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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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      Kendra was seething, spitting fury.

      ‘What was he doing in the bathroom with you?’

      ‘Kendra, it’s all right,’ Ella said, trying to downplay her horror at her best friend catching her spending time in a bathroom with a guy Kendra hated with a passion.

      ‘It’s not all right,’ she said. ‘You’re not wearing anything. And you’re in the bathroom with him? You were taking a bath with him?’

      We could all hear the water draining from the bath behind us. It was a fair cop.

      But Mary-Beth was there. She said, ‘Kendra, it’s none of your business.’

      I could see Kendra’s eyes turn a little wary at Mary-Beth being there. The fact that she was a senior, a Big Sister. So influential in the Sorority and the pledge initiation, even if she wasn’t Kendra’s Big.

      ‘He’s been trying so hard to manipulate her,’ Kendra seethed. ‘Just because she asked for some help on her classwork last year.’

      Mary-Beth said, ‘What are you talking about? They’re friends, that’s all.’

      Kendra pursed her lips and shook her head, folding her arms. ‘So what is he doing in there with her while she’s taking a bath? He’s been stalking her for months.’

      ‘He’s my friend, Kendra,’ Ella said.

      ‘He’s a dork,’ Kendra said, as though it was case closed.

      ‘He’s not a dork,’ Mary-Beth laughed. ‘What are you talking about, Kendra? We all saw him last night with his band…’

      But Kendra shook her head. ‘Once a dork, always a dork. You can put on a leather jacket, you’re a dork in a leather jacket.’

      Ella sighed. ‘Kendra, you’re wrong. And you have no business telling me who I should be friends with.’

      ‘What are the guys in class going to think when they see you with him?’ Kendra wasn’t letting it go.

      ‘I…’ Ella was suddenly speechless. I felt a pang of actual humiliation, deep down. Was she suddenly embarrassed to be seen as my friend in front of the other popular kids in our English class? Well, they hadn’t seen me in the band. They didn’t know I was a frat boy now. Then she said to Kendra, ‘You don’t have a problem with Robbie being my master? Or Marv being yours?’

      Kendra shook her head. ‘This whole apprenticeship will be over by the time class starts. And by then we’ll be full sorority members, and you won’t have to date a dork anymore.’

      ‘And if I like dating a dork?’

      To our surprise, Kendra burst into tears. ‘I don’t know you,’ she blubbered.

      Then she stormed off.

      Ella and I looked at each other, not really knowing what to say. I could tell how hurt Ella was by Kendra’s outburst. They were best friends, after all — they hung out together all the time when I wasn’t around, it seemed.

      Mary-Beth broke the silence. ‘I will go and have a talk with her and Katie,’ she said. ‘I’m afraid we might have to extend the secrecy perimeter a little further.’

      I felt a jolt of dread and a flush of fresh embarrassment as we watched Mary-Beth hurrying after Kendra. ‘She’s going to tell Kendra I’m a cuckold,’ I said, flatly.

      We wandered back toward Mary-Beth’s room, where Ella’s Big Sister and I had been helping her get ready for her evening out.

      ‘I should probably have talked to her about it before I went on that first date with you,’ she said. ‘I just figured it was safer to keep it all just between the two of us.’

      I shrugged. ‘My friends knew from the start.’

      ‘From the start?’

      I felt the prickly heat on the back of my neck as I realized I was close to revealing my one dark secret to her. That when we’d first started seeing each other, I’d only been pretending to be a cuckold. But I said, ‘It was on my Tinder profile, so…’ It kind of explained why my friends would know I was one.

      ‘You were very brave to put it out there,’ Ella said. ‘I mean, publicly…’

      I shrugged. ‘I… well, I guess guys aren’t going to stumble on my Tinder profile, and most women will just swipe left on my picture and pass me by.’

      Ella giggled. ‘You’re cute,’ she insisted. ‘You just had a bad haircut. And your clothes… you’ve looked a lot better since you’ve been spending time with the band.’

      That was true. Hanging out with Jed and the rest of the Destitute Dogs, I’d had to change my personal style a little here and there to fit in.

      We slipped inside Mary-Beth’s room. Ella started pulling her new lingerie out of the bag we’d purchased at the mall under the guidance of our instructor, Mary-Beth.

      ‘I think I’m supposed to help you put that on,’ I grinned.

      Ella giggled. ‘You can help me with the garters. The rest of it I can do myself. Mary-Beth won’t know.’

      I sat and watched the gorgeous blonde drop her bathrobe to start donning the sexy underwear we had bought for her to wow some other man.

      To be honest, Mary-Beth hadn’t said how far tonight’s ‘training’ was going to go — whether they were planning on her actually hooking up with someone she met at the bar, or whether that would be the next stage of our instruction process. But we were both nervous; it seemed a strong possibility that if Ella met someone she liked the look of tonight, she would have the green light to go for him.

      ‘What do you think she’s saying to her?’ I asked.

      ‘As far as Mary-Beth is concerned, we had crushes on each other, but hadn’t done anything about it,’ Ella pointed out. ‘So she can’t reveal to Kendra that we’ve been dating all along…’

      ‘She’d be horrified.’

      ‘Uh-huh. She has a bee in her bonnet about social hierarchies. I’m sorry, but it’s so high school of her, but what can I say, she’s my BFF.’

      ‘So Mary-Beth’s trying to persuade her that everything’s okay because she’s training me to be a cuckold?’

      Pulling on her white lacy bra, Ella grinned. ‘She seems to think cuckolding’s pretty hot. I mean… it is from a woman’s point of view. What’s not to like? You get to sleep with whoever you like, and come home to a loving guy who’s crazy turned on because you just fucked someone else.’

      ‘What’s Kendra going to say about it, though?’

      ‘I don’t know…’ Ella said. ‘But she’s more of a submissive, isn’t she? So maybe she won’t understand.’

      I helped her with her stockings and garters — I was getting good at this. It was so unbelievably sexy to be assisting her like this, dressing her up so she looked so sensational. Knowing that maybe another guy would be peeling off her dress to see her like this… shortly before fucking the living daylights out of her.

      It was at this point that Mary-Beth returned to us, slipping quietly into the room before closing the door behind her. She seemed slightly out of breath.

      ‘Okay…’ she said, our eyes locking onto her, craving a detailed report. She said, ‘I’ve spoken to Katie. She’d already talked to leadership, and they mentioned this whole thing… she’s all in favor, by the way.’

      ‘Did you talk to Kendra?’

      Mary-Beth shrugged. ‘Nobody’s sure where she is. But Katie’s going to talk to her, straighten things out.’ She turned to Ella. ‘It’s nothing you should worry about, my dear. She probably just needs to blow off some steam and realize you’re not doing anything bad.’

      ‘No, I suppose not.’

      ‘If anything, you can totally blame me for forcing you to try this,’ Mary-Beth grinned.

      I wasn’t sure even that was going to get Kendra to calm down.

      Ella had three dresses to decide between for tonight’s flirting adventure. Since it was still summer, when Mary-Beth demanded I decide how she should look to draw the guys at the bar, I chose the thin, elegant summer dress. In a certain light, you could see that Ella was wearing something scandalous and lacy underneath. It was short enough that if you were lucky, and she stood a certain way, you could see that she was wearing thigh-high stockings.

      There was no way a father would have chosen an outfit like that for his daughter.

      Mary-Beth was impressed at my choice. She said I had ‘great cuckold instincts’. Maybe I did.

      Then, after I’d chosen a perfume for my gorgeous cuckoldress to wear, and while Ella was finalizing her makeup — something a cuckold shouldn’t have involvement with, Mary-Beth insisted — Ella’s Big Sister held up something she said we shouldn’t forget.

      My chastity cage, no less.
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      And then it was time to head down to the awaiting Uber.

      Ella drew admiring glances from other sorority members as we went downstairs. I noticed a few girls I knew — Tiffany, Hanna, Laura — and nodded silent greetings toward them. They were under the impression I already had a girlfriend at another college, but they persisted in chatting with me when they got the chance, as though I was valuable in the dating world because I already had a girlfriend.

      Also in the front room, I recognized the Alpha Gamma Chi vice president of social affairs, a senior by the name of Joanne Garner. She said hey to Mary-Beth, and then her eyes turned to me, and I felt a burning sensation deep in my chest at the realization that she knew what I was.

      She was part of the Sorority Leadership — she had been part of the decision that I was to be trained to be Ella’s cuckold.

      I felt a burst of embarrassment flood my chest, but then Joanne gave me a warm smile that seemed to instantly dispel my ill feelings — like she was impressed with me, like she admired me.

      I smiled back, somewhat bewildered at her response to me.

      Anyway. Outside, a Toyota Camry was lurking by the curb, waiting to get us to a bar so that Mary-Beth could train Ella in the intricate arts of flirting with strangers — while I got to watch as a trainee cuckold. To my surprise, someone was already in the front passenger seat of the car—Robbie.

      ‘Hey buddy,’ he grinned at me as I got into the vehicle.

      ‘You’re coming?’ I said, a little taken aback that he was here, too, though I knew as Ella’s Master he had given permission for her to undergo Mary-Beth’s flirting coaching this evening.

      ‘Someone’s got to make sure you’re okay while you watch your girlfriend flirting with strangers,’ he grinned, as Ella and Mary-Beth made themselves comfortable beside me on the back seat.

      ‘And, you know,’ Mary-Beth said, ‘If Ella doesn’t find someone she likes tonight, Robbie has kindly volunteered to help us with the next stage of your training.’

      ‘The next stage?’

      Mary-Beth smiled. ‘Well, it won’t be that bad,’ she pointed out. ‘You’ve already seen her sleeping with other guys, haven’t you?’

      My heart throbbed. She didn’t seem to understand that it didn’t matter that I’d already seen Ella have sex with someone else — every single time was a challenge to get through. And tonight, if she didn’t end up having sex with a stranger, then she would sleep with my friend. I suppose I was getting used to that idea, since Robbie was her Master in this apprenticeship program.

      What was new was how Mary-Beth felt she needed to ‘train’ me as a fledgling cuckold. I didn’t know how that was going to go.

      The bar Mary-Beth had chosen was only about ten minutes away on the other side of town, but it gave me a little time to snuggle up with Ella on the back seat of the car, although Mary-Beth warned me not to mess up her makeup. I could hold her hand and quietly tell her how beautiful she was. I was, after all, dating her now. In Mary-Beth’s eyes, we were a couple — albeit in secret, and with Ella free to date other guys as well.

      ‘So, when we get there, we’ll split up,’ Mary-Beth was already coaching us before we’d even arrived at the bar. ‘You and Robbie will have to keep your distance from us, and while you’re watching Ella you’ll have to try to pretend not to.’

      ‘Gotcha,’ I said.

      Then we were doing it. Ella and Mary-Beth were up at one end of the bar buying cocktails, acting like available college students, open to anyone bold enough to approach them. Robbie and I were perching on stools at the other end of the bar, pretending we were drinking to forget, while surreptitiously watching how Ella and Mary-Beth were getting on.

      As it happened, they weren’t by themselves for very long.
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      Here was a boyish-looking guy, undoubtedly a college student, walking straight up to them as bold as you like. I couldn’t believe this was how it was in alpha-male circles: you just walked up to random attractive women, told them your name, and asked how they were. And then conversations just started.

      This guy was your standard Man of Steel square jaw, albeit blonder than Clark Kent, more the surfer type, or maybe Captain America.

      Talking to Ella as though he had a chance. Well, maybe he did. She was smiling at him, she was stroking her neck just under her ear. Was that a signal? Was she telling him she liked him? Could she envisage sleeping with him?

      Did attractive people really just bump into each other, tell each other their names, then fuck without much in between?

      I know, I’d seen her flirting with guys at frat parties. It was still anathema to me, with my dork self still hiding under the surface — I guess Kendra was right, huh? Once a dork, always a dork. I don’t think I’d ever be like that guy.

      ‘You okay, buddy?’

      Robbie was sitting next to me, sipping on his own rocket fuel.

      ‘You know, in a way you’re being cuckolded, too,’ I told him. ‘I mean, she’s supposed to be sleeping with you at the moment. You could just tell her to walk out of here with you, find somewhere private and start pounding her.’

      He grinned. ‘She’s not really mine, is she? I mean, I’m keeping her warm for you, buddy.’

      ‘Isn’t it driving you crazy?’ I asked him. ‘I mean… look at the way she’s playing with her hair. She’s looking deep into his eyes…’

      ‘Yeah, well, she’s hot for him. But she was never really mine,’ Robbie insisted. ‘I’m just the window dressing here. I always was. I’m just a toy for her.’

      ‘Marv wouldn’t have thought about it that way,’ I suggested.

      ‘Marv knew she was yours, too. You know that, right? Kendra’s fair game.’

      I was looking at Ella, letting this blond alpha guy get so close to her, touch her arm, and still just fluttering her eyelashes, smiling at him, telling her she was available if he wanted her. All under the approving gaze of her supervisory Big Sister, Mary-Beth.

      Was this the life I had to look forward to? I mean… I wanted to stay with Ella, right? She’d always be like this with other guys.

      Oh…she was letting him stroke her arm.

      ‘She likes the look of him,’ Robbie was saying.

      ‘Yeah,’ I said. I gulped. My cock thickening up inside my cage. The pressure was strangely pleasant. I’d learned to control myself a little during the time I’d been enduring the whole chastity thing.

      I took a sip of cold liquor. I glanced at Robbie. ‘The question,’ I said, ‘Is whether she likes the idea of sleeping with him tonight more than sleeping with you.’

      Robbie laughed. ‘You know if she’s gonna look at it like that tonight, none of these guys has a hope.’

      As we watched, Mary-Beth threw her drink in the blond guy’s face. Ah, well, that was a surprise. I guess he’d said something she didn’t agree with. Now he slunk away rather foolishly, Ella looking apologetic as he left.

      ‘Mary-Beth’s in charge, anyway,’ Robbie pointed out.

      We were waiting less than three minutes before two other guys appeared to try their luck at Ella and Mary-Beth.

      ‘Who knew you could just go talk to women like that in a bar?’ Robbie said, seeming as amazed as I was.

      ‘You still have to… you know... have the balls,’ I pointed out.

      ‘Yeah… I guess…’ But a light had come on in Robbie’s eyes as he watched those guys flirting with Ella. It was more like he was getting tips on how the guys acted than being bothered that Ella was potentially going to sleep with someone else tonight, and not him.

      He really didn’t see her as his. She was mine in Robbie’s eyes.

      Meanwhile, I had to endure more guys hitting on my sweetheart. I guess it was fun, seeing her having fun — the way her face lit up as she flirted with them. The way she clearly enjoyed the attention — and that little frisson of possibility that she could have sex with this guy if she wanted to.

      I kept getting little glances from her, too, every now and then. Little smiles. Little knowing winks. She liked that I was watching, that I was fascinated. That I felt the buzz from the possibility that my sweet love was going to get fucked by some stranger tonight.

      The anxiety was exquisite. How could such a response to perceived danger be pleasant to me? I’d always had anxiety issues, but it had never been part of a game like this for me. Somehow my body had trained itself to feel arousal from this kind of angst.

      I was hard as a rock, watching my girl smile and toy with her hair in front of those studs.

      It was going to be a long night, huh?
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      I was watching Ella and Mary-Beth talk to a really tall guy who looked like a basketball player, and it seemed fairly obvious to me that Ella was getting along with him like a house on fire.

      In fact, unless I was very much mistaken, I believe I witnessed Ella giving the guy her number.

      My cuckold radar was particularly attuned to how they were flirting with each other, because Mr B-ball did not seem the conventional alpha sports jock. From this distance, he seemed nice, and gentlemanly, and distinctly less than arrogant. Ella seemed to melt in his presence.

      I was certain she would feel a little urge to take him home with her.

      But at that particular moment, someone familiar turned up in the bar — Kendra, of all people. I groaned inwardly, a quick flick of the eyes upward to the heavens to ask Fate, or whichever deity I didn’t really believe in, why someone who disliked me so much kept on turning up in my life.

      And she didn’t even walk over to her best friend at the bar; she paused inside the entrance, glanced around the place, and then, spotting Robbie and me at the bar, made a beeline for us.

      Sigh.

      ‘Hey, Kendra,’ I said, pretending there was no beef between us.

      Robbie just raised a hand in greeting.

      ‘Katie told me you’re a cuckold,’ she said to me. So much for keeping it a secret, huh? I suppose she may have been told that Robbie was in on the secret, too.

      ‘Kendra, I’m really not in the mood for—’ I started.

      ‘No,’ she said, her tone softer than I expected. ‘Katie explained… what it is. Cuckolding, I mean.’

      Well, this was a surprise.

      ‘You’re… okay with it?’ I asked her, wondering whether she was setting me up for some kind of trap.

      ‘You’re dating her… but she’s cuckolding you,’ she said, stressing that word. Liking it, at least as a weapon she could throw at me.

      Well, she knew about it, and goodness knew I didn’t want Kendra to get the idea that I was ashamed of it. So I tried to sound like it wasn’t really a big deal. ‘Yeah… she likes the idea, and I guess so do I… so…’

      Kendra pulled up a stool between Robbie and me, like we were all friends or something. ‘Katie said you’re keeping it secret from everyone. Other than the Dork Division.’

      ‘Hey — !’ Robbie said. It fascinated me that he objected to the label 'dork'.

      ‘And the Sorority Leadership knows about it,’ I pointed out, in case Kendra had ideas about somehow blackmailing us, and Ella, regarding this dark secret of ours.

      ‘Katie said,’ she said.

      I couldn’t read her at all. Was she angry? Resigned? Was she happy about it?

      ‘You’re a cuck,’ Kendra said, as though feeling how the word sounded in her mouth.

      ‘Kendra, why don’t you just insult me, and we can get all this over with,’ I said with an exaggerated note of fatigue.

      ‘How long have you been a cuck?’ she said, still sounding oddly calm.

      Robbie said, ‘Hey, can I get you a drink, Kendra?’ Like alcohol was going to help keep her from flying off the handle, which I’m guessing Robbie also thought was probably imminent.

      ‘Well, Mary-Beth⁠—’

      Then Kendra said in a low voice, ‘Because I think you and Ella have been doing this for longer than Mary-Beth imagines…’

      I gazed into Kendra’s dark eyes. She was putting two and two together and figuring out why I had been hanging out with Ella so much in recent months, even though she was dating other guys at the time.

      ‘Kendra, if you think you’re going to blackmail⁠—’

      She shook her head. ‘I’m not going to blackmail anybody,’ she insisted. ‘You’re going to keep your relationship with Ella a sworn secret. And that means nobody who doesn’t already know about it is going to find out.’

      There was a pause as I pondered what she’d said. Then I said, ‘Yeah, that’s the hope.’

      She seemed to breathe a sigh of relief.

      ‘So what’s going to happen when the semester begins?’ she asked me as her drink arrived and she took a big sip of chilled white wine. ‘When we’re in English class, where are you going to sit?’

      I shrugged. ‘Where we usually sit, I guess.’

      ‘You’re not going to try to sit with Ella?’

      ‘Of course not.’

      ‘You won’t try to pretend you’re friends?’

      I shook my head. ‘It’s probably safer that we don’t.’

      I gave a little nod of approval. ‘Then I don’t have a problem with it,’ she said.

      I was completely baffled.

      ‘Why don’t you tell me what this complete about-turn in your policy has come from, Kendra?’ I said.

      ‘I’m her friend. We’re her friends,’ she said. ‘Not a bunch of dorks.’

      I assumed she meant the popular clique in our English class when she referred to ‘we’ in this context.

      ‘You’re worried I was stealing her from you?’ I asked her. ‘That I wanted to be her BFF instead?’

      ‘You’re just her cuck,’ Kendra said, looking down her nose at me. ‘I have no idea why she needs you around. But she’ll meet someone someday, and she’ll see it. She’ll meet a real man who’ll show her she doesn’t need some sniveling submissive with a chastity cage.’

      ‘Maybe,’ I nodded, feeling that my acceptance of that possibility took some of the power out of Kendra’s assertion.

      Then she said, ‘And I’m going to find him. I’m going to set her up with the man she’s going to marry.’

      Ella glanced over at us after letting her tall basketball player move on, having secured his deets. She saw Kendra with us — and was surprised and apparently jubilant to see her friend had turned up.

      Naturally, she came over, and the two of them embraced, and Kendra offered Ella a tearful apology for the way she’d been recently. I didn’t catch everything Kendra said, because there was a lot of babbling in Ella’s ear, but it was something about Katie explaining everything. That Kendra now understood what she was doing. What she was trying.

      Ella was a very forgiving person. She could see Kendra’s paranoia about losing their position in the college social hierarchy because of her association with the wrong kind of classmates. She was trying to be understanding of her BFF’s concerns.

      At the same time, she told Kendra she should really try this herself. That although mainstream society did not recognize it, there were so many benefits for those who practiced cuckolding.

      ‘I’ll see for myself how you get on with it,’ she grinned, adding that, in the meantime, ‘I’m here for you if you ever need a wingman to find hot guys at a party. You know… so you can properly cuckold this loser.’

      I felt a little shiver of something — excitement? fear? — when Kendra gave me a pointed look as she told Ella she was going to be her wingman in this whole cuckolding thing.

      Mary-Beth seemed pleased with the situation. She asked Kendra if Marv knew she was here, out on her own without supervision.

      ‘He gave me the night off,’ Kendra insisted.

      And Kendra’s first act as Ella’s wingman was to suggest that we all move on to a club so that Ella could find some studs to dance with. Mary-Beth concurred with that idea.
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      We had to pile into an Uber to get to the nearest club, on the fringes of the city, because there wasn’t anything closer to Bryson.

      Once we were in there, Kendra and Ella merrily headed straight for the dance floor, but as Robbie and I moved to follow, Mary-Beth put a hand on my shoulder to stop me.

      ‘Your job is to make sure she has something to drink when she needs it,’ she told me firmly, flicking her eyes toward the bar. Even though she was leaning in to talk directly in my ear, she had to raise her voice to be heard over the thumping music.

      I nodded, feeling the anxiety kick in to see my beautiful girlfriend in her cute summer dress plunging into the crowded dance floor, like fresh meat thrown to the sharks.

      ‘You’ll have to watch her, make sure she’s having a good time,’ Mary-Beth added.

      ‘Sure,’ I said.

      ‘And if she’s with someone, you act like you never met her!’ Mary-Beth grinned and walked away from me to join the girls in the thick of the fray.

      I glanced at Robbie, who seemed sympathetic, and yet also amused. Ah well. What can I say? He knew my secrets. I didn’t need to be embarrassed in front of him.

      He flicked his head toward the bar. I nodded, and we threaded our way through the crowd to fetch drinks. I needed something a little stronger than beer to settle my nerves as I saw various guys on the dance floor already noticing the three attractive college girls who had just arrived.

      Thankfully, nobody was checking IDs at the bar, and I suppose nobody had checked at the door, either. It was midweek during summer break, they wanted whatever business they could get.

      ‘You think I should get something for the girls?’ I asked Robbie, but he’d disappeared on me. I glanced around and saw he’d found a table — it was small, and one of those you had to stand around, but there was room for some drinks, so I bought a round for our whole group. And I got some extra vodka shots for Robbie and me.

      ‘You know it’s crazy that we’re here, right?’ Robbie laughed as I transferred the drinks over to the table he’d secured.

      ‘Yeah, insane,’ I grinned.

      ‘We probably wouldn’t be here if you’d just ignored that message from Ella asking if you were really a cuck.’

      ‘Probably not,’ I nodded, thinking about the butterfly that flaps its wings in the Pacific, causing a hurricane in the Atlantic.

      Robbie seemed happy to be there, though I felt a little guilty that as my wingman, he had to sit out with the rest of us wallflowers.

      He didn’t seem to mind sitting there watching Mary-Beth, Kendra and Ella moving to the music. What can I say, they were all extremely easy on the eye.

      I said, ‘Go dance if you like. I can hold the fort.’

      He grinned, shrugged. ‘I’m okay.’

      I was impressed at his easy confidence. He didn’t seem to care what others thought about him. He and Marv shared that quality. They’d been unapologetic dorks back in freshman year, never much concerned about the impression they gave to other people. It was a self-confidence thing — even nerds and dorks could be self-confident. Matt and I were cut from different cloth, on the other hand. I felt a little ashamed to be lurking in the darkness, watching those dancing. Glancing around to check that nobody was staring at us and laughing. Kind of like how I felt when I sat at the front of English class, worrying what the popular clique was thinking about us in the front rows — with good reason, from what Kendra had just told us.

      I saw a couple of guys moving in on the Alpha Gamma Chi girls. When I saw Ella, Kendra, and Mary-Beth apparently accepting their presence and responding to their obvious interest, I felt a sudden pang reminding me that my sweet Ella was available, out there on the dance floor. Maybe there was a shark ready to snap her up. And if there were, in all likelihood in this place, he wouldn’t be a simple college boy.

      I held my breath for a while as an older guy started showing obvious interest in the gorgeous blonde — and she smiled at him and started moving in such a way as to emphasize her breathtaking figure in that summer dress.

      Oh, man. This was hard to take. And yet, my manhood was thick and throbbing.

      Robbie suddenly said, ‘What do you think about Mary-Beth?’

      I shrugged and said, ‘She’s okay. A little… well, bossy, I suppose…’

      I stopped myself, realizing he wasn’t talking about Mary-Beth as my girlfriend’s Big Sister. He was talking about Mary-Beth. My eyes widened, and I slowly turned my head to my friend.

      ‘What? She’s hot,’ he grinned.

      ‘She’s a senior.’

      ‘So? I get good vibes from her. And, you know, I’m technically a senior member of Pi Kappa now.’

      ‘You’re still a sophomore,’ I pointed out, amused at him for even thinking Mary-Beth might be a possibility for him.

      Robbie leaned in to me. ‘She likes watching me fucking other girls.’

      I laughed. ‘I heard that.’

      We watched and waited. After a few songs, the three girls came off the dance floor, Mary-Beth pointing the way over to us. We had drinks waiting for them, and they seemed grateful. Ella blowing me a little kiss, though Mary-Beth shot her a warning look. Then Kendra was leading Ella back into the dancing while Mary-Beth remained with us — wedged between Robbie and me.

      I noticed how my friend was looking at her now.

      ‘How you doing, Danny?’ Mary-Beth asked me.

      ‘Good,’ I said, having to yell to be heard.

      ‘You like watching her?’

      I could see Kendra and Ella dancing, I could see how happy Ella was.

      ‘I like seeing how happy she is,’ I told Mary-Beth, leaning into her ear.

      She nodded and smiled. ‘That’s good.’

      We watched Kendra goading Ella to dance with one of the guys that had been showing interest. She did so, with a brief glance in my direction. Holding her arms up as she danced, arching her back. She was astonishingly pretty. The guy didn’t need much to draw him to her.

      Oh, God.

      Mary-Beth said, ‘She’s going to want to come back here.’

      I nodded.

      She said, ’You’ll have to watch her dancing with guys like this. And you’ll have to see them take her home with them.’

      I felt a shiver of anxiety and excitement sweep through my body.

      I nodded.

      She was peering at me. ‘You’re not thinking that this is only going to be a phase. That she’ll eventually get over it. That she’ll settle down and only want you?’

      The guy was dancing real close to Ella now. A real tall, dark chunk of change. His body accidentally nudging into hers. Her chest brushing against his. Oh, man. The chemistry between a hot male and stunning female just crackling through the air.

      My cuckold senses were tingling. I told Mary-Beth, ‘She needs more than just me.’

      Mary-Beth nodded slowly and smiled. ‘Good boy.’
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      Mary-Beth went back out onto the dance floor, though now her purpose seemed to be a friend for Kendra while Ella got more and more into the guy she was dancing with.

      I was nearly wetting myself seeing my sweetheart with that guy. He was perhaps five years older than us, maybe more. His stubble made him seem very mature. The lines of his handsome face.

      He gave me the kind of anxiety that told me I couldn’t compete with guys like this. Like… somehow I thought I might keep Ella interested in me while she fooled around with college guys, even the ultra-confident alpha dudes. But this kind of guy, a city player, seemed on a whole different level. And yet I felt Mary-Beth was right: Ella would want me to take her to places like this if we were dating. I could see how exhilarated she was, dancing here. Dancing with guys like that.

      I glanced at Robbie. He was gazing at Mary-Beth, and it looked a little obvious what he was thinking.

      ‘Go dance with them,’ I told him.

      ‘You’re sure?’

      ‘I don’t need a babysitter.’

      ‘Thanks, bud,’ he said, patting my shoulder before abandoning me without further question. Ah well. I needed a little me-time anyway, to deal with the powerful cuckold emotions flowing through my body.

      Mary-Beth was right, though. What if a guy like this took Ella home with him? I mean… I’d want him to. The experience she would have would be just unbelievable. A guy like that taking her to his bed. Fucking her like a porn star. Fucking her like a movie star.

      What if she got addicted to that kind of guy? There was no way I could compete with that kind of sophistication.

      I had to tear my eyes away from them. I glanced back now and then, but it was like looking directly at the sun — I couldn’t do it for long for fear that the heat would burn out my retinas. I had to ration this particular cuckold experience.

      Robbie was now dancing with Mary-Beth and Kendra. And, yeah, maybe my friend had something when he suspected Mary-Beth might be interested in him. She’d seen him naked. She knew he was packing. Packing a Howitzer.

      I glanced back at Ella. She had her arms slung around her city boy’s neck, gazing up at him with big, adoring green eyes. Oh, man. Her flirting was powered by nuclear fission.

      I was going to have to get used to that.

      Later, though, Mary-Beth stepped in between Ella and her city boy. Talking to the guy like there was some kind of reason he couldn’t continue, a reason the guy seemed to understand and accept, though he paused to type his number into Ella’s phone before he disappeared.

      Then Mary-Beth seemed to instruct Ella to dance with Robbie, and she led Kendra off the dance floor toward me. I felt a little sorry for Robbie, that she had told Ella to dance with him instead. But there was plenty of time for Robbie to hit on Mary-Beth.

      I had drinks ready for Mary-Beth and Kendra when they came back to me.

      ‘Thanks, Cuckie,’ Kendra said. I could feel the joy she felt in demeaning me. Ah well.

      Mary-Beth was less disparaging, asking me, ‘How you doing, Danny? That was getting a little intense, huh?’

      I nodded, smiling in appreciation of her concern.

      ‘You think you’ll cope with that in future? If she wants to date a guy like that?’

      I took a deep breath and gave a little shrug to try to downplay my anxiety.

      I saw other city guys eyeing up my girlfriend again, perhaps seeing that she was now dancing with somebody else — that she might be open to all-comers. It was intense. It was way more intense than seeing her at frat parties. Like fishing for fat trout in a pond, and then venturing out into the ocean to try our hands at catching swordfish.

      Maybe Mary-Beth had been right to suggest I still needed training to be Ella’s cuckold.

      Kendra nudged me with an elbow. ‘You know you’d be better off giving up now, Cuck Boy. You’re gonna get your heart shredded.’

      And yet somehow, Kendra’s words only made me want Ella more, only made me crave her more, only made me want her to cuckold me with the hottest city boy she could find.

      It reminded me how Kendra responded to Marv’s efforts to humiliate her.

      Oh, God. I did not want to be like that.

      Mary-Beth finished her drink and then said, ‘Okay… It’s time for us to head home.’

      I was relieved. But Mary-Beth was ushering Kendra and me away — she was not acting like we were going to be bringing Robbie and Ella back with us.

      ‘They’ll come back when they’re ready,’ she said, seeing me worrying about Ella.

      I nodded.

      She said, ‘She’ll only have eyes for Robbie now. You don’t need to worry about her for tonight.’

      Well, there was some relief in that for my poor, frayed nerves.

      Only, tonight wasn’t over yet.

      Mary-Beth was talking to me as we made our exit from the club, and I couldn’t hear her until we got outside, and she asked, ‘Have you got that?’

      ‘I’m sorry, couldn’t hear you properly,’ I said honestly.

      Mary-Beth gave me an eye-roll, like there was anything I could have done.

      ‘What I said was, when we get back, we need to make sure the room is completely ready for the happy couple.’

      ‘Completely ready?’

      ‘I’ll help you this time, but this is a thing you should be doing as her cuckold,’ she said. ’So… we’ll change all the sheets on the bed, we’ll make sure there are enough pillows… that they have some drink available…’

      Goodness.

      It was a little bit over the top, if I was honest. But here was the thing: I was being ‘trained’ by someone who only knew about cuckolding from what she’d read on the Internet, and she’d only really started reading up about it in detail since her little deduction that I might have cuckold tendencies involving Ella. Sure, she knew what it was, and thought it was a hot concept before seeing the potential in me, but she wasn’t exactly certified when it came to ‘training’ me.

      But it was kind of sexy, letting her show me how to prepare Ella for a night of sex with someone else, to be taken to watch Ella flirting with strangers — and then dancing with them — with the possibility that she could sleep with any one of them if she really liked someone.

      And now it was hot to know that my friend Robbie would be taking her back to his crib soon, and Mary-Beth said I was to be there to watch this time.

      The Uber dropped Kendra at Alpha Gamma Chi before Mary-Beth and I got out at Pi Kappa. It was late, and no one saw us coming in, going upstairs, heading into Robbie’s room to get it ready for my imminent cuckolding. Mary-Beth helped me change Robbie’s bedding and make everything perfect for the ‘happy couple,’ as she kept referring to them.

      We even set up some music on Robbie’s stereo — light, romantic songs to set the mood.

      And the whole time after we left that club together, Mary-Beth was asking me about how I was feeling about what I’d seen tonight, and what I was thinking right now, and what was going to happen later. It was partly out of a genuine fascination with cuckolding, but it was also an effort to keep pushing my buttons.

      ‘And you liked watching them dancing together? That guy was something else, huh? And she was grinding right up against him… ’

      And then Ella texted me to say that she and Robbie were on their way back, and Mary-Beth was giving me final instructions for how to greet them, where I should sit, what I should do as my friend cuckolded me while I watched.
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      ‘Okay, you sit in the cuck chair, Danny,’ Mary-Beth said, and I felt a flush of mild shame mixed with that familiar buzz of cuckold arousal.

      The cuck chair?

      And yet there was an added exhilaration that I was supposed to do as Mary-Beth told me, without question. I sat in the small IKEA armchair beside Robbie’s bed. I couldn’t help but look at Robbie standing by the door with my girlfriend. He seemed sympathetic about my situation, and maybe a little amused, but was trying to hide it. He was pretending to play a role here.

      What had he said before? She’s not really mine, is she? I mean, I’m keeping her warm for you, buddy.

      But one day I’d have to face the possibility that someone Ella slept with wanted more than just to keep her warm for her cuck. And maybe, Ella would have feelings for him, too.

      ‘You two come over, say hello,’ Mary-Beth directed the ‘happy couple’.

      Robbie led Ella over to stand before me, looking so tall, so powerful beside the diminutive form of my sweet girlfriend.

      ‘Introduce your date to your cuckold,’ our director instructed Ella.

      ‘Hey Danny… this is Robbie…’ Ella said with a coy smile.

      ‘Show him off,’ Mary-Beth said. Ella gave a little smirk, but tried to comply with the order, putting one arm around Robbie, using the other to slowly sweep around his chest as though to demonstrate to me how hot my friend was.

      ‘Where did you meet him?’ Mary-Beth asked.

      ‘We met at the nightclub,’ Ella said to me softly, immersing herself in the role-play. ‘I was dancing with him… grinding up against him… he kissed me…’

      ‘Good… good…’ Mary-Beth murmured, perching down on the couch opposite us.

      ‘I could feel how big his cock is,’ Ella told me, her hand now gliding over Robbie’s crotch, exploring his bulge. Robbie was trying to keep a straight face.

      ‘Show him,’ Mary-Beth said quietly.

      Okay, so this was weird.

      Ella knelt and started fumbling with Robbie’s fly. This was so much weirder than anything we’d done before. Acting out Mary-Beth’s fantasy for what cuckolding was supposed to be like. I clamped the arms of my chair with nervous claws as my true love pulled down Robbie’s pants and his underwear to expose his cock.

      Man, I thought he was already hard. But I watched her hand gliding up Robbie’s thigh to curl around that huge shaft, and then it got bigger and thicker, and Ella’s expression was one of awe.

      It seemed so obscene right beside my girlfriend’s pretty face. And yes, I had seen it before, but it was still startling to see it like this, so huge, so close. It looked so obscene right beside my girlfriend’s pretty face.

      ‘Compare it to your cuckold’s,’ Mary-Beth said. ‘Ella, how is it compared to Danny’s?’

      I felt a little tickle of discomfort. It was just so absurd, being compared physically to a guy like Robbie. But it did have a strange effect on me, for some reason. Not entirely unpleasant, though complicated to describe.

      Ella turned to look at me and said in a strangely cold voice, ‘It’s so much bigger than yours, honey. Look at it. I’ve been dreaming of one like this for, like, ever.’

      I pretended to be shocked, my jaw dropping as she smiled at me,

      It was role-play. But you know what? The human libido responds to role-play. It’s pretty stupid like that. My own cock was stiffening up as best it could inside my chastity cage, as my sweet Ella put her other hand to Robbie’s tip, and then touched her lips against it, exploring it, astounded by it, her big, green eyes gazing back at me to see how I responded to her violating the norms of a conventional relationship like this.

      ‘I don’t know, sweetie. I don’t know if you’ll fit it in your mouth,’ I said, trying to get into the role of a stunned partner being cuckolded by a new man.

      Mary-Beth said to me sternly, ‘Don’t talk unless spoken to, Danny.’

      But Ella said, ‘Sure I can.’

      Then she turned to Robbie and stretched her lips around the tip of his cock, looking elated as she jammed a few inches of that extraordinary thing into her mouth.

      She moaned as she sucked on him for a few moments.

      ‘Isn’t it so big, Danny?’ Mary-Beth cooed, teasing me, testing me. ‘Is it as big as your forearm, Ella?’

      Ella withdrew Robbie’s cock from her mouth and turned to me as she held her forearm to compare it to my friend’s manhood. Jeez. I mean, it wasn’t bigger than her forearm, but it was so close it was ridiculous.

      How had I never known during freshman year as roommates that Robbie was so hung? But guys living together are not supposed to check out each other’s junk, huh.

      ‘It’s so big,’ Ella said with pure reverence, playing to what she imagined Mary-Beth wanted to hear.

      Mary-Beth seemed to approve. So did my inner cuckold.

      ‘You wanna see me fuck it, honey?’ Ella asked me, her eyes sparkling, knowing she was pushing my buttons, but somehow feeling she could blame it all on Mary-Beth if she went too far.

      ‘Yes, honey,’ I said.

      ‘Yes, what? Danny?’ Mary-Beth prompted.

      Man, it was like being in school.

      ‘Yes, I want to see you fuck it, sweetie.’

      But first, Ella turned back to Robbie like she couldn’t resist taking his beast in her mouth, pushing it as far into her throat as she could, moaning as it entirely filled her cheeks. That thing must have been painful on her jaw.

      Robbie groaned and put his hand on her head as she bobbed down on his manhood, murmuring, ‘Oh… it feels so good… yeah, honey…’

      My friend playing a naughty party game with my girlfriend and me.

      ‘That’s it,’ Mary-Beth coached her Little Sister. ‘Really make use of your capabilities, hon. Use your face, your hands…’

      Ella took Robbie’s cock out of her mouth and stroked it with her cheeks, rubbing her entire face all over the impressive shaft, possessing it, marking it as hers. Slowly swirling her tongue around it, coaxing it with her fingers.

      ‘That’s it… that’s it…’ Robbie moaned.

      I had never been this close to some other dude’s cock before, and this was my friend’s.

      ‘She really likes it, buddy…’ my friend said softly, really getting into his role in teasing me. Grabbing her hair to push her mouth down on his cock further. ‘Oh… yeah… just like that… fuck my cock with your mouth, sweetie…’

      Mary-Beth nodded, her eyes glinting, and I realized Robbie was trying to impress her, even though he was having his dick sucked by another woman right in front of her. He had a crush on my girlfriend’s Big Sister.

      Ella went back to bobbing her head down on that huge cock, fucking him with her face, her two hands massaging his shaft as she gazed up at him with adoring eyes. Sucking him deeper, moving her mouth on him faster.

      ‘That’s it… There’s a good girl…’ Robbie said.

      I just wanted to kiss her so badly. It was the weirdest thing. My body was crying out to pull her from him so I could suck on her dirty mouth. I could see her lips stretching around my friend’s dick, but it just made me want Ella more and more.

      ‘You watching her suck it, Danny?’ Mary-Beth said. ‘You see how much she loves it?’

      Ella moaned as she filled her mouth with that thing like a chipmunk filling its cheeks with food.

      ‘I think you need to reward your cuckold for doing so well, Ella,’ Mary-Beth said, which baffled me a little.

      Ella sucked on Robbie’s cock a little longer, as though trying to figure out what Mary-Beth meant.

      Then her Big Sister clarified, ‘Kiss him, Ella, show him how much you appreciate him.’

      Oh, God, surely not.

      But Ella slowly withdrew her mouth from my friend’s dick, and then turned to me, her eyes flashing with warning and perhaps also excitement as she leaned toward me with clear intent. Oh, no.

      ‘Kiss her, Danny.’

      Oh man, I was contemplating using my safe word. I mean… doing this right in front of my friend. Yet there was so much pressure around the use of the safe word. Despite the flush of humiliation I was feeling in that moment, I still somehow had my pride, and it stupidly did not want me to surrender right now.

      Ella pressed her mouth against mine, and I let her. She parted her lips, and then we were kissing, sucking on each other’s face, that familiar sweet tenderness feeling so nice… but with the added taste of a man on her lips. Oh, God. I shivered, and yet my cock was throbbing with excitement, squeezed inside my cage, responding to this firsthand evidence of my cuckolding… the taste of a man’s cock on her mouth as we made out.

      She slipped her tongue in my mouth, the tongue that had been swirling around Robbie’s cock. She mashed her lips against mine — those lips that had been stretching around his bulbous glans, sliding down his shaft.

      ‘Good boy…’ Mary-Beth encouraged me.

      I glanced up at Robbie, who raised his eyebrows at me. Well, it could hardly get any worse than this between us. And yet my friend didn’t look like he was judging me. He didn’t look like he was taunting me. He didn’t look like his opinion of me had worsened.

      He knew I was a cuckold. This was cuckolding.

      ‘Robbie, come and lie down,’ came Mary-Beth’s next calm instruction.

      My friend did as he was told, lying down in the middle of the big bed, his flagpole cock sticking straight up, impossibly huge. I could see Robbie enjoying how Mary-Beth was looking at him, the tall, pretty brunette quite clearly enjoying what she was seeing of him.

      Mary-Beth said, ‘Your friend is so gorgeous, Danny. Ella, why don’t you tell your cuckold what you think of him?’

      Ella stood, brushing a strand or two of her golden hair out of her face as she gazed upon Robbie’s sculpted adonis-like form and that monster protruding from it.

      ‘He’s so tall, honey,’ my sweet love told me softly. ‘He’s so… handsome… and strong… and he has the biggest dick I’ve ever seen…’

      ‘Good, good,’ said her Big Sister, perching on the edge of the mattress to sweep her thirsty eyes all over my friend, who was lapping up the attention.

      Mary-Beth said to Ella, ‘Come over, kneel on the bed, sweetie. He needs your mouth.’

      My girlfriend knelt on the mattress facing Robbie’s lap, then bent down to take the enormous thing in her hand again. From where I was sitting, I had a beautiful view of her from behind, her little floral summer dress rising on her shapely thighs to expose her white lacy panties.

      ‘Why don’t you take off your dress first, Ella?’ Mary-Beth said, folding her arms almost defensively, as though she was trying to conceal her own arousal at all this.

      Ella paused, then knelt up, and slowly peeled her summer dress up and off her body over her head, revealing her sexy white lace lingerie with its pink accents, little pink bows giving her a false air of innocent purity. She took my breath away — and Robbie’s too, I could see. I stared in awe at the way her lacy bra and thong lay on her body, emphasizing her petite but alluring curves, the garter belt and stockings lending a kind of fantasy feel.

      ‘Very nice,’ Mary-Beth purred. ‘He likes that. You chose her outfit very wisely, Danny. Go ahead, Ella…’

      Ella took hold of Robbie’s shaft again, stroking it, pumping it, ducking down to touch her mouth to its tip — though I couldn’t see her face from this angle. I heard the sounds of her kissing it, licking it, taking him in her mouth, the friction of her lips on his huge cock. Robbie was taking hold of her head in his hands again, fucking her mouth. Mary-Beth seemed entranced by the sight.

      It was strange watching her. She was different with other guys than she was with me. It wasn’t necessarily a bad thing, she had different needs with other men than she had with me. It was somehow confusing, though. In my eyes, she wasn’t being herself, she was just trying to please Robbie and Mary-Beth. But she was certainly good at what she did. I was so impressed, I loved that she was showing Robbie such a good time, that my friend could experience her like this. I was proud of her, weirdly.

      I felt the pressure inside my chastity cage. I needed to get that sucker off, and soon.

      ‘Ella, right now you could be using your cuckold to help you prepare for full sex with your bull,’ Mary-Beth said, her eyes blazing with fascination.

      I got the sense she really never thought she’d ever see a real cuckold, though perhaps she’d fantasized about cuckolding before. Like an astronomer who had theorized about black holes for years, finally getting on a spaceship to travel to view a real one up close.

      Ella turned to me, smiling sweetly. ‘Can you help me get ready to fuck him, honey?’ she asked me.

      Mary-Beth said firmly, ‘Tell him, honey. He’s your cuckold, he needs to be put in his place.’

      I wrinkled my nose briefly at that, thinking to myself wryly, is that what I need? Is that really what I need?

      But this was a game, really. It was Mary-Beth’s game. And it was kinda hot, playing the stereotypical cuckold scenario.

      ‘Take my panties off, Danny,’ Ella said, her tone suddenly sharper.

      Mmm. My cock suddenly stiffened an extra degree. It was a little painful now, if I was being plain honest.

      I moved forward, obeying without question. I slid my hands over that incredible rear of hers, and reached for the waistband of her white lacy thong, peeled it down, exposing her exquisite sex, noticing how soaking wet she was already.

      ‘Ella?’ Mary-Beth prompted.

      Ella, who had been allowing me to take my time in removing her underwear, getting a good view of her bare pussy, said in that same sharp tone, ‘Lick my pussy, Danny. Get it all ready, so your friend can fuck me.’

      I shivered at the words coming from her pretty mouth. They seemed so attuned to pushing my cuckold buttons.

      If I were being a pedant, I might have pointed out that my sweet girlfriend was more than ready to fuck Robbie, judging by how drenched her panties were, and by the quantity of sweet nectar oozing from her sublime pussy.

      But I wasn’t a pedant, I was a cuckold. And I was being given a taste of my gorgeous girlfriend’s sex just prior to another man thrusting his massive cock into it.

      I set to, caressing the beautifully smooth, soft skin of her body, taking in the wonderful shape of her buttocks, her thighs, as I planted kisses around her glistening flower — before finally touching my mouth to her slippery folds. She tasted so fine, and I felt her hips responding to my tongue pressing into her dewy sex, I heard her moan, though she had her mouth full at the time.

      I didn’t exactly want to remove all traces of her wetness — I was supposed to be preparing her for Robbie’s enormous manhood, not preventing him from penetrating her. But the wetness just kept on coming, so to speak, as her body responded to my mouth expertly tending to her sensitive sex, my tongue gliding between her pussy lips, delving deep, or flicking around her clit.

      Any other time, I suspect I would have made her come like that. But after a while, Mary-Beth said quietly, ‘I think it’s time.’

      Ella lifted up from Robbie, and seemed about to climb onto him, to straddle him.

      But Mary-Beth said to her, ‘Perhaps this might be a good moment to let your cuckold have a little… release?’

      The pretty brunette smirked, and her eyes flicked toward me, and then to the little silver key that hung around Ella’s neck on her necklace.

      Ella smiled, and then turned to me again. ’Take your clothes off, Danny,’ she ordered me as she sat on the edge of the mattress, watching me rise to my feet to comply.

      I stood and pulled off my shirt, feeling somewhat uncomfortable getting naked in front of my friend, and in front of Mary-Beth, too, particularly given how my friend looked with no clothes on. But Robbie had already seen my cage — they all had — so my awkward striptease was less humiliating than it could have been.

      And Ella seemed so happy to watch me remove my clothes, exposing myself and that strange black polycarbonate device containing my manhood. She looked up at me, her eyes bright and full of love, and with that I really couldn’t feel bad, despite everything else.

      The beautiful blonde took her necklace off, and urged me closer toward her with a hand on my bare hip.

      She slotted the key into my lock, turned it, then removed it, the pressure suddenly releasing from my squished cock, which quite suddenly sprang up from the semi-erection the cage had allowed to a full one-hundred-percent hard-on. Remarkable, if there hadn’t already been an absolutely enormous one over there on the bed with which to compare it.

      Ella had her hands all over it, enjoying how its shape suddenly changed, how it grew so suddenly, the curiosity of how such a large object could have been squeezed into such a small cage beforehand.

      Mary-Beth had stepped around the bed to witness it herself, and she seemed at least a little impressed, if not amused as well.

      But she pointed out, ‘You’re not going to get that thing off now, are you?’

      Ella’s fingers toyed at the black plastic base ring that circled the root of my cock and balls. I wasn’t going to squeeze my fully erect dick through that in order to remove it, not until I was flaccid again.

      ‘You’ll just have to wait,’ Mary-Beth told me. ‘It won’t be too uncomfortable while you watch your friend fucking her?’

      I shook my head, agreeing with her.

      Leaving one hand grasping my cock, Ella swept her other up my body, up to my face, where her fingers tugged me into another deep kiss, for me to taste my friend on her lips once again.

      ‘You’re going to sit there and watch me fuck him,’ she told me, a little breathless with exhilaration as she broke our kiss.

      ‘Yes, my sweet,’ I said.

      ‘You can stroke it, but you can’t come until I tell you,’ she added.

      ‘Yes, my sweet.’

      I sat back in the armchair, and Ella climbed onto the bed once again — this time straddling Robbie’s chest. She said to Robbie, ‘God, your chest is so big…’ flicking her eyes at me as though to make sure her words were pressing my buttons, but lingering to see how I responded to the sight of her reaching behind her as she lifted herself up to guide Robbie’s huge cock toward her pussy.

      I caught my breath as the tip of my friend’s cock disappeared between her splayed thighs and her buttocks. Then Ella moaned and pushed her body down on him, and there could be no doubt that Robbie’s massive tool was now squeezed inside her petite form.

      Robbie groaned, ‘Oh… you’re so wet…’

      Ella pushed out her butt, and I could see everything — my sweetheart’s pussy stretching to grip my friend’s fat dick, moving slowly to coat his shaft with her wetness, just an inch or two either way at first, before she felt able to move more extensively on that colossal thing.

      ‘It’s pretty incredible, huh?’ Mary-Beth said as she came over to perch on the arm of my chair. It wasn’t exactly the biggest armchair in the world, she had to really drape herself all over me to support herself.

      ‘She loves his cock so much. She’ll do anything for a cock like that,’ she said, and her hand moved to my cock to take over stroking duties.

      I saw Robbie glance over, and I actually thought he envied me in that moment.

      My focus was on my gorgeous girlfriend, however, as she rode my friend harder and harder, the wet sounds of his cock thrusting inside her tight, soaking pussy so loud amongst Ella’s plaintive cries of pleasure.

      ‘Get a closer look, honey,’ Mary-Beth told me softly, her eyes directing me over to the bed.

      I did as she told me, of course. I knelt at the bedside like a penitent man, just a few inches away from my friend’s naked thigh, watching the base of his cock emerge from my true love’s dripping wet pussy again and again, my body reacting to the physicality of him being inside her without a condom.

      I knew she was on birth control, but there was such a powerful sense inside me that worried about my beloved being fertilized by my friend and his massive organ.

      At the same time, her obvious enjoyment of the sensation of riding such an extraordinary dick was thrilling to me.

      ‘Get a good look at it, Danny,’ Mary-Beth said, coaching me from the sidelines. ‘You see him stretching her out? He’s so big. She’ll never feel you the next time you fuck her.’

      It was so hilarious, her words seemingly drawn straight from a porn clip. But Mary-Beth was having her effect on me.

      Training me as a cuckold, I guess.

      I saw milky come leaking out of my sweetheart’s pussy — had he come inside her already? But he wasn’t losing hardness, and she wasn’t halting her movement on him. I shivered in response to the thought of him fertilizing her, my biology responding just as the theory of sperm competition expounded.

      I put a hand on Ella’s thigh, reassuring her, touching as though I needed to prove to myself that this was real, she was really here, she was really fucking my friend right in front of me. She moaned extra loud to feel me touch her in this moment, I knew it gave her a real kick as she rode him.

      Ella suddenly twisted her body and took hold of my hair with her nearest hand, in danger of yanking it out of me because her whole body was bouncing, Robbie pumping his hips underneath her. But she managed to lean over and kiss my mouth while continuing to ride my friend.

      It felt so wrong, but just exhilarating.

      She used her tongue on me, but it amused her, and she broke into giggles, perhaps tickled by trying to fuck my mouth with her tongue while my friend fucked her pussy with his massive hard-on.

      When she was done kissing me, she pushed herself up, off Robbie’s cock — only to turn around on him, straddling him facing his feet, squeezing his huge dick back into her pussy so that I could see everything from the front now. Reverse cowgirl. Robbie’s hands held her thighs apart, lifting her, bouncing her on him, using her like some kind of sex toy on his dick.

      ‘God, he’s so big,’ Mary-Beth was murmuring from behind me. 'Hold her hands... look into her eyes as he fucks her...'

      I did as she told me. Ella held my hands as she fucked him, she gazed into my eyes, adoring me as she rode someone else.

      I couldn’t believe how close I was, the extraordinary sight of my sweetheart’s pussy spread like that, another man’s cock pistoning into it, glistening with her juices. The sight framed by his big hands clutching her thighs. She was so beautiful on him, her nipples so stiff on her small breasts, her skin flushed pink over her chest and her cheeks, the perspiration giving her a sexy shine to her curves. I felt ashamed that I enjoyed watching one of my best friends fuck my girlfriend. And yet there was nothing I could do about it. I stroked my hard cock, watching it.

      I craved her so much. I wanted to take her away from this, take her for myself.

      But I had to resist.

      Mary-Beth offering a commentary didn’t help: ‘Look him, he’s so hard, isn’t he? He's so amazing, fucking her, Danny. Don’t you think it’s the hottest thing you ever saw?’

      That’s how Ella came. There was a growing tension in her, and at first I couldn’t figure out what it was. Then Robbie said, ‘Are you going to come, honey? Do you want to come?’

      She gasped and nodded. She seemed to be holding her breath after that.

      ‘You can’t come until I tell you,’ Robbie said firmly.

      Ella’s entire body seemed to tense up as my friend continued sliding that big dick into her again and again.

      ‘You want to come, honey?’ Robbie asked her.

      ‘Yes,’ she groaned.

      ‘Yes, what?’

      ‘Yes… please let me come, sir. Please…’

      ‘Very well, you may come.’

      She groaned again, and then her body started jerking like somebody had stuck a live electrical wire into her. And I felt ashamed all over again that my friend was making my girl come like that, so freaking hard. Ashamed and insanely aroused because my sweetheart was being fucked to orgasm by a cock that was so plainly not mine.

      But as Ella came, Mary-Beth was on her feet, right up against the mattress, leaning in close to Robbie so she could put a hand on his shoulder and say gently, ‘Not you, honey… It’s not time for you yet…’

      Robbie somehow kept himself from coming, though for me it would have been a herculean effort. He gazed up at Mary-Beth, and I wondered if she could tell he was attracted to her. She seemed interested in him, too, though perhaps she had a funny way of showing it.

      Ella came down from her high, and finally dismounted Robbie.

      Mary-Beth said to me, ‘Danny, I’ll bet they could do with a nice, cold drink.’

      I didn’t even react to being required to be their waiter. I was way beyond that kind of trivial humiliation by now. I fetched the glasses of ice water that I had prepared earlier while waiting for the happy couple to arrive.

      My sweetheart and her lover seemed appreciative of my efforts as they refreshed themselves.

      ‘Would you like a little break before round two, my dear?’ Mary-Beth asked Ella.

      Round two?

      ‘Oh, yes,’ my sweetheart said.

      ‘Why don’t you ask your cuckold to soothe you with his mouth until you’re ready for more?’

      I was a little confused about what they meant, but after taking away the empty glasses, I found Ella lying on the bed on her side, almost in a fetal position, pushing out her bare butt and exposing her freshly-fucked pussy as she looked at me with clear intent.

      ‘Danny, I need you to get me ready for Round Two,’ she said.

      As if she needed to, Mary-Beth said, ‘Go ahead, Danny.’

      I knelt on the floor beside her, rested a hand on her hip, and pressed my face to her well-used pussy, sucking on it mere moments after my friend had fucked her there.

      Man, it was so messed up. And the most messed up thing of all was how turned on I was. I went down on my sweet girlfriend right after she’d been fucking my friend, and then the two of them went right back to fucking again for a while longer.

      How did he last this long? I couldn’t last this long even when I was doing it all for myself — not that there had been much of that since I’d had to start wearing this cage most of the time. There were three rounds. After Round Two, I was also called in to provide refreshments and then prepare my girlfriend for more sex with my big friend.

      I guess it was a turn-on, having my face literally rubbed in my girlfriend’s infidelity. I wasn’t complaining. I suppose I was getting over the humiliation factor. But was the experience twisting the wiring in my brain even further?

      Then Mary-Beth was asking Ella if she wanted Robbie to come, and telling her to beg him to come, and there was my sweet girl imploring one of my best friends to come deep inside her, to fill her up, to empty his entire load in her tight pussy. Oh, God.

      She lay on her back for my friend, and he sank into her missionary style and emptied his balls into her pussy.

      Oh, Jeez.

      I couldn’t handle much more of this.

      But I would have to handle much more than this, I realized that. There would be guys who would take Ella away from me, to have their way with her where I could not watch. There would be guys I really did not like very much, and perhaps Ella would be tempted to try their cocks on for size.

      There might be guys Ella really liked. That she wanted to spend time with. That, perhaps, she developed feelings for.

      My friend Robbie was probably an easy option.
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      Incidentally, my cuckold training session did not end for the night just because my girlfriend had finished cuckolding me.

      My friend Robbie finished shooting his cream deep into my sweet Ella, and then he was done for the night — pulling himself off her, telling her how incredible she was as he extricated his softening tool from her sticky pussy.

      Mary-Beth said to me, ‘Thank him, Danny.’

      I was a touch baffled again, not for the first time. Mary-Beth’s style of cuckolding was distinctly not my own.

      ‘Thank your friend for fucking your girlfriend properly,’ the tall brunette clarified.

      Sigh.

      I glanced at Robbie, who offered me a somewhat sheepish grin as he grabbed the bathrobe from the back of his door. Sorry, buddy, his eyes said.

      ‘Thank you, Robbie, for fucking my girlfriend properly,’ I said, using Mary-Beth’s words.

      Mary-Beth smiled at my friend and said softly, almost affectionately, ‘Thank you, Robbie.’

      He gave her a little mock salute and seemed to blush a little; though he’d already exposed himself in front of us all, we’d seen everything of him, and there seemed to be nothing left for him to be embarrassed about. It was Mary-Beth, it seemed to me, that made him feel suddenly awkward.

      Robbie grabbed his towel and headed for the bathroom, leaving me there with two dominant women. Well, I guess one of them was subdominant, to use a musical term.

      And then Mary-Beth was telling me I had to clean up my sweet Ella properly, putting a pillow under her hips so I could get to her beautifully fucked pussy and provide her just the right kind of tender attention that would allow her another orgasm without further exacerbating the soreness of her well-used sex.

      ‘That’s it… You should be telling her how beautiful she looks, how much you enjoyed watching her being fucked by your friend,’ Mary-Beth was instructing me.

      I tried to do what she said, though it often seemed a little artificial, a little further than the kind of thing I’d choose. I didn’t want to be embarrassed. I didn’t want to be humiliated, I didn’t want to be belittled or demeaned — though most of the porn clips Mary-Beth had used for educational purposes seemed to think it was simply part and parcel of what being a cuckold was all about.

      What did I like? The feeling of complying with the wishes of a powerful, beautiful woman. Knowing that I was doing the correct thing, that I didn’t have to guess what was needed to make my sweetheart feel good. I liked being forced to contend with the evidence of my cuckolding — yes, I guess it did turn me on having my face rubbed in it.

      It felt all kinds of wrong that my friend had left her in this state. But somehow the wrongness only turned me on more.

      I did what I was told, and I enjoyed the fact that it obviously impressed Mary-Beth. I enjoyed even more how Ella responded to my touch, my mouth, my body.

      Mary-Beth told me I’d done so well, that Ella should give me a full reward for my efforts. My goddess happily drew me in to kiss me, then had me lie on the bed so she could climb onto me, slide my hard cock inside her for some slow, sensual riding. Oh, that was pure joy. Her beauty, her feminine grace, her tender affection. Her body on mine, her eyes gazing down on mine. Her sex completely engulfing my hard cock.

      The feeling of her fucking me, taking me so deep straight after she’d been with another man, grinding down on me so her clit mashed against my pubic bone. She was so wet and slippery after Robbie had dealt with her. Oh, it was just magnificent.

      She was as thrilled by riding me as I was — I got the sense that she was excited by having two men in quick succession, by the fact that I’d been watching her, desperate to have her for myself and yet excited by her infidelity itself. She loved how much the cuckolding strengthened my desire for her, and as a result it strengthened her desire for me.

      Mary-Beth told me I was allowed to come inside my goddess on this occasion, but that I might not always be permitted to do so. I would have to respect Ella’s wishes at all times. Perhaps she would not even feel like giving me full sex as my reward for being a good cuckold, I would have to take what I could get.

      I don’t know — I took what Mary-Beth said with a pinch of salt. It felt good being with Ella after her adventure with Robbie, making her come one more time, so that she was shaking with her orgasm at the same time I released my own seed deep inside her.

      Afterward, after Mary-Beth had ordered us to retreat to the bathroom where I could give Ella a nice, relaxing, post-cuckolding bath, Ella told me that when I’d come inside her, that had been her finest orgasm of the night — even though it had been slow and sensual, and not the hard, powerful kind Robbie had given her.

      I was just happy that she loved me.

      When we returned to Robbie’s room, Mary-Beth said Robbie had another bed elsewhere, and that we were allowed to spend the night together in his big double bed. That nobody would disturb us while we were in Robbie’s room together.
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      It was just wonderful lying there with her in my arms, just breathing, being close to one another.

      After a while, she asked me if I’d been okay with everything, because she’d been worried that Mary-Beth was taking things too far.

      ‘I was fine,’ I said. ‘I mean… I don’t think I’d have chosen to do some of that stuff…’

      ‘You would have used the safe word, though, right? If there was something you really didn’t want to do?’

      ‘I would,’ I assured her, though I didn’t like to expose my doubts about having to use the safe word. It was strange, but I didn’t want to discourage her in any of this, to let her think I was having a hard time with any of it. I wanted her to have positive experiences with me, I didn’t want doubts to start creeping in.

      Deflecting slightly, I said, ‘It was a little weird the way she had me talking to Robbie… I mean, he’s my friend…’

      ‘Pretty awkward,’ Ella said, understanding.

      ‘Cheesy as hell,’ I grinned.

      She giggled. We kissed. It was so sweet, so tender. We were both tired, but I just wanted to enjoy being close with her, I started kissing her all over again. It was different when the two of us were alone and didn’t have to worry about others being present.

      ‘I don’t think Robbie’s entirely comfortable dominating you,’ I said.

      ‘No, he still sees me as yours,’ Ella agreed. ‘I think that makes it more difficult to act possessive, to own me.’

      ‘How are you finding it?’

      She shrugged. ‘I guess… I don’t feel entirely myself when I’m being submissive.’

      ‘That probably makes it harder for Robbie, too.’

      In those quiet moments as we began to get more relaxed with thoughts of giving in to our fatigue, I couldn’t resist going down on her some more. It was such beautifully sweet intimacy between us. Then she was coaxing me onto my back, so that she could kneel over me and sit on my face, to gently wiggle her body to grind her pussy down on my face.

      I guess it was less work that way.

      Only, then she needed something more from me, so she had me kneeling between her thighs, sliding my cock into her missionary-style, slowly exploring the sensation as though we’d never done it before.

      ‘Does it feel different?’ she asked me.

      ‘Different?’

      ‘After Robbie’s been there before you.’

      ‘I don’t know… not that different. You think he stretched you?’

      She shrugged at that. ‘He’s a big boy.’

      ‘I don’t think it’s permanent.’

      I came inside her again, and after that we just lay in affectionate embrace, quietly telling each other how much we loved each other, how amazing our future would be together, and so on. She fell asleep first, and I just held her, gazing at her, until I slipped off to sleep too.
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      First thing in the morning, Ella was up before the sun, putting on her dress again, telling me she had to get back to the sorority house, avoiding anyone noticing that she’d spent the night with me instead of Robbie.

      ‘What do you think happened to him last night?’ I asked her.

      ‘He could have been in your bed,’ she suggested.

      ‘Maybe he went with Mary-Beth,’ I grinned.

      Ella’s eyes flashed at that, and she couldn’t help but giggle. She didn’t seem to have any hangups about her Master being with other women.

      ‘You have to put this on,’ she said, holding up my chastity cage, and I wasn’t sure whether she was ordering me as my dominant girlfriend or because Mary-Beth had told her to.

      I wasn’t complaining, though. I was getting used to it. And I liked how she knelt at my feet as I stood to put on the cage, her fingers toying with my equipment as she applied a little lube and put the contraption on me. She even took the thing into her mouth once it contained my manhood, which almost defeated the purpose of the thing, because it very nearly made me come, feeling my caged cock engulfed in the heat of her mouth.

      ‘Sorry,’ she grinned as she extricated herself from me, ‘it was too tempting.’

      ‘You’re allowed to do whatever you like with it, My Lady,’ I chuckled.

      ‘Until next time,’ she said at the door, blowing me a kiss. ‘I love you, Danny.’

      ‘I love you, too.’

      Sigh.

      Locked up securely, I wandered downstairs to find some breakfast. There was a catering service that provided meals for the fraternity, and for breakfast a small buffet was laid out in the kitchen.

      Robbie was already there, tucking into a bowl of oatmeal. He smiled as I came over with a plate of bacon and scrambled eggs.

      ‘How you doing?’ he asked me, a concerned expression on his face.

      ‘Great,’ I said, then under my breath I added, ‘Thanks for letting me stay in your room last night.’

      ‘You’re okay with everything?’

      ‘Sure. What d’you mean?’

      ‘I don’t know,’ he shrugged. ‘It didn’t feel like Mary-Beth was being particularly… kind… to you.’

      I chuckled. ‘She just thinks that’s what cuckolding is,’ I said. ‘I didn’t take any of it personally.’

      ‘She was, like, teasing you. Because you have a… you know…’

      ‘Smaller dick than you?’ Well, I could say it. There wasn’t anyone else within earshot of where we were camped out on a couch in the front room. ‘Robbie, almost every guy on the planet has a smaller dick than you. I wasn’t particularly bothered by any of that.’

      I don’t know. Some of the things he was worried about I hadn’t even particularly noticed. He didn’t like feeling I’d been pushed around, demeaned, run into the ground because he was fucking my girlfriend.

      I just had to reassure him that while he might have felt completely humiliated by being cuckolded in front of other people, I had made peace with the kink by now.

      ‘So where did you go after you left me and Ella in your room?’ I asked him, as we continued chomping on our breakfast.

      ‘Mary-Beth wanted to talk, so we went to her room,’ he said.

      ‘She wanted to… talk?’

      He smiled at my insinuation. His eyes were alight. Something had happened, huh?

      He said, ‘Mary-Beth wants to train Ella in another kind of threesome.’

      ‘Another kind…’ It took me a moment to figure it out. I know, duh. ’Her… and you… and another woman?’

      He glanced around, in case we had eavesdroppers. ‘Well, she said it was another required skill for Alpha Gamma Chi girls.’

      ‘Of course it is. So let me guess… she wants to get involved in the training.’

      ‘She did suggest taking a more hands-on approach.’

      ‘She likes you, buddy,’ I said, and he blushed, the big galoot.

      I don’t know why it seemed so exciting to think of Ella sharing Robbie with another girl. It wasn’t as though I was ever going to be involved in anything like that — and indeed, my focus was on Ella, so I didn’t really hope to be. But I supposed it was just a different experience, something to try out, something a little more glamorous than the typical boy-girl kind of thing.

      ‘So the rest of the night you talked about how she might train Ella to share a man with another woman?’

      He chuckled. ‘We did some preparatory work, sure.’

      ‘And?’

      He was beaming. ‘She’s something special, man.’
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      Later that day, I was at the Music Faculty getting some practice in, and Ella texted me to ask where I was before joining me when I told her.

      It wasn’t such a big deal now for me to spend time with my girlfriend during the day. We could go places, and it was just us, and we could kiss and cuddle and do other things if we felt like it. If anyone else was around, we just acted like platonic friends.

      Nobody seemed to object to us hanging out together if Ella didn’t have any Sorority obligations to take care of, and when I wasn’t involved with band practice.

      I went to watch her swim training sometimes, and ended up meeting some of her friends on the swim team. We sometimes went to see movies at the theater together. It wasn’t such a big deal.

      Mary-Beth actively encouraged us to spend time together whenever she could — she had decided early on that if we were each other’s primary partner, we had to put in the time for each other. Sure, we were supposed to keep our romantic relationship secret from anyone not already in the know, but it was part of my cuckolding that we had to have a strong bond for Ella’s sexual liberation to have its full effect on me.

      I went over to Alpha Gamma Chi quite often to hang out at mealtimes, during the afternoon, and sometimes in the evenings.

      It wasn’t unusual for Pi Kappa guys to hang out at the sorority with the Alpha Gamma Chi crowd, and I would sometimes bump into the likes of Tiffany, Shelley, Victoria, Hannah, and other soon-to-be-juniors I’d met a few times since the toga party. They still seemed hopeful I’d be available sometime, though for now my story about a girlfriend at another college still stuck firmly in place—and it was noticed that I was particularly good friends with Ella.

      Mostly, though, Ella was hanging out with her fellow pledges when I saw her during the day in between pledge duties and obligations. So I met Zoey, Destiny, and Alecia; there was also Faith and Sofie, along with Penny and Tammy. They were all a lot of fun, and apparently kept practicing their flirting abilities on me, particularly since I was seen as safe because I was not currently on the market.

      Crazy that they were all undergoing a similar kind of apprenticeship as I’d witnessed between Ella and Robbie, and Marv and Kendra.

      Speaking of… as well as getting to know more of the pledges Ella had been hanging out with, I did have to spend a lot more time with Kendra, given that they were BFFs. However, Kendra seemed a lot more chilled out now that things had been explained to her, and the secrecy of my relationship with Ella was clarified. Kendra seemed more attuned to keeping the secret than any of us, so concerned was she by my apparent threat to Ella’s social standing. But when nobody else was looking, she did like to tease me about being a cuckold, leaning into all the ways in which mainstream society would treat a man who allowed his woman to sleep with others.

      I got back at her by asking when Marv was going to give her the threesome training she was supposed to receive as an Alpha Gamma Chi pledge. If I were really feeling up against it, I would hint that Marv could choose anyone to be the third person in the training session — perhaps another dork like me.

      That usually made her simmer down.
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      Anyway. I didn’t hear about the proposed threesome training for a few days — Ella was being given a break from sleeping with Robbie, and Mary-Beth was happy for us to spend time working on our own romantic bond.

      I hung out with Matt and Marv here and there and noticed a lot more of our fellow fraternity members coming back early from their summer breaks, so I met a lot of my new Pi Kappa brothers, too.

      Much of the talk turned to the next social on the calendar: a party for members going into their sophomore year at Bryson. Naturally, it would involve the girls from Alpha Gamma Chi, and it turned out that this was a key event within the Sorority’s pledge initiation process.

      Of course, everyone in our year within Alpha Gamma Chi also had the Social on their mind. In particular, there was the question of what costumes people would go in — the event would have a theme of ‘Saints and Sinners’.

      Ella and I went to the mall to scout around, and we didn’t have much of a clue what we were going to wear. Then Mary-Beth joined us, and we ended up putting together a kind of TV Evangelist outfit for me, with a bad suit, an even worse hairpiece, and lots of amusing fake jewelry. Ella, Mary-Beth decided, would go as a ‘sinner’ — in her case, dressing up as a stripper.

      We found some truly eyebrow-raising little things for her to wear. I had to remind Mary-Beth that Kendra had a penchant for being humiliated in public, not Ella. But Mary-Beth was very keen to show off her Little Sister’s beauty at the party, where there would be plenty of guys who might want to date her later in the year.
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      I didn’t feel the same cuckold buzz about Ella having a threesome with another woman as I did from the thought of her being shared by two guys.

      When Mary-Beth told me it was happening, I was curious how Ella would feel about it, sure. I was even envious of Robbie for getting to be with two women at the same time, something I used to fantasize about before being introduced to the dark arts of cuckolding.

      But when my girlfriend’s Big warned me that it was happening, my main thought was that Ella would be fucking my friend again. That part still hit me pretty hard, even though I’d been through it before.

      The fact that Mary-Beth had been so tempted to try Robbie herself amused me, though I didn’t show it to Mary-Beth. I was happy for my friend getting to sleep with his current crush, of course.

      When it happened, though, I was not invited. Mary-Beth told me this was going to be one of those experiences I would have to find out about afterward — something I needed to be able to deal with as a cuckold. So I was in my own bed in the room I shared with Matt in Pi Kappa while it unfolded.

      I felt able to talk to Matt about it, partly because he was included within our little secret circle, but also because this wasn’t necessarily part of my cuckolding training, it would have been part of the Alpha Gamma Chi pledge initiation process anyway.

      ‘More threesome training?’ Matt chuckled as I told him what was going on. ‘Mary-Beth really wants your girlfriend to be a slut for the rest of college, huh?’

      I laughed. ‘I’m not complaining. It’s not just Ella, though. All the pledges will have some kind of thing like this.’

      ‘Marv hasn’t done anything like that with Kendra yet.’

      ‘Apart from spanking her in front of us.’

      Matt sighed at my reminder, which no doubt tweaked his frustration at having such a crush on her, but being unable to do much about it.

      ‘Maybe he’ll ask you to assist when he trains Kendra?’ I suggested to my friend.

      But he said, ‘He’ll probably get Robbie to do it. I mean, they did it with Ella, right?’

      I didn’t want to give him false hope. It was true that Marv might feel comfortable double-teaming Kendra with Robbie because the two of them had previously shared Ella.

      Matt changed the subject, asking me if I thought Robbie was actually fucking Mary-Beth and Ella right now. I guess it was a little exciting, knowing it was happening. But at least part of the thrill for me was that my friend was actually getting to bang two chicks at the same time, something that just seemed impossibly sexy.

      ‘Do you think Ella’s into girls as well as guys?’ Matt asked me.

      ‘Not really. She never said anything about anything like that.’

      ‘Man, I don’t think I could handle two girls at once. I mean, the pressure just dealing with one…’

      ‘I think there’s more than enough of Robbie to go around,’ I laughed, but I knew what he meant. Matt and I were not built quite the same as Marv and Robbie.

      Matt suddenly hopped out of bed. ‘I’m going to see if anything’s happening,’ he said, his face lit up, his voice filled with excitement.

      ‘What? What’re you talking about?’

      ‘I wanna know. Don’t you?’ He said, putting his bathrobe on over his PJs.

      ‘They’re not going to let you in, you know.’

      ‘No, but if I happened to wander past Robbie’s room, I might hear something through the door.’

      My heart rate picked up significantly. Okay, so maybe I was curious. If we walked outside Robbie’s door, we might hear something. The doors — the walls — in this fraternity were hardly soundproof.

      Matt grinned. ‘Might as well make the most of it,’ he said. ‘Since they’re doing it here and not in the Sorority House.’

      That was true enough. I hoped they were doing it here because then when they were done, I would get to spend the night in Robbie’s room with Ella again. Robbie might want to go with Mary-Beth to discuss how their training session went.

      But while I could have waited to hear from Ella herself how it had gone, there was something about the possibility of hearing her having a threesome with Mary-Beth and Robbie that put me in a mood to snoop.

      I hauled myself out of bed and put a bathrobe on too.

      ‘What’s our excuse for being down there if anyone sees us?’ I asked him, figuring that two sophomore guys in bathrobes wandering around the senior members’ floor might raise questions.

      ‘Who’s going to ask questions?’ Matt said. ‘We need to get our stash of marijuana back from Robbie, or something…’

      He was right, of course. This wasn’t the East German state, this was a fraternity house. Guys here didn’t demand to see your papers if they saw you walking around. Wherever.

      Nevertheless, we were quiet and tried to be unobtrusive as we slipped downstairs to Robbie’s floor and casually wandered past his door. The first time, we just slowly walked past the door, listening but not stopping. I heard somebody in there talking — Mary-Beth? But nothing much more. It was disappointing.

      ‘You hear anything?’ I asked Matt when we were safely around the corner. He shook his head.

      I flicked my head back toward Robbie’s room, indicating I thought we should make a second pass.

      My heart was thumping hard, though I didn’t realistically believe we would be in terrible trouble if we were caught. This time, I walked slowly to Robbie’s door and paused there for a while, getting as close to the wood as I could without touching.

      Okay… now I could hear something. Some quiet moans. It sounded like Ella, so naturally I felt a certain thickening of things below waist level. Was it Robbie making her moan like that? I couldn’t conceive of the idea that it would be Mary-Beth. Matt joined me in front of the door, listening. We weren’t being very subtle, but we had eyes on either end of the hallway.

      Now I detected female moans that I didn’t think were Ella. Mary-Beth? Her moans were a slightly lower pitch than Ella’s high soprano.

      Matt flashed his eyes at me, sharing his amazement that we were listening in on a bona fide two-girls-at-once scenario. Okay, so if we’d been in freshman year, and I hadn’t done any of the extraordinary things I’d done with Ella in recent months, I would have been pretty astonished at what we were hearing.

      We hovered there long enough to hear both Ella and Mary-Beth reach orgasm. Robbie had to be going down on them, I figured, and alternating between them. What a dream. Ella was the first one to come, and I recognized the sound of her coming. Mary-Beth’s was a little louder.

      I thought Matt and I might get nervous, or tired, and head back to our room after that first round of orgasms. But Matt didn’t seem to want to leave.

      And then we heard the bed creaking. Robbie was fucking one of them. Had to be. Oh, man. More moans filtered through the door, timed with the creaking of the bed. Every few minutes there was a pause in the creaking, and then it started up again with a different girl moaning.

      It was surprisingly hot to hear Ella being fucked by someone, and I wasn’t supposed to be there.

      Matt was just astonished to be hearing a threesome. He’d been too terrified to stick around when Marv and Robbie had shared Ella, of course. But here he was, listening to something we’d believed, back in freshman year, to be an impossibility, something people never really did in real life, only in porn.

      I heard Ella come this time from what had to be penetrative sex, and then I was worried somebody might need the bathroom, or even that Ella would come to find me. I didn’t want them to discover me spying.

      I went back to our room and waited. Matt wasn’t long behind me.

      To my deep disappointment, sleep came and found me before Ella did.
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      Robbie slept late, it seemed. I texted him asking how it went the previous night, but didn’t hear back before I had to go out for band practice with Jed and the other Dogs.

      Ella seemed to be sleeping late, too, but she at least responded to my message saying she’d had a fun time with Robbie and Mary-Beth, and she’d tell me all about it later. She had a pledge meeting at Alpha Gamma Chi, and then some cleaning duties to attend, but she suggested a walk around the lake in the afternoon.

      I experienced a mild cuckold buzz all day waiting until I could see her — I think the buzz of knowing she’d had sex with my friend, but exacerbated by the curiosity of knowing she’d been involved in a rare threesome with another girl. I pondered what might have happened with Mary-Beth, and how lucky Robbie was to get attention from two beautiful women at the same time.

      Once the afternoon rolled around, Ella and I ended up grabbing a coffee before going for a walk. My sweetheart told me the tamer stuff — like how the three of them had gone out to a bar to warm up for their threesome with some strong alcohol — before we were sufficiently distant from other people to discuss more explicit details.

      During their night out, it seemed that Mary-Beth and Ella had done most of the talking — Robbie was in a bit of a daze, kind of stunned that they were planning to have a threesome with him. They talked about other things, of course, like the Social, like what was going to happen during the rest of the apprenticeship. They talked about me, and how Ella was getting on with cuckolding me. But mostly, they talked about having a threesome.

      ‘Mary-Beth really wanted my approval for her to… you know… do this with me and Robbie. I mean, I know he’s supposed to be my Master, but…’

      ‘She was nervous?’

      ‘Yeah, pretty nervous.’

      ‘I thought they already spent the night together talking about everything.’

      Ella nodded. ‘They did, but when they gave in to temptation, they were really only making out. Mary-Beth wasn’t comfortable doing anything unless she’d talked to me first.’

      ‘Aww. They’re so cute,’ I chuckled. ‘And their first time having sex… had to be a threesome.’

      Ella shrugged. ‘Even if I’m okay with them seeing each other, I guess it doesn’t look great the Big Sister snapping up her Little Sister’s Master.’

      ‘Do you know how it’s happening with the other pledges?’

      She said, ‘They haven’t got into their threesome training yet, those I’ve talked to about it. Usually doesn’t happen until after the Sophomore Social.’

      ‘Has Kendra said anything about hers?’

      ‘She doesn’t really like talking about the sexual side of the apprentice program,’ Ella said. ‘So I don’t force her to.’

      ‘So what happened after you and Mary-Beth got Robbie back to the fraternity?’ I said, bringing the conversation back to the matter at hand.

      Ella told me that when they got to Robbie’s room, Mary-Beth revealed a little secret ingredient to boost the party between the three of them — a little marijuana to get them all rapidly into a very giggly mindset a little after Robbie put some mood music on low in the background.

      While they were sharing the joint, Robbie kissed Ella, and then after a little while, he turned to make out with Mary-Beth. Ella was surprised by how erotic it was, just kissing and taking tokes on the joint, but the marijuana seemed to heighten everything, if only because of the relaxed, positive mood it put them in.

      Robbie seemed to have pretty good chemistry with Mary-Beth already, Ella said. He was alternating between the two of them, and when they were done with the joint, the three of them were increasingly using their hands while sucking face — Robbie with his hands on their breasts, the girls groping Robbie’s chest, and at some point discovering the bulge between his thighs.

      Amid a lot of giggling spurred on by the dope, Mary-Beth and Ella urged Robbie to get his cock out to show them how fantastically big it was, and Robbie was fine with that since both of them had seen it plenty before. Without even taking off his clothes, he pulled down his fly and let the huge thing out, much to the girls’ appreciation.

      ‘Mary-Beth could hardly take her eyes off it,’ Ella laughed.

      ‘But she’d seen it before.’

      ‘Yeah, but this was more… I don’t know… she knew she was going to get to touch it this time. There was a different feeling between them.’

      Robbie pulled off his shirt, and Mary-Beth removed her leggings, so Ella did likewise; only her panties had come off along with her leggings. It didn’t seem to matter to her given the influence from the narcotics.

      Then Robbie told the girls to kiss each other.

      I raised my eyebrows at this. ‘You made out with Mary-Beth?’ I asked Ella as we continued walking slowly along the lake shore path.

      Ella shrugged. ‘Mary-Beth said you’re supposed to experiment in college. Said maybe you’ll find out you like girls better.’

      ‘And do you?’

      She shook her head. ‘I mean… it was kinda nice. Soft. Different.’ She grinned. ‘I liked how it got Robbie going. You should have seen how hard he was, watching us.’

      She said Robbie had stood there and tugged on his hard-on while the girls had kissed and started playfully toying with each other — squeezing breasts, groping asses. The marijuana had lightened everyone’s mood, and made it seem like less of a big deal that they were two women fooling around.

      Ella couldn’t entirely tell whether Mary-Beth was really into it, or whether she just enjoyed how Robbie responded to her and Ella getting it on.

      ‘It was kinda fun,’ Ella said. ‘And I figured I might as well try whatever, maybe I won’t get the chance again.’

      Mary-Beth peeled off Ella’s top and pulled her in for a deep smooch, and then, when she was cupping Ella’s breasts through her bra, Ella got up the nerve to push Mary-Beth’s top up only to find she wasn’t wearing a bra at all.

      ‘And then her breasts were right in front of my face, so it just felt like the thing to do to suck on them,’ my girlfriend said.

      ‘Wow…’ I said, in a bit of a daze hearing all this.

      Ella grinned. ‘Does it turn you on that I did stuff with Mary-Beth?’

      I pondered a moment, but there was no point in hiding anything from her. ‘It’s different from you being with another guy,’ I said, trying to figure out how I felt about it. ‘I think about you and another woman… It’s like… aesthetically beautiful. If I were there, every direction I’d look in would be beautiful. And all that femininity… so intense…’

      It was difficult to describe why I felt differently about different genders being with Ella.

      ‘I just like watching,’ I concluded.

      Ella giggled. ‘Well, anyway, after that we were both taking turns sucking Robbie’s cock. Maybe sucking him together. It was kinda funny… I guess we had all that dope in our system…’

      There had been more making out around Robbie’s cock, and then Ella had suggested it was time for Robbie to put Mary-Beth out of her misery. Mary-Beth was surprised that Ella seemed to know she had a crush on Robbie, and when Ella told her that it had been pretty obvious. Then Ella removed Mary-Beth’s panties so that Robbie could fuck her.

      ‘And how was that?’

      ‘It was… I don’t know… kind of fascinating,’ she said. ‘I’ve never really seen another girl like that… you know, up close…’

      She told me Mary-Beth seemed happy enough for her to look closely, and when Robbie had started fucking her missionary-style, she had moved so it was more like he was fucking her from the side, and Ella could watch his dick sinking into Mary-Beth’s pussy.

      ‘She asked me to suck on her clit while he was fucking her,’ she said, blushing furiously like she was worried I was going to judge her.

      ‘Seriously? That sounds amazing,’ I said.

      Ella told me her curiosity had pushed her to try it, so she’d eased her head in between Mary-Beth’s thighs and started kissing her clit while Robbie’s big cock squeezed slowly in and out of her pussy.

      ‘What was it like?’ I asked her.

      ‘It was… kinda sexy, I guess. I mean… his cock was right there, rubbing against my chin as he fucked her.’

      ‘Did you like… you know… sucking her clit?’

      She shrugged. ‘I didn’t not like it. I liked how it seemed to make her feel, along with Robbie fucking her.’

      Robbie had continued to fuck Mary-Beth like that, but the tall brunette had urged Ella up toward her head, Ella a little confused about what she meant at first, before it was clear that she wanted Ella to offer her a taste of her pussy.

      ‘What?’ I could hardly believe what I was hearing.

      ‘I knelt over her face, and she was licking my pussy,’ Ella said, her cheeks all flushed again. ‘It was… it was very gentle. It wasn’t like you when you get all hungry for it…’

      Robbie had wanted some of Ella’s sweet pussy for himself, so they all changed position so that he was lying on his back, Mary-Beth riding him and Ella sitting on Robbie’s face.

      ‘It was like a straight comparison,’ Ella laughed.

      ‘And you liked Robbie better?’

      ‘Robbie was just more forceful, which I kind of needed.’

      There had been a lot more making out, and Ella had moved to watch Mary-Beth fucking Robbie.

      But then Robbie was on his feet, getting Ella to bend over the mattress so he could fuck her from behind — and while he jammed his huge cock into her from behind, Mary-Beth offered Ella her first taste of pussy.

      ‘You went down on her?’ I said, eyebrows raised so high they were practically off my face.

      ‘We were trying new things,’ she said. ‘And we were doped up to the eyeballs. Mary-Beth asked if I ever did it before, and to be honest I was kind of distracted by Robbie stuffing his cock into me.’

      ‘But you did it?’

      ‘She moved in front of me and spread her legs. Then her pussy was right there.’

      ‘It would have been rude not to,’ I grinned.

      Ella blushed. ‘I just kind of pushed my face between her thighs and kissed her there. And she seemed to like it.’

      ‘But did you like it?’

      She thought for a moment. ‘I liked making her feel good,’ she said. ‘I guess it was kind of sexy… the way she moved… and when she put her hand on my head…’

      I was a little stunned by all this.

      And by the fact that Ella had come hard while Robbie was fucking her and her face was buried in her Big Sister’s pussy. She said she’d been overwhelmed by it all, that it had been so intense.

      After that, there had been plenty more of everything — Robbie had alternated between the two of them, getting them both to come multiple times fucking them, while the two women toyed with each other.

      He finally came in Mary-Beth, and she came one more time as he did so.

      ‘After that, Mary-Beth and I took a quick shower, and when we got back, Robbie was asleep,’ Ella laughed. ‘We just lay down next to him and went to sleep too.’

      Boy.

      A few people were walking on the path around the lake, and we had to pause our conversation until we were at a safe distance again.

      ‘Did anything happen in the morning?’ I asked her.

      ‘Mary-Beth and Robbie were already awake when I woke up,’ she said. ‘It was still pretty early. He was kissing her and stroking her pussy, and when he made her come, that’s what woke me up. Then he started fucking her and kissing me.’

      She told me Robbie had laid on his back so Mary-Beth could ride him, and Ella had ridden his mouth. I felt envious, not for the first time during my girlfriend’s story. Ella and Mary-Beth had switched places again after Mary-Beth’s next orgasm.

      I was kind of stunned by how many times Robbie had made them both come. I’d lost count of the number. They’d had quite a session that morning before venturing to the bathroom for more showers, then breakfast.

      ‘Did you and Mary-Beth do anything together during that time?’ I asked her.

      She shrugged. ‘We were kissing a bit. But mostly we were doing stuff with Robbie.’

      I prodded her a little, and she said she’d enjoyed experimenting with Mary-Beth, that it was a new experience, and that she was glad she’d tried it. I didn’t feel I could push her for much more than that.

      We sat on a bench and, for a while, enjoyed a little us-time. Ella seemed to need me to hold her and kiss her and tell her how much I loved her, as though she was concerned that her adventure with Mary-Beth had somehow dimmed my view of her. I didn’t find it too challenging to show her that the reality was quite otherwise.

      ‘I love that you try new things,’ I told her. ‘It only makes me want you more.’

      She seemed reassured soon enough, though we couldn’t get into any serious horseplay because it was still a public place, and there were other people out walking.

      I suggested to her that we could find somewhere a little more private. She said Mary-Beth had urged her to deny me if I wanted sex today.

      ‘Deny me?’ Cue raised eyebrows again. My brows were getting quite the workout today.

      Ella smiled. ‘She said she wants us both to have another night with Robbie tonight,’ she said. ‘And this time, she said you can come watch.’

      I caught my breath.
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      At first it was fairly chilled out — we were all sitting around Robbie’s room, sipping from beer bottles, passing a joint between us.

      Despite everything that had happened to me, I felt like I was in some kind of dream at the thought of getting to watch Ella in such an unusual situation. Sharing my friend with another woman.

      We were talking about guys they’d been flirting with at the bar before we came back to the fraternity — well, mostly it had been Ella flirting with the guys; Mary-Beth had stayed with Robbie and me to watch her.

      ‘That guy in the tight jeans? I would have gone home with him.’

      I liked hearing Ella talk about them, the guys who got her going, the kinds of things that attracted her to them, that made her cross the line into being open to sleeping with them.

      ‘The way he looked at me made my insides turn to Jello.’

      ‘Uh-huh,’ Mary-Beth was just delighted at Ella embracing her sexual liberation. ‘You know, you might see him around. Later when the semester starts, you might find him there again, and you can go home with him.’

      The way the two girls were talking, trying to hit my cuckold buttons with references to my sweetheart going with other guys, the mood was quickly turning carnal. Along with the effects of the alcohol and the marijuana, we were all starting to feel a little frisky.

      Mary-Beth reminded me of my duty to fetch refreshments, and after slipping out of the room to find suitable drinks, I returned to find the three of them on Robbie’s bed, the girls on either side of him taking turns making out with my friend.

      I watched them lazily kissing and removing items of clothing as they progressed. When Robbie sat up to pull off his top, Mary-Beth seemed to naturally fall into making out with Ella, and it was absolutely astonishing to me. Witnessing my sweetheart with another woman — it was very different to seeing her with guys. So soft and tender and delicate.

      Then they noticed me watching and broke out into giggles. Mary-Beth ordered me to strip if I was going to watch them, to show them that I was safely caged. I did as they demanded, but since they were all now in their underwear, it didn’t feel so bad getting naked in front of them. They’d all seen my chastity cage before.

      Mary-Beth told me to sit on the couch and not touch anything — by which she meant my dick — as the three of them returned to their leisurely making out. Robbie started kissing his way down Ella’s body, and Mary-Beth fell into kissing her mouth. I watched my friend go down on my girlfriend, and then switch to his crush, tugging aside their underwear to access their dripping pussies.

      The girls seemed happy to continue making out with each other, any inhibitions lost to the dope and the booze. I got the sense that Ella was toying with Mary-Beth so that she could get me going, which was somewhat intriguing.

      Robbie seemed to take it all in his stride, though this was just astonishing for a couple of former dorks.

      I watched with envy as he buried his face between their thighs, switching back to Ella before making her come as she lifted her hips to meet his mouth, shivering as her orgasm rippled through her petite form. Mary-Beth came even more vigorously as he switched back to her, her hands clamping his head to her pussy as she shook with the force of her climax.

      My friend was like a kid in a candy store.

      As Robbie pulled off his boxer shorts, Mary-Beth had me come over so she could look at my cock, and compare it to my friend’s huge beast.

      I knelt on the bed opposite Robbie, Ella and Mary-Beth between us. Ella had her hands on Robbie’s cock as her Big Sister urged her to play with it, to take in the size of it. Mary-Beth had my cock in one of her hands, and my friend’s in her other.

      I thought it a somewhat unfair comparison considering my chastity cage was still on, keeping my cock from getting fully hard.

      But, you know, my friend had an enormous cock. I was well used to that fact. Porn stars would feel embarrassed to be kneeling opposite Robbie like this, two gorgeous college girls giggling at the size difference.

      ‘Look at his beautiful big cock compared to your tiny little dick,’ Mary-Beth said to me.

      ‘It’s so huge,’ Ella said, using both her hands to stroke Robbie’s massive tool. I could tell she was reluctant to actively bad-mouth me, because we’d talked about this, we’d discussed that I wasn’t really into the humiliation side of the kink, though plenty of other cuckolds out there liked being fully demeaned.

      I enjoyed the sense of power a woman could have over me. I’d discovered that. It was sexy that she could use her incredible body to provoke such powerful feelings in me, and that she would take pleasure from me as she wanted, and she would make it clear to me what she needed.

      But I didn’t need to be belittled, so to speak.

      Mary-Beth, however, was training me to be a cuckold using the Internet for her knowledge about what it was to be a cuckold. So I was here, taking it from her. It wasn’t so bad. I just ignored the parts that didn’t agree with me, putting it down to a kind of amusing role-play game.

      What was strangely hot was having the two of them spend time like this examining my cock and Robbie’s, talking about them, touching them, exploring them. Even with mine trapped inside a metal cage — metal, because Mary-Beth had specifically requested that I use my original metal one, since it exposed more of my cock, and I guess it looked a little shinier and so on.

      I suppose it was ego that made me like them toying with my cock like that? Was it the attention they were paying to it, even though Mary-Beth was badmouthing my anatomy in a massively unjustified way?

      ‘It’s so small, it’s smaller than the size of his balls.’

      ‘He needs, like, three hands on his cock… you only need a couple of fingers.’

      I mostly avoided looking directly at Robbie’s face, but with a few of the comments Mary-Beth issued, I couldn’t help glancing up at him to find him giving me a big goofy grin. I offered him the kind of smile that said I wasn’t really into this, but Mary-Beth seemed to be enjoying herself, and Mary-Beth was his problem after we were done with this whole apprenticeship thing in a few weeks.

      Maybe Robbie would have the smile wiped from his face if his crush decided she wanted to dominate him if they were properly dating when the college semester started.

      ‘But this is why you’d never let anyone else have it,’ Mary-Beth said, holding both of our cocks like she was a set of old-fashioned scales, weighing us. ‘You’d be too embarrassed for other girls to see it.’

      Ella smiled, though her eyes looked somewhat apologetic as they met mine. ‘Yeah, I wouldn’t want any other girls seeing his small dick.’

      Her expression told me fairly clearly she didn’t really think mine was small, that she enjoyed it just the way it was. But, hey. Just go with it.

      ‘But you’ll get to enjoy some nice big ones,’ Mary-Beth said, both of their hands now toying with Robbie’s equipment. ‘Maybe not always this big, but there’ll be lots of guys you’ll get to play with way bigger than that.’

      ‘I’ll need to,’ Ella said with a sly glance at me. ‘I won’t get through college with only that.’

      I felt my cock throbbing at their talk of Ella getting to enjoy lots of guys from now on, that she needed more than me. That stirred the cuckold buzz, sure. And the pressure of my cock swelling inside its steel bars was testament to that.

      ‘You like seeing her playing with big cocks?’ Mary-Beth asked me.

      I nodded.

      She said pointedly, ‘You can address me as ‘Mistress’.’

      ‘Yes, Mistress.’

      That provoked a little shared glance of amusement with my buddy Robbie. But I was genuinely thinking that he was going to have to deal with this if the two of them started dating.

      ‘She’s going to get hooked on cocks like his,’ Mary-Beth told me, ‘Then she won’t need yours at all.’

      The pretty brunette ducked down to take the bulbous end of Robbie’s cock in her mouth, and Ella gave me a little frowny face and a slight shake of the head where Mary-Beth couldn’t see, to assure me she didn’t agree with what her Big Sister had just said.

      I grinned and shrugged to show that it was all just a game to me.

      Ella was stroking Mary-Beth and hugging her as she sucked on Robbie, and I thought it was mostly performative for my amusement, though the two of them certainly seemed closer since they’d experimented with a few moments of girl-on-girl the last time. Because I hadn’t been there to witness the previous occasion, while I was there now it felt as though I’d missed an episode of my favorite soap opera, and now the characters had moved on into a new storyline where I’d missed the introduction part.

      Mary-Beth gave way to let Ella suck on Robbie, and now I could step back to watch them focus on my friend. When Big Sister took over from Little Sister again, I thought Robbie was struggling a little keeping himself back from coming. He was really into Mary-Beth — it was quite sweet.

      ‘You ever been with a guy this big before?’ Ella asked Mary-Beth, the two of them playing with Robbie’s cock with their hands some more. Lifting it, allowing it to fall, toying with the effects of gravity on the massive thing.

      ‘No, never this big,’ Mary-Beth cooed. Robbie loved that. She seemed obsessed. And she couldn’t wait to get his big cock inside her pussy.

      The girls made way so that Robbie could lie on the bed on his back, Ella moving to kiss me and urge me to take a seat on the couch so I could watch without interfering. Mary-Beth slipped off her panties and climbed onto him, his big hands sprawling all over her bare ass as she straddled him and immediately guided the tip of his huge cock to her pussy.

      She gave a sexy little gasp as his thick meat slowly squeezed into her.

      Ella whispered into my ear, ‘I’m gonna fuck him next,’ and then toyed with the little silver key dangling from her necklace, teasing me that I was still locked up.

      She moved onto the bed as Mary-Beth began moving on top of Robbie, rising and falling to slowly work his massive shaft. I watched my girlfriend kneel beside Robbie, pushing out her gorgeous ass to mirror Mary-Beth’s position, as though to taunt me that she would be next on my friend’s cock. Ella’s G-string didn’t cover much, and I saw her fingers toying with her pussy as she watched her Big banging her Master.

      Robbie was moaning quietly as he finally got to fuck the girl he wanted more than anyone.

      With her spare hand, Ella massaged her Big Sister’s fine ass as Mary-Beth rode her Master, her hands exploring the brunette’s buttocks, gliding down between her thighs to find the base of Robbie’s cock as it emerged glistening from Mary-Beth’s sex.

      ‘Oh yeah… oh… oh…’

      For now, though, Robbie and Mary-Beth gave in to their base instincts and just fucked, their pace accelerating rapidly until we could hear the slapping of flesh on flesh, and Mary-Beth worked her juicy pussy on his big cock fast and hard. Ella made way, letting them relieve the tension that had clearly been building between them.

      ‘Oh fuck… oh fuck… oh…’

      Mary-Beth came in next to no time, cursing with apparent amazement at how he made her feel. Robbie, though, managed to keep back from orgasm, though he was clearly completely captivated by Mary-Beth.

      The tall brunette made way, but directed Robbie to get off the bed and stand on the floor so he could fuck Ella from behind as she knelt on the edge of the bed. Naturally, Mary-Beth had them positioned right in front of me where I could see my friend’s big dick penetrate my girlfriend’s gorgeous tight little pussy.

      Mary-Beth lay beside Ella, cuddling up to her, kissing her, the sweet blonde making little moans into the bedsheets as that fat, long dick stretched her inside.

      ‘You like that?’ the brunette asked my girlfriend.

      ‘Uh-huh.’

      ‘His cock feels so good.’

      ‘Oh, yeah.’

      I was entranced by Robbie’s cock moving inside my sweetheart, the wet sounds of him shoving it in there, his shaft glistening with her juices. Ella was still wearing her red bra and G-string, the latter pulled to the side, though it was so skimpy it was hardly going to prevent Robbie’s entrance anyway. But as he fucked her, Robbie grabbed hold of the back of Ella’s G-string like it was the reins of a horse.

      ‘Hey, Danny, you need to help her…’

      Mary-Beth urged me forward as Robbie continued fucking my girlfriend. I moved toward them, stunned by my proximity to my sweetie cuckolding me. I knelt beside the bed, every breath filled with the pungent aroma of their sex, their bodies, their physicality.

      ‘Touch her,’ Mary-Beth told me. ‘Put your hand under her… find her clit…’

      I put a hand on her ass as it quivered from Robbie’s pounding, just dazzled by touching her while another guy was fucking her. She moaned in response to my touch, to knowing I was there, to feeling me getting involved. As Mary-Beth directed me, I slid my hand underneath her, skirting over her stomach to seek out the heat between her thighs.

      I felt her pussy while my friend’s cock plunged into it over and over. I touched her while she was being fucked. It was insane.

      I found her clit and gently applied pressure as Robbie fucked her, her moans rising in pitch at the sensation of her little sensitive button being stirred while she was filled and massaged on the inside by an enormous cock. It was so strange. I had to avoid touching my friend’s dick, but it wasn’t always avoidable, given how powerful his pounding was.

      Boy, that was an experience.

      Then Mary-Beth took it to the next level and straddled my sweet girlfriend's face. I couldn't see her expression, but it was clear she was lapping at the tall brunette's sex with gusto. I remembered her telling me about the previous night, at how she'd been overwhelmed by all the stimulation, she'd just gone with the flow. Maybe this was like that. Or maybe she really had developed a taste for pussy.

      Ella came in no time, that was for certain. I felt her pussy quiver and her body shudder with my hand there, wedged between her thighs.

      Mary-Beth switched positions with my sweet blonde, but Ella urged me to come up onto the bed, so she could toy with my caged cock a little while Robbie pounded her Big Sister and Mary-Beth licked Ella's pussy.

      ‘He’s so much bigger than you, honey,’ Ella was saying softly, playing to Mary-Beth's game though the brunette seemed too occupied to really notice. ‘You see how he fucks her? It’s so much better when he does it. It feels so good…’

      I just blocked out the humiliation — by now it was just noise to me, though I did like how she talked about fucking Robbie, about how good it felt and so on. That pressed my buttons.

      ‘I bet I wouldn’t even feel him,’ Mary-Beth added her thoughts in between moaning at the big thing being stuffed inside her pussy.

      I just breathed and enjoyed the feeling of my girlfriend’s fingers exploring and teasing my steel-clad equipment.

      ‘Does it hurt?’

      ‘No, my sweet.’

      ‘Maybe we’re not doing enough, then, huh?’

      Robbie was back on the bed, with Mary-Beth moving over him to touch her pussy down on his face while Ella straddled his crotch and took his cock back inside her. The pretty brunette had me sit on the couch again so that I could get the perfect angle to see my friend’s cock buried in my girlfriend’s sex, Ella riding him reverse cowgirl.

      Mary-Beth urged me forward again, and I knelt dutifully on the floor to get my closest view yet of my girlfriend riding another man’s cock. My whole body seemed on fire as I watched the thing sinking into a pussy I was intimately familiar with, the sensation that he was violating my place with his big dick both agonizing and exhilarating in equal measure, each polar opposite emotion seeming to strengthen the other within me.

      But Mary-Beth shook her head, not satisfied with me kneeling there watching.

      ‘Her clit,’ she instructed me. I rested my elbows on the mattress and moved in between my friend’s thighs, such a strange place to be, his big balls right there in front of me, the base of his cock disappearing again and again as it was gobbled up by my true love’s ravenous pussy. I reached, placed my hand on Ella’s pubic mound, and did my best to find her clit though it was a moving target.

      But Mary-Beth shook her head again. ‘Your mouth,’ she said, ‘use your mouth, honey.’

      This was a little astonishing to me, and more than a little confusing at first. Did she really mean what I thought she meant? What she was asking seemed impossible, but as I hesitated, she flashed her eyes at me.

      I ducked down, determined to show Ella’s Big Sister how impossible her demand was. But Ella was smiling sweetly at me, apparently delighted by what I was doing. As I pushed my face in close to her pussy mid-fuck, my sweetheart slowed her pace riding that thing, and I could actually get my mouth onto her, my lips finding the right place just at the apex of her sex.

      Wow.

      I couldn’t get away from touching Robbie’s thighs. Still, it just felt like two guys involved in some kind of sports; our focus was on the women — Mary-Beth grinding her pussy onto my friend’s mouth while my girlfriend rode his hard dick; my own focus on keeping my mouth in place on Ella’s clit as she slowly moved on Robbie’s pole.

      I took hold of my girlfriend’s butt as she moved on him, and that helped me engage with her rhythm and respond accordingly, and then I was actually doing it — sucking on her clit while she fucked another man. It was insane, but I was getting better all the time, swirling my tongue around her little button, kissing her there.

      It was inevitable I was going to feel my friend’s shaft brush against my chin, being in that position, but with my focus on Ella it didn’t bother me so much. It seemed a little bizarre, but it only seemed to push my cuckold buttons harder — a clearer demonstration, close-up, that I was being completely cucked by my friend.

      And nobody else really seemed to notice how close I was to my friend’s dick, the intensity of their own stimulation holding their attention as we moved together, a mass of flushed, sweaty bodies all working against each other.

      The big surprise was when Ella suddenly let out a loud cry and started trembling like she was receiving a powerful electric shock, and then while her thighs started trembling she squirted, her fluid spurting out uncontrollably, absolutely drenching me in the process.

      I was fascinated, and a little in awe of her, and started toying with all that wetness, spreading it around her pussy, stroking her with it, leaning down to kiss her some more. Mary-Beth ordered me not to stop, so I started sucking on Ella’s clit some more, and I guess the lesson was learned, because her orgasm just continued and she kept on squirting. Just staggering to me.

      Ella was practically in tears when things finally calmed down, and she was able to dismount Robbie.

      But Mary-Beth switched positions with Ella and demanded that Robbie and I achieve the same feat with her. As it happened, it was an experiment that could be reproduced with the same results attained.

      Ella just sat and watched, somewhat dazed by what had happened.

      Everyone was a little stunned by it all. Ella and Mary-Beth wanted to take a shower after that, and Robbie went with them, the three of them staggering their arrival at the bathroom in an attempt to avoid anyone else noticing that the three of them were taking a shower together. With only Robbie’s bathrobe available, which Mary-Beth took, Ella and Robbie had to wrap bath towels around themselves to make the journey.

      I was left behind with instructions to change the bedding, which was absolutely drenched.

      When they all came back, naked and clean, they were cheerful but much lower energy. Ella dropped her towel and came to kiss me, even though I was still sticky with their squirt. It was so sweet sucking on her lips, her hands roaming through my hair, caressing my cheek, expressing her affection for me. Mary-Beth and Robbie were on the bed while Ella and I were standing — the others now back to having sex, this time a slow missionary-position fuck.

      Ella knelt at my feet and slipped my caged cock into her hot mouth, steel and all. Oh God. There was something so intensely erotic about her taking me into her mouth while I was still locked in steel. After everything I’d seen, I couldn’t contain myself anymore. My cock was only as hard as the cage would allow, which isn’t saying much, but nevertheless I felt the orgasm coming hot and heavy, and could do nothing to stop it.

      So much for chastity, huh?

      Ella seemed jubilant at what she was doing to me, however, and as I was clearly headed for climax she kept on sucking me through the steel bars, and then as the powerful orgasm hit, she cheerfully swallowed every drop like it was sweet honey.

      Oh God. Well, that was a little embarrassing.

      None of the others seemed to notice, however. Ella slipped her necklace off and unlocked my cage, and then she was on her feet kissing me again, and while I could taste myself on her lips, her affection was irresistible, so what did I care? She was so gorgeous, and I loved her with all my heart, and she seemed to feel the same way.

      But then, I was done, and they were not. Ella gave me a final kiss, and then Mary-Beth was on her feet, allowing Ella to take up position on the bed in her stead, so that Robbie could start fucking my girlfriend again, slowly and sensually, missionary-style, while her Big Sister told me what a good cuckold I was, and that now it was probably time for me to go get some sleep.

      I put my clothes on while watching my friend’s hips working to squeeze his fat dick into my girlfriend again, her shapely thighs wrapped around him, her soft moans making my insides tremble.

      I went to kiss Ella farewell, feeling that little frisson of cuckold energy fluttering through me as I pressed my lips gently to hers and breathed in the earthy, musky scent of hot bodies and raw sex.

      I envied Robbie, not for the first time. It wasn’t so much the sex as the fact he was getting to stay here, spending the night with these two gorgeous nymphs.

      But Mary-Beth was training me as a cuckold, and as a cuckold in her eyes I should be denied certain things to keep me keener. She gently told me I’d done well, and that my sweet Ella was clearly pleased with me, but then she was walking me to the door, wishing me a good night, and quietly shutting me out of the room.

      Sigh.

      I was tired anyway.

      I stayed there a while, listening through the door as my friend fucked my girlfriend some more and made her come all over again.

      They had to be pretty tired. I figured they’d go to sleep soon, and then what? They’d probably be all out for the count until the morning.
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      I slept late the next morning, then I hung out at the fraternity with Matt, who was excited about the forthcoming Social. He was planning on going as the Pope, because he had a white bathrobe he could almost make look like the papal robes. That amused me no end.

      ‘You think the girls are going to go for you because you’re in a sexy Pope outfit?’ I laughed.

      ‘I don’t know…’

      It struck me that maybe he didn’t care, because he was still hung up on Kendra. I took a deep breath and decided to bite the bullet.

      ‘You know she has a thing about us four,’ I warned him. ‘I mean, she’s only with Marv because he’s her Master, and he itches her weird kink for humiliation.’

      ‘It’s not that weird,’ Matt insisted.

      ‘Well. She’s said she’s only okay with it because she knows the apprenticeship program ends before the semester starts. As soon as we get back to class, she’ll avoid us like the plague.’

      ‘Yeah,’ he sighed. ‘You’re right, I know. I should… move on, don’t you think?’

      ‘You’ll meet someone else you like,’ I said. ‘You’re a Pi Kappa now — you’ll get plenty of interest.’

      He nodded. Then he said, ‘What do you think the chances are that there’s someone out there for me who’s… you know… a little like Ella?’

      I peered at him. He looked deep in my eyes, and it was clear what he was saying.

      I said, ‘You want to try it?’

      He shrugged. ‘I think about Kendra, you know… and it makes me want to have what you and Ella have. So… maybe that’s what I want, even if it’s with another girl.’

      I nodded. I mean, I could understand it. I hadn’t been a cuckold to start with, but the more I learned about it, the more I realized how much the darkness drew me, how the complicated nature of the kink really got to me.

      ‘I have a shift at the bar this afternoon,’ I told him. ‘But I’ll think about it. Maybe there’s something we can do.’

      ‘How’s she doing?’ Matt asked me, clearly referring to Ella.

      ‘I’m not sure… she was with Robbie and Mary-Beth last night. I guess they’re still sleeping? She hasn’t texted me.

      ‘Robbie and Mary-Beth and Ella? I doubt they’re sleeping,’ Matt grinned.

      I smiled. I was actually hoping that the three of them would have continued their sexual adventure after I’d left them at Mary-Beth’s suggestion. Would Mary-Beth have gotten more involved with Ella, without me to witness it? I liked the idea of my sweet girlfriend exploring things a little more.

      I was hoping if something had happened, Ella might tell me later.

      I was working my bar job that afternoon when Ella finally texted to ask where I was and if I wanted to hang out.

      She joined me in the bar, asking whether I was locked like a good boy. I assured her I was, and gave her the key back. She smiled, and with a glance to make sure nobody else could see, she told me she loved me.

      After that, she had a little food and some soda, camping out at the bar to relax and chat with me in the quiet moments during my shift. It was a fairly sedate afternoon, even though more and more people were coming back from summer break, ready for the start of the semester in a couple of weeks.

      I wanted to ask whether anything more had happened between her and Mary-Beth. Whether anything more had happened between any of them. But before I could get to it, she mentioned that there had been a slightly strange atmosphere between her, Mary-Beth and Robbie in the morning when they’d woken up. She hadn’t been able to pin down what, exactly, it was all about.

      I felt disappointed that perhaps things hadn’t turned out well between them all.

      ‘You think because the alcohol and the dope weren’t in the system anymore?’ I asked her.

      ‘Maybe, I guess,’ she said.

      ‘What happened? Were they having regrets about last night?’

      ‘I don’t know… When I woke up, Mary-Beth was already awake, but Robbie was asleep,’ she said. ‘Mary-Beth was just kind of gazing at him, and she had one hand on him… on his stomach… and on his cock. She seemed embarrassed when I woke up and saw her.’

      ‘Embarrassed that she had sex with your Master?’

      ‘Maybe. She was blushing, anyway. It felt really awkward. She got up, and then she was getting dressed, saying she had stuff she needed to get done.’

      ‘When did Robbie wake up?’

      ‘When Mary-Beth was getting dressed. He seemed worried that she was going. Like, that he’d offended her or something.’

      ‘She didn’t say anything about last night?’

      Ella shook her head. ‘She just told me not to worry, that I should just stay with Robbie, do whatever he wanted.’

      ‘And what did he want?’

      ‘To ask me why Mary-Beth left,’ she said. ‘Whether he’d done something to upset her. I don’t know. I just asked him if it was okay if I got dressed and went back to the sorority, and he said that was fine.’

      ‘If he’d wanted sex, you would have done it?’ I asked her, still curious whether Robbie still wielded power over her, now that Mary-Beth’s impromptu cuckold program had corrupted the original apprenticeship system for Ella.

      ‘Of course,’ my girlfriend said. ‘He’s my master.’

      I felt my manhood stirring in my pants at the thought that my friend could still order my girlfriend to sleep with him whenever he wanted.

      ‘But he didn’t?’

      ‘No, he didn’t. I had a bite to eat at the sorority, and then I came to find you,’ she said.

      ‘So Mary-Beth is regretting sleeping with Robbie? Or maybe she’s regretting the whole threesome thing, that you were involved, too?’ I probed.

      ‘I hope she’s not pissed at me,’ she sighed. ‘I texted her…’

      ‘How can she be pissed at you? You were only doing what she told you to do. The whole time.’

      I reassured her. I said whatever it was that had bugged Mary-Beth, it couldn’t have been Ella’s fault. She calmed down a little, we got to chatting about other things, notably the Social that everyone was talking about at the moment in our peer group.

      ‘The other pledges are really intrigued about you,’ Ella said.

      ‘About me?’

      She giggled. ‘You’re attractive, you’re in a band, you have a mysterious girlfriend in another college, and you’re being so loyal to her. You’re hot property, Mister.’

      I smiled. ‘My loyalty to another girl makes them want to make me break my loyalty? Isn’t there something ironic about that?’

      ‘Your loyalty makes them think that you’d be loyal to them.’

      ‘But they don’t get that if I decided to date them instead of my existing girlfriend — ’

      ‘Fake girlfriend.’

      ‘Fake girlfriend… I wouldn’t be loyal anymore. And if I’m not loyal… they won’t want to date me.’

      ‘Therein lies the catch,’ she laughed.

      ’Catch-23,’ I said. Then, I had a thought. I said to her under my breath, ‘Hey, do you think any of them might want their own cuckold?’

      Ella frowned. ‘And you’re… asking for a friend?’

      ‘Of course,’ I laughed. ‘Matt told me… well, he got so hung up on Kendra. And the way she treats him… or people like us… I don’t know. It’s fried his brain.’

      Ella glanced around to make sure nobody else could hear, then she asked me, ‘So what you’re saying is, when your brain gets fried… that makes you a cuckold?’

      I grinned. ‘You fried my brain the first time I laid eyes on you.’

      She laughed. ‘You’re so romantic.’
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      When I went on break, Ella and I took a little walk. We didn’t get too far — a couple of blocks away, there was an alleyway where no one was going to be, and she dragged me in there like some kind of serial killer, demanding that I kiss her.

      We made out, and it was just heaven.

      Her kiss was so sweet, so tender. It was the ultimate pick-me-up. I cupped and stroked her small but perfect breasts through her top, but we were short on time, and suddenly my sweetheart seemed more urgent. She guided one of my hands down the front of her leggings, beneath her panties to her searing-hot pussy.

      The sound of her moans as I stirred my finger inside her and kissed her soft neck was like music.

      But then she was telling me she needed my mouth, and without any thought about whether we could be discovered, I did as she commanded me. I knelt before her, I peeled down her leggings and her panties, then I pressed my lips to her hot flesh.

      She tasted so good. I sucked on her gorgeous pussy and her hands moved to my head, her fingers running through my hair, gently at first before they tightened steadily, until she was clamping my face tight to her sex, working her hips to grind her wetness against my hot mouth.

      She came quickly, shivering and crying out, her juices flooding my mouth, her fingers clutching my head like a vice to keep her upright.

      I never even removed my chastity cage.

      Breathless, she leaned down to kiss me on the forehead, saying quietly, ‘You make me come like nobody else can.’

      I was high as a kite as we sauntered back to the bar. Ella couldn’t stay for much longer, but she said she was supposed to have a ‘quiet evening’ ahead of the Social the next day, so she suggested we have a bite to eat together once I was done at the bar.

      I worked the remainder of my shift with the subtle scent of her pussy on my face, which kept me constantly cheerful.
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      Later, in the evening, Ella and I were chilling out on the sofas in the front room of the frat house after having a bite to eat together. We were watching a new episode of the reality show Traitors on TV along with a smattering of other frat brothers and a couple of other sorority girls, including Hannah, who I knew.

      Robbie ambled over from the kitchen, looking somewhat sheepish about coming up to us, as though he was concerned he was interrupting something important.

      ‘Hey, man,’ I said to him. ‘Everything okay?’

      Robbie said, ‘I’m sorry, buddy, but Mary-Beth wants me to continue… you know… Your training.’

      He said it quietly, particularly that last part, but it was possible for others to hear, which was a little shocking. The bluntness of it, the public nature of it, the truth about what he was saying all got my heart pumping, stirring that dark part of me deep down that wanted the drama.

      ‘Oh… uh…’ I said, a little startled given that I’d expected a quiet evening hanging out with Ella in the fraternity — pretending, naturally, to be platonic friends, with possible plans to suggest showing her something up in my room later if Matt wasn’t there.

      But what can I say? I was all in favor of my friend having sex with my girlfriend. It was intrinsic to who I was now.

      ‘You want to go upstairs?’ I asked him, glancing sideways at Ella, who blushed gently but shrugged as if none of it was up to her; she was supposed to do as her Master wanted.

      ‘Sure,’ Robbie said.

      Then he said, ‘Hey, Ella.’ As though he’d just noticed her there, but that she had nothing to do with whatever he was doing with me.

      ‘Hey Robbie,’ she said.

      I got up to go with Robbie, but Ella stayed where she was. I was a little confused, but maybe Robbie had texted her some instructions—she had her phone right there.

      When we got to the stairs and out of earshot, Robbie said, ‘She’ll come up when we’re ready.’

      When we’re ready?

      ‘Right,’ I said, as though I wasn’t thinking what the fuck?

      I didn’t want Robbie to think I was flustered, or that this was a big deal to me, though I had no idea what the next phase of training was supposed to involve.

      ‘I thought we were having a quiet one before the party tomorrow,’ I grinned, trying to make light of it.

      ‘Yeah, me too,’ he chuckled.

      ‘So is Mary-Beth… okay now? I mean… Ella said she thought she looked a bit down this morning. After last night, I mean.’

      Robbie said, ‘She thinks she shouldn’t have been involved in Ella’s training like that. ‘I think that’s why she’s leaving tonight to the three of us.’

      ‘Oh,’ I nodded. ‘I thought everyone had a good time, though. I mean, even Mary-Beth.’

      He sighed as we arrived at his room. ‘She said she shouldn’t do anything with me because I’m Ella’s Master. That it wasn’t a good idea — ‘

      ‘But that’s good, isn’t it?’ I said as the door closed behind us to safely seal us within Robbie’s room. ‘I mean… she clearly enjoyed herself with you…’

      ‘I guess,’ he nodded.

      ‘And she was probably down because she realized she can’t date you while you’re Ella’s Master.’

      ‘Right.’

      ‘But you’re only going to be Ella’s Master another couple of weeks.’

      He looked at me as though he hadn’t thought of that. ‘You think…?’ he said.

      I said, ‘I think once you’re no longer Ella’s Master, what’s to stop her dating you?’

      A kind of blissful serenity seemed to break out all over his face at that.

      Then he said, ‘Okay… you need to take off your clothes, bud. I’m sorry. And I’m going to have to blindfold you.’

      ‘Blindfold me?’

      Okay, I get that I’d already watched Robbie have sex with my girlfriend on more than one occasion, and I’d been naked at the time, plus he’d already seen — and kept secret from others who hadn’t — my chastity cage. But this was weird: taking off my clothes in front of my friend. Exposing myself totally, cage and all. I did it, though, feeling pretty vulnerable.

      Where was Ella? Why wasn’t she with us?

      ‘Okay, kneel down,’ he said, as soon as I’d removed my underwear and added it to the pile of my clothes on the couch.

      ‘Mary-Beth told you to do all this?’ I asked him.

      ‘Uh-huh.’

      And now he stepped behind me to put one of those sleep masks over my eyes, blocking out all the light. It was firmly on, but not uncomfortable. I guess you don’t want people who are trying to sleep to be uncomfortable, huh?

      ‘Is Ella going to — ?’

      But before the question was even fully formed on my lips, I heard the door open, and then a slightly breathless Ella said, ‘I’m here.’

      Well, that was a relief. For a moment, there, I thought Mary-Beth had plans for Robbie to do something to me by himself.

      ‘Put your hands behind your back, bud,’ Robbie said from behind me.

      I did as he asked, and was surprised to feel cold, hard metal — he was handcuffing my wrists together behind my back.

      ‘Seriously?’ I said.

      I felt somebody moving, the air swishing around, then somebody touched my ear. Ella’s voice, quiet, but her mouth right up to my ear: ‘You’re gonna love it.’

      After that, I felt her hands on my caged cock — and within a few moments there was a little click, and the pressure I was facing down there was instantly relieved. Too bad I was too hard to get the base ring off. Even so, it was a relief to be released.

      Ella kissed my mouth at that point, and I kissed her back, reveling in the sweetness of her lips, the tender softness of her affection. But then she was gone, and I was completely in the dark, feeling frustrated at not being able to see what was going on, and vulnerable kneeling there naked with my wrists shackled.

      I heard them climb onto the bed, and tried to move my head and wiggle my face to see if I could shift the sleep mask even just a little, so that I might have some glimpse of what was going on. It wasn’t to be, however. It appeared that the sleep mask was designed to stay in place if the sleeper was rolling around on their pillow all night.

      Now I heard the unmistakable silky sounds of skin on skin — hands moving on bodies, clothing being removed, quiet little giggles and the unmistakable wet sounds of kissing.

      ‘Oh, man,’ I heard Robbie say. ‘You are so beautiful.’

      More kissing. More hands moving on skin, giving me the sense that they were both mostly naked by now. Oh, God.

      I could understand someone like Mary-Beth dreaming up this scenario.

      I heard Ella’s voice, soft but audible: ‘It’s so big… are you going to date Mary-Beth when Semester starts? You know how obsessed she is with you?’

      ‘You think she’d want to?’ Robbie asked her.

      ‘Mmm…’ Ella moaned by way of reply, and I got the sense that she was perhaps kneeling between his legs, or straddling his shins, and taking his cock in her hands.

      At this point, though the sounds were fairly subtle, I could hear her hands working on his cock. More obvious was when she kissed it, when she took it in her mouth. He moaned, which also helped give the game away.

      Then there was the wet sound of her withdrawing his cock from her mouth, and she said, ‘I think she got freaked out by how much she likes you, because you’re my master.’

      ‘Uh-huh,’ Robbie agreed.

      ‘But when college starts, you’ll be able to just ask her out.’

      ‘You think so?’

      ‘Oh, yeah. She’d be so happy if you did that…’

      Now I heard my girlfriend sucking my friend’s huge cock. I was so hard, hearing that. It was a little embarrassing knowing they could see my dick, just waggling in the air like that.

      ‘Man, that feels so good,’ I heard Robbie saying, in between long, low moans.

      Then, a few moments later, he said, ‘Hey, bud, if it’s too much… you can ask… and maybe we’ll let you watch.’

      I would have rolled my eyes at that, but… you know… blindfold. I could hear Mary-Beth’s voice in what Robbie said to me.

      ‘I’m fine,’ I insisted, my pride keeping me from asking to watch them.

      ‘Oh man, she looks so unbelievable, sucking my cock,’ my friend said.

      I heard the sucking sounds stop, and Ella giggle. Then the creak of the bed as somebody climbed off it. I heard Ella breathing, close by. Then suddenly her lips touched mine, and I was kissing her mouth. Her lips were very moist, I remember thinking, and then her tongue slipped into my mouth, and I could taste my friend’s manhood on her mouth. It was excruciating, and yet the extreme confirmation of my cuckolding once again gave me a serious buzz — and made my exposed cock hard as a rock.

      ‘You like that, huh?’ Ella said, moving perhaps a step away from me, no doubt examining how hard I was.

      She kissed me briefly some more, and then disappeared, with my ears easily able to tell that she had climbed onto the bed again to resume sucking my friend’s dick. I waited, desperately wanting to stroke my own cock while I heard her sucking on my friend’s.

      Then she was moving again, with a soft giggle, returning to me to kiss me deeply right after orally pleasuring Robbie. I felt unable to resist her. Was it humiliating? It wasn’t something I’d talk about even with Matt, I suppose. I felt nervous about how this was going to progress — what else they wanted to test me with. I was blushing fiercely as she kissed me each time after sucking on Robbie’s cock. But he wasn’t saying anything.

      Then Ella was back, murmuring in my ear, ‘You’re so hot.’

      It struck me that she could have totally ignored me, that with such a huge cock to play around with, many women would probably have forgotten I was even there as they focused on getting the full pleasure out of Robbie’s monstrous dick. But if anything, Ella seemed to be as turned on by my presence watching them as she was with Robbie’s extraordinary anatomy.

      That realization made me feel good. It reminded me that I didn’t need a big dick to seem special in the eyes of my gorgeous girlfriend: from the start, she’d been into the whole cuckolding thing, and I was the guy giving it to her, not Robbie or anyone else.

      She said into my ear, ‘You wanna know how wet you make me?’

      I said, ‘Please.’

      ‘Open your mouth.’

      I complied, of course, and then she was actually offering her pussy to my mouth. I smelled her arousal thick in the air a moment before she touched her pussy lips down against my open mouth. Then she was there, and it felt so natural to lap at her sweet pussy, and slip my tongue inside her. She was very wet, it was so wonderful to get to taste her like that.

      When she went back to him, I just knelt there licking my lips, enjoying her flavor as I heard his moans resume, and knew she was using her mouth on him.

      Robbie was giving me some kind of commentary as she sucked his cock, but it wasn’t because he felt bad that I couldn’t see what was going on.

      ‘She loves sucking my cock, man. You should see it.’

      He was trying to tease me, though it didn’t come naturally to him, and he didn’t seem to understand that hearing about my girlfriend sucking someone else’s cock was a good thing for me. I wanted it.

      ‘She’s so good… she’s gotten a lot better at taking it into her mouth, man. You should see…’

      He was doing what Mary-Beth wanted. I didn’t blame him, his need to please her.

      ‘You want me to fuck her, bud? You think I should fuck her now? You want it, right? I can see that you do.’

      Then they were moving on the bed, and I could tell that Robbie was lining up to slide his massive cock into my girlfriend’s pussy. I listened keenly, the urge to touch myself frustratingly powerful as I tried to figure out what position they would use.

      ‘Oh yeah…’

      ‘Mmm…’

      From the sounds, it seemed like Robbie was on top, Ella perhaps lying on her back. My friend rubbing his big cock up against her pussy before slowly inserting it, judging by the quality of her moans, the deep sigh as he penetrated her.

      ‘Ohhh…’

      I could hear him moving that huge thing inside her, the wet, squishy noises of sex, so raw, so real, emphasizing to my overwhelmed cuckold brain how my sweet girlfriend was cheating on me, fucking another man, taking my friend’s dick inside her, right under my nose.

      Robbie saying, ‘You like how it feels, honey? Having a big dick inside you?’

      ‘Oh yes…’

      ‘It makes you so wet, feeling a real man fucking you…’

      ‘You make me so wet.’

      ‘Stretching out your pussy…’

      Oh, her moans were just music to my ears. There was definitely something about losing the power of sight that made the other senses seem more intense. The sound of her breathing, sighing, gasping as he thrust his beast into her again and again. The smell of sex so pungent in the air, the scent of male and female going all out together.

      And yet I kind of lost track of what Robbie was saying.

      ‘Tell him how much better it feels when a real man fucks you.’

      ‘It feels so much better…’

      ‘When?’

      ‘…When a real man fucks me.’

      He was spouting words that had come from porn movies. I guess it was more of what Mary-Beth thought cuckolding was all about. I guess some of it got me going, the way it confirmed audibly that they were fucking, that my friend was fucking my girl, that I was being cucked well and truly. But it didn’t hit me hard like it might others to be dismissed as having a small cock, or not being a real man or whatever. Robbie was just trying to do as he’d been told by the girl he wanted to date.

      Robbie, perhaps ironically, had too big a dick to make me feel small. Any guy would be smaller than him.

      He said, ‘You wish you had a real dick — ?’

      I stopped him. ‘You don’t need to do that, Robbie,’ I said. ‘I know what Mary-Beth probably told you. But that’s not my thing.’

      ‘Oh, right.’ He seemed relieved.

      ‘You don’t have to humiliate a guy because he’s a cuckold. Some guys like it, sure.’

      ‘It’s not part of the female-led thing?’ Robbie asked.

      I shook my head. ‘I love her, I love pleasing her, I love it when she tells me what she wants. But she doesn’t humiliate me. I’m sure some guys like different things, but —’

      I felt fingers gently tugging off my sleep mask. Ella stood in front of me, naked, absolutely gorgeous. She bent down to kiss me sweetly.

      ‘It takes a real man to treat a woman the way you treat me,’ she said softly.

      Robbie was sitting on the edge of the bed. ‘I mean… I totally respect what you do for her, man. I kind of understood why you might want her to see other guys… I never saw why someone would want to be shamed for who they are…’

      I nodded, and gave him a smile that said I didn’t blame him. ‘Some guys are into it. Plenty aren’t — they just want their woman to sleep around.’

      Ella kissed me again. ‘I’ll have a talk with Mary-Beth about it,’ she said.

      I grinned. ‘You can leave the blindfold on. It’s kind of fun.’

      She laughed and replaced the blindfold.

      Robbie chuckled. ‘Man, you are crazy, though.’

      And I stayed there by the end of the bed, and my friend started fucking my girlfriend again, my heart hammering so hard as I heard them fucking, the dark pleasure-pain of being cuckolded flowing through my veins with burning adrenaline.

      I heard them come naturally to the point where they would ordinarily change positions, but now Ella would hop off the bed to check on me, kiss me, plant her pussy on my mouth to offer me a taste of nectar mid-fuck. Then, she would go back to Robbie to resume intercourse in — from the sounds of it — a different position. I liked being included in that. And the sense that I was eating my sweet girlfriend out while she was being fucked.

      That was kind of hot.

      Only when we were beginning to get tired, and it came time for Robbie to finish, did Ella slip off my blindfold, so that I could watch him come inside her, gazing deep into her eyes as I held her hands and watched the powerful orgasm wash over her petite form as my friend grunted and groaned and shot load after load of hot cream deep inside her.

      We were so tired we just lay on the bed for a while, Ella sandwiched between Robbie and me as we got our breaths back.

      ‘Are you going to the Social tomorrow, Rob?’ I asked him.

      ‘We’re not… supposed to,’ he said, sounding exhausted. ‘I’m an honorary senior, so…’

      ‘You could hang out with Mary-Beth instead?’

      But he didn’t answer — just started snoring.

      Ella snuggled up with me instead, her hand roaming all over my body as she rested a leg on mine, and it wasn’t long before I felt her fingers curling around my shaft, as she discovered that I was still very much awake in all capacities.

      ‘You think I’ll meet some hot guys tomorrow?’ she asked me, smiling so brightly to confirm I was still aroused.

      ‘At the Social? Sure,’ I said quietly.

      ‘I hope so,’ she said.

      ‘Are you allowed to have fun with anyone, if you like them?’

      She giggled. ‘I’m actively encouraged to,’ she said, managing to slither on top of me, and as she kissed me, I felt her getting into position so that my hard cock slipped inside her soaking wet pussy that I could hardly forget had already been filled by my friend.
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      It started like most of the frat or sorority parties I’d been to — except that the partygoers were all in our year group, and all dressed as either a ‘saint’ or a ‘sinner’ as per the theme of the event.

      That afternoon, Matt and I had gone back to the mall to find him a costume, and I had my eyes peeled for something better than my bad TV evangelist costume. We spent most of the time talking about decent movie villains we could dress up as, but we couldn’t find anything in the mall stores to make it happen.

      We ended up finding some hats, which led us to finding jackets, shirts, pants, and boots with the kind of beat-up, worn Western look that made us look a little like Butch Cassidy and the Sundance Kid. For the record, I was Butch and Matt was Sundance.

      When we got dressed up and went downstairs to join our fellow sophomore frat members in the front room of the Pi Kappa house, everyone else had to ask who we were. However, a few of the sharper ones hazarded guesses at various Western villains like Billy the Kid or Jesse James.

      Among our fraternity brothers, meanwhile, there were plenty of hunky priests who looked more like members of the Magic Mike stage show than actual saints. There were people in orange prison jumpsuits, masked burglars, a lot of comic book villains, and even a fair few guys wearing New Orleans Saints football gear, and a whole range of other pimps, perps, and preachers.

      When we all traipsed over to the Sorority house, we found that many of the Alpha Gamma Chi girls had gone for a lot of angel and devil outfits, or bad girl stripper or hooker costumes, and there were a few Virgin Marys who looked anything but virgins.

      Man, those Alpha Gamma Chi pledges were self-confident. The amount of flesh on display was quite something. I supposed the sorority had its wild reputation for a reason.

      Anyway. The Alpha Gamma Chi house had been decorated to look like part church, part devil’s den, and there were even stripper poles set up for people to try. There was food laid on, buffet style, including a grill outside on the front lawn. I guess there were probably 40 or 50 people there, split very equally between male and female.

      As the party got underway, there was a lot of conversation about the costumes themselves — Matt and I had to explain Butch and Sundance to a lot of people. Among Ella’s fellow pledges I knew best, Alecia was dressed up as a sexy devil complete with the tiniest little red dress; Destiny had a Joan of Arc costume; Faith had an angel costume; Penny was a sexy nun including thigh-high stockings no nun would be caught dead in, and Zoey was a vampire.

      Ella, who did recognize Matt and my costumes and was impressed by them, looked pretty devastating in her stripper costume, with black fishnets and a neon yellow bra and G-string. I could hardly believe she would be bold enough to wear such a thing at a party — and yet somehow she hardly stuck out, among her sorority sisters' outfits. I guess it was like wearing a bikini on a beach, it was hot as hell but nothing scandalous given others were wearing similar.

      Kendra had dressed up as Eve, the supposed originator of sin, with a costume that was even more breathtaking than Ella’s: fig leaves hiding her most personal areas, which left more showing than the tiniest micro-bikini, along with a large fake snake. Matt was practically foaming at the mouth just to lay eyes on his crush looking like that.

      Everybody was wearing name badges at the party, and as Matt and I picked up ours from the organizers’ table, we were told that during the party, we had a mission to take photos on our phones of as many different people at the event as we could. There would be prizes at the end of the night for whoever managed to photograph the most different costumes. And for a picture to be valid, the person’s name tag had to be prominent.

      It turned out that this was a very good way to encourage us sophomores to mingle at the party — and while some were looking for the easiest approach possible, just going around begging for photos of everybody without stopping long to chat, most of us saw the benefit of at least talking to people as we took their pictures, stopping for conversations in many, if not most, cases.

      And there was a lot of flirting going on. That was really surprising.

      Matt and I were a little stunned, to be honest, that we were apparently interesting to the opposite sex. When I mentioned it to Ella, she said Alpha Gamma Chi sisters had been encouraged to see Pi Kappa boys as the safest, most attractive pool of talent in college when it came to dating. We were proven commodities, she said.

      The Alpha Gamma Chi sisters were also responding to being given a night to party without their Masters or Big Sisters overseeing them, which Ella suggested also put them in flirty, light-hearted moods.

      I didn’t see Ella a whole lot, however, because she had instructions from Mary-Beth to get to know prospective dates, rather than spend valuable mingling time with her already-hooked cuckold.

      ‘You have instructions from your Big Sister for tonight?’ I chuckled when she explained why she couldn’t stop to chat with me for long.

      ‘It’s part of the program,’ she shrugged. ‘But I did talk to her about… you know… your training.’

      My ears pricked up.

      ‘What did she say?’

      ‘She seemed grateful to get your feedback,’ Ella smiled. ‘And she accepts that you’re not into certain things that other guys with the kink might be.’

      Well, that was a relief. I said warily, ‘She’s not pissed at me?’

      Ella shook her head. ‘No, but she doesn’t think you should have a completely easy time of things. And she thinks you should at least try stuff before you decide you don’t like it.’

      ‘Hmm. That seems ominous,’ I said.

      Ella smiled sweetly. ‘You’ll be okay.’

      And then she had to move on to find someone she hadn’t taken a picture of yet.

      I ended up spending more time with Kendra than Ella during the party. She kept coming over to point out the guys hitting on my girlfriend, and wanted to talk about guys she’d met who she believed would be perfect for my girlfriend, that she would personally set them up, that she believed they would end Ella’s need for a cuckold.

      I humored her to some extent, agreeing that these most certainly could be guys she would choose to date at some point during the year. But I could see she was slightly disappointed that I wasn’t responding to her comments with any kind of irritation, insecurity, or outright jealousy. She even seemed slightly confused about why her comments weren’t achieving their desired effect. She noticed and couldn’t understand why I wanted to watch Ella, albeit subtly, flirting with the other guys, and that I was apparently happy that she was getting a lot of interest, and that there were guys she was interested in dating.

      I was thankful that she was keeping very quiet about the cuckold part — she was referring to it, of course, but only with hints and inferences that nobody would understand even if they heard us. Kendra might have beef with me, but at least she was protecting her friend’s reputation, and therefore my cuckold nature was safely secret.
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      Once the food was out of the way, everyone was encouraged to head outside while the ‘game’ was set up inside.

      Game?

      Ella was outside with Penny and Tammy, along with Kendra, naturally, all clutching little red cups full of punch. Matt and I joined them while we waited for the next stage of the party to be set up. Kendra seemed to know what was going on — the game was called First Date Second Date. Her Big Sister had told her about it while giving her instructions on how she wanted Kendra to play it.

      ‘So there’s strategy involved?’ I asked.

      ‘If you’re clever,’ Kendra nodded, adding, ‘So you don’t need to worry too much about that kind of thing.’

      She said the game was like speed dating mixed with Musical Chairs, with an ending that was no doubt drawn from Seven Minutes in Heaven. I wasn’t sure what Seven Minutes in Heaven was, though all the girls seemed well aware.

      ‘There are chairs set up for everyone to pair off and sit like they’re on a first date,’ Kendra explained. ‘Everyone sits, and your first date with the other person lasts, like five minutes.’

      ‘First date?’ Matt said.

      ‘You never been on a first date before, honey?’ Kendra mocked.

      I said, ‘How do they choose who sits with who?’

      Kendra shrugged. ‘I don’t know. Katie said you just sit. I guess wherever you can find a chair. You can kind of choose who you sit with, if you’re quick. Otherwise… you sit with whoever’s available.’

      ‘Girl or boy,’ Tammy said, with a grin.

      ‘It’s up to you,’ Kendra nodded. ‘Then you have your first date, get to know the other person, maybe you’ll like them, maybe not. Then at the end of the first date, the music plays, and they remove some of the chairs.’

      ‘Musical chairs,’ I said, figuring it out a little.

      Kendra rolled her eyes, but then smiled. ‘So when the music stops, it’s more difficult to find a chair. And you have to find one with someone you haven’t been with already. If you don’t find a chair, you and the last person you had a First Date with have to go on a Second Date.’

      ‘What happens on a Second Date?’ Ella asked.

      ‘You have to go into a bedroom, and you get locked in for ten minutes with your date.’

      Well, that left us a little stunned.

      ‘And what do you do when you’re in there?’ Matt asked.

      ‘Whatever you like,’ Kendra said. ‘Use your imagination.’

      ‘You don’t have to do anything,’ Penny said. ‘But that would be pretty boring.’

      ‘Ten minutes?’ Zoey said. ‘What if you’re not that keen on them?’

      ‘If it’s me and another guy…’ Matt said, nodding.

      ‘You just suck him off, and then you can go,’ Kendra giggled.

      Ella glanced at me. I smiled. Then we looked away, like we didn’t want to be caught looking at each other, both obviously wondering what the other would do in a room for seven minutes with somebody else. Or each other.

      ‘And does anyone else find out what happened when you’re in a room with the other person?’ Tammy asked.

      Kendra shook her head. ‘Nobody knows. You’re not allowed to breathe a word of it. Ever. So you might as well have fun.’

      ‘Everyone’s going to assume something happened,’ Penny said. ‘So… I guess you might as well do something.’

      She glanced at me, and it seemed to confirm what Ella had said about some of the other pledges being intrigued with me, no doubt because of the fake girlfriend story we’d concocted.

      ‘What did Katie tell you about having a strategy?’ I asked Kendra.

      ‘Wouldn’t you like to know?’ Kendra taunted me, and I couldn’t tell whether she truly had some kind of insider knowledge, or if she was bluffing just to tease me.

      ‘What happens after your Second Date?’ Matt asked.

      ‘You’re done after the Second Date, unless it goes really well,’ Kendra said, wiggling her eyebrows suggestively. ‘Then you’re allowed to… you know… sit out the rest of the game if you like.’

      ‘And if it doesn’t go really well?’

      ‘You can go hang out, watch the rest of Round One.’

      ‘There’s more than one round?’

      ‘Yeah. Katie said she wasn’t sure how many rounds they’d play. She said a whole round takes about an hour, so…’

      Ella said, ‘So you can choose to take someone away for a Second Date?’

      ‘Uh-huh,’ Kendra said. ‘You and your chosen date just don’t sit down for another First Date when the music stops.’

      ‘So that’s the strategy?’ I asked her, wondering what kind of instructions her Big Sister had given her in the light of this particular loophole.

      Kendra shrugged. ‘Could be.’
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      When we were called back inside, we found the whole space was filled with chairs. I counted about 30. The Alpha Gamma Chi Social Affairs Vice President, Joanne, told us to take a seat while she explained the game.

      It was as Kendra had told us. A sort of hushed awe hung among my fellow frat brothers and the sorority pledges as we listened to how the game would be played.

      Round One would consist of three shifts; at the end of each one, Joanne and her team would remove six chairs, meaning that three couples would go for a Second Date upstairs in a sorority bedroom.

      As it was all explained to us, I felt my phone vibrate in my pocket as somebody texted me. Ella, as it turned out.

      She said: I don’t think we should have a First Date together if we can avoid it. People think we’re just friends.

      I glanced across the room and saw that she was looking at me, subtly. I gave her a little smile, indicating I agreed with her message and hinting that I was happy to stand back and watch her speed-date with my fellow Pi Kappa brothers.

      But a question sprang to mind: what would happen when I had to go on a Second Date with someone?

      I texted the question to Ella.

      She replied: This is one reason why Pi Kappa guys don’t have girlfriends in other colleges ;-)

      I sighed. She hadn’t really answered my question. I wanted to text back again to push her for a clearer answer:: what did she want me to do when I was on a Second Date? But it was too late: the game was already beginning. The music had started, and my fellow students were milling around the chairs, checking each other out and assessing who they might like to sit with for a First Date in the first shift.

      I was nervous as hell, partly because I didn’t want to date someone and make them think I was willing to do things with them on a Second Date, partly because the way this had been organized, there wasn’t any way I could avoid having a Second Date with somebody.

      The Alpha Gamma Chi girls did look quite stunning. Practically everywhere you looked, there was someone hot in a sexy costume.

      God. Any moment the music could stop.

      Would it be awkward if I had a First Date with someone and we really didn’t like each other?

      What would happen if we did like each other?

      And how would I respond to seeing Ella across the room, flirting with whoever she was sitting with, the possibility of fooling around with them upstairs?
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      The music stopped, and there was a brief pause as that sudden silence hit our ears, and everybody had to think for a moment about what it meant, what we were supposed to do.

      Sit.

      Some of us, most of us, reacted almost instantly to realizing what we were supposed to do, and sat in the nearest chair. The rest seemed to remember that since it was the start of the game, there were enough chairs for everybody, so there was a certain number of people moving around choosing who to sit with.

      I was an immediate sitter, but then I had an empty chair opposite mine.

      About the first thing I realized as I sat down was that I was still wearing my chastity cage. Groan. It was my polycarbonate one, the most comfortable of the two I possessed, which I wore most of the time now when I wasn’t sleeping, to allow Ella to control my orgasms. Sometimes I forgot I was wearing it, but moving suddenly, completely changing position, or doing something like sitting down on a chair would often cause little pinching sensations until I’d tugged things back into place.

      And now, I was acutely aware that if I went into a bedroom with someone for a Second Date, and things went too far, they might discover what I was wearing.

      Damn it. Ella had the key on a silver necklace around her neck. I should have asked her for it before the game started.

      I glanced around the room — Ella had already sat down with a big guy wearing a Saints football jersey. I couldn’t catch her eye, she was already chatting to her First Date while other players were still finding seats. Kendra was still on her feet, perusing the available chairs carefully like someone well briefed on game strategy.

      ‘Okay people, find a seat, please,’ demanded Joanne Garner, the game organizer, over the murmur of people figuring out where they wanted to be.

      A brunette wearing an angel costume sat in the chair opposite me, and I recognized her as one of Ella’s friends among the pledges, Sofie.

      ‘Hey, Danny,’ she said.

      ‘Hey, Sofie.’

      She smiled at me, I smiled at her, hearts fluttering. I wondered why she would choose to sit with me, given that, as far as she was concerned, I was dating a girl at another college—a girl who was friends with Ella.

      ‘Five minutes, starts now,’ Joanne announced, and our first First Date had begun.

      ‘I like your costume,’ I said, glancing at her white bodysuit, trying not to look as though I was staring at the way it clung to her body, the cleavage that was on display, and the fact that essentially it looked like she was wearing underwear along with her wings and the tinsel halo wired to a hairband.

      ‘Thanks,’ she smiled, but as she took in mine, she furrowed her brow. ‘Who are you supposed to be?’

      ‘Butch Cassidy,’ I said.

      ‘Was he a singer in the 1970s? I think my mom used to like him.’

      ‘He was an outlaw in the Wild West,’ I said. ‘You ever heard of Butch Cassidy and the Sundance Kid?’

      She shook her head. ‘I’ll have to Google it sometime,’ she grinned. And then her expression turned suddenly serious. ‘Do you really have a girlfriend in another college?’

      ‘Uh-huh,’ I said.

      She looked disappointed. ‘So what are you going to do if someone takes you upstairs for a Second Date?’

      I shrugged. I felt really awkward. More than awkward — I felt guilty. The way this game worked, I would be someone’s Second Date. And they might not have much fun with someone who was trying to be strictly loyal to a fake girlfriend — or a secret one.

      I glanced over at Ella, who seemed engrossed in conversation with her football jersey guy. She hadn’t said anything about how I was supposed to play this Second Date thing, and she hadn’t remembered I was wearing my cage, either. I felt a burst of frustration, annoyance.

      Nevertheless, in that moment I didn’t want to let Sofie choose to take me for a Second Date that didn’t lead to anything, when she could choose somebody else where it did.

      I said, ‘I guess we’d talk some more… maybe…’

      Sofie rolled her eyes, but then grinned like she was aware I might be like this and had taken a risk sitting with me anyway.

      ‘You know there’s a bet on about you?’ she said.

      I felt a jolt of surprise, laced with acute embarrassment and shame.

      ‘A bet?’

      She nodded. ‘Mmm-hmm. Among the pledges. Well, Ella doesn’t know about it because… you know… she’s your friend.’

      ‘What kind of bet?’

      ‘About whether you’re in the closet.’

      ‘In the closet?’

      I felt a hot flush spread across my face.

      Sofie shrugged. ‘It’s not a biggie if you are. I mean, it’s tough figuring out who you are. And you’re worried people are gonna judge you. Family.’

      ‘I’m not — ’ I said.

      ‘It’s totally okay,’ she said quietly. ‘I mean, there are gay guys in Pi Kappa, right?’

      Yeah, it wasn’t quite as terrifying to be gay these days, but I wasn’t, so it kind of hurt that people — sorority girls — were taking bets on whether I was. Sofie chatted with me for the rest of our time about my music, about the fact that she was on the swim team with Ella, and so on. It was inconsequential small talk, and it struck me that she had decided I probably was gay, and while she was being perfectly friendly with me, it was clear she wasn’t flirting anymore.

      I was a little shocked as the music started up, and Joanne told us all the first shift had ended, it was time to get up and walk around some more while the organizers removed some chairs to get the game into the swing of things.

      I was feeling a little dazed for a while, as the various saints and sinners around me moved around checking out people they might want to sit with next — if we were going to have to dive for a chair, you wanted to be in the vicinity of somebody you liked the look of.

      I felt embarrassed that the pledges had all been talking about me, discussing my sexuality. Taking bets. I had to remind myself it didn’t matter — I was already dating somebody. I already had Ella.

      Only when the music stopped, and I had to quickly glance around and find an available seat did I realize I hadn’t found Ella to demand the key to my cage.

      I was still locked.
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      There was a commotion on the other side of the room as various people couldn’t find seats, the last stragglers racing each other for the final few places available. Three people were left standing, looking nervous as heck. The organizers had the three they had been with during their First Date stand on their feet, and then led the three couples away upstairs. The three additional empty chairs were then removed, and the players left on their own were moved so those of us remaining all had new First Dates again.

      Then, Joanne announced that our next five-minute shift had started.

      I hadn’t even noticed who I was sitting with until now, I’d been desperately gazing at Ella, trying to at least catch her eye and signal that she still had my key. I guess, hoping that I’d find a seat in the next shift and wouldn’t get taken upstairs for a Second Date while I was locked.

      So here was Penny, another of the pledges Ella hung out with, usually when she wasn’t with me. She was a cute Asian-American wearing a sexy nun costume — a cute little black dress with a white cross on the front, along with black thigh-high stockings and a nun-style headpiece.

      ‘I like your costume,’ I said, using my now-standard break-the-ice line. Well, she didn’t know I’d opened my conversation with Sofie in exactly the same way.

      ‘Thanks,’ Penny said. ‘Yours is pretty cool, too. Butch.’

      Her knowing my costume reminded me we’d already talked about our costumes while we’d been waiting for this game to be set up.

      There was a pause. Penny had chosen to sit with me, and I got the impression she was also trying to get an answer from me in order to win the bet about my being in the closet.

      ‘I’m not in the closet, you know,’ I said, under my breath, although everyone around us was already engrossed in their own First Dates, so they were hardly going to pay attention to what I was saying. ‘So if you want to put a little more money on the wager, you should probably put it on that option.’

      Penny giggled, catching the irritation in my voice and quickly twigging that my previous First Date must have also been attempting to win the pledges’ bet. But then she said, ‘You know the bet isn’t just about whether you’re in the closet.’

      Okay, another little hit of surprise.

      She took my silence as a request for clarification. ‘If you’re not in the closet, the bet is on who can prove it.’

      ‘Prove it?’

      Penny flashed her eyes at me, and then crossed her stocking-clad legs to draw my attention to how attractive they were. She saw me checking her out, and seemed pleased.

      I said, ‘What do you have to do to prove it?’

      ‘You know, we’d be pretty good together,’ she said, ignoring my question. ‘I mean… you’re pretty cute.’

      Her clear interest brought to mind what Ella had told me about the interest in me among the other pledges - the ‘Catch-23’ that I was in demand because I was remaining loyal to my pretend-girlfriend.

      ‘If I were single, I would ask you out in a heartbeat,’ I told her as I glanced across the room to see how Ella was getting on.

      Ella was sitting with a hunky priest, a guy called Jason I knew from around the fraternity. Nice guy, good-looking. Perfect for her. It naturally made my insides churn to see her smiling and toying with her hair as she flirted with him. Oh God. She could so easily take him upstairs for a Second Date. But that was what I wanted, wasn’t it? The thought made my manhood throb inside my cage.

      I said to Penny, ‘But you know you’d probably have more fun on a Second Date…’

      Penny seemed to be edging the neckline of her dress down a little, to expose more of her chest. ‘You know the vow of silence for the Second Date is absolute?’ she said.

      ‘Vow of silence?’

      She nodded. ‘Whatever happens upstairs… neither of us would ever be able to talk about it. Otherwise we get banished.’

      I narrowed my eyes. ‘So… how does that help you prove I’m not in the closet? I mean, if you can’t talk about it…’

      ‘I’ll know, though,’ she said. ‘And you’ll see why you don’t need a girlfriend at some other college…’

      She wasn’t Ella, but she was attractive, and it was quite clear she was basically offering me sex, or something very much in that direction. It took my breath away how these pretty sorority girls just flung themselves at Pi Kappa guys. I mean, during freshman year I could hardly get anyone of the opposite sex to even glance my way until Ella had noticed my hacked Tinder profile.

      ‘Well, you’re going to be disappointed if we get up there…’ I warned her.

      ‘We’ll see.’ She seemed pretty confident. ‘All we have to do is not sit down when the music stops.’

      So here was one of the flaws in the game — if you fancied your First Date, and your First Date wasn’t really interested in you, you’d still get to take them for a Second Date if you declined to take a chair for the next shift. I suppose that if you knew they weren’t interested in you, you’d be facing a lousy Second Date. But here I was, facing the prospect that Penny was planning to force me into a Second Date.

      ‘You’d be wasting the opportunity to have real fun with one of my fraternity brothers,’ I warned her.

      She shrugged at that. ‘So… you’re in Ella’s English class, right?’

      We filled the rest of our time with small talk. Penny was doing pre-med biology, so we chatted a little about her wanting to become a doctor, growing up in Boston, and my home in Baltimore. She also asked me a little about how I knew Ella, so I offered up our little pretend spiel of Ella being friends with my girlfriend-in-another-college before my girlfriend had moved away from her town in Connecticut. Hinting that Ella was watching over me on behalf of my girlfriend.

      ‘She won’t know anything that happens between us upstairs,’ Penny said quietly. ‘You know that?’

      I groaned silently, figuring Penny was going to force my hand here and refuse to sit down for the next shift.

      The question was, how was I going to fend her off during a Second Date so she didn’t discover my chastity cage?
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      The music started up again, calling an end to the second shift of the round. Now, we were all on our feet again, moving around the room while the organizers removed three more chairs.

      I went looking for Ella, but I couldn’t find her. Where the heck was she?

      I glanced across the room. Penny was standing where we’d had our First Date, her arms folded in front of her chest as though to emphasize her cleavage, the expression on her face one of mischief. She was already teasing me that she was about to refuse to sit down.

      I admit, it got me a little flustered. I was nervous about Penny. She was strong-willed. She knew what she wanted. She would, I was sure of it, discover my chastity cage if we went upstairs for a Second Date.

      I decided to go back to try to persuade her I wasn’t worth one of her valuable Second Dates.

      And I was distracted from my search for Ella.

      Then the music stopped.

      I glanced around. Where was she? Where was my gorgeous golden-haired goddess? I sat down at the nearest chair I could find. Now I was looking at Penny, who was standing right where she was.

      My heart sank.
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      Penny was smiling wickedly, telling me to get up from my seat now that the music had stopped and all the other seats were now filled.

      ‘Anyone left standing, grab your First Date and head upstairs, please,’ Joanne Garner called to us.

      I stood up, and, glancing around, saw that several of Ella’s fellow pledges had noticed me being called out for a Second Date, including Sofie, who seemed highly amused.

      It was Penny, though, who held out her hand for me to take, escorting me over toward the stairs. Damn it. I felt my manhood shrivel within its cage out of sheer dread.

      Where was Ella? She was already over by the bottom of the stairs with Jason. God. She saw me approaching with Penny and flashed me a smile of real delight — happy for me, apparently. Certainly not annoyed or upset that I was also going for a Second Date with someone else.

      It’s only a game, her smirk said to me.

      I mouthed the words, ‘I need the key.’

      But frustratingly, she turned before she could register what I was saying to her, and as Penny and I drew near, Ella and Jason and the other couple being taken away from this shift were already being ushered upstairs. I’d lost my chance to get the key to my cage.

      ‘Upstairs,’ one of Joanne’s senior sorority assistant organizers was urging us, as we heard Joanne behind us declare that the next five-minute First Date period had started.

      Penny grabbed hold of my hand and led me upstairs.

      My mind was already working on the next problem, keeping my chastity cage a secret from my Second Date.

      ‘Okay, you have ten minutes, locked in,’ another of the organizing team told us, showing us into one of the seniors’ bedrooms on the second floor of the sorority house. ‘Remember, nothing that happens in this room ever gets revealed to anyone. Otherwise you’ll be shunned.’

      Shunned. She didn’t have to explain it.

      Penny and I both nodded meekly, then Penny practically dragged me into the room. It was a large space, larger even than Robbie’s room back at the fraternity, dominated by a big bed, and I imagine had been tidied up and decluttered for the occasion. On one of the bedside table was a clear fruit bowl filled with condoms in various different colored packets. This game was not subtle.

      The door was closed behind us, the lock clicking noticeably.

      ‘So, we have ten minutes,’ Penny said, glancing at her Apple Watch.

      I sat on the end of the bed, since it was right there behind me, searching for something to say, but my mind was going blank. It suddenly felt like the easy interview-style small talk questions had been used up during our First Date, and the most obvious conversation point for running on into a Second Date was whether Penny could prove one way or the other if I were gay, truly loyal to my distant girlfriend, or actually corruptible.

      Penny took off her nun’s veil and stood in front of me, and I could see she was determined to get some kind of answer from me.

      ‘You can do whatever you want with me, you know,’ she said seductively. ‘Nobody else will ever know.’

      Oh, man. She did look pretty incredible in that little black dress and her stockings. The dress clung to her shapely figure, leaving little to the imagination, while her stockings drew the gaze down her sensational legs.

      ‘I’ll know,’ I said, stubbornly.

      Penny smiled, like I’d just thrown down the gauntlet and she was telling me, challenge accepted.

      She stepped closer, just to my side, lifting a foot to place it on the bed beside me, offering me an even more incredible view of her legs, her bare thighs, and almost up her dress.

      ‘Just take what you want,’ she said, her voice soothing, reassuring. ‘I’ll never, ever tell.’

      She bent down to offer me a glimpse of her cleavage, barely contained by the low neckline of her dress, and she kissed my forehead gently. I drew in a chestful of air laced with her sweet, Jasmine perfume. Boy, if I’d been a single guy.

      ‘You’re very beautiful, Penny,’ I said, my tone regretful.

      She smiled, apparently satisfied with how I was looking at her. My guess was that I wasn’t coming across as homosexual.

      ‘I can’t believe you’ve had a girlfriend you stayed loyal to all through freshman year,’ she said, touching me under the chin, gazing at my face.

      ‘She’s very special,’ I said. I wasn’t lying, either, if you took it that I was referring to Ella.

      ‘She’s probably cheating on you right now,’ Penny said, taking her foot off the bed again, standing right in front of me in a very purposeful stance.

      I glanced at the clock on the wall. If I could somehow slow Penny down, she wouldn’t have time to do much. Perhaps she wouldn’t have time to get her hands near my crotch.

      ‘I don’t think she is,’ I said, and this was my first genuine lie of the Second Date.

      At this moment, my thoughts were straying outside this room, to another similar room where Ella was probably already making out with Jason on their Second Date.

      ‘Of course she is. She probably slept with loads of guys last year,’ Penny said, her hands sliding over her tight dress to draw my gaze to her trim figure. ‘She’s got you thinking she’s a perfect princess saving herself for when you graduate…’

      She ran her hands over her gorgeous breasts, down her sides, between her thighs. She wasn’t being at all subtle.

      ‘But she’s just a normal college sophomore,’ she said. ‘There’s no way she’s not dating anyone else.’

      ‘Penny…’ I said, as she turned slowly around and pushed her fine ass toward me like she was about to give me a lap dance.

      I could see fairly plainly that I wasn’t going to dissuade her from trying to seduce me. God, the time was going so slowly. We’d only been in the room for half a minute, according to the clock on the wall.

      ‘Don’t you want a little fun tonight? Nobody will ever know.’

      She slipped a strap of her dress off her shoulder. She moved like a dancer, like a gymnast or a ballerina. Emphasizing her femininity by the way she held herself, by the way she arched her back, one foot poised on its tip.

      Oh, God. I felt so frustrated by Ella’s lack of concern for my caged status. Had she left me without the key on purpose? To make things difficult for me? To force me to keep my dick in my pants, as though she needed to test my loyalty?

      And yet right now she was probably naked already, another man’s cock in her hands. In her mouth.

      ‘You like what you see?’ she asked. ‘I think you do…’

      She turned slowly to face me again, and the other strap of her dress came off her other shoulder.

      ‘You know how boring it would be if we just sit here for ten minutes,’ she said.

      I felt a pang of guilt again — that I was taking one of the key moments of Penny’s night, a night that was supposed to be fun and highly memorable, and ruining it by holding out on her.

      She turned slowly around again, to face away from me. Behind her back, I ran my eyes all over her. She was seriously hot. I remembered how Ella had looked at me when I’d approached her with Penny just before we came upstairs. She’d seemed happy for me. She seemed pleased I was with Penny.

      Now Penny stooped slightly, and I caught my breath as she slowly peeled down her dress. Oh, man. She wasn’t even wearing a bra. Ella must have known what type of person Penny was, what she might do if she got me alone in a room under a firm vow of silence. There was no way Ella could feel angry at me that something had happened in here with her friend. And I wasn’t allowed to tell her anything.

      I’d feel disloyal, though, wouldn’t I? Wasn’t that enough?

      But this wasn’t anything serious. This was just a game. Ella hadn’t ordered me not to get involved, not to do anything with anyone. And right now she probably had another man’s cock in her hands, in her mouth, maybe even inside her pussy.

      ‘God, I’m so horny,’ Penny said, turning toward me, wearing only her stockings and a pair of black satin panties as she stepped out of her dress.

      I liked that even her panties had a white cross on them, taking the theme of her nun’s costume, even though there was no way any real nun ever wore satin panties like these.

      She looked phenomenal.

      ‘You know, I’m gonna come in the next ten minutes, Danny,’ she said. ‘Either you’ll help me, or you’ll watch me.’

      She stood right there between my knees, her hand sweeping over her beautiful, smooth skin, dipping down between her thighs, running over those blasphemous panties. Oh, man. My cock was really hurting — and I was wearing my less painful chastity cage tonight.

      She slowly moved her hips, her poise and her elegance just breathtaking, designed to turn a man into Jello inside. She played with her panties, tugging on the waistband, tightening the satin against her body so that I could see the shape of her pussy beneath, easing the garment a few inches down her hips to tease me like she might just take it off.

      And then she did take it off.

      She positioned herself sideways so that her pussy was hidden from my view as she bent over to remove her panties. Then she slowly turned around, giving me a full view of her gorgeous bare ass. My heart was thumping so hard in my chest.

      This seemed so wild. That there were girls like this in my college.

      We’d hardly met, we’d hardly said anything to each other, and she was turning slowly on her heels to face me again, wearing nothing but black thigh-high stockings, her bare, shaven or waxed pussy just inches away from my stunned face.

      I could smell her arousal.

      ‘I guess maybe you are gay,’ she said, putting her hands on her hips to display herself for me. Her smile suggested she didn’t believe I was anything of the sort; she was enjoying my response to her. She could tell how much I desired her. ‘It doesn’t matter to me, of course,’ she continued. ‘I know a lot of hunky gay guys — I could give them your number?’

      I groaned inwardly.

      Being thought of as gay might have worked as a solution to fend off the interests of other girls while I secretly dated Ella, but I didn’t want gay guys hitting on me all through the rest of college because there was a pervasive rumor I might be among their number. And I didn’t want people — male or female — spending the next three years trying to coax me out of some closet they believed I was in.

      I needed people to know I was straight, that I was just choosing to refrain from dating right now.

      If something happened tonight, if something happened right now with Penny, neither of us could breathe a word of it. Ella wouldn’t know the full truth. Even if she told me she’d never tell anyone I’d revealed the secret, I’d say to her: What if we broke up, for some reason? And you let it slip. Or if you got so drunk one night, you couldn’t control what you said to other people?

      No, if anything happened, this secret would stay between Penny and me. And my conscience now felt firmly that if anything happened, it was at least 50 percent Ella’s fault. She couldn’t feel aggrieved at me.

      Penny crouched between my legs, putting her hands on my knees like she was about to slide them up my legs and start groping me. It felt like she was offering me a full blowjob. I was certain if I started pulling open my fly, right now she’d happily take out my cock and start slurping.

      But I was still caged.

      I leaned forward, over her, one hand gently touching her chin to tilt her face up to mine.

      ‘Nobody will ever know about any of this,’ I said quietly.

      She said earnestly, ‘I don’t want to get shunned, Danny.’

      I kissed her lips gently, and heard her instantly moan with intense desire and perhaps also relief. She’d been worried that her attempts at seduction would fail. That I wouldn’t be attracted to her.

      Even hot girls could be insecure.

      She melted into my kiss, closing her eyes as I sucked on her lips, enjoying the sweetness of her touch, the waxiness of her lipstick just making it clear she’d made an effort to look spectacular tonight, and then she’d chosen to apply it to tempt me.

      ‘Stand up,’ I ordered her, rather than asked her.

      I was testing her a little, seeing how she responded to me being less passive, more assertive. My brain was still working on how to protect myself from discovery, but it suddenly struck me that controlling this situation would be the safest option.

      Penny rose to her feet without any hint of objection to my tone.

      She stood on full display, only her legs covered, from mid-thigh and below, in sheer black nylon. She wasn’t shy about her nakedness, she had no reason to be, aesthetically. Her pussy was right there in front of me, perfect in form, her hands by her side to allow me full sight.

      I bent down, kissed her just above the mound, breathing in the sweet scent of her perfume mixed with the growing spice of her arousal.

      She moaned again, quietly, as my lips touched her hot flesh.

      Yes, this was perfect. I just needed to distract her from the desire to get her hands on my equipment.

      I slipped down onto the floor, and Penny seemed to understand immediately what I was doing, she parted her legs a little more to give me easier access.

      As I moved my face in between her thighs, she held her hands back behind her and sighed, ‘Please…’

      I kissed her pussy, and she groaned. I sucked on her hot flesh, and she trembled a little. Then she caught her breath as I slipped the tip of my tongue inside her. She tasted so good. She gasped as I began full-on eating her pussy, my hands grasping hold of the back of her thighs as she stood there on shaky legs.

      I loved how she responded to me. She seemed surprised — shocked, even — by what I was doing to her. It amused me, telling me whoever she’d been with so far in her erotic journey had not been skilled in the dark arts of cunnilingus.

      Within moments, she seemed to have to grab my head with both hands just to steady herself. She was moaning like a professional mourner as I lapped at her juicy pussy, and pressed my face against her sensitive little clit.

      ‘Oh God… oh my God… oh my… oh fuck…’

      Her juices were dribbling down my chin as I feasted on her succulent folds. I gazed up her delightful body, checking out how stiff her little brown nipples were on her full breasts, her pretty face contorted by the pleasure coursing through her body.

      As I ate her, I found I could put both arms between her legs and reach up to grab hold of her cute ass, and it helped me tilt my head for a better angle in which I could penetrate her more deeply with my tongue. I moaned, enjoying her flavor, trying to ignore the pain between my thighs that came from my own arousal.

      I was pleased with the control I had taken, and relieved to feel relatively safe.

      I had her lift a leg over one of my shoulders, to rest a foot on the bed behind me, which opened up her pussy to even deeper tongue penetration. I gripped her raised ankle in one hand and slung my other arm around her opposite hip, and then went at her with free abandon — fucking her with my face.

      She was gasping for air at this point, panting and moaning at what I was doing to her. She was so wet, it was absolutely delicious. I thought she might collapse if we kept going like this, so I told her to get onto the bed.

      She did exactly as I directed her, lying back on the mattress, propping her upper body up on her elbows behind her as she spread her thighs wide, exposing her bare pussy to me completely. I lay before her, gently placing my hands either side of her pussy to part her labia so that I could slip my tongue deep inside her again and resume the attention she now craved.

      I’d noticed before taking up my new position on the bed that the alarm clock on the bedside table had moved on by five minutes — time seemed to have sped up considerably now we were having fun.

      I swirled the tip of my tongue around her clit, and then engulfed her little sensitive button in the heat of my mouth. She groaned and bucked her hips to demand more, her hands moving to my head to press me to her body. I focused my mouth on her clit as I slid two fingers deep inside her pussy, and she responded by writhing under me, gasping and moaning loudly, plaintively, her high soprano soaring as I fucked her with my fingers and sucked on her clit.

      She was so hot, so wet, it was just glorious.

      And there was certainly no danger that she would suddenly stop and demand to see my dick.

      She was going with it totally, trapped by the phenomenal pleasure she was experiencing, unable to do anything but cling on to my head as I serviced her, going along for the ride until she was trembling, shaking all over her, every muscle in her body quivering with approaching orgasm.

      ‘Oh… oh… my God… oh my God… oh…’ she wailed.

      I was enjoying myself — how could I not? But I did have one eye on the clock as I feasted on her juicy pussy. I went for slow and sensual to begin with, and as our ten minutes ticked away, I could afford to intensify my efforts and accelerate my tongue action and the thrusting of my fingers inside her soaking sex. I played her like a musical instrument, and as our time ran out, I spurred her on into our final coda, drawing her into a full crescendo for a final grand finale.

      Her orgasm unleashed surprising violence on me as it was finally released, her muscles going into full spasm, her beautiful form rocked by the power of a breathtaking climax.

      She was left panting for breath, her gorgeous naked body flushed and sweaty.

      ‘Oh my God… what the hell…?’ she said, breathless. ‘What… did you just do to me?’

      I shrugged, my face reddened and soaking with her wetness.

      ‘Nobody will ever know,’ I told her.

      Then there was a firm, loud knock on the door, and the sorority sister in charge of our hallway called out that our ten minutes were up.
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      At least we were allowed to use the restroom after our Second Date, that’s all I can say. Otherwise it might have been obvious what I’d been doing with Penny from the state of my face. But I washed up, and there was no massive rush, though more couples were coming upstairs to make use of the rooms.

      Downstairs, there were only six people left to have first dates — three couples — with three couples, including Penny and me, now sitting by the sidelines watching. I saw Ella sitting happily with Jason, and I could tell from her demeanor he’d made her come, one way or another.

      I was glancing around the rest of the players — where was Kendra?

      Come to think of it, where was Matt?

      All eyes were on the final six to see who would end up with who. Half of them would go upstairs for the next Second Date, leaving the final three to enjoy five minutes of small talk and get to know each other before their Second Date.

      With all eyes on the players, I quietly got up and went over to Ella to ask for the key to my chastity cage.
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      It was a relief to return from the restroom with my cage safely stowed in my pocket.

      Everyone was now back downstairs after their Second Dates. The room seemed crowded now that everyone was back; it had steadily emptied during the last round as couples ventured upstairs. Right now, we were all allowed a break until Round Two began at the top of the next hour.

      As I came back from the restroom, I found Ella chatting with her friends Zoey and Alecia about whether any couples had voluntarily left the game after Round One because they’d had such a good Second Date.

      Alecia, who was dressed as a sexy devil with a little red dress, tail and horns sprouting from her brown hair, was trying to count how many sophomores were left in the room. Zoey, a black-cloaked vampire who had removed her vampire teeth to make conversation easier, was trying to help her.

      I was a little nervous that Ella would suddenly try to ascertain whether anything had happened between Penny and me on our Second Date. But as I joined her, she seemed more concerned about apologizing for what had happened with my chastity cage, albeit mostly with her eyes and facial expressions because she didn’t want to say anything in front of anyone else.

      I shook my head to dismiss her concerns, whispering to her that it had been my fault, not really hers.

      ‘I count thirteen,’ Alecia said. ‘No, twelve. That guy moved.’

      ‘Twelve — so three couples have gone?’ Zoey said. Alecia had been counting boys, Zoey girls, in order to reach a consensus figure on the number of couples who might have disappeared.

      ‘Have you seen Matt?’ I asked Ella.

      Ella shook her head. I raised my eyebrows, and we shared a thought as to whether Matt might have had a great Second Date and decided to take his date away from the game as a result.

      ‘What about Kendra?’

      I felt a flicker of hope that somehow Kendra had disappeared with Matt, because they’d gone for a Second Date together and it had been a good one.

      But Ella flicked her eyes across the room, pointing out her BFF. That was disappointing, but I knew my hope had been a distant one. Kendra was chatting with Penny, Sofie, and Tammy, along with a Pi-Kappa guy I didn’t really know that well yet, but I think he was called Chris. Had he been her date? No, it didn’t seem as though people were hanging out with their dates from Round One. Ella didn’t cast any glances toward Jason as we all chatted.

      ‘She seems happy,’ Ella said about her bestie, which seemed to be about as far as commenting on Kendra’s Second Date could go, though her expression suggested clearly she would have liked to speculate more.

      ‘So, two couples have gone?’ Zoey said. ‘Can you see who it is?’

      I was about to say that Matt wasn’t here, but then I saw him emerge from a hallway I knew led to more bathrooms. He glanced around the room and quickly spotted me, so he came over to join us.

      ‘Hey, how’s it going?’ I asked him.

      ‘Good,’ he beamed, and blushed, and made me immediately wonder if something great had happened during his Second Date.

      Hmm. Interesting.

      It was frustrating not to be able to ask him about it, but people seemed to be taking this vow of silence seriously. The fear of being shunned was palpable. There was a silver lining, however: Ella seemed to have no problem with what I might have done on my Second Date with Penny.

      She asked me, ‘So, you had fun?’

      I nodded, and she had simply smiled.

      It wasn’t all good, though. I felt curious about what she’d done with Jason — particularly since I knew all the bedrooms had boasted bowls full of condoms — and yet I wasn’t going to find out. It made me feel strangely insecure. I didn’t like being left out of what happened to my girlfriend.

      Ah well, deep breath. I had to let it wash over me. Sometimes, perhaps there would be dates Ella had with other guys where I wouldn’t necessarily learn all the details afterward. I had to take the rough with the smooth sometimes.

      I looked over at Kendra, wondering what had made her so happy during her Second Date, and I caught Penny’s eye. She flashed me a very brief smile, apparently highly satisfied with what had happened on our Second Date. I saw Kendra notice Penny’s brief smile, and then she cast her eyes in my direction, furrowing her brow with curiosity about what I might have done with Penny to make her smile like that.

      Anyway.

      My eyes returned to our little group, and I found that I’d missed a question that Zoey had cast my way.

      ‘Did you tell her about it?’ she said, clarifying her question, though I still had no clue what I’d missed.

      ‘Your girlfriend,’ Ella said to assist me, figuring that I’d been too distracted to hear Zoey.

      ‘Uh… well, I mean I told her it was a party. A social. We’re supposed to meet people and so on.’

      ‘But you can’t tell her anything that happens on a Second Date, so…’ Alecia pointed out to me. It struck me that she was trying to figure out whether I was open to doing anything on a Second Date.

      ‘No, I can’t,’ I said, my eyes flicking to Ella, suddenly worried she would be back to wondering what had happened between Penny and me. That she would try to figure it out from my body language, or words I let slip.

      But Ella seemed totally relaxed. She said, ‘It doesn’t really matter, does it? I mean, she knows you’re in a fraternity now, and you’re going to party. And stuff occasionally happens at parties.’

      ‘Right,’ Alecia nodded, acting as though she was trying to encourage me to let go and have fun tonight.

      ‘I mean, it’s college, right? She probably has to do things to get into her sorority, and she’ll figure you need to keep up appearances in your fraternity sometimes.’

      I scratched the back of my head. It seemed that Ella was telling me it was okay to have a little fun sometimes.

      ‘It’s not like you’re going to start actually dating someone else?’ Ella added.

      ‘No,’ I assured her. ‘I don’t need to date anyone else.’

      ‘So what does it matter if you have a little fun sometimes? No one’s going to judge. It’s college. I think you should just relax and enjoy yourself.’

      She smiled sweetly at me. I could feel how much she loved me, she radiated it toward me. I just wanted to take her away, tell her everything I felt about her, how much I loved her, how much I’d do to make sure she was happy, and lots of other sappy stuff you’d probably prefer not to know.

      But now Joanne was calling us all for Round Two. My heart rate was already picking up. So now around 24 people were standing around the assembled chairs, potentially 12 couples ready for another First Date.

      The surprise, as we all convened on the chairs, was that they were now laid out in little groups of three. We weren’t going to be couples going on Second Dates.
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      There was a fair amount of confusion at first. People didn’t seem to put two and one together to make three. As the music began to kick off Round Two, everyone was asking the same kind of questions — why have they laid out the chairs in threes? Are we supposed to go for our Second Dates in groups of three? Are they telling us we have to have a threesome?

      It was only as the music stopped, and Joanne told us all that, yes, we should sit down for our First Date in groups of three, that people realized there could be two different types of threesome here: one with two women, or one with two men.

      I sat down quite quickly, since I didn’t feel all that worried about whether I ended up in a threesome with another guy and a girl or with two girls. Plus, for some reason I didn’t think I’d get taken to a Second Date on the first shift — perhaps because I wasn’t in the First Round. Almost immediately after I had sat down, one of the other chairs in my group was also filled — by a beautiful Latina wearing a Joan of Arc costume: another one of Ella’s friends, Destiny. She smiled at me with a real glint in her big, brown eyes. I guessed another one of Ella’s gang was interested in getting the inside track on the wager currently being held on what was going on with my sexuality.

      Around me, though, were definitely people undecided about whether to be with two girls or two guys. It was interesting to observe the behavior of my fraternity brothers and the Alpha Gamma Chi girls when they were offered this array of possible threesomes. On the whole, it was guys sitting down first, a competitive drive pushing them to grab seats in empty groups. Then couples formed as girls picked the guys they liked most.

      The third seats caused the most consternation, as we had to decide the gender balance within the groups.

      To my great surprise, across the room I saw Matt sitting with Kendra. She didn’t seem unhappy to be seated with him, and given that there were still plenty of other chairs available around the room, if she had been unhappy she would have moved. But she remained where she was, and was quietly chatting with Matt as though she didn’t hate him for being a dork.

      Curiouser and curiouser.

      Matt seemed absolutely delighted, of course. I tried to catch his eye from across the room, perhaps to garner some clues as to how he had managed to persuade his crush to ignore her cultural hang-ups to sit with him. But Matt was either too absorbed in what Kendra was chatting about, or consciously avoiding eye contact with other people, he wasn’t going to look over at me.

      When I looked up, another surprise: Ella came and sat in our spare chair between Destiny and me.

      She smiled sweetly at me as I registered her presence, and then chuckled as it seemed plain I was a little taken aback that she’d decided to form a threesome with Destiny and me. Did she need to talk to me about something? Or was she actively hoping to go on a Second Date with me? But wouldn’t she be missing out on the chance to try out one of my fellow fraternity brothers? Or two, come to think of it.

      ‘Hey,’ I said.

      ‘Hey you,’ she said. Then to her friend sitting beside her, she said, ‘Hey, Dessie.’

      ‘Hey, how’s it going?’

      Destiny seemed pleased to see her, but also perhaps a little surprised that Ella had decided to join us, given that everyone knew that she and I were in the Friend Zone. Weren’t we? I actually saw a flash of annoyance pass over Destiny’s face after she’d said hello to Ella, as though she was already suspecting that Ella was here to block her from attempting anything with me, to help her friend, my fake long-distance girlfriend.

      ‘Okay, guys, come on, take a chair quickly, please,’ Joanne, the event’s chief organizer, announced over the loudspeaker. There were still four guys wandering around, realizing they were not going to have their preferred situation of two girls at the same time.

      Eventually, they found places, though I guessed they were hoping for another First Date this round so they wouldn’t have to share a girl with some other guy. Looking around, there were four groups with two girls in them, and four with two guys in them — so it was fairly balanced. I wondered if the women were more open to sharing a guy than my brothers were to sharing a woman.

      I think, perhaps, that the aim of this round was to open people up to the prospect of just letting go and not worrying about things too much.

      ‘Okay, five minutes starts now!’
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      ‘So what’s going on between you guys?’

      That was Destiny’s first question. She wasn’t hiding that she was a little suspicious. The question gave me a little jolt of anxiety — insecurity about my relationship with Ella being forced out into the open.

      ‘Between me and him?’ Ella asked her.

      ‘Uh-huh.’

      ‘We’re just friends, that’s all,’ I said, trying to act casually.

      Destiny folded her arms and said to Ella, ‘You’re friends with his girlfriend who’s at another college.’

      ‘Well…’ Ella glanced at me, uncomfortable about having to lie to her friend.

      But Destiny didn’t give her a chance to confirm or deny. She said, ‘You’re here to prevent him from going on a Second Date with me? But you know eventually he gets to go on a Second Date? You can’t stop that.’

      ‘I know that,’ Ella said, a note of frustration in her voice.

      ‘And he’s already been on a Second Date, with Penny, right? You know that?’ Ella glanced at me and smiled, like she was amused that I’d been upstairs fooling around with Penny.

      She said, ‘I can’t ask what happened. And I can’t even talk to anyone about what I think happened. I’d be shunned.’

      ‘Something happened,’ Destiny said. ‘I know how Penny looks when something happened to her. And something happened to her.’

      ‘You’re not supposed to talk about it,’ I warned her.

      She breathed and nodded.

      Then she turned to Ella again. ‘So what’re you thinking… you’ll take him upstairs with me and then stop him from doing anything with me?’

      Ella said, ‘It’s not like that, Dessie.’

      ‘Or the next girl, I guess. Or… are you going to try to take a guy up with you and him? And then you ruin it for that guy.’

      Destiny seemed aggrieved that Ella was here to spoil my fun, and the fun of whoever went on a Second Date with me, to assure my loyalty to my long-distance girlfriend.

      ‘Nobody’s trying to ruin it for anyone,’ Ella said calmly.

      I got the sense that Ella did want to talk to me. That we needed to talk about things given what had already happened at this event, even though we hadn’t suspected things would be quite as full-on as they were. She couldn’t wait for me to have another full Second Date with others. I didn’t feel she was trying to block me from having fun — I got the distinct sense she cared about me, she loved me, and she wanted us to be clear where we stood in moments like this.

      It was just a little frustrating that in this round there were supposed to be three involved in the Second Date.

      ‘How many rounds are there in this game?’ I asked.

      ‘My Big Sister told me there are three rounds,’ Ella said.

      I chuckled. ‘Kind of unfair that you guys got to know about everything beforehand.’

      ‘Nobody told me what was going on,’ Destiny complained.

      ‘Mary-Beth only told me a few things,’ Ella said.

      Across the room, I noticed that Matt and Kendra had another guy in their group — a guy I vaguely knew called Fernando. Kendra seemed to be devoting all her attention to the other guy, almost ignoring Matt. My friend seemed quite happy, though. Surely Kendra wouldn’t agree to a Second Date in which Matt was involved? I knew my friend would jump at the chance, though, even if another guy were also present.

      ‘So are you going to block him in Round Three, too?’ Destiny was asking Ella as my attention returned to our little group.

      ‘No,’ Ella laughed. ‘I’m not blocking him at all — I told you, I can’t talk to anyone else about what happens at this event. None of us can.’

      Destiny nodded, but paused, thinking. Then she said, ‘So if the three of us went upstairs for a Second Date, would anything happen?’

      ‘Sure, why not?’ Ella shrugged, smiling.

      ‘But you’re friends with his girlfriend.’

      There was a certain circularity about this conversation. But before Ella could repeat herself about nobody being allowed to talk about anything that happens during the Second Date, Destiny seemed to deduce something.

      She said to Ella quickly, under her breath: ‘Oh… so you want to try out your friend’s hot boyfriend… and you know nobody can say anything about it…?’

      Ella cast me a seductive smile. ‘He is pretty hot,’ she said.

      Destiny ran her eyes over me, as though feeling the need to assess me herself. ‘But you’re her friend,’ she chided Ella.

      Ella shrugged. ‘I’m also his friend. And I know what his girlfriend is like.’

      Destiny’s eyes widened. ‘She’s cheating on him?’ She caught her breath. Boy, this was some soap opera going on in my life. But Destiny said, ‘But if you sleep with your friend… does that mean you two are going to start dating? I mean, if it doesn’t work out, would you guys still be friends…?’

      Ella giggled. ‘Why so serious?’ she asked her friend. ‘It’s just a party game.’

      Destiny looked back and forth between us, but the suspicious, dark tone in her manner seemed to be lightening. ‘You guys are kind of hot for each other, huh?’

      Ella said, ‘We just want to have a fun night, that’s all. Don’t you, Dessie?’

      ‘Uh-huh,’ Destiny nodded, grinning. ‘I can tell how much fun Penny had with him in the last round…’
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      I hadn’t expected to be taken for a Second Date at the very start of Round Two. Far less by two women. Even less that one of those women would be Ella, my secret girlfriend.

      Why would she give up an entire round in this incredible party game to see me? If she had something serious to say to me, we had all the time in the world after the party.

      The fact was, she had to give up her Round Two to discuss things like this before we both went through Round Three, whatever that turned out to be. I knew we had to talk about what had happened with my cage. I guessed we had to talk about what had happened in the first round, though we weren’t really allowed to discuss that.

      As the music stopped, there I was left standing with two beautiful sorority girls. The organizers had removed six chairs, and so there was another potential threesome also on their feet — I looked across and saw, to my latest burst of surprise, Matt, Kendra and Fernando. I managed to catch Matt’s eye, and he blushed furiously. I gave him a smile of congratulations for snagging his crush for a Second Date, though I couldn’t know how it would turn out. Kendra was on her feet, though: she had decided to have a Second Date with those guys. With Matt.

      With two groups choosing to go for a Second Date, the other players all had a seat. So as I headed for the stairs along with Ella and Destiny, there were six more groups of three beginning new First Dates, with the organizer, Joanne, announcing their five minutes had begun just as we got to the stairs.

      I was nervous as we went upstairs.

      Was I in trouble for doing something with Penny in the first round? I was suddenly worried I might be. Would Ella decide to end our relationship over something like that? But she’d been so smiley with me. She’d shown clear affection to me afterward. Her body language had suggested she either forgave me, or she liked that I’d done something with Penny.

      I was also nervous that I would actually have a threesome with Ella and Destiny, or that everything would turn out awkward and awful.

      Upstairs, one of Joanne’s organizing assistants directed Matt, Kendra, and Fernando to a different hallway than we were headed. Then it was just us turning into another Alpha Gamma Chi senior’s loaned bedroom, the door closing behind us after the organizer reminded us of the importance of keeping everything that happened in this room a strict secret — and telling us that we now had ten minutes locked in together.
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      Destiny had her arms folded defensively again as soon as the door had closed, her expression clearly challenging Ella and me to not be boring during this Second Date.

      Ella calmly sat down on the end of the bed and said, ‘I need to tell you what’s been going on, Dessie.’

      Wait, what?

      That seemed to take Destiny aback as well as me. She gaped at her friend.

      ‘I’ve been dating Danny for a while now.’

      ‘You’ve been dating him?’

      Ella nodded. ‘There never was a girlfriend in another college. It was me, all along.’

      Destiny looked at me for confirmation. I gave a little shrug and a nod. ‘Since the middle of freshman year,’ I said.

      The beautiful Latina asked, ‘Why keep it such a secret?’ She didn’t seem angry. Confused. Surprised, but not angry, though she might have suspected we were about to leave her with a boring Second Date.

      I looked to Ella, wondering what her plan was in revealing our secret to our friend. Her eyes met mine, and she flashed me a little reassuring smile.

      ‘He’s a cuckold,’ she said.

      I felt my insides squirm as she said it.

      ‘A what now?’ Destiny asked.

      ‘You never heard of cuckolding?’

      Our Joan of Arc shook her head, then sat down beside Ella on the bed, as though she needed a bedtime story right now.

      Ella looked at me, checking it was all right for her to explain to Destiny. I gave her a little smile of approval — I mean, she’d already let the cat out of the bag, here, so.

      ‘Cuckolding is like a kink, a fetish,’ Ella began.

      ‘What, this is like BDSM stuff?’ Destiny asked.

      ‘It’s… well, Danny is submissive with me,’ Ella said, nodding. ‘But you don’t necessarily have to have that with cuckolding. The main thing is, guys like their girls to sleep with other guys…’

      ‘They what?’

      ‘A lot of married guys are into it in particular. They like it when their wives have sex with other guys.’

      ‘They like it?’

      ‘It turns them on. Like crazy,’ Ella grinned, glancing up at me.

      I felt Destiny’s eyes piercing into me. I took a deep breath and sat down on the couch as though it might distract from the flush I could feel burning in my cheeks and my hammering heartbeat.

      ‘So…’ Destiny was finding it hard to get her head around this subject. ‘You’ve been dating Danny since the middle of freshman year… and sleeping with other guys?’

      Ella nodded. ‘Only a few. We’ve talked about it all a lot, and you know, you have to communicate really well…’

      ‘And you also… I mean… you’re sleeping with him, too?’ Destiny asked.

      ‘Of course,’ Ella smiled sweetly, gazing at me. ‘It’s a big part of cuckolding, when you’ve been with someone else, and you go back to your man to share the details. Sometimes he even gets to watch…’

      Destiny’s eyes bulged at that.

      ‘Damn. You guys are kinky as shit.’

      Ella blew me a kiss. ‘It’s so hot, you have no idea.’

      Destiny seemed to be breathing hard. She touched a hand to the middle of her chest as though worried about her heart. She said, ‘So… you get to sleep with… whoever you like? While you’re dating him?’

      ‘Yeah,’ Ella beamed. ‘Pretty much. I mean, I wouldn’t go with anyone he really didn’t like. Some guys into cuckolding like to be more dominant and have more of a choice in who their partner sees. But Danny… well, he’s my submissive.’

      I couldn’t help it: I loved being her submissive. Owned by someone as gorgeous as Ella McKinney. Wow. I still had to kick myself sometimes.

      Destiny said sharply, ‘And you’re keeping this a secret from everybody… why? I mean, God damn it, it sounds like a total dream.’

      The beautiful Latina gazed at me with big, dark eyes, suddenly desiring me greatly.

      ‘It’s kind of shameful,’ Ella said.

      ‘Shameful?’

      ‘Other men, in particular, think you must be less of a man if you let your woman sleep with other guys.’

      ‘Cuckolding’s kind of shameful to everyone not into cuckolding,’ I said, with a sigh. ‘I’d probably get kicked out of the fraternity if my brothers found out.’

      ‘Nobody knows?’

      I said, ‘My friends… Matt, Robbie, Marv. They know. I trust them. They don’t have a problem with it.’

      ‘Robbie, your Master?’ Destiny said, jaw dropping. ‘You been sleeping with him, right?’

      Ella nodded. ‘Uh-huh. He’s pretty hot. Danny got to watch me with him.’

      Destiny closed her eyes briefly and groaned. ‘Oh my God, where can I find me one of these cuckolds for myself? I can’t believe it.’ Then she looked pointedly at Ella. ‘So why are you telling me?’

      Ella sighed. ‘I think… there’s a danger we’ll get discovered. I need… help.’

      ‘You know no one in Alpha Gamma Chi is going to have a problem with you dating Danny.’

      ‘No, but if they don’t know it’s cuckolding, and they see me dating someone else…’

      ‘Dating? I thought it was just sex.’

      ‘It can be dating. The full deal. I mean, it depends on the guy.’

      ‘Depends on the cuckold.’

      ‘Exactly. Danny and I have a lot of experimenting to do, to figure out what we like. What works best.’

      Destiny looked back and forth between us, nodding slowly as she processed all this information. Then she smiled broadly, ‘You guys are so sweet together…’ Then she turned serious, ‘How do you need my help?’

      ‘Danny’s already getting awkward questions. I mean… he’s a hot guy, a Pi Kappa. But he doesn’t hit on anyone.’

      ‘Wait,’ Destiny said. ‘You’re allowed to sleep with other guys… but he only dates you?’

      ‘Uh-huh,’ Ella nodded.

      I could see Destiny figuring this wasn’t a fair deal. I said, ‘It’s not just an open relationship. The main thing for me is… I get turned on knowing Ella is having fun with another guy. That’s what gets me going most of all. I don’t need other women.’

      ‘But she gets to sleep with other guys. And you don’t…’

      ‘It’s her sleeping around that turns me on,’ I said. ‘Other women… they’re usually monogamous, so…’

      Destiny said, ‘Hey, I wouldn’t be monogamous if I didn’t have to be…’ as though she was beginning to think there was some injustice in the world that she didn’t get to have a cuckold boyfriend.

      Ella glanced at the clock on the bedside table. She said in a strangely seductive voice, ‘Hey, Danny, why don’t you come over here and show Destiny what a good cuckold will do for her when she’s been out dating another guy?’

      Huh?

      I was confused. Ella flicked her eyes toward the floor in front of Destiny. Destiny looked at her with sharp surprise in her eyes.

      Ella said, ‘You’re going to help us, aren’t you, Dessie?’

      I got the sense Ella wanted me to do something with Destiny to persuade her to be on our side. I was a little baffled, but I approached and knelt in front of the gorgeous Latina.

      ‘Uh yeah…’ she said, ‘I just don’t know what exactly you want me to do to help.’

      ‘I think I need a few friends to help keep away the difficult questions,’ Ella said, sitting close with Destiny now, her body language more than just friendly — grateful, affectionate.

      I smiled up at Destiny, trying to echo Ella’s body language, though I wasn’t sure yet what I was supposed to be doing.

      ‘I can help,’ Destiny said, her voice soft, as though she was in danger of falling into a trance, almost like she was being hypnotized.

      ‘That’s wonderful,’ Ella said, snuggling up to Destiny, planting a soft little kiss on her cheek. Oh boy, it was so sweet when girls got amorous together. Not really part of the whole cuckolding deal, but so beautiful, nevertheless.

      ‘Whatever you need,’ Destiny said, completely under Ella’s power.

      Ella put a finger to Destiny’s chin and turned her head toward hers. Then she kissed her on the lips. I caught my breath at the exquisite beauty of two attractive women making out — Destiny didn’t pull back from her friend, in fact, she quickly gave in to the soft kiss, and now she was kissing back.

      Wow.

      These Alpha Gamma Chi girls were not shy.

      The two of them were sweet together. I could hardly react to the soft elegance of their highly feminine beauty as they crushed their lips against each other.

      When their kiss finally came to an end, Ella said, ‘Sometimes, Danny’s going to get questions about why he’s not dating anybody. I mean… he could tell people he’s gay…’

      ‘But then he’ll get gay guys hitting on him all the time.’

      Ella nodded. ‘He could say he’s religious…’

      ‘And that’s… well… religious guys hitting on him with religion…’

      Ella grinned. ‘It might be easier if I have some helpful sisters who can… you know… pretend they’re dating him occasionally.’

      Destiny nodded. ‘I can do that… if I’m not dating someone else…’

      Ella was practically hugging Destiny from behind now, her hands trailing down the beautiful Latina’s body. She removed her friend’s fake plastic armor, which was getting in the way, and then they made out some more.

      Oh my God.

      They were both stroking each other’s thighs now. My manhood was thickening up inside my pants — there was a moment where I almost expected to feel the pain of my cage restricting my erection, and yet I realized I no longer had it on.

      They kissed each other again, slowly, exaggerating every movement, clearly performing for me. Performance or not, they were pretty sexy together.

      It felt like Ella was trying to reward Destiny for helping us. Perhaps instill some kind of loyalty in her. We were on a Second Date, however. There was also the temptation to fool around.

      ‘What do you think he did with Penny on their Second Date?’ Ella suddenly asked Destiny.

      ‘We’re not supposed to talk about it,’ Destiny pointed out. ‘But I know he made her come. I know what Penny is like after she’s come.’

      Ella giggled. ‘He only had ten minutes to make her come.’

      The two of them went back to making out, only this time it seemed a little less performative, and a little more passionate. I was dazzled by their easy intimacy. Ella’s hands moved down over Destiny’s chest, then Destiny’s hands were moving on Ella’s leg, caressing her there.

      I saw Ella’s hand dip between Destiny’s thighs, and she actually touched the pretty Latina’s panties. Her friend didn’t recoil, didn’t denounce her disgraceful behavior. She moaned and responded likewise, and the two of them were stroking each other through their underwear.

      And right now, my girlfriend was holding her friend as though she was offering her to me.

      Ella said softly to her friend, ‘You know, he’s real good at eating pussy. I bet that’s how he made Penny come within ten minutes.’

      A lustful smile spread across Destiny’s pretty face. ‘And you’re okay with him eating her pussy?’

      Man, there was something ridiculously hot about women saying the word ‘pussy’.

      Ella smiled down at me and tugged aside Destiny’s panties to expose her naked pussy. Somehow it was shocking that she would display her friend like this to me, and yet so ultra sexy. Destiny had a triangle of dark fur over her mound and full labia that made my mouth water.

      ‘I think I’m okay with him eating pussy,’ Ella said. ‘You know… if it’s someone I like. Someone I trust.’

      ‘Someone who occasionally pretends to date him so he doesn’t get awkward questions?’ Destiny was sitting with her legs parted wide so I could see everything.

      I stifled a gasp as my girlfriend started stroking her friend’s pussy lips with two fingers, right in front of me.

      ‘You want a taste, Danny?’ Ella asked me.

      I was reminded a little of the bedroom ceremony in The Handmaid’s Tale, where the Commander’s wife sat beside and behind the handmaid on a bed, supporting her body as the Commander had sex with her to attempt to get her pregnant. Only now, my sweet girlfriend was gently stroking Destiny and offering me the chance to go down on her friend.

      Destiny’s eyes were on fire. She said quietly, ‘Show us what you did with Penny. You don’t have to tell us anything…’

      Show, don’t tell—the supposedly correct way of doing literature.

      Ella took hold of Destiny’s ankles and held her legs wide apart as I approached the Latina, who now gripped hold of her panties and yanked them well out of the way. She had that nice triangular patch of dark fur on her mound, but her pussy was otherwise free of hair, her pink folds inviting in the soft light of the bedroom lamps.

      I ducked down and touched my mouth to her sex.

      She smelled of exotic jasmine and orange, laced with the musk of her arousal. She let out a soft sigh as I sucked on her pussy lips and slipped my tongue inside her to sample her flavor. Oh, she tasted so good.

      ‘Oh… yes…’

      She made the sexiest little silky sounds as she breathed, little gasps and sighs in response to my sucking on her or delving my tongue inside her. Ella gazed down in fascination as I lapped eagerly at the Latina’s delicious sex. My girlfriend’s hands found their way to Destiny’s breasts, coaxing them through her tunic as she moaned in response to my mouth on her pussy.

      I watched as Ella peeled Destiny’s tunic down off her shoulders, unveiling her beautiful bare breasts. Joan of Arc didn’t wear a bra, apparently. Her brown nipples were stiff even before Ella began giving them attention with her fingertips.

      I began flicking my tongue over Destiny’s clit, and she stirred her hips in return, starting to try to rub her pussy against my face.

      ‘Mmm… yeah…’ she sighed.

      It was at this point that Destiny noticed the proximity of Ella’s breasts to her face and nuzzled into her chest. Ella responded by reaching behind her back to remove the neon yellow stripper bra to expose her small but gorgeous breasts.

      Now I was sucking on Destiny’s succulent pussy, and Destiny was sucking on Ella’s stiff nipple.

      Destiny was so responsive to everything I did, it was wonderful. She seemed surprised by it all, as well, like this was a rare experience for her. When I turned the full attention of my mouth to her clit, engulfing her little button in the intense heat, and slipped a couple of fingers inside her soaking pussy, that was enough to take Destiny over the edge. Then she was bucking like a mule underneath me.

      I let her orgasm subside before moving from her sex, though her hands clamped to my head kept me there where she needed until she was done. Only then did I pull myself up over her, and claim a kiss of her mouth. I smiled, amused by the fact that the very first time I’d touched Destiny, it was my mouth on her pussy. Even before I kissed her on the mouth for the first time.

      So romantic, huh?

      Breathless, she said to Ella, ‘Tell me again why you need to sleep with other guys?’

      Ella giggled and stroked my hair affectionately. ‘I would totally restrict myself to just Danny if he really wanted me to,’ she said. ‘But you know… he’s a cuckold. He wants me to experience everything college has to offer…’

      She gazed into my eyes, and I saw that she meant what she said. She’d date me, and only me, if I wanted her to.

      That’s what I would have wanted back in freshman year, right? When she’d first messaged me on Tinder, I would have jumped at that.

      But, damn it, I’d taken a sip from the cup of dark desire since then.

      Sigh. She was right. I was a cuckold.

      ‘So he’s a cuckold,’ Destiny said, as though trying out the word. ‘And he’s submissive?’

      ‘Uh-huh,’ Ella confirmed. ‘Stand up, Danny. Take off your clothes for us.’

      I did as she asked, of course. It didn’t seem such a big deal considering the fact that I wasn’t wearing my chastity cage anymore. Ella had already revealed my cuckold nature to Destiny; straightforward nudity was hardly more shameful than that.

      Destiny seemed to enjoy me stripping off, I suspect she liked how I complied with Ella’s order unconditionally. Something in the power exchange appealed to the hot Latina. But she was also attracted to me, so my ego was having its moment in the sun.

      ‘So I’m going to pretend to date him?’ Destiny asked, running her eyes up and down my bare body as I stood there at attention for their perusal.

      ‘It would be helpful for his reputation,’ Ella said. ‘You know, when the gossip gets going. And if our sisters keep hitting on him and he doesn’t respond…’

      ‘That girlfriend in another college story isn’t going to stand up for long,’ Destiny warned.

      ‘No,’ Ella said, reaching out to take my cock in one of her hands. I responded to her touch instantly, thickening up quickly.

      ‘If I’m dating someone else, or if I need something real…’ Destiny said.

      ‘It would only be if you were single. If you had no intention of dating someone else for real.’

      ‘I’d have to spend some time with him. Maybe… make out with him a little in public sometimes.’

      ‘That’s fine.’

      ‘We’d have to have some alone time together.’ Destiny’s eyes flashed as she watched Ella gently stroking my hard cock right in front of her. ‘People would have to see us go off for some alone time sometimes. Think we’re sleeping together.’

      Ella smiled, ‘You can have alone time with him. But unless I’m with him, this will be locked.’

      ‘Locked?’

      My sweet girlfriend asked me to show my potential fake date my chastity cage. Sigh. But we were all friends here, and bound by our vow of silence. Destiny was quite surprised at it, at how my cock could fit in such a device.

      ‘It fits when he’s not hard,’ Ella explained.

      ‘That won’t make alone time as much fun,’ Destiny complained.

      Ella said, ‘He’ll make you come as much as you like. Just not with this.’

      Destiny was stroking her pussy, apparently remembering how I’d so very recently made her come. ‘He doesn’t need that to make me come,’ she grinned. ‘I might need to come back and pretend to date him from time to time… you know, if I’ve not been having much luck dating for real.’

      ‘You could have an on-and-off relationship,’ Ella giggled. ‘Just keep things casual.’

      My sweet girlfriend slipped onto the floor and now started planting kisses along my shaft, enjoying the feel of my hard cock in her hands.

      Destiny said, ‘You gonna get other sisters to help with this? I mean, if people think he only dates me all year, they’ll think I’m a bad person when I’m dating other people.’

      Ella sighed. ‘I think I’ll need to find a few others I trust to help out.’

      ‘I’m sure Penny would keep it secret,’ Destiny said, pulling herself off the bed now, standing to kiss me on the lips. ‘Especially if she gets some good head from time to time.’

      Ella glanced up at her friend, and there seemed to be an invitation in her eyes. Destiny dropped down to her knees beside my girlfriend, who offered my cock to her like it was a joint being passed around. Destiny took hold of it, gazing at it for a moment before taking it into her mouth.

      Oh, it felt good. Almost as though Destiny had been given lessons in sucking cock.

      ‘Mmm, it’s such a good size,’ she said, kicking my shaft.

      ‘Not too big, not too small,’ Ella beamed, taking a turn at sucking on it, too.

      Wow. Did I ever mention that Alpha Gamma Chi girls are pretty wild?

      They were sharing my cock between them, giggling as they passed it to each other now and then. Sometimes their lips came together around my tip, and they were both making out with my manhood, and with each other.

      There was definitely attraction between them, too. Ella helped Destiny remove her tunic, and then they had their hands all over each other’s breasts, giving me a little girl-on-girl show as I stood there gazing down on them, one of them and then the other tugging on my dick.

      Then they went back to using their mouths on me.

      I had to be careful not to lose it; we still had five minutes left.

      Ella pulled away from me, however, and then went to move back onto the bed, telling me, ‘Quickly, honey, I need a little pick-me-up.’

      She lay on her front, facing away from me to present her gorgeous ass. I climbed on, straddling her thighs, laying my hard cock between her buttocks. The stripper G-string was hardly much of a barrier, and then I was inside her soaking wet pussy, taking hold of her narrow waist as I slid inside the tight heat of her sex, making her groan as I filled her.

      Destiny came to lie on the bed with us, sitting up by the pillows, naked apart from the big black boots she’d put on as part of her costume, which looked a pain to get off. She was stroking her pussy as she watched me thrusting into Ella from behind, enjoying the live show even before my horny girlfriend laid her hands between Destiny’s thighs and took over duties fingering the Latina’s pussy.

      Within a few moments, my sweet girlfriend was eating out her friend while I was fucking her. It was so beautiful.

      Ella was so wet, I had to think she’d been fucking a guy before me, in the first round of this game. I felt a powerful compulsion to find out what had happened, though I knew she couldn’t tell me. I leaned down over her, kissing her cheek, her neck as I fucked her. I could smell another man on her body. That was enough to get me quivering with desire for her.

      She seemed close to coming, but then she urged me up, directing me to turn over onto my back.

      We had two minutes left.

      But Ella had a condom in her hands from the bowl on the bedside table, which she pulled out of its packet and unfurled down the full length of my shaft before telling Destiny she could have a quick ride in the time we had left.

      The beautiful Latina didn’t hesitate, moaning deeply as she straddled me and impaled herself on my fully sheathed cock.

      We only had two minutes, but after being primed by my mouth, Destiny didn’t even need the full time to bring herself to orgasm on my throbbing manhood. While she was doing that, however, I had my sweet girlfriend straddling my face, so I didn’t get to see her friend’s orgasm before the knock on our door informed us that our ten minutes were up.

      When we were all getting up off the bed, Destiny said to Ella, ‘I want one.’

      ‘A boyfriend?’ Ella asked.

      ‘A cuckold,’ she said. ‘Seriously. Where can I get a guy like him?’

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER FOURTEEN

          

        

      

    

    
      When we made our way downstairs again, the room seemed very empty—there were now just six people left on a First Date, two groups of three.

      Matt seemed to be the only other person there.

      My heart sank to see him there, though I was glad I’d get to hang out with him for a bit before the next round. It meant that Kendra had gone off with Fernando, which must have been somewhat devastating for Matt given his huge crush on her. And he’d seemed so pleased to be on a Second Date with her, even though another guy was tagging along.

      ‘Hey,’ I said, offering him a warm smile that I hoped wouldn’t seem too pitying given the circumstances.

      ‘Hey, how’s it going?’ he asked, seeming unexpectedly buoyant.

      ‘Good,’ I nodded, glancing across at Ella, getting a sweet smile from her in return.

      ‘Have you been allowed to…’ he said, before he got nervous he might be too close to talking about Second Dates. Jeez, this was like Fight Club, only people really were too scared to talk about Fight Club.

      ‘It’s been a fun night,’ I told him, and he appeared to get my meaning. ‘You’re sticking around for Round Three?’

      He nodded. ‘Kendra… she wanted to spend a little more time with Fernando, so…’

      It was the word ‘so’ that caught my interest. I couldn’t quite tell if he meant he needed to take his mind off his crush going with another guy, or, almost, whether he meant he should have been with Kendra right now, except that she happened to want a little more time with Fernando. Like in some kind of cuckold arrangement.

      Maybe it was just my cuckold powers tingling, adding two and two together to make five.

      I was distracted from the thought because three more of our fellow sophomores were coming down the stairs — Penny among them. She seemed happy enough; it looked like she’d had a good time. I caught her eye as she took the last few steps, however, and the way she flashed me a blazing smile suggested she still had a soft spot for me. A guy called Doug was with her, and a girl I didn’t know so well — Emma? Emily?

      Shortly after that, the last two groups were excitedly heading upstairs for their Second Dates, both groups comprising two guys and a girl, so this was the end of Round Two. I saw Penny join Ella and Destiny in conversation, and as I chatted with Matt about what Round Three might involve, I saw them glancing over their shoulders at me, as though engaged in some conspiracy. Was Ella bringing Penny into our secret?

      Matt was theorizing, ‘They’ve got to take it to the next level, right? So it won’t just be a threesome.’

      ‘I imagine they want to take it up another level,’ I agreed.

      ‘What d’you think Marv and Robbie are up to tonight? Kinda harsh they had to miss this.’

      I laughed. ‘They’re probably perfectly happy, after getting their own sexual apprentices for six weeks. I bet Robbie’s with Mary-Beth right now.’

      ‘Uh-huh. They’re getting on well, huh?’

      ‘Oh, yes.’

      During the break we found out we'd lost another couple. We next saw Alecia coming back downstairs along with two guys wearing Saints football gear by the name of Mark and Ben, but Ella’s friend Tammy emerged alone from her threesome. Faith, it seemed, had decided to spend a little more time with a guy called Sam. Then, from the final shift of Round Two, we lost one more couple to the forces of romance.

      This meant, by my count, there were 15 of us sophomores left for Round Three. And when Joanne announced that our break was over, we found that the chairs were now arranged in three groups of five.

      ‘Any instructions?’ I whispered to Ella as the music started, and we began milling around the chairs, figuring out who we might want to be with if we had to move straight to a Second Date.

      Ella smiled sweetly. ‘Sit with me,’ she said under her breath. ‘I need to fuck you some more.’

      I couldn’t resist her.

      When the music stopped, I sat down beside my gorgeous girlfriend, then Penny sat down with Ella as though they’d planned something, and then another of Ella’s friends, Alecia, was next. Matt was looking a little lost, but when he was looking our way, Ella flashed him a smile that said in no uncertain terms that he was welcome with us.

      Would anyone notice I was with Ella again? But I supposed my story about a girlfriend at another college had run its course; Ella’s new strategy for explaining why I wasn’t available for dating was to pretend to date Destiny, or perhaps others among her friends, like Penny.

      I glanced over at the other groups and saw that Destiny was with Tammy and three guys—Doug, Mark, and Ben. That left Jason — the guy Ella had been with in the first round — with two guys and two girls I didn’t know so well, I think Kate, Olly and Tom.

      We looked to Joanne to announce our five minutes had begun, but Joanne smiled at us all and said, ‘This is your Round Three, people. You can all head upstairs and get to know each other better in a little fun game of spin the bottle.’
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      We were the last group up the stairs. When we arrived at our designated room, we were told we’d be locked in for 30 minutes minimum.

      This was the final round, however. There was no going back downstairs for the prospect of more dates with other people.

      Inside our room, there was an empty glass bottle lying on the bed. Well, of course there was. Penny reached for it the moment the door was closed, but also found something else.

      ‘A die,’ she said, peering at it. It had words on the faces, instead of spots. She laughed as she read out the words on the dice: ‘Oral… fuck… kiss… handjob… strip…’

      ‘What’s the last one?’ Alecia giggled.

      ‘Threesome,’ Penny said, double-checking the last face of the dice.

      ‘How are we going to do it?’ Ella asked.

      ‘You never played spin the bottle?’ Penny grinned.

      ‘No, I mean… when the bottle points to you, how long are you supposed to… whatever the dice says?’

      Penny shrugged. ‘Two minutes? To start with.’

      Then Ella said, ‘If there’s anyone here uncomfortable with doing any of this…’

      ‘You mean Danny’s not going to fuck Matt in front of us?’ Alecia laughed.

      I looked at Matt, and we jokingly flashed our eyes at each other like we were interested.

      ‘You can have three lives,’ Ella said. ‘After that… you’re out of the game.’

      Everyone seemed serious about playing this game. No one was supervising, so we could have done anything during our half-hour lock-in. But it was a party, and here was our party game.

      Unlike previous rounds, I saw that there were pitchers of punch and a stack of red plastic cups on the desk in the corner. This was destined to be the rest of our party, I guessed, so we were being encouraged to party properly.

      So once drinks were poured, in true spin-the-bottle fashion, we all sat on the floor in front of the bed, in a circle surrounding the bottle. I sat between Matt and Ella; Alecia and Penny were opposite me.

      ‘Okay, roll the dice first,’ Alecia said.

      Then Penny said, ‘Wait. Ella has something to tell us all first.’ The pretty Asian girl turned to my girlfriend. ‘You told me you’d tell us when we got in the room.’

      It took me a moment to realize what Penny was talking about. They’d been talking about me downstairs, but Ella had clearly not divulged the full information to her friend about us dating. But she must have promised to share our secret with Penny. And now, it seemed, Alecia would be let into the secret, too.

      ‘Matt already knows,’ Ella said, glancing at my buddy before looking to her friends among our little circle of trust. ‘Danny and I are dating.’

      ‘I knew it,’ Alecia said under her breath. Then, after thinking about it a moment, she said, ‘So why all the secrecy? I mean… you guys are so sweet together.’

      And here it was. Ella revealed to Penny and Alecia that we were into cuckolding, and then explained it all as she had previously done with Destiny. I was getting used to it now, huh? Matt knew about it already, so he wasn’t fazed by any of it. What was new to Matt was Ella’s plan for me to pretend to date Destiny — and, as it turned out, also Alecia and Penny — at various points during our sophomore year whenever I needed a cover story to avoid people thinking I was some kind of loner.

      Alecia and Penny seemed to understand Ella’s need to keep her part of the cuckolding a secret, too. That guys she was dating wouldn’t want to know she had a secret cuckold boyfriend on the side. That other women might judge her for dating more than one guy at once.

      ‘So, none of you can tell anyone else anything,’ Ella said solemnly.

      ‘We wouldn’t be able to anyway,’ Alecia pointed out. ‘We can’t reveal anything that happens in this room tonight, we’d be shunned.’

      My girlfriend nodded. ‘Danny’s friends Robbie and Marv know about the cuckolding, too, FYI. He trusts them completely.’

      ‘And Kendra,’ I reminded her. ‘Kendra knows. And Mary-Beth.’

      Penny giggled. ‘The list gets longer, huh?’

      ‘Katie knows,’ Matt said. ‘Kendra’s Big Sister.’

      Ella said, ‘Mary-Beth found out and decided to inform Sorority leadership so we could do this during the pledge period. They were interested in seeing how it works out for Danny and me.’

      Matt said, ‘Katie said they want other sisters to try it.’

      ‘Oh, I’d join,’ Alecia said without hesitation. ‘I get to have a nice guy to keep my bed warm while I’m out fucking football players?’

      ‘The question is, where do we find our own cuckold?’ Penny asked. She looked at Matt.

      And Matt said, ‘Sorry, I’m already part of the program.’ He was beaming ear-to-ear. Ella and I looked at him with wide eyes and open mouths.

      I mouthed the word ‘Kendra’ at him, a big question on my face. He gave a happy little shrug. And suddenly I recognized the anxiety in his demeanor — right now he knew Kendra was out having a good time with Fernando. Was she testing Matt’s limits?

      ‘You’re allowed out to play tonight, though, right?’ Alecia asked him.

      ‘It’s spin the bottle,’ Ella smiled, looking at me. ‘Everyone can play.’
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      Penny reached for the dice first, and her roll was for a handjob.

      Next, she spun the bottle. On the first spin, it stopped pointing at Matt. The second spin wobbled and pointed between Alecia and Penny, so Penny spun it again. This time it pointed to Ella.

      ‘Am I doing it to him, or is he doing it to me?’ my sweet girlfriend asked with a smile.

      ‘The bottle pointed to him first,’ Penny said. ‘So you should do it to him.’

      Nobody argued that it could have been the other way around; there wasn’t really much point. I shifted out of the way, and Ella sat beside Matt—making it look a little like a scene from a brothel in the Old West, her in her stripper outfit and Matt dressed as the Sundance Kid. She didn’t hesitate at all, unfastening his fly, and then fishing out his manhood.

      My friend didn’t seem to mind being exposed in front of us. I guess he’d had his fair share of exposure already tonight, in two different Second Dates. What had happened between him and Kendra? Had she been with him in both his Second Dates tonight?

      There were giggles and little moans as my girlfriend took out my friend’s cock, which was already at least semi-erect.

      Ella gave a performative little moan, smiling at Matt as she started exploring it with her hand, complimenting him on his size. Size-wise, I’d say his was similar to mine—average.

      ‘Two minutes starts now,’ Penny declared.

      It was only her hand, but it was still sexy to watch my girlfriend handling him. Gently stroking him, squeezing his cock in her hand as it quickly stiffened up fully. Slowly pumping him as he sat back and groaned softly, his eyes closing in bliss. For a long moment, Ella gazed at me as she handled my friend’s cock. God, she was so hot.

      Matt definitely enjoyed himself, but there wasn’t time for him to get close to the danger zone. Then Penny called time, and Matt stuffed his cock back in his pants as Ella returned to her place.

      Ella rolled the dice next: a threesome.

      ‘Okay, so spin the bottle at three people,’ Penny said, as though we needed to be told.

      Ella spun the bottle once, and it pointed to me. The second spin was me again, but the re-spin pointed at Penny. Finally, the great bottle of destiny pointed to Ella again. She laughed as she was picked out for a second time in a row.

      ‘So what are we supposed to do?’ she asked. Penny was already on her feet, but Ella helped me up from the floor.

      Alecia said, ‘Whatever you like, I guess. You only have two minutes, though.’

      Two minutes. Not much was going to happen in two minutes. Especially this early on. Penny grabbed my hand and pulled me to the bed, and then basically shoved me down on the mattress. I was not complaining. She pulled off her nun’s veil and then lay down with me, draping a hand and a leg over me as she kissed my lips. The Asian-American girl was so pretty, it was a treat just making out with her.

      This being a threesome, though, suddenly I found hands fumbling at my crotch — and then Ella was doing what she’d just done to Matt, fishing my cock out of my fly. The difference was that I now felt the heat of her mouth engulf my manhood, groaning at the incredible sensation.

      Boy, that felt good. It was hot making out with Penny while Ella gave me head, but it was only two minutes; there wasn’t time to progress into anything with Penny. It seemed to finish very quickly, with Alecia calling out, ‘Two minutes!’

      As we returned to our places again, Penny said we should raise the time limit to at least three minutes. Everyone readily agreed.

      Now it was my turn to roll the dice.

      The dice wanted another threesome. Fate was really pushing us to get to the good stuff, huh?

      I spun the bottle. Ella. She rolled her eyes, and the rest of us laughed, but chance was chance. Alecia, a brunette wearing a sexy red leather devil costume, was next. And then, Penny.

      The three of them stood and moved to the bed. Alecia lay down in the middle, with Penny straddling her, giggling, while Ella lay beside the devilish brunette.

      I waited until they were all lying down before I announced the start of three minutes and set the timer on my phone, giving them the full allowance.

      ‘Three minutes,’ I said, and then Penny was rocking her hips back and forth, laughing as she rode her friend as though they were fucking, her hands moving to Alecia’s breasts for a playful grope. Alecia was already giggling before Penny ducked down to start kissing her neck. Then Ella was leaning in to make out with Penny, her hands moving between the Asian girl’s legs so that it looked like she was stroking both of her friends’ pussies at the same time as they rubbed themselves together.

      It was sexy, seeing them together. Making out, their hands moving to stroke each other, to squeeze breasts and slide between thighs — but it seemed more in jest than serious at this stage.

      Then I called time, and we were back in our little circle.

      It was Matt’s turn to roll the dice — oral. Then he spun the bottle, which stopped pointing at Alecia, before the second spin pointed back at Matt himself.

      ‘Nice spin,’ I grinned, applauding my friend’s bottle-spinning skills.

      Now we watched Alecia sitting on the edge of the bed as Matt knelt down before her, kissing his way up her legs, her tiny little devilish red dress covering very little indeed.

      ‘Is someone going to start the clock?’ the pretty brunette asked, pulling up her dress as though it might help Matt know which way to go.

      ‘When the oral sex starts,’ I said with a chuckle. ‘Right now it’s only kissing.’

      Matt wedged his face against Alecia’s scarlet lace panties, and then, as he nudged the thin material aside and the brunette let out a moan that indicated there was some intimate contact going on, I started the timer.

      We watched as Alecia’s face became a picture of bliss.

      ‘He’s on the program too?’ Penny murmured to Ella and me, while we observed Matt taking his sweet devil to heaven and back.

      ‘That’s what he said,’ Ella said.

      ‘Is it an entry requirement that you have to be a god at eating pussy?’

      Ella giggled. ‘From what I read online, it seems like guys who happen to be into cuckolding often really like going down on their wives or girlfriends. I don’t know if it’s a coincidence or part of the kink.’

      ‘You think there are more guys like Danny and Matt out there?’

      ‘It’s a pretty common fantasy among guys,’ Ella said. ‘There’s got to be plenty of guys in a college as big as Bryson.’

      ‘Three minutes,’ I called out.

      ‘Oh… please… please…’

      But Matt pulled back from Alecia, who seemed just crushed that she couldn’t get some more of his attention. She pulled her little red dress back down and sat up, pouting.

      ‘You’ll get more soon, I’m sure,’ Penny told her.

      ‘We should put the time up to five minutes,’ Alecia said.

      ‘Everyone in favor?’

      Alecia rolled the dice — and the dice said ‘kiss’. The bottle pointed at Matt, and then Matt again, so Alecia re-rolled it, and it pointed to Ella.

      ‘You have some kind of magnetism,’ Alecia told my girlfriend, ‘the bottle just comes to you.’

      Ella and Matt went onto the bed to make out for five minutes. It was strange how awful it was for me. I mean, it was only kissing, right? And yet, somehow, it felt so intimate. They were sucking on each other’s lips, and it was so tender and sweet; it just gave off all kinds of vibes of affection, and so my cuckold brain started going to dark places.

      Sure, I wasn’t supposed to be a jealous guy — I mean, I wanted my sweetheart to sleep with other people. But I didn’t like how sweet Ella and Matt were together.

      Next, Penny rolled for ‘fuck’. Cue the gasps around our little circle.

      The bottle decided on Alecia… and then me.
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      My sweet Ella decided she was going to get me ready while Matt and Penny prepared Alecia for the task.

      ‘The clock only starts when actual fucking begins,’ she pointed out.

      I was hard even before my gorgeous girlfriend pulled my cowboy leather pants down to make sure I was primed to have full sex with her sorority sister.

      ‘You want me to take them off?’ I asked her as she fetched a condom from the bowl on the bedside table.

      ‘Nobody’s been told to strip yet,’ she giggled.

      This was an odd part of the game, it seemed. ‘Strip’ was an option the dice had not allowed anyone yet. But while Matt had had a handjob, I had had a kind of threesome with Ella and Penny, then Ella had had one with Alecia and Penny, before Matt had licked Alecia’s pussy for three minutes; this was suddenly taking things up a step.

      I would be fucking Alecia for five minutes from the point of penetration.

      I stood there as Ella slipped my cock in her mouth, supposedly part of her efforts to get me ready for sex, though I was hard already. She did then use her mouth to slowly roll the condom down my shaft to prepare me for Alecia. While all this was happening, I was watching Matt and Penny take Alecia to the bed to get her ready. The pretty brunette dressed as a devil was lying on her back in the middle of the mattress, Matt pushing up her little red dress as he lay between her thighs and tugged aside her red lacy panties to warm up her pussy with his mouth. Penny was engaged in full French kissing with her friend while Matt re-familiarized himself with Alecia’s fully hairless sex.

      Alecia was already moaning and gently writhing on the bed when Matt finally made way for me to climb between her thighs, then place my latex-sheathed cock where his mouth had been.

      When Penny finally pulled back from her friend, wiping her mouth with the back of her hand, Alecia gazed up at me in mild disbelief, feeling my cock stroking up against her soaking wet pussy.

      ‘I have the timer ready,’ my girlfriend said, as she knelt beside me. Matt and Penny flanked Alecia as they all waited for the moment to begin.

      Alecia and I shared a semi-amused smile, sharing in the weirdness of this situation—a party game where we were being compelled to have full sex together, surrounded by our friends.

      With my hands on her hips, I slid my manhood slowly inside her, groaning at the intense heat of her tight pussy as I squeezed my stiff cock into her.

      ‘Oh God…’ the sweet brunette moaned as I filled her and began to stir.

      ‘Five minutes,’ came Ella’s soothing voice beside me.

      Matt was making out with Alecia as I slowly fucked her. Penny had her hands on the little devil’s breasts, stroking them through the thin satiny material of her little red dress. Ella was holding one of Alecia’s legs as I fucked her, and now I leaned in to kiss my girlfriend’s sweet mouth while I fucked her friend.

      It was only five minutes, but it seemed like a challenge to keep from coming as I sank my manhood into Alecia’s blissfully wet pussy again and again. It was so erotic doing this with friends all around, friends who were engaged with us while I was fucking her.

      As my kiss with Ella came to an end, my gorgeous blonde ducked down, her head moving between Alecia’s thighs. It took me a moment to figure out what she was doing — then I leaned back while continuing to thrust my glistening cock into Alecia’s pussy, and Ella just about managed to get her mouth onto her friend’s clit while I was fucking her.

      If I lifted Alecia’s hips, getting my knees under her thighs while I slowly fucked her, it provided a better angle for my beautiful girlfriend to suck on the brunette’s clit. It wasn’t the most graceful thing you ever saw; I had to be careful with my girlfriend’s sweet face right there, but it was seriously effective as it turned out — and before five minutes was called, Alecia’s body was shuddering and shaking in a full orgasm as she moaned through Matt’s tender French kisses.

      ‘How is it…’ Alecia said to Ella, breathless, as we slowly returned to our circle on the floor, ‘…you need to date other guys when you have one who can fuck you like that?’

      Ella had smiled at that. ‘Because he likes me to date other guys. And I love turning him on.’

      Penny had groaned to hear it, and commented, ‘I am getting me one of those.’
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      While we were getting ready to roll the dice for the next round, there was a knock at the door, and the organizer’s voice told us our lock-in period was over.

      Penny put her head out of the door to speak to the senior, a Sorority sister by the name of Chloe.

      ‘We can have the room as long as we like,’ she said as she closed the door again to seal us in. ‘We just have to be out by 10 am.’

      ‘It’s a pretty nice hotel,’ Matt chuckled.

      ‘Everyone want to continue playing?’ Ella asked us.

      ‘Uh-huh,’ came the response from all of us, practically in unison.

      Ella’s turn to roll the dice. Strip.

      ‘It’s about time,’ Alecia giggled.

      ‘Is it only one person who strips?’ Ella asked, as she readied the bottle for a spin.

      Penny suggested, ‘You could spin it once for the person who has to strip, then a second time for the person who has to strip them.’

      Smiles at that, but we all agreed.

      The bottle chose Alecia. Then Ella. Alecia didn’t have a problem with it, since she’d just had full sex in front of everyone. She stood up, and Ella stood, the two of them stepping up to each other in the middle of our circle.

      ‘You ready, sweetie?’ Ella asked her, her hands moving to Alecia’s waist, playfully tugging up her dress to offer a little flash of the other girl’s panties.

      ‘Go ahead,’ Alecia said, holding her hands out to the side to indicate it wasn’t up to her.

      Ella slowly peeled Alecia’s dress up her body, running her hand sensually all over her friend’s skin as it was exposed — over her pussy, her stomach, her breasts. Alecia reached her arms up to allow Ella to remove the dress completely, tossing the garment over to the couch. Then Ella slipped the straps of Alecia’s bra off her shoulders, allowing the scarlet lace to slip off the brunette’s good-sized breasts.

      ‘You’re so hot,’ Ella smiled at her friend, ducking down to briefly take one of her stiff nipples in her mouth before resuming her duties by tugging down her matching red lace panties.

      The next instruction from the dice was a handjob. I spun the bottle, and it pointed right back at me.

      ’Nice job,’ Ella giggled.

      The next spin went to Penny. I decided this was going to be easier if I went over to sit on the bed. Penny decided it would be easier if I took my clothes off before I sat down.

      ‘The dice didn’t say strip,’ I complained.

      ‘No, but I do,’ she grinned. ‘And I happen to know you like to do what women tell you, Danny.’

      I had to chuckle at that. And hey, they’d all seen my junk already, so what was the difference if I lost my Butch Cassidy outfit? So I took off my clothes as Penny made herself comfortable on the end of the bed, her nun costume making it look like she was about to hear my confession.

      But then once I’d taken off my boxer shorts and moved to sit beside her on the bed, she told me to stay on my feet.

      ‘I can see it better that way,’ she said, taking hold of my cock with both her hands.

      She smiled as she saw my organ responding obviously to her touch.

      ‘Okay, five minutes,’ declared my girlfriend, clutching her phone for its timer.

      Penny gripped my cock tightly in one hand and started stroking it, while gently cupping my balls with the other. I don’t know if it was the nun’s costume, her sexy stockings, or what. It was a real turn-on for me standing there naked while she focused her attention on me, and yet she was fully dressed. Maybe it was my dark subconscious enjoying the thought of corrupting an innocent young nun.

      I guess my ego enjoyed how she looked at my cock, how it clearly interested her.

      ‘You have such a nice cock,’ she said, perhaps proving to me that my arousal was intricately linked to my ego in this moment.

      ‘Thank you,’ I grinned.

      ‘When I’m pretending to date him…’ Penny’s dark eyes flicked toward Ella. ‘Do I get to play with this?’

      Ella grinned. ‘You can play with him. But that gets locked up if I’m not with him.’

      ‘Locked up?’

      Sigh. Well, now came Ella’s explanation of my chastity cage. I was a little embarrassed about Matt finding out, but when he heard about it, he wasn’t amused at all, he wasn’t even all that surprised. He seemed interested. I thought I might have detected envy in his eyes as he looked at me getting jerked by the highly attractive Penny.

      One good side about the issue of my cage emerging at that point was that it gave me something to distract from Penny’s handjob — and therefore, as Ella announced that my five minutes were over, I managed to prevent myself from coming.

      I moved to pull my pants back up, but Ella gave me a little shake of the head to order me to remain as I was.

      After a little break for me to show the others my chastity cage and top up our drinks, our party game resumed.

      Matt rolled the die, and it stated that the next task would be oral sex. Then managed to spin the bottle so that it pointed back at himself. The second spin was for Ella.

      ‘Okay,’ my sweetheart said, as she rose to her feet. ‘Now I get to demand you strip, Matt, so I can do my duty.’

      ‘Seems fair,’ I chuckled, now that I was sitting there on the floor in the nude.

      ‘I guess it’s fine,’ Matt smiled. As he pulled off his Sundance Kid outfit, Ella turned to me, looming over me in her hot stripper gear to give me a sweet kiss on the mouth. It seemed like she was telling me this was the last kiss I would get before her mouth had been used on my friend’s cock.

      Then Matt made himself comfortable on the end of the bed, as Ella knelt dutifully between his feet, her hands moving to his thighs and then his manhood. My pretty girlfriend then bent down to rest my friend’s stiff cock on her cheek, before opening her mouth to kiss the underside, and stroke her tongue along the bottom of his shaft.

      I caught my breath at her tender contact with my friend’s dick.

      She licked him gently, and moaned slightly, letting him know she enjoyed playing with his cock. Then she parted her lips and sank her head down, taking most of his length inside her mouth. It struck me how much easier it was for her than with someone like Robbie. She seemed to like that he was a more manageable size.

      Matt groaned as he felt his manhood surrounded in the heat of my girlfriend’s mouth.

      I groaned as I watched my true love pleasuring my friend with her mouth.

      It was so wrong, so dirty. And yet it made my pulse race and my cock hard as steel. It gave me such a ridiculous buzz.

      ‘You really like watching her, huh?’ Alecia said softly beside me.

      ‘Oh God, it’s so sexy,’ said Penny. ‘How did I not know about cuckolding before? It’s so unbelievably hot.’

      I don’t think it was all that easy for Matt to hold on. I was strangely hopeful that he might come in my girlfriend’s mouth, but I could see him tensing up, trying to keep from going over the edge as the gorgeous blonde massaged his shaft with her lips.

      Then, five minutes were up, so I called time, and Matt could take a quick break to let his heart rate settle as we all returned to our circle for more bottle spinning.
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      Alecia rolled the dice, which told somebody to strip. Since only Ella and Penny were clothed at this point, we made the group decision that they would both strip. The bottle then chose Matt to strip Penny and me to strip my sweet girlfriend.

      We both took our sweet time peeling off Ella and Penny’s costumes. I was planting kisses all over Ella’s body, as though every additional inch of her smooth skin I exposed needed to be appropriately seasoned with my lips. She giggled as I kissed her in sensitive places, and moaned when I was sucking on particularly erogenous zones.

      Well, I could hardly resist those stiff little nipples of hers — or her succulent pussy. Yet I was only supposed to strip her, so I had to contain my desire to a great extent.

      All of us naked, Penny rolled the dice for a threesome. The bottle pointed to me first, then Penny, then Matt. As our circle excitedly dispersed, I asked Penny how she wanted us.

      ‘Does it matter?’ she said, a huge grin plastered across her face. Then she directed me down on the bed. I lay on my back, but scooched up toward the headboard so there was plenty of room for the others. Penny knelt between my legs, diving in to take my cock in her hands.

      ‘Who’s timing?’ I asked.

      Ella said, ‘I’m not starting the clock until there’s a proper threesome happening.’

      I let out a low groan as Penny took my hard cock in her mouth. God, it felt good. Matt moved into position behind her, Penny pushing up her butt in a clear invitation to him. I saw my friend crouch at first, using his mouth on our pretty Asian-American friend, which she clearly enjoyed because I could feel the vibration of her moans on my cock as she sucked it.

      But now Matt lifted up, and climbed onto the bed behind Penny. When he slid his cock inside her, she had to pull up from my dick to let out a gasp of pleasure. Now she was getting it from both ends at the same time. Matt was fucking her into my cock, his thrusting driving the pace of her mouth on my manhood.

      My girlfriend came to sit beside me as Matt and I spit-roasted her friend between us, taking the opportunity to kiss my mouth. I couldn’t help but think where her lips had just been — wrapped around my friend’s cock.

      We were just slowly enjoying the moment, there was no rush. I think we lost track of time at some point. We lost track of the game. Penny straddled my lap, urged me down so that I was lying on my back. Ella passed her a condom to roll down my shaft so the pretty Asian-American girl could take my hardness inside her tight little pussy — while my sweetheart sat her cute self down on my face.

      I caught a glimpse of Matt lying between Alecia’s parted thighs before my sight was entirely eclipsed by Ella as she nestled her soaking pussy down on my mouth.

      Now the challenge was for me to refrain from hitting orgasm as I was used by two gorgeous women for their pleasure. This was just heaven, getting to enjoy the tangy goodness of my sweet Ella’s pussy while my cock was buried in the tight wet heat of her friend.

      After a while, Ella and Penny traded places on me, my girlfriend taking me inside her without a condom, while her friend straddled my face and ground her beautiful sex against my eager mouth.

      Penny’s flavor was a little different than Ella, though no less delicious. The scent of her arousal was stronger, more earthy. I loved how she moved her hips to rub her pussy against my face. From the tiny glimpses I occasionally got, I suspected that Ella was making out with Penny while they were sharing me. Hands moving on each other’s breasts.

      When Penny dismounted, Ella came off me too, and now my girlfriend was fitting a new condom onto my manhood so that I could slide inside Penny again, this time with the gorgeous naked nun on all fours. I grabbed hold of her shapely ass and sank my cock into her from behind.

      Alecia moved so that she was now beside Penny on the bed, also on all fours, Matt moving to mirror me as I fucked Penny from behind. That was pretty hot. And then Ella lay across the pillows, making out with Alecia while Penny jammed her face between the sweet blonde’s thighs.

      So here were five of us, all physically connected. Two guys fucking two girls who both had their gorgeous asses pushed up, my stunning girlfriend having her pussy eaten by the girl I was fucking, French kissing her other friend.

      We all got pretty sweaty from that point on, but it really didn’t matter. We were a mass of bodies, just going for the sexual high.

      I lay on my back, and Alecia climbed onto me, Penny lying beside me to kiss my mouth while Matt fetched a fresh condom so that he could fuck my sweet Ella. Ella went down on Penny while my friend fucked her from behind, the pretty Asian girl grabbing fistfuls of Ella’s golden hair while she lapped at her pussy.

      I watched my girlfriend make her friend come with her mouth, and got tempted to try Alecia’s flavor, so I lifted her onto her back so that I could do down on her.

      Man, it was getting so hot in that room, our body temperatures making the whole place humid and warm like a greenhouse. It was so easy to move around each other, taking whatever we wanted whenever we wanted it. We weren’t in a rush. We didn’t need to be fast and furious — mostly it was slow and sensual. Penny getting on her hands and knees so I could fuck her from behind while she licked Ella’s pussy. Alecia riding Matt while sucking on his face. Matt moving in to fuck Penny from behind while I slid my cock inside Alecia’s hot little pussy. Two dark-haired girls eating out their blonde friend while Matt and I fucked them doggystyle.

      Nobody mingles at a party like an Alpha Gamma Chi girl, I guess.
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      The final week of the summer before class officially began brought the last few days of the pledge period for the Alpha Gamma Chi sorority.

      I hardly saw Matt at all that week, though I had breakfast with Marv out at the town diner, and he at least explained to me what my friend couldn’t because of the Social Vow of Silence.

      ‘I knew how he felt about Kendra,’ Marv said. ‘All of us knew. So I ordered Kendra to make sure she chose Matt for a second date in the first round of that game you guys all played.’

      ‘Marv, you are, truly, a legend,’ I smiled.

      ‘Kendra thought it was just a part of me piling on the humiliation—you know, ordering her to date someone she considers a dork.’

      ‘You tell her what to do during her Second Date?’

      ‘Of course,’ he nodded, chuckling. ‘I told her to treat him as her submissive. You know, to go all dominatrix on him. Like Ella is with you.’

      ‘I’m not sure I’d call her a dominatrix,’ I laughed.

      Marv grinned. ‘From what she said afterward, I think she liked being a dominatrix to a dork more than she even liked the humiliation thing.’

      ‘You told her to date him in Round Two as well?’

      ‘I ordered her to do what she needed to do with him to make herself come in Round One. Matt did the rest.’

      ‘So she chose him by herself for Round Two?’

      ‘Uh-huh,’ he nodded. ‘And it turns out she was inspired by her best friend to treat Matt as a complete cuckold, and he loved every minute — and so did she.’

      ‘What about Fernando?’ I asked Marv. ‘The guy she cuckolded Matt with.’

      ‘I don’t think he really understood what was going on. I think he thought Kendra found him more attractive and that she had a mean streak, so she taunted poor Matt about fucking Fernando right in front of him.’

      ‘And then she went off with Fernando afterward to spend the rest of the night with him.’

      ‘Exactly. Leaving Matt the willing cuckold. Well, she asked me permission to go back to Matt in the morning so she could rub it in his face that she slept with Fernando, so I guess they’re catching up with each other right now.’

      ‘Where are they?’

      ‘I let Matt use my room.’

      ‘Robbie’s been letting Ella and me use his room at night.’

      ‘Where’s he been sleeping?’

      ‘Alpha Gamma Chi, most nights?’

      Marv laughed. ‘Seriously?’

      ‘He’s seeing Ella’s Big Sister.’

      More laughter.

      Marv, though, was definitely not dating Kendra’s Big Sister. Katie was, however, keeping in close contact with him about Kendra’s new desire to take on our friend Matt as her personal cuckold. Katie was also co-ordinating with Mary-Beth as to how to conduct some cuckold ‘training’ that final week, making use of Marv as Kendra’s ‘bull’.
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      Meanwhile, as I had told Marv, Robbie was mostly leaving Ella to spend time with me, at least at night. Ella told me most of her pledge buddies were involved in threesome training after being softened up by the game during the Social. Since she had already done her training, she had an easier last week.

      Mary-Beth took her out to watch the football pre-season training and introduced her to a load of the football players.

      I was rehearsing music with Jed and the rest of my band, the Destitute Dogs, while Ella flirted with some of the guys throughout the day, during drink breaks and at lunch. She sent me little text messages, sometimes even selfies with sweaty football players, telling me which ones she thought were particularly cute, and who seemed to like flirting back the most.

      It gave me a real buzz to see her enjoying herself, to know that Mary-Beth was helping her meet with lots of guys, and that she might potentially date some of them.

      Ella had dated football players in high school, of course, and even a couple of freshman guys in college, though they were very casual things, little more than making out at parties, she told me. When she got back from football preseason, she said it had been totally different because she’d been with Mary-Beth — and because Mary-Beth was introducing her as an Alpha Gamma Chi girl.

      ‘Football players like cheerleaders,’ she said. ‘But they like Alpha Gamma Chi girls more.’

      I loved how excited she was. She and Mary-Beth came over to the fraternity after dinner to hang out, ostensibly so that Ella could spend time with her Master, though then later Robbie went out with Mary-Beth back to the sorority, so that left me with Ella.

      I made sure the door was closed securely and turned to find Ella peeling off her hoodie to reveal she was wearing only leggings and a gray sports bra underneath.

      She threw herself at me, kissing my mouth.

      ‘How do you feel about me dating someone for real soon?’ she asked, breathless between kisses.

      My heart was pumping hard. I knew what she meant. We’d been fooling around so far, learning about cuckolding, making sure our own primary bond was strong before Ella started anything serious with anyone else. She’d cuckolded me, physically, but none of it had been serious—just parties, one-night stands, reunion sex with an ex.

      Now she was talking about dating someone properly and making them her boyfriend. It might last a few weeks; it might last a few months. Perhaps longer if she really liked him. If I’d felt insecure before, if I’d felt the threat of losing her before, that would be as nothing compared to what came next.

      ‘I think you’ll enjoy it,’ I said to her cautiously.

      ‘I think I will,’ she agreed, pulling off my clothes. ‘You think you’ll handle it?’

      ‘Of course.’

      I helped her remove my clothes. That left me in only my chastity cage. She left that on for now.

      ‘Mary-Beth said it’ll be a very different experience, dating someone when I really don’t care if it lasts or not. I mean… I don’t need to be looking for someone I think will be loyal and faithful.’

      I kissed my way down her body. She grabbed hold of my head and pushed me down lower. I did what she wanted, kneeling, taking my familiar beta position in this relationship. She slipped a leg over my shoulder and clamped my head to her crotch, pressing my mouth against her pussy. I could feel the heat of her excitement through the thin leggings.

      ‘I had so much fun talking to football players today,’ she told me, grinding her pussy against my face. Her scent was so wonderful, that gentle spice of female arousal.

      I felt my cock throbbing inside its cage at the thought of her flirting with football players.

      Ella pulled her leg back off me, stood so she could peel off her leggings. Beneath, she was wearing a simple pair of pink panties that already featured a large damp spot over her pussy. She removed her panties as well, and then pulled my head back into position to clamp my face against her bare sex.

      I breathed in the glorious aroma of her arousal and opened my mouth to kiss her soaking wet pussy. She moaned deeply.

      ‘I won’t be able to see you as much once semester starts,’ she said, holding my head with both hands and lifting her leg back over my shoulder so she could practically sit on my face while I knelt on the floor.

      ‘I’ll have to visit you secretly if I want to fuck you,’ she said. ‘Or if I want some of this…’

      She worked her hips to fuck my face, lifting her leg now so her foot was poised on my shoulder, giving her more flexibility to rub her pussy against my mouth.

      ‘Ohhh…’ she moaned, gripping my hair as she mashed her clit against my nose and her pussy lips against my mouth. ‘Oh yeah…’

      I could sense her legs weakening — she pressed more and more of her weight down on me, and so I pulled away, lay down right there on the floor so she could drop down onto my face and finish herself off on my mouth. I loved how desperate she was to come — she’d been wound up throughout the day by flirting with the football studs, and now she so urgently needed release.

      She straddled my head and just used me to get off, and I adored every intimate moment as she crushed her soaking wet pussy against my face.

      And then I was right there as her climax hit; her pussy was my entire world, engulfing me in her own personal hot and humid microclimate as her body began to shake and shiver with the arrival of another powerful orgasm.

      After that, we were on the bed, cuddling, kissing, touching. My fingers found their way into the slippery folds of her sweet pussy. Her hand curled around my hard cock.

      She said, ‘We’ve been invited to have dinner with Jo and Katherine, by the way.’

      ‘Jo and Katherine?’

      ‘They’re the biggest cheeses in the Sorority.’

      ‘Joanne — she’s, what, VP of social affairs?’

      ‘Uh-huh. And Katherine is Chapter President.’

      I raised my eyebrows at that. ‘And they want to have dinner with us?’

      ‘And Mary-Beth. I guess they want to talk about the whole cuckolding thing.’ Ella leaned over my lap, then began kissing the tip of my manhood.

      ‘What do you think there is to talk about?’ I said innocently.

      Ella giggled. ‘There’s suddenly a lot more interest in it within the sorority than I’d ever expected,’ she said.

      ‘What happened to the First Rule of Fight Club?’

      ‘Well… Kendra decided she wants to do it with Matt. Then we told Destiny, Penny, and Alecia about it so they would help you with a cover story when you need it. And now they want their own nicely submissive cuckolds.’

      I felt her soft breasts pressing against my thigh as she licked along the full length of my cock, then slowly tucked the tip inside her pretty mouth. I groaned. Gazing down at her, still in awe at her beauty. All that golden hair flowing all over my lap as she sank her head down on my cock. The way she pushed up her butt so that it looked heart-shaped as I saw it from my angle.

      She worked my cock with her mouth and her hands for a while, and we just gazed into each other’s eyes, sharing the love, expressing our devotion to each other without words passing our lips.

      She almost got me to come like that, but she could tell when I was getting close to the danger zone. She stopped and moved up the bed beside me on all fours, wiggling her butt by way of invitation.

      ‘Do you think it’s wrong to keep me a secret from the guys you date?’ I said, the question on my mind ever since she had reminded me that she was about to start dating for real, that it wouldn’t be like when she was banging Jed, or Robbie, or even that Reese guy she banged at the frat party at the end of freshman year.

      ‘You think they’d be okay with me having a secret boyfriend on the side?’ she said with a mischievous grin, flicking her eyes at me to urge me up to fuck her.

      I pulled myself up onto my knees to line up between her thighs.

      ‘I know, but… I mean… you know, ethically, you’d be their girlfriend… but you’d be seeing me behind their backs.’

      Ella shifted her knees a little further apart, purposefully making it easier for me to enter her. I put a hand on her heart-shaped behind and the tip of my cock to the searing-hot entrance to her vagina, and she moaned at the sensation.

      ‘I’m gonna try not to lie to them,’ she said. ‘I mean… I get it. If I was dating a guy like you, and you fell in love with me, and you didn’t know I was already in love with some secret boyfriend you knew nothing about…’

      ‘You don’t have another secret boyfriend, do you?’ I joked, and gave my manhood a little shove to slip it inside her tight pussy.

      ‘Mmmm….’ she moaned, but that wasn’t her answer to my question. Then she said, ‘No, I’d tell you if I had another boyfriend. You’d probably get a kick out of it.’

      I pushed my cock suddenly into her, forcefully, as though chiding her for making fun of me. She giggled. But then she said seriously, ‘Look. I won’t be dating a sweet guy who’d get his heart broken if he found out he wasn’t destined to be my soulmate.’

      ‘You’re already dating a guy like that,’ I grinned.

      She turned to glance at me over her shoulder and smiled warmly. ‘You don’t have anything to fear,’ she told me. I rewarded her with a thrust of my hard cock deep into her pussy.

      Then she said, ‘The whole point of what I’m doing is that I don’t need to hold out for the kind of guy I could see myself marrying. I can just find a guy I think is hot, and flirt with him to see if he wants to fuck me.’

      ‘So romantic,’ I chuckled.

      ‘I can just go with the guys who want to party,’ she explained. ‘And maybe I’ll find one who wants to party with me for a while, so we can have a lot of fun. And then after a while, we’ll move on.’

      ‘I suppose so.’

      ‘And I’m sure whoever I’m dating will be happy I’m not trying to get commitment out of him, I’ll just want a lot of sex.’

      ‘Sounds perfect to me,’ I said.

      She turned over, lying on her back in such a way that I could just slide straight on into her pussy again, only this time from the front. I pushed into her, and she enveloped me in her arms, drawing me in for a deep kiss.

      ‘You’re still my priority, you know,’ she said. ‘I want us both to have an amazing college experience. And I know that for you that means being with someone who will cuckold you, because that’s who you are.’

      I didn’t raise the issue that I’d originally become a cuckold just to win her heart. But, you know, I couldn’t deny I was now a cuckold. I wanted her to do this; I wanted her to sleep around and come back to me. Other women were like watching a movie in black and white with the sound turned right down. Ella was a full color IMAX experience with rich Dolby Surround Sound.

      She lay on that bed before me like a supermodel posing for a calendar photo, and I got to squeeze my hard cock inside her divine form.

      In between thrusts, she said breathlessly, ‘I want to cuckold you… and get you so charged up… because I’m out fucking another guy… and then come back to you afterward… to give myself to you and tell you how much I love you.’

      She was so beautiful; I know it seemed crazy that she was going to start dating other guys and I would just wait on the sidelines.
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      We went out to dinner at Chili’s with the Sorority Leadership — the two top women at Alpha Gamma Chi. Mary-Beth brought Robbie, since he was already in the know about everything, and because otherwise I would have been the only guy there at a table full of beautiful college girls.

      As it was, the waiter who came to take our order looked clearly envious of Robbie and me, accompanied by Ella, Mary-Beth, Joanne, and Katherine.

      We were a little distant from other diners—the rest of the people in there seemed older, and perhaps wanted to keep away from the obvious college students in case we got rowdy. We were not being rowdy, though. We were being quite quiet.

      Katherine and Joanne congratulated Ella on joining the sorority and said she was a real asset for the sisterhood. They even gave her the highly coveted Alpha Gamma Chi jacket the night before all the other pledges would receive theirs at the formal ceremony to conclude the initiation process.

      It seemed that a growing number of Ella’s sorority sisters had expressed interest in cuckolding as awareness had spread about the kink.

      ‘I thought the details of those Second Dates at the Social were supposed to be kept secret,’ I said, though I guessed Katherine and Joanne could talk about what they liked without fear of being shunned by the Sorority.

      ‘There have been a few conversations here and there that had nothing directly to do with what you told your friends at the Social,’ Joanne explained. ‘We’ve been quietly sounding out a few people to see if there was interest.’

      ‘Not naming any names?’

      The Social Affairs VP shook her head. ‘You’re safe. But we think if some of our sisters knew and fully understood what cuckolding is all about, they might want to try it. And if they liked the idea of having a long-term committed boyfriend who actively enjoyed and encouraged them to also entertain various short-term relationships purely for fun… it would be a general improvement to their quality of life.’

      ‘Plenty of takers for that idea, when they fully understood what it’s all about,’ Katherine said.

      Mary-Beth said, ‘I know various seniors who want to meet guys they could fall for, and stay with beyond graduation — but still date casually as well.’

      I looked at Ella, not entirely surprised that there were others who saw the attraction of this strange, stigmatized kink, but surprised that the Sorority appeared to be embracing the idea so readily. She looked back at me and raised her eyebrows briefly as though to say she had no clue what was going on.

      ‘We can’t rush into anything,’ Katherine said solemnly.

      ‘No,’ Joanne nodded. ‘The backlash among the fraternities if they knew what we were looking for… the damage they would think we were doing to their members…’

      ‘Clearly we can’t give any hint to any of the fraternities, especially Pi Kappa,’ Katherine said.

      ‘I don’t get it. What are you doing?’ I said.

      Katherine looked at Joanne and said, ‘We want to provide support and educational resources to allow our sisters to pursue this kind of relationship if they are interested.’

      ‘What does that mean in regular language?’ Robbie asked.

      Joanne said, ‘We think… it might take the form of a club. The club members agree to keep things completely confidential between them, but support each other in the pursuit of their ideal long-term cuckold relationship.’

      ‘Membership would be only for Alpha Gamma Chi sisters?’ Ella asked.

      ‘Well, we’d hope to recruit some guys as well,’ Joanne grinned. ‘You know… guys into cuckolding.’

      Katherine nodded. ‘Recruitment’s going to be key. If we can’t achieve that, if we can’t find the right guys…’

      I said, ‘You know… you might have better luck finding suitable recruits outside of the fraternities. I mean… you know… the fraternities tend to encourage a very alpha view of masculinity.’

      ‘We suspected that might be the case,’ the Alpha Gamma Chi Chapter President said. ‘We’d have to be careful about appearances… too many non-fraternity types visiting our sorority would look pretty suspicious. Even a significant increase in guys from outside of Pi Kappa would look unusual.’

      ‘You’d probably have to hold meetings away from the sorority,’ Robbie said.

      We talked about where to find guys like Matt and me, who seemed to be the only two who had proven there really were guys into cuckolding. We seemed to be talking about guys who were not really the bullish alpha types, and the Sorority President and VP were interested in hearing about my submissive nature and Ella’s experiments with female-led relationships.

      But I also pointed out that it was possible some guys who acted like they were very alpha might not be under the surface.

      ‘Or, guys might feel they’re alpha types, but still get turned on by the idea of their girlfriends sleeping with other people,’ I said.

      We got to talking about how guys who might be into cuckolding might not seem like the usual type to date members of Alpha Gamma Chi. It led to me accidentally letting slip that I was kind of a dork before Ella had started dating me, and that led to the revelation that Ella and I had been dating before she had started the pledge initiation process.

      That was news to the seniors, though Robbie knew, of course. Ella seemed suddenly fearful that I’d let that detail slip.

      The senior just smiled and said it didn’t matter who Ella dated before or after rushing Alpha Gamma Chi. Katherine commented that Ella and I were clearly so into each other, that this was a core component of successful cuckolding. The seniors wanted to foster that kind of underlying stability of relationship for members of this new club they were talking about.

      ‘And you’ve proven your partying credentials, Ella, even after all the stuff about cuckolding came out,’ Joanne said.

      ‘The cuckolding supports the kind of partying that Alpha Gamma Chi sisters are known for,’ Katherine said.

      Then the Sorority Chapter President asked me how I had originally met Ella and revealed to her that I was into cuckolding.

      Sigh.

      By that point, I was feeling a little too cathartic about revealing the truth about Ella and me dating before she tried to rush the sorority. I glanced at Robbie, who grinned because he knew the real reason why Ella had originally messaged me. I got the feeling it would slip out anyway at some point. With the Sorority President and VP showing no signs of concern that we’d been pretending not to be dating to hide our relationship when Ella had rushed the sorority, I wrongly felt like I was in the clear now, that I was safe confessing to everything.

      I said, ‘She messaged me on Tinder because… well, my roommates had found out my Tinder password and decided to play a prank on me by saying in my Tinder profile that I was a committed cuckold.’

      I don’t know… I guess I thought I’d already proven myself to Ella enough. Our love was strong enough, wasn’t it? I didn’t want to keep any secrets from her anymore.

      ‘So… you weren’t actually into cuckolding when you guys first met, Danny?’ Katherine asked.

      Ella was staring at me with wide eyes.

      I shook my head. Ella’s jaw dropped.

      ‘She started messaging me because she was interested in the fact that I apparently stated on my profile that I was into cuckolding,’ I said. ‘I mean, she already seemed so interested in it, so I felt like I had to take a real interest in it, too.’

      The others at the table seemed highly amused at all this, and took a very light-hearted approach to my cuckold origin story.

      Ella, though, looked hurt. She suddenly went very quiet, even though she was obviously trying to hide it.

      My stomach lurched. I felt awful.

      I’d thought we were far enough along from that first interaction on Tinder, and the one in the coffee shop, for Ella not to worry that I’d told her a little white lie to get her talking to me. I’d proven myself true since then, hadn’t I?

      But I realized now that as far as she was concerned, our relationship had been built on a lie. And if I’d lied about that to keep her sweet, what else would I be willing to keep from her?

      Ella had a kind of fake smile plastered across her face for the rest of the meal, and she quietly answered a few of the seniors’ questions. But the slight flush in her cheeks and the horror in her eyes told the real story, while the flatness of her tone and the way she avoided looking at me also spoke volumes.

      Oh, God. What had I done?

      At the end of our meal, Katherine and Joanne were talking about what to do about guys who joined the club and later decided cuckolding wasn’t for them. There would be a need to keep a tight level of secrecy around everything.

      ‘We need a level of trust in the guys before they get involved in the actual club,’ said Katherine. ‘Like… somehow we need to get to know them before they actually join.’

      Joanne said, ‘What if we run some kind of cover activity… that initially draws in suitable candidates, and then gives us enough time to get to know them well enough to judge whether they’re the right kind of guys?’

      ‘Cover activity?’

      Mary-Beth said, ‘You mean, like some kind of conventional club we could run as cover? Get to know the members, see if they fit our real purpose?’

      I looked at Robbie, who seemed a little confused about what was going on.

      ‘What kind of club would attract the right kind of guy?’ Katherine asked.

      ‘Dungeons and Dragons Club?’ I suggested, only half joking.

      ‘Feminism for Guys,’ Mary-Beth grinned.

      ‘Yeah, well, we probably need to workshop some ideas, huh?’ Joanne said. ‘But we could start at the Student Involvement Fair next week, right? Whatever club we want to run.’
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      We walked home, and Robbie was chatting with Mary-Beth, while I was walking beside Ella. I reached out a hand, offering to hold hers. She declined my offer.

      I felt a surge of panic and fear.

      I looked at her, a full apology in my expression. She avoided my gaze.

      We walked in stony silence all the way back to the fraternity, Robbie and Mary-Beth talking to each other up ahead the whole time, looking like a proper couple, totally in love.

      I didn’t really know what to say to Ella. I knew why she was so mad at me, but she’d never once been like this with me, so I had no clue how to contend with it.

      After we dropped back from Robbie and Mary-Beth enough that they wouldn’t hear me, I said, ‘I knew that if I came clean and told you it was just my roommates pranking me… you’d have never continued messaging me.’

      She was silent. She looked as though she didn’t want to talk about it right now. That she didn’t want to argue while Robbie and Mary-Beth were here. Was that a good sign?

      ‘I wanted you to like me so badly,’ I said. ‘I just… tried to fit in with what you were looking for.’

      It was all pretty useless, I admit. I didn’t really have much of a leg to stand on.

      We got to the frat house, and then Robbie and Mary-Beth skipped on inside, without a care in the world.

      ‘I’m going back to my room,’ Ella said, her arms folded ominously, clearly upset. Her tone and words strongly suggested I wasn’t invited.

      I went with her anyway, escorting her to make sure she got to the door of Alpha Gamma Chi safely.

      And, you know, I tried apologizing. ‘I’m sorry, Ella. Really, I’m sorry. I’m sorry I wasn’t straight with you at the beginning.’

      But she was giving me the silent treatment.

      Then, when we got close to the sorority house, she said, ‘You lied to me. From the start, you were lying.’

      ‘No, I…’ I stammered, but I couldn’t exactly deny that I’d fudged the truth at the beginning of our relationship.

      ‘Were you ever into it?’ she asked. ‘Or you just suffered my slutty behavior so you could sleep with me?’

      It was so sharp, so harsh. It completely undermined everything I’d been through to be with her.

      ‘I got into it the more we talked about it,’ I said, trying to show her I was being earnest, honest, truthful. ‘It did turn me on, Ella. From the first time… when you were with that guy at the frat party…’

      ‘I was just cheating on you, huh? That was all it was.’

      ‘I was into it after that. For real,’ I insisted.

      She just stood there for a long while, staring at me.

      ‘I never lied about how I felt about you,’ I said. ‘When I told you I love you.’

      But in her eyes I could see there was no way around the fact that I’d lied to her at the start.

      ‘How can I ever be sure you’ll tell me the truth?’ she said. She was blushing furiously, like she was embarrassed by what had happened between us. I got the sense that she felt humiliated because when she’d first messaged me, revealing how the idea of cuckolding turned her on, at the time I wasn’t really a cuckold; I hadn’t really been in on the secret.

      She’d embarrassed herself in front of me, and I’d let her, just so I could sleep with her.

      Well, I couldn’t exactly deny my motivations at that particular time. I’d only be lying again if I did that.

      So all I could do when we got to her sorority house was tell her how sorry I was. That I should have explained what had happened to my Tinder profile from the start, but that if I’d done that she probably would never have talked to me. Certainly wouldn’t have asked me out on a date.

      I told her I fell for her from the minute we met. That everything about her was a thrill to me. Even the idea of her cuckolding me. I just hadn’t known about the fantasy before she’d talked to me about it.

      But she just looked at me and silently shook her head—then went inside, giving me the clear impression I wasn’t invited to follow.

      I stayed there on the street, feeling like my insides had been shredded.

      Then I wandered back to the fraternity, my world having collapsed around me.
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      Matt was in our room with Kendra. I said a quick hello to them, and even garnered a friendly smile from Kendra, my one-time nemesis.

      But I didn’t want to intrude on their time together, particularly at this early stage of their relationship, so I told them I was just grabbing something, took a pair of underwear and some socks from my drawer as though I was staying overnight somewhere else, and then departed.

      I went downstairs to hang out and watch TV, and texted Ella with more apologies and attempts to explain myself, and insist that I’d been truthful in everything except that beginning part. That I really did want to be her cuckold, that it had thrilled me from the start once I understood it and felt secure in our relationship.

      But I couldn’t stop my mind from reeling. I felt sick to my stomach.

      I went for a walk. I wandered along the lake shore for a while. That hardly helped. I was shaking the whole time. What if Ella never wanted to speak to me again? I was so infatuated with her, I was so in love, there was no way I could cope if she decided I wasn’t the one for her.

      When I returned to the frat, I thought I’d just camp out on a couch in the front room, watch some Reality TV, and fall asleep there. But Matt was there, so I sat, and we talked about Kendra and about Ella. Everything was going well for him. He was still in a daze about her suddenly deciding she liked him and wanted to cuckold him. The experience of being with her after she had slept with Fernando on the night of the Social had been incredible.

      I gave him the advice that he shouldn’t ever keep any secrets from her. But then we talked, and he made me see that I hadn’t been a monster with Ella. I’d just done what I felt I’d needed to do to win her affections.

      Sure, I’d been selfish, wanting her for myself. I’d been unwise not to own up to the conspiracy earlier. But if I looked back, the decisions I’d made had been made with good intentions. I had wanted to date her, and in dating her, I had gone to great lengths to give her what she wanted.

      ‘I know she’s beautiful,’ Matt said, ‘but I don’t think most guys would have agreed to be cuckolded just to go on dating her.’

      I changed the subject to how Matt was getting on with Kendra. They were talking about a long-term strategy now, about working on their own romantic connection before Kendra started dating other people. Matt said she was really into the dominating part of the equation, so he was doing his best to be as submissive as she needed him to be.

      ‘She wants me to wear a cage, like you,’ he said with a shy grin.

      I left him in this positive frame of mind to go upstairs and get some sleep, though I was feeling fairly bleak about my situation. I didn’t want to ruin his mood at such a special time for him.

      It just felt like I wasn’t part of his happiness anymore. It felt like I’d lost my beloved Ella, who was everything good in my world, and it was completely my fault.
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      I was getting ready for bed when Matt came into our room and dangled something in front of me.

      A little silver key.

      He gave me a sympathetic look as I quickly realized why he was giving me this key.

      ‘Kendra says she’s pretty upset,’ he said.

      I nodded, taking the key from him, my insides feeling freshly shredded that Ella was granting me my full freedom from her.

      ‘Kendra wants me to go stay with her tonight,’ he said. ‘Her last night before she gets her jacket.’

      I nodded, feeling his excitement, happy for him that he was going to have a sleepover with the girl he’d been crushing on for months. A thought occurred to me: Kendra had to be loving the fact that Ella had likely finally split up with me. But I didn’t utter the words — I didn’t want to sour Matt’s happy moment.

      Matt said, ‘We’re going to look at different… you know… cages.’

      He was blushing, since the whole chastity cage thing started to lean toward the more extreme end of the cuckolding spectrum, confirming a distinctly female-led approach to the kink, and infringing on conventional views of masculinity even more than basic cuckolding.

      But I could tell he was thrilled at the prospect of being so fully owned by Kendra.

      I smiled, reassuring him I was happy for him, that I thought this was the right move for him, even if things had gone wrong for me. ‘Get her to measure you properly,’ I advised him. ‘Make sure it fits.’

      He nodded. ‘Measure twice, cut once, huh?’

      I chuckled. ‘Well, hopefully there won’t be any cutting.’

      There was a slightly awkward pause. He said, ‘You’ll be okay? On your own?’

      I gave him a bittersweet smile. ‘You’d stay and cuddle with me?’ I joked.

      He said, ‘I’ll try and talk to Kendra. You know… see if she can offer any clues…’

      I said, ‘Appreciate it, dude. But don’t ruin the mood, right?’

      When he was gone, I took off my cage. My insides were squirming with the worst kind of anxiety, the anxiety where you’re pretty sure the worst is going to happen. Had Kendra brought my key back just because it wasn’t a good idea to sleep with a chastity cage on, or because Ella had decided she was completely done with me?
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      In the morning, I texted Ella again with another apology. I kept things short. I told her she meant more to me than the world, I knew how wrong I was to keep any truth from her, that I’d do anything to show her I’d never be like that again.

      But I didn’t want to bug her.

      She probably needed her space away from me. I’d spent all night failing to sleep, thinking about what I’d done and how Ella must be feeling. I felt like repairing what I’d done would be like trying to get toothpaste back into the tube — if you base your whole relationship on a lie, how can you prove it could be healthy?

      I could put the argument to her that I’d been devoted to her ever since we’d met, that I’d been willing to risk my personal reputation among my friends by embracing the identity of a cuckold. That I hadn’t told her any lies beyond the initial falsehood. That the big lie hadn’t even originated with me — that my friends had been the ones to change my profile, without my knowledge.

      But none of that mattered. I’d sat there and nodded as Ella asked me about being a cuckold. I’d fudged the truth about who I was in order to get her to continue dating me.

      She’d opened up to me about being so fascinated by a somewhat taboo and stigmatized kink. She probably felt humiliated now to know that at the time she’d opened up to me, I’d just been some ordinary guy who probably thought it a little weird that guys would willingly allow their partners to cheat on them.

      So I tried to take a deep breath and stop bugging Ella.

      I kept away from Alpha Gamma Chi. I tried to focus on the fact that the new semester was beginning, and classes were getting underway again. I got my academic affairs organized like I was Hermione Granger or something. As classes began, I paid attention, and I spent time in the library after every lecture to do the work and absorb everything I could that our professor had imparted to us.

      I reestablished a rigorous practice schedule for my music—keyboard and bass. I dedicated myself to further progress with the band, too, though I felt uncomfortable at Jed’s apartment, afraid Ella might show up at any moment. But Ella never appeared there, and maybe that only made me feel worse.

      I didn’t see a lot of Matt or Robbie outside of class. They were both clearly smitten, and perpetually walking on clouds. I didn’t want to pry, but Matt told me that Kendra wanted the two of them to work on their secret relationship before she started venturing into true cuckolding territory. Robbie was simply dating Mary-Beth in an open and conventional fashion, though he gave me the sense that she was quite a dominant type and enjoyed him being somewhat submissive to her, and he was only too happy to be whatever she wanted him to be.

      I hung out with Marv a little more, since he was single. He had no problem with Matt dating Kendra — he’d originally been the one to set them up, since he knew how much Matt had been crushing on her. Marv had had a good time with Kendra as an apprentice, but his mind was turning to beer pong, and his status at the fraternity meant he didn’t lack female attention now that Kendra had moved on.

      Marv’s advice to me was to move on and see the positives in what I’d been through. I’d had a hot girlfriend for a while, and somehow it had all led to me getting into a fraternity. I could chill for a while and get back to socializing conventionally; plenty of women would be interested in me now that I was a Pi Kappa.

      I nodded, grateful for his reassurance, and assured him I’d be fine. I didn’t see the need to argue with him, to state that I wasn’t going to move on and simply find someone else to date.

      I saw Ella from a distance, and my heart felt like it was being stabbed over and over. I saw her in class, and she never looked in my direction once. She seemed happy in her Alpha Gamma Chi jacket — only she and Kendra had them in our English class, and it seemed to make them the very peak of the social hierarchy. I saw Ella mixing with the popular guys in our class, the guys who had joined fraternities last year, or who were good prospects in the football program, or both, and it seemed clear to me she’d be able to move on from me easily, dating at will. What did she need an idiot like me for?

      I had to sit up front with the dorks to keep my distance from her, though Robbie and Matt seemed to want to sit a little further back these days, among the commoners — not with the popular kids, but not with the dorks. I told them I couldn’t see the whiteboard so well from back there, blustering something about needing my eyes tested. I guess I wanted a little space from them, too, while they chatted about Kendra and Mary-Beth.

      I sometimes felt the heat of the popular clique laughing about me behind my back. When I arrived or left class, I caught the derision in their eyes. I could have avoided it. I could have gotten myself a Pi Kappa t-shirt or something, to quietly point out that I was in a fraternity. But I just took it.

      I felt I deserved it.

      At the end of the first week, I wandered around the Student Involvement Fair by myself, pondering whether I needed to find some entirely new activity to distract from the pain that constantly throbbed inside my chest.

      Perhaps I was just looking for an easy way out — an exit from everything. A new community to join, new friends to make. A more conventional social life.

      Here was a college jazz ensemble I could have joined, playing bass or keyboard. There were very international immersion groups where I could have taken an interest in a foreign country with a view to traveling there or even spending a year abroad as part of my college education. There were charities I could have volunteered for; there were entirely new interests I could adopt, like theater performance or baking or even business. There were obscure sports I could have tried and made a name for myself given their lack of profile.

      And here was my good buddy Matt, sitting at a little table under the banner: The Feminist Movie Club for Guys.

      ‘What on Earth — ?’ I said.

      Matt nodded, ‘That’s pretty much what everybody says.’

      ‘You’re doing this for… Alpha Gamma Chi?’

      ‘They want to try and attract the right kind of guy, so… they can’t just have a bunch of cute sorority girls hanging out here at the stand.’

      I gazed at him in wonder. He was even dressed in dorky clothes — like the kind of thing we used to wear back in freshman year.

      ‘What the hell are you wearing, man?’ I laughed.

      He shrugged, ‘They listened to your advice about recruiting dorky guys who might not be pumped full of testosterone. I’m supposed to make guys like that feel comfortable about talking to me.’

      ‘And are they?’

      ‘There have been a few, here and there,’ he said, sounding much less frustrated than I’d expected. ‘It’s been pretty good at keeping away the wrong kind of guys — guys who instantly want to laugh at me, and so on.’

      ‘But…’ my mind was reeling. Would I have joined a club like this if I’d seen the stand at the Student Involvement Fair?

      I asked him, ‘How does the college even accept this kind of club on the roster? I mean… a club just for men? That’s hardly diversity.’

      Matt shook his head. ‘It’s open to anyone to join,’ he said. ‘We don’t exclude anybody. The name just tries to give a particular slant, spreading awareness of feminist issues in a demographic group that might not ordinarily consider them.’

      ‘I guess that makes sense.’

      ‘It’s like affirmative action,’ he said.

      ‘And you have some women joining?’ I asked him.

      He grinned. ‘You’d be surprised. There have been a few who have come along asking if this is the kind of club where they could meet a nice feminist guy.’

      That made me chuckle. ‘And you are getting some nice feminist guys?’

      ‘I’ve talked to quite a few. Some of them I’ve had to try to beckon over to talk to me, but you know, that’s why Kendra wanted me to do this — I’m better at recognizing guys like us. Talking to them. Getting them interested.’

      ‘We can smell our own,’ I grinned. ‘So what is the Feminist Movie Club for Guys? Sounds a bit like the Derek Zoolander Center for Kids Who Can’t Read Good.’

      ‘We show feminist movies, and then we discuss them afterward in a suitably supportive environment.’

      ‘Which means…?’

      ‘It’s your basic mind control,’ he joked.

      ‘You’re going to Clockwork Orange club the members?’ I suggested, referring to a dystopian movie classic in which the main character is strapped to a chair and forced to watch disturbing images with his eyelids clamped open.

      He laughed. ‘But gently,’ he insisted. ‘We’ll show a series of feminist-themed movies, and then we’ll have discussions about them afterward, accompanied by suitable refreshments.’

      I glanced around. It was toward the end of the day, so foot traffic was light, and the Feminist Movie Club for Guys stand wasn’t in a prime location. We were safe to talk.

      ‘And what’s really going to happen?’ I asked him in a low voice.

      Matt glanced around, too. ‘We’ll talk to our members and slowly find the ones who might be interested in cuckolding. The plan is we start with movies that involve certain kinds of female-led relationships, and gradually progress to more cuckold-oriented concepts.’

      ‘Weed out those who aren’t receptive…?’

      He nodded. ‘And for those who are receptive, we introduce a more social element to our club nights, perhaps some mixers where the guys might meet some nice young ladies from Alpha Gamma Chi.’

      ‘And what about the female members of the Movie Club?’

      ‘Well, naturally they’ll be encouraged to consider the benefits of cuckolding, and if they are interested, they’ll be invited to any kind of club night as well. If they’re the right fit, they might even get to join Alpha Gamma Chi.’

      ‘Seriously?’ I laughed. ‘It sounds like a cult, buddy.’

      ‘We just need to start Celebrity Centers around the country,’ he grinned.

      I was impressed. I actually envied guys who would be a part of this.

      I asked, ‘And this is open to freshmen as well? I mean, Alpha Gamma Chi doesn’t allow freshmen as members, so…’

      He nodded. ‘Yeah, freshmen can definitely join,’ he said. ‘You start educating and encouraging them as freshmen, then when they’re sophomores they’re ready for a committed cuckold relationship.’

      ‘Sounds like you guys have it all thought out.’

      He said, ‘You should join, man.’

      ‘Oh, no…’

      ‘I’m serious. I know you did this in the beginning just because you wanted Ella, but… I also know how excited you were when it really happened.’

      He was serious.

      Oh God.

      I wasn’t going to argue with him that I wasn’t really a cuckold. But I was distraught he seemed to really think what I had with Ella was over. Even the thought of doing something in order to meet other women who might want to cuckold me too… it was too much like I was accepting everything really was over between Ella and me, too.

      ‘I can’t, man…’

      He seemed crestfallen.

      I said, ‘It’ll look like I’m trying to replace her. You know? Going to a club to meet other women…?’

      He nodded.

      I wished him luck for the rest of the fair and moved on. I was feeling so distraught. I nearly signed up to play Ultimate Frisbee.

      Then I was on the way out of the fair, feeling completely lost, when I saw another dinky little stand tucked in a forlorn corner. A guy sat in a chair strumming a guitar, and a woman sat with him, looking interested in his playing, though he offered little more than a few open chords strung together. The banner above that stand announced: Songwriting Club. Below it, a poster stated: Learn how to write songs! It’s not as difficult as it might seem!

      ‘Hey,’ the young woman said, noticing me standing there gazing at their signage. ‘You interested in songwriting?’

      ‘Uh… yeah,’ I said. ‘I… play with a band…’

      ‘You’d like to learn how to write your own songs?’
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      I stewed in misery for several days, kept mostly to myself. I did a lot of reading around — a world of advice about what to do when you’ve fucked up your perfect relationship because you’re an idiot. I guess you could say I tried to dork the shit out of the problem.

      But there was no easy answer.

      I couldn’t just wander up to her sorority and lift a boombox over my head to blast a Peter Gabriel song through her window.

      General advice offered around the Internet seemed stupid or inappropriate. I couldn’t do things like give her flowers or take her out for a romantic dinner—our relationship had been a secret. Plus, there seemed to be a caveat to the potential grand gesture of winning back a girl’s broken heart: if I organized some surprise gift or event, it could be seen as manipulative and controlling. Me trying to force her hand, to compel her to comply with my wishes, never mind what she wanted.

      God.

      I ended up writing a lengthy email to Ella, trying to keep things simple and explain myself.

      I told her that I hadn’t had a say in things at the start; I’d been the victim of a prank. But she was so beautiful I couldn’t help but want to see her. I should have told her from the first date what had happened, and that I was open to trying this new kink if she was interested.

      I said I’d thought it would embarrass her to find out I wasn’t really a wannabe cuckold when she’d approached me, that she had revealed her kink to a ‘normie’ by mistake. And so I’d gone along with it.

      I said I understood how she felt, the fact that I hadn’t come clean. That I had, essentially, been lying to her from the start. That I realized she now felt she couldn’t trust me, and that trust was so important in a relationship like this.

      I would give her space if she needed it, I pledged, adding that I wouldn’t try to pester her or infringe on her privacy if she needed time to figure things out. I said I hoped she might want to talk about everything, that she could give me another chance, that I’d learned from my missteps, that she’d see I was still the person she’d believed me to be.

      Ultimately, I said she was my world, that I’d do anything she wanted me to so that I could prove myself worthy of her. I’d tell the world I was a cuckold if that was what she wanted. That I was owned.

      Yet, I said I wouldn’t feel ill will toward her if she decided I wasn’t the right one for her. I would understand why. I would give her space, I wouldn’t try to pester her or infringe on her privacy. I would feel a profound loss for what we had, but I’d also have good memories of being with her.
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      I dedicated myself to my studies and my music. I was a model student. People looked at me funny because I was reading books in the library and not using AI to write my class assignments for me.

      At some point, I wondered whether the full college experience was supposed to include romantic experimentation, because heartbreak could be so good at focusing the mind on academic studies. But I guess not everybody would respond to a broken heart like me.

      What was I doing wrong? How could I get Ella to see that I wasn’t just some guy who had lied to get into her panties? The trouble was, that was kind of what I’d done from the outset.

      My friends rallied around me as best they could. Marv and Robbie advised me to just move on, that there were plenty of fish in the sea, and as a Pi Kappa, I was an eligible bachelor. They pointed out that even if I wanted the same kind of relationship I’d had with Ella, other women would be interested.

      Matt understood more about what I’d lost. That I couldn’t just move on. It was complicated being with him, however, because his relationship with Ella’s best friend was taking off so well, albeit in secret. I didn’t want to spoil things between him and Kendra.

      Kendra was her typical self when she hung out with Matt and saw me.

      ‘You blew it, dork. Blew it big time.’

      And if I ever got too close — always entirely accidentally — while we were filing in or out of our English class lectures, Kendra would be there to remind me.

      ‘She doesn’t wanna talk to you, Dork Boy.’

      I was happy for Matt.

      But, you know, I tried to communicate with Kendra. I ate my dignity and asked about how Ella was doing, whether she might have any advice on how I might talk to her, how I might be able to make it up to her. Deep down, I saw that Kendra had changed since starting to secretly date Matt, however. There was empathy in those deep brown eyes of hers.

      When we were at the fraternity, and it was just Matt, Kendra, and me hanging out pretending she was just one of our Alpha Gamma Chi buddies, her attitude toward me would soften.

      ‘You really wrecked her, man,’ she told me. ‘I mean, totally.’

      I nodded, understanding, but feeling fairly powerless to make it right.

      ‘All through high school and freshman year, she always had guys who just wanted to sleep with her, they’d tell her any kind of lie just to get her in bed. She thought you were different.’

      Sigh.
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      This is where we have a montage over a sappy Elvis Costello ballad.

      Yours truly being absolutely miserable, his world of happiness having collapsed. Dedicating himself to academia and music like some kind of monk seeking absolution.

      Matt getting on like a house on fire with Kendra on the sly, secretly seeing each other whenever they could while preparing themselves for when Kendra would start looking to date someone else in public.

      Robbie and Marv preparing for the upcoming beer pong season, with all the partying involved, while Robbie kept seeing the lovely Mary-Beth and Marv dated a breathtaking number of attractive women, strangely drawn to his uncanny ability to throw ping-pong balls into little red plastic cups, even while inebriated.

      The leaves on the trees around campus turning yellow, orange, red as the fall moved inexorably onward toward winter.

      Your wretched narrator finding the one positive in all this misery: the weekly meetings of the Songwriting Club, in which I seemed to excel. I liked the people, they were all pretty chilled out even though they were so talented. They showed me the secret to something I’d always kind of assumed you had to be some kind of genius to do. It turned out you didn’t have to be a miraculous savant to write songs; there were structures, chord progressions, and methods for putting together melodies.

      It wasn’t just a distraction from the mental turmoil of screwing up my perfect life—it encouraged me to dip into my well of emotion and pour my heart out into the songwriting. Therapeutic, I suppose you might say. My form of relationship counseling.

      I did end up starting to learn how to play a few chords on the guitar along the way, which was not as easy as I’d hoped, but allowed me to string chord progressions together in a different way than on a piano, plus it was easier to take a guitar to club meetings than a keyboard.

      And then when I got to band meetings and showed Jed and the guys some of my initial work-in-progress, they were actually quite impressed — and very supportive. Jed seemed delighted that I was interested in helping out with songwriting duties in the band, with our ambition to progress beyond playing mainly covers.

      Well, it was something.

      As you might predict, my first real song was all about the desperate pain of losing someone who is your obsession and your life, when it was your own stupid fault. I really opened up about how I felt about Ella, and how I wished I could have turned back the clock to do things differently. How I’d lost the most perfect woman I’d ever met.

      Jed wanted me to do the first performance, acoustic-only, at our very next gig. Wow. Talk about the pressure. And me singing, too.

      I needed a couple of shots for courage, and then halfway through our set, just before our break, Jed announced that next up, I would be playing my debut song.

      I was shaking a little as I sat down. More than a little. Then I took a deep breath and launched into it, strumming on an acoustic guitar as I went.

      Thankfully, it was the kind of song where a complete stony silence among the audience meant it was going well.

      And then, as I was halfway through my final verse, my voice cracking a little with emotion, I saw her out there in the crowd, sitting by herself toward the back, gazing intently at me, tears trickling down her perfect cheeks.

      My sweet Ella.
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      When my song was over, the band went on break. I put down my guitar and clambered off the stage, still shaking like a leaf even though my performance was done.

      After an hour under the lights, my eyes still weren’t adjusted to the darkness in the rest of the bar, so I stood for a moment, lost.

      Then there she was, her pretty, tear-streaked face right in front of me, looking distraught and apologetic and fearful and in pain. For a moment, we didn’t know what to say to each other. I was so thrilled to see her, so filled with hope that this might mean she was willing to talk, to find a way back to being with me.

      And yet, I was terrified she was just here to see Jed and the band, or she was here to urge me to move on and stop dwelling on the past.

      ‘That was so beautiful,’ she said softly, in apparent awe.

      ‘I’m glad you liked it,’ I said.

      She took a deep breath. ‘I shouldn’t have… frozen you out. For so long.’

      ‘I shouldn’t have lied to you.’

      She nodded. ‘I didn’t know… how to deal with it. What to say to you. So I just kind of… stopped.’

      ‘You had a lot to deal with. I let you down.’

      She looked up at me with a faltering smile.

      ‘I was hoping… you might give me another chance.’

      ‘I was hoping something like that, too.’

      Then she was kissing me, and it was so tender and so sweet and just about the most wonderful feeling in the world. And what else mattered beyond that? My insides were filled with fireworks, music, laughter.

      So much for a secret relationship.

      When we finally pulled apart, there were ridiculous smiles spread across our flushed faces.

      ‘I love you,’ I told her, earnestly, honestly; those simple words filled with the kind of intent that insisted I would be true to her, I would not lie to her again.

      ‘I love you,’ she said, with such a sweet smile.

      Then there was my bandmate, Jed, standing there looking amused, waiting to tell me we had to get back on stage. Well, at least he didn’t seem irked that I had just publicly made out with his ex.

      He put one hand on his hip, looking at Ella and me, saying to me wryly, ‘And here I was thinking you’d written that lovely song about me.’
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      I was in a much better mood for the second half of our set, and I could see Ella out there in the audience looking much happier — and God, what a rush to think that we might get through this. That we might be together again, that she still loved me.

      I played bass on a few songs, keyboard on others, and the energy was much better all around. Plus, I wasn’t shaking anymore.

      Once the music was done, Ella joined me again, and we had drinks with the rest of the band and some of the usual groupies. There were no questions from anyone about how long I’d been dating Ella before we had our little break-up that had inspired my song, no probing about how and when we’d first gotten together, considering that none of them knew we were dating. Ella put her arm around me, and everyone seemed to just accept we were together. Jed acted as though we’d always been together, that it just made sense that we were a couple.

      I did notice that Jed was pushing a little harder for Ella to join the band in a more official and regular way. And she said she’d actually think about it.

      Then it was closing time. Ella and I wandered slowly back to campus, hand in hand, and with the streets empty, we could finally talk. Despite thinking about what I’d say to her for weeks now, it felt desperately awkward to launch straight into the fact that I’d lied to her in order to get her to date me.

      But we came to a pause in our conversation about the music, and the band, and the positive parts of the night, and it seemed suddenly like the moment to discuss difficult things was here.

      I said, ‘What made you come find me tonight?’

      She sighed, then took a deep breath. ‘For so long… I got hung up on the fact that you didn’t tell me the truth just when we were first messaging. Then Kendra said something that changed how I thought about it.’

      Kendra?

      ‘What did she say?’ I asked her.

      ‘She told me you were a dork, and I was way out of your league from the very beginning.’

      I couldn’t help but laugh.

      ‘Kendra’s been saying that ever since I came near you,’ I pointed out. ‘And she’s right.’

      ‘You were never out of my league,’ she insisted, squeezing my hand. ‘You were just badly packaged. Mis-sold as a dork.’

      ‘If I hadn’t met you, I’d still be a lonely, badly-dressed loser.’

      She said, ‘But Kendra made me see things from a different angle, I guess. When I messaged you… I guess my agenda was to find somebody to explore the cuckolding fantasy with.’

      ‘I guess so.’

      ‘I just wanted to sleep with you.’

      ‘I feel so used,’ I joked.

      She turned to look in my eyes. ‘So in the beginning, if you said what you did just to sleep with me… I guess I was doing the same. Only I wanted to see what it would be like sleeping with you knowing I’d just slept with someone else.’

      ‘The difference is, I wasn’t telling the entire truth at the beginning,’ I said, apologetically.

      ‘No,’ she said. ‘But maybe I would never have given you a second glance on Tinder, or in real life, if you hadn’t said you were into cuckolding. So you did what you had to do to get me to notice.’

      ‘You were on the level, I wasn’t. I’m sorry. I won’t be like that again. Ever.’

      She smiled at me. ‘It must have been difficult, pretending to be a cuckold. Watching me go off with that guy… sleep with him, when your feelings told you I was yours.’

      I shrugged. ‘It wasn’t easy. But, as luck would have it… it did turn me on.’

      She grinned. ‘I would have stopped, for you. If you put your foot down and said you weren’t comfortable with it, you didn’t want me to go through with it.’

      I shrugged. ‘I wanted you to do it, from pretty early on. I wanted you so badly, but the thought of you going with someone else… it only made me want you more.’

      She stopped me in the street. Pulled me in for a kiss. I knew how she felt, she knew how I felt. We were past the pain now. I’d done her wrong, but she saw that she’d done me wrong in response. What was the point of dwelling on past mistakes now — the key was to be better going forward, to be true to each other, to realize how much we meant to each other.

      Her kiss was so sweet, her lips so soft and tender. Oh God, she smelled so good, she felt so good in my arms.

      But we were close to the fraternity now; it felt risky, even if we’d been somewhat careless back in the bar with our public display of affection there.

      I warned her.

      She shook her head. ‘I don’t want to do it like that.’

      ‘Do it like — ?’ I was confused.

      ‘I think we should just date for a while,’ she said. ‘Like a normal couple. Out in the open, no secrecy.’

      ‘No secrecy?’

      She shrugged. ‘People can know we’re together. That you’re mine. That I’m in love with you.’

      ‘Kendra’s not going to like that.’

      ‘Kendra’s dating Matt, who’s a total sweetie, by the way, but she doesn’t have a leg to stand on as far as it goes for me dating you.’

      I nodded. ‘Who knew she’d want her very own personal dork?’ I grinned.

      She laughed, but then she said, ‘Anyway. You’re in a fraternity now. You’re in a rock band. Even Kendra’s going to find it hard to keep calling you a dork.’

      ‘She’ll find a way,’ I chuckled.

      As we approached the fraternity, Ella texted Kendra asking what she was up to with Matt tonight and where they would be staying. Since Kendra said they’d spend the night at the sorority if that was okay with Ella, that left Matt and my room in the frat house available.

      And so I walked into Pi Kappa with Ella, looking like a real couple. I drew a few envying glances from the fraternity brothers who saw us together, too. We went up to my room and closed the door.
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      ‘What do you want to do to me right now?’ she asked me as she faced the door to hang up her coat.

      ‘Hold you…’ I said, stepping behind her, touching my hands to her hips as I pulled myself close to her. ‘…touch you… kiss you…’

      I slid my hands gently over the thin, warm material of her leggings around her body and down between her legs.

      Ella just stood there, motionless, waiting for my hands to reach between her thighs and press against her sex through her leggings.

      I added, ‘Worship you.’

      I felt the heat of her desire through the thin layers of her clothing. I felt so honored to have her in my arms, so incredibly fortunate to be in this position, touching her like this. Breathing her in as I held her, pressing my cheek to hers, feeling the glorious softness of her skin.

      She moaned. ‘I missed you so much,’ she said quietly, turning her head toward me so I could kiss her mouth as my fingers stroked her through her thin clothing.

      ‘I missed you too,’ I said, my hands roaming over her, up to the white tank top to cup her small breasts, then down again — inside her leggings, to delve between her legs where the heat was getting intense.

      She curled an arm around my neck, her hand holding on behind my head as she reached for another kiss, my fingers stroking her pussy through her panties, finding the dampness soaking through the thin satin material.

      I slipped my hands inside her top, seeking out the gorgeous roundness of her breasts — and found she was not wearing a bra. Her nipples were already stiff. She moaned again as I stroked them.

      She giggled when I squeezed her breasts affectionately, and turned to me, her arms slipping around my waist. ‘My sisters are going to be so envious I’m with you,’ she said. ‘Officially.’

      I grinned. ‘Apart from the ones who remember me as a dork.’

      I lifted her up — she was pretty light — and gently placed her on the desk I shared with Matt.

      ‘I don’t care what anyone else thinks,’ she said, pulling me to her again. ‘You’re mine. I own you.’

      ‘Yes,’ I leaned in to kiss her soft neck, ‘I’m yours. I’ll do whatever you want.’

      I kissed my way down her soft, warm chest, slowly moving toward those stiff nipples, which I took into my mouth one by one, drawing out long, deep moans as I sucked on them.

      ‘Oh, that’s so nice…’ she said softly. Then she grinned, adding, ‘You know what I really want…?’

      I loved the sparkle in her pretty green eyes. I knew what she wanted, and I was thrilled she wanted it. I slipped my fingers under the waistband of her leggings and gently peeled them down. She lifted her hips, and they came away along with her little satin thong to reveal her beautiful bare pussy.

      I slipped the leggings and her underwear off over her ankles and feet, and then moved in to kiss her soft mouth — before moving my kisses downward to satisfy her request.

      I knelt on the floor, and she put a foot on my shoulder as I eased in to press my mouth to her beautiful, perfectly hairless pussy. Oh, she tasted divine. Gazing up at her as I began to lap at her tender folds, I wondered if I’d died and gone to Heaven at some point.

      This was like a dream come true.

      She leaned back and parted her thighs as wide as she could as I serviced her, resuming my position as her devoted worshipper.

      ‘Oh my God…’ she gasped, her body already trembling as I pressed my hot mouth against her sensitive sex — almost as though she hadn’t had any kind of sexual stimulation since our little break-up.

      I ate her with relish and complete free abandon, soaking my face, her wetness practically flooding out. After a while, we moved to the bed so she could lie back in complete comfort as I feasted on her juicy pussy and slipped my fingers inside her while I gently sucked on her clit.

      It wasn’t long before her body was writhing and shaking and shuddering, a powerful climax wracking her petite form.

      ‘Oh God, I’ve missed your mouth,’ she said, breathless, as I finally pulled up from between her hot thighs.

      ‘And I’ve missed your…’ I grinned, my eyes flicking down to point to her pussy.

      She giggled. ‘It’s going to need your frequent attention from now on,’ she said.

      I felt a little shiver of joy saunter through my entire body at her demand.

      ‘As my Lady wishes,’ I said with a mock Victorian-style bow.

      ‘Right now, your Lady wishes for you to fuck her,’ she said with a smirk.

      ‘It would be my honor, my Lady,’ I said, pulling up from the bed so I could remove my clothing.

      As I got naked, the sweet blonde rolled onto her stomach, offering me an exhilarating view of her gorgeous behind. I climbed back onto the bed and straddled the backs of her thighs, and she pushed up her hips to offer me easier access.

      I breathed in the glorious thick scent of her arousal and touched my hard cock down between her perfectly peachy buttocks. She moaned as I stroked her pussy with the tip of my cock,

      I said, ‘Do I need to…’

      She shook her head. ‘No. There’s been nobody else.’

      I felt relieved, even though we’d based our whole relationship up to this point on her sleeping with other guys too.

      She let out a long, low groan as I slipped the end of my cock inside her — and then eased the rest of it slowly into her tight, hot sex.

      My God, she felt so good.

      She was so tight as I squeezed my big, hard cock inside her, pressing my body against her perfect heart-shaped ass, running my hands over the adorable petite curve of her lower back as I began to move inside her soaking pussy.

      She gasped and moaned as I thrust into her, her eyes closed, her mouth open in pure bliss. I stroked her soft, golden hair and lay over her, rocking my body to continue pushing my hardness into her again and again as my hand slipped under her chin and gently turned her head so that I could kiss her mouth.

      She was so divine, my goddess in living form.

      I accelerated the pace of my thrusting into her, and had to pull up to grasp her waist for better leverage. She was so beautiful, I knew I wasn’t going to be able to hold out for long on this particular occasion.

      I lay over her again, then rolled her onto her side so that I could spoon up against her, reaching around her shapely hip to dip my hand down between her thighs, and gently press my fingers against her clit while I slid my cock back deep inside her from behind.

      She pressed her feet against my thighs as I fucked her like that, stirring her clit for a double hit of pleasure. Despite the interruption in our relationship, I still had a powerful muscle memory for how to make her come hard stirring her clit like that while I fucked her.

      She cried out as her second orgasm of the evening erupted within her, and the energy rushing through her gorgeous body took me along with her, so that I was grabbing firm hold of her, pushing myself against her, slamming my cock deep within her and letting go, to pump my thick cream into her.

      She lay there flushed, glistening with sweat and panting for breath as I finally withdrew, then lay beside her on that tiny little bunk bed.

      ‘I love you,’ she said when she could finally breathe. ‘I love you with everything I am.’

      I leaned in and kissed her mouth. ‘I love you, too. Until the day I die.’

      It was one of those perfect moments. I held her and stroked her soft, golden hair, kissing her from time to time, just enjoying being together, moaning quietly in pure joy before we slipped off to sleep.
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      In the morning, there was no sneaking about, no desperate attempt to avoid discovery. Ella woke at a reasonable time, put her clothes back on, and then, after offering me a goodbye-for-now kiss, casually left to return to her sorority so she could get ready for class.

      I pulled myself out of bed, put on a robe, and headed out for a shower, feeling like everything was sunny in my life.

      When I returned, Matt was back, since he had to get ready for class along with the rest of us.

      ‘Good night?’ he asked, a knowing smile spreading across his face.

      ‘Amazing,’ I said.

      ‘Congrats, buddy,’ he said. ‘Kendra told me you guys are going public, too?’

      I nodded. ‘She just wants a normal relationship for a while. I guess maybe we rushed into it all before, you know?’

      He shrugged. ‘That whole sorority pledge stuff was pretty extreme,’ he said. ‘I’m not saying it wasn’t fun, but maybe everyone needs to chill out for a while.’

      ‘You and Kendra got together at least,’ I pointed out.

      ‘Yeah. But we’re going to date conventionally for a while before she starts flexing her hall pass.’

      I nodded. ‘You think you’ll be all right when she’s ready?’

      He laughed. ‘I think she’s worth it. Now I know how you felt when you first got together with Ella. But I think I’m like you. I have the fantasy.’

      Then he was slipping out to the shower, and I was gathering my books. He paused just before leaving for a Columbo-style just-one-more-thing. ‘Hey… you think you might wanna help out with the Movie Club? I mean… now you’re not wallowing in misery all the time.’

      ‘Uh… sure,’ I said.

      ‘I think we’re beginning to get enough guys interested… we might be able to organize an initial Movie Club social evening.’

      Truly, the gospel of cuckolding was beginning to expand at Bryson College.
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      Matt and I arrived at class about 20 minutes later, just a touch later than usual — but since we were usually dorkishly early, it turned out we were nicely on time, though most of our classmates had already taken our seats.

      There was a weird moment as we walked in, as I glanced around to look for Ella, and Matt also felt an irresistible urge to search for his girlfriend, too.

      As I looked over at her, there she was, so unbelievably gorgeous, a bright smile lighting up her pretty face as she patted the empty seat beside her, urging me to come sit with her. And Matt was allowed to sit with Kendra, despite everything.

      Well, there was a turn-up for the books.
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