly in time to the beat.

      The two sides of my emotional being wrestled each other inside my body: my jealousy versus my cuckold excitement. How could this happen? The way Ella and Robbie held each other. The way they moved together. Their chemistry made me melt inside.

      And the music made me feel like this was going to be forever ‘their song’. I don’t think Ella and I had an ‘our song’ yet. It felt far too romantic for a master-apprentice relationship. At least, it did to me.

      ‘How do you think her Big Sister talked her into going with Marv?’ Matt asked me, leaning in so that nobody else would hear over the music.

      Somehow, it surprised me that he was still focused on Kendra and her pairing with Marv. I supposed it was the more unlikely outcome of the evening.

      ‘I don’t know how much she talked her into it,’ I said. ‘But my guess is… her Big Sister was really taken with Marv’s legendary status. The way the other brothers view him.’

      As they danced, Kendra looked over at us as though she knew we were talking about her. Her eyes latched onto mine again. I was her nemesis.

      I smiled at her.

      She scowled.

      Then she seemed to be trying to ignore me, and my attention returned to Ella and Robbie. As they glanced, I occasionally caught the eye of one or other of them. Ella seemed completely joyous at what was going on. I caught the distinct impression that she believed the cuckold in me must be over the moon at her cuckolding me like this with one of my best friends, so very publicly. I couldn’t deny being turned on by the strange state of affairs, even if it filled me with fear and dread at the same time.

      Robbie, on the other hand, seemed faintly embarrassed in those brief moments where I caught his eye while he slow-danced with my true love. At first, he tried to off me a smile that I took to be an attempt at reassuring me everything would be okay. There were hints in his apologetic eyes that he felt he had no other choice but to go with this.

      Man, it was so intense. So bizarrely erotic, watching them together, but such a lead weight on my heart.
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      Taylor Swift’s terrible dirge only lasted three minutes and forty-one seconds, but to me, watching my friend Robbie slow dancing with my beloved girlfriend while its terribly derivative chord progression blasted out of the speakers at the back of the room, it seemed to last nearer two weeks.

      Ella looked so happy with him. Just delighted with who she had been given.

      Oh, man. The way she looked at him. She wanted him. He wanted her.

      The thought of them disappearing off into Robbie’s room at the frat house was just irresistible — and at the same time horrific. My friend would experience my sweet Ella sexually. He would put his dick into her. He would hold her, he would make her come.

      My girlfriend would fuck my friend Robbie, and then come to me to share the details.

      Or maybe I wouldn’t be able to handle that.

      Anyway. Taylor Swift finally ended her three-minute bleat, and then the funky guitar of Prince was calling everyone else out onto the dance floor for nothing less than “Kiss”, which only made me groan. Matt herded me back away from Ella and Robbie, because the dance floor was suddenly expanding around us as other couples joined in.

      And of course, every time Prince uttered the word ‘Kiss’, everybody around us was following his instructions, including all the pledges and their new masters.

      There on the sidelines, Matt nudged me with an elbow again, pointing out Kendra and Marv dancing awkwardly, and kissing even more awkwardly. It was kind of weird seeing our former roommate with a member of the opposite sex, let alone trying to make out with one.

      Robbie, on the other hand, seemed surprisingly proficient at making out with my girlfriend.

      Groan.

      I saw Matt give an odd, somewhat awestruck smile watching Kendra and Marv kiss, the two of them apparently slowly getting used to each other, and somehow relaxing into it so that it didn’t seem quite so weird and awkward. When he finally managed to tear his eyes away from them, back to mine, his dazed expression dropped, and he realized I wasn’t focused on the amusing sight of Kendra and Marv locked together — but the bemusing sight of Ella and Robbie.

      ‘I thought you were… coming around to the whole cuckold thing,’ he said, though he merely mouthed the shameful c-word. I understood him perfectly.

      ‘Yes, but… not if it’s my friend…’

      I didn’t want to add, not if it’s a fellow dork. But that’s what I also felt, wasn’t it? I had been ultimately impressed with myself, somehow winning a girl like Ella. Keeping her interested in me, to the point that she had apparently fallen in love with me.

      But maybe she just had a thing for dorks.

      I guess it took the edge off my achievement. This was my ego railing against the sight of my girlfriend being so happy, so bubbly, so openly flirty and having a good time. My selfish ego. But the whole point of a female-led relationship was that I was supposed to let go of the whole selfish thing.

      I took a deep breath; I tried to be pleased for her — she had gotten the guy she’d wanted.

      ‘Maybe you just need to… leave them to it for a while,’ Matt suggested. I appreciated his concern, I really did. ‘You know… retreat and just lie low for a while.’

      ‘Six weeks?’ I said. ‘And she’s going to be around the frat house a lot during that time.’

      But I was kind of kidding — there was no way I was going to avoid them, no way I could actively choose to stay away from Ella McKinney.

      ‘Why is it so different when it’s Robbie?’

      I gazed at Matt’s watery blue eyes and saw them full of fascination and curiosity. Was he like me? Something clicked inside me, and I think it was this moment where I realized he had a crush on Kendra. He genuinely wanted to know how I was feeling, because perhaps he was feeling something for the fact that Kendra was now apprenticed to our friend Marv.

      ‘I think… I’m just being selfish,’ I said, getting a strong sense that the best thing I could do was be honest — with Matt, with myself. ‘I wanted to believe I was better than… everyone else—all of you guys. I got Ella. But now she obviously wants Robbie. So I feel less… special.’

      ‘She loves you,’ Matt said quietly, clearly admiring me for it. I suppose that stoked my ego. ‘Anyone can tell when you’re together.’

      ‘And I guess I’m worried she’ll fall for Robbie, too.’

      He nodded. ‘She could fall for any guy she goes with,’ he said sagely. ‘Isn’t that risk… part of the thrill?’

      His point seemed to confirm my suspicions about him. We were of like mind. Brothers in cuckoldry, not just in Pi Kappa.

      I nodded. ‘It’s just… you know… if it’s my friend, that risk seems more dangerous. Because if she falls for him, it’s my friendship with Robbie that might get awkward, and then maybe he decides he doesn’t want her seeing me, because he knows everything…’

      He patted me on the shoulder. ‘You need to trust her,’ he said. ‘And… maybe Robbie, too. He knows she’s yours. He knows that if it got to the stage where he wanted to persuade her to stop seeing you… it would be him doing something shitty to a friend. To a brother.’

      His eyes flashed, reminding me that we were all fraternity brothers now. This was a stronger bond than just mere friendship, at least the theory went. We were practically family now.

      I nodded, appreciating his reminder.

      ‘She’s just incredibly hot,’ Matt smiled. ‘And Robbie’s a guy, so he wants to bang her so bad.’

      I grinned, taking his meaning, and his subtext — relax, just go with the flow, enjoy the weird thrill of the whole thing. Of your girlfriend sleeping with one of your best friends.

      Well, she slept with Jed, and it was okay, wasn’t it? Jed was my friend, my bandmate.

      Sigh. It was different with Jed.

      Well, now we watched Prince give way to Whitney Houston, which really wasn’t my kind of thing, but Ella and Robbie were getting lost in the romance of it all. I was feeling my heart getting so very heavy watching them.

      Two smiley, giggly soon-to-be-junior sorority sisters came up to Matt and me and asked if we’d like to dance with them. Tiffany and Shelley, I think it was. They were pretty, the kind of girls who wouldn’t have given us directions if we’d come up to them in the middle of freshman year as committed dorks, but I felt bad that I didn’t want to immediately please them by agreeing and doing exactly what they wanted.

      I didn’t really know what to say; I just wasn’t in the mood to dance, to deal with the interest of flirty sorority girls, even if this development was something the old me would have been flabbergasted by and I imagine would have jumped at.

      Matt said to them, ‘We’re… just taking a break,’ as though we’d already been dancing, or perhaps as though we were so wild we’d had too much to drink. ‘How about a little later on?’

      ‘Sure, that would be wonderful!’ Tiffany and/or Shelley said to that, apparently not taking it personally that we didn’t want to dive straight into a slow, smoochy Whitney Houston number with them.

      We watched them saunter off as Abba’s Dancing Queen cranked up the tempo and the energy on the dance floor, and made me content in my choice not to pick that moment to start dancing myself. Ella and Robbie were having fun with it, though, getting lively and laughing at each other’s cheesy dance moves.

      Oh man, they really liked each other.

      Matt and I watched them working up a sweat, and then they quite clearly needed a break from it. After peering off the dance floor to figure out where everybody else was, the two of them spotted Matt and me, and made a beeline for us.

      My heart was pounding as they approached.

      ‘Hey,’ Robbie said.

      ‘Hey,’ I nodded.

      ‘Hey, Danny,’ Ella gave me a sweet smile.

      Both of them were looking a little flushed, glowing, their skin glimmering with perspiration, their expressions way too elated for my fragile ego to entirely cope with.

      My cuckoldress said to Matt and me, ‘You not out there dancing with somebody?’

      Her question suggested she was pretending that we were mere acquaintances in this public setting, because I knew the real Ella would not want me going near other women, even if they held no interest for me. It made me catch my breath, but I knew this was going to have to be the way it was now, because we had to keep this cuckold thing ultra secret if she was going to see me while dating other guys at the same time.

      She had her arm linked in with Robbie’s, and my ‘legendary’ friend was giving me the kind of apologetic look that said he had to do this to keep up appearances.

      ‘You guys are so good together,’ I said, my voice deliberately upbeat, like I was not the least bit concerned about any of this, that I was happy they had chosen each other. ‘I can’t believe how happy you look with each other.’

      The words coming out of my mouth seemed to make the weight on my heart heavier, like I could tell I was sabotaging my own future happiness. And yet my hormones were rushing through my bloodstream, feeling like my hard cock was directing me to do everything in my power to encourage my girlfriend to seek her gratification in the arms of another man.

      It was crazy, and yet I did feel this powerful sense of altruism — that Ella’s sexual arousal and fulfillment translated into my own.

      ‘You’re so sweet,’ Ella said, a double-meaning, perhaps, or at least it worked on two levels.

      Then she clutched Robbie tightly and gave him another little saccharine-rich kiss on the mouth, which only made my cock throb in its cage that much more. Goodness. Why did it make my desire for her so powerful when I saw her with other guys? I was reminded of the sperm competition theory. So why was it so much more intense because I saw her with my friend?

      Robbie was blushing furiously when the kiss was done. I suspected from his accompanying expression of deepest shame that it was related to the fact that I’d asked him to look out for Ella’s wellbeing if he could — and after he said he would, he’d only gone ahead and taken her on as his very own sexual apprentice.

      ‘It’s okay,’ I said to him, suppressing the feverish sense of shame inside me at encouraging him. He stared me straight in the eye, and it was as though we didn’t need words to communicate. He knew enough about me and my progression from dork to cuckold to be fully appreciative of what I was referring to as I told him everything was all right.

      He responded to my reassurance with surprise, as though he’d been expecting me to chew him out, to accuse him of some great betrayal.

      ‘I guess we’ll be seeing a lot more of you, now you’re with Robbie,’ I said to Ella, feeling myself performing.

      ‘I hope you won’t get sick of me,’ she joked, so pretty as she smiled at me.

      ‘Oh, I don’t think that could ever happen.’

      I could see Robbie visibly relaxing as he took in my attitude on things. As he started loosening up, he seemed to feel more free to gaze at the gorgeous blonde clutching his arm, at her stunning smile, the low neckline of her toga costume and how it clung to her extremely tempting figure while offering tantalizing glimpses of flesh.

      ‘Are you going to live in our fraternity house?’ Matt asked, brightly, as though he was really hoping she would.

      ‘I’m not sure about living there,’ she said, laughing, ‘but I’m supposed to do as my Master commands… so I’ll be there whenever he wants me.’

      She gave Robbie the kind of side-glance that could have turned Superman into a blubbering pile of molten hormones.

      Oh, Jeez. I could see the same question racing around Robbie’s head as was racing around mine: was he really going to get to sleep with her?

      ‘I’m so glad we’ll get to hang out with you,’ Matt said, offering me a kind of reassuring smile that said without words, hey, at least you’ll get to spend more time with her.

      I nodded and smiled.

      Then we saw Ella’s Big Sister, Mary-Beth, coming over, looking delighted at how the happy couple was together, and that Robbie was introducing her to all his closest frat buddies.

      ‘Hey, you guys, how are you all getting on?’

      ‘Fantastic,’ Ella told her brightly, all smiles. ‘Robbie’s friends are a lot of fun.’

      Mary-Beth smiled warmly at us. ‘It’s so nice that he has such a supportive circle of friends,’ she said. ‘You guys won’t mind too much if there’s a little more PDA going on between our happy couple than normal around the frat?’

      A little more PDA than normal. I shivered, but I’m not sure if it was pleasure or pain. That was what she was referring to?

      ‘We’ll be fine,’ I said, and Ella’s eyes seemed to blaze as they connected with mine.

      ‘So what’s the whole deal with the apprenticeship, what’s she going to have to do to get through it?’ Matt asked.

      Mary-Beth glanced at Robbie. ‘Whatever her Master wants her to,’ she said.

      Robbie smiled and blushed again.

      ‘Some Masters are… more demanding than others, you might say,’ Mary-Beth added. I saw Ella looking a touch nervous at this.

      ‘Robbie’s a total sweetheart,’ I chuckled, pretending to be a standard extroverted frat boy, instead of the introverted cuck I really was.

      Matt was the one who added, ‘Yeah, it’s Marv that’s the real problem.’

      We looked across the dance floor. I could appreciate that Matt had been monitoring Kendra closely, but I hadn’t been following her recent progress. Right now, Marv was sitting down on a chair, and Kendra was standing up dancing in front of him, like some kind of performer in the early stages of providing a lap dance.

      Kendra was blushing, apparently highly aware of the public nature of her servitude, but appeared to be avoiding eye contact with anyone but Marv. But she was dancing for him, and it was kinda sexy. I saw Kendra’s Big Sister standing nearby, arms folded, watching what was going on closely.

      I also noticed several frat boys watching from afar, clearly amused at what Marv was already getting his new apprentice to do. This episode with Kendra was only going to build up his mythical status in the fraternity; I could already see it.

      ‘He’s making her…’ I said, a little stunned, particularly that Kendra’s Big Sister was just standing by, letting Marv humiliate his new apprentice.

      ‘She has a safe word,’ Mary-Beth said. ‘If she feels uncomfortable with anything — apprentices are allowed to use their safe word; it doesn’t end the program.’

      ‘But she’s clearly feeling pressure to please him,’ I complained.

      Mary-Beth flashed a surprisingly wicked smile. ’She’s learning,’ she said. ‘Katie is teaching her something that’s going to rock her world.’

      We all looked at each other, and I saw Ella blush now, and nobody quite seemed to know what to say to Mary-Beth’s revelation. Ella was suddenly avoiding my gaze — what had she been told by her Big Sister, I wondered? What did Mary-Beth intend to teach her?

      This was the moment where Tiffany and Shelley — or was it Laura and Victoria? — came over to us again, and Matt and I cast a certain look at each other, knowing that we probably couldn’t turn down their dance requests this time without raising suspicion.

      It was all a bit of a blur as Matt and I offered our new dance partners delighted grins and took the hand of a sorority girl each — I think I was with Olivia, maybe, or Laura. Who knew? — to lead them to the dance floor where Elton John was now getting people moving.

      I glanced back, and Ella flashed me an innocently supportive smile, silently encouraging me to have fun with it, trusting that it wasn’t going to go anywhere.

      Actually, it was a lot of fun. Tiffany and Shelley, for that was indeed their names, were very lively and, if I might say so, attractive, and provided a surprising amount of distraction from my imminent cuckolding. We danced for a few songs; I don’t even remember how many it was, or how long it lasted. There were no slow numbers, though, which probably made it easier, since the mood was not actively romantic, meaning that on the whole Tiffany and Shelley kept their hands off Matt and me.

      But then we all obviously needed a breather, and another drink, and when I looked around the room I suddenly realized I had no idea where Ella and Robbie had gone.

      My stomach gave a sudden lurch and plunged into my shoes — my gorgeous, beloved girlfriend had disappeared with her new master.
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      I tried to act casually as Matt and I parted from our dance partners, suggesting we very much needed to grab another drink, maybe get a breath of fresh air after our unexpectedly vigorous workout on the dance floor. Inside, though, I was panicking.

      Where are they? My eyes demanded of Matt.

      He gave a little shrug, but as he searched the crowded room, I got the distinct impression he was more curious about where Kendra and Marv had gone.

      ‘Over there,’ he said, and I felt relief course through my veins as I glanced over in the direction he pointed.

      But my relief was premature. He wasn’t indicating the presence of Ella and Robbie — or even Kendra and Marv. He was pointing out Mary-Beth and Kendra’s Big Sister, Katie, calmly chatting with a few of their fellow Alpha Gamma Chi seniors over by the front door.

      ‘What?’ I said, but Matt was already walking over to them.

      I was surprised at how bold he was, striding right up to them and asking, ‘Hey, you seen Robbie or Marv anywhere?’

      It made me think he was pretending to be a proper frat boy, too. The old, introverted me winced, however, waiting for these popular sorority seniors to castigate Matt for being so pathetic, needing so desperately to know where his buddies were.

      But Mary-Beth and Katie’s faces lit up, apparently pleased to see us, and only too happy to let us know that Ella and Kendra were giving their new masters a tour of the sorority house right at that moment.

      ‘Oh, right.’

      ‘Their room is up on the fourth floor,’ Katie said, indicating that we should probably find them and join the tour if we wanted to.

      ‘Uh… thanks,’ I said.

      Matt gave them a little salute, which could have been seen as incredibly dorky, and yet in this environment, the Alpha Gamma Chi seniors seemed to take it as a cool, kind of Ferris Bueller-type move from a confident guy.

      ‘You’re sure you’re up to dealing with Kendra right now?’ I asked Matt as we made our way up the main stairs.

      ‘I don’t know,’ he said. ‘But we can hang with our friends if we want to, don’t you think? Unless they’re… indisposed…’

      My manhood swelled inside my cage at his implication, the restriction on its thickening feeling oddly pleasant — until the pressure got a little too much again. I had to try to keep calm.

      We made our way up to the fourth floor, as we searched, passing various rooms where Alpha Gamma Chi sisters were hanging out with Pi Kappa brothers, or shady hallway corners where people were just straight-up making out.

      What was Ella doing with Robbie? Was she really showing him around her new sorority house?

      I felt this incredible buzz as we looked around for Ella and Kendra’s room. I couldn’t stop moving; I was tingling all over — adrenaline rushing around my blood vessels, making me somewhat breathless.

      It was thrilling, thinking that something bad might be happening. I could hardly believe it. I was hoping Robbie might be up to something with my girlfriend.

      What was wrong with me?

      Deep down, though, I really wasn’t expecting anything to be happening. Not yet. It was too early. They’d only just been put together as a couple. As we continued to search, I assumed we’d just find Ella and Kendra hanging out with Robbie and Marv, and maybe a few other people, as they all showed them their sleeping quarters. Perhaps we’d all say, ‘hey, really cool digs,’ or something less dorky, and then we’d all head back downstairs for some more completely innocent dancing.

      But then I opened a door into a fairly large room — a common room, it seemed like — where there were couches and armchairs and various coffee tables and side tables. And there right in front of me was Robbie lying back in an armchair in the corner, Ella kneeling on the floor in front of him, between his legs, her head bobbing up and down in a slow, sensual rhythm.

      I felt my jaw drop as I just stood there; my heartbeat stopped.

      I felt Robbie’s eyes move to the doorway; I could see he saw me there, but I couldn’t look him in the face. Not now. Not considering what she was doing with him right in front of me. I could hear quiet slurping noises as she serviced him with her mouth. It was shocking, astonishing. I couldn’t breathe.

      Ella didn’t stop, even though the door I now held open was casting a load of bright light from the hallway onto her as she sucked my friend’s dick.

      Oh Jeez.

      I looked around for Matt — he was down the other end of the hallway looking in other rooms. I turned back to the awful, glorious sight of my sweet girlfriend fucking one of my best friends with her mouth, and I stupidly blurted out, ‘Hey, you guys need a drink or anything?’

      Such an idiot.

      I heard Robbie say, ‘Uh… yeah… that would be great, dude.’

      Ella didn’t break rhythm for a moment as she continued to suck my friend’s cock.

      I turned and allowed the door to close behind me. Matt noticed me and asked if I’d found them. Dazed and confused, I told him I’d found Robbie, but not Marv.

      He gave a little nod as though he understood exactly what was going on.

      I said, ‘I need to get a drink.’

      ‘I’m just going to see if I can find Marv,’ he said.

      I wandered down the stairs in something of a trance. I still couldn’t seem to breathe, though my chest was heaving, and I was taking in huge great lungfuls of air. I found a restroom one floor down, and shut myself in there. I pulled out my stiff cock, desperate to get it out of its cage so I could jerk off, the image of my sweet love on her knees, her head rising and falling on my friend’s dick, burned into my retinas.

      God, I felt so pathetic. I was such a cuckold.

      And yet, while I felt completely devastated having walked in on my friend fucking my sweetheart’s mouth like that, at the same time it was oddly as though this was the greatest sexual experience I’d ever had in my life.

      Seriously, my brain was so badly wired.

      The pain that my erection was giving me, since it was so tightly enclosed in heavy steel, was the only thing that prevented me from masturbating just then. From exploding. And true, I did have one of the keys for the little golden padlock that kept me contained. It would have been easy. And yet somehow just being caged like that was enough to draw me away from the edge of self-abuse.

      I had to avoid orgasm. Right now, the adrenaline, the sexual arousal, the intense excitement was what kept me from descending into paranoid, dangerous desolation.

      I was a cuckold, wasn’t I?

      This was my penance. This was my reward.

      I wanted Ella to be happy and fulfilled more than anything in the world, and it was clear to me that what she wanted was to cuckold me with my friend. I had to suck it up. I pulled up my pants, fastened my belt extra tight, and vacated the restroom to stride purposefully downstairs where I could fetch a couple of red plastic cups full of punch.
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      I took my time fetching the drink, trying not to feel like a pathetic little cuck serving my friend like I was his apprentice, instead of my girlfriend. I even chatted with another girl I’d met earlier in the evening — I wanna say… Laura? — and impressed even myself with my performance pretending to be a standard extroverted frat boy.

      I realized I was consciously or unconsciously trying to give them a little time to do what they wanted to do together. It was like raising the white flag, huh? Surrendering my girlfriend’s mouth. But then, I’d given in from day one, hadn’t I? I’d been the cuckold she had wanted me to be.

      And she’d been worth it, hadn’t she?

      Look at me now; she’d transformed my life.

      When I eventually made my way back up to the fourth floor, I was still feverish with that cuckold buzz, hoping the two of them were having a good time together, the dark feelings of fear and self-loathing only seeming to enhance that adrenaline rush.

      I paused outside the door, not quite sure what to do. Should I wait longer?

      I went in, pretending that nothing major was going on, perhaps ready to act like I hadn’t seen anything, I hadn’t realized anything was going on. The lights were on in there now, or at least more lights than there were before. And it wasn’t only Robbie and Ella in there — there was Kendra and Marv chilling together on a couch, Marv’s arm wrapped around a strangely docile-looking Kendra. Robbie and Kendra were chilling on another couch, similarly cuddling up with each other, their short sexual interlude apparently done and dusted.

      There were Mary-Beth and Katie hanging out with a couple of their friends, and Matt was sitting in a chair beside Robbie, chatting.

      ‘Oh, thanks, dude,’ Robbie said, taking one of my little red cups.

      He was blushing furiously, and the whole deal seemed very awkward between the two of us — and yet the atmosphere in the rest of the room appeared very relaxed. Where had all these people been a few moments before while Ella had been on her knees, her lips wrapped around my friend’s cock?

      Had they been in here, too?

      Had Marv been road-testing Kendra in here, at the same time Ella had been bobbing up and down on Robbie’s dick?

      None of these guys looked like they’d only just arrived in this room, they seemed settled. It made me believe that Kendra and Ella’s Big Sisters really had been in here to evaluate them in their performance with their new masters.

      How twisted was that?

      And yet my cock throbbed inside its cage as though telling me to shut up and just enjoy how hot it had been witnessing my gorgeous Ella pleasuring another man’s dick.

      I sat with Matt, and slurped my punch, and from there Ella couldn’t really look at me without it seeming like she was going to particular effort. Robbie asked me if many people had left the party yet, and I said it didn’t look like too many had.

      I could see Kendra and Marv easily from where I sat, though. Marv flashed me a big grin, as though congratulating me on everything I had achieved, when I really hadn’t done anything at all. I suppose Marv knew I was a cuckold, and perhaps he figured that I had somehow engineered all this to stoke my cuckold tendencies.

      Still, you couldn’t not return a grin from Marv.

      Kendra just looked at me blankly, like a Stepford wife. Had her Big Sister brainwashed her? Had she drunk some Alice in Wonderland potion to make her submissive? She seemed happy with Marv, though. He started murmuring in her ear, and she smiled naturally enough.

      There was that whole kind of awkward sense of what were we doing there, what was the plan for the rest of the night, were me and Matt intruding on a moment that was supposed to be private between these couples and their Big Sisters?

      While Matt was chatting with Robbie, and I was wondering what was next, and whether I ought to leave, perhaps head back down to the party, or flee back to the frat house, Kendra stood up. She drifted over to Matt and me, and stood as though presenting herself to us.

      ‘I wanted to say sorry for some of the things I said to you before,’ she said.

      At first, I couldn’t quite tell if she was being straight with us. She was blushing furiously, apparently embarrassed at having to do this, at having to say this to us. Apologizing to dorks. Did she mean it, or was this performative for Marv, for her Big Sister?

      ‘Oh,’ I said, trying to work her out. ‘Well, you know, I understood where you were coming from, Kendra. You were worried I was… trying to get close to Ella, in case I turned out to be a bad guy.’

      Kendra smiled at me, and it seemed so genuine; I felt like I’d flipped into an alternate universe or something.

      Was this really on the level? Or was she playing a long game with me, waiting for an opportunity to step in and ruin me?

      ‘I shouldn’t have said what I did to you,’ she said.

      I nodded appreciation — and, if it was needed, forgiveness — for her apology. Then I asked, ‘You been having a good time with Marv tonight?’

      She said quietly, ‘He’s incredible.’

      It was like she was slipping into a trance state again. I couldn’t work out what it was. What had happened to her?

      Curiouser and curiouser.

      I looked at Ella, and she was laughing quietly, but her response to Kendra’s strange change in behavior was not exactly illuminating.

      At that point, we heard a change in the music downstairs. Someone was singing a Frank Sinatra song very loud — My Way — at the top of their voice, though from the sound of it they were also probably using the microphone the sorority and fraternity presidents had used to address the crowd earlier.

      Kendra’s Big, Katie, and Ella’s Big, Mary-Beth, seemed to react to this new noise from below.

      ‘Oh,’ Mary-Beth said. ‘That’s the karaoke starting. Come on — it’ll be fun!’

      Ella was looking to Robbie to see if he wanted to go downstairs and sing some karaoke. Somehow, I felt a little jab of pain at seeing her automatically seek his approval for what their next move should be. She was his now.

      ‘Sounds like fun, hey, guys?’ Robbie said to Matt and me, looking like he thought karaoke might provide a perfect distraction from the fact that my secret girlfriend had just given him a blowjob, apparently in front of a bunch of other people.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

      Downstairs, the dance floor was still surprisingly crowded — only this time the music was being sung by alcohol-infused college students.

      Right now, an Alpha Gamma Chi sister with pink hair was doing a surprisingly competent rendition of Britney’s “Toxic” and raising the bar for others after her. Plenty of people were watching her, but others were dancing as though it was still a conventional disco-style dance.

      We stood in a bunch; Mary-Beth and Katie were chatting, Marv and Kendra were holding each other’s hands over to one side. Matt and Robbie were talking. Ella was holding Robbie’s hand, but the person she was closest to was —

      ‘Are you still locked?’ she asked me.

      I caught my breath at the sound of her voice. She had to lean into me to be heard over the music, but it was dark, and with all the people around, nobody was going to notice — and if they did, they’d just assume we were innocently chatting.

      ‘Yes,’ I said, feeling my manhood throbbing against its cage.

      ‘Good boy,’ she said with a flash of her pretty green eyes and a smile that only made the pressure on my manhood worse. ‘How’re you bearing up?’

      ‘It’s okay,’ I smiled, trying to seem reassuring, then remembering that for her, the important thing was believing I was massively turned on by her cuckolding me like this. Well, I was. It was just more complicated than that. ‘I… I’m having an amazing time,’ I added, trying to suppress the anxiety, the fear, the strange feeling of loss I was having now that she was coupled with my friend.

      I looked into her eyes and saw how happy she was, and it struck me that one of the key reasons I was so disturbed by her being with my friend is that I couldn’t just dismiss him as yet another dumb jock frat boy with a big dick she wanted to sit on.

      I’d completely brought myself around to seeing the erotic side of her sitting on a dumb jock’s big dick. This was different. Robbie was a good guy. Robbie might still be a dork deep down, but he was a nice dork, and being a dork meant he was intelligent and had probably read up on how to satisfy a woman in bed properly. When he went all the way with her, I imagined he wouldn’t just insert Tab A into Slot B and pound away like my dear bandmate Jed.

      Robbie was too much like me. The danger that Ella would fall for him, and vice versa, was more real because she had previously fallen for me.

      I felt a little nausea just thinking about it.

      ‘We’re going to have to get used to the whole PDA thing,’ she said, and for a moment I had to work out what she meant — PDA. Public Display of Affection. Well, of course that was what it meant. But there was a subtext here. She was insinuating that during the pledge period, she would sometimes have to do things with Robbie in front of other people.

      Oh, God.

      ‘Yes, we will,’ I nodded, smiled, trying to make it seem like it wasn’t a huge deal to me.

      I could see it made her nervous, thinking about what she might have to do. I had this powerful compulsion to reassure her, to make her feel better, as best as possible.

      ‘Robbie’s a really good guy,’ I said, semi-pretending to be incredibly happy for her, delighted at who she had chosen — suppressing my own concerns.

      ‘He’s worried about you,’ she said. ‘About how you’ll feel about it all.’

      I nodded. ‘He shouldn’t be. You guys have got to do what you’ve got to do. It’s important.’

      Her smile somehow deepened, though there was empathy in her eyes. She could tell this wasn’t just me getting off on being cuckolded again; this was a bigger deal this time. She was so sharp, it only made me desire her more.

      ‘I know it’s weird; he’s your friend,’ she said.

      We just looked at each other for a long moment, as though we were exchanging data on wi-fi. We were exchanging something — love. In that moment, I felt so strongly how much she genuinely loved me, and that she didn’t want to risk what we had. It was powerfully reassuring for me. I hope that in reply, I was giving her the confidence to pursue this to the fullest, to know how much I loved her, that I wouldn’t stop wanting her just because she was with my friend for the next six weeks.

      ‘We just have to be careful,’ I said, which probably could have referred to many aspects of what was now going on, but I think mostly meant being cautious about giving any hint that anything was going on between the two of us.

      She nodded.

      But then the moment was broken as Mary-Beth put her hands on Ella’s shoulders and told her she and Robbie were up next for karaoke. Oh, okay. So when the current song — A-ha’s Take On Me, adequately performed by one of our very own Pi Kappa boys, Xavier, and I hadn’t even noticed that the Britney song had finished, I was so focused on Ella — ended, our star-crossed lovers were threading their way through the crowd to the little ‘stage’ area that looked like it was made from soap boxes.

      ‘They’re so good together,’ Mary-Beth said to me as we watched them getting prepared with their microphones for a karaoke duet.

      ‘They’re amazing together,’ I said, worried that Ella’s Big Sister might have noticed something between the two of us just now.

      ‘This is going to be an easy one, I can tell.’ Mary-Beth seemed relieved.

      ‘You done this before?’

      She said, ‘Well, not as a Big. Obviously I went through my own, when I joined. But I’ve seen plenty of other apprenticeships from the sidelines. Some of them are… well, let’s say easier than others.’

      ‘Yours was okay?’ I asked her.

      ‘Todd Hartman,’ she said, her whole demeanor turning dreamy. ‘He was pretty incredible, actually. Fucked like a porn star.’

      I had to stifle a gasp at that. I know it was pretty much assumed that this whole apprenticeship deal would involve sexual activity between the students participating. However, it was still shocking to have it put so explicitly like that. I guess college students are just perpetually horny, and had formed organizations — a sorority and fraternity — to further that whole state of affairs. But that there would be an established initiation process in which the participants would be fucking.

      The F-word could be startling at times, huh?

      In that moment, though, it really brought home to me that my sweet, darling girlfriend was going to be doing some fairly serious things with my former roommate and good buddy Robbie.

      ‘What happens at the end of the six weeks?’ I asked her. ‘I mean… if they’re really having a good time…?’

      Mary-Beth shrugged. ‘Some of them get a bit hung up on their masters, and then have to deal with the end of their apprenticeship, and it can be a little hard on them, but that’s part of the deal,’ she went on. ‘They have plenty of support around them when it’s time to end things, of course.’

      ‘Well, that’s something,’ I grinned, trying not to think about Ella getting hung up on Robbie. Or about Robbie deciding they should continue being a couple until graduation and marriage.

      Mary-Beth laughed. ‘And of course the best cure for a broken heart is an immediate rebound — ’

      I laughed with her, but inside I was quietly bemused at how she could treat it all so lightly, like it was all just a game. I guessed that when sex and seduction came so easily to you, you could be more casual and relaxed about it all.

      Then Ella’s Big Sister said, ‘Of course, some sisters continue dating their masters after their apprenticeships are completed,’ she said as though it wasn’t a big deal. ‘Some of the pledges really take to their submissive life, and if their masters take a liking to them… well, who’s going to step in and stop them enjoying themselves?’

      Gulp.

      Well, that prospect just about plain terrified me.
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      My friend Robbie and my girlfriend Ella were singing a romantic duet to each other in front of most of my new fraternity and her new sorority, and I was just standing there shaking, having just seen her suck his cock.

      Knowing she was going to fuck him soon — probably this very night.

      God, she was so beautiful. And the way she was looking at him as she told him over and over again through the microphone that ‘You’re the One That I Want,’ nearly made me wet myself.

      Robbie was too much like me. I mean, he was taller than me, he was blonder than me, he had more of a suntan. Maybe he was more good-looking? I don’t know. But he was enough like me, as a dork deep-down, that I wondered what Ella thought she was getting by having him as well as me.

      I suppose it was my paranoia thinking? The fear that while she might fuck other guys who were good in bed, Robbie could genuinely replace me as a nice guy she’d want to fall in love with. If he was perfect in bed and a considerate human being, that might do it for me.

      ‘They’re pretty cute together,’ Matt said in my ear.

      I hadn’t noticed him there next to me while the karaoke had been going on. I felt genuinely happy to have him there. He seemed to get me like no one else.

      ‘Very cute,’ I said.

      I already knew Ella was a good singer, of course, from her guest spots with my band, Destitute Dogs. But it turned out Robbie had a fair set of lungs, too. He was giving the song his all, like a complete dork, despite the cheesiness of the music. People in the crowd seemed to find it hilarious, like he was doing it on purpose for comedy value. One more example of the Greek Community taking to Robbie and Marv’s dorky behavior because they thought it was somehow done ironically.

      ‘He’s not a cuckold,’ Matt told me.

      ‘Huh?’

      I flinched at his use of the word so openly — but glancing around, no one was paying us any attention. The music was too loud for anyone else to hear. I took my readiness condition back down to DEFCON 2.

      ‘He’s not a cuckold. It’s clear enough from what he’s said to me since you started…’

      ‘Turning into one?’ I gave a wry smile.

      He nodded, and his expression made it clear that he didn’t see the term ‘cuckold’ as shameful. Quite the opposite, in fact. He said, ‘She loves you for something she can’t ever get from him. Just remember that.’

      I appreciated his support, his wise words.

      ‘I guess… I still have these doubts,’ I said. ‘I mean… when we started this, I was… pretending to be — ‘

      He shrugged. ‘You were interested in her, that’s all. You did what you had to do to get her interested in you. And now you don’t need to pretend. You discovered… how hot it can be, being with a girl like that.’

      Matt had discovered, too. We were now brothers in more than just a new fraternity.

      I said, ‘You like Kendra, don’t you?’

      He sighed, and gave me a mournful little smile.

      ‘You should tell her.’

      He laughed. ‘You know how she feels about guys like us.’

      I gave a little shake of my head. ‘You’ve seen how she’s been with Marv. She’s… something happened to her.’

      He nodded. ‘I don’t know what. Pretty much ever since her first dance with him… and just through the night, it’s like she’s been hypnotized.’

      ‘We need to get Ella to find out what’s going on with her,’ I said, feeling the dork in me rising. Forward, dorky Amateur Sleuths!

      Matt sighed again. ‘I think she’s just resigned to having to get through this if she wants to be a full member of the sorority.’

      I wanted to talk to him about what had happened upstairs. About my theory that while Ella had apparently been sucking Robbie’s cock in front of her Big Sister, Mary-Beth had been chatting with her friend Katie, who was Kendra’s Big Sister in the sorority. And Marv and Kendra were probably in the room, too.

      Where had Matt been during that time?

      But Robbie and Ella’s song came to an end, and now Marv was going up there with Kendra, as though karaoke was some credit requirement for these apprenticeships.

      God. My friend and my girlfriend returned to us glimmering with perspiration and glowing with pure jubilation, looking like those romantic vampires from the Twilight movies. Beaming smiles, sparkling eyes, both of them puffed up with self-confidence and new relationship energy. God.

      I couldn’t help but look at Ella’s lips and think that they’d been stretched around my friend’s cock a little earlier. My own cock was stiff and a little sore in its cage right now, telling me in its own inimitable manner that I liked being a cuckold now, that it was the ultimate thrill for me to be cuckolded by someone close to me like Robbie. Groan.

      ‘You guys are pretty good!’ I declared, affecting a boldness to conceal my pure terror.

      ‘Well, she has an amazing voice,’ Robbie said, gazing at his new girl with unabashed adoration.

      ‘You were good,’ Ella insisted, similarly besotted with him.

      They stood beside me — well, Ella stood beside me — quite close because there were a lot of people around. Every breath was filled with her sweet, floral scent. She was so close, her soft neck was right there. I felt a powerful craving to duck down and kiss her velvet skin, breathe her in, indulge in her incredible sexual energy.

      I couldn’t help it. Her being with Robbie, her sucking Robbie’s cock, ramped up my desire for her like crazy. But I had to hide my feelings. Nobody could know she meant anything to me.

      I tried to focus on Marv and Kendra singing Endless Love to each other. It was surprising how they got into it. Particularly how Kendra got into it. They weren’t quite the singers Robbie and Ella were, but they were giving it their all — and you couldn’t deny the chemistry between them. How could Kendra seem so infatuated with him, in such a short space of time?

      I glanced at Matt and felt a wave of pity for him. He had a real crush on her, that was for sure. Even though she’d only ever derided the group of us, poured scorn on our true identities.

      Crushes could be so mindlessly devastating.
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      We stayed a while watching the karaoke. My friends wanted me to get up and sing with Ella, because I was in a band and they knew she was an occasional guest singer with the band. But I really didn’t want to be put under the spotlight interacting with Ella, and I think I could see a hint of caution in her eyes, too.

      Robbie went up to sing the Sonny & Cher kitsch-fest I Got You Babe, and I went through the whole cuckold angst again, though this time Matt wasn’t sweet-talking in my ear at the time. I think maybe I needed to say supportive things to him about Kendra, but really didn’t know what I could say. She hardly knew he existed, and was now apparently brainwashed to adore our friend.

      Anyway. Robbie and Ella. Singing. Gorgeous. Unbelievable together. I tried to remember what Matt had said to me the last time. I tried to suppress my fears and hang on to that weirdly wonderful cuckold buzz.

      I wanted him to fuck her.

      I wanted Robbie to experience what I had over the past several months — the sheer bliss of exploring Ella McKinney sexually.

      I wanted that for my friend. I wanted my friend to take my sweet love to heaven and back.

      I was just freaky with that altruism thing. And they weren’t going to fall for each other, I told myself. It would just be sex. Meaningless sex. My girlfriend had wanted a cuckold boyfriend, and I was that cuckold boyfriend. She loved me. She knew that if she were dating me, I would allow her to sleep with other guys — and I would get off on it. She couldn’t get that from Robbie.

      If anything, Matt was more of a threat to me. He had displayed much more of an openness to try cuckolding. That thought made me chuckle, because Matt was so hung up on Kendra.

      So, karaoke. Emotionally up and down for me, watching Robbie and Ella together, being around them. At no point was my cock flaccid, though. I felt like I was going to have to get a bigger chastity cage if this state of affairs continued. Did she really have to know I was wearing it all the time? Could I take a little break, maybe? She was so wrapped up in Robbie right now, she probably wouldn’t notice if I slipped away to the restroom and took the damn thing off.

      Come to think of it, where had I put my key?

      Groan. A quick search of my pockets produced no joy. Had I left it back at the frat house? So Ella had the only key here, and it was hanging around her neck like a piece of jewelry that was highly meaningful to her.

      I just had to simmer, and watch my friend musically seducing my girlfriend up on stage with his increasingly respectable baritone, and my girlfriend publicly fucking him with her eyes as she responded to his saccharine words with her own otherworldly soprano.

      Double groan.

      Once our two star-crossed lovers were done, I decided I needed to do something to shake myself out of the malaise. I felt like an idiot — I was blushing, now, and I could not stop myself. People were going to know something was up with me, that I was being affected by the sight of my friend and his gorgeous new apprentice.

      I went up to do a song. On the way, I figured I could pretend I’d had a little too much punch — that might explain the uncontrolled blushing, and maybe underpin any strange behavior I let slip.

      I had to wait for an Alpha Gamma Chi sister to get through Blitzkrieg Bop by the Ramones — which was, admittedly, pretty damn sexy the way she did it — but that was blessedly short at a smidge over two minutes. Then it was me. What the hell was I going to sing? Damn it. The music stopped. I was sweaty, looking out over a sea of faces waiting to dance. I caught sight of Robbie and Ella out there among them, holding each other.

      I found myself getting Back to the Future Enchantment Under the Sea vibes. A crowd of students spread out across a dance floor, waiting to dance while the performer had some kind of mental crisis. Only, Marty McFly didn’t love Lorraine, she was his mother. He looked at her at the end of the movie and was happy she was with the other guy. Anyway. Never mind the logic. The music, that was what everybody was waiting for.

      The Power Of Love, Huey Lewis and the News.

      Take that, anxiety and despair.
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      I was a hit!

      Or at least, my rendition of Back to the Future’s big soundtrack blast was a hit. And I would modestly tell you I wasn’t half bad at the vocals. Well, it proved a decent amount of distraction from my mental turmoil, at any rate.

      But now, as I came off stage, the adrenaline buzz coursing through my veins, the others seemed to be looking purposefully at each other.

      ‘We’re all gonna head back to the fraternity,’ Matt explained. ‘Marv and Robbie want to give their new apprentices… you know… tour of the house.’

      I saw in his eyes what he meant, and felt my stomach churn.

      Robbie and Marv wanted to take their hot dates to their bed for sex.

      ‘Oh, okay.’

      I caught Ella’s eye, and she flashed me a smile that melted my insides for the umpteenth time. She wanted so badly to bang my friend. And now she was going to go back to our frat house to do it. My body was so pumped full of anxiety and adrenaline, my insides were now boiling. It felt like my skin was going to come loose, like when you microwave a garlic clove for 10 seconds.

      Eight of us, including the two Big Sisters, slipped through the crowd and out of the front entrance of the Alpha Gamma Chi sorority house. It was about 1 am by then — early enough that most of these brothers and sisters would continue partying for a while, judging by previous frat parties I’d been to. But now we were heading back home for the next phase of a nerve-jangling night.

      I realized there was no real reason for Matt and me to be headed home. On the surface, we were single frat boys without a hot chick to drag back to our lairs. But stepping outside, I got the impression people thought Mary-Beth and Katie were with us, though only our master-apprentice pairings were walking along arm-in-arm as we proceeded down the street toward the Pi Kappa house. Mary-Beth and Katie didn’t seem to think it an issue that Matt and I were coming along, though their focus was on their Little Sisters, of course.

      ‘Hey, what happened to that nice girl you were dancing with?’

      Ella took a step back from Robbie and was walking with me, now, instead. I felt a jolt of paranoid fear shoot through my heart — Danger, Will Robinson — but I saw Matt now chatting with Robbie ahead of us, Marv and Kendra babbling together like cute lovebirds ahead of them, and the two Big Sisters were on point. We were, it seemed, relatively safe.

      ‘Oh, I’m not sure,’ I said as I double-checked the risk factors.

      ‘Tiffany, was it?’

      Was it Tiffany? Or Olivia? Or Hannah? I felt a bit bad at not giving her my full attention at the time — it wasn’t her fault I was secretly unavailable.

      ‘Tiffany, yeah, it could have been Tiffany.’

      Ella giggled. ‘I saw a few different girls eyeing you up tonight,’ she said. I got the impression she was trying to play the friend of mine from English class who had got chummy in a very platonic way after I’d helped her with her classwork, and she had introduced me to my bandmates. But I didn’t like the insinuation that I might be interested in other women. Or that she was okay about me getting attention from other women, that she even liked the idea of me dating someone else. I knew it wasn’t, but my stupid Neanderthal instincts felt like she was trying to find a way to get rid of me, encouraging me to consider dating someone else.

      ‘We need to factor in the possibility of other girls asking you out,’ Ella said then, her voice noticeably quieter, more serious. ‘I mean, they will.’

      ‘I doubt it,’ I laughed.

      She raised her eyebrows. ‘You’re good-looking, you’re in a band. You sang Power of Love like you wrote it.’

      ‘I sang Power of Love like Tom Waits has a throat infection.’

      She giggled. ‘You shouldn’t put yourself down. I happen to think you’re the best looking guy in the fraternity. And if the other girls knew what you could do for them in bed…’

      She mouthed ‘phew’ and pretended to fan her face.

      Then she said, seriously again, ‘I don’t want you to get a bad reputation because you’re never seen dating anyone.’

      Sigh. Reputations were a weird thing, huh? This was why it was easier to be a dork.

      ‘I don’t want to date anyone else,’ I said, feeling a huge amount of pressure in the air all of a sudden — like, this was the moment where she told me it might be a good idea to take a break. For us both to see other people. For her to focus on getting through her apprenticeship, to attend to Robbie properly as a good apprentice should. For me to just go off and enjoy college life with some other girls.

      But she said firmly, ‘You’re not dating anyone else. You’re mine. I won’t stand for anything else.’

      I looked at her with mild surprise — and then pure brightness and joy just seemed to burst out inside of me, making me feel suddenly light and buoyant.

      She smiled, and to my further surprise I felt her hand gently take mine, so that for a very brief moment it was like we were a couple again. She gave my hand a little affectionate squeeze before letting go again.

      She said, ‘I’ll want you to wear your cage all the time. Do you think you could do that?’

      ‘All the time?’ I was too joyful about her demanding continued ownership of me to get horrified about wearing a chastity cage all day every day.

      She smiled again, her eyes sparkling. ‘It’s so sexy, knowing you’re mine. That I possess you totally.’

      ‘I…’ I said, trying to wrap my head around it. ‘I guess I could… figure it out.’

      She nodded. ‘And those Tiffanies who’re going to ask you out… we’ll just have to figure that out, too.’

      ‘Those ‘Tiffanies’?’ I sniggered.

      She giggled. ‘You could go back to wearing those dorky shirts of yours.’

      ‘People would think I was being ironic. I could pretend to be gay… we have some gay brothers in the frat.’

      She shook her head at that. ‘You’d just start getting gorgeous gay guys asking you out.’

      ‘Religion? I could say I don’t believe in sex before marriage.’

      ‘That would only motivate them to try harder to convert you.’

      I nodded. ‘Maybe I just pretend... I don’t know… I have a girlfriend from back home, who went to a different college.’

      ‘Hmm… that’s not such a bad idea. But people might expect her to visit you from time to time. And you’d have to text her all the time.’

      ‘I’d have to; I’d get all jealous of her getting tempted to cheat on me because we’re so far apart,’ I joked.

      She giggled. ‘You know Robbie doesn’t care if you and I text each other.’

      I smiled, ‘You got your phone back?’

      ‘Mary-Beth gave it back to me just now,’ she said, holding it in her hand and waving it at me.

      We took a few paces in silence, and it felt like a heavy seriousness settled over us. It seemed fairly clear we were both thinking about the likelihood that Ella was going to have full sex with my friend tonight. I wasn’t sure whether Mary-Beth, as Big Sister, was intending on being there for the deed, but it was going to happen. Ella was under the impression that it would be a dark thrill for me. I didn’t want to shake her faith in my cuckold superpower — if she thought I was just an ordinary boy, she’d have more reason to replace me with Robbie in a more permanent fashion.

      ‘You know I don’t love him,’ she said solemnly, her pace slowing a touch to add a subtle amount of distance between us and the others.

      Nevertheless, I was worried someone would hear. I was worried Robbie would hear. I slowed a bit more. We were just slow-pokes, that was all.

      ‘But you like him,’ I said. ‘It’s okay… I’m glad. He’s a really nice guy.’

      ‘Is it weird for you, seeing us together? Knowing what’s going to happen?’

      My cock pulsed inside my cage. ‘A little,’ I admitted. ‘But I know that you’ll be well taken care of; I trust he’s not going to be a dick with you. I want you to have the best apprenticeship you could have.’

      ‘You’re so sweet,’ she said, flicking adoring eyes my way briefly, though it was too dangerous for them to remain gazing in my direction.

      Another pregnant pause.

      Then I said quietly, ‘You’re going all the way with him tonight?’

      She nodded. My heart burned. ‘I think so.’

      ‘And… Mary-Beth is going to be there?’ I raised an eyebrow.

      Ella sighed. ‘She said she could listen in tonight, if we wanted. It’s just… tradition. The evaluation thing.’

      ‘Pretty kinky tradition.’

      ‘Well, all the sisters have to go through it, so no one ever feels like they should change the system, because new members should have to go through what they did.’

      ‘And she’s going to be listening in every time you have sex with him?’

      God, even just referring to my girlfriend having sex with my friend like that, my heart was pounding and my somewhat crushed hard-on throbbing.

      ‘Not every time,’ she nodded. ‘But… it could be any time. We won’t get a warning when she wants to evaluate me.’

      ‘Like she’s a mystery shopper.’

      God, I just wanted to drag her away from here, find a bed, take her for myself.

      But I had to bite the bullet and leave her to Robbie.

      I did have one burning question I needed to ask her, though.

      ‘Hey…’

      ‘Yeah?’ she said brightly as we arrived back at the Pi Kappa house.

      ‘What the hell happened to Kendra?’
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      My sweet girlfriend, Ella, giggled and glanced behind her at my fraternity house — making sure everyone else had gone inside.

      Then she said, ‘It’s hilarious…’

      ‘What?’ I pressed her. ‘What happened to her? It’s like Marv hypnotized her.’

      She grinned. ‘Would you have ever guessed… Kendra never had an orgasm before. At least… before Marv.’

      My eyes widened. My jaw dropped.

      ‘Never?’

      Guys can’t understand the concept of not having an orgasm, huh. We masturbate, we come, we get an orgasm. Not quite the case for women, as it turned out.

      ‘But she’s popular,’ I said. ’I mean… she doesn’t have any trouble getting dates…’

      Ella shrugged. ‘I guess she was just… never with the right kind of guy, huh?’

      Then she skipped on inside the building, leaving me kind of flabbergasted. Before I followed her, the dork inside me needed to work out when it must have happened. Kendra had been herself right up until that Prince song, “Kiss”, it seemed to me. I remember her scowling at me after she’d been announced as Marv’s apprentice. Then the two of them had started making out, fairly awkwardly at first…

      After that I remember watching Marv demand a lap dance, much to Kendra’s apparent shame — but she’d done what he’d wanted. But she’d been blushing fiercely, hella embarrassed, and her eyes did not have that glazed, dazed look.

      It must have been when they were upstairs, in the dark, while Ella was on her knees servicing Robbie’s needs, and I was standing stunned in the doorway watching her. Marv and Kendra had been in there too? I’d had the feeling they were. And the Big Sisters had been just sitting there in the dark.

      Not full sex, I was guessing. Not yet. But Marv had given Kendra her first orgasm and had apparently rocked her world. And now she was his own personal Stepford Wife. Yes, that was it. Dork Detective had solved the case.

      Matt would be highly amused. Although… scratch that. Perhaps Matt would be horrified, what with his crush on Kendra.

      ‘Come on!’ Ella yelled out to me from the Pi Kappa entrance.

      Look at me, called in to watch my girlfriend cuckold me with one of my best friends. And I went as she called me, like a good boy. My tail would have been wagging if I had one.
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      There was a tour of the frat house — that part of the plan hadn’t just been a euphemism. Matt and I tagged along, though we seemed a little invisible by then, like ghosts. The others were so focused on each other: masters on apprentices, and vice versa; Big Sisters monitoring Little Sisters.

      Robbie took the lead, showing the women the main areas of the building, trying to make Ella and Kendra feel welcome, as if they were practically fraternity members now. The Big Sisters had seen the place plenty of times before, of course, but they patiently attended the tour, adding any comments they felt might be helpful to their Little Sisters.

      Ella and Kendra really would be able to spend the night here in our fraternity house, if their masters wanted them to. Perhaps not every night — but every night if Robbie and/or Marv demanded it.

      I secretly shivered at the power my friend now had over my girlfriend.

      But there was also hope there, that with Ella in our building, she might be able to see me more regularly — and if Robbie allowed it, there would be opportunity for her to consummate the cuckolding with me fully. Sure, Robbie wouldn’t forbid me from contacting her, even if he was publicly dating her now?

      Robbie seemed to have a real spring in his step as he gave us all the tour. The energy level in the air was crackling like Dr Tesla’s laboratory. All of us seemed to know what was going to happen very shortly, when the masters took their apprentices to bed.

      Now and then, I caught his eye, and he seemed to be subtly checking on me. I appreciated it — it reassured me. I tried to appear smiley and calm, presenting the perfect picture of the happy cuckold facing his fate.

      Then we were touring the floors where the bedrooms were, and without any real warning, Marv and Kendra — and Katie — disappeared from the tour. It was like that TV show The Leftovers, where 2% of the world’s population disappears, and a dog gets shot in the pilot. I’m opposed to dogs getting killed in TV shows, by the way. You should know that about me.

      ‘And here is my room,’ Robbie said, at last, opening a door toward the rear of the third floor, to usher the rest of us in.

      I’d seen Robbie’s room before, of course. But I hadn’t really been inside it for long enough to appreciate quite how large it was. All this for one guy? You could probably fit ten single beds in here — but in this room there was only one bed, king-size. It was messy, with a desk in the middle of the room, an upturned table over by the window, an armchair in the corner facing the wrong way, dirty clothes on the floor and the big old couch, broken glass and various items of trash scattered everywhere—standard fraternity decor.

      ‘Nice,’ Mary-Beth nodded, looking genuinely impressed with the place, as though it was a five-star hotel suite. ‘Very nice.’

      Robbie wandered over to the big windows and closed the curtains as Ella’s Big Sister sat herself down on the couch, acting as though we were all going just to hang out and party on until dawn, perhaps pass a joint around, listen to some music, chat about nothing in particular.

      But Ella sat down on the end of Robbie’s bed and as my eyes connected with hers, she gave me something of a dark look.

      I suddenly felt very out of place, very I-shouldn’t-be-here-right-now awkward. Where had Matt gone? He’d just disappeared without a peep, in the same way Marv and Kendra and Katie had.

      I wasn’t supposed to be here.

      Ella was about to have full sex with her master. And it was going to be graded. Mary-Beth looked up at me and offered a gentle smile, as though she could tell I was working out what was about to happen.

      Surely she didn’t know I was Ella’s secret boyfriend?

      But, no, a moment later I was sure that secret was safe. The way Mary-Beth was looking at me suggested she thought knowing what Robbie was about to do with Ella made me feel envious. Wishing I had been good at beer pong, that I had been bestowed legendary status, that I had been appointed a master in the Alpha Gamma Chi’s apprenticeship program.

      ‘Uh… well, I guess I’d better get back to the party…’ I said, figuring it was a less dorky excuse than saying something about it getting late, about having to get a good night’s sleep and so on.

      But my head was spinning. I was short of breath, almost panting, my body feeling like it was being torn apart by shock and adrenaline, as the forces of fear and excitement fought for control of my poor cuckold brain.

      ‘Have a good night,’ Mary-Beth said pleasantly.

      Ella smiled at me, but looked a touch nervous. It wasn’t just that she was cuckolding me with a friend — her Big Sister was here to take notes.

      It reminded me, somehow, of Professor Delores Umbridge sitting at the back of class in Hogwarts, as she inspected the teaching of the other teachers at Harry Potter’s school for witchcraft and wizardry. Only this was students inspecting the sexual abilities of fellow students like it was some officially certified examination.

      Robbie turned around from closing the curtains and gave me a kind of sheepish smile that said in no uncertain terms that he was kind of sorry-not-sorry about what was about to happen, even though he understood my concerns as a friend.

      ‘Have a good one,’ I said to them, and then I retreated out of the room feeling like an idiot.

      Have a good one? God. I was castigating myself for saying something so mindlessly stupid given the circumstances. Have a good one? Have a good what? A good fuck? A good evaluation for fucking in front of a senior sorority girl?

      Or perhaps, a good time cuckolding your boyfriend, or cheating with your friend’s beloved girlfriend?

      Oh Jesus, I couldn’t breathe. This was really happening.

      My head was spinning like I was drunk, but I really hadn’t had much to drink at all. I felt nauseated. I could have just stumbled into my room and collapsed in a blubbering heap, but I felt the need to get away, to get some air. I wandered lonely as a cloud back downstairs, imagining what must be happening.

      Ella had said Mary-Beth was only going to listen to them having sex tonight. To help reduce the pressure, I guess. But she was still, apparently, going to sit in there with them while one of my best friends fucked my girlfriend. I guess they’d do it with the lights off?

      Well, it was weird.

      And this is a proper cuckold telling you it was weird.

      Downstairs, the fraternity house seemed deserted. Everyone who was here in college at the moment was at that party at Alpha Gamma Chi.

      ‘Hey.’

      It was Matt, sitting on a couch in front of the huge TV in the house front room, but the TV wasn’t even switched on.

      ‘Oh, hey,’ I said. I’d thought he had gone to bed.

      ‘Ella sent me a message,’ he said, holding up his phone. ‘She wants me to take you back to the party, try to distract you from… what’s going on.’

      ‘Like… my babysitter?’

      ‘Cuck-sitter.’

      I couldn’t help but chuckle at that, though my insides were squirming.

      I felt his eyes on me, hot like Superman was trying to burn a hole through me. I shivered at the knowledge that he knew I was a cuckold, that he knew my girlfriend was fucking our mutual friend right now, at this very moment. Or was about to.

      It struck me that perhaps Matt’s mind was on Kendra fucking another man at this very moment.

      ‘Come on, let’s go back to the party,’ I said, ushering him out of the building so we could wander back up the street to Alpha Gamma Chi.
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      The karaoke was still going on when Matt and I returned to Alpha Gamma Chi, though the dance floor seemed to have thinned out a fair amount.

      What with Pi Kappa being so empty when we’d left, and the fact that we hadn’t passed anybody on our way back here, I wondered whether the missing people might be somewhere upstairs. Perhaps some of the more frisky Alpha Gamma Chi girls had offered to give some willing Pi-Kappers the tour…

      Matt and I took a swift cushioning dose of punch as we integrated back into the party.

      We didn’t really say anything to each other — partly because the music was so loud, but I think partly because we both felt we didn’t need words to communicate at that point; we knew what was going on, we knew how we both felt about it. There was this leaden weight on both of our shoulders as we contemplated the focus of our desires being in bed with other men right now.

      I was just concentrating on breathing. It was no good trying not to think about what was happening. I couldn’t tear my mind off it. Everywhere I looked, whatever I did, I just pictured Robbie squeezing his fat dick into my sweet, beloved Ella.

      Sigh.

      After a couple of songs, I went back up on stage to sing one myself. My heart wasn’t in quite the same place as it had been before, however, when I sang The Power of Love. This time it was The Hollies: He Ain’t Heavy, He’s My Brother. Only I wasn’t thinking about carrying my brother on some random journey — I was thinking of Robbie’s heavy, male body draped all over my girlfriend. My frat brother’s heavy manhood thrusting inside my beloved sweetheart’s soaking-wet pussy.

      ‘It’s a long, long road… from which there is no return…’

      My heart was breaking while I was performing.

      ‘While we’re on the way to there… why not share?’

      Boy. Why not, indeed?

      I was nearly exploding with fear and desire.

      How could something so unpleasant be so sexually arousing? How could I be so terrified of losing the best thing that ever happened to me, and yet so brutally turned on by the thought of her having an incredible time in bed with one of my best friends? Cuckolding was a constant battle between light and darkness, it seemed to me, and yet somehow the darker the darkness, the lighter it made the light appear.

      Then, finally, a text message from Ella.

      Ella: Mary-Beth has left. Robbie’s asleep. Are you still at the party? Or in your room? Maybe I could come visit you…?

      I looked at Matt.

      ‘I gotta go,’ I said.

      A moment of confusion on my friend’s face turned into a warm smile as he realized what must have happened, considering that I was clutching my phone as my life depended on it.

      ‘Of course,’ he said, then added, 'You'll need the room.'

      Our room. Matt was promising to stay away, to give me time to be with Ella in the room I shared with him. I gave him a nod of gratitude. I could sense him wishing me the best, even though there was an indelible sadness in his pale blue eyes, since he was denied what he wanted most — or who he wanted most.

      I stopped a moment and said, ‘It’s only a month and a half. After that, maybe you can talk to her. Ask her out.’

      He nodded, and offered me a grateful smile for the sentiment. ‘Maybe… she won’t mind dorks so much by then,’ he said with a grin.

      ‘Maybe,’ I chuckled.

      Then he said, ‘Go. She must be waiting for you.’

      ‘Don’t have any more to drink,’ I told him, my tone solemn. Worried he’d do something silly.

      He gave another nod, and I trusted him. ‘Will you… tell me how it goes?’ he asked.

      It was probably a little weird, one of your guy friends wanting to know intimate details between you and your girlfriend. But this had been out of the bounds of conventional relationships from the moment Ella had first messaged me.

      So I said, ‘Of course. Whatever you want to know.’

      I don’t know — I kind of liked talking about my adventure. Sharing details.
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      Then I was walking back to Pi Kappa again, carried by my cuckold buzz, the adrenaline and the excitement now overpowering the fear because Ella had not forgotten me after her romantic liaison with Robbie; she had reached out as soon as the opportunity had presented itself. She wanted to visit me.

      Of course, the fear wasn’t entirely gone. I still had that sense of dread inside my heart, spurred on by paranoia. Then, of course, there was the pain I was feeling as my cock tried to get fully hard in its metal cage. Maybe I needed to hold onto the fear a little longer, to give my little guy a chance until I could get this damn contraption off.

      Hello darkness, my old friend. I've come to talk with you again.

      What if Ella had already decided our cuckold relationship wouldn’t work anymore, now she was being closely watched by her Big Sister?

      What if she’d had such good sex with Robbie, she was no longer interested in cuckolding me anymore?

      What if she just wanted to love one man, to focus all her energies on pleasing him, and that one man was Robbie?
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      I was texting Ella as I arrived back at Pi Kappa, went inside, and climbed the stairs toward the floor where my room was to be found — letting her know I was back, and inviting her to visit me when she got a chance.

      However, when I slipped inside my room and noticed the lamps on Matt’s and my desk were already on, delivering a warm, soft, cozy light to the space — I was surprised to turn and see Ella herself already there, sitting on my bed wearing Robbie’s bathrobe.

      ‘You’re here,’ I said, just astonished by how beautiful she looked, my head spinning knowing what she’d just done.

      Her golden hair was messy, tied back in a very loose ponytail, her pale skin somehow dulled by dried perspiration, flushed a little red in her cheeks and upper chest. She had lingering remnants of makeup, but it was smudged; her lipstick was faded and smeared, making it clear she had used her mouth on him a fair amount.

      It was shocking to me to know that she’d just been fucked by another guy — one of my best friends.

      ‘I couldn’t wait,’ she said, getting up, smiling sweetly, so delighted to see me.

      As she came to me, opening up to kiss me, she allowed the bathrobe to fall open to reveal her small but exquisite bare breasts. My manhood jumped up to as close to erect as the cage would allow it.

      ‘Ouch,’ I said, and we both knew what I meant.

      She caught her breath, and her pretty green eyes fell to my waist. ‘You’re still wearing it?’

      ‘Sure — you told me to.’

      She seemed just thrilled by this news. Then after a brief pause, she suddenly ducked down to sit on the edge of the bed, gesturing for me to show her.

      I nervously glanced back at the door — no locks on doors around here. But Matt knew to keep out, and who else was going to feel like barging here this late?

      I removed the gold rope around my waist and unfastened the knot on my shoulder keeping my toga together, and it turned back into a bedsheet and dropped to the ground leaving me standing there in my boxer shorts.

      ‘So you… it happened?’ I asked her.

      ‘Yes,’ she said, peeling down my underwear to expose my manhood squeezed into its stainless steel cage. ‘Oh, it’s so sexy,’ she cooed, touching the thing, lifting it along with my balls, feeling the weight. ‘I love feeling like it’s mine. I feel so… powerful.’

      ‘Will you tell me what happened?’ I asked, feeling a touch awkward demanding something of her — she seemed so powerful a presence to me, I had no right to question her.

      But she merely smiled sweetly up at me and said softly, ‘Sorry… of course. Well, we were just making out for a while… Mary-Beth was there, so it seemed a little weird. She said we could turn out all the lights, but Robbie wanted to see me, so…’

      She stroked my cock through the cage. I was trying everything in my power to keep calm, though my body was pulsating with sexual energy, adrenaline rushing through my body at the knowledge that my sweet love had just cuckolded me with my friend; the dark fantasy had come true again in the darkest manner. She wasn’t rushing to free me from my confinement, and yet I was more focused on getting details from her experience with Robbie.

      ‘We moved onto the bed together, I was kissing his chest and pulling the toga off him — he’d done the knot really tight, so it was difficult to get off. It made us laugh how weird he’d done it, but eventually it came loose, and then he was suddenly naked because he wasn’t wearing anything underneath…’

      ’Seriously?’

      She giggled. ‘I suspected while we were dancing earlier… he was getting hard, and when I put my hands on it… it didn’t feel like there was anything under his toga…’

      ‘Wow.’

      ‘I guess he doesn’t have much to be ashamed of.’

      I caught an odd lilt to her voice, and it made me consider what she really meant by that.

      ‘He’s… hung?’ I said, surprised. The subject of cock size had never come up among us dorks throughout our freshman year together. We’d maintained good privacy levels the whole time; there might have been joking about dicks, but none of us had ever seen each other’s equipment.

      She smiled up at me and nodded. I felt my stomach churning. This felt like one more thing that would tear her away from me.

      ‘He’s really, really… well…’ she said, ducking down to kiss my cock through its steel prison bars. Why didn’t she just release me? But it was strangely nice, her manhandling me, examining me, kissing my cock like that, sucking it through the cage. Taking the thing into her hot mouth.

      ‘I don’t know how big it was, but it’s the biggest one I ever saw,’ she said. ‘By a long way.’

      ‘But you’ve been with big guys before,’ I said, surprised at how astonished she seemed at Robbie’s size. Thinking about her with Jed, all the guys she must have dated.

      ‘Not like this,’ she said. ‘You know, a lot of guys think they’re big, act like they have something special… and you know, sometimes they know how to use it, so… anyway. To be like that… is rare.’

      She took her necklace off, but I was hardly noticing what she was doing to me at this point.

      ‘But you went down on him before,’ I said. ‘At the Rush Week thing. And earlier tonight.’

      She nodded. ‘When we were doing those party games… when I was with him, the game was only to get him hard. As soon as he got an erection, it was over.’

      ‘Oh, you didn’t… I thought you went down on him.’

      ‘I did, but not to orgasm. He wasn’t fully hard when I had him in my mouth — as it turned out, he wasn’t fully hard even when they said I’d won the race.’

      ‘And earlier tonight?’

      ‘He was nervous… excited, I guess, but very nervous. We both were, but… you know, there were other people in the room. He wasn’t completely hard… and then he came pretty quickly, so…’

      She slipped her little golden key into the padlock keeping my cage together. There was a satisfying click, and then the thing was off, the cage part fell away from the base ring, giving me immediate release from the pressure of confinement.

      Wow, what a relief.

      ‘It’s all mangled,’ she giggled, a little shocked.

      ‘It’s okay,’ I shrugged.

      After removing my base ring, she massaged my manhood to get the blood flowing back into place, my erection quickly growing thick in her hands, and her initial shock dissipated as my equipment returned to form. I liked her paying attention to my junk like this. It was an ego boost, I suppose.

      She kissed my tip, swirled her tongue around it.

      I groaned as she sucked it into her hot mouth.

      ‘Back to normal,’ she said, a few moments later, as she withdrew. I was gasping a little, but relieved she did not continue, because I probably would have exploded within seconds.

      ‘So you got his toga off…’ I said, making her smile with the obviousness of my prompting.

      She pulled herself up to her feet, and I was just in awe at her — her beauty, her sexuality. It was like the air was filled with her pheromones, a secret substance that just drove me wild. My freshly-fucked girlfriend.

      She said, ‘We were kissing again, and I was just playing with it a while, pressing myself against it, getting used to his size — he was really hard, I mean it was unbelievable. Then he was pulling my toga off, my underwear…’

      She was so sexy as she was telling me her story. It was difficult to put into words how gorgeous it made her — something about her disposition, her attitude: a bright effervescence, a self-confident beauty that shone out because she’d had the validation of one man craving her and fucking her, and now a second one desiring her too.

      I moved back on the bed, noticing a moment of wry amusement in her smile as she approached that I took to be related to how small my single bed was compared to Robbie’s king. Perks of being a ‘legendary’ member, I guess.

      ’So,’ she continued, climbing onto my lap and gently kissing my mouth, her hands cradling my head as she sucked on my lips. ‘He was telling me how beautiful I am; he said my breasts were so perfect, and he had me down on the bed, sucking them. Then he was kissing his way down my body.’

      ‘He went down on you?’ I asked, in between kissing her back.

      ‘Yeah… he was… well, he seemed to enjoy it. He told me it tasted sweet, like syrup.’

      ‘Uh-huh,’ I chuckled.

      ‘I relaxed, knowing it was okay, thought… I don’t know… Mary-Beth was there, it was still weird…’

      ‘She’s going to be there for, like, six weeks.’

      ‘I couldn’t come like that, not with her watching. I faked something. I wanted you to do it,’ she said, glancing down between her legs, taking hold of my hand and pressing it up against her pussy. Her pink lacy panties were soaking wet. They looked fancy, expensive lingerie. It made my chest tighten in side to think that she’d worn something so special for Robbie.

      ‘Mmm, I want to,’ I said.

      She moaned with delight, and told me to lie down. I made myself comfortable on my back as she peeled down her sodden panties to reveal her gorgeous, freshly-fucked pussy. I was in awe. I reached for her, and she chided me for being impatient before sitting back to remove her underwear completely.

      ‘Here,’ she giggled, leaning forward again, over me. ‘You want these?’ She pressed her panties to my face, giving me a burst of her scent.

      I moaned.

      She smiled, and her hand fell on my hard cock while I breathed in the fumes of her desire from her warm underwear. She giggled at how blatantly horny I was for her. I dropped the panties and reached for her thighs.

      ‘You want me to tell you more of what happened?’

      ‘Uh-huh,’ I moaned eagerly.

      She climbed over me, lifting one knee over my chest to plant it above my shoulder, pulling her bare pussy right over my face, just a couple of inches from my mouth.

      I said something like, ‘Wow,’ at my close-up view of her pink folds — her reddened pink folds — glistening with wetness, pungent with that earthy musk of sex and seemingly swollen from recent use. The urge to devour her was so powerful, impossible to resist.

      She sighed quietly and edged down to carefully deposit her weight on me, mashing her pussy against my mouth. I lapped at her eagerly, tasting the sweet saltiness of her juices. She let out a long, gentle moan as she gazed down at me between her thighs.

      ‘You like that, my love?’ she asked me. ‘Licking me right after I cuckolded you with your friend?’

      ‘Mmmm…’ I moaned.

      Her smile broadened. ‘You like how it tastes after I fucked your friend’s huge cock?’

      Oh man, her words just hit me so hard, and yet it was so intensely sexy what she said. I devoured her, and tried to keep my hands firmly on her butt so I wouldn’t be tempted to touch my cock — because I felt certain if I did, it would go off.

      ‘He fucked me… after he went down on me… He got off me to put on a condom… and then he was kissing me again… he put his huge cock on my pussy, and I couldn’t believe how heavy it felt…’

      As though to demonstrate what heavy felt like, she pushed down on my face, grinding her pussy against my mouth. I worked my tongue on her, I sucked on her, I nudged her clit with my lips, and she was just soaking me with her juices.

      God, her little sighs and moans were so sexy.

      My hand slipped off her behind and drifted down to my cock. Somehow she could sense it; she giggled. ‘Did I tell you to touch yourself?’

      ‘Mmm-mmm,’ I moaned, unable to talk because my mouth was full.

      She guided my hand back to her behind and continued to scrub my face with her pussy.

      ‘I was so wet because I knew you were waiting for me to fuck your friend,’ she said. ‘I was thinking how you would react when I told you I fucked him… and then there was his huge cock pressing against my pussy. He pushed up my knees, and then he slowly pushed his cock into me.’

      I moaned at this, thinking about my friend’s cock being inside my girlfriend’s pussy as I ate it.

      She giggled again. ‘It took him a while to squeeze that thing into me,’ she said, ‘even though I was so wet for him. I had to shift my hips a little, change my angle so he could get inside. Then he started moving it inside me, out and then in; it was like every part inside me was touched by that thing.’

      Oh, it was so good. Tasting her as I pictured another man — my friend — fucking her just minutes before.

      ‘He made me come in, like, no time at all,’ she said, ‘then… he slowed for a while… and then started thrusting again.’

      ‘It was okay with Mary-Beth there?’ I said, a little out of breath, having to push my head into the mattress so I could get a word out of my mouth.

      ‘I kind of forgot about her,’ she said, clamping her pussy back down on my mouth. ‘Then he was fucking me… kind of hard, I couldn’t think of anything else. He made me come again, but it was a little painful maybe. And then he told me he was going to come, and shoved his cock as far inside as he could manage.’

      ‘You were okay?’

      ‘Mmm-hmm,’ she said. ‘I just gritted my teeth and let him go for it. Then he was jerking a lot, grunting. I felt his cock pulsing inside me.’

      For a while she was quiet, just working her pussy against my mouth, using my face as her own personal sex toy. But she didn’t get to the point where she was going to come again.

      She halted her movement on my mouth, peered down at me, said softly, ‘You want to feel how much he stretched out my pussy?’

      I felt a throb in my cock at her use of that word, and moaned my enthusiasm for the idea.

      ‘You want to feel what a real man did to my poor little pussy?’ she said. I bristled a little at that; I’d never wanted her to humiliate me. Dominance was okay, but… and yet she said that, and it made my hard-on throb all the more.

      Damn you, cuckold brain.

      ‘Please,’ I said, gasping for air.

      She lifted off me, springing up with the athleticism of a college swim team member, but she turned around before crouching over my crotch, sitting down to take my hard cock quickly inside her soaking-wet pussy while facing away from my head.

      ‘Ohhhh….’ she moaned, and my deeper groan accompanied her as the searing heat of her sex engulfed my hard, sensitive cock.

      To my surprise, she felt differently to how it had been last time. She really had been stretched by Robbie’s mammoth cock. Her pussy felt looser.

      ‘Can you feel that?’ she breathed, and lay back so that she was flat against my chest, resting her head beside mine.

      ‘It’s… different,’ I said, running my hands all over her incredible body, feeling the soft warmth of her skin, but also that slight clamminess, that slight stickiness as if from exercise — though it wasn’t a gym workout that had done it.

      ‘Mmm…’ she moaned, just squirming a little on top of me as I held her breasts and kissed her neck. ‘You’re so hard inside me I can feel it pulsating…’

      ‘Even though it’s so small?’ I grinned.

      ‘It’s not small,’ she giggled. ‘And it still reaches the right places.’

      ‘Are you always going to be… stretched?’

      She shrugged. ‘For six weeks, maybe. It won’t be permanent.’

      Unless she stays with Robbie, I thought, and felt bad about it.

      She moved slowly, really only circling her hips. I got the sense that she needed it slow after having such a big cock pounding her just before. The position she was in, lying on top of me, her back to my front, made it practically only possible to make love slowly.

      I tried to hold back my orgasm, but it was difficult after everything that had happened. Holding her and having her, knowing that my friend had just been using her gorgeous body himself, pushing his big dick inside her, taking what he wanted from her as her new Master.

      Robbie, who had hacked my Tinder account to proclaim me as a cuckold publicly. Who had accidentally landed me with the girl of my dreams. Robbie, who knew my secret about pretending to be a cuckold, and helped me to cope with the dark side of the kink. Robbie, who had adventured behind enemy lines with me to monitor my sweet cuckoldress flirting with frat boys.

      Robbie, who had been there supporting me while I fell in love with her.

      And now he had fucked her.

      I thought of that, and my orgasm exploded. The surprise was that hers did, too.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

      We lay together in my tiny bed, kissing, leisurely caressing each other. Ella seemed more relaxed than I’d seen her in a while, less pressured.

      ‘What happened to Mary-Beth?’

      ‘I don’t know,’ Ella sighed. ‘I guess she left. I think we noticed she was gone after the first time he fucked me.’

      ‘The first time?’

      She giggled. ‘He got through three condoms. Are you shocked?’

      I felt a ripple of envy and — jealousy? Perhaps it was because I’d had my orgasm, and now I was in that mindset of cold, post-coital clarity. The cuckold spell was temporarily broken. She had told me in detail about the first time he had fucked her, but then there had been two more times?

      I tried to suppress my paranoia once again: she’d told me most of it. She’d tell me the rest if I pressed her to. What more did I need to know? She wasn’t keeping things from me just because she didn’t detail every single moment Robbie had been fucking her.

      ‘She must have been satisfied with your… performance?’ I said, trying to keep things light.

      ‘I don’t see why she wouldn’t be,’ Ella giggled.

      I smiled, but as I lay there, I found myself envying Mary-Beth in a way. It took me a minute to realize how much I wanted to see Robbie fucking my girl, and Mary-Beth already had, even if she’d said she would only listen.

      I hated myself for feeling that way. It was the first time in a while I genuinely thought there was something wrong with me: I wanted to watch my friend get his dick out — and then shove it into my girlfriend.

      Ella was stroking my cock, though I was so tired it was just remaining soft, even while I was thinking about watching Robbie fucking her.

      She was murmuring, ‘I want you to wear it all the time…’ Talking about my cage again, I guessed. But she was so sleepy, yawning, her eyelids seeming so heavy.

      ‘Are you allowed to stay here?’ I asked her, suddenly worried she was going to get in trouble. How long had Robbie allowed her to be here? Had he even given her permission? She’d said he was asleep when she left.

      ‘As long as nobody…’ she said, but then she stopped, and I could see that she was asleep.

      Sigh.

      I, on the other hand, was very awake. A strong orgasm usually made me sleepy, but tonight the thoughts were racing around my head, and that did not make me relax. For a while, I gazed at my gorgeous girlfriend, my true love, my despicable cuckoldress.

      She had completely rewired my brain as an adult male, it seemed. It made me feel a little anxious that she could have such power over me. I was pretty sure she could get me to do anything, and I craved her so much I would do it. I worried she would turn me into one of those gimp types that the rest of society laughs at. What if she decided I should cower before her, never look her in the eye, crawl along on the end of a leash like a dog?

      And yet when I was with her, when she told me she owned me, she was in control — there was a phenomenal comfort in that.

      Such a strange tangle of drives and emotions.

      I ducked down and gently kissed her cheek. She smiled warmly in her sleep.
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      I woke in confusion, because I didn’t remember slipping off to sleep, though I must have just passed out at some point, lying there gazing at my beautiful slumbering cuckoldress. I was also aware that I was very alone in that single bed of mine — Ella had disappeared back to her sorority house.

      Or perhaps she’d gone back to my friend’s bed.

      Ella’s visit to my room the previous night had dampened my anxiety, but there were still questions whirring around in my head. Was she going to visit me in future? Did Robbie even know that she’d come to me in the middle of the night? How much control did my friend have over my girlfriend now, anyway?

      Could Robbie order her to stop seeing me?

      Sigh. I had to cool it. I had to trust my friend. He was my fraternity brother now; there was double reason not to screw me over.

      I rolled out of bed, grabbed my bathrobe from its designated position on the floor, and staggered down the hallway to the bathroom, where a hot shower woke me up and calmed me down. When I stepped out of the water and picked up my phone again, there was a message waiting for me from Robbie.

      > Hey, Man. Are you okay? Are we still good?

      I actually felt better that he was checking in on me — but his words made me wonder if he even knew Ella had visited me last night. He’d been asleep when she’d left him, and, after a night of strenuously fucking such an astonishingly attractive blonde, he probably would have been sound asleep when she’d returned to him.

      Robbie’s message suggested he was at least a little concerned about our friendship after he’d repeatedly fucked my girlfriend. He knew I was a confirmed cuckold now, but he was still wary of being the one to cuckold me with my delicious girlfriend.

      A touch of guilt never did anyone any harm, did it?

      But what can I say, I was fascinated by how this was going to go. The revelation that Robbie was hung like a donkey seemed to add some strangeness to the whole deal — and as I’d noticed over the past six months or so, I was into strangeness. And I still liked Robbie. I wanted him to be my friend.

      I messaged him back saying I was fine, we were definitely still good. I asked him if he’d had a good night with Ella.

      He came back suggesting breakfast — outside of the fraternity where we could catch up with less chance that anyone would overhear us.

      So that’s where we were, half an hour later, ordering eggs over easy with bacon and hash browns. Robbie said he’d told Ella she could go back to her sorority and take a day to recover from her long night of partying.

      ‘Partying, huh?’ I grinned. ‘That what we’re calling it?’

      He laughed. ‘Oh, man. She is incredible, isn’t she?’

      ‘Uh-huh,’ I nodded.

      ‘And you’ve been dating her, like six months,’ he was in awe of me. I could take that. That was okay.

      ‘I told you she was worth it,’ I said. ‘The whole reason I agreed to… you know…’

      ‘Cuckolding.’

      We looked at each other, just mulling over the weirdness between us, the bizarre nature of this thing called cuckolding and what it had led us to.

      ‘Seriously, though,’ he said solemnly, his voice very quiet all of a sudden. ‘You are sure you're okay with... I mean... I was fucking her, man.'

      'I know.'

      He sighed. 'I would have pretended, you know, if you wanted. To be her master. We could have probably pulled it off.'

      I nodded. 'She likes you. I can tell she wanted you. She wants the full experience of getting into Alpha Gamma Chi...'

      He smiled. 'I suppose Mary-Beth would know if we faked anything. I still don't get how you can do it, man. I mean, I wouldn't if I was in your place.'

      'You're not a cuckold,' I pointed out quietly.

      I glanced around to double-check nobody was paying us any attention over here at the front of a fairly empty diner.

      ‘The whole point is, she gets to sleep with whoever she wants to. It doesn't work if she can't. She wanted it this way, and I had to go with it. But this way... I get to see her more often.'

      This was a little test, I suppose. I was subtly digging to see whether he knew that Ella had visited me last night. If he approved.

      He smiled. ‘You’re crazy, you know that?’ he said. ‘So this is how it's going to be? She'll come visit you at night after she's been with me?’

      There was a pause. Then realization hit him. 'Wait, did she visit you last night?’

      I hesitated a moment, reading his eyes for signs that he was annoyed, that he saw Ella’s escape into my bed as some deceit or betrayal. I couldn't entirely tell how he was feeling, to be honest. It was a little unnerving.

      ‘She did,’ I confirmed.

      He nodded. ‘Thought she might be too tired,' he grinned.

      I laughed. ‘She said you fucked her three times.’

      He blushed, but after a pause laughed along with me. ‘Uh… hello… we were being evaluated?’

      More laughter from this side of the table. ‘She said Mary-Beth left after round one.’

      ‘Well… I mean, you know. She’s incredible. I couldn’t get enough of her.’

      He peered at me for a long moment. I didn’t like being closely scrutinized, but I felt the need to let him get it out of his system. He was fucking my girlfriend now — he was Master of my girlfriend. He needed to get his head around this weird arrangement of ours if we were to get through these six weeks without falling out in a big way.

      ‘How d’you do it?’ he asked me. ‘How d’you just… let her… go to another guy’s bed?’

      I shrugged. ‘You did.’

      He shook his head. ‘It’s totally different. She’s yours. I know it, she knows it, you know it. I’m just grabbing hold of my chance to get with such an unbelievable girl, but I know she’s not mine. She goes back to you, and that’s… how it is.’

      ‘But you control her, now.’

      ‘And you can tell me what you want her to do, any time, man,’ he said earnestly.

      I felt relief at his outlook on things. It was weird, though. I was in a female-led relationship, but I could tell my dominant partner’s dominant partner what to do with her. I’d read about this thing in dominant-submissive circles called ‘Topping from the Bottom’, where the submissive partner ends up directing how things go in the bedroom, even though the intent was for the dominant partner to lead.

      Effectively, it’s seen as a bad thing because it defeats the whole purpose of dominance and submission, and ends up spoiling the impact of the dominance.

      ’Tropical,’ I said to Robbie.

      ‘Tropical?’

      ‘It’s our safe word. I never used it, but it’s there in case Ella decides to do something in our female-led relationship that I’m uncomfortable with. Or, you know, if it really hurts.’

      ‘Oh, right,’ he said. ‘You ever have to use it with her?’

      I shook my head. ‘Not yet. But you and me, we could have a safe word, too.’

      ‘A safe word? You and me?’

      I looked at him, my anxiety suddenly flaring up as I realized what I was doing.

      ‘You need to be her Master, Robbie,’ I said under my breath. ‘And… do it properly. I mean, no pretending. You do as the sorority — and our fraternity — expects. You mentor her, you lead her, you fuck her as and when you want.’

      Robbie was speechless.

      ‘If you don’t,’ I continued, ‘You’re likely to trip up. You’ll be unsure whether you can do something… or you’ll be in a position where you suddenly feel the need to ask my opinion on whether you can do something with her… and the Alpha Gamma Chi Big Sisters will notice something weird’s going on.’

      ‘I guess so,’ he nodded.

      ‘We have a safe word… a code word only you and me know about. And if I say it, you know I want to stop, or pause for a rethink, or I want you not to do what you’ve started doing.’

      ‘But Mary-Beth won’t know you’re throwing a flag on my play,’ he said, getting the idea.

      ‘Flag,’ I said. ‘That’s a good safe word. How about it?’

      ‘Flag, yeah. That’ll do it.’

      I was breathing deeply, but not quite getting the oxygen I needed here. The cuckold angst churning my stomach. I was giving my friend the power to do as he liked with my girlfriend. I had an ultimate veto, but even so. It was terrifying. The trouble was, it was also darkly thrilling. It definitely tickled my cuckold bone.

      ‘She really… tells you what to do?’ he asked me.

      I looked at him a moment, couldn’t remember whether we’d really talked a lot about the female-led element between Ella and me. I nodded. ‘She’s been very sweet with it so far,’ I said. ‘I mean, you do a Pornhub search on female domination and… phew. But Ella’s not degrading with it or anything…’

      ‘Are you sure it's wise, just giving it up like that?' he said. 'She’s not going to start… fucking you with a strap-on?’

      I raised my eyebrows and affected an expression of extreme alarm. He grinned.

      ‘It’s more like… she lets me know exactly what she wants when we’re together, and that’s… well, kind of refreshing. She doesn’t expect me to guess what she wants the whole time and pleasantly surprise her with how thoughtful I am.’

      ‘I can see that as a good thing,’ Robbie chuckled. ‘She doesn’t expect you to be telepathic.’

      ’And… the way it is… it’s like she owns me, and that feels comforting. Particularly when she’s out with another man, I think about how firm she is that she possesses me, that I’m hers, and it makes me feel better.’

      He nodded. ‘That’s the thing for me,’ he said. ‘If it was me, and she was really mine… I don’t think I’d be able to handle it when she’s out with another guy. When she’s sleeping with someone else.’

      ‘I guess I adjusted to what I needed to do to date her,’ I said. ‘Or else, maybe I was always a cuckold, and this whole thing… just let me discover it.’

      ‘We never thought… you know, when we did that to your Tinder profile…’ he said, seemingly apologetic.

      ‘I’m glad you did it,’ I said. Then I fired his question back at him. ’Are you okay with it, Rob? I mean, I guess it’s got to be weird for you.’

      He smiled, but it was clear something was bothering him. ‘I feel guilty, like I’m taking advantage of you. Like… there’s something medically wrong with you, I know there is, and yet I’ll exploit you because I get to sleep with the most good-looking girl I’ll ever get to be with.’

      ‘I don’t think there’s anything medically wrong with me,’ I said quietly. ‘You don’t have to feel guilty.’

      He nodded, and his smile warmed up a little.

      I said, ‘I know it’s kind of weird, but part of me wants you to experience her because she’s so incredible and because you’re my friend.’

      Boy. I don’t think I’d actively used the ‘F’-word with Robbie before, or any of the others. I guess we’d hung out in freshman year because we were roommates, we were classmates other than Marv. But we were friends, after everything. Firing it at Robbie was almost like using the ‘L’-word with a girlfriend. With other guys, it probably wouldn’t have been a big deal, but for us — well, I saw some kind of light switch on in his eyes, and the expression on his face noticeably brightened.

      The waitress arrived with our food, and she noticed the odd vibe between us. She said, ‘Everything all right, fellas?’

      Robbie burst out laughing and said, ‘Yeah, everything’s fine.’

      We tucked into our food and talked about the fraternity, about the previous night, about Kendra’s strange Road to Damascus conversion during the night. When I told him Ella’s explanation for Kendra’s dazed demeanor, Robbie was cackling like a witch on nitrous.

      ‘She never had an orgasm before?’ he said, aghast.

      ‘Some women find it difficult, for whatever reason,’ I shrugged.

      ‘And none of the guys she ever dated before Marv managed to make her come…’

      ‘I guess none of them knew how to press her buttons properly.’

      ‘And along comes Marv,’ Robbie laughed.

      I nodded. ‘Well… I don’t know… maybe she’ll lay off me for a while.’

      ‘She really doesn’t like you.’

      ‘Hey, she doesn’t really like you, either. She doesn’t like dorks, period.’

      ‘You know, she did say something about that once or twice,’ he chuckled. ‘She wants dorks to keep out of her way and stop getting ideas above their station.’

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

      Afterward, we were walking back toward college and the frat house, and I realized I still had loads of questions about him, about the apprenticeship program. About where I stood.

      ’So… what exactly is expected of you as her master?’ I asked him.

      ‘I mean… is she going to be with you all the time, serving you food, fetching you beer, cleaning your room? Crawling around on the floor on a leash?’

      He chuckled. ‘I don’t think it’s going to be quite that nasty,’ he said, but glanced over at me, seeing the concern on my face. ‘Look… it’s just a game, really. I’m just supposed to… date her. For a full six weeks. And during that time she’s meant to be submissive, and I’m meant to be her dominant.’

      I felt my manhood thickening at his words — my friend dating my girlfriend, required to dominate her.

      ‘They want their sorority members to treat guys they date a certain way,’ he explained. ‘That’s all, really. I think it’s supposed to teach them to act in a submissive, girly way when they’re with frat boys, and particularly when they’re dating them.’

      ‘So they have to date fraternity members?’

      He shrugged. ‘I think it’s frowned upon if they don’t. I mean, it doesn’t have to be guys from Pi Kappa…’

      I nodded. ‘And… is she supposed to be with you, like, all the time…?’

      He shook his head. ‘I don’t think so. I mean, on the surface, I’m supposed to be in control of what she’s doing, where she is, I guess… but really, it’s just like we’re dating. Only I call the shots. She’s not going to be in my room twenty-four seven wearing a French maid’s outfit serving me mugs of coffee from a silver platter on the hour, every hour.’

      ‘I don’t know… that sounds kind of fun,’ I laughed. ‘But you’ll see her… most nights?’

      He shrugged. ‘I mean… it’s kind of up to you, buddy. I can see her as much or as little as I want. I mean, I can’t ignore her…’

      ‘But if she’s at Pi Kappa with you, she can visit me,’ I pointed out.

      He nodded. ‘So I’m guessing you want me to bring her over most nights?’

      ‘You’re guessing right.’

      ‘I don’t have to do anything with her… you know… every night she’s over.’

      ‘Robbie,’ I said, seriously. ‘You need to do this properly. No pretending.’

      He nodded again, taking the point. ‘Ella said… maybe you’d want to be there… while she’s… while we’re… cuckolding you.’

      He spoke quietly, feeling obviously awkward about the whole thing. I decided to give him the space to elucidate, remaining silent to force him to expand on what he was saying.

      He said, ‘I read… somewhere… cuckolding is about watching your woman take another guy…’

      It was awkward, I guess, talking about being there to watch one of my best friends have sex with my girlfriend.

      I tried to lighten the tone: ‘You seemed to do fine with Mary-Beth there, from what I hear.’

      He grinned. ‘I kind of wondered if she’d try to join in,’ he joked. ‘I mean… that’s weird, isn’t it? But I guess there was always a whiff of something weird about the whole initiation thing in the Greek system. And Alpha Gamma Chi…’

      ‘There’s a reason they don’t let freshmen join,’ I laughed.

      ‘A few reasons. So… you think you’d like to… watch her?’

      I shrugged, feeling the awkwardness coursing through my body like hot molasses, my back and the back of my neck prickling as the heat reached them. ‘I think it would be… kinda hot…’

      Had to downplay my feelings, had to.

      ‘And you’d just want to… like… sit there… and that’s it?’

      I got the sense he was double-checking whether I’d want to join in for a threesome. Maybe whether I had any bisexual drive in me, that I’d want to join her in fucking him.

      ‘Uh… yeah. It’s just about enjoying how hot she is with another guy, you know… how good it makes her feel, fucking someone different…’

      He nodded, seemed a touch relieved. ‘I don’t have a problem with you watching,’ he said. Then a thought occurred to him. ‘In fact…’ he said, ‘One of the things they told us we might want to try… you know… to test our apprentices out, from time to time…’

      He gave me an odd look, like he knew it was straddling the border of appropriate behavior.

      ‘What?’ I said, chuckling.

      He glanced around, unconsciously double-checking we were safe from eavesdroppers. ‘They said we should sometimes push the boundaries a little with our apprentices… make them feel… well, not exactly humiliated, but… I don’t know… humble…’

      ‘Humble?’ I gave a bemused laugh, eyebrows raised.

      ‘Makes them know their place, I guess,’ he said, smiling to lighten the tone.

      ‘Was that why Marv made Kendra give him a lap dance in the middle of the crowded dance floor last night?’

      Robbie cackled. ‘Yeah. Marv seemed really into it.

      ‘So did Kendra, in a funny kind of way.’

      He nodded. ‘She really went for it, huh?’

      Then he did another one of those suspicious glances around to check for possible spies, and he said, sotto voce, ‘You could be there to watch her… and if Mary-Beth came in to do one of her inspections unexpectedly, we’d just say I was trying to test Ella… you know… make her feel humble.’

      I nodded, and the comprehension of what he was saying made my heart start beating incredibly quickly, and suddenly I felt that light-headed dizziness, I felt out of breath, I felt a tightness in my stomach.

      The cuckold buzz.

      ‘You’d really be all right about me being there, watching?’

      He smiled at me. ‘It’s the least I could do, buddy,’ he said. ‘I mean… you’re letting me bang your unbelievably hot girlfriend…
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      I had band practice over at Jed’s apartment in the afternoon, and though I’d been there only a few days before, going back felt like I was turning back time by months. Jed’s apartment was the old world, the Before Times, the era before my girlfriend was apprenticed to one of my best friends.

      And while I had seen Jed with Ella, fucking her right in front of me earlier that summer, now that I went back it was somehow relaxing to me. Jed was just another guy, one of Ella’s exes, who had from time to time taken her back into his bed. He didn’t even know I’d been dating her — as far as he was aware, she was just one of my college friends, a platonic deal.

      So I suppose there wasn’t the air of tension with Jed that I’d been feeling with Robbie, and around the fraternity house.

      I chilled out, got lost in the music, had a lot of fun with my bandmates.

      My bass skills were improving, too. Even Scott was impressed with my progress. He was happy because it meant that on some songs he could switch to guitar, and he even wanted me to teach him keyboard. Meanwhile, the addition of keyboard to our band had allowed our music to develop a little more into the progressive area, which was pretty cool. Jed said he’d been listening to some old King Crimson songs, Yes, Rush, and Peter Gabriel-era Genesis, and his songwriting was taking influences.

      Later in the afternoon, though, we had a visitor — none other than Ella McKinney herself.

      She came mostly to watch, she said, to check out how we were getting on, though with half an eye to another gig we were supposed to do in a couple of weeks. But later, as I walked back toward college with her, she said she’d fancied a break from the strangeness of being around the sorority and my fraternity.

      I was just overjoyed to see her, of course. The moment she appeared at Jed’s front door, I’d caught my breath and had to conceal the pure jubilation in my demeanor for fear that my bandmates might start thinking I was having a stroke or something.

      When she was singing, it was like we’d been visited by an angel.

      Or maybe a fallen angel.

      There were moments when she was holding the microphone close to her mouth, and she looked around at me, gazed deep in my eyes, and I was pretty sure she was fully aware it was like I was watching her giving oral pleasure to another man. Grasping his big, hard cock, stretching her full lips around it.

      But then she saw other bandmates noticing the raunchy edge to her performance, and she’d crack up, making light of it, turning it into an in-joke between her and me.

      When the rehearsal was over, Jed was going to go out and grab some dinner with the other guys, but when he invited Ella and me to come along, Ella told them she had a date tonight.

      I looked at her with a moment’s surprise, but she smiled at me, and I realized she meant with Robbie.

      Jed didn’t even react to Ella saying she had a date; it really wasn’t an issue that she was seeing someone else. It struck me as odd — she was so attractive; surely it would make you react in some way when she said she was dating someone else, when you were still occasional bedmates.

      But it was like the music was Jed’s mistress. Ella just occasionally came along for the ride.

      Anyway. Jed said I could come along with them if I wanted, grab a bite to eat down at the steakhouse. Ella said I had promised to help her sort out the tires on her car before her date. This was news to me, but I assumed it meant she wanted me to go with her, instead of with Jed and the others, to talk before her night with Robbie.

      We said our goodbyes to our band mates, and then headed out. Ella had managed to park her red Mini on the street outside.

      ‘What’s wrong with the tires?’ I asked her as she unlocked the little car.

      ‘Nothing much — probably just need a little more air,’ she smiled.

      ‘And you need my help — ?’

      She opened the driver’s side door and flicked her eyes over to the passenger’s side. ‘You’re helping me pick out my outfit for the date,’ she said, and I recognized her Female-Led Relationship tone, the one that she used when I didn’t have a choice.

      It was sweet, even though it was controlling. And it made me hard, don’t ask me why.
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      She drove us to her sorority, parking a block or so away, but not far.

      As we approached the Alpha Gamma Chi front entrance, I said, ’They’re not going to think it’s funny, I’m here with you, and not Robbie?’

      She smiled, gave a little shrug of her narrow shoulders. ‘You’re my friend,’ she said. ‘People are going to find that out. It’s no big deal — and anyway, you’re from Pi Kappa now, so it’s even encouraged.’

      ‘I thought maybe Robbie would have you under lock and key twenty-four seven.’

      She giggled, then held up her phone. ‘I guess you could say I’m on call,’ she said. ‘But unless he gets horny, or he needs someone to fix him a meal, or something…’

      We laughed, but we both knew Robbie had the power to keep her as a Stepford Wife shut away in his room if he liked.

      I tried not to get a noticeable erection from my girlfriend telling me she was ready to drop everything and go service my friend whenever he was horny. I mean, we were college boys — we were always horny.

      We received a few smiles from some of Ella’s sorority sisters as we went inside the building, and it was a peculiar but pleasant experience for me, after a year at college where I was, at best, invisible to attractive women.

      Inside, traces of the party had already disappeared, and Alpha Gamma Chi was perfectly neat and tidy. It was quite different from our fraternity, so bright and well-ordered, with an all-pervasive aroma of femininity that did nothing to help me quell my hard-on.

      ‘Come on,’ she said, smiling at me, amused by whatever expression was on my somewhat dazed face. ‘Upstairs.’

      I relaxed a little on the way upstairs, another few nods and smiles from sorority sisters we passed by indicating it wasn’t a particularly big issue that I was hanging out with Ella.

      ‘So what time’s your date?’ I asked her.

      ‘I have to pick him up at eight,’ she said. ‘I made reservations at that new place on the other side of town — Dolcina’s. It’s Italian, should be fine.’

      ‘Nice,’ I nodded, envious at Robbie having such an organized personal assistant-slash-sex-slave.

      Ella’s room was on the fourth floor, a few doors down from the little common room I’d seen the night of the party. As we went in, Kendra was in there, but appeared to be on her way out, clutching what I would have said was an overnight bag. The two pledge sisters greeted each other with smiles. Kendra gave me a frowny face and said simply, ‘Dork.’ I wasn’t entirely sure whether she was joking or still viewed me like something she stepped in, but I smiled broadly and told her how nice it was to see her again.

      ‘You’re seeing Marv tonight?’ Ella asked her, just before she slipped out of the room.

      ‘Of course,’ Kendra grinned. She seemed happy to be going, which was nice. I liked to think she was having a good time with my friend Marv, even if she had a thing against dorks.

      ‘How’s it going with him?’

      Kendra glanced at me, clearly uncomfortable talking about things like this in front of her nemesis. ‘Couldn’t be better,’ she said simply to Ella, with a sweet smile. ‘You’re heading over to see Robbie soon?’

      Kendra said this in a tone that suggested she was trying to antagonize me — emphasizing in my presence that Ella would be spending the evening with someone else.

      ‘Hot date,’ Ella beamed, her eyes sparkling. ‘Got to get ready…’

      Kendra seemed delighted at that, but gave me a kind of dark look as though to rub in the fact that Ella wasn’t dating me. Then she said, ‘Have fun!’ and was gone.

      Ella smiled at me brightly as the door closed behind Kendra.

      ‘She’s warming up to you,’ she said, and I wasn’t certain she was being serious.

      ‘She still thinks I’m somehow orchestrating an incredibly elaborate Machiavellian strategy to date you even though I’m completely beneath you.’

      Ella giggled, then stepped toward me and leaned up to kiss my mouth. ‘You’re only beneath me when I’m sitting on your face,’ she said with a wicked smile. ‘She’s just not used to the fact that you’re a Pi-Kapp now.’

      I sat on her bed, over by the window, and she was suddenly undressing right in front of me, like it wasn’t a big deal at all. Wow. Peeling off her shirt, pulling down her jeans. I mean, I know I’d seen it all before, but when it was someone as beautiful as her, and you just weren’t expecting her to suddenly strip…

      She noticed me gazing at her in stunned awe and smiled. ‘I have to take a shower,’ she said, reaching behind herself to slip the catch on her bra, before allowing it to drop, leaving me with a scintillating view of her bare chest.

      ‘I’ll just… wait here,’ I said, grasping for some kind of instruction from her.

      ‘I’d invite you to come keep me company,’ she said, ‘but someone might see us go in there.’

      She put on her pink fluffy bathrobe, and then overtly allowed me to see her slip off her panties, knowing I was watching her. Giving me a treat.

      She giggled as she lifted a foot to fully remove her underwear, then she threw the panties over to me.

      ‘While you wait, why don’t you find me something sexy to wear for my date with Robbie?’ she said, patting the dresser over by the door.

      ‘Uh… sure,’ I said, her panties still warm in my hand.

      ‘The top two drawers are mine, by the way.’

      She stepped over to give me a sweet little kiss on my lips, and let out a little giggle before disappearing out of the door, clutching her bathrobe tightly around her. I sat there a touch stunned for a moment, basking in the glow of knowing I was allowed to sit and watch Ella McKinney undress, just like that, and it wasn’t a big deal.

      Oh, she was so beautiful.

      I pressed her warm panties to my face, breathing in the exquisite scent of her pussy.

      For a while.

      Then I remembered I was supposed to be finding something for her to wear for her date with one of my best friends.

      Ella and Kendra’s room seemed very clean and tidy compared to anywhere in our frat house. Everything was white or pink, down to the abstract art on the wall, the curtains, the rug, the beds. I stood and wandered over to the dresser, since she had told me to look in here for something for her to wear for her date.

      I caught my breath as I opened her top drawer to find only underwear. Her second drawer had pajamas and towels in it, so she definitely wanted me to pick out underwear for her to wear on her date.

      Boy.

      This was weird, huh. I suddenly felt seriously nervous. What would someone say if they came into this room right now and found me here on my own, searching through a girl’s private underwear drawer? Probably bad enough that I was even in here by myself.

      I quickly sifted through the side of the drawer in which the racy items were clearly kept separate from the everyday underwear.

      It was a little eye-opening how much lingerie she possessed; I hadn’t seen her in a lot of this stuff. But I suppose she was a very sexual person, since before she’d found me, and now that we had fully broken me in as a cuckold, it was something I adored about her. There were some really tiny little scraps of lace, there was satin, there were things so sheer it almost seemed pointless for someone to wear them.

      I found a few items I thought might blow Robbie’s mind when he peeled off her outer clothing tonight, then I moved to the closet to take a look at Ella’s dresses, which felt a little less creepy than searching through her underwear drawer.

      Thankfully, though, she didn’t spend too long in the shower.

      ‘You find anything?’ she said, apparently delighted to find me still there.

      ‘A few things,’ I said, feeling myself blushing somehow. ‘I… uh… was kind of nervous in case anyone came in, saw me looking through your underwear drawer.’

      She laughed. ‘Yeah, I suppose that would look a bit suss. But we’re safe right now; Kendra’s heading back to see Marv, Mary-Beth is out watching the football pre-season training.’

      She took some of the things I’d left on top of the dresser, and smiled as though impressed at me.

      ‘So I guess you found my new stuff,’ she giggled. ‘You want me to try them on? Maybe you’ll get a better idea which Robbie will like best?’

      Oh, God, I nearly melted into a puddle on the floor.

      Watching her modeling g-strings and thongs, basques and bras. She was so stunning from every angle, she could have made the air catch fire.

      ‘When did you get all this?’ I asked her.

      ‘I ordered a few things in case I needed anything impressive for pledge tasks, and when I found out about the apprenticeship program, I got a few more options.’

      Oh, man. She put on a tiny sheer black lacy bra and G-string, and then found a garter belt, and had me help her connect it up to thigh-high stockings. She looked so intensely sexy, I thought I might just explode. Wow. How come she never wore anything like that for me? Part of me was envious that Robbie would get to her first, wearing this.

      Then she was trying on dresses, which was still beautiful to watch but less dangerous. A very tight velvety red dress seemed to work best over her wincingly hot lingerie.

      She seemed to really enjoy modeling for me, but she kept asking me what Robbie would think: would he like this, et cetera, and I knew it was because she wanted to press all those cuckold buttons of mine. It worked; what can I say.

      And then she was focused on getting ready for him: dressing, applying fragrance, getting her makeup perfect for him while I watched and kept her company. The tension while I kept her company was wild — I know she felt something, though I wonder if she felt it the same way I did. It was just right there in front of us: she was dating my friend tonight. She was doing her utmost to impress him. She wanted to seduce him. She wanted to fuck him.

      She was just buzzing, but it appeared at least part of it was because Robbie had told her he was going to let me watch them tonight.

      ‘If Mary-Beth decides to attend, do you think you’ll still want to stick around?’ she asked me.

      I had to think about that one. ‘I think… I’d like to see what happens,’ I said after a pause. ‘I mean… Robbie said he’s supposed to test out your… humility… occasionally, with some challenging experiences…’

      She giggled. ‘I suppose he is,’ she said, trying not to move her head as she applied her eyeliner in front of her mirror. ‘You know I was talking to Kendra this morning before I came out to Jed’s, and she told me the humiliation stuff totally turns her on.’

      ‘Seriously?’ I laughed, recalling the sight of Ella’s bestie giving Marv a lap dance in front of a crowd of people, blushing furiously as she did so.

      Ella grinned and looked at me via the mirror. ‘She says every time he does anything to put her in her place… or embarrass her in front of people, she completely soaks her underwear.’

      I raised my eyebrows at that. ‘I suppose it was kind of humiliating in the first place, her being apprenticed to one of us dorks?’

      Ella nodded. ‘I think that’s why she agreed to it,’ she said. ‘She told me when Katie suggested it, it made her feel totally humiliated. But then… she wanted to do it.’

      ‘You think that’s why Marv could make her come, when she couldn’t ever do it before?’

      She laughed. ‘Maybe.’

      Then, she was ready. ‘How do I look?’ she asked me, giving me the end-of-catwalk twirl.

      ‘Wow,’ was about all my brain could make my mouth say. She beamed, and I guess it was enough for her.

      But then she suddenly said, ‘Oh wait, I have something for you.’

      She rummaged in the bottom of her closet, among the shoes, and retrieved a little black velvet drawstring bag that made the dork in me believe she was about to show me her collection of intricately carved wooden chess pieces.

      Instead, from the bag she produced a large ring made of matte black plastic and another object that looked like… a penis, or at least the mold of a penis, cast in the same matte black plastic. I groaned inwardly, trying to figure out what it was.

      ‘Here,’ she said, stepping over to where I was sitting on the end of her bed. ‘I got this for you.’

      ‘What is it?’ I asked, as though I needed to.

      ‘Stand up,’ she said, kneeling in front of me. Though her voice was soft, she had that tone that said I had no choice in this; I might as well try to enjoy it.

      I stood, and she flicked open my fly button before dragging my chinos down to my ankles along with my boxer shorts.

      ‘I did a ton of research,’ she said, making me wonder when she’d had time outside of rushing her sorority and complying with everything expected of her in the pledge initiation process. ’This should be a lot more comfortable for you so you can wear it all the time.’

      She produced a little tube of lubrication from the black velvet bag, and applied it over my private parts. It was cold, but I’m not going to tell you it was unpleasant having a beautiful blonde working my cock and balls with her delicate, careful fingers. Then she slipped the ring onto me, gently squeezing my balls and then my cock through so that the ring sat flush against my body, around the base of my cock, underneath and behind my balls.

      ‘You can take it off while you’re sleeping, of course,’ she said, slipping the end of my cock into the penis-shaped plastic shell.

      She had to squeeze it in there a bit, but what can I say, it felt a little good sticking my cock into something. Sue me, I’m a guy. I quickly realized I had to try to think calm thoughts, though, as she tried to connect up the penis-shaped shell to the base ring.

      It seemed smaller than my metal cock cage, and that fact immediately gave me cause for concern. But her fingers got into the right places to avoid it pinching on my exposed flesh, and eventually managed to get the plastic cage into place. It clicked as the two components came completely together, and I realized I was now locked.

      It made me feel a little out of breath. And yet strangely mildly aroused.

      My goodness. It really felt like she had her hand on my cock, cupping me, squeezing me. Kind of nice, and as my cock attempted to thicken up, there was a pressure, but it did not hurt in the same way as the metal cage had — there were no metal rings biting into my manhood.

      ‘How does it feel?’ she said, gazing up at me with apparent concern.

      ‘Not… bad…’ I said, sounding uncertain perhaps. But I was confident it was better than the metal thing she’d had me wear occasionally.

      ‘It’s so bad-ass,’ she said, her eyes sparkling with apparent desire. ‘It looks like some kind of science-fiction armor.’

      ‘There’s no padlock?’

      She shook her head. ‘It has an internal lock.’ She fingered her necklace, and I saw that it had a different little key on the end — a silver one.

      ‘Is there a spare?’ I said, taking deep breaths to try to calm myself down.

      ‘There is. But I think we’ll keep it in my room,’ she said, much to my consternation. She took an identical key from the little black velvet bag and deposited it in the little organizer she kept her pens in on her desk, showing me exactly where it was. ‘In an emergency, you can just come in here to get it,’ she said.

      Me thinking: unless Kendra is in here at the time. Unless it’s a weird time of night when it’ll look suspicious for me going into a sorority girl’s room by myself. Unless Marv is in here getting it on with Kendra. Unless Robbie is in here getting it on with Ella…

      Man.

      Pulling up my pants and my underwear in complete compliance, I said, ‘And at night…?’

      ‘I’ll come and unlock you,’ she smiled. ‘And reward you for being a good boy.’

      I shivered.

      ‘And when I need the bathroom?’

      She said, ‘You can use the bathroom; it’s designed for that. Just keep it clean.’

      Regular showers, I was thinking. But still. ‘I’ll be using the stalls to pee, then,’ I said.

      She grinned. ‘You’ll love it. And you know how much it turns me on, knowing I’m in control?’

      Oh, man.

      I fastened my fly. Actually, I could hardly feel it just now. It was so light compared to the metal one, and the way the plastic was molded, it wasn’t biting into my cock or balls. It also wasn’t as prominent a bulge in my pants, which would make it less obvious something was going on down there when I was out in public.

      ‘It shouldn’t hurt so much if you get… you know… excited,’ she smiled, walking over to kiss me, her hands touching gently against the crotch of my pants to carefully explore the shape of the thing containing my manhood.

      Oh, I was so weak. I admit it. I craved her attention, I craved her approval. I would do this for her, while she went out to dinner with my friend at a nice restaurant across town, and then went to bed with him.

      I guess in the back of my mind I figured if it turned out badly, I’d quickly persuade her to abandon this project.

      We walked down the stairs together, acting like we were just a couple of buddies, and nothing special was going on. I could feel the cage as I walked, sure — the pressure of my cock within its containment. But it definitely wasn’t as bad as the metal version; it didn’t pinch with every step, it didn’t force me to walk all bandy-legged like an old cowboy.

      And there was Robbie, chatting with Matt in the front room, looking all dapper in a nice white button-down shirt and dark pants. All cleaned up, ready to date my beautiful girlfriend.

      His face brightened considerably as he laid eyes on Ella.

      ‘Hey, you look nice,’ he said as she approached him and greeted him with a tender kiss on the lips.

      Oh my God.

      I couldn’t breathe.
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      They took an Uber, and I watched them go, feeling that cuckold buzz from seeing her all dressed up and headed out the door for a date with another man — my friend no less. But tonight I had the added anxiety from knowing I was invited to the consummation of their date.

      Would I really be able to handle watching him with her?

      The pressure inside my new lightweight cock cage insisted that I would.

      ‘Hey, how’s it going?’

      I glanced up at the sound of Matt’s voice, and he joined me there, sitting on the steps in front of the Pi Kappa entrance.

      ‘Where’ve you been?’ I said, smiling warmly to see him again. ‘Where did you go last night?’

      He smiled. ‘I was hanging out with Marv and Kendra for a while,’ he said, sounding thrilled about it.

      I gave him a knowing smile. ‘Is that entirely wise?’

      He said, ‘Marv knows I have a crush on her.’

      I nodded. ‘If it’s one thing you can say for certain about Marv, he’s not stupid. But I suppose it doesn’t take a genius to figure out — ’

      ‘Well, you did,’ he laughed, and I did likewise. Then he said, ‘Turns out he doesn’t have a problem with it, though.’

      ‘So you were hanging out with them for a while. Nice. How did Kendra take it?’

      ‘I think she was told to be nice to me,’ he chuckled. ‘But… you know, we talked a little. She’s pretty cool when she’s not caught up in her thing about dorks.’

      ‘You still like her, then?’

      He gave me a look, as though he was wavering from telling me something. Then he seemed to relax. ‘None of this goes beyond us, does it?’

      ‘Of course,’ I said solemnly. ‘Just like… well, you know most of my secrets, huh?’

      He nodded. ‘But you won’t tell Marv I told you anything? I’m not sure he’d be okay with me talking to anyone else…’

      ‘It’s fine,’ I said. ‘Patient-doctor confidentiality.’

      He smiled. ‘Marv sent Kendra out of the room at one point,’ he said. ‘He told her to get us something to drink from the kitchen. Then when she was gone, he asked me if I was okay with him being her master. Because, you know…’

      ‘Because you like her,’ I nodded, understanding.

      He took a deep breath, glancing around us, making sure the coast was clear. ‘I said… I liked seeing her with him. I think… I meant it to sound, like, I was just okay with everything. It didn’t bother me. It wasn’t a big deal. But Marv told me I’m like you.’

      ‘Like me?’

      He shrugged, ‘And I couldn’t really tell him he was wrong.’

      ‘He said you might be into — ?’

      He looked into my eyes and gave a little begrudging nod. Like me, he clearly didn’t want to be a cuckold. He just recognized that it happened to be in his nature.

      ‘It’s a common thing for guys,’ he insisted. ‘There’s a whole category on Pornhub… thousands of videos…’

      I laughed. ’Then it must be true.’

      ‘Marv told me he wants to help me.’

      ‘He wants to help you… with Kendra?’

      He nodded. ‘He said I could hang out with them a lot, spend more time with her… he could get her to go out on dates with me.’

      Okay, that one was cause for raised eyebrows.

      He quickly explained, ‘Nothing… you know… creepy. Just, like, we’d go out to the movies together or something. In front of her, he’d treat it like I was babysitting her — ’

      ‘Babysitting?’ I laughed.

      Matt spoke quietly, under his voice: ’He said she’s really into… you know… the humiliation stuff.’

      ‘I know about it,’ I said, reassuring him that he wasn’t divulging secrets unconscionably since I was already in the loop. But I didn’t really want to say Ella had told me, so I added, ‘I saw the way she responded when he demanded a lap dance…’

      ‘I don’t know… he’s supposed to test her limits a little, make things challenging for her during the apprenticeship program. But it turns out she really goes for it.’

      ‘So he thinks she’ll feel humiliated, going out on little dates with you?’

      Another little shrug. ‘Maybe at first. But maybe she’d get to like me. And then…’

      I nodded. With a grin, I said, ‘You think she’d ever be open to… you know… getting into cuckolding?’

      I said the word very quietly. There was a moment’s pause where I thought Matt could have said I’d got things mixed up, that he hadn’t meant to infer that he was into cuckolding just before. But he nodded.

      ‘Marv thinks she’d be just like Ella. You know… if she could keep it a secret, and continue dating popular guys…’

      ‘And you’d be all right with that? If you were dating her?’

      He sniffed, and seemed certain as he said, ‘I’ve done a lot of reading about it. I wouldn’t be doing it just because I needed to so I could date her.’

      We both chuckled at that.

      ‘So Marv’s going to help you get to know her a little… and then maybe she’ll be open to something,’ I said, approving of the idea.

      ‘How are you feeling about Ella and Robbie?’ he asked me.

      ‘Good,’ I nodded. ‘I had breakfast with Robbie at the diner this morning. He was trying to reassure me he only sees this as… well, you know. Sex.’

      ‘Robbie’s a good guy,’ Matt said.

      Another glance around us, to check we were safe. Then I said, ‘They said I could… be there… with them. Tonight, you know.’

      His eyes widened. ‘He’ll let you watch?’

      I shrugged. ‘Well, I guess after Mary-Beth was in there the first time they went all the way… I guess maybe he likes an audience.’

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

      Matt and I watched some TV in the front room of our frat house, both of us trying to keep occupied and distract our minds from our friends’ dating activities. Some of our fraternity brothers were there with us, lounging around the couches watching reality television—Traitors, which turned out to be a pretty distracting show.

      I felt a little sorry for Matt. He had it bad for Kendra, strange as that seemed considering her general contempt for the group of us. But at least Marv was in his corner. That was a promising development.

      As for me, I just sat there trying not to shiver with nerves. I wasn’t quite as tense or as overwhelmed with emotions as the previous night, which allowed me to enjoy the cuckold buzz a little more, and control myself while I was sitting there in public.

      Then I received a little text from Ella saying they’d had a really nice meal, and were now on their way back. My nerves started jangling like crazy.

      ‘I… uh… I’m going to go upstairs for a while,’ I told Matt. He nodded and smiled, like he had a fair idea what was going on. There was a glint in his eyes that silently wished me luck. I gave him an appreciative smile in return.

      I went up to our room, paced for a while. I was really shaking.

      Why was it such a big deal, seeing her with Robbie? I’d seen her with Jed before. I’d watched my bandmate fucking her.

      The cock cage wasn’t hurting, at least. There was a strong pressure there, as my manhood thickened, but it wasn’t painful; the device was not biting into me. I felt contained; it did feel good in many respects. Like my goddess’s hand holding my manhood tight.

      I waited what seemed like an interminable age. Like the people of Asimov’s Foundation waiting for another Seldon Crisis.

      Then there was a little knock on the door.

      Ella came in. ‘Hey.’

      ‘Hey.’

      I was a little surprised to see her. I guess I assumed maybe they’d want to get into something, and maybe later I’d get a text inviting me to go in there? I wasn’t sure what I expected, actually. I was just anxious.

      She looked so stunning in that dress. And knowing what she was wearing underneath.

      She kissed me. I felt her lipstick, waxy on her lips, breathed in her intoxicating perfume. ‘How’s the new gear?’ she asked, and for a moment I wasn’t sure what she meant. Then, ah, yeah.

      ‘It’s good,’ I nodded. ‘Hardly notice it’s there.’

      She smiled. ‘Good. I don’t want it to hurt. I just want you to keep from touching it unless you’re with me.’

      We kissed again. She pressed herself to me, but despite the improvement with the new ‘gear’, I had to keep my loins well away from her to avoid crushing my equipment.

      Wow. Was I really letting Robbie have this?

      She was so incredible. But part of the buzz was from knowing what was about to happen tonight.

      ‘I wanted to ask you something,’ she said.

      I grinned. ‘Aren’t you supposed to just… tell me?’ She smiled at my reference to our female-led arrangement.

      She said, ‘I’m already on birth control. I know Robbie hasn’t been with anyone else in… well, a long while.’

      My heart was suddenly thumping hard in my chest; I could hear the blood rushing through the veins in my ears. My manhood was, actually, hurting a tiny bit in its new shaped-to-fit polycarbonate armor. I knew what she was asking, or telling me, or whatever.

      She gazed into my eyes and said, ‘We’re not going to use condoms tonight.’

      Breathe.

      And breathe again.

      Breathe some more.

      ‘Of course,’ I said, trying to pretend I wasn’t having a seizure. Why was I reacting this way? It was just a condom.

      Robbie’s bare cock squeezed inside my Ella’s tight pussy… nothing between that huge thing and her most intimate place… my gorgeous girlfriend getting addicted to the feeling of a massive unsheathed cock filling her up entirely…

      ‘I mean… I don’t have a problem with it, if you’re sure,’ I said to her, my cool and collected act deserving at the very least an Academy Award.

      ‘I’m on birth control,’ she said again. We both knew no birth control option was one hundred percent effective. But, hey.

      ‘You haven’t missed any doses recently?’ I asked her.

      ‘I’m very good about my pills,’ she grinned.

      Oh my goodness. My girlfriend was going to fuck one of my best friends bareback. I mean, she’d done it with Jed, of course. But this was my friend. My friend’s bare cock inside my true love. His come inside her.

      But I couldn’t deny the cuckold buzz flaring up at the thought.

      We kissed again. She put her hand gently on my cock cage, just enough to sense that it was there through my jeans. I sucked on her lips and gazed down her exquisite petite form, checking out close-up what I was about to give up to my friend.

      Then she was pulling back from me. My heart rate soaring again.

      ‘Do you want to… maybe give us five minutes? Then you could come join…?’ she said.

      Gulp.

      ‘Uh… sure. Sounds good.’

      She blew me a kiss at the door, then was gone.
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      I ran a timer on my phone so I knew it was exactly five minutes. Only gave me more time for pacing, and for contemplating what was going to happen. I started wondering how it would go if Mary-Beth suddenly turned up to check on how the intimacy was going between her Little Sister and her Master.

      The alarm on my phone made me nearly jump out of my skin once the five minutes were up.

      Now I was hyperventilating again. Okay, keep calm.

      I walked out of my room. In the hallway, I could hear loud music from somewhere else on the floor, the sound of a bunch of guys laughing, fooling around. Standard frat house soundtrack, I guess.

      Then I was on the move, trying to look casual as I processed through the house step by step, down to Robbie’s floor. Down to Robbie’s room.

      I knocked on my friend’s door, my heart in my mouth.

      It opened, and there was Ella, still wearing her red velvet dress. I thought her lipstick was a little smudged, but that could have been from when I was kissing her.

      ‘Hey,’ she said, immediately breaking out into a bright smile as she saw me there, and then opening the door wider to invite me in.

      ‘Any sign of…?’ I asked her quietly, in case Mary-Beth was already here, inside the room.

      ‘No,’ Ella shook her head. ‘I think she and her friends are hanging out with football guys after training.’

      Inside, Robbie was over by the window, between his bed and desk, gazing out at the view. Ella took my hand in hers, and I thought she might kiss me, and that her kissing me in front of Robbie would be the weird part of tonight, because she was supposed to be his apprentice. But she kept apart from me, instead leading me by the hand over to the couch that was up against the wall opposite the window, at the foot of the large bed.

      ‘Here,’ she said, her tone making it clear I was to sit there.

      Then she went over to Robbie, and he turned to her as though I wasn’t even in the room. Her arms draped over his shoulders, his hands touched against her narrow waist. They kissed tenderly, gently, but more cautiously than I might have expected, without much passion.

      I supposed they felt a little awkward about me watching. Ella had been with Jed while I was watching, but this was markedly different: Robbie was my friend.

      They kissed, and they were running their hands over each other’s bodies, Robbie feeling out Ella in that tight red velvet dress, Ella pawing at Robbie’s broad chest through his white button-down shirt. So sexy. I felt my cock pulsing in its containment. They both kept giving me little glances out of the side of their eyes, as though they thought I wouldn’t notice them checking on me, making sure I was still on board with this.

      They kissed and occasionally broke out into big, beaming smiles, enjoying the fact that they could be together like this, perhaps. That they had the opportunity.

      After a while they seemed to relax a little, and the two of them started pulling off each other’s clothes — Ella unfastening the buttons of Robbie’s shirt to begin with, tugging it open to reveal his bare chest. He’d been working out at the gym over the summer, it seemed to me. He seemed bigger, more buff than I’d seen him before. Perhaps it was a response to being recruited into the fraternity.

      Robbie peeled off Ella’s dress to unveil her astonishingly sexy lingerie — the black lacy bra and matching G-string, the garter belt connected to her black stockings. It was just breathtaking, and I saw Robbie practically gasp to see her. To realize that he was going to fuck her while she was looking like that.

      I watched Ella kneel before him as she pulled down Robbie’s chinos, and then she was drawing down his boxers to expose his massive cock.

      Oh my God.

      I felt that intense pressure between my legs. I slipped a hand down my pants to try to adjust the position of my equipment and that new cage.

      I’d never seen my friend naked before; I never knew he was so hung. It demonstrated the level of privacy — prudishness? — we had had in our dorm suite together. Ella was giggling and smiling brightly, ear-to-ear as she revealed it, as the huge thing thickened up and became something the Japanese might make horror movies about.

      He sat on the bed, and I watched her take the thing in one of her delicate hands, which seemed so tiny compared to Robbie’s thick shaft.

      ‘You like that?’ Robbie asked her quietly, as though he wasn’t sure it was the kind of thing I wanted to hear.

      ‘Oh yes, my Master,’ she cooed, gazing at it as she explored the scale of the thin with both hands now it had fully stiffened.

      The tip of his cock was practically bigger than her fist.

      She rubbed her lips all the way down his shaft and up again, moaning as though it was giving her pleasure. Then she stretched her lips around the end, and somehow managed to squeeze about a third of his length into her mouth.

      Robbie groaned — no doubt it felt good, though there was zero chance she’d get any more of that thing inside her mouth. He put a hand on her head as she tried her best to bob down on it.

      I was a little concerned she might dislocate her jaw, but she seemed thrilled by the whole thing.

      Oh, man. It was so hot watching her play with it, though. I envied him, and yet when I thought about it, I didn’t. I wanted to be here watching her suck his cock, rather than over there having her suck my cock instead. It was a strange realization, somehow like the opposite of an out-of-body experience.

      Why would a man prefer to watch someone else have his cock sucked by this stunning blonde in her Playboy centerfold’s lingerie than have her suck his own? And yet I did. The cuckold within me was staking out his territory, accepting who I was in the face of this challenge from my friend.

      I wanted to sit there and stroke my cock while I watched her kneeling there toying with my friend’s monumental manhood. Instead, I sat there with my cock jammed into that little plastic mold, throbbing away as much as it could in response to the searing-hot sight of my girlfriend toying with another man’s huge appendage.

      Mostly, Ella was gazing up at Robbie, totally besotted. Still, I saw her eyes flick across to me, and catch sight of me trying to stroke my cock through my clothing, and it only seemed to motivate her to emphasize her enjoyment of Robbie’s beast, to tease me with it.

      But now my generously-sized friend was urging her up off the floor.

      I felt my heart rate picking up, and somehow found myself with breathing difficulties again. He was going to fuck her. He was going to shove that colossal thing inside her most personal place. He was going to take my girlfriend somewhere I’d never be able.

      Okay, now my cock was hurting in the cage. It was actually hurting. I wished I hadn’t let her steamroller me into just locking it up while I watched this.

      Ella was pliant, complying with his wishes as he had her lie down on the bed. She behaved so differently with him than she did with me — meek, sweet, docile, submissive. I watched my girlfriend lie on my friend’s bed and then stretch her thighs wide for him. My friend lay between her legs, his tall frame looming over her, and then he was touching that massive dick down onto her abdomen.

      It looked ridiculous. How on Earth was she going to fit that thing into her petite body? He was going to rearrange her internal organs with that thing. It made me think of my cock squeezed in its cage while I was being so stimulated. The human body is a weird and capable thing, huh.

      My sweet Ella glanced over at me, but didn’t seem to really connect with my gaze. She was in a kind of trance state. A horny daze. Then she was back to gazing adoringly into her Master’s eyes, pulling aside the sheer black lace of her G-string to reveal her bare pussy, which was absolutely dripping wet.

      ‘Please…’ she was moaning, and he was kneeling between her thighs, directing the tip of his monster cock at her drenched sex, working to coat the enormous thing in her copious wetness.

      I held my breath. No condoms now. He touched the tip to her bare pussy, and there was no protection.

      And then he was pressing it to her, pushing it into her. The tip disappearing inside her, her pussy lips stretching to accommodate it.

      Oh wow.

      She was gasping before he’d even pushed that thing as far into her as it would go. She was stirring her hips, but looked somehow disturbed by having such a huge object buried within her like that.

      Again, I felt that I did not envy him. I wished I had access to stroke my own cock, but I actively wanted to be here to watch this; I wasn’t fantasizing about being Robbie in this moment. Captivated by the sight of my friend sinking his dick into her.

      ‘Oh yes…’ she was gasping, just astonished at what she was feeling, impaled on such a giant. ‘Oh my God, oh my God, oh my God…’

      I winced at the pain between my thighs.

      Her eyes were rolling back in her head as he moved that thing inside her, his shaft glistening with her juices. He couldn’t seem to get more than about half of it inside her. It was just intense watching him fuck her with it.

      It really wasn’t long at all before he made her come. He hardly had to move that thing much within her — a few slow thrusts and she was crying out, her body shaking jerkily, not a hundred percent in control.

      The sound of her moan as she hit orgasm was just hauntingly beautiful.

      Robbie, one of my best friends, had made my true love come. I felt so strange, my insides all squirmy, and yet my cock so hard.

      But now I was facing the next step in being cuckolded so very brutally by my friend: he was fucking her without a condom, and when he hit his orgasm, it was going to get very messy. Was he going to come inside my girlfriend?

      After he made her come, Robbie moved to lie on the bed himself, on his back, bidding Ella go on top. She straddled him, though she was facing me as she did so. Reverse cowgirl, a position that really was only good for porn scenes and when you had an audience.

      I gritted my teeth to stand the pain in my crotch as I saw her take that huge dick inside her beautiful but stretched little pussy, her thighs open wide so I could see every glistening detail of that thing plunging into her. Initially, she was controlling the movement, but soon she was merely bouncing on him while he worked his hips to shove that thing into her.

      She was so wet for him, it didn’t seem so difficult for her to accommodate him. I think maybe he had up to three-quarters of his length inside her.

      God. She paused for a while, and he was pawing at her clit, and I saw her shiver and shake — and then she was squirting on him as another orgasm hit.

      I was hyperventilating. I think I was a little shocked by this experience. The darkness inside me was whispering warnings that she was going to get addicted to Robbie and his giant cock. Along with him being a nice guy and all. There were no drawbacks.

      She was coming on that huge thing again, and wailing, and soaking his bed.

      It went on much longer than I thought it would, Ella coping with that thing better than it seemed in the beginning that she would — and I was getting better at controlling my own raging emotions, and even the hard-on that was attempting to bust out of its black plastic prison.

      Robbie was the biggest surprise of all, of course. I realized it wouldn’t take long before word of his bedroom abilities got around the Alpha Gamma Chi sorority as well as our fraternity. Perhaps it was even a saving grace: I sensed that Robbie might be tempted by all the female flesh coming his way over the next few years, and there was no way he would want to steal my Ella away from me.

      I mean, sure, she was way more beautiful than anyone else, but…

      I got a little lost in that particular thought, lost focus for a moment. Then I heard Robbie saying he was going to come, and there was sudden movement by both of them on the bed.

      I was jolted out of my temporary daze by Ella suddenly approaching me.

      She stood in front of me, looking incredible in all that black lace — stiff nipples visible through the sheer parts of her bra, G-string barely covering her slit, stockings making her look like a sex goddess held by intricate garters. Her gorgeous body was flushed to the point she was glowing, her skin slick with sweat, her hair damp, her makeup smeared. I just wanted to devour her. But she wasn’t giving herself to me.

      She leaned over my lap, then she was ducking down, fiddling with my fly.

      She slipped the necklace off her neck, and jabbed the little silver key into my open fly.

      Click.

      I was released.

      It was immediate and immense relief.

      ‘Take my hands,’ she said, sounding urgent. I did as she told me. She leaned in to kiss me. It was sweet, weird. Her lips tasted of cock. Of my friend’s cock.

      It was exhilarating, though. The scent of sex so powerful all over her. The excitement coursing through her veins.

      Then she pulled back a little. She was still standing there, her legs between mine, stocking-clad thighs rubbing against my denim-clad legs, leaning over me, giving me a stupendous view of her gorgeous petite form. But I couldn’t reach to kiss her now.

      I just gazed into her smiling, loving face — and then my friend came up behind her and slid his huge cock back inside her from behind.

      ‘He’s going to come inside me,’ she said to me, gazing deeply into my eyes as Robbie thrust into her again and again.

      He started moving again, squeezing that thing inside her. I couldn’t see the penetration, but I could hear the wet sounds of him thrusting into my love, her body shunted toward me each time, so she was lying over me where I sat back on the couch. I clutched her hands tightly and gazed into her beautiful green eyes as another man fucked her — as one of my best friends fucked her — with growing power,

      She gazed back at me, sighing and moaning each time Robbie pumped his enormous cock into her from behind. It was almost as though I was fucking her, the way she was positioned, except I could not feel my manhood deep inside her soaking wet pussy — just her hand now wrapping itself around my liberated cock, grasping my stiff shaft now that it was free of confinement.

      ‘Oh… he’s going to come in me…’ she moaned. ‘Oh yes… oh please…’

      She leaned in to kiss me again, giving me that strange taste of another man on her lips, letting me feel the impacts of Robbie’s body on hers as he ramped up his thrusting into her.

      But then she pushed back again so she could look deeply into my eyes, a look of wonder on her pretty face.

      ‘You want him to fuck me, my darling?’ she asked me. ‘You want him to fuck me harder?’

      I only moaned in response.

      ‘You want him to come inside me? You want him to… completely cuckold you… and shoot his thick creamy come… deep inside me?’

      She was panting now, Robbie grunting and growling as he accelerated, his body slapping against hers, his cock making wet piston sounds as he was really pumping into her, without the caution he’d applied before.

      Ella’s moans were plaintive, soaring in pitch. I’d never heard her like this before, even with Jed.

      She was just magnificent. I touched her face, wiped the sweat from her brow, smiled at her as her expression turned to surprise and awe at what was happening to her, sandwiched between two guys as one of them plunged his thick, long, girth cock into her tight, wet, hot, pussy rippling with arousal.

      ‘Oh God… oh my God…’ she wailed, as Robbie’s grunting crescendoed, his movement continuing to ramp up.

      I tried not to look at him as he pounded my girlfriend; it was still weird between us — and yet it all seemed to enhance the thrill of this experience.

      ‘He’s coming… he’s coming inside me… he’s going to come…’ she breathed, looking astonished as she looked into my eyes.

      And then Robbie grabbed hold of her hips and slammed into her with one powerful blow, and I heard him groan as he released his seed deep within my beloved Ella. He shook a little as the orgasm swept over him, and it made her shake too — except that now I saw she was shuddering of her own accord, that familiar little jerky spasm, once, twice, three times, as she was pushed into climax herself.

      Wow.

      But I had to hold back; I didn’t want to lose it now, though her hand was gripping my cock almost as tightly as my damn chastity cage.

      Oh, I was on fire, every one of my special cuckold senses tingling and singing and buzzing and shivering all at once.

      I tried to hold on and not come; I tried to freak myself out, to repulse myself to prevent ejaculation. I told myself how terrible it was that my friend had cucked me like this, taking my girlfriend right over me, rubbing my face in it, humiliating me by stealing my girlfriend, cheating on me so boldly, totally betraying me, silently laughing at me as he shoved his fat dick into my true love over and over…
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      I’ll never forget the wet sound of my friend pulling his massive cock out of my girlfriend’s well-fucked pussy immediately after cuckolding me.

      I tried not to look at Robbie, feeling like I needed to give him privacy in this awkward moment. Ella lay sprawled over me for a while, her weight pressed down on me as she gasped for breath — I could feel the heat of her body, the perspiration on her hot skin as she wedged her cheek against mine.

      I gazed at my beloved and took in the irresistible sight of her flushed, glistening form so soon after another man had filled her with his come.

      Boy. The mixture of excitement, lust and fear inside my chest was completely intense.

      And the anxiety was back, a wave of unease I could not shake despite the brutal arousal that filled every inch of my body. What was I afraid of now? I couldn’t even pin it down. A general sense that my friend was in charge of my girlfriend now, that she must want him more than me after this demonstration of his power.

      ‘Gonna take a shower,’ I heard Robbie say, his voice scratchy, growly. Maybe a little embarrassed.

      ‘Uh-huh,’ I said quietly, to indicate I’d heard.

      Ella moved back a little, a sweet smile breaking out on her oh-so-pretty face as her eyes met mine, acknowledging what had just happened, the strange almost magical nature of the experience we’d shared.

      She kissed me tenderly, so loving, just adoring me. It was wonderful, setting me alight inside all over again.

      I heard the door close, Robbie slipping away to the bathroom. Ella and I just kissed for a while, indulging in this weird moment, my hands wandering over her back, the lacy band of her garter belt, touring the blissful curve of her derriere before caressing her thigh down to the tops of her stockings.

      My God, she took my breath away.

      ‘Are you okay?’ she said softly when the contact between our lips finally broke.

      ‘Yeah,’ I smiled, trying to reassure her.

      She said, ‘That was amazing. Everything I ever wanted…’

      Well, that was a bold statement, particularly after everything we’d already been through. The men she’d already been with to cuckold me ever since that first date in the coffee shop when she’d told me what she’d wanted from this relationship of ours was to have her cake and eat it, too.

      ‘Robbie was everything you ever wanted?’ I said. I couldn’t help it.

      She giggled. ‘Someone who means something to you,’ she said.

      I felt some invisible claw inside my chest give my heart a squeeze.

      ‘You always wanted to… cuckold me with someone…’ I mulled over her words.

      She kissed me again. I let her. It was worth it.

      ‘You have to admit, it was pretty special,’ she said, picking herself up now, standing between my knees to give me an absolutely astonishing view of her freshly-fucked body in that luxurious black lace lingerie. She reached behind her head, taking an elastic hair tie from Lord knew where she’d been keeping it to tie back her damp blonde hair in a long ponytail.

      I clutched her hips and ran my eyes all over her exquisite form, taking in the sight of my goddess freshly defiled by one of my best friends. Her legs were slightly parted, her G-string dislodged so that I could see her rosy-red pussy lips, the exact spot where he had been thrusting that massive cock of his inside her.

      I could see a little trickle of white come leaking out of her.

      Wow.

      The sight of my friend’s semen oozing out of my girlfriend’s bare sex seemed to hit me hard. My heart raced, my breathing quickened, my manhood thickened up. It felt primordial — my stag genes responding to the sight of another man’s seed in my sweet doe.

      When my eyes returned to hers, I could see she’d noticed what had caught my eye. She gave me a mischievous smirk, her green eyes sparkling, then she reached down to swab the trickle of his come with a finger, before slipping the finger in her mouth like she was tasting butter-icing from the mixing bowl.

      My heart pulsed with pain and exhilaration.

      I just sat there.

      She leaned down to kiss my mouth. I shuddered, but gave in, feeling the rivulets of humiliation coursing through my body at knowing what she was doing. I’d tasted a man on her lips before, of course. But this wasn’t just a random guy, it wasn’t merely one of her exes. It was one of my best friends. She was demonstrating how much more this meant to me than times before.

      And, damn it, I couldn’t deny how much more it thrilled me.

      I didn’t want it to. I did not want her to cuckold me with my friend. And yet my body was telling me the precise opposite.

      She kissed my lips again, deeper this time, and her hand moved to take hold of my treacherously stiff cock, which totally gave the game away. She moaned to feel how hard I was for her, for this thing she had done to me. I could see the pleasure take hold of her gorgeous body all over again as she felt my response to her brutal cuckolding.

      Oh, man. I was a lost cause.

      ‘It’s leaking out of me,’ she said quietly, her chest rising and falling deeply to get her breath back. ‘I can’t believe how much he came inside me.’

      She thought she was hitting those sensitive cuckold buttons inside me. I guess she was right. I couldn’t help responding to her awful words in the way that made her imagine it turned me on like crazy.

      My anxiety flared up. What if Robbie came back from his shower and saw her like this, teasing me with his come? What if somebody else came in and found me with Robbie’s new girlfriend dressed like a Playboy centerfold.

      I wanted to take her away from here, to somewhere safer. But now I realized I hadn’t told Matt I’d need our room tonight. He knew I was going to be with Robbie and Ella; he probably assumed we’d take our time in Robbie’s room exploring whatever the hell this was.

      It seemed dangerous to stay here in Robbie’s room, but it would be dangerous to take Ella up to my room, too. The hallways were usually empty, but it was too exposed, there was too much chance of somebody witnessing me with her. And there was the problem of Matt. It seemed cruel to turf him out of our room for a second night in a row.

      I saw Ella step away from me. She went over to Robbie’s chest of drawers, bent down to open the bottom drawer. I reached for my phone, which was sitting in the corner of the couch. Matt had left me a message saying he was going to bed. Wishing me luck.

      ‘We can’t go to my room,’ I said apologetically.

      Ella was dabbing a small white hand towel over her body, and between her thighs.

      ‘That’s okay,’ she said, tossing her hand towel over into the corner of the room, making a laudable rimshot in the laundry basket over there.

      I felt a shiver of doubt and fear from her confident tone — worried, I suppose, that she was going to tell me that my night with her was over anyway, that I could go back to my room and it wouldn’t be a big deal, though my body was craving her like a drug I was addicted to.

      But Ella didn’t tell me to leave.

      She flicked off the light switch, plunging the room into virtual darkness.

      I was confused a moment, wondering if we should be in here, that Robbie would be annoyed at not having his room to himself now the sex was done. I saw Ella move toward me in the darkness — just the shape of her, really, in the tiny amount of light coming from the window around the curtains.

      ‘Lay down,’ she whispered, her hands on me, gently guiding me to lie on my back along the couch.

      I did what she told me, of course, thinking she was going to lie with me along the couch, maybe start making out with me again, maybe even stroke my cock. Was she going to fuck me here, on Robbie’s couch? Would there be time while he showered, or would we have to rush?

      She did climb onto me, but in a moment of bewilderment, I realized she was climbing over my head, straddling my face.

      My eyes were getting a touch more used to the darkness, perhaps. I could see her thighs either side of me, the white part of her flesh not covered by those sexy stockings, the garters running up to the garter belt, her g-string tugged aside to offer a shadowy glimpse of her well-used pussy all close-up.

      I inhaled a chestful of that thick sex smell. Man, it was exhilarating. The pungent evidence of my cuckolding at the hands of my friend.

      ‘You see it?’ she whispered, or at least that was what I thought she whispered. Then she said, ‘He fucked me so good. Right here.’

      She was gazing down at me as if watching for my reaction, waiting to give me a chance to say ‘no’ to this. But I was just kind of stunned. I just lay there, and she slowly lowered herself down onto my face, her pussy approaching my mouth.

      Oh, I could not resist.

      At first I was just licking her pussy, just like previous times she’d done this, sitting on my face to let me enjoy the finest intimacy a man can have with a woman, his face buried in her sex. I didn’t really think; I snapped into the familiar routine of pleasing her with my mouth, sucking on her slippery folds, flicking my tongue up over her clit.

      No big deal.

      Slowly it dawned on me how wet she was. It was all over my chin, all over my jaw. My lips and my tongue were coated in that oily slickness, which seemed saltier than the usual sweet nectar I savored when I ate her out.

      Why it took so long for my poor cuckolded brain to figure it out, I’ll never know. Then it hit me that this was Robbie’s come mixed in with Ella’s flood of juices. Oh God. The towel might have done a superficial job on her exterior, but she was still full of my close friend’s cream.

      I felt a hot flush of humiliation — what if Robbie came back from his shower and saw me doing this?

      But Ella was gazing down at me with such love and affection that I didn’t want to stop, I didn’t want to throw her off to go wash out my mouth.

      What can I say — she was utterly beautiful sitting there astride my head, and the sweet cooing sounds she made as she ground her pussy against my mouth just made me melt inside.

      I tried not to think about what I was tasting, just focused on the enjoyable parts of such a gorgeous woman fucking my face. She was clearly into it, the idea of shoving her pussy onto my mouth so soon after my friend had come inside her, turning her on like crazy.

      I wasn’t into humiliation. I didn’t want to be ridiculed or degraded, I abhorred the possibility of being embarrassed. But somehow I was hard as a rock as she built up a steady rhythm rocking back and forth over my face, brushing that soaking pussy over my lips, pushing down on my mouth, flooding me with that defiled wetness.

      And as far as she was concerned, she was hitting every one of my cuckold buttons, not missing a beat, hitting every mark she’d read about in her extensive research on a fantasy she’d been deeply into before I’d even heard of it.

      Oh boy, did I feel my buttons being pushed.

      At the same time, it was clear her buttons were being pushed as well. This wasn’t just a beautiful woman doing her utmost to fulfill her lover’s particular kink — she was scratching her own itch at the same time. The way she was responding made it quite clear how deeply she also harbored the kink, though from a different perspective.

      She’d been well-fucked by a big dick, but somehow this seemed even more intense for her — grinding her pussy harder and harder down on her willing cuckold, her devoted worshipper, her true love.

      Giving him her freshly-used pussy to clean up after his friend.

      Pushing him to pleasure her with his mouth.

      My mouth.

      Her sighs and moans were rising in pitch again; she was pushing herself down on me so hard I just had to hold on as she used my face as her personal sex toy. I felt a little tense, sustaining her assault on my mouth while desperately afraid Robbie would suddenly walk in at any moment.

      Then she was crying out, trying to stifle her commotion as much as she could, though it was difficult given the sheer power of her orgasm. She had to grab hold of the back of the couch as her body shook violently with the force of a climax that superseded anything she’d yet experienced tonight.

      This was why she did it. This was why she had reached out to me on Tinder to connect with a dork who happened to confess to being a cuckold on his profile. Or at least, whose friends had hacked his profile to confess.

      She came so hard I thought she was in genuine pain.

      Robbie could give her the biggest cock in Christendom, but he couldn’t give her this. One up for the cuckold.

      After that, the pressure of her body on my face was relieved, and a flood of cool air engulfed my soaking-wet head. Then she was moving down over me, her soft, warm flesh caressing mine as she went, her stocking-clad legs grazing against my bare thighs as she took a position lower down my frame.

      I gazed up to take in what I could of her divine beauty in the low light levels, and as I managed to make out her pretty smile, I suddenly felt my rock-hard cock engulfed by the searing-hot slippery wetness of her pussy.

      I was fucking her bareback now. It felt amazing.

      Fucking her right after she’d been filled by my friend.

      She didn’t say anything, but gazed into my eyes, smiling brightly, apparently delighted with me, elated at how this evening had gone. And she began to move on my cock, fucking me with my friend’s come still lining her pussy to lubricate our own union.

      It felt different, of course. She wasn’t as tight as I remembered, she was very, very wet. She’d been stretched by that monster of a cock, she’d been fertilized by my classmate, former roommate, fraternity brother, and close friend.

      I was never going to last long, not after everything. I was so on edge already from the most stimulation my cuckold form had ever experienced in one night. My Ella slowly gyrated her hips and massaged my pulsating manhood with her deliciously well-fucked sex, and then we gazed into each other’s eyes as I finally tipped over into a full climax and filled her with my own seed.
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      I had breakfast with Matt the next morning and told him about watching Robbie take Ella right in front of me.

      I mean, there wasn’t exactly any point in keeping that kind of thing secret from him, and it felt good to talk to someone about how I was feeling. Therapy, I guess. And Matt was more of a neutral than Robbie in all this now.

      At least I knew that Matt understood my position, that he wouldn’t think me a freak, or pathetic, or however else mainstream society regarded the happy cuckold.

      ‘That’s amazing,’ he said, apparently energized by finding out. ‘Was it weird, that it was Robbie?’

      ‘Pretty weird, yeah.’

      We were in our room, just the two of us, eating a sumptuous feast of Nutella on toast. It felt like a safe environment, at least.

      ‘And she was, like, holding onto you while he was fucking her?’

      ‘Uh-huh.’

      ‘That makes it a threesome, you know that?’

      I couldn’t help but laugh at that.

      But Matt seemed in awe of what I had achieved. ‘No, seriously. You kissed her while she was getting it… I would have kissed her…’ He glanced at me, blushing, either mildly embarrassed at telling me he’d kiss my girlfriend, or that he was revealing his inner cuckold fantasy, which I had already deduced.

      ‘Yeah, I did,’ I said, my tone indicating there was nothing for him to be embarrassed about.

      ‘So it was definitely a threesome. Then Robbie let you sleep in his bed?’ he asked. ‘I mean… he was in here most of the night, so…’

      I nodded. ‘Ella and I snuck out to take a shower together — ’

      ‘Oh, man.’

      ‘And then Robbie texted me asking if everything was all right, said he would sleep in here, let me stay with Ella as long as I wanted.’

      ‘That was good.’

      I nodded. ‘We can’t do it like that often though,’ I said. ‘Way too dangerous.’

      I didn’t divulge all the details of the night to Matt, however. I didn’t say anything about how it had been when Ella had sat on my face just after my friend had fucked her. I felt a little shameful about tasting Robbie on my girlfriend’s pussy, to be honest. I wasn’t comfortable with it. I was freaked out about how much it had turned me on to get that kind of intimate connection to my cuckolding.

      I didn’t tell Matt that Ella had used her razor on me in the shower after I’d reclaimed her. That I had been manscaped. In mitigation, it was only a little tidying up; you might not even notice the difference unless it was pointed out to you. Ella said it would make it easier to put on my cage, more comfortable for longer-term wear.

      It also made my cock look bigger, she had said, giggling.

      It was only a little of the fur around the edges, but she couldn’t keep her hands off my equipment after that. Before we were done with the most enjoyable shower I’d ever had, she was on her knees hungrily sucking on my manhood, giving me a bonus orgasm like it was some reward for humoring her for wanting to groom her cuckold like I was her personal doll.

      I suppose I was her personal doll — what can I say, she was worth it.

      I did tell Matt how nice it was to cuddle up to Ella all night in Robbie’s huge bed, waking up in the morning to her demand that I go down on her, making her come with my mouth before I had to disappear back to my own world just before dawn.

      However, I didn’t tell him that she hadn’t reciprocated, that she had specifically wanted to leave me in a state of yearning for her that morning. That it had made it more difficult to squeeze my manhood into the new hard plastic cage, but that she’d managed it with a little lubricant to help.

      I didn’t tell him about the cage at all.

      I failed to mention how I liked her touching me, how she seemed to love toying with my junk, how good her hands felt fooling around with it, that the cage just seemed like an extension of this. I didn’t want Matt to know about the cage at all, even if it did feel kind of good, as though Ella had her hands on my cock all the time now.

      So that was as far as my tale went.

      Matt told me that when Robbie had come in to our room after his shower, he seemed like he’d won the lottery. Matt had asked him careful questions like whether ‘it had happened’, and Robbie had confirmed basic info about fucking Ella while I had watched. Robbie had told him I seemed okay with everything, that he had found it ‘weird’ fucking a girl in front of me, let alone my gorgeous girlfriend, but there had been something ‘seriously hot’ about doing it.

      He wanted more.

      Robbie, it seemed, had rather enjoyed lording it over me with Ella. Even beyond merely getting to sleep with such a beautiful blonde, he had found the experience of taking something that was not his, right in front of me, strangely exhilarating. Robbie couldn’t entirely comprehend why, for him, it had felt so good to cuckold his friend.

      I was guessing he was just wired a little differently than I was.
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      I had the cage on all day, and it was a very different experience than it had been with the metal version. It was so light that there were times that I forgot I was even wearing it. I could walk around with it there, and it didn’t pinch, didn’t even chafe if I was careful, and it was designed so that there was no obvious bulge in my pants as I was out in public.

      And yet, during quiet moments, there it was as a reminder of my gorgeous girlfriend and her ownership of me.

      It even comforted me when I found my thoughts drifting to the fact that, much of the time now, she would be hanging out with Robbie, their bond strengthening with every minute they were together.

      I went over to Jed’s to hang out, and found that he’d secured an impromptu gig at a bar in Compton, the next town over, at the weekend. Another band had pulled out because their vocalist had laryngitis, so we stepped in.

      The other members of our band, the Destitute Dogs, arrived that afternoon, and we decided to spend the next few days rehearsing fairly intensively, particularly because Jed had penned a new song that needed a little tweaking here and there in a performance setting to get it up to a polished state.

      It was all a good distraction for me from the emotional turbulence from being cuckolded by my friend. I probably needed the break.

      When I wasn’t at Jed’s, I spent time in the college Music Faculty, since the new song featured my very first keyboard solo for the band, and I had to develop much of the shape of the section from the basic chords and melody Jed had provided into something worth the time it took up in the song.

      It took me a couple of days to work something a little in the style of Pink Floyd’s Richard Wright that seemed to work okay. That was pretty effective at taking my mind off the whole Ella thing for a while.

      It wasn’t all distraction, however. Ella came to find me while I was in the Music Faculty, spent some time hanging out with me, telling me that Robbie was letting her have some time to herself after the intensive start to her apprenticeship.

      It was so nice hanging out with her, talking about the music, getting her input on my developing solo, impressing her a little with my skills on the ebony and ivory.

      Sure, there were times I couldn’t resist just making out with her.

      There might even have been a few occasions during those few days where my hand happened to slip inside her underwear so that I could play a little music on her instrument. We even sneaked into the restroom so she could inspect my cage and offer me a little oral relief from the pressure that sometimes built up down there.

      Every night, Ella also managed to find time to visit me either at the frat house or at Jed’s, in order to release me from my confinement ahead of nighttime, when it was unwise to wear a cage. However, it was left to me and my own self-discipline to make sure the little contraption was back in place in the morning, all clicked into place and locked properly.

      I slept over on one of Jed’s couches one night, and texting with Ella, found that she was sleeping in the sorority. I felt a mild sense of relief every time I heard from her that she wasn’t spending time with Robbie. It was odd, because I actively wanted my friend to have sex with her — to the point that I felt disappointment when she turned up to see me at the music faculty to reveal that nothing had happened since I’d last seen her.

      But I definitely felt insecure about her spending significant amounts of alone time with him other than the sex.

      I also got the impression that Robbie was a little uncertain about spending a lot of time with my girlfriend without me being there.

      Those few days before the Compton gig, he gave me a running commentary of what the two of them were getting up to without me. Mostly, he seemed to leave her to her own devices during that time; she had duties in her sorority, a pledge sleepover, a meeting to learn more about the sorority’s history and to discuss philanthropy projects.

      Yet they did spend time hanging out, making it look as though they were doing the apprenticeship program justice.
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      Then that last evening before the Compton gig, Ella came over particularly early to see me at Jed’s place, and release me from my cage. She looked especially hot when she turned up, and from texting with her, I knew it was because she was going on a double date with Robbie, Marv, and Kendra that particular evening.

      She’d really put in the effort to dress up, just incredible in a tight little black dress with an incredibly low neckline and a hem that hardly covered any of her thighs. Robbie had picked it out for her, she said, showing me that when she bent over even a little, her underwear showed: a black G-string that covered almost nothing at all.

      It was all amusing to her, and she seemed to enjoy the effect her outfit had on me, giving me little glimpses of her underwear when nobody was looking.

      I gave her a final rendition of my finished keyboard solo, and she and Jed were pretty impressed with it, so that was good.

      But then I had to watch her go, saying she wouldn’t be able to visit me after her date, that the Big Sisters were going along for the ride on this one, and that they wanted to portray the evening as a fairly conventional, overly double-date without complicating things at this stage.

      I don’t know.

      Of course it wasn’t my place to object to anything, or to insist that Ella come see me for some kind of booty call in the middle of the night when she was done with Robbie. It certainly wasn’t a bad enough prospect to use our safe word.

      But I also wanted to portray calm and self-confidence. We had to get through weeks of this apprenticeship program. I had to show that it didn’t bother me when she was with my friend. I didn’t want her to worry about me, I wanted her to enjoy herself. I wanted her to have an adventure, as I always did when she was dating another man. I didn’t want to seem too clingy, even if I was the sub in a female-led relationship, and a cuckold to boot. I didn’t want to be an irritant, I had to keep my interest on the supportive side of the obsessive boundary.

      So I decided to sleep over at Jed’s place again, and leave them to it.

      I just had to wait, and wait, and wait, and get through the whole night of knowing my girlfriend had made herself look absolutely stunning for my friend, and after a double-date with Marv and Kendra, would be riding him like a stallion, with or without a Big Sister as an audience.

      That evening, Jed and I had a jam session, with me on bass for a while, before I switched to keyboard. We were pretty good, even if I said so myself. The band had been getting some good word of mouth, too. It was pretty exciting, musically.

      Later, we chilled in front of the TV and split a pizza. I was casually monitoring my text messages, Ella dropping the occasional update as and when she was able to. The four of them, plus Big Sisters Mary-Beth and Katie, enjoying a nice dinner together in a gastropub-type restaurant. The group moving on to a cocktail bar for some colorful drinks, Big Sisters buying because they were over 21.

      Marv and Robbie seemed to be charming the Big Sisters constantly, and Ella was having a good time, too. Kendra seemed so submissive with Marv; Ella found it a little strange, but as far as she could tell, her BFF was happy that way.

      Honestly, I felt a little left out, though it was exciting to think that Ella was going to go back to the fraternity after their double date to fuck my friend.

      My uneasiness at not being there was more than counterbalanced by the cuckold buzz I got from thinking about my true love having another adventure in Robbie’s bed, dazzling him with her beauty before and while she performed on that huge cock for his pleasure.

      As Jed and I were retiring for the night — him to his bedroom, me under a blanket on the couch there in the living room — I was captivated by every word Ella could send me.

      They were going back to the fraternity.

      Then Ella was freshening up in the bathroom while Robbie and Mary-Beth chatted casually in his room. Ella preparing herself for sex with my friend in front of her Big Sister. I caught my breath as she sent me a final selfie of her in that bathroom.

      I loved how she was thinking of me at this time. The clear excitement on her face, and of course how she lifted the hem of her dress a little to give me a lascivious peek at her sexy little black G-string.

      I wished her luck, as though she needed it. I said I hoped he made her come so hard she passed out.

      She said she wanted to feel my mouth on her pussy afterward.

      We sent each other kissing emojis, and then she went off to fuck my friend, her Master.
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      I woke in the middle of the night in a complete panic after having a bad dream.

      I didn’t even remember anything I’d been dreaming about, but I jolted awake to the intense feeling that I was just about to lose Ella, and that my world was collapsing around me.

      Boy. My heart was hammering so hard I was a little worried about my health.

      It took a few moments to realize where I was, that I had been simply dreaming, that I hadn’t lost my dream girl at all — though I also realized that right at that moment, Ella was probably in bed with my friend after a long night of red-hot sex. That was a little bit of a come-down after the reassurance that my panic was over nothing.

      Naturally I had to check my phone.

      It was 3 am, and here was a message she’d sent me saying she couldn’t sleep and wanted to come out and see me. She’d sent the message half an hour ago — and now I was horrified that I’d been asleep, and that I’d missed the chance to see her. What if she’d managed to get to sleep in all that time since she’d sent her message?

      I replied, apologizing for being asleep when she’d messaged me, telling her I was awake now and would dearly love to see her, wherever we could meet without being discovered.

      I also asked how it went with Robbie.

      There was a long moment where I grew certain she’d gone to sleep, that my chance to see her tonight had gone.

      Then my phone screen flashed with a message notification — she was coming over. She told me to meet her out on the street outside Jed’s apartment. Hmm. Well, I was more than willing.

      The thing was, she couldn’t be seen with me at a time like this in the fraternity, and Matt would be fast asleep in my room while Robbie was sleeping in his. Plus, I didn’t want Jed to know I had more than just a good friendship with Ella. I felt things with him might turn awkward, even if he had a very loose relationship with her himself.

      Heart thumping in my chest, chest rising and falling with deep breaths, I waited for her to drive over. It seemed to take an age.

      Then, her next message made me nearly jump out of my skin. She was here.

      I quietly got up from the couch, trying not to rush so that I wouldn’t make any noise, trying not to let my excitement get the better of me. Putting my clothes on silently, though every little thing I did seemed to make a sound in the still night.

      Thinking calm thoughts, attempting not to breathe too loudly, I crept to Jed’s front door and let myself out.
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      Outside, it was still dark, and surprisingly cold for a summer night. It was also raining.

      Ella’s red Mini Cooper was parked outside, but the driver’s door was already opening as I came outside, my gorgeous girlfriend exploding out of the vehicle before launching herself into my arms.

      ‘Uh… hey,’ I managed to say, with a big grin on my face before she was on me, kissing my lips with great gusto.

      She was beaming from ear to ear as she finally allowed us to come up for air.

      ‘You know you’re the best thing that ever happened to me?’ she said.

      I laughed. ‘What brought that on?’ I asked, noticing that we were getting wet from the rain.

      She grinned and kissed me briefly again, the raindrops spattering down on us. ‘Just that I feel so safe and loved and happy to be alive whenever I’m with you,’ she said, raising her voice a little because there was a rumble of thunder.

      ‘We should get out of the rain,’ I chuckled, my heart filled with brightness and joy despite the storm around us, because of what she’d said, because of what she meant to me.

      She laughed some more, as though the rain really didn’t matter to her now that we were together. But then there was a flash of lightning that prompted us to scamper inside the Mini as quickly as we could.

      Inside, we were kissing again, and it was just magic.

      Ella was no longer wearing that little black dress she’d had on for her date: right now she seemed to be dressed more for comfort, a little white tank top and a little blue tennis skirt — with that long black Dementor cloak of hers over the top, which made me chuckle.

      ‘You wore this old thing again?’ I asked her during a break between making out.

      ‘I had to sneak out,’ she laughed. ‘I didn’t want anyone to see me walking down the street to my car.’

      ‘We shouldn’t stay here,’ I said, though perhaps I was being a little paranoid at this time of night.

      ‘No,’ she said, without objection, starting the engine as though she had some destination in mind.

      ‘How long do we have?’ I asked her as we pulled away from the curb.

      ‘I think… maybe an hour. Probably longer, but I can’t be seen going back into the fraternity, and people will start waking up.’

      I glanced out of the window, wondering where we were going. The rain was coming down in torrents now.

      ‘So how did your double-date go?’ I asked her, wanting to ask her more about fucking Robbie, but getting the feeling that we’d come onto that, and maybe if I just asked about the sex she’d worry that I was just a perv and not a nice, loving secret boyfriend.

      She smiled sweetly, and turned her head to gaze at me a moment while we waited at a traffic light.

      ‘Well…’ she said, and suddenly I was under the impression that something significant might have happened on the date, since she didn’t just give me a bland ‘it was okay’.

      She reached over to my lap, and I thought she might be wanting to check whether I was hard already. But she surprised me by grabbing hold of my nearest hand, before pulling it over to her bare thigh. The bulge between my legs thickened up even further at her clear request.

      ‘So…’ she said, ‘The date was fun… we went to that Italian place — Dolcina’s. It’s kind of cool hanging out with Mary-Beth and Katie. And of course with Marv and Kendra, although…’

      I had been stroking the extraordinarily smooth, soft, warm flesh of her shapely thigh, as I believed she wanted me to. But, again, I was trying not to seem like a complete deviant, so I was keeping it vaguely respectful. Ella, however, had other priorities, and paused to put a hand on mine and slide it up to the white cotton panties she was wearing under that tiny blue skirt.

      She also parted her thighs as much as she could while continuing to drive us away from Jed’s street, to give me easy access.

      Ella grinned as I complied with her wishes and started stroking her pussy through her panties. Man, she was beautiful; I could hardly believe she was letting me do this while she was driving. As I touched her, she was writhing a little in her seat in response, and the white cotton of her panties became damp within almost no time at all.

      ‘So, if you thought that little black dress I wore was… well, not exactly something you’d let your parents see you wearing,’ she said, turning the steering wheel to get us around the next corner. ‘Marv took Kendra out shopping to get her something to wear for the date…’

      ‘He did? I didn’t think Marv liked shopping,’ I grinned.

      Ella giggled. ‘Kendra texted me saying she was worried he was going to make her look like one of the dorks. Like a librarian or something.’

      ‘I think librarians are generally mostly nerds, not necessarily dorks,’ I pointed out. ‘What did she end up wearing?’

      Ella flashed her eyes, amused and maybe a little horrified. ‘She was wearing this tiny black leather skirt and a kind of black lacy top that showed ev-er-y-thing.’

      ‘Oh.’

      ‘I mean… I would have been mortified…’

      ‘And she actually wore it?’ I asked.

      Ella nodded. One of her hands dropped to her lap, tugging aside her panties before pressing my hand to her exposed pussy to compel me to stop stroking her through her underwear and just go for it. Her pussy was soaking wet, her folds oily as I ran my fingers along them, as I dipped my digits inside her.

      ‘And she didn’t wear a bra, either,’ she said.

      ‘Seriously?’

      ‘I guess it was the kind of thing a celebrity might wear on the red carpet at the Oscars just to cause a stir. But I thought the restaurant might refuse to let us in.’

      ‘I take it they did let you in?’

      ‘Uh-huh. The staff couldn’t stop staring at Kendra. And the other customers. She was blushing, like non-stop, I could tell she was embarrassed.’

      ‘They do have a safe word?’ I asked.

      ‘Uh-huh.’ Ella stroked my arm for a while as I stirred my fingers inside her. Then she said, ‘There was no way she was going to use her safe word. I kept asking her if she was all right, and she just nodded and gave me little smiles.’

      ‘She’s into it.’

      ‘It’s crazy.’

      We were driving out of town now. Ella lifted herself in her seat, and with one hand attempted to remove her panties entirely. I helped her pull them off down her scintillatingly smooth legs. Unencumbered by underwear, she lifted a knee, and I could just casually fuck her with my fingers as we continued driving toward some unknown destination.

      I could smell her arousal thick in the close confines of the Mini Cooper.

      ‘Anyway…’ Ella said, ‘Mary-Beth and Katie acted like what Kendra was wearing wasn’t such a big deal, but they were impressed at Marv. Particularly because Kendra really responds to that kind of thing.’

      ‘This is what I’ve been hearing,’ I chuckled, unable to keep from slipping a finger into my mouth to taste Ella’s wetness.

      Boy, was I addicted.

      ‘So…’ she said, and she seemed to be blushing, and it had nothing to do with the little circles I was tracing around her clit with my soaking wet fingers. ‘Then Mary-Beth was saying… she thinks Robbie’s been going easy on me so far.’

      I raised my eyebrows at that. ‘But it’s only been a few days,’ I said.

      Ella nodded. ‘I mean, she’s been hanging out with me a lot during the day — you haven’t seen her so much, but she’s with me at the sorority house, and sometimes when I’m with Robbie. She sees how he is with me.’

      ‘You think because Marv’s been working on Kendra’s little kink…’

      She shrugged. ‘I guess it just shows Mary-Beth by comparison that Robbie’s been treating me with kid gloves.’

      I sighed. ‘Because he’s worried about me?’

      She smiled. ‘He’s your friend. That’s important to him.’

      I nodded, and without really thinking, sucked on my fingers some more while I thought about things, tasting her juices. ‘But Mary-Beth wouldn’t… I mean, she wouldn’t be able to stop you becoming a full member of the sorority? Just because Robbie’s too soft on you?’

      She shrugged. ‘She can recommend probation if she thinks I don’t make the grade.’

      ‘Probation?’

      ‘It’s like… well, worse than the pledge process, put it that way. I’d have to really want to join the sorority.’

      ‘But you do really want to join,’ I sighed. ‘What did Robbie say about it?’

      ‘He told the others that he’s just been easing me into things. That when I’m ready, he’ll take more… control.’

      Ella pulled the car over to the side of the road. We were out of town, there were trees all around us, but we were still kind of exposed if any cops happened to be driving past.

      It didn’t seem to bother her: Ella had killed the engine and now leaned over to tug down my sweatpants and expose my hard-on. She seemed absolutely delighted to find me so rock-hard for her, as though I’d be in any other kind of state at a time like this.

      I wanted to ask her more about her date, about what had happened when Robbie had taken her to bed after being told to take more control of her. But she was leaning over, ducking down, her head dropping into my lap as she gripped my stiff shaft tightly in her eager hands.

      I groaned as her tongue swirled around the end of my cock, and then my manhood was engulfed by her hot mouth. Oh God, it felt so good.

      ‘You know you have the most perfect cock?’ she grinned as she came up for air.

      I chuckled. ‘Easier to get your lips around than Robbie’s?’

      ‘Mmm-hmm,’ she said, beaming as she bobbed her head down on it, pumping the base with one hand.

      ‘So… what happened… on the rest of your date?’

      She stroked my cock against her soft face, toying with it as though it was her favorite plaything in the world, that she’d missed it terribly. ‘We had a nice dinner, went out for drinks. I don’t know… we talked…’

      She sucked on my cock for a few more moments. I found that I could reach across and stroke her beautifully rounded ass while she went down on me, that tiny skirt of hers doing nothing much to cover her. I could even reach her pussy, and slip a couple of fingers inside her.

      ‘And everything was okay?’ I asked her. ‘I mean, it didn’t seem like you were in trouble, like there’s a danger you might get put on probation?’

      ‘It’s early days,’ she said, gasping for breath. ‘Mary-Beth was just telling us what she thought about how we were getting on. And now we probably have to… you know…’

      I said, ‘Robbie needs to do this properly, huh? He needs to stop thinking of you as my girlfriend for a while. You’re his now.’

      She lifted herself up to kiss my mouth, her lips wet and slippery from sucking my cock. Kissing me like she was reassuring me how much she loved me.

      ‘It’ll only be a few weeks,’ she said. ‘He knows the score.’

      ‘But he needs to forget about the score for a few weeks,’ I said, feeling an awful darkness inside me at the thought of Robbie taking total control of my sweetheart. Of being her Master for real, of dating my girlfriend properly.

      ‘Hey, come on, the rain’s stopped,’ she said, and before I even really understood what she meant, she was suddenly exiting the vehicle.

      I just sat there for a moment, trying to think about what I was going to say to Robbie. But she was out of the car, leaning in to tell me, ‘Hey, Mister, I have a hot pussy that needs your mouth on it, stat.’

      Oh, man. I was out of the car so fast. She was out there on my side, leaning against the side of the Mini, and I just sank to my knees, doing as I was told, thrilled to be wedging my face between her slender thighs to push my mouth against that soaking wet pussy of hers while she held up her tiny skirt.

      ‘Oh yes…’ she moaned as I tasted her delicious flower. ‘I need that… after all the rough attention I got from Robbie tonight…’

      I felt my hard-on throbbing at her words, at the picture she put in my head of my friend fucking her earlier that night. It spurred me on to suck her pussy deeply, pushing my tongue inside her, mashing my lips up against her clit. She giggled in response to the obvious effect her words were having on me.

      ‘He fucked me so hard when we got back to the fraternity,’ she said, her voice sounding almost as though she was trying to soothe me, it was so soft. ‘I wish you could have seen it, you would have loved it. He had me bent over his desk…’

      She’d showered since she’d had Robbie’s huge cock inside her, I could tell. It was still thrilling to think of another man — my friend, no less — taking her so recently, that my sweet girlfriend was so wicked, so addicted to sex, so gorgeously promiscuous.

      And now she was going to date my friend properly, give herself to him fully.

      I shivered. She took it as hesitation because it was beginning to rain again.

      ‘Don’t stop… that feels so good…’ she ordered me.

      I dutifully continued eating her out like a ravenous beast there on the roadside as she gave me a play-by-play of how exactly my friend had fucked her, the various orgasms he had given to her before he had finally pulled out and sprayed his come all over her face and breasts.

      She really wasn’t worried about the rain, which was becoming heavy as I continued feasting on her juicy cunt. She’d even left her cloak inside the car, but just stood there gripping my head tightly as she pushed her body down to grind her sex against my eager mouth, the raindrops fat and weighty now as they bombed down on us, soaking us both to the skin.

      A car drove by, but thankfully did not stop.

      Ella was laughing with joy as she came all over my face — I think, maybe I made her squirt, but there was so much rain, she was so wet anyway, I was already completely drenched, it didn’t seem to matter, I just lapped contentedly at her pussy as she shuddered and shivered as the climax took her beautiful, petite form for a final ride on my face.

      After that, it didn’t really matter how wet we were. Ella scampered around to the front of the car and lay back against the hood, which was petite like her but offered enough room for her to lie back so I could slide my hard cock into her slick pussy while she parted her thighs as wide as they would go.

      ‘Someone will see us,’ I said, raising my voice a little over the sound of the rain.

      ‘Nobody’s out in this,’ she laughed, then closed her eyes and moaned as I entered her.

      I held her hips as I began to thrust inside her, but I could see how stiff her nipples were through her thin white top, which was made transparent by the rain, and slid my hands up under the sopping garment to cover her small breasts and graze over her nipples while I slowly fucked her on the car.

      She didn’t seem to mind that my equipment wasn’t exactly up to the kind of specs she’d experienced earlier in the night with Robbie. It was all good as far as she was concerned as I pounded into her in the rain.

      The thunder was pealing around us, the lightning giving the occasional flickering flash, but as she turned over so that I could fuck her from behind, her exquisite form splayed all over the hood of her car, neither of us was really concerned about the dangers of such public sex in the middle of a thunderstorm.

      I just gripped her waist and hammered my cock into her as hard and fast as I was able, until at last my own powerful orgasm swept over me, and I filled her with my hot seed as she lay panting, one cheek pressed against the car.
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      Time flies when you’re having fun, and as we were driving back toward college campus, daybreak was beginning to dawn.

      Ella asked about Jed’s new song, and said Robbie had promised to take her to see our gig the next evening.

      I could tell she was a little worried about sneaking back into the fraternity, though she tried to appear calm. It had been dangerous, her paying me a visit in the middle of the night.

      She dropped me off at Jed’s place because she didn’t want to be seen sneaking back into the fraternity with me in the immediate vicinity. I was fine with it, of course, though after a long, tender farewell smooch I watched her driving away and realized I didn’t have a key for Jed’s apartment, and it was too early to wake him up with the usual buzz on the intercom.

      I wandered slowly back toward the frat house in the rain, figuring that by the time I got back to Pi Kappa, Ella would be back safely in Robbie’s bed, maybe even waking my friend up with a sensuous blowjob.
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      I woke late the next day, after the energetic disruption to my night’s sleep, and a return to my little single bed in the room I shared with Matt in the Pi Kappa frat house.

      I lazily reached for my phone to find texts from Jed and a couple of other band members letting me know when they would be getting to the venue for sound checks that afternoon. And here was a text from Ella reminding me to be a good boy and put my cock cage on.

      Ah well. I liked that she cared.

      It was actually a little difficult to get the damn thing on this morning, after what had happened last night in the rain. The residual memory of pounding my gorgeous blonde girlfriend had my manhood swelling up. I had to take a little bottle of lube into the shower with me to help jam my manhood back into captivity.

      Then I took a picture of it to send to Ella, per her request, to prove my continuing submission to her—before hastily deleting the image from my phone.

      When I got back to the room—cock locked and ready to rock—Matt was back from lunch with Marv and Kendra, and looking forward to seeing me and my band perform that evening.

      I told him the basics about Ella’s late-night booty call, and revealed to him what Mary-Beth had said about Robbie going too easy on Ella during the first few days of the apprenticeship.

      ‘It’s because she’s been seeing Marv with Kendra,’ Matt said. ’Turns out Marv is a natural at BDSM. He can do anything to dominate and embarrass Kendra, and it practically makes her wet herself, she’s so turned on.’

      ‘Right,’ I laughed. ‘It’s pretty crazy.’

      ‘You know she has this thing about looking down her nose at us nerds?’ he said.

      ‘Dorks. We’re dorks to her,’ I clarified. There was a distinction: it was subtle in a lot of people’s eyes. But these days, nerds and geeks were seen as having redeeming features: their fascination with knowledge and/or science fiction IPs. Dorks were just awkward misfits, huh.

      Matt nodded. ‘Well, I’ve been hanging out with those guys a bit, the last couple of days, and every time Kendra says something derogatory about me, he has her apologize to me.’

      ‘I bet she likes that,’ I chuckled.

      ‘It’s not exactly subtle,’ he grinned. ‘She blushes like she’s radioactive. And her pupils get so dilated it’s like her eyes are black. She’s practically panting for sex.’

      I saw in Matt’s demeanor that he liked hanging out with Marv and Kendra; a glimmer in his eyes revealed his excitement at being anywhere near Kendra, even if she was so scathing about us dorks.

      ‘So that’s good, isn’t it?’ I said to him, at least half-joking. ‘I mean, she’s talking to you and getting horny AF.’

      He shrugged, but smiled. ‘But I think it encourages her to say bad things about us so Marv can tell her off.’

      ‘I don’t think Ella’s like that,’ I said. ‘I don’t think she really wants a guy to dominate her.’
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      Later, there were sound checks to attend to at the bar, an Irish pub by the name of Finnegan’s Wake. My focus was on the music instead of the sexual politics, hanging out with the rest of the band in the run-up to the gig.

      We were on form, and I was able to keep my mind off matters despite seeing the familiar faces in the audience — the Dorks, Ella, Kendra and their Big Sisters, as well as various fraternity brothers and sorority sisters I recognized. I was surprised how many were there — I guess it was a slow week toward the end of summer break.

      I even noticed Tiffany, the girl who’d been hitting on me at the toga party.

      It was Ella’s pretty face, though, out there in the darkness, on which I focused. She was smiling at me throughout, her eyes sparkling whenever the lights flashed over her, so joyous to watch us play. I think she really spurred me on, made me step up my playing.

      Then at the tail-end of our set, Jed was gesturing to her, urging her to come up on stage. I saw her glance at Robbie, and my friend gave her a little nod before she rose from her seat to approach us and the lead microphone.

      That moment hit me quite hard. My sweet girlfriend had looked to Robbie for permission to do what she wanted: to come up on stage and join the band for the final couple of songs.

      Maybe I didn’t need to encourage my friend to do more to take ownership of my girl. Maybe he was doing it already. Maybe I wasn’t entirely comfortable with that.

      Ella flashed me a warm smile as she approached us, before turning to add her vocals to our roster.

      She was so incredible.

      The crowd had been having fun through our performance so far, enjoying the music, but still drinking and chatting a little, and having a good night out. Ella started singing, and the whole place stopped. I mean total silence out in the audience, nobody ordering drinks at the bar, no one slipping out to the restroom. All eyes were on her as she sang.

      Wow.

      Then we were done, and the spotlight was off us, and it was a relief to be able to relax and go out into the crowd and join our friends and just chat and drink and calm down. The adrenaline buzz of performing chilled into a slower endorphin glow of satisfaction.

      Here were Robbie, Marv, and Matt, congratulating me, impressed by what I’d achieved.

      Here was Kendra, of all people, telling me, ‘Not bad for a dork’—quite a compliment from someone like her.

      Tiffany coming up to me with some of her sorority sisters — I wanna say Laura? Olivia? Maybe Hannah? Victoria? — all blushes and giggles and a cloud of sweet perfume as they peppered me with questions about being in a band and playing keyboard and bass guitar, fluttering their eyes at me, flooding me with flattery.

      I glanced at Ella, and when she noticed me being besieged by female admirers, she just laughed and flashed her eyes at me.

      Then she went back to talking to Robbie and Mary-Beth. Her body language seemed different from normal. She was standing so close to him, glancing at him so frequently, you could tell she was taking her cues from him. Being the dutiful submissive.

      It made me shiver.

      I tried to ignore it. I even tried to have a little polite conversation with Tiffany; it would have been so rude to just turn my back on her and her friends. I glanced over at Matt to see that he was hanging out with Marv, Kendra and Katie. I was amused to see Kendra looking at Matt with unconcealed venom, and Marv giving her dark looks to warn her about it. Kendra responding to Marv with meekness and deference, somehow looking like she just wanted to kneel in the middle of the room and suck his cock.

      I managed to tear myself away from Tiffany without having to resort to any little white lies to explain why I didn’t just ask her out there and then. After that, I hung out with a few fraternity guys I’d spoken to about the band before, and it was funny how they seemed to have been under the impression that I’d been exaggerating or bullshitting about being in a band when we’d first talked about it. I guess tonight had made it clear I hadn’t been full of it.

      It was a good night. I felt more accepted now, somehow. I had made the transition from dork to frat boy, albeit with a rock band twist. People from the fraternity looked at me now and smiled like I wasn’t just another random face anymore.

      Mary-Beth was being fairly flirty with me later. She and Katie were among those who seemed highly impressed with the whole me-being-in-the-band thing.

      I used my fake girlfriend story on them both, explaining that I’d fallen in love with my high-school sweetheart, and my heart belonged to her. Mary-Beth said we’d never make a long-distance relationship work, not with three years of college to go. Ah well, what did that matter? I insisted we could. She seemed to take it as a challenge to flirt with me harder. I kind of liked flirting with her, holding my excuse not to give in.

      It was all good, I guess. But the person I really wanted to talk to was Robbie. He kept giving me glances, I noticed — but his weren’t glances of admiration, or real attempts to catch my eye. They were awkward glances, nervous glances. He was anxious about what he was expected to do with my girlfriend, and I knew it.

      It wasn’t until later that I managed to catch up with him on his own. I was returning from the restroom when I found him waiting for me. Ella, I could see, had been dispatched to fetch more drinks from the bar, which clearly wasn’t worried about IDs or anything like that.

      ‘We need to talk,’ Robbie said, serious.

      I felt my stomach churn. I didn’t like serious.

      ‘Yes, we do,’ I agreed. He looked as though he couldn’t quite put into words what he needed to say to me. ‘I heard about what Mary-Beth told you,’ I said.

      ‘You did?’

      I nodded. ‘Which means you have to stop seeing her as my girlfriend,’ I said. ‘You’re dating her. She’s supposed to be your apprentice, you need to own her.’

      He hesitated a long moment there in the shady corner by the restrooms, his eyes quivering a little as he examined mine for clues about my real feelings.

      ‘I didn’t mean for it to go this way,’ he said. ‘I thought… I don’t know… maybe we’d fool around a bit. That you’d enjoy it because you’re into that. But…’

      ‘I do enjoy it,’ I said, a little sheepish because it was weird talking about it with my friend—my friend who was currently cuckolding me. ‘You have to stop worrying about me and just date her,’ I insisted. ‘I have a safe word, right? If something happens I really can’t take.’

      ‘You’ll… still see her, though?’ he asked. ‘You know… now and then?’

      I said, ‘Whenever I get the chance. I guess it has to be more like… I don’t know, you turn a blind eye to that part. She’s your girlfriend now.’

      ‘But everybody else — well, not me and Matt. Marv —everyone else believes she’s your friend,’ he pointed out. ‘So you can hang out with her whenever. And if there’s a chance…’

      I nodded my appreciation. Was it weird that I was thankful he suggested I could occasionally spend a little personal time with my true love? Well, yes. Work with me, here. It was complicated.

      Robbie said, ‘Mary-Beth wants me to… you know… be a little harder on her. Make her contend with some uncomfortable situations. So I can do things with her while you’re there…?’

      I smiled, showing him how much I approved of that idea.

      But I said, ‘You’re her Master. It’s completely up to you.’
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      I know, it’s probably not what you would have done.

      But I had that cuckold buzz raging inside me again, talking about my friend not only fucking my girlfriend, but possessing her. I felt the pressure in my cage as my manhood responded.

      And I could still tell myself that this apprenticeship program was only supposed to last six weeks. Then Robbie wouldn’t be her Master, and I could go back to secretly seeing her more often. I hoped. I wasn’t thinking about the possibility that she would be told to do some kind of probation.

      Okay, maybe I was.

      Anyway. When it was getting really late, us band members and certain core friends and groupies headed back to Jed’s apartment for some additional drinks, chill partying, and accompanying recreational cannabis. I hadn’t seen such a crowd at Jed’s place before, but it had been a particularly good night for the band, so everyone was in a celebratory mood, and there was enough beer in Jed’s refrigerator to cope.

      I was hanging out with Matt and the Big Sisters for a while, noticing my friend subtly glancing at Kendra now and then, pining for his crush, while I tried not to appear as though I was monitoring Ella and Robbie.

      But, you know. I saw that Ella had introduced Robbie to Jed as her new boyfriend. Jed was very friendly with him, of course, as Jed was with anyone, and since he and Ella had never been an official couple, he clearly had no problem with her either dating someone else or introducing him to her boyfriend.

      I felt the angst, however, at watching her introduce Robbie to Jed as her new boyfriend. Seeing my sweetheart cuddling up with my friend on the couch, looking quite the smitten couple as they chatted with my bandmate.

      Man, I could hardly breathe.

      My raging hormones were telling my cuckold brain it was an idiot for allowing Robbie to start seeing Ella as his girlfriend, and not mine.

      I was talking to Mary-Beth, and she seemed to want to talk about Ella to me, so at least that gave me an excuse to look at her across the room. Like everybody, Mary-Beth had been a little blown away by how good Ella was singing in the band.

      She started grilling me about how long I’d known her, where we’d met, and so on. I tried to stick to the truth as far as possible — I’ve always been of the view that if you’re forced to lie, lie as little as you can get away with. So I told her we were classmates in English, that I’d helped her with an assignment halfway through our freshman year, and that we’d become friends. That we’d gotten to talking about music, and she’d then introduced me to one of her exes, Jed, because Jed’s band had been looking for a keyboard player.

      Strangely, considering that Mary-Beth had been very flirty with me all night, I suddenly got the sense that she was assessing me regarding my dating potential for Ella.

      What would I do if Ella’s Big Sister in the sorority persuaded her that I was good dating material?

      I mean, I would have been only too happy to date Ella publicly, but there was the fact that my girlfriend wanted to pursue a cuckold relationship, and I had come to be hooked on the adrenaline rush involved in such an arrangement. But I told myself maybe Mary-Beth would be assessing lots of frat boys for possible matchmaking with her Little Sister once she had completed her apprenticeship with Robbie.

      By about 1 am, some of the other groupies were starting to drift away, the numbers in the apartment beginning to thin, and there was a general sense that those of us in Pi Kappa or Alpha Gamma Chi were going to head back to the fraternity to continue the partying.

      I caught Ella’s eye as she and Robbie got up from their couch, and she gave me a wicked little smirk, blushing as though to confirm that we both knew what she and Robbie were going to do a little later back at Pi Kappa. My manhood instantly thickened at the way she looked at me, and I was feeling that cuckold buzz again, the adrenaline rushing around my bloodstream.

      Mary-Beth shook me from my temporary daze, grabbing my hand to lead me out with the others. My bandmates were chuckling at me being told what to do like that, but I laughed along with it, yelling out goodbyes on our way out.

      The group wandered back to campus en masse, and over to the Pi Kappa house, where beers were liberated from the seniors’ refrigerator, and the party moved to the common room on Robbie and Marv’s floor.

      It was fun. Matt and I were really getting on well with Mary-Beth and Katie. We were generally more accepted now. Or maybe we were just more confident in our places within the fraternity. Around 2 a.m., the gathering had thinned to our core group — Marv and Kendra chatting with Katie over by the window, Matt still hanging out with me and Mary-Beth, Robbie and Ella.

      I was getting the kind of vibes that suggested the night was coming to an end, however, and when I looked at Matt, he smiled at me with the kind of expression that asked me silently whether we were expected to quietly slip away soon. I was feeling the gentle high of my cuckold angst again, my heart thudding heavily inside my chest at the sense that Robbie would be giving my sweet girlfriend a raunchy seeing to sometime fairly soon.

      I couldn’t help glance over at my sweetheart, at her cuddling up to my friend like they were on their honeymoon or something.

      I saw Robbie touch her face, turn her head with one finger so that she faced him, before he leaned in to kiss her on the lips. It seemed oddly demanding for Robbie, but I realized he was doing it for show: the Big Sisters were here, and he needed to show them he was taking control of his apprentice.

      I felt a ripple of arousal flitter through my body at the sight of Ella tenderly french-kissing my friend, the warmth between my thighs, the mild discomfort in my cage. He murmured something to her, and then they resumed making out — with Ella overtly using her tongue this time. It was only kissing, but it seemed so explicit.

      I subtly gauged the rest of the room to see how they were reacting, whether it was truly time for Matt and me — and maybe others, too — to head off to bed. But nobody else seemed to particularly notice Robbie and Ella, so I tried to pretend I didn’t either.

      Marv and Kendra seemed to be engaged in their own drama, meanwhile. I saw Kendra pouting a bit, but thought nothing much of it because that was basically her resting face. But then Marv gave her a dark look and raised his voice.

      ‘Kendra, what have I told you about talking about my friends like that?’

      Kendra mumbled something that might have been an apology, but gave a little resentful glance across the room at Matt and me. I caught an odd little flicker in her eyes that seemed like mild excitement, which reminded me that she was into this whole awkward, embarrassment thing.

      The Big Sisters were pretending to ignore what was happening, and Matt was too. Robbie and Ella just went on making out over on their couch, really getting into it like there was nobody else in the room. My breathing was deepening, and I had to put my hands in my lap to hide my bulge as I saw Robbie’s hand delve between Ella’s thighs while they kissed.

      Then Marv said, ‘That’s not good enough. Go and apologize, Kendra.’

      Oh, it was one of those. Matt had already seen this, but I hadn’t.

      Kendra heaved a huge sigh and picked herself up from the couch like a teenager told to go tidy her room. Then she walked over to us and stood meekly in front of Matt.

      ‘My Master says I have to say sorry for calling you a dumb dork,’ she said as though she were reading it badly from an autocue. Matt was gazing up at her with unabashed awe as she stood there in front of him, dressed in a very short white skirt and dark blue tube top that exposed a lot of her attractive figure.

      ‘Kendra,’ Marv hissed.

      Kendra rolled her eyes, though Marv couldn’t see. Then she looked down at Matt and said a little more softly, ‘I want to apologize for saying nasty things about you. I’m sorry.’

      ‘Hey, it’s okay,’ Matt said quietly, blushing furiously.

      I saw that Kendra was blushing too, her pretty face taking on a dark rose undertone as she stood and apologized in front of the entire room.

      ‘Come here, Kendra,’ Marv said in clipped tones. I’d never really seen him talk to someone like this. It was hugely amusing, though more than a little uncomfortable.

      Kendra turned back to Marv and slinked over to him again. I glanced at Matt, who had seen this kind of thing before. He shot me back a grin, enjoying all this in a way, and yet also being incredibly uncomfortable with it. The Big Sisters just seemed chilled about everything.

      Marv said sharply to Kendra, ‘This has got to stop, Kendra. I mean it.’

      ‘Yes, sir,’ Kendra said softly, standing there with her hands clutched behind her, head slightly lowered, sounding as though she was really being contrite this time.

      ‘Come here,’ he said.

      She shuffled closer to him. Even Robbie and Ella were watching now, though I noticed my friend still had his hand between my girlfriend’s thighs, gently stroking her there. The Big Sisters’ conversation was on pause, too.

      Marv said curtly to Kendra, ‘You need to be punished.’

      Wait, what?

      Kendra’s head dropped a little further; I thought she might launch into a more impassioned apology, spurred on by Marv’s sudden terse manner. But after a brief hesitation, she moved to stand right beside Marv’s right knee, holding her hands nervously in front of her now.

      Marv said softly, ‘Remove your underwear, please.’

      I caught my breath.

      Everyone else was watching, stunned, as Kendra put her hands under her skirt, then tugged her panties down her thighs, bending over to remove them fully from her person.

      ‘Assume the position,’ Marv quietly commanded, gently touching her forearm.

      Kendra bent down over Marv’s lap, her left hand clamping to the edge of the couch to brace her as she lowered her body onto Marv’s thighs, her shapely rear pushed up. It was just astonishing.

      Marv seemed to take it all in his stride. He pushed up Kendra’s little white skirt, exposing her bare behind to everyone. Kendra looked absolutely mortified, blushing furiously now, and yet completely deferential to her Master as he put a hand on her beautifully-rounded buttocks, stroked her for a moment, then raised his hand to spank her.

      Kendra gasped as his hand slapped down on her rear, her flesh shivering from the gentle blow, though it was little more than a pat on the rump.

      We watched in stunned silence as Marv spanked her five times — gently, but with enough power to produce a slap sound on her flesh. Kendra had anxiety and embarrassment all over her face as she pushed her hands down on the floor to support her upper body. But it was also clear to me that, underneath it all, she was enjoying this.

      After five spanks, Marv said, ‘The next time this happens, Kendra, you’ll ask him to give you the punishment instead.’

      I saw Matt’s eyebrows rise as Marv indicated that he would be spanking Kendra like this the next time she bad-mouthed him. Goodness.

      Marv gave her five more spanks — slowly, cautiously. For the last few, she let out a low moan that was unmistakably sexual gratification, which somewhat undermined the sense that this was punishment for her transgression.

      When she stood up again, doing her best to hide her nakedness with her hands and then her skirt, she had a rosy glow all over her cute butt.

      Marv stood up, taking her in his arms to kiss her mouth, and it was quite clear how horny she was after her spanking. Our friend gave us all a knowing smile and told us it was probably time for him to take his apprentice to bed.

      Kendra was avoiding all our eyes as Marv led her out of the room, but she seemed more than happy with what had gone on, and clearly thrilled with what was coming.

      ‘They’re such a lovely couple,’ Katie said once they were gone. We all relaxed a little, I think, now that that was over.

      ‘You know she’s going to do it again,’ I said to Matt, chuckling. ‘She clearly loved him doing that… obviously she’s going to want more of the same.’

      Matt looked a little stunned at the thought that Marv would bring him into such a display.

      He tried to deflect by saying awkwardly, ‘They are very good together.’

      The huge silence that followed did nothing to hide his awkwardness, but then Robbie said to Ella, ‘Hey, can you go get us some more beers, sweetie?’

      Oh God. My heart burned at the sound of my friend calling my girlfriend ‘sweetie’ like that.

      Ella pushed herself up from the seat, light and graceful as a ballerina, saying softly, brightly, ‘Of course.’

      And Robbie said to her, ‘And while you’re at it, why don’t you change into something a little more comfortable?’

      ‘Sure,’ she nodded meekly.

      Then she disappeared out of the room without even casting a glance my way. I felt hollow inside. God. I know Robbie was supposed to be trying to be more dominant with her, but it seemed so jarring to see it actually happen.

      And the way she’d just gone with it. Startling.

      I silently looked to Matt to see he had noticed this change in Robbie and Ella’s chemistry. He still seemed to be reeling from what Marv had said while spanking Kendra. As his eyes met mine, he was yawning and making a show of being exhausted, getting to his feet before stretching and telling us it was probably time for him to get some sleep.

      ‘Sure, it’s late,’ I nodded.

      I could so easily have said it was high time I got some sleep, too. But Robbie was still in here, lounging on the couch, chatting with Mary-Beth now about a new movie that was coming out the following week. Classic dorky conversation topic, but Mary-Beth seemed happy to discuss it with Robbie. I was curious to see what happened next, and whether I would be encouraged to leave if things were getting heated between Ella and her Master.

      I joined the conversation about the new Marvel movie, the casting of the characters and whether it might prove a return to form for the IP.

      Then, a few minutes later, Ella returned, bearing bottles of beer for Robbie, Mary-Beth, and me, borne on a silver tray. It wasn’t what she was bringing us that really took the breath away, however.

      She was wearing a sexy black corset bodysuit, a white collar with an attached black tie, white cuffs and cufflinks, black sheer tights, black high-heeled shoes — and to top it off, she had a white fluffy tail attached to her pert behind — and long black bunny ears attached to a headband.

      She looked absolutely astonishing as a Playboy bunny.

      And Mary-Beth said quietly, ‘Doesn’t she look nice?’
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      Robbie said calmly, ‘Isn’t she beautiful?’

      Then he ushered her in from the doorway, and she was startled a little to realize the door was still open, and anybody might walk by and see her dressed like the help at the Playboy Mansion. She stepped in, allowing the door to close behind her, her gorgeous green eyes glancing directly at me as she blushed.

      ‘That’s a wonderful costume,’ Mary-Beth cooed from beside me.

      Ella came further into the room, looking immensely awkward even if she was astonishingly alluring in her costume.

      She presented Robbie, and then Mary-Beth, and then me with a beer from her silver tray, giving me a bashful smile as she delivered mine. I gave her an attempt at a reassuring smile back, and there was a brief glimmer of what seemed to me affection and appreciation from her in return that nobody else could have caught.

      Robbie took a sip from his beer, but Mary-Beth didn’t seem particularly interested in the drink. Her eyes were on Ella.

      ‘Why don’t you show it off for us a little more, honeybun?’ she said, running her eyes all over Ella’s Playboy bunny outfit.

      Without a word, my beautiful blonde girlfriend put down her tray and stepped into the middle of the room, still looking awkward, like she wasn’t sure what she was supposed to do. It seemed to me that the submissive thing didn’t entirely come naturally to Ella, though that wasn’t a problem for me since I adored her dominance.

      ‘Why don’t you dance for us a little?’ her Big Sister suggested, in a calm but instructive voice that reminded me that the pledge period for those trying to get into the Alpha Gamma Chi sorority wasn’t merely an obstacle course the pledges had to get through, but also a kind of training program.

      Ella kinked her knees a little, moved her feet around a bit, then did a slow pirouette, all eyes on her.

      I was just entranced at how she looked in that black corset bodysuit, the satiny material clinging to her breathtaking curves, the sheer nylon tights showing off her slender legs, her pale skin a touch flushed from suddenly being on show in the kind of outfit that went completely against her identity as an independent, self-confident member of her gender.

      She did relax a little, into more of a kind of nightclub dancing, swinging her hips a little, touching her hair, her waist, hand to her chest to draw the eyes to her breasts. Gawky, but adorable.

      Mary-Beth didn’t seem mightily impressed, though. She seemed about to say something critical, but then Robbie spoke up.

      He said in a calm, deep voice, ‘Why don’t you dance for my friend, sweetie? I want him to see how beautiful you are.’

      Ella’s eyes turned to me, and for the briefest of flashes, she gave me a little smirk that seemed to reveal to me—and only me— that she was having a little fun here, that she was perhaps pretending to be a little more embarrassed than she was.

      She said, ‘Yes, sir.’

      She stood and reached behind her head to remove the tie from her ponytail and shake out her long, blonde hair. I gave her a flash of an excited smile before remembering that Mary-Beth was looking at me, too. I was part of this production, and had to be as believable as Ella. My smile turned apologetic, empathetic, the smile of a friend and classmate aware that she was being asked to do something demeaning to please those who would admit her to her chosen sorority.

      Locked on mine, Ella’s eyes flickered with warmth, and she seemed to relax, letting go of the pressure. Then she took on a more seductive, wicked demeanor.

      She stepped toward me, hands on her waist, gently swaying in front of me, her hands suddenly shooting into the air above her before gracefully dropping down, stroking her hair on the way to her hips, which she then held as she danced to some unheard music.

      There between my knees, she slowly turned while she gyrated her hips, giving me an astonishing view of her feminine curves in that black bodysuit and sheer tights. I felt my cock pressing against its cage — thankfully, this new design allowed a certain amount of hardness, it wasn’t nearly so painful as the metal one.

      She turned to face away from me and bent over to push out her glorious behind toward me.

      God, how could a woman’s curves be so perfectly designed as to thrill a man? Every inch of her body seemed impossibly thrilling to me, and the intensely feminine, elegant, graceful way she moved.

      She turned back to face me, gyrating her hips, stroking her long, golden locks to draw my attention like she was flirting with me on a dance floor. Stroking her body like she wanted me to, bending over me to let me gaze down her chest, her breasts small but tantalizing, with the corset part of her bodysuit pushing them up to present breathtaking cleavage.

      She gave me the kind of seductive smile that said she was hungry for me, desperate for my cock, and yet keen to show herself off for me before she gave me her body fully.

      Turning away again, now she put her hands on my knees and bent over to touch her gorgeous ass down on my lap. I was suddenly concerned she had forgotten I was wearing a cage, that she would start pushing her body down on me and crush my private parts in their hard plastic container.

      But she was gentle, shaking her booty suggestively for me without shoving herself down.

      I was just aghast at her beauty, her movement, the way the light played on the satiny material of her bodysuit as it seemed to coat her irresistible curves.

      She stood and straightened up again, her hands playing all over her body, cupping her breasts, tugging on the edges of her bodysuit to offer further glimpses of her body underneath.

      Mary-Beth said, ‘Very nice…’ sounding like a stern ballet teacher forced to admit that her pupil was giving a more than adequate performance.

      ‘Yes,’ said Robbie, nodding as though contemplating the bouquet of a rather nice, but sophisticated, vintage red wine. ‘He’s enjoying that, my sweet. Why don’t you give him a closer view?’

      Oh, man. Ella knew I was wearing a cock cage, and could be careful. Robbie did not.

      Ella turned toward me and now approached closer, straddling my lap. Oh wow, she was just stunning. Her pert little breasts tucked inside that corset, her slender thighs parted over my lap.

      She took hold of my arms, urging me to put my hands on her. I allowed her to guide me until I was touching her waist, feeling the heat of her body through that smooth black satin. She continued to gyrate her hips gently over me, rubbing herself on me without crushing my manhood, but now her hands were dragging mine over her sumptuous ass, so that I could slowly explore her scintillating shape.

      ‘So beautiful,’ Mary-Beth said.

      Ella guided my hands up to cup her breasts and map out the topography of her chest.

      ‘Maybe it’s time to lose the bodysuit,’ Robbie said, his voice attempting to maintain its calm authority, though a hint of desire turned it a touch scratchy at the edges.

      Oh God.

      This wasn’t a simple spanking over the knee. This was a beautiful sorority pledge standing between her classmate’s thighs being ordered to disrobe. I glanced over at Robbie. I could tell he simply wanted to see my gorgeous girlfriend — well, his girlfriend now — get naked, and offer a little treat to me. Mary-Beth seemed more serious, like she wanted to test her Little Sister, see how far she would go before it became too much.

      Mary-Beth knew I was Ella’s friend, her fellow English major. Maybe she even suspected I had some crush on her. But she wanted me there to see if Ella would do as she was told and strip before a classmate.

      Ella stood facing me, her legs slightly parted, her expression firm with intent. Sexy as Hell.

      Mary-Beth was on her feet. I was a little confused, but then she stepped behind Ella and started unfastening the lace-up back of her bodysuit. The thing loosened.

      Her Big Sister stepped away again, and the gorgeous petite blonde started slowly tugging on the top of the black bodysuit, and I could hardly believe she was doing this. Sororities weren’t supposed to do hazing anymore, were they? Was this a kind of hazing?

      Her perky little breasts sprang free from the black satin, her nipples shockingly exposed, stiff, pink. They seemed to cry out to be sucked.

      I was having trouble breathing again.

      It was odd — I’d seen Ella naked plenty of times before. I’d had my way with her often enough; my hands knew their way around her bare body. And yet this seemed so startling, and the way she slowly peeled down that bodysuit impossibly erotic.

      The black satin garment came further down. She was wearing a little black satin thong underneath the pantyhose.

      She turned to face away from me before bending over to fully remove the bodysuit, giving me heart palpitations at the sight of her in that little black thong, her lower half shaded by tight, sheer hose.

      ‘And the tights,’ Robbie said, almost a growl.

      She turned to face me, giving me a red-hot smoldering gaze as she drew the sheer nylon down off her body, lifting one leg slowly and then the other to remove it.

      Oh God, she was impossibly sexy. Exquisite from every angle.

      My manhood was now actually painful in its cage — but goodness, I would have been in absolute agony if I’d still been wearing that metal contraption. And yet, the pain was bearable, somehow. It blended with the throbbing pleasure that coursed through every vein in my body, enhancing the sensual high I was feeling at my secret lover’s display.

      ‘He likes that,’ Robbie said softly, the corners of his mouth curling up into a wry smile.

      I could hardly get enough oxygen.

      Ella was smiling at me, seemingly enjoying herself now, openly, though it could have been part of the act. Standing beside my left knee, shimmying in front of me to show off her almost-naked body, the movement translated to a slight shiver in her mouthwateringly alluring bare breasts. Reaching to trail her left hand over my chest from shoulder to navel, pressing it against my heart as she rubbed herself up against me like a territorial pussy cat.

      She put a hand on the top of my head gently, then she was lifting her left leg over my knees, straddling my lap again, only this time wearing almost nothing.

      Oh, Jeez.

      She circled her hips over me, pressing her body up against me, filling my lungs with her irresistible scent, pushing her bare little breasts into my face.

      Oh, man.

      She dismounted again, dancing around me, turning to flash her pert derriere at me, rubbing it up against my plastic-armored dick. Dancing for me, but trying to look over her shoulder at me, as though I was the only one for her.

      ‘You see?’ Mary-Beth said. ‘He does like you. More than just a friend.’

      ‘Yes,’ said Robbie. ‘I always knew he wanted her.’

      ‘He’s perfect for your first time,’ Mary-Beth said.

      First time?

      I didn’t know what their game was. It felt like Robbie and Mary-Beth were trying to engineer something between Ella and me. Even while Robbie was her Master.

      Robbie knew I was already secretly dating her, though. It seemed to me that Mary-Beth had designs on me getting involved with Ella, and somehow Robbie was pretending to go along with it, knowing that he was essentially opening the door for me to have access to my secret love.

      But now Ella was tugging on the waistband of her little black thong, offering me tantalizing hints that she was going to remove them, expose herself completely to me.

      She slowly dismounted again, continuing to slowly dance as she moved between my legs and turned to present her fine behind — before languidly peeling the thong down over the superb roundness of her pert buttocks.

      I glanced over briefly. Mary-Beth seemed to be taking this completely in her stride.

      Robbie was entranced by the sight of the gorgeous blonde getting fully naked in front of him. Honestly, I could hardly believe they were doing this. I understood from Robbie’s perspective that he knew it was all right getting her to do this with me, because I’d already been dating her for months.

      But if I didn’t have this unorthodox relationship with her, right now conceivably Ella could have been in this room with some other Pi Kappa Master telling her to give some other random frat boy a lap dance and get completely naked in front of him and Mary-Beth.

      It was quite shocking to me. And somehow it appealed to that dark, cuckold part of my Neanderthal brain.

      Ella peeled down her panties and was not stopping to tease me with them further. She hooked the sides of her underwear with her thumbs and drew them right down her coltish thighs, and as she bent over to pull them down to her ankles, I was briefly given a wincingly exciting full view of her bare pussy from behind, before she sat back to sit fully on my lap as she lifted her feet out of her abandoned thong.

      Well, now she was crushing my equipment. Ouch. But I shifted so it wasn’t so bad.

      My worry now wasn’t so much that my cock was going to start seriously hurting — more so that Mary-Beth and Robbie were going to expect me to get naked with Ella, exposing my kinky device to all.

      For now, though, I had the enjoyment of a naked lap dance from the most beautiful girl in school. It was just stunning, even given my previous experience with her. The way she stood before me, moving her exquisite body, shaking her booty or turning to flash her bare breasts in my face, her hands dropping down to guide my eyes to her heart-stompingly bare pussy, so perfect and fully shaven.

      I didn’t need to pretend I’d never seen her naked before; I was so stunned by her display, so taken by her beauty, so completely entranced by her proximity. Breathing her in with every breath, my eyes focused every second on some gorgeous part of her body, my hands tempted to press against her, though it felt like the wrong moment to touch her.

      Oh, Jeez. She straddled my lap but continued to stand, her hands on my head, her pussy just inches away from my ravenous mouth. I could smell her arousal thick in the hot air between our bodies. It gave me such a hunger for her, I could hardly stand it.

      She just stood and danced over me, gyrating her hips to waggle her sex in front of my face, driving me crazy.

      ‘Very nice,’ Mary-Beth said, like she was about to award her the gold medal.

      Then she said, quite astonishing me with the tone of her voice: ‘Okay, then. Shall we get started?’
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      ‘Get started?’ I blurted out.

      I’d been silenced for so long by the astounding lap dance Ella had given me; my throat was dry and scratchy.

      Mary-Beth leaned forward in her seat, her arms folded, her elbows resting on her knees. She smiled, amused at my astonishment. Ella took a step back, standing naked at attention with her hands clasped behind her, the meek submissive awaiting her next command.

      ‘Oh, sweet Danny,’ she said in a soothing voice. ‘Robbie and I have been talking about you… and you know what? We thought you might be the perfect person to help us train Ella in the art of the ménage à trois.’

      ‘The art — ?’ I stammered.

      ‘You would like to help us, wouldn’t you?’

      I looked over at Robbie, who returned a somewhat sheepish grin and a brief shrug of the shoulders.

      ‘You want to train her in having a threesome?’ I said in disbelief.

      ‘It’s among the key skills a member of Alpha Gamma Chi will need,’ my girlfriend’s Big Sister said, as though it was a fact both obvious and well-known.

      I was speechless.

      ‘You do want to help us, Danny?’

      I was a little taken aback that Mary-Beth apparently wanted me to help them teach Ella how to have a threesome. Was this really standard for an Alpha Gamma Chi pledge initiation? Naturally, I’d have happily had a threesome with my girlfriend, even with my friend Robbie involved, given that he’d already slept with her.

      My problem was that I still had my cock cage on, and I couldn’t see how I could get the key from Ella, unlock myself, and remove the hardware without Mary-Beth seeing what was going on.

      Trying to distract and delay, I blurted out, ‘What makes you say I’m the perfect — ?’

      Mary-Beth sighed, clearly believing I was being somehow modest, or cautious, or concerned about my friendship with Ella being obliterated by trying to take a step into sexual territory. In a soothing voice, she said, ‘She knows you, Danny, she feels very comfortable with you, and it’s quite clear she likes you even though she tries to hide it for some reason, and it’s so obvious you like her even though you seem to feel she’s out of your league.’

      I had to raise my eyebrows at that.

      Mary-Beth was a little more observant than I’d given her credit. Did she suspect more about Ella and me than she was letting on?

      I said softly, ‘And what does she think about this threesome training idea?’

      I looked at my beautiful secret girlfriend, though of course I knew she’d be more than happy to get physical with me, if that were what was going to happen. To some degree I was playing a role now, to cover up our cuckold relationship. But I was interested that it was part of Mary-Beth’s strategy in this apprenticeship program to train Ella in things like fucking two guys at once. For now, however, Ella was avoiding my gaze, focusing on the wall behind me as though believing she had no right to an opinion.

      ‘She will accept whatever we think best for her, of course,’ Mary-Beth said. ‘And for this… we really do think you’re her best option.’

      At this point, Ella turned her head slightly, toward me, and her eyes locked onto mine — in a way she wanted to seem quite obvious to me. She smiled warmly, as though reassuring me everything was all right. That I didn’t need to worry about her.

      I smiled back.

      Then she suddenly flicked her eyes downward, accompanied by a very slight tilt of her head, and when her gaze returned to mine, she flashed those beautiful emerald peepers of hers at me with some urgency.

      It was the briefest of movements, but I caught it, and nobody else did.

      It took me a little while to figure out what she was doing. Indicating something on the floor. Ella’s abandoned clothing was lying there, but what did she want me to do with it?

      ‘Come over here, Ella,’ Mary-Beth said, the tone of her voice indicating they were starting their training session now, that it was already too late to bring to a halt. ‘Robbie?’

      Robbie pulled himself up to his feet as Ella turned toward him. I just sat there, stunned, as one of my best friends stepped up to my naked girlfriend, put a hand on her bare behind and leaned in to kiss her lips.

      Mary-Beth came over to sit with me on my couch. I felt so self-conscious with a cock cage between my thighs.

      ‘They’re so sweet together, aren’t they?’ Ella’s Big Sister said, not for the first time.

      Ella and Robbie made out in front of us, their hands traveling all over each other’s bodies, though Robbie’s had the more exciting time given that Ella no longer had any clothes on. Ella was moaning as she and Robbie sucked face, my friend’s hands now on her breasts, fingers grazing her nipples.

      ‘Get him ready, Ella,’ Mary-Beth said.

      Robbie guided Ella by the hand over to the couch where he’d been sitting, and she stood in front of him and unfastened his pants.

      Then my friend sat, his pants and underwear around his ankles while my girlfriend knelt before him, taking his huge erection in her hands.

      ‘He’s such an impressive guy,’ Mary-Beth murmured beside me. She sounded so much older than she looked, commenting on these two sophomores-to-be engaging in oral sex in front of us. ’She’s so fortunate…’

      Mary-Beth angled herself to see a little better. I could see the reflection of my girlfriend running her tongue slowly from the base of Robbie’s hard cock up to its tip, before stretching her lips as best she could around its tip.

      But as she sank her head down on it, taking the top few inches inside her mouth, I was trying to glance at the floor to figure out what Ella had been trying to tell me before.

      Something about her clothes?

      Mary-Beth was snuggling up to me, one of her hands on my thigh, stroking my leg as though she thought it would help to get me horny enough that I’d want to jump up and join in with Ella and Robbie. But she was making me immensely nervous. I shifted away as subtly as I could, tilting my hips to try to keep my crotch way from her wandering hand.

      Meanwhile Ella came up for air, and glanced over her shoulder at us, though she couldn’t quite see me the way she was facing.

      ‘Isn’t she so stunning?’ Mary-Beth said softly into my ear. ‘I bet you’ve had a crush on her the whole time you’ve known her.’

      To tell the truth, I didn’t enjoy the sounds of Robbie shoving his huge cock down Ella’s throat. He was holding her head, jiggling his hips to fuck her mouth, and I had to think it wasn’t enjoyable for her, what with the sheer size of his cock.

      But Ella did her best.

      She moved, climbing up onto the couch beside Robbie, acting as though it would improve her oral service on his cock. Now, though, as she tucked a rogue strand of her hair back behind her ear and started sucking on him some more, she was able to look our way. Her eyes met mine as she took that huge thing impossibly far into her mouth.

      She wanted to catch my eye as she sucked his cock.

      She wanted me to notice something.

      Mary-Beth was frowning slightly, as though suspicious.

      I peered into her pretty green eyes as she bobbed down on my friend’s massive tool, and she did the same thing she’d done before, flicking her eyes downward to draw my attention to the pile of her clothes on the floor — the Playboy bunny outfit, the pantyhose, the bodysuit, the little black thong.

      ‘Feels good, buddy,’ Robbie said to me, his eyes connecting with mine. Trying to tempt me over to have her work my own cock.

      Robbie didn’t know I was caged.

      ‘Don’t you want a taste of her, Danny?’ Mary-Beth said. ‘Look how sweet she is, look at that magnificent ass, her soaking wet pussy…’

      And this was the moment I noticed that Ella wasn’t wearing her necklace anymore. Right now she was nodding her head over my friend’s humongous dong, and her neck was completely bare.

      Where was my key?

      Panic was beginning to rise inside me now. When you have your manhood locked up, even within a plastic cage, the sense that there is no key accessible is somewhat disturbing.

      Had Ella lost her necklace? Had she lost my key? When had she had it last?

      ‘Turn around, honey,’ Mary-Beth told Ella now. ‘Let’s make sure your tight little pussy is ready for a little… two-on-one…’

      We watched my gorgeous Ella turn to face Robbie, and then lie on her back at Mary-Beth’s direction, parting her legs to expose her gorgeous glistening-wet pussy. Robbie was only too delighted to kneel between her feet, and drop down to start lapping at her wet folds.

      I envied him a taste of her precious flower.

      He seemed to enjoy her flavor as much as I did, but Mary-Beth didn’t allow him to appreciate it for long. She had Ella up on all fours, facing us, and directed Robbie to enter her.

      Ella gazed at me as my friend knelt behind her, one hand on her hip, the other guiding his huge cock to her pussy. My secret girlfriend was doing her best to pretend she was hugely embarrassed by this — being forced to have sex like this in front of her otherwise platonic friend.

      She was still a little flushed from going down on Robbie, so her shame seemed authentic.

      She gave a long, low moan as Robbie slowly slid his colossal cock inside her from behind. Her eyes closed, her mouth opened, and she drew in a big breath of surprise and arousal.

      Beside me, Mary-Beth uttered her own little moan of arousal, not quite able to hide it.

      ‘Does that feel so good, honey?’ The Big Sister asked her Little Sister. ‘Does his cock feel so incredible inside you?’

      Ella moaned.

      ‘How would you feel having two inside you at the same time?’ Mary-Beth asked.

      Ella moaned again, a little louder.

      Mary-Beth turned to me. ‘Don’t you want to feel what it’s like? Your hard cock inside such a sweet, tight pussy? Giving it to such a beautiful girl…?’

      My cock was as thick as the cage would allow, watching Robbie slowly thrusting his hard dick inside my girlfriend right in front of us. The pressure was really getting uncomfortable, painful.

      Mary-Beth seemed to take my discomfort as being only natural for a guy watching another man fucking his secret crush like this.

      She smiled.

      My gaze locked on Ella’s, and she tried to give me that same signal again, flicking her eyes downward to indicate something on the floor.

      This time, Mary-Beth definitely caught it.

      Oops.

      ‘What is it you want, honey?’ Mary-Beth’s voice shook me out of my panicked daze. She was leaning toward Ella — she had noticed Ella trying to give me subtle signals.

      ‘You want him to join you, is that it? You want him too?’

      My secret girlfriend’s Big Sister turned to peer at me.

      ‘What is it you want him to — ?’ she asked, and I saw her eyes drop to the floor around my feet. She was trying to figure out what Ella was worried about on the floor down there.

      Then a big grin spread across Mary-Beth’s face. She leaned forward and grabbed something. Ella’s little black thong.

      Giggling, she asked Ella, ‘You want him to have this, is that it? Maybe a hint of your pheromones will get him…’

      She passed Ella’s underwear to me, saying, ‘You want these, Danny? I bet her pussy smells just wonderful… You want to see how she smells?’

      Yet she wasn’t handing me Ella’s panties, she was pressing them against my face. I could, indeed, detect the scent of her pussy. And it did smell wonderful.

      But as Mary-Beth giggled some more at forcing me to breathe through her Little Sister’s underwear, there was an odd little flash of silver, and something dropped out of Ella’s panties.

      The key.

      Oh, God. I felt so stupid. Ella had stashed the key in her underwear as she had taken it off. She had wanted me to find it so that I could release myself.

      Only right now, Mary-Beth had seen it drop.

      She said, ‘What the — ?’ And reached to pick it up off the floor.

      Ella’s Big Sister held up her silver necklace, on the end of which dangled the key to my chastity cage. My stomach dropped.

      ‘A key?’ she said. ‘She wanted you to have this key?’

      Mary-Beth peered down at me. She honestly had no clue as to why Ella might have wanted to secretly pass me a tiny silver key.

      I should have just grabbed it from her, said a bold ‘thanks’ and dashed out of there, fleeing the scene leaving Mary-Beth totally unenlightened. I could have come up with some excuse — I just couldn’t think of anything. My mind was blank, my body was frozen. I was the proverbial deer in headlights.

      I sat there, stunned.

      Mary Beth sat down on the couch beside me, close to me, draping herself over me. ‘What’s this the key for, honey?’ she said in a soft, soothing voice as though trying to lull me into a false sense of security.

      Her hand trailed all over my body. I don’t think she really knew what she was doing, she was somehow trying to seduce me into revealing what the key was for.

      She smelled of vanilla and almonds.

      ‘Nothing…’ I said.

      Mary-Beth glanced over at Ella, who was staring at us in open dismay. It amused her Big Sister hugely, but only made her more confused.

      Well, she wasn’t going to bully me into telling her what the key was for, and she wasn’t going to torture me. Unfortunately for me, her main strategy was to entice me into telling her what she wanted to know, to beguile me into giving her the information she craved, bewitch me…

      She put her hand on the bulge in my pants.

      And she caught her breath. ‘What the — ?’

      Now. Now I should have stood up, made a run for it. But I was paralyzed.

      Mary-Beth hopped off the couch, knelt in front of me, and her expert fingers made incredibly fast work of unfastening the fly of my pants before hauling them down my legs. The thought that passed through my head in that moment was that Mary-Beth had clearly been through her own apprenticeship program when she’d joined the sorority; she seemed highly trained in the art of pulling pants off a guy.

      And then I was sitting there with my pants and underwear around my ankles, thighs parted, manhood on display — confined in its hard black polycarbonate armor.

      ‘Oh my God…’ Mary-Beth gasped.

      All three of them were just staring at it for a long while, Robbie pulling out of Ella.

      I was burning with shame. What must Robbie have thought of me? I glanced at Ella, and she gave me the kind of apologetic smile that said all this was her fault, that she was in this with me now, we would take whatever was coming for us together.

      ‘What is it?’ Robbie said at last, breaking the ice.

      Mary-Beth put her hand on my cage, prodding it, grasping it, flicking it. ‘It’s a chastity cage,’ she said, looking up at me in wonder. ‘But what — ?’

      Her eyes locked on mine.

      She said, ‘When we were talking in the tavern earlier, in Finnegan’s Wake after your gig. You mentioned something about a girlfriend in another college…’

      ‘Yes,’ I said, not knowing where Mary-Beth was going with this, but hoping it was a way out.

      ‘I wasn’t really listening, but…’ She tweaked my cock cage. ‘She has you locked up?’

      I felt so humiliated. And yet Mary-Beth had somehow given me the answer to how I might protect Ella from the fallout.

      ‘She doesn’t trust me,’ I said, blushing furiously.

      ‘With good reason,’ Mary-Beth grinned, her fingers exploring the shape of my cage, stroking my cock through it. Then she said, in apparent wonderment, ‘You’re submissive…’

      I couldn’t help glancing over at Robbie. He looked completely confused, but he knew that Ella and I were engaged in a female-led relationship. I silently implored him to just go with it.

      He asked, ‘So why did Ella have the key to this thing?’

      Ella sat back on her haunches. ‘I know his girlfriend,’ she said quietly. ‘I knew her before she moved to his city. And because she knew I was at Bryson College too…’

      Mary-Beth nodded, like everything was falling into place. ‘She made you watch over him, huh? Makes sense. And you being in his English class…’

      Ella smiled, ‘Well, it meant he could help me out with my class assignments.’

      ‘So sweet,’ the Big Sister nodded.

      ‘Of course,’ Robbie said, trying to pretend he bought the whole story as though it would encourage Mary-Beth to do the same — though perhaps over-egging it a little.

      Then Mary-Beth said, ‘Only… now you like each other, don’t you?’ Like fucking Nancy Drew.

      She was looking between Ella and me, sizing up the chemistry between us. Ella gave me a kind of plaintive smile that seemed to admit she had feelings for me, that she was attracted to me, but that she knew she had to keep her hands off — for the sake of her friendship with my dear, dear fake girlfriend.

      I gave her a faltering smile that seemed to suggest I was a little surprised to find out that Ella liked me in that way.

      ‘Oh, this is so sweet,’ Mary-Beth said, awed. ‘It’s Romeo and fricking Juliet.’

      Hmm, not exactly, thought the English major part of my brain.

      ‘West Side Story,’ Mary-Beth tried again. ‘Guinevere and fucking Lancelot.’

      She ducked down as though she had to take a real close look at the cage to understand it fully. I was mortified. But Robbie was now grinning at me as though to say he already knew I was kinky, that it didn’t matter to him. That made me feel a little better, somehow.

      I felt Mary-Beth’s hot breath on my cock. Oh.

      ‘It’s so sexy…’ she said, gazing at it, fascinated. ‘I’ve never seen anything like it.’

      She touched her cheek to the side of my caged shaft, started rubbing her face against it like a cat cuddling up to its owner.

      ‘It’s bigger than I thought one of these would be,’ she said, wrapping her fingers around the shaft, holding it up. Leaning in to kiss the side.

      Oh.

      ‘Oh, it’s so sweet,’ she purred, and stroked the full length of my shaft with her tongue. ‘There’s no chance in hell you’ll keep this up for three more years of college…’

      She glanced over at Ella, who was sitting obediently awaiting her next command.

      ‘Especially if you two like each other,’ Mary-Beth said. ‘What a betrayal that would be, huh?’

      She was looking between us again, relishing the apparent chemistry between us, the temptation for us to violate my oath of chastity to my distant, imaginary girlfriend.

      ‘A submissive,’ Mary-Beth said again, in astonishment and awe.

      Then she touched her lips to the tip of my caged cock — and her head suddenly sank down, engulfing my polycarbonate-clad manhood with her hot, wet mouth.

      Oh my God.

      It felt amazing. I had to really hold on to avoid coming in one big quick explosion in her mouth.

      I glanced over at Ella, and now it was my turn to offer her an apologetic expression, as though it was my fault her Big Sister was sucking my cock, my fault it was sexually arousing for me, my fault I was cheating on her.

      Ella returned a reassuring smile. Her eyes silently telling me, Just go with it, my love.

      Mary-Beth held my caged cock in her mouth for a moment or two, and then withdrew, moaning with desire for this new toy. She said, ‘I want a submissive boyfriend… my God, that would be so hot…’

      Robbie was quietly chuckling.

      I just gazed down at Mary-Beth, horrified.

      She grinned and sat up. ‘But I can see you only have eyes for one beautiful sorority girl in this room, Chastity Boy.’

      She turned to Ella and said to her, ‘You know he’s yours if you want him, my love? I can’t believe he’d choose anyone over you if you wanted him. Not even a dominatrix girlfriend in another college somewhere miles away…’

      She stood up, and gazed at the little silver key on its necklace. ‘Well… I think it’s probably better if I take care of this little thing for now,’ she said. ‘I mean… I owe it to your sweet dominatrix girlfriend to keep you away from such obvious temptation, don’t I?’

      Mary-Beth put the necklace on, the key to my cock cage now residing on her chest.

      ‘You have to let him out at night,’ Ella insisted quietly. ‘It’s not good for him to be locked up at night.’

      Mary-Beth nodded. ‘Of course,’ she said, as if she knew that already. She seemed only too pleased to take over management of my chastity.

      But I felt kind of relieved, to be honest. The humiliation was beginning to cool off a little, and I got the impression that Ella’s position as apprentice in the Alpha Gamma Chi pledge initiation was no longer under threat — at least as far as her involvement in my chastity was concerned.

      Now we were all looking to Mary-Beth to figure out what would happen next.

      Ella’s Big Sister heaved a huge sigh and then turned to Ella. She said, ‘Well, I guess we’ll just go get someone else to help us with tonight’s training session.’

      My stomach lurched, my heart sank. Someone else? Mary-Beth was still planning on going through with this whole threesome training thing?

      The tall brunette stepped over to the door, but upon opening it, she paused, like Columbo about to say, ‘Just one more thing’ before asking the key question that pointed out he knew the guy he was talking to was the murderer.

      Then she stared pointedly at me and said, ‘You stay right there, Chastity Boy. Or else you won’t get your cage unlocked for tonight’s sleep.’

      It seemed quite clear Mary-Beth intended for me to stay and watch my crush have her instruction in the art of the ménage à trois.
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      When Mary-Beth left the room, there was a moment of stunned silence between the three of us left in there.

      Then Robbie said under his breath, ‘What the fuck, guys?’

      Ella looked over at me mournfully. ‘I’m sorry, I thought I could get you the key… then you’d have been able to just… do what Mary-Beth told you.’

      I shrugged. ‘I’m sorry I didn’t get what you were trying to tell me.’

      She pulled herself up from the couch, stepped over and crouched briefly to pick up her little black thong from where Mary-Beth had dropped it on the floor when she’d found the key to my cage.

      As she slipped her underwear back on, she leaned over to offer me an apologetic kiss. It was so sweet — and yet she was nervous to kiss me for long in case Mary-Beth suddenly came back.

      ‘Thank you for… well, you could have told her everything,’ she said to me, apparently guilty at my cage-based humiliation.

      ‘What the fuck is everything?’ Robbie asked, confused.

      Sitting back on the edge of Robbie’s couch, Ella told him quietly, ‘I wanted him to wear that thing. I mean, some guys into cuckolding like it. And it’s so sexy to own my guy like that…’

      Robbie grinned. ‘Only now… Mary-Beth owns you, dude.’

      ‘At least she doesn’t know about Ella and me,’ I pointed out, then I said to her, ‘I think you’re in the clear. She bought all that stuff about you knowing my girlfriend from before.’

      ‘Was that true? You have a girlfriend in another college?’ Robbie asked, getting the wrong end of the stick.

      ‘No,’ Ella and I said in unison.

      ‘We made up this thing about me having a girlfriend in another college as an excuse in case someone asks me out,’ I explained to Robbie, the old dork in me jumping up and down in reaction to the thought of me needing an excuse for when girls ask me out. Life moves in mysterious ways, huh?

      Robbie nodded. ‘Makes sense. And now she’s the reason you’re wearing that. And the reason Ella has the key… is because she was buddies with your fake girlfriend.’

      ‘Okay, but keep it to yourself,’ I told him firmly.

      Robbie nodded, then leaned forward to playfully cup Ella’s nearest breast. She turned to him and giggled, chiding him with an expression she wouldn’t use if she were in character as his apprentice. But in this moment, we were all breaking character.

      Robbie said to me, ‘Sorry you don’t get to fuck her with me, man. I mean…’ He stopped himself because it sounded weird.

      ‘I know what you mean,’ I said.

      ‘You know we’ll be together soon,’ Ella told me with a sweet smile. ‘Whenever we next get the chance…’

      She looked like she was about to get up, to scamper over and sneak me a kiss. But suddenly the door was opening again, so she stayed put.

      Then there was Mary-Beth again, surprising us by how quickly she had returned.

      ‘Okay then… I have a volunteer,’ she declared.

      And behind her came one of my other best friends, Marv.

      

      *

      

      I groaned as he came in.

      And then Kendra shuffled in behind him.

      Both of them getting a good look at me sitting there, my pants and underwear at my ankles, my cock squeezed into that tiny black chastity cage. Quite a startling sight for them. Humiliating for me. I was so shocked at their arrival that I completely forgot to cover myself up.

      Then I pulled my hands over my crotch to hide it, but by then it was already too late.

      And anyway, no sooner was Mary-Beth back in the room than she was sitting beside me again, draping herself all over me, slapping my hands to order me to expose myself completely. Her stern look told me that if I didn’t do what she told me, I would face the consequences.

      I had to keep my hands down at my sides. Mary-Beth gave me a satisfied smile. Everyone else was staring at my pathetic cock locked in its little black plastic prison.

      I felt a flood of hot acid swamp my body at the thought that now everybody in the fraternity, everybody in the sorority, would soon know that I was some kinky, freaky submissive with a cock so tiny it could fit into a weird little black plastic thing.

      I wanted to tell them my cock wasn’t this small; it was generally average, it got hard and could compare with most other guys — but my mouth was frozen shut.

      But what did it matter? What could I say, particularly to prevent Kendra from teasing me about this for the rest of my life?

      Marv seemed to take the sight in his stride of Robbie and Ella cuddling up on the couch completely naked. I suppose this whole situation was so insane, what could he do but go along with it?

      He smiled warmly at a suddenly coy Ella, gave a little salute to a highly amused Robbie, and promptly ordered Kendra to turn and face the wall so she couldn’t see Robbie or Ella at all.

      Then Mary-Beth suggested Robbie take a break, before saying to Marv and Ella, ‘So why don’t you two get yourself acquainted… and maybe when we’re ready, you can jump back in, Robbie?’

      Robbie sat on the armchair smiling at our buddy, Marv, at what was going on. At the fact that the gorgeous Ella was now on the bed, apparently about to have sex with him, too. Right in front of me.

      Marv seemed to be acting deliberately slowly, kneeling on the bed beside Ella in an old Under Armor t-shirt and chinos, but I saw that he was trying to figure out what was going on here.

      Mary-Beth had clearly told him that she had wanted me to assist on Ella’s threesome training, but I had been reluctant because I was trying to stay true to a girlfriend who was attending a different college. This girlfriend would have been news to Marv, but he had clearly not refuted anything Mary-Beth had told him. He was a smart one, Marv.

      ‘You okay, honey?’ Marv asked Ella.

      She smiled anxiously at him, said quietly, ‘I’m… just nervous…’

      ‘It’s her first threesome,’ Mary-Beth said. ‘It’s only natural to be nervous. But everything will be okay, sweetie, you’ll see.’

      Ella gave a shy smile.

      I glanced over to Kendra, who stood facing the wall beside Robbie, unable to see the bed, but clearly feeling humiliated by the thought of her best friend being told to have a threesome with her new man. Kendra was blushing furiously again, but the way she jiggled her knees and rubbed her thighs together suggested to me that this seriously turned her on.

      She turned toward me — she could see me from her place, though she couldn’t see the others — and flashed me a dark look. I pursed my lips, embarrassed that she could see I was wearing a chastity cage. I feared she would take that little nugget and use it against me in the future.

      But then we were both distracted from our mutual humiliation by the wet sounds of kissing on the bed.

      Marv was now making out with my girlfriend. God. He was a fairly big guy, like Robbie. Had the two of them been working out in the gym together since they’d been offered senior positions in the fraternity? Man, Marv had never seemed this buff in freshman year. His muscles bulged under his tight T-shirt.

      Ella knelt up and put her arms around Marv’s shoulders as she continued making out with him. I was smarting a little at yet another friend of mine getting to see my girlfriend topless, getting to touch her, kiss her. Grope her.

      ‘You sure you want to be here?’ Marv asked me, as Ella pulled off his shirt and kissed his bare chest. I realized he was covering up the fact that I was Ella’s cuckold, acting as though I was just a friend of hers. It reminded me how clever he was; he could think five moves ahead.

      ‘I want him to be here,’ Mary-Beth said sternly. ‘He needs to see this. Trust me.’

      Robbie was watching from his armchair, flashing an apologetic glance over at me. I gave him a shrug and a smile that said no hard feelings, it is what it is.

      Marv said to my girlfriend, ‘Your hands are shaking,’ amused as he stood up and Ella pulled down his pants to reveal tight boxer shorts and a huge bulge. She gave him a shy smile.

      Oh, God. Another friend with a big cock?

      I swear, mine was average. But right now I didn’t feel very average, the median dick size in the room had risen hugely.

      Ella was smiling ear-to-ear as she peeled off Marv’s underwear to expose his sizable erection. He wasn’t quite as huge as Robbie, but still.

      ‘Oh, she likes the look of that,’ Mary-Beth commentated. ‘Are you ready?’

      Ella sighed, ‘I think so…’

      

      *

      

      I glanced over at Kendra and saw her flash her eyes at hearing what was going on. She was livid, and yet it thrilled her. I could understand how it felt to contend with a confusing mix of emotions.

      My true love took Marv’s shaft in both hands and languished a slow lick upward from base to tip, gazing up at him. She was play-acting at being the obedient apprentice, but I could tell she liked fooling around with my friends, it added extra intensity to my cuckolding.

      ‘You’re so beautiful, honey,’ Marv said softly, putting a hand on Ella’s golden hair as she took his cock inside her mouth. I got the sense he was saying this purposefully in front of Kendra in order to rub it in that he was messing with her friend.

      ‘Oh yes… oh that feels good,’ he said as she started working his cock with her mouth.

      She could get more of Marv’s beast into her mouth than she could achieve with Robbie, and I think she enjoyed the oral experience a little more with him. Robbie seemed amused by it. I couldn’t help finding it hot that my sweet Ella was jamming yet another guy’s dick down her throat.

      I had been permanently wired that way, it seemed.

      She was so sexy, handling that thing, wrapping her hands and her lips around it. I wanted her more because she was sucking my friend’s cock. I wanted to kiss her dirty mouth.

      Marv just stood there moaning and laughing, telling Robbie, ‘She’s good, huh? A real live wire.’

      Robbie laughed with him. ‘Uh-huh.’

      I glimpsed Kendra looking distraught at her Master betraying her with her friend so publicly. But her eyes flicked to me — as though me witnessing this was her big fear, her big humiliation — and she seemed to try to mask her shame by peering at my cock in its cage, sneering at me, silently taunting me about it. Hinting that she was never going to let me live this down.

      But now Marv was dropping down onto the mattress, telling Ella to get on her hands and knees. He started kissing her body — focusing on her gorgeous ass — putting his hands all over her, playfully slapping her behind, burying his face between her thighs.

      I tried not to think that this could have been me, had I not tried a stupid move to prevent Mary-Beth from finding out I had a chastity cage on. Or if I’d realized Ella was trying to pass me the key in her underwear.

      Speaking of, Marv was now peeling off Ella’s little black thong, commenting on what a ‘pretty pussy’ she had as it was exposed to him.

      It struck me that Marv was taking control without stopping to ask further questions. Far less reluctant to infringe on my position as her secret boyfriend than Robbie had been. That was Marv’s nature, I guess. But he had been told to do this, and so was running with it.

      He threw the panties onto the floor. Mary-Beth hopped up from her place beside me and retrieved them, flashing me a wicked, mischievous grin before showing me Ella’s thong, pressing it up against my face. It seemed damper than before, her scent stronger in it.

      My tormentor clamped my secret girlfriend’s panties against my mouth and nose as Marv ducked down to lick her pussy while she was on all fours before him.

      Ella moaned loudly as Marv sucked on her pussy, reveling in the feeling of his mouth on her sex, and perhaps also of being on display like this. Was she getting a kick out of being watched?

      ‘He’s making her feel so good,’ Mary-Beth purred into my ear. ‘Does that just make you crazy?’

      I tightened my mouth, concealing my emotions. Mary-Beth knew I had a thing for Ella, that I could hardly deny now. But I wasn’t going to give her the satisfaction of goading me into pretending to be jealous, even though that would have furthered my goal of concealing the truth about being Ella’s cuckold.

      At the same time, I had to hide how turned on I was by what I was seeing.

      Marv had Ella turn onto her back, and wedged his face between her thighs, covering her slit with his mouth. I saw him working her juicy cunt with his eager tongue, and I envied him hugely.

      Ella crying out, ‘Oh my God…’

      My body pulsated with desire for her, and yet at the same time I didn’t want Marv to go down on her, that was my thing. I made her come that way. But I felt stupid, idiotic thinking that way, recognizing the dumb possessiveness, the Neanderthal territorial nature of my feelings.

      And anyway, Marv didn’t make her come that way. He was only sampling her, taking a little taste, wetting his beak.

      After a few moments he was pushing himself up, smiling broadly at her, telling her that he just wanted to fuck her, she was so hot.

      Ella said softly, ‘Please…’

      I felt the flush of shame sweep over me all over again. My eyes flicked to Kendra’s, and for a brief moment we almost seemed to share that same shame, though she imagined my shame was the cage. Her eyes flicked momentarily to my lap, and her expression changed back into a sneer. I looked away.

      Mary-Beth hopped up from our couch, letting Ella’s underwear drop to my lap. She was directing the gorgeous blonde onto all fours, telling her to face Robbie while Marv put on a condom.

      I was too overwhelmed to really react to the way Robbie crouched by the end of their couch, took hold of Ella’s hands, the two of them smiling at each other with clear desire as my friend leaned in to kiss my true love’s mouth, and she offered him her tongue almost immediately. Because Marv was rolling a condom onto his impossibly stiff dick, and shuffling into position between Ella’s knees.

      But then Robbie wasn’t kissing her for long. He stood up even while Marv lined up into position, and while one of my best friends pressed his crotch to my beloved Ella’s ass and squeezed his dick inside her pussy, another of my best friends fed his hard cock into her mouth.

      My sweet, beautiful Ella was being spit-roasted between two huge cocks, two buff guys grabbing hold of her and jerking their hips to shove their dicks into her at the same time.

      Oh my goodness.

      And Mary Beth put her mouth next to my ear and murmured, ‘So hot… you must be going insane, seeing them using her like that. Degrading her…’

      As she said this to me, she was rubbing the scented black satin of Ella’s thong against my nose, grinding it against my face. Trying to provoke me into storming out in a red-hot fury.

      Robbie and Marv were laughing. They’d never done anything like this before. It was wild. The wildest party ever. Just a few months ago they’d been awkward dorks who couldn’t even get a girl from Tinder to give them much more than a first date.

      Ella was moaning as I’d never seen, her body rippling and shuddering from impacts at both ends, her face hot and flushed, her hair damp with perspiration.

      Robbie just stood there stroking her hair, giving her a little breather, letting her do what she wanted with his cock while Marv started really pounding into her from behind. Ella was clinging onto Robbie’s cock, jamming her mouth onto it as though it was something to help her cope with the onslaught of Marv’s rough fucking. It made me think of a hospital patient hundreds of years ago being asked to bite down on something while some awful surgical procedure is carried out with little or no anesthetic.

      Ella seemed to be in her element, though.

      And Marv didn’t keep up the pounding for too long; then he was leaning over her, thrusting into her more slowly, sensually, pressing his body over her back, kissing her shoulder. Ella was laughing too, in amongst her moans, at such a crazy thing they were doing.

      But then Mary-Beth was on her feet again, directing things.

      ‘Let’s try switching places,’ she said, guiding Robbie over to where Marv was on the couch, urging Marv to saunter over to offer his cock for Ella’s mouth.

      But while Robbie was now putting on a condom, Marv stepped over to where Kendra was standing obediently facing the wall. He turned the pretty African-American girl toward him and kissed her deeply.

      Then he said to her quite clearly, ‘Your friend is so hot, sweetie. It feels so good, fucking her.’

      I heard Kendra gasp, but then Marv was kissing her again — his hand slipping under her skirt, expertly delving inside her panties to stroke her between the thighs. Kendra seemed to melt into his touch, completely surrendering to his hand on her pussy, moaning in pure bliss as he fucked her with his fingers.

      But, again, Marv stopped after only a few moments, leaving Kendra desperate for more.

      Now Robbie was kneeling on the couch behind Ella, guiding his huge cock into her as he grabbed her waist with both hands, and Marv was turning back to Ella’s face.

      ‘You’re getting a little hot under the hood, honey,’ Marv told Kendra. ‘Why don’t you take off some of those clothes? You know how I like to see you.’

      Marv waited a moment for Kendra to take in this demand. She hesitated, apparently horrified at what he was asking her to do. And then as he gave her a warning glare, she slipped off her skirt, and she peeled off her tank top, then stood there facing the wall in just her white lacy bra and panties.

      I couldn’t help staring at her, taking in the strange interplay between her and Marv, the extraordinary conflict in her demeanor of humiliation and intense arousal. She noticed me staring, of course, and glared at me, sticking out her tongue briefly like a spiteful schoolgirl.

      Now it was Marv’s turn to have Ella suck his cock — or at least hold on to it — while Robbie fucked her from behind. Robbie started slow, knowing he was bigger, but he was soon accelerating his pace too, stepping up to fuck her almost as roughly as Marv had been doing.

      She gagged briefly on Marv’s cock, but then Marv seemed to get what was going on, and stepped back to give her space. Robbie was so huge, he didn’t need to be inside her petite form for long before she was quite obviously racing toward orgasm.

      We all watched as she gripped hold of the edge of the couch cushion and just held on for dear life as Robbie rocked her world, her pert butt jiggling with every thrust as he pounded into her, his massive cock stretching her, squeezing into her body, grinding up against every sensory nerve within her pussy, driving her absolutely insane.

      She was a flushed, sweaty, whining mess as he gave her pussy the mother of all workouts — but she was so sexy. I couldn’t believe how much I wanted her.

      ‘He’s gonna make her come so hard,’ Mary-Beth was saying into my ear again, doing her best to asphyxiate me with Ella’s panties. ‘How does it feel? She can’t get enough of that big dick.’

      Ella’s brunette Big Sister thought she was trying to tease me for having a crush on the sweet blonde, taunt me because she was forcing me to watch other men fucking her. She thought she was going to make me insane with jealousy. But she was pressing all my cuckold buttons while I was watching the extraordinary display on the couch in front of me.

      I so nearly came in my cock cage while I watched Ella shuddering and shivering with a monumental orgasm wracking her petite body as Robbie slammed into her again and again.

      But I could use the pain of my thickened cock squeezed inside its plastic confinement to suppress my orgasm and control myself. That was one good thing about being caged.

      Ella’s training in the ‘art of the ménage à trois’ was not done with the conclusion of her orgasm, however.
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      Mary-Beth was directing again, suggesting that it was time for Ella to ride Marv.

      Marv was over by Kendra now, leaning back against the wall beside her, kissing her. He handed Kendra something — a condom. Murmured something into her ear.

      As Robbie was pulling back from Ella, we saw Kendra drop down to her knees, clutching the condom. And now she was using her mouth to put the latex sheath on her Master’s hard cock so that her friend could fuck him. I couldn’t believe how many layers of humiliation he was inflicting on Kendra — but it all fed her arousal more and more.

      As Marv stepped back, his manhood covered in rubber, he called out to Kendra, ‘Take them off, sweetheart. Let me see.’

      Now the big guy was sitting down on the couch in a space vacated by Ella, watching as Kendra faced further humiliation being ordered to remove her underwear. She did it, without complaint, but she was obvious in avoiding my gaze while she got naked.

      She was beautiful, beyond her spiteful hatred of me and my ilk; I could see why Matt was so taken with her.

      Then Mary-Beth said softly to Kendra, ‘Why don’t you turn around, my dear? Then you’ll get to see your Master enjoying your best friend…’

      It was cruel, both in forcing Kendra to expose her front view to the rest of the room, and watch her man fucking another woman — her BFF, no less.

      Marv said, ‘Yeah, that’s a good idea,’ then added, ‘Put your hands down, sweetie, let me enjoy the sight of you.’

      Kendra was blushing furiously again, the redness spreading across her warm caramel skin, darkening her complexion as she obeyed her Master and removed her hands from in front of her breasts and her fully-shaven pussy.

      Her eyes flicked over to me, as though she wanted to bask in the humiliation of being exposed to her nemesis like this.

      Then she stuck out her tongue at me again.

      Meanwhile, Ella had climbed onto Marv’s lap as he sat on the couch like a king on his throne. Mary-Beth stood and went over to them, stroking Ella’s long, golden hair as she began to slowly move with Marv’s hard dick buried deep inside her.

      ‘You’re doing so well, sweetie,’ Mary-Beth said, making me think there was precious little actual training going on here. It was more a kind of immersive learning experience, I guess.

      Mary-Beth wandered over to Robbie to whisper a few words into his ear, and then he gave her a little nod, and went over to hop onto the couch beside Marv, allowing Ella to take hold of his cock in her hands — and in her mouth — while she rode Marv.

      Oh, man.

      It was a totally intense session, I can tell you. We watched Robbie lying along the couch on his back so Ella could ride him. Ella seated on the couch while Marv knelt to fuck her missionary-style. Ella lying stretched out on the floor while Robbie fucked her pussy and Marv straddled her head to carefully fuck her mouth.

      Mary-Beth particularly liked having Ella lean over me while one of my friends fucked her standing up from behind. She relished Ella gazing deep into my eyes while another man rammed his huge cock into her again and again, her body pushed onto me, her hands tensing up as they obediently held onto mine.

      And Marv relished fucking Ella up against the wall right beside Kendra, drilling into his apprentice the fact that he was fucking her friend so much, so hard, and enjoying every moment.

      Poor Kendra. It seemed like she was being punished as much as I was, though in the crazy logic of this setting, there was no justification for her punishment — she was doing everything she was told. On the other hand, Mary-Beth seemed to be punishing me for not giving in to the temptation to cheat on my (fake) girlfriend.

      Honestly, I lost count of how many orgasms they gave to my sweet Ella.

      I’d thought perhaps the female body might be capable of two or three orgasms in one sitting, but this was ridiculous, she completely blew away my assumptions of what was physically possible for a woman.

      And through it all, she kept gazing into my eyes when she got the chance—and when Mary-Beth wasn’t looking—to make it clear to me how much she loved me, how we would get through all this and get to the other side. That this stuff with Robbie and Marv was just sex, just a glorified gym session.

      The room got so hot, those three bodies getting so physical with each other, all those muscles flexing, joints working, genitals mashing together. The air conditioning couldn’t keep up, so it got seriously stuffy in there, humid like a tropical rainforest before a thunderstorm, the pungent smell of sex saturating the air.

      I couldn’t believe how hot it was to see Ella sandwiched by two enthusiastic guys — by my friends. But I was now more experienced in protecting my caged cock from serious pain, keeping myself calm in the face of extreme stimulation.

      I could cope. I could suppress my feelings, I could hide my response.
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      Finally, Mary-Beth decided enough was enough, and it was time for Ella to kneel dutifully on the floor, gazing up at her two lovers as they gave their big dicks a final tug, before pumping their thick, white come all over her gorgeous body.

      Ella was laughing, moaning with contentment as streak after streak of hot come splashed over her face, her breasts, her stomach.

      Kendra looked disgusted, but I got the impression she was happy her man hadn’t come inside her friend.

      Perhaps that particular challenge was yet to come.

      ‘You can go get yourself cleaned up, sweetie,’ Mary-Beth said at the end, tossing Ella the panties she’d been using as my gag.

      Then she said to my two newly-drained friends, ‘Thanks, fellas.’ Dismissing them from the room.

      Like she was in charge of Ella, not Robbie.

      I suppose she was ultimately in control of all of us, though, right? And now she had the key to my damn chastity cage.

      They all left except Mary-Beth — Kendra sticking out her tongue at me one last time before filing out of the room behind her Master.

      I took in the sight of her waiting patiently for the others to leave, enjoying the power she seemed to hold over us all. But gazing at her, it struck me that I only really needed her to unlock my cage. But what then? If Ella wasn’t my key holder anymore, why would I want to put the cage back on in the morning?

      I didn’t have to impress Mary-Beth. I wasn’t the one who had to pass an apprenticeship program to join a sorority. The more I thought about it, the more I was certain Mary-Beth shouldn’t have any real power over me.

      Mary-Beth closed the door and perched down on the couch beside me, saying, ‘So, my handsome submissive…’

      I got the impression she had a little thing for dominance.

      For now, though, I felt like taking the wind out of her sails. I said, ‘If my girlfriend asks Ella if she has me under control, and Ella has to say someone else has my key… well, she’s not going to be happy.’

      Mary-Beth wrinkled her nose, as though she realized she didn’t really have any control over me. That she would have to let me out of my chastity cage, or seem like a bad person, and then I probably wouldn’t put it back on if only she had the key.

      She couldn’t blackmail me by threatening to do bad things to Ella. I would complain, and then Mary-Beth would be the one in trouble.

      She said softly, ‘I don’t really care about your girlfriend. I care about my Little Sister. And I think she really holds a torch for you, Danny.’

      Oh.

      She was peering at me, like she was still trying to figure me out.

      She sat back, put her hand gently on my cock cage, as though inspecting it with the tips of her fingers. ‘It’s so obvious you have a crush on her, too,’ she said quietly, leaning into me to stroke my cock cage, pressing the smooth, soft, warm skin of her leg that was exposed by her short skirt up against my thigh.

      ‘You guys would be so good together,’ she said.

      ‘She’s not ready to settle down,’ I said.

      Mary-Beth nodded.

      ‘You’re playing the long game, is that it?’ she said. ‘You think she needs to sow her wild oats for a while, and when she’s ready for a nice guy to offer her something long-term and stable, you’ll throw your hat into the ring?’

      ‘She wants to have the college experience. All of it.’

      ‘You need to be careful. You might think you’re biding your time, waiting for the perfect moment to come along and sweep her off her feet. But by then, maybe she’s met someone else who makes her feel like you do now. Maybe you’ll have missed the boat.’

      I scratched my head. ‘I thought Alpha Gamma Chi was supposed to encourage its members to be party girls, not settle down with the first frat boy they fall for.’

      She nodded, and now I saw that she had the little silver key in her hand, which she used to unlock my cage. The pressure on my manhood lifted instantly as she disconnected the cage from the base and removed it. Then Mary-Beth’s hand returned to my cock, which she touched as though trying to figure out how to remove the rest of the cage, the base ring pressed up against my body, which circled underneath and behind my balls.

      I was able to control my arousal, though her fingers felt so good on my sensitive shaft. I was getting good at this control thing.

      She seemed disappointed that she wasn’t making my dick hard.

      ‘You have to stand up to take that part off?’ she asked me, tugging on the base ring. ‘Yeah, not going to get it off like this,’ I said, indicating the fact that she was draping a leg over mine now.

      She made way for me to get up from my couch, then slip my equipment out of the base ring so that I was entirely free of the contraption.

      ‘You’re right, Ella should get to have fun in college,’ Mary-Beth said while I was removing the base ring. ‘She should get to fuck the hottest guys in school — she’s absolutely gorgeous, she’ll get to have practically whoever she wants.’

      I nodded, being careful to control my arousal, though it was more difficult now she was talking about Ella having sex with other guys.

      Mary-Beth continued, ‘But if she’s not careful, she’ll get hung up on some idiot football player — or pregnant by one — who blows out his ACL and ends up a secondhand car salesman in Tulsa, and she gets trapped for the rest of her life…’

      ‘Hey, I have an aunt who lives in Tulsa,’ I chuckled.

      Mary-Beth smiled. ‘You know what I see in Ella? A beautiful person who deserves a life of love and happiness. She deserves someone who really gets her. Who really loves her.’

      I was confused by Mary-Beth.

      ‘But you want to train her in the art of the ménage à trois,’ I said, pointing to the conflict in her view of her Little Sister.

      ‘The Sorority wants me to train her in the art of the ménage à trois,’ she said, standing up and grabbing hold of my manhood before I could pull up my pants and my underwear.

      I forced myself to keep calm, not to get an erection with her hand around my junk.

      ’When she was fucking your friends,’ she said quietly, ‘I wanted you to watch so you’d get angry. Jealous. I thought maybe you’d snap, and storm out in disgust.’

      I shrugged.

      ‘You enjoyed watching her, didn’t you?’ she said.

      I felt my stomach drop.

      Then I felt my manhood start to thicken, the heat of arousal blooming inside my loins.

      Mary-Beth’s eyes flashed as she detected the stirring of my cock in her hand. ‘It turns you on, doesn’t it? Thinking about her fooling around with other guys? When she was sucking on Marv’s hard cock… when Robbie squeezed his ridiculous thing into her tight little pussy…’

      Oh, man. I couldn’t help it. I was rock hard now.

      She gasped at how I responded to her words, gazing down at my full erection.

      ‘How the hell can something that big fit into something this small?’ she said in wonderment, holding up my cock cage to compare it to the cage.

      ‘I have to wait until it’s soft,’ I grinned.

      ‘It’s so weird, isn’t it? How much they grow?’

      She pumped my dick a few times in wonderment. I forced myself not to respond, thinking about awful things — death, famine, pestilence, K-Pop Demon Hunters — in order to get my hard-on to soften.

      She said softly, ‘Have you ever heard about something called cuckolding, Danny?’

      Uh.

      Wait, what?

      ‘It’s when guys love it when their women sleep with other guys; they get off on it. Some of them even want to watch…’

      Death… famine… No more hiding, I’ll be shining/Like I’m born to be…

      ‘I think you’re a cuckold, Danny. You are head over heels in love with Ella, but you like the thought of her having fun dating other guys… making out with other guys… fucking other guys…’

      It was no good. My erection was back, and harder than ever. The human lie detector.

      Mary-Beth gasped again. I was giving her a whole bunch of surprises today, huh?

      She looked up into my eyes. ‘You are,’ she said, squeezing my massive (well, okay, it wasn’t anything like Robbie’s) hard-on.

      ‘She deserves to have fun,’ I said, trying to play it down. Worried she was going to accuse me of being Ella’s cuckold all along, of dating her and then helping her lie about it so she could get into the Sorority.

      Was all that so stupid?

      Mary-Beth wasn’t angry, though. She was smiling. ‘Oh my God, do you know how hot that is?’ she said. ‘If you were dating her… you would want her to sleep with other guys if she felt like it?’

      I felt my insides squirming. Mary-Beth seemed delighted about me being a cuckold, but what did that mean? Would she use that against me? She would blackmail me to do whatever she wanted for fear that she would let my shameful secret out into the college at large?

      ‘What are you going to do?’ I said to her, dejected, despondent, defeated. Accepting that whatever kind of a battle this had been, she had won. She now had power over me, too.

      Mary-Beth let go of my cock. She stepped back and smiled warmly at me. ‘I’m going to have a little talk with our sweet Ella,’ she said. ‘I think you should take her out on a nice little date… and enjoy yourselves… and admit to each other that you’re crazy about each other…’

      I raised an eyebrow, totally baffled now.

      Mary-Beth said, ‘And because I will have explained something about cuckolding to her, she will understand how you feel about her, and she will know how unbelievably lucky she is to have a guy who loves her so completely — and wants her to sleep with other guys!’

      Seriously?

      Mary-Beth laughed with pure delight.

      Was this some kind of trap? I couldn’t believe what she was saying.

      I pulled up my boxer shorts and my pants. ‘You’re saying I should date Ella… and she’ll just sleep with other guys if she wants to?’

      Mary-Beth put a finger to her lips, her eyes silently warning me. ‘We’ll have to keep it a secret. The whole cuckold thing… well, it’s not exactly accepted by mainstream society. If it got around Bryson that you’re a cuckold… And that Ella had a boyfriend she was constantly cheating on…’

      I couldn’t believe it. My secret girlfriend’s Big Sister seemed to be on board with our cuckolding relationship. And as I saw it, all we had to do was pretend Mary-Beth had thought of it first.

      I tried out the pretense, saying slowly, ‘You think I should date her… and…’

      Mary-Beth said, ‘You date her in secret. Nobody knows you’re hers. She gets to enjoy a ‘normal’ college experience, dating plenty of guys, not getting too hung up on any of them because she’s totally smitten with you… and then when you guys graduate, you get married…’

      ‘Sounds like you have our lives all planned out,’ I said with a bemused smile.

      ‘I’m her Big Sister,’ she grinned. ‘It’s my job to make sure she’s happy. You’ll get married, and then you’ll let her have secret affairs… and you’ll both be so into it…’

      I was burning up inside.

      ‘And you’ll keep all this a secret from your Sorority sisters?’ I asked her.

      She pondered. Then she said, ‘You don’t need to worry about that. I might need to mention it to leadership. But the secret will stay safe.’

      She held up my cage. ‘I’ll give this back to Ella, huh? But maybe she won’t need it if you decide to say a fond farewell to your long-distance girlfriend.’

      Oh, yeah. My long-distance girlfriend. I’d forgotten about her.

      Mary-Beth said quietly, ‘You know she’s probably banging someone else already, right? I mean, when you’re coming out of high school, you think these long-distance relationships are gonna work, but none of them do…’

      I nodded, giving her the win. Goodbye, long-distance girlfriend. It was fun while it lasted.

      She smiled, hugely satisfied.

      ‘I like you, Danny,’ she said before leaving the room. ‘I think you’ll be good for Ella. I’ll need to adjust her training program so she’s confident in how to cuckold you properly. But then maybe you could do with some classes in how to be a good cuckold, too, huh?’

      ‘Classes?’

      She laughed. ‘You’re a submissive, honey. You’ll love it.’
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      Ella was with Robbie in his room and had changed back into her regular — non-bunny — clothing. She smiled brightly as I followed Mary-Beth into the room, before remembering I was supposed to be her platonic friend and she’d just been ‘humbled’ in front of me by having my friends spit-roast her. She was supposed to feel some kind of shame or humiliation at what she’d been required to do in front of me — so after momentarily revealing her delight in seeing me, she took on more of a bashful look, even flushing with quiet embarrassment. However, that part might have been my imagination.

      Mary-Beth murmured something to Robbie as Ella said, ‘Hey,’ to me, raising her hand in greeting, like she was wondering if we were still friends.

      ‘Hey,’ I said with a reassuring smile. ‘How you doing?’

      She offered me a resigned smile in return. ‘Tired. I wasn’t… I didn’t think… I mean… that they’d make you watch me with them…’

      She was being apologetic, though there was a sparkle in her eyes that she couldn’t quite hide that said that deep down, she believed I must have quite enjoyed watching her getting it from both ends — and from my friends, no less. That she understood the cuckold drive within me.

      ‘I know they have to make things challenging for you,’ I said quietly, acting the understanding friend with a secret crush.

      We shared a moment of silent affection — just a look between us in which warmth was expressed subtly enough that nobody else would catch it. Both of us declaring our love for each other without having to state anything overt or obvious. It made me feel immensely calm, reassured, loved.

      Then Mary-Beth turned to us, to Ella, saying calmly, ‘Your Master has said you can return to the Sorority tonight, Ella. That you can enjoy some downtime after such a demanding session.’

      Ella smiled brightly at Robbie. ‘Thank you, sir,’ she said quietly.

      Robbie said, ‘Of course, Ella. Get some good rest, huh?’

      He smiled at her like some respected teacher, not like a guy who had just railed her in a threesome with one of his best buddies. But, hey, we lived in interesting times.

      Mary-Beth turned to me and said, ‘Thank you for your help today, Danny.’ Like I had just bagged her groceries for her at the store checkout, or something.

      ‘Sure,’ I said, watching the tall brunette put an arm around her Little Sister and usher her out of the room.

      Robbie broke out into a broad grin as the door closed behind them, leaving only us there. He said, ‘Tell me that was like, fricking incredible for someone like you.’

      I raised my eyebrows. ‘It was completely insane.’

      He said, ‘I mean, you know I would never have… I wouldn’t have done anything like that to you unless I knew you were into it nowadays…’

      Suddenly worried for our friendship again. Ah well, Marv had just fully accepted that I was a cuckold now, it seemed — Robbie still couldn’t quite believe it was real.

      ‘I don’t think I would have chosen… to have my friends do that to my girlfriend… but I think she had a good time, so…’

      ‘You’re so messed up,’ he laughed, but he wasn’t judging me, it was more like he was impressed.

      ‘What was Mary-Beth saying to you?’ I asked him.

      He shrugged. ‘She said there was something new we were going to try with Ella. That she had to talk to Sorority leadership about it first, but… I don’t know, some kind of new direction. I don’t know, maybe she thought it was too much for her, the threesome stuff?’

      I shook my head, ‘No, I don’t think she thought that at all.’

      He seemed puzzled. Then he seemed to remember something he was going to ask me: ‘Hey, what the hell is that thing they’re making you wear?’

      He was referring to my cock cage, of course.

      I tried not to be ashamed, though I could feel the blush heating up my cheeks. ‘It’s just… well, it’s, like, part of how Ella wanted to cuckold me. She makes me wear that… and then I can’t jerk off while I wait for her to cuckold me, I have to wait until she comes back to sleep with me before I can take it off.’

      ‘How often does she make you wear it?’

      I sighed. ‘All the time, now. Except at night when I sleep.’

      Robbie was stunned. ‘You can’t jerk off all day?’

      I shook my head.

      ‘Jeez, you must have a heck of a lot of time on your hands, dude,’ he laughed.

      And actually, amusingly enough, he had a point. Since I had started dating Ella, and she had taken control of my sexual activities, I had gotten a heck of a lot more done with my life. Developing my keyboard proficiency — learning bass guitar. Playing with a band.

      I guess I had spent quite a lot of time jerking off during Freshman Year before Ella had come out of left field to date me.

      ‘I’ve been learning bass guitar,’ I reminded him, and he nodded like it all made sense, it all clicked, it all fitted together like some master plan.

      ‘You’re not gonna persuade me to wear one of those, though, dude,’ he laughed.

      I grinned. ‘No, I would never imagine I would.’

      ‘Mary-Beth really seemed to like it, huh? She wants you to get rid of that long-distance relationship you made up to avoid dating anyone else.’

      I hesitated. Then I figured I might as well tip him off to what was coming. I said, ‘Funnily enough, when she made me watch you guys fucking Ella, she was trying to make me jealous because she thought once the pledge initiation’s over, Ella would want to date me.’

      ‘That’s what she was doing?’

      ‘Only… because I didn’t get jealous… and I guess I didn’t hide it very well that I enjoyed watching her… have fun with you guys… she thinks she can train me to be a cuckold.’

      ‘She what-the-fuck?’ he said, astonished.

      ‘She said she believes I might be into cuckolding,’ I chuckled. ‘She thinks if I end my long-distance relationship, I could secretly date Ella and provide her long-term emotional stability while she also gets to make the most of her college experience by sleeping with lots of other guys…’

      Robbie just stared at me for a moment. ‘Seriously? She wants you to date Ella secretly… and Ella’s going to cuckold you…’

      He was confused. I didn’t blame him.

      ‘It’ll be how it was when Ella started dating me,’ I explained. ‘Except that now Mary-Beth will know. And she seems to think she needs to somehow train Ella and me to be in a cuckold relationship.’

      ‘Oh man… but that’s good, isn’t it?’

      I shrugged. ‘I guess so. But she thinks she needs to get the green light from the Sorority leadership, so…’

      He nodded. ‘And they’ll keep it a secret, right? I mean, they’re not going to start telling everyone in the fraternity that you’re a cuck?’

      I shook my head. ‘Mary-Beth said she understands how cuckold is seen in mainstream society. She’s going to help us keep it all a secret. And she doesn’t want people to think Ella’s constantly cheating on her boyfriend, so…’

      Robbie patted me on the shoulders. ‘Sounds like good news to me, Bud. So you think I still get to bang her?’

      It was half-joking, but only half. Maybe not even that. I knew how much he must have enjoyed being with Ella. She was pretty incredible.

      ‘You’re still her Master,’ I pointed out. ‘She still has to complete her apprenticeship.’

      ‘Well, you have my permission to be her cuck, dude,’ he grinned. ‘Whatever you need, huh?’
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      I did actually get a good night’s rest, in my own bed.

      I mean, I would have preferred to snuggle up with Ella, maybe enjoyed the thrill of being with her after she’d had such a thrilling adventure with my friends. Yet I knew she needed to sleep, she needed rest and recovery — and it wasn’t like someone else was getting to sleep with her tonight instead of me.

      In the morning, I was chatting with Matt about the band, about our music, about the gig. It struck me that he had no idea what had happened, and yet I was somehow reluctant to talk about it. I felt guilty that his crush had been there, forced to strip off in front of me and the others. That I had seen her naked while he had been sleeping, unaware.

      But I needed to say something, because things were changing.

      I said, ‘Mary-Beth was trying to make me jealous last night after you left.’

      ‘Jealous?’

      ‘After you left. She made me watch Ella have a threesome with Marv and Robbie.’

      I watched his face transform as I dropped this little dramatic revelation, his eyes widening, his jaw dropping.

      ‘Robbie and Marv?’

      I pursed my lips and nodded, shrugged. ‘I guess she thought it would be extra bad for me to watch her fucking two of my best friends at the same time,’ I said.

      Matt didn’t seem shocked, so much as envious. ‘Was it weird? That it was Marv and Robbie?’

      I shrugged. ‘Sure. The whole thing’s weird. But in a weird way, at least I knew them. And they know how it is for me. They understand.’

      ‘Man, they must have loved getting to… well, you know. With her.’

      ‘They did seem to enjoy themselves.’

      ‘And Mary-Beth was trying to get you jealous, making you watch? Did she figure out your secret?’

      For a brief moment, I thought he was referring to my chastity cage, and was horrified he knew about it. Then I realized he meant being a cuckold.

      ‘Kind of,’ I said with a sigh. ‘I was trying not to react to what I was seeing… I didn’t want her to get the satisfaction of making me jealous. But it meant… well, she could see I was kind of turned on by what Ella was doing. And she said she could tell that Ella and I have feelings for each other — although she thinks we’ve been keeping that secret from each other.’

      Matt was fascinated, on the edge of his seat. ‘What happened? Did she say something about it? Are you in… trouble? Is Ella in trouble?’

      I shook my head. ‘She asked me if I’d heard of cuckolding… I lied and told her I knew nothing about it, because I didn’t want the truth about Ella and me to come out. Then she said she thought I might be a cuckold.’

      ‘What’s she going to do about it?’ Matt said, nervous like I was about to tell him Mary-Beth was going to exile Ella from Alpha Gamma Chi and get me kicked out of the fraternity or something.

      I laughed, which seemed to put him more at ease. ‘She said it was a good thing. Like she thinks it’s rare, and like some kind of miracle that I am one.’

      ’A good thing…?’

      ‘She said it’s obvious Ella and I have feelings for each other — and now she wants me to be Ella’s cuckold.’

      ‘Oh,’ Matt said, stunned. Then he asked, ‘So that means everything’s out in the open now? You can just… date Ella, and then nobody has to hide anything?’

      I shook my head. ‘Not really — Mary-Beth said she knows it would ruin my reputation around college if people know I’m a cuckold, and Ella’s reputation if people know she’s actively sleeping around, while having a cuckold boyfriend.’

      ‘Oh,’ Matt said again, confused.

      ‘So you’re not going to be her cuckold?’

      ‘Mary-Beth wants to train me to be her cuckold,’ I chuckled. ‘Only she says it all has to be kept a strict secret.’

      ‘She’s not going to tell anyone in the Sorority?’

      ‘Well… she said she’d talk to Ella about the cuckolding thing. Explain it, I guess. And that she’d inform the leadership she wanted to try this. But she thinks they’ll recognize the value of Ella having a cuckold boyfriend and likely agree to maintain secrecy,’ I explained.

      ‘Wow,’ Matt smiled. ‘Well… congratulations, I guess?’ He laughed. ‘How the Hell is Mary-Beth going to train you to be a cuckold?’

      ‘I’m not sure,’ I laughed with him. ‘But she really seems to have this thing about training people, huh? I guess she just wants to dominate me and Ella. Interfere with things.’

      Later that morning, I was starting to get antsy because I hadn’t had a text message from Ella after such a dramatic night. I tried to keep calm, figuring she was probably sleeping really late after everything that had happened.

      Then, after a bite to eat, I was heading over to the Music Faculty for a little peace and quiet to practice the piano, when I received a text message from a number that wasn’t in my contact list.

      At first I thought it might be a spam message trying to recruit me for some fictional work-from-home scam job. But it was from Mary-Beth, telling me she had spoken to Ella and I could come by Alpha Gamma Chi at 8 pm to pick her up for our first date.

      First date?

      Well, now my afternoon suddenly transformed from a long practice session in a music room into an impromptu visit to the mall to find some new clothes for my date. Nothing I owned seemed good enough, after all.

      I guess maybe the shopping expedition was about more than just finding an outfit for my date. I had so many questions whirling around my head, I needed distraction.

      Mary-Beth had arranged for me to start dating Ella, then. But from what she’d said before, it would be dating her secretly. So I had to look good to look like I was trying to impress Ella, but not so good that it was obvious to everyone else in the sorority that I was taking her out on an actual date.

      Then she would ‘train’ me as Ella’s cuckold. What would that involve?

      I went over to the sorority dead on time, looking smart but not flashy.

      As I walked in, I saw somebody I recognized — Tiffany. She gave me a warm smile, though not as flirty as the last time I’d talked to her. ‘Oh, hey, Danny. Mary-Beth told me if you came in, I should ask you to go up to her room.’

      I nodded, thanked her. From the way she said, ‘Of course,’ and smiled at me again, it made me suspect she believed Mary-Beth and I might be becoming an item. She wasn’t jealous, more like supportive, and apparently not resentful that I’d been snapped up by someone else — because it was by a sorority sister, and a senior one at that.

      I wandered upstairs toward Mary-Beth’s room, the location of which I just about remembered from my tour of the sorority.

      I knocked on the door, and it was Mary-Beth who answered it. It felt oddly like I was a boy collecting his Prom date from her house, faced with her parents on the doorstep.

      ‘Hello, Danny, come in,’ she said, warm and welcoming, but with a hint of uncertainty.

      Inside, Ella was nervously standing by Mary-Beth’s desk, looking absolutely gorgeous in a tight white top and black leggings, with a gray suede jacket over the top. I could tell she was also trying to look like this wasn’t a proper date, that we were going to be hanging out as friends this evening.

      ‘So,’ Mary-Beth nodded, approving how I looked. ‘You two have strict instructions tonight.’

      Ella and I glanced at each other. She smiled, and actually blushed.

      Mary-Beth said, ‘I’m not interested in you two having a nice, fun night out together as best buddies. You’ve done all that enough. You’re both really into each other, and I know it. Tonight, you’re crossing the line. Once you’re away from the Sorority, you’re holding hands, you’re telling each other how good you look, you’re sharing your first kiss before you even get to the restaurant.’

      I raised my eyebrows. Ella gave me a coy smile. We were already pretending that what Mary-Beth was suggesting was kind of shocking. Pretending we were not already intimate together.

      Ella’s Big Sister said, ‘You’ll have a nice little dinner and talk about how it’s going to be. About how you’re going to date each other in secret, and how you are going to be Ella’s submissive cuckold, Danny.’

      ‘Uh… right,’ I said a trifle sheepishly, as though I was embarrassed to be called a cuckold in front of someone like Ella.

      ‘I’ve explained the whole cuckolding thing to Ella,’ Mary-Beth told me. ‘And she understands how insanely hot it is. And that since you’re obviously so into it, the kindest thing would be to let you experience it. And that it’s the best thing for you both.’

      I was amused at how Mary-Beth was so desperately trying to engineer a relationship that already existed. But hey, it was best for us to go along with her wishes.

      ‘Then after dinner, you have a room booked at the Motel 6 out by the highway. You’ll spend the whole night together — and you’ll get past the whole friends thing quickly.’

      She gazed at Ella, and Ella nodded and said quietly, ‘Sure.’

      Mary-Beth said, ‘I want to test your chemistry. I want evidence for how it goes between you before I go to Sorority leadership with this. You can take your time; you’ll have your privacy to get used to each other as being more than friends; you can record it whenever you finally feel most comfortable to do it. But I want to see that you’re both really into this.’

      This was the stunning part, then.

      She wanted us to make a sex tape.
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      ‘I guess… if we weren’t really into each other, if there wasn’t any chemistry after all… it would be obvious in a video clip,’ Ella said as our Uber pulled away from the curb.

      We had entered the vehicle separately — I had gone downstairs and into the car first, then we’d waited a few minutes before Ella had appeared and joined me. So it wasn’t apparent to any witnesses in the Sorority that we were even going out together.

      ‘A sex tape,’ I said quietly so the driver couldn’t hear, as though correcting her label of it.

      She grinned, and squeezed my hand. ‘We won’t have any real trouble making one, will we?’

      I smiled and shook my head. ‘Well, no. But we’re supposed to act as though it’s a huge deal. We’re friends being pushed to become way more than friends.’

      Ella leaned over to me and offered me her hand to hold. ‘We’re supposed to tell each other how good we look, remember?’ She grinned.

      ‘You look incredible,’ I said, taking her hand, gazing into her eyes.

      ‘We’re supposed to share our first kiss before we get to the restaurant,’ she giggled.

      ‘Technically we’ve already done that.’

      ‘Well, I think it should mean first kiss from when she said I’m supposed to date you.’

      I grinned — I wasn’t going to complain, being required to kiss someone as beautiful as Ella. She put a hand to my face, stroked my cheek as she gazed at me with adoring eyes. Then she gently tugged my head toward hers, and we were making out in the back of an Uber.

      Kind of exciting, though I thought the driver might be uncomfortable with it. We were out on a date. A proper date. And we were expected to have sex later, at a seedy motel of all places.

      We had a nice dinner at a steakhouse that was walking distance from our motel.

      Ella joked that we were supposed to be talking about cuckolding.

      She said Mary-Beth had explained it to her, and persuaded her that it was sexy as hell — a woman getting to sleep with whoever she wanted, and always be able to return to the emotional stability of a man who loved her intensely, who was actually turned on by her sexual liberation.

      But now we were supposed to discuss the details — how I had come to have this fantasy, and the kind of thing I hoped for long-term.

      We were supposed to talk about what it would be like to date each other, fall in love, and for Ella to keep dating other men on the side.

      ‘But we’ve talked about all that,’ she grinned. ‘When we started dating. And beyond.’

      It made our dinner more relaxing.

      I did ask her if Mary-Beth had dropped any clues as to what she expected to do in attempting to ‘train’ us to undertake a cuckold relationship.

      ‘I’m not sure,’ she said. ‘She seemed totally taken by how submissive you are, though. I think she likes the idea of me dominating you. Of us having a female-led relationship.’

      ‘We don’t need training in that,’ I pointed out.

      She nodded. ‘But as far as Mary-Beth is concerned, it’s all new to us. So she has to show us how to do it.’

      ‘I wonder if her idea of what a female-led relationship is the same as our idea,’ I pondered.

      ‘That is a big question,’ she said.
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      Then we were back at the motel, and we were supposed to have sex — and film it, too.

      ‘We can do multiple takes if it feels like it’s not going the way we want,’ she smiled, stepping back from the phone she’d propped up on the bedside table.

      ‘Yeah, we could,’ I grinned, dazzled by her, overjoyed we were allowed to spend the night together.

      ‘Okay…’ she said. ‘You want a rehearsal?’

      She picked up the phone again, playing back the few seconds she’d recorded to check the angle.

      ‘I don’t know… we could just try starting… and see how it goes?’

      As much as I liked the idea of rehearsing a sex scene with Ella McKinney, I was a little nervous about my stamina tonight. After the intensity of everything recently, I was horny as hell, and Ella looked so incredible tonight I was concerned I was going to blow my load early, and that would spoil the mood.

      I guess I was also a little worried about how I would compare as a vanilla-style lover considering that Ella had been fucked very recently by my two hung friends.

      ‘Okay,’ she smiled so sweetly. ‘So remember: we’ve been friends for ages, and we’ve both had secret crushes on each other practically since we first met, but thought there was never any chance of anything happening.’

      ‘Because of my long-distance girlfriend,’ I grinned.

      ‘Who is now no longer in the picture,’ she giggled. ‘Okay… so… Take One, I guess…’

      She pressed the video record button on the phone, then stood it in the position she’d had it before.

      ‘All right, we’re recording,’ she said softly, her voice suddenly sounding different. Nervous.

      I was sitting cross-legged on the bed, not quite sure what I was doing. I’d never made a sex tape before, I’d never done any acting. But the importance of selling the idea to Mary-Beth that we were, indeed, friends trying to fulfill a long-held crush in order to prove to her that we wanted to be in a relationship — well, that was easy to grasp hold of.

      Ella climbed onto the bed, and I thought she’d clamber onto my lap and start making out with me — but instead, she sat down on the mattress in front of me, crossing her legs like me, facing me awkwardly like she didn’t really know what she was doing.

      It was a surprisingly realistic portrayal.

      She smiled nervously at me, emphasizing the weirdness of two friends trying to turn a platonic relationship into a sexual one. I took her hands and gently stroked her fingers. Then I put a hand on her pretty face, caressing her cheek.

      She put a hand on my thigh, showing her interest in me, then leaned forward like she wanted to try out a kiss.

      I mirrored her, and we came together to gently touch lips, very cautiously exploring what we wanted Mary-Beth to believe was our first kiss. It was so sweet, even if we were pretending. So tender.

      She pulled back, gazing at me, her eyes tracking all over my face, taking in the sight of me as though she’d never really seen me properly before. Making it seem like she was suddenly seeing me in a whole new light.

      I tried to copy some of her moves; she was a good actress. I tried to imagine this really was our first date all over again.

      We made out some more, slowly, gently, testing things out — an arm around the shoulders here, a hand to the butt there, a kiss under the ear or on her neck. I pulled her closer to me so she was sitting on my lap, and she gradually seemed to open up to me more and more, our kisses getting a little more confident.

      God, she was so beautiful. And I still had the memory of her being spit-roasted by my two friends blazing in my mind. I had to try to keep calm, though.

      She moved to take off her top, and I helped her peel it up her body, revealing her taut stomach, her small breasts contained by a black lacy bra. She took my breath away. I put my hands on her waist, moved them up to her breasts, pretending I was nervous about going too far, of offending her, of making her feel we were moving too quickly even though we were moving slower than ever.

      She smiled sweetly, showing me how much she enjoyed the way I was looking at her now, after apparently trying to be just friends with her since we’d met in our first-year English class.

      But at the same time, she wanted to impress me. She wanted to show me she needed more than friendship now. She reached behind her back and slipped the clasp on her bra. I helped her take it off, exposing her bare breasts, her stiff nipples.

      She smiled again, and it seemed to have a double meaning — she was the nervous first date showing her bare breasts to her potential new boyfriend for the first time, and also an established lover pleased with how this performance of ours was going.

      I took my own shirt off, and Ella pulled me down onto the bed with her, her hand on the back of my neck, pulling me into a deeper kiss, her head on the pillows, my chest covering hers.

      This was the point where we were getting a little positive that our chemistry was real, that we felt more for each other than just platonic goodwill. We sucked on each other’s lips a little more fervently, enjoying the warm, sweet connection, tentatively exploring a little tongue-teasing.

      I breathed her in — she smelled so good. I acted as though I couldn’t believe I’d held out against this for so long; I couldn’t believe I had tried to avoid this to protect something I had with a long-distance girlfriend who didn’t really appreciate me and was probably cheating on me.

      We made out like teenagers, growing more confident that we weren’t embarrassing ourselves.

      She wrapped a leg around me as she slipped tongues more forcefully into each other’s mouths, she slung an arm around my neck and grabbed my head, and our kiss turned deeper and more powerful.

      Perhaps she showed her true self in this moment, it struck me how intense she wanted me — even though she could have any man she wanted, even though she’d just had a threesome with two guys, the biggest dicks you ever laid eyes on inside her at the same time.

      She wanted me, she loved me. I was hers.

      But for now, I had to pretend this was all new to me.

      I kissed her soft neck and tentatively made my way down her chest to explore her small breasts and stiff nipples with my lips. She moaned in soft bliss, but made it sound like she was surprised by how good it felt. She never thought it could be like this — between us, or with any guy.

      As I sucked on her nipples, drawing out deep, low groans from her, I ran a hand over the rest of her body — touching, caressing, experimenting. She turned her hips slightly, opening her body to me, offering me access, inviting me to explore.

      It wasn’t difficult to play the role of a guy who was absolutely astonished to be able to intimately touch a girl as beautiful as Ella McKinney.

      I stroked her legs, admiring the slender form of her thighs through her thin leggings, running my hand down past her knee, then up again as though I were on a first date wondering how close to her intimate area she would allow my hand to get. As it turned out, she was perfectly happy for my hand to go wherever.

      I gently pressed my fingers between her thighs, detecting the heat there, perhaps a hint of humidity. She moaned as I swirled a tongue around her nipples and traced the shape of her pubic mound with my fingers. Her moan turned into a deep sigh as I pressed my hand against her sex, my fingers finding her slit through the thin cotton leggings.

      Yearning, that was what the trashy romance novels called it.

      I figured we were trying to prove we had chemistry, though. We weren’t pretending we’d never had sex before. I could afford to be a little bold with what I wanted.

      I peeled down her leggings, kissing my way down with every additional inch of her bare flesh I exposed, inhaling the stronger scent of her arousal as her black lacy panties were revealed. She lay back, granting me whatever access I desired, lifting her hips for me to remove her leggings entirely.

      Perhaps if we hadn’t been in front of a video camera, I would have thrown caution to the wind and just buried my face between her thighs now, wrenching aside her panties to claim a taste of her delicious pussy. But we were going slow, still exploring this new direction in our relationship.

      I lay beside her, pretending I was being careful not to scare her with my crazy lust, attempting to prove to a first date that I wasn’t some uncontrolled pervert. But we made out, and my hand moved over her hip, then back to between her thighs where I could stroke her pussy through the thin black lace, and start to feel the moisture there along with the heat.

      She moaned and pulled me in to kiss my mouth as my fingers pressed against her sex through her panties. Her hand moved mine so that her panties were tugged aside, and now my fingers could slip inside her soaking wet, fully-shaven pussy and stroke her there as she craved.

      I moaned, pressing my hard cock against her hip as I gently fucked her with two fingers.

      When Mary-Beth reached this part in the video, I think many of her questions would have been answered. We were good together. We had the chemistry. We were more than just friends.

      I helped her remove her panties entirely, but then she rolled me over onto my back so she could remove the rest of my clothing, revealing my thick cock.

      It wasn’t exactly much compared to the ones she’d manhandled the previous night — but she seemed delighted with it. She played with it as we kissed, like it was the most wonderful toy. We lay there for a while, toying with each other, fucking each other with our hands as we sucked on each other’s lips, acting the role of best friends who finally felt free to fool around with each other naked.

      After that, I kissed my way down her body, and now I was able to progress all the way down her stomach, over her mound and between her thighs, before taking up position between her legs to fully enjoy her soaking pussy with my eager mouth.

      I went down on her for ages, diligently exploring her sex with my lips and my tongue, experimenting with what made her feel good. She acted all surprised, like she had never thought a man could make her feel this incredible, that any guy would be able to do this to her with his mouth.

      Despite her acting, I knew I was making her feel good, though. I delighted in the way her body responded to my touch, to my mouth. She couldn’t fake that part.

      I made her come like that. She didn’t fake that part, either. The way her body shivered and shook, her muscles involuntarily spasming as the orgasm exploded through her body — that wasn’t something you could pretend.

      After that, she was reaching for my manhood again, rolling me over onto my back so she could take her turn exploring me with her mouth.

      I had to be careful not to end prematurely as I gazed down at her, taking in the sight of her grasping my stiff cock in her hands like it was as valuable as diamonds, touching the tip to her pretty mouth, kissing it, swirling her tongue around it, taking it gently between her lips.

      I groaned as she ducked her head down and took a few inches of my throbbing cock inside her hot mouth.

      I had to resist coming. I wanted to go the distance.

      I stroked her soft, golden hair as she worked me with her talented mouth, and tried not to get overstimulated. I pictured things that disgusted me. Chopped liver. An open sewer. The long, successful solo career of Justin Bieber.

      I urged her up again, saying softly, ‘You make me feel amazing.’

      She beamed at that. ‘You’re so perfect,’ she said. ‘I’ve been wanting to do that for so long…’

      It was what Mary-Beth would want to hear. At the same time, Ella sounded genuine, like she’d been craving my cock ever since the last time she’d enjoyed it.

      Well, I suppose it was easier to get into her mouth than those belonging to my friends.

      For now, though, Ella pulled herself up my body, her legs gliding along mine, the softness of her skin just astounding, and she straddled my hips. I felt the heat radiating out from her body, from her sex, even before she pressed it down against my stiff shaft.

      She gazed at me for a moment or two, taking on her designated role as the girl with a crush on her best friend who was about to cross that big line in the sand and have full sex with him for the first time.

      I smiled, reassuring her I felt the same way she did. That I wanted her so badly, that I believed we were ready to become more than friends, that we were not threatening something good by abandoning it to our lust.

      She squeezed her thighs against mine briefly, and then I felt the heat engulf my manhood, her soaking wet pussy tight around my shaft, my most sensitive, personal part now inside her gorgeous body.

      Oh man, it felt incredible.

      She put her hands down on my chest and slowly started to move on me. I tried to play the part of someone watching his long-held crush start fucking him for the first time. Oh, my goodness, she was magnificent, her skin glistening with perspiration, her stiff pink nipples poised on her beautiful breasts, her pretty face gazing down on me in pure elation as she began to move on my hardness.

      Oh, it felt so good. She rode me, her pace accelerating more and more into an urgent pace. We rolled over, and I was fucking her, pumping my hips, just going with it. I kissed her deeply as I pressed my body to hers, and thrust my hard cock as deep inside her as it would go.

      She was moaning, gasping, crying. This wasn’t the way it had been with Robbie or Marv, though. There was something deeper, more sensual to it. We were in love, and now we were expressing that to each other. This wasn’t mere sex, it was a celebration of our love. This wasn’t just a sweaty workout with added genital contact, it was two bodies becoming one, two souls melding, two halves becoming whole.

      It didn’t matter who else Ella fucked, it wasn’t going to be like this.

      I was hers, and she was mine.

      We’d been play-acting for the benefit of the camera, to persuade Mary-Beth that we were friends become lovers for the first time. But now we didn’t need to pretend. Now we were just lovers who had woken up to our desire for each other, and couldn’t get enough of each other.

      We rolled around, we fucked from different positions. She went down on all fours, and I sucked on her pussy some more before sliding my cock back inside her, pounding her hard like an animal.

      She rode my face, and then we were side-by-side, taking it slow and sensual.

      She sucked on my cock some more, and then had me fuck her in the time-honored fashion, lying between her splayed thighs, hands on her waist, thrusting into her like the proverbial missionary.

      She came like that, and then I came like that.

      It was just the sweetest moment.

      After that, we no longer had to record our sex for Mary-Beth to watch. We could relax a little more. We could indulge in each other’s company exactly as we wanted to.

      It was a night I would never forget.
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      My name is Danny Buchanan. I used to be a dork. Now I’m a cuckold.

      You know, a lot of guys out there would rather be a dork than a cuckold. As kinks go, it’s generally seen as one of the shameful ones—one of the ones you don’t tell your girlfriend, or your wife, that you harbor. One of the ones that people in the mainstream of society laugh about, because they think it makes you some kind of weird, pathetic freak.

      But really, what’s so bad about letting your beloved girlfriend or wife have a little fun with somebody else? What’s so freaky or weird wanting to watch your lover have sex right in front of you?

      And maybe your wife or girlfriend would think they’re entering the Gates of Heaven if they were suddenly allowed to sleep with whoever they wanted, and it would be a major turn-on for their husband or boyfriend.

      People in the mainstream of society seem to think that having a cuckold fantasy makes you somehow less of a man. You’re weak and less masculine because you aren’t rabidly possessive of your woman. You might even be gay, they suspect, because it turns you on to think of your sweetheart getting it on with someone else’s cock.

      But really, it’s perfectly fine. And it really doesn’t affect your masculinity unless you particularly want it to.

      So here I was, for example, locked in a bathroom in a college sorority house with two of the hottest sorority girls you ever saw — one of them practically in her underwear, while the other one was completely naked. And I had my hands all over the naked one, stroking her soaking wet pussy while she made the most beautiful sighs and moans in response.

      Does that seem like someone whose masculinity, or whose heterosexuality was somehow in question?

      Well, you probably want to know how I got here. If I were you, I’d read the first two books in this series, but hey. My publisher wants me to give you a recap. Skip on ahead if you don’t need the reminder.

      So.

      I used to be a dork.

      In my freshman year of college, I worked hard because I was paranoid about failing, but I was clever, so it was all right, really. I attended every lecture, I sat right up front so I could hear every single word the professor said. I didn’t hang out with the popular kids, I didn’t do sports. I tried dating a little using Tinder, but that didn’t exactly go great. I ended up hanging out with nobody much apart from my roommates, who were basically just like me.

      So we were dorks: me and Robbie and Matt and Marv.

      My roommates thought it amusing to hack my Tinder profile, since my password was guessable, and I didn’t realize for a while that they’d re-written my profile to publicly declare me as a cuckold.

      I didn’t know what a cuckold was. I was about to just return my profile to the way God intended, but then out of the blue I received a message from a gorgeous blonde — Ella McKinney. She recognized me from class, and she was actually interested in me specifically because my profile stated that I was into cuckolding.

      She knew what that was. I decided that if she wanted to date me because I was a cuckold, I would be a damn cuckold. I would be whatever the hottest girl in class wanted me to be so that I could date her.

      I don’t know. It all seemed like a joke to start with. I guess I was testing it out, seeing how far I could get with her. We met for coffee, we had a nice walk around the lake, we did the whole first date thing — and I fell head over heels for her from the jump.

      As I’ve said, she’s gorgeous.

      And my roommates pointed out, what did it matter if she cuckolded me, so long as I got to sleep with her even once. A dork like me fucking the hottest girl in class. Maybe even in school.

      It seemed worth it.

      Later, after I’d slept with her and it was incredible, came the pain of knowing I had to let her cuckold me. I had to stand by while she dated other guys. While she slept with other guys. Well, that was why she was dating me, because I would let her sleep with other guys too. That’s what cuckolding is all about.

      Only, the thing is, it turns out that cuckolding is hot.

      I pushed through the pain barrier, and found that I actually liked Ella seeing other guys. There was something deeply thrilling about it. Something about it being so wicked and wrong. Forbidden. Taboo.

      My roommates found some research somewhere that said a lot of guys get this same fantasy. It’s something to do with how humans have evolved — guys who witness their woman cheating on them, and get hard enough so they can immediately reclaim them and dislodge the other guy’s sperm with their own, have advantages in having more children than guys who are actively repulsed by their women being unfaithful. So guys evolve over millions of years to get the horn when their women cheat on them.

      Point is, it wasn’t my fault; it’s biology.

      I figured out how hot it was dating Ella and being cuckolded by her. She favored a female-led relationship with me while we explored cuckolding, and who was I to say ‘no’ to fulfilling her every demand, when she was the hottest girl in school? It was a joy to make her happy.

      I guess she encouraged the submissive in me.

      All good, right?

      My friends helped me cope with the whole cuckold thing — well, they were to blame for me having to be a cuckold. They helped me infiltrate parties at frat houses so I could watch Ella partying with hot guys she might want to sleep with. It was strangely exciting to watch her flirt with them. And when she slept with them… wow.

      While we were infiltrating frat parties, my friends Robbie and Marv upstaged a bunch of frat boys playing beer pong, and the frat boys were so impressed with their pong skills, they invited them to join the fraternity with special elevated status. And as ‘legendary’ members of the Pi Kappa fraternity, they could recruit me as a member as well — and our friend Matt, who wasn’t so great at pong either.

      So there we were, dorks turned frat boys. Crazy, huh?

      Only then it was time for Ella to join a Sorority — Alpha Gamma Chi. This was a sorority she’d been waiting all year to join because they don’t accept freshmen, because it’s the wildest partying sorority in all of Bryson College. When Ella rushed this sorority, she had to go through an initiation process where the pledges were given tough challenges to complete. You know, sex stuff. You don’t call it ‘hazing’ because nobody’s allowed to do hazing anymore at colleges, but basically… well, hazing.

      The Alpha Gamma Chi pledges were to become apprentices for some of the senior members of the Pi Kappa fraternity. The pledges’ Big Sisters decided who their Masters would be among the senior frat boys, and Ella’s Big Sister decided my friend Robbie should be her Master.

      That meant my friend Robbie started having sex with my true love, Ella.

      Eye-roll.

      And our friend Marv ended up as the Master for Ella’s best friend Kendra, because we’d all been hanging out and Kendra’s Big Sister liked Marv.

      And then Ella’s Big Sister, Mary-Beth, figured out that she had a crush on me, and I had a crush on her, and it amused her so she tried to make me jealous and angry by blackmailing me into watching Ella have sex with both Robbie and Marv.

      The thing was, I didn’t get jealous and angry, because I’m a cuckold, and because I was too proud to let Mary-Beth have a win by pretending she was making me jealous and angry.

      So she started thinking, maybe deep-down, I was some kind of cuckold. And that was a rare thing in her eyes — and also a good thing.

      As Ella’s Big Sister, it turned out that Mary-Beth really did want the best for Ella. She wanted Ella to have a cuckold who would adore her through thick and thin, and give her long-term emotional support while she was free to date whichever dumb big-dick jock she liked the look of.

      Mary-Beth tested the chemistry between Ella and me by making us go on a secret date and make a sex tape that she could judge. Because if she was sure we could make it work as a cuckold relationship, then she wanted to get the Sorority Leadership’s approval to ‘train’ me as Ella’s actual cuckold. Then I could secretly date her while she also got to enjoy the full college experience of dating loads of other guys during the rest of our time at Bryson.

      So, this is the part where our little recap concludes.
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      Well, clearly the Sorority Leadership approved Mary-Beth’s plan to train me as Ella’s cuckold — because here I am locked inside one of the Alpha Gamma Chi sorority’s bathrooms with Mary-Beth and Ella at the beginning of my cuckold training program.

      Interestingly, the Sorority Leadership was quite taken with the idea of Alpha Gamma Chi members getting to have their own cuckolds. They recognized the hotness of members being able to date freely lots of guys while falling in love with one guy who would let them — encourage them — to continue dating lots of other guys.

      But the Leadership pointed out that if the fraternity ever found out this was happening, they would be displeased. Pi Kappa would see the sorority’s efforts to turn its members into cuckolds as a major threat to their members’ masculinity, which is something important for fraternities.

      Therefore, my cuckolding had to remain a strict secret. Only Leadership would know it was happening, outside our little circle of friends who had sworn to keep it secret already.

      Mary-Beth said maybe if my cuckolding went well, the sorority would want to expand the program, recruit other guys who might want to date gorgeous sorority girls in return for being cuckolded by them.

      We’ll see.

      Right now, my training was already underway. Right now, the tall brunette, Mary-Beth—who was wearing nothing much more than a sports bra and yoga shorts—was teaching me how to shave the pussy of the petite and very naked blonde, my gorgeous girlfriend Ella.

      I had my hands all over the sweetest pussy you ever did see — Mary-Beth wanted me to give her a long, slow massage over the region in question, washing it with shampoo, soaking it and softening it all up ready to be shaven free of any hint of hairs. I was touching her, stroking her, getting as intimately acquainted with her most personal area as any man could get.

      And as I’ve said, if you happened to see me doing this, I don’t think you’d ever question my heterosexuality, not that it’s any business of anyone else’s.

      It was breathtakingly sexy, getting to shave a beautiful blonde’s pussy — but it was extra hot for me, because of my cuckolding kink. This whole process was specifically being undertaken as part of my efforts as a good cuckold to prepare my sweetheart for tonight’s date with another man.

      Mary-Beth had already taken me on a shopping expedition to buy sexy underwear and a new date night outfit for Ella to impress her date tonight.

      Right now the tall brunette was sitting on the toilet, while Ella lay stretched out in a large bathtub, her feet up on the sides of the bath, her thighs parted wide, her bare pussy completely exposed to me. I’d already given her a nice warm bath, washed her hair and her breathtaking body. Then, after the aforementioned long, sensual massage with plenty of warm water and luxurious body wash to make the hair and the skin soft around her vulva, Mary-Beth was showing me how to shave her pussy in the right way to avoid ingrown hairs and skin irritations and so on.

      Lubricated with shaving cream, the razor was gliding gracefully all over Ella’s beautiful topography as I tugged her pussy lips this way or that to get the required access to all areas: I was entranced by the whole experience.

      Ella seemed to be enjoying it, too, judging by her soft little moans of pleasure.

      ‘You really should do this before she goes out on any date,’ Mary-Beth told me. ‘You want her to be perfect for her lover to enjoy when he gets her into bed.’

      Ella had to sit on the edge of the bath for me to reach some parts, and she had to stand for the really tricky areas. She looked amazing from any angle, however, she’s so fine. A swimmer on the college swim team, you know.

      Once she was completely smooth, Mary-Beth had me apply moisturizing lotion to every intimate part to soothe and condition her skin after shaving.

      Then I leaned in to plant a little kiss at the apex of Ella’s exquisite pussy. But Mary-Beth told me I had to resist my temptation. I had to avoid sexual contact with her for at least 24 hours before her date if I was to be a good cuckold, she had taught me.

      Only once Ella had concluded her sexual adventure with her lover, and returned to me as her cuckold, could I release all the sexual tension that had been building up inside of me by reclaiming her as my own.

      ‘This is the way,’ as the Mandalorian would have said if he was the one training me to be a good cuckold.
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      Once I was done getting Ella’s pussy looking absolutely perfect for her date, I helped her finish her bath with a nice rinse before drying her off with a soft towel.

      At this point, Mary-Beth showed me how to apply moisturizer all over Ella’s body, which effectively meant I got to touch every part of her, and she got another little highly sensual massage.

      This was so wonderful. Maybe I would never have done this kind of thing with her, were it not for Mary-Beth’s compulsion to train me like this. It showed me how I could appreciate my sweet Ella more by taking things slow, by caring for her and pampering her, by worshipping her properly.

      When we were done, I helped her put on her thin, silky bathrobe, and then Mary-Beth said we should head back to her room to get Ella dressed in her new underwear and her new dress, ready for her date.

      Tonight was not to be a simple date, however. Tonight, Ella was going to go out to a bar and flirt with guys, and I was going to watch her do it as part of my training.

      Only, the thing was, as we were stepping out of the bathroom — Ella wearing only a fairly skimpy little thin satin bathrobe — there was somebody walking along the hallway that very definitely noticed the three of us.

      Kendra, Ella’s best friend, gasped and dropped the glass of water she’d been carrying, which went all over the floor.

      ‘What are you doing here?’ she demanded of me, shocked and outraged by what she saw.

      Well, it did seem suspicious, for someone like me to be in a bathroom with Mary-Beth and Ella, Ella barely wearing anything.
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