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Here’s the thing — it was just a prank.

One of my roommates had managed to spy on me logging into my Tinder account one time, and then the others colluded to hack my account and change my profile so that it said I was a cuckold.

That should have been the end of it. I mean, not that I usually get a huge number of matches, let alone messages from women I actually find attractive, but there was a long while where I didn’t get anything at all, and it was noticeable. Only when I decided to tweak my profile to see if something else worked did I notice my bio said I was a ‘cuckold looking for a hottie to constantly cheat on me’.

Oh God. I was so embarrassed. And furious.

My roommates thought it was hilarious, but once the anger cooled down a little, my paranoia took hold of me and took me for a ride.

‘What if everyone saw it, and I never get another match?’ I asked.

‘Just change your pictures,’ said Robbie dismissively. ‘Rewrite your bio — no one will remember.’

‘What if somebody from college recognizes me from my profile?’

‘Nobody remembers anybody from Tinder,’ said Matt.

‘What if it goes viral?’

My roommates actually felt a little guilty, recognizing that they might have gone a little too far with their joke. They even started trying to reassure me, saying that hardly anyone from college would have seen my profile anyway, that the chances of anyone seeing it and knowing who I was were tiny. That even if someone happened to be interested in my photo, hardly anyone actually bothered to read people’s bios.

I just sat there for a while gazing at my radioactive profile in horror, feeling my world collapsing around me.

I suppose I should have changed it the moment I realized what they’d done — but it felt like closing the stable door after the horse had bolted, so what was the rush to fix it? Plus, I started believing my roommates that there was no danger of anyone who knew who I was seeing the doctored profile.

But then that assumption was blown right out of the water.

While I was stuck debating whether to transfer to a different college or adopt a drastic new style that would completely change my look, my phone bleeped, and the Tinder app suddenly announced that I had a new match.

Uh… what?

“You and Ella have liked each other,” the app told me.

What. The. Fuck.

At first, I assumed it was someone who wanted to make fun of me for the cuckolding disclosure on my doctored profile. The fact that the image of the girl who had supposedly ‘liked’ me was highly attractive only underlined my suspicion. I was just going to ignore it and get to re-writing my bio — but then I glanced a little closer at the mugshot of “Ella”, and to my surprise, I recognized her.

Oh Jeez.

It was a girl from my English class.

Oh God.

And not just any girl — the hottest girl in my English class, the girl who made me silently wince every time I laid eyes on her, she was so cute.

The realization of who she was triggered a kind of depth charge of burning horror and embarrassment that exploded inside my stomach. Man, what kind of awful luck did I have that someone like her would see my Tinder profile claiming I was a cuckold?

How could I ever show my face in class?

I was pondering whether Ella was the type to start gossiping about me to other people in class and the rest of the college when it suddenly struck me that it was a little coincidental that the hottest girl in my English class had swiped right on me at this moment.

I looked over at my roommates, who were naturally on their phones while we all lounged around the common living space of our suite-style dorm room, watching TV. Had one of them somehow faked a Tinder profile using Ella’s picture to continue messing with me?

I jumped to my conclusion and angrily told them to stop being pricks.

All three of them were surprised at that. I showed them the Tinder match I had with Ella. But when it was clear this was none of them extending the prank, my horror only deepened. Was this really from Ella? Was she and her friends giggling at what a loser this guy from her English class was?

Was I going to be a laughing stock throughout the entire college?

Oh, man.  

In fairness to my roommates, they looked as horrified as I did, mortified that their prank might actually have destroyed my entire life at school.

‘Maybe… she’s really interested in you?’ Matt suggested, though even he didn’t sound convinced.

‘Nobody really reads people’s profiles before swiping on them,’ said Marv. ‘She saw your picture, liked you vaguely, swiped on it. Probably nothing to do with what we put on your profile.’

I actually felt a little relieved. Marv always sounded like he knew what he was talking about, but then he was a science major, unlike the rest of us English Lit majors. But what he said seemed logical.

Robbie said, ‘That’s pretty cool, huh? That she likes you?’  

I actually felt a little burst of warmth in my chest from the thought of Ella expressing interest in the likes of me. But it seemed way too good to be true. Why would someone like her — one of the most attractive and popular girls in class — show any interest in a dork like me?

‘She probably doesn’t even recognize you from class,’ said Robbie.

Matt said, ‘You should start sitting at the back with the jocks.’ He was laughing. ‘Maybe she’ll forget you usually sit at the front with us geeks, and ask you out.’

‘Ask him out?’ Marv chuckled.

Yeah, it was all a joke.

Robbie said, ‘She probably just swiped on loads of guys, anyway, and she’ll get matches with whoever she swiped on, so chances of her even noticing she swiped right on you are pretty tiny.’

I nodded at that and felt reassured. Calm, even. I could persuade myself that my hacked profile hadn’t gone viral. That after lying low for a few weeks just to be sure, I might be able to forget all about any of this.

But then, just as I picked up my phone, determined to clean up my offending profile, it bleeped with a new message in the Tinder app.

Huh?

‘She messaged me,’ I announced to the room.

There was a stunned silence in reply.

I almost didn’t want to read the message, I was so dreading what it was going to say. My gut feeling was it wasn’t going to be good. I’d figured Robbie was right — she probably swiped right on a load of guys, and chances were if any of them had seen her first, she’d get plenty of matches. So why would she notice me? And why would she bother to send me a message?

She had to be either disgusted at my profile now she’d taken a look at the small print — or else she was amused at the fake cuckold disclosure. I assumed she would want to either denounce me and ask me why I would put something so fucked up on my profile, or else taunt me about it.

But I had to know whether she recognized me from class. Whether I was in danger of public humiliation.

I held my breath and tapped on the ‘chat’ section of the app.

My stomach lurched down into my shoes.

Practically the first thing she said was a question about whether I was in her English class because she thought she recognized me.

‘Oh God… she knows it’s me,’ I groaned. ‘She thinks I’m a cuckold.’

Matt stifled a snigger.

Robbie said, ‘Maybe she likes that about you.’

‘Oh man. What do I do? Deny it’s me? Tell her she’s got me confused for someone else?’

‘Someone else who looks like you also called Danny?’ Matt said.

I groaned again.

Robbie said, ‘You’ll see her in class and she’ll know it was really you. You have no fucking poker face, man.’

Oh Jeez.

Then Marv said, ‘So what she say in the rest of her message?’ His deep voice snapped me out of my traumatized daze.

‘Uh… hang on…’

I read the rest of her message to my flatmates:


Are you really a cuckold? I found out what one is a few months ago, and I can’t believe how hot the concept is. But I never thought I’d run into a guy who was actually into it. I’m actually kinda impressed you put it on your profile. My friends say most guys would be too embarrassed, even though there’s nothing wrong with it when you think about it.



My roommates were all laughing like hyenas now.

I guess I was laughing with them, too, though now I felt like I had to reply to her, saying it was just a joke my roommates had played on me.

She’d probably be embarrassed that she’d apparently fallen for the prank, got roped into my fake profile. That she had just admitted to being interested in the whole cuckolding thing.

Well, I guess it wasn’t as shameful for women to be interested in cuckolding.

But then Robbie said, ‘You know, if you told her you really are a cuckold, she might go on a date with you.’

It wasn’t entirely clear if he was joking, but suddenly the chuckling around me all stopped. We were all pondering Robbie’s point, and it didn’t seem all that outlandish.

‘If I pretend I really am into cuckolding?’

The words sounded shocking coming from my mouth.

Matt laughed like a donkey. ’Maybe you’d get to fuck her!’

And Marv added, ‘But then you’d have to pretend you wanted her to cheat on you…’

But Robbie was actually serious. Well, he knew Ella from class, too. He said, ‘Wouldn’t it be worth it? Whatever you had to do to get her into bed.’

The laughter died.

We were all looking at each other, as if this were a serious possibility.

‘But I’d have to pretend to be a cuckold,’ I said.

Actually, looking back, I hardly knew what being a cuckold involved. I just knew that people called guys ‘cucks’ sometimes, and it was meant to be disparaging.  

Robbie said, ‘You’ve seen her in class. What would you do for the chance to sleep with her? Even just once?’

I thought about her. The long, blonde hair. The jewel-like green eyes. That heavenly smile. The kind of figure that could persuade a monk to give up religion.

Matt said, ‘I’d pretend I was a gay eunuch if I could sleep with her once.’

Marv said with a wry grin, ‘I think the truth would come out when you got her in bed.’

There was a moment where we contemplated Matt managing to get Ella into bed — somehow, as a gay eunuch — only for her to tear off his clothes and discover the truth about his nature.

Then I took a beat and said, ‘I wouldn’t really be able to get her in bed. Even if she did believe I’m a cuckold.’

I glanced around. I could hardly believe it, but it looked as though my roommates were genuinely thinking about how I might get Ella from English Lit class into bed. Insanity.

Robbie said, ‘Look: she said she hardly thought she’d ever run into a guy who was into it. So it’s not like you’ve got competition if she really does want to explore the concept.’

Matt added, ‘And she did say she was impressed at you for putting it on your profile.’

My roommates are insane. Did I say that yet?

I paused a beat and said dryly, ‘But I’d have to pretend to be a cuckold.’

Then Marv said: ‘It can’t be that hard, can it?’

Like we’d all decided it was worth me doing.

I couldn’t believe it.

‘You really think she’d go for it?’ I said. ‘You think she’d date me if I made her think I’m genuinely into cuckolding?’

It was astonishing to me that we were even considering it. But I looked at my roommates’ expressions, and they all seemed to think this might be possible.

Matt said, ‘Worth a shot?’

Robbie shrugged, then nodded.

‘What if she doesn’t believe me?’ I asked.

‘What have you lost? You weren’t going to get to sleep with her anyway.’

I furrowed my brow. ‘What if she’s pretending? If she and her friends are just winding me up?’

Robbie and Matt looked at each other, and then at me, blankly.

Marv actually got up off the couch and stepped over to take the phone out of my hands. I just let him, I didn’t know what was going on.

He peered at the screen — at Ella’s message, and then said, ‘It doesn’t seem like the kind of thing she’d say if she was trying to set a trap for you. She seems kind of… earnest.’

‘Earnest,’ I said.

There was another very pregnant pause.

Then Marv, the sly genius, said calmly, ‘If it turns out she’s winding you up — you just turn the tables and say it was all a prank you were playing on her.’

Oh.

I could hardly believe I was going to try this.

Then Matt said, ‘You need to send her a message back. Soon, otherwise she’ll think you’re not serious.’

Seriously.

Was I going to pretend to be a cuckold to try to bed the hottest girl in my class?

And Robbie said, ‘We’ll help you.’






Chapter 2
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Well, there’s no shame in ignorance in my view. I knew nothing about cuckolding. So the first thing I did — even before Robbie and Matt pushed me to message Ella back — was to ask Google what the hell cuckolding really was.

“A sexual interest in which one obtains sexual arousal from the experience of a romantic partner engaging in sexual activity with someone else.”

I’m not going to lie, I didn’t know about any of that.

I looked at Robbie and Matt and said, ‘So it’s not enough that I have to let her cheat on me… I’m supposed to get off on it, too?’

My roommates were cackling, and I saw this was still a joke to them.

‘You’re just pretending,’ Matt pointed out.

Robbie said, ‘Yeah, what does it matter, once you’ve slept with her?’

I nodded, tried not to take things so seriously. This was like planning some kind of stunt, I had to realize it probably wasn’t going to work.

But what if it did work?

I couldn’t help but feel a buzz from just the prospect of dating somebody like Ella from English Lit. I didn’t even know her last name, but I’d seen her so many times in class, and every single time I’d felt my heart crushed by her beauty. Every guy in that class had to have some kind of crush on her.

And now she had ‘liked’ me on Tinder, and was messaging me about my profile.

Robbie said, ‘Look, here’s an article about cuckolding on Cosmo.’

He flashed his phone at me. I took it and read the first few paragraphs, which laid out the basic points of the kink.

“Cuckolding is essentially a form of consensual non-monogamy, where one partner watches their lover having sex with another person.”

My jaw dropped.

‘So I’m supposed to watch her have sex with other guys?’ I said.

If I’m honest, though, I was getting a chubby already. I suspected it was from the thought of watching Ella from my English class having sex. Whether it was with someone else was beside the point: my libido was responding to the thought as though she was simply a star in a real-life porn clip.

‘You’d get to watch her have sex?’ Marv said from the other side of the room, like it was a good thing.

‘Like live porn,’ Matt was in awe.

And I could to some extent understand the benefits of getting to watch somebody as beautiful as Ella in your own live porn performance. Yet I didn’t see her as my girlfriend, it had to be different if you were dating her – if you were in love with her.

Marv said, ‘You’d have to look the other guy in the face while he’s banging your girlfriend.’

I didn’t like the sound of that.

Then Robbie pointed a little further in the Cosmo article and said, ‘No, look, it says some guys like to watch, but some just get told about it later.’

‘Hmm,’ I said, uneasy.

The Cosmo article did underline the belief that cuckolding was mostly about watching. But Robbie was of the opinion that I just wanted to have sex with Ella — that anything that happened after that wouldn’t matter. I could break up with her as soon as she suggested actually fucking someone else.

I nodded. ‘I suppose so.’

Looking back, I’m not exactly proud of my plan to hoodwink the hottest girl in my class into having sex with me. But I was young, horny. Desperate. Stupid.

‘Come on, you better write something back to her,’ Robbie warned me.

I started tapping out a message in the Tinder chat that Ella had started with me.

>Hey, Ella — I think I am in your English class — I recognize you too.

But then my ideas dried up.

‘What should I write next?’ I asked my roommates.

We pondered it for a few moments. I looked back at her message:

>Are you really a cuckold? I found out what one is a few months ago, and I can’t believe how hot the concept is. But I never thought I’d run into a guy who was actually into it.

I sighed.

‘If I say yes, I’m a cuckold, then I’m outright lying to her,’ I pointed out.

Matt and Robbie kind of understood where I was coming from — at some point, the lie would probably be disclosed, and then someone in my English class would think I was a complete a-hole.

Maybe I was a complete a-hole, doing what I was doing, anyway.

From the other side of the room, Marv said, ‘The lie is in your profile. So if you get in an argument about it, you can blame us for that.’

‘But she’d just say I was perpetuating the lie, making her believe I was a cuckold.

‘Look, you kind of have to try to believe the lie yourself, or accept that you’re a lying piece of shit.’

‘Try to believe I’m into cuckolding?’

Marv shrugged. ‘Maybe you’re into it. But you never tried it. So when you try it, and she goes off to fuck someone else — after she’s fucked you, of course — you can then say you were wrong. You changed your mind. You’re not a cuckold after all.’

I nodded, but not entirely convinced. ‘I guess that feels a little better.’

Robbie said, ‘Look, just use this bit from the article — that some people see cuckolding as a way to combat boredom or repetition in a relationship, and find that sexual variety actually strengthens their relationship with their partner, especially as they’re able to learn more about what their partner enjoys.’

I thought about it, and it seemed logical. I added a version to my message to Ella, and made it seem like I was explaining why I was into cuckolding, rather than outright confirming I was a cuckold.

Suddenly, there was a reply from Ella:

>That’s a really nice way of seeing it. And it’s so important to learn. I worry that when I’m with a guy, and neither of us has had much experience, we’ll never appreciate the full possibilities life has to offer. But with cuckolding, a woman can get experience from other people and then show her loving partner exactly what she likes.

I felt an odd little shiver reading that message from her. It almost seemed like an attractive proposition: that I would get to sleep with Ella, even if she went off and slept with other people as well. And she would come back from her dates and tell me exactly what she liked, teaching me how to be better in bed.

Matt said quietly, ‘You know… if I got to sleep with Ella from English class… I might be okay with her seeing other guys too… if I definitely got to sleep with her, like, more than once.’

It was weird — I was trembling a little. It was because Ella from English was messaging me. That we were talking about sex. The possibility of me having it with her.

And that seemed to soften my view on this whole cuckolding thing. Maybe Matt was right. Maybe if I were dating Ella, and I just turned a blind eye to what she was doing with other guys… I could sleep with her more than just once.

Marv’s deep voice spiked my contemplative pause. He said, ‘You know it’s not a big deal. A lot of people start dating a girl, and it’s not exclusive. Not until you’re both ready to commit to one person. This would just be like the first stage of dating.’

God, I was so pathetic. My raging hormones were focused only on getting Ella into bed. Beyond that, I wasn’t even really thinking.

At the same time, the thought of Ella telling me exactly what she liked in bed… that was kind of sexy. The few girls I’d slept with so far in my life had just kind of let me do stuff to them — and that had become pretty boring after a short while.

‘What should I write next?’ I said, but was already looking for my answer lower down in the Cosmo article. It was like doing a comprehension question in English Lit: scan through the text, then try to use it to respond to the question.

While Matt and Robbie ummed and erred, and Marv sat on the other side of the room playing Candy Crush, I found my answer and tapped it out to Ella:

>The important thing is making sure everyone involved is comfortable and consenting to what is happening. Tons of communication, discussion of safer sex methods, setting boundaries, and being honest with each other during the whole journey.

Then, not long after that, Ella wrote back:

>You seem like you have a handle on it — have you done this before with anyone?

I glanced at my roommates. Robbie said, ‘You should tell her you’re into it, but you never did it in real life before.

Matt agreed. ‘You should keep the lie as contained as possible,’ he said. ‘And… she said she never met anyone who was into this before. It seems like she’s more interested in exploring it with someone than getting with someone who has done it all before.’

‘Okay…’ I said, and tapped out a reply:

>I never actually tried it in real life before. I never met anyone who seemed interested in it before.

Well, it was true. I hadn’t met anyone interested in cuckolding before. But I also hadn’t talked to anyone about it before. Ah well, it wasn’t yet more lying.

Ella replied:

>I guess some women would think if you want them to sleep with other guys, it’s because you want them to let you sleep with other women. That’s what I read somewhere. But if you understand the kink, you realize the guy is into you and the fact that you’re sexually available to other men, and he’s not interested in other women.

I could actually understand someone not being interested in sleeping with other women if they had Ella as a girlfriend. It would be like having a diamond and being offered various lumps of coal.

I replied with another vague truism that seemed to work in the moment:

>I think a lot of people don’t want to step outside the safe boundaries of what they already know when it comes to dating. But I think maybe college is a good time to try things.  

I heard Robbie say, ‘Yeah, that’s good.’

I had almost forgotten that two of my roommates were crowding around my phone while I was chatting with Ella. My third roommate was still slumped on a couch on the opposite side of the room.

I glanced at Matt, amused at how fascinated they seemed by this. Why were they so interested in me getting to sleep with Ella from English class? It was like they wanted to live vicariously through me. That if someone they knew was banging the blonde goddess from English Lit, then that was good enough for them.

The next thing Ella asked me was whether I thought jealousy would be a problem if I tried cuckolding in real life.

Was I a jealous person? I honestly couldn’t remember actively feeling jealous. And in that moment, when my mind was so focused on achieving only the sex-with-Ella part of this venture, I couldn’t even really imagine being jealous of somebody else sleeping with her after me. It was a little like trying to imagine what lay beyond the edge of the universe.

‘Here,’ said Robbie, pointing his phone at me again as though the Cosmo article offered an easy solution to Ella’s question.  

Talking about people who enjoy cuckolding as a fetish, it said: “the jealousy they feel from watching their partner with another person adds an exciting element to their relationship and can add a new dimension to their sex life.”

At the time, I didn’t fully understand what that meant — how it would feel to actually experience it. But it seemed relevant to Ella’s query. So, like some kind of crappy AI chatbot, I regurgitated the information as though it was a hard fact, not really answering the question as to whether I would be jealous, but at least indicating that I believed if jealousy occurred, it might somehow be an enjoyable component of the adventure.

Man, this was an idiotic way to try to seduce somebody.

I was in a daze, wondering what life would really be like if I were actually dating someone like Ella from English Lit — when a gasp from Robbie snapped me out of it.

Ella had just asked if I wanted to grab a coffee sometime, perhaps after class, so we could talk more about it.

‘You’re going on a date with Ella from English class,’ my roommate whispered in awe.

‘It’s just coffee,’ I pointed out.

‘It’s still a date,’ Matt insisted. Once again, I was amused at how my roommates wanted this to happen. They’d never shown any particular interest in my love life before.

‘Yeah,’ Robbie agreed. ‘She wants to meet you to see if she wants to sleep with you. That’s a date in anybody’s book.’
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Oh man, I was so nervous the next morning. It felt like when I was visiting colleges for interviews. Butterflies in my stomach while I spent an inordinate amount of time deciding what to wear — wanted to be stylish, didn’t want to look like I was trying too hard.

Matt complained at me for taking such a long shower before class, he eventually had to use the one in the disabled bathroom down the hallway.

‘It’s only coffee, you know,’ he said, but I could see he could see where I was coming from.

I felt nauseous as I walked across campus with my roommates toward the lecture theater, terrified I would see Ella on the way and that she would laugh at me for believing she wanted to have coffee with me.

Robbie hardly ever turned up for class when it was in the morning, but he had forced himself out of bed to find out whether Princess Ella really would go for a coffee with dorky Danny.

‘You think I should… sit next to her in class?’ I asked the two of them as we approached the gaggle of classmates beginning to file into the lecture hall.

‘God, no,’ said Robbie. ‘Then the English class turns into your first date, only you can’t talk to her, and all her friends are there to judge you.’

I was grateful for the advice. I felt so completely out of my depth. Oh, Jesus, there she was. She looked unbelievably beautiful — her blonde hair almost shining, those big green eyes and bright smile dazzling. She was wearing a fairly casual ensemble, but it hinted at the kind of mouthwatering figure I could hardly believe any man would ever be fortunate enough to see in her underwear, let alone naked in bed.

Had she really messaged me on Tinder?

And if it was true, and not some weird wet dream, did she really want to cuckold me?

And if she wanted to cuckold me… would that involve having actual sex with me?

She was almost too beautiful. I couldn’t face making eye contact with her on the way into the lecture or in the lecture itself. I was terrified she’d spot me and give me a withering look, like she couldn’t believe how ugly I was in person, that she’d made a huge mistake expressing any kind of interest in me at all.

My other fear was that she didn’t know I existed, that the whole Tinder messaging, meeting-up-for-coffee thing was just part of my roommates’ extended prank.

I was a trembling, shivering, nerve-jangling, queasy wreck as I sat there trying to listen to our English Professor droning on about foreshadowing in Great Expectations. Trying not to hurl.  

All through class, I was too frightened to even turn around, let alone look in her direction.

Then the clock was winding closer and closer to the end of the hour, and it felt like the end of the world was coming. My fears were turning to paranoia — I was going to get humiliated in front of all my classmates.

Then our Professor finished his lecture and wished us a good morning, and Robbie said: ‘The time has come.’

I nearly threw up right then and there.

‘You guys aren’t still winding me up with this?’ I asked, desperately making clear how awful it would be if they were.

‘No!’ Matt laughed. ‘Jesus, we’re not monsters.’

‘What if somebody else is pranking me?’ I asked.

Robbie chuckled. ‘What would be the chances of being the victim of two practical jokes by two entirely separate parties?’

It was like, what were the chances of getting struck twice by lightning? Or getting involved in two air crashes. But it occasionally happened to people.

‘What if her friends were playing a prank on her?’ I said, horrified that everyone around us was now talking and packing up their stuff and getting ready to flee the lecture theater, and it was time for me to approach Ella and either humiliate myself completely or… go for coffee with the most stunning woman I’d ever seen in real life.

And actually, the second option might also lead to me completely humiliating myself.

I stuffed my notes into my folder, and then my folder into my book bag, and took a deep breath before turning around to look up the tiers of seats where Ella was casually chatting with her friends while getting ready to leave.

She didn’t look up, didn’t look in my direction, didn’t seem at all curious whether I had remembered we were supposed to be going for coffee after class.

‘What should I do? Just go up to her?’ I said to my roommates under my breath.

Robbie said, ‘Let her leave first. If you’re supposed to be going for coffee, she’ll have to wait for you. If it’s a prank, she’s not going to hang around; she’ll just disappear.’

I nodded and paused, turning away from the popular crowd as they began to leave the hall, making it look like I was caught up in conversation with my fellow dorks.

But then the hall was empty apart from the three of us, and Robbie and Matt were leading the way up the steps to the exit at the back of the room. Oh God. Was this really happening? I walked out of the room like I was on the way to my execution.

When we emerged from the lecture theater, there was nobody in the hallway outside.

My heart was thumping hard. I glanced around me, carrying out a quick search of the environs. There was no sign of Ella, nor any of our other classmates — we were the stragglers, everyone else had gone.

My heart did a huge leap off a high dive, and plunged into my feet.

‘Ah well, knew it was too good to be true,’ I said, faking being calm, pretending it was no biggie, while my insides were being quietly minced.

‘Maybe she forgot,’ said Matt as we headed for the building exit.

‘Maybe she got called to some emergency,’ suggested Robbie.

We left the building, and I took a deep breath of fresh air, trying to suppress my anguish at being stood up. Or pranked. Or whatever.

‘You think they were pranking me?’ I asked the others as we headed toward the cafeteria for some lunch.

‘Maybe,’ Robbie said. ‘In which case, you did well. You didn’t go bounding up to her after class and ask her right in front of her buddies where she wants to go for coffee.’

‘No, I didn’t,’ I agreed, trying to find the positives.

Then: ‘Danny?’

Her voice stopped me dead in my tracks.

There she was.

On her own.

My jaw dropped.

She smiled, and I detected a faint blush in her cheeks, which surprised me because I hadn’t thought she could get any more beautiful. Man, she was even more stunning close up — and now as I breathed, it was scented by the most unbelievably soft floral sweetness.

‘Uh… hi…’ I stammered.

I glanced around to see whether Robbie and Matt could see her, too. But they had apparently walked on without me, fleeing my side like the worst kind of cowards. As I twisted to look at them, they grinned back at me, Matt offering me a thumbs-up sign, Robbie giving me a little fist pump, their expressions wishing me luck.

I was on my own.

She said softly, ‘I’m sorry, I should have waited for you, outside class…’

‘No, it’s okay,’ I said, feeling the red heat of acute embarrassment flushing through me at the knowledge that she could see me; she was right here, she was talking to me, she expected me to impress her. ‘I couldn’t see you, so…’

‘I doubled back,’ she said. ‘I didn’t want… my friends…’

She didn’t want her friends to see me.

What little dignity I had left kind of died in that moment.

Her blush strengthened, and she flashed me a very uncomfortable smile as though she realized what I was thinking, what impression she had given me. Of being ashamed to have to talk to me.

‘They can be fricking losers when I’m trying to talk to a cute guy,’ she said with a coy smile, and I almost couldn’t believe what she was saying.

‘My friends too,’ I grinned, flicking my head briefly to indicate Robbie and Matt, who were rapidly disappearing into the distance. Then I added, ‘I mean… when I’m trying to talk to a cute girl… uh… woman.’

Oh God, that horse chestnut. ‘Woman’ was such a fuddy-duddy-sounding word when you were referring to someone as wincingly beautiful as Ella, and yet these days, ‘girl’ is seen as infantilizing.

But Ella just smiled and ran her eyes all over me, apparently not worrying if I was standing there stuffing my foot into my mouth. She was assessing me, as though surprised at what she was seeing, in a good way.

There was a brief pause where I thought she might suddenly decide our meeting had run its course, and she’d had enough of me.

Then she said brightly, ‘Come on, I need a coffee.’

*

We walked across campus to Starbucks, which  was annoyingly busy, but thankfully, there was nobody in there that I recognized. On the way there, I could hardly believe who I was walking with. I caught envious glances from other guys seeing us together — some of them, I could tell, were thinking Beauty and the Beast memes.

Inside Starbucks, we purchased our hot beverages and then made our way to find a table, which I was fairly sure we were not going to get. But as soon as Ella ventured among the mortals, a table did magically open up.

She was gracious about it, but at the same time very aware that it was her beauty that had prompted the guy in the corner to vacate his highly valuable place for our benefit.

And then I was sitting down with Ella from English class. I was having coffee with —

It wasn’t ever going to not seem weird to me.

I took a little longer to get comfortable than I should have, because I was trying to think about what I ought to say. How was this kind of thing supposed to go? Did we start with some small talk? How are you? What’s your favorite color? Tell me about your childhood.

Or did we get right into the whole cuckolding thing?

Because I was very aware that, strangely enough, the only reason I was having coffee one-on-one with the hottest girl in class was that my Tinder profile had said I was a cuckold, and I was looking to get cuckolded.

But it was Ella who broke the ice. She leaned over her coffee and said with a faintly conspiratorial tone, ‘Okay, first of all, there’s something I need to say but… It’s going to sound awful.’

‘You can tell me,’ I said, feeling my heart drop again, certain she was going to tell me she wasn’t attracted to me after all, that she didn’t think this was going to work.

But then she said, ‘I don’t think my friends should know we’re dating.’

‘Oh.’

This put me in two minds. Firstly, she was ashamed of me. And secondly, she had said we were dating.

Seriously?

There was an awkward silence while she was waiting for me to properly react.

I said: ‘Because I’m a dork?’

She seemed genuinely surprised at this information. She said, ‘You’re a dork?’ and looked at me again as though with fresh eyes. ‘Oh, are you?’

I shrugged. No point in denying it. It was going to come out sooner or later.

‘I never dated a dork before.’

She flashed me the sweetest smile. It practically melted my insides.

Then she said, ’No. The thing is… I’ve thought about it a lot. And if I tell everyone we’re dating, and introduce you to all my friends… when I start cuckolding you, they’re going to get the wrong idea.’

She said the word ‘cuckolding’ deliberately softly, as though it was shameful or offensive. I’d read enough about the subject overnight to know it wasn’t exactly accepted in mainstream society. I glanced around, feeling a fresh wave of anxiety. There were a lot of people around. And yet the fact that Starbucks was so crowded almost seemed to help us keep our conversation to ourselves — the rumble of public conversation lending us privacy.

Ella saw that I needed a few more dots joined. She said, ‘They’ll think I’m cheating on you. Well, I will be cheating on you. But they’ll think I’m being a complete slut.’

I was shaking a little, but at the same time, I was oddly roused. It seemed odd to me that I should feel this kind of excitement when this beautiful woman was talking about cheating on me, but I think my body was taking the view that, in order to properly cheat on me, she had to sleep with me first.

And in that moment, I really didn’t mind the thought of being kept secret from her friends, or anyone, if this goddess of a woman was going to fuck my brains out.

I said, ‘It’s okay. I understand.’

She smiled so beautifully. Oh my God. I was never going to get over that.






Chapter 4
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When you have a big exam, or an interview for college, or, I would later find out, a big job interview, the usual kind of thing is to spend a certain amount of time preparing the night before. The night before I had coffee with Ella, I was busy coming up with answers for any questions she might have for me.

I had to come up with some basic questions first — why are you into cuckolding? What do you like about cuckolding? When did you first realize you’re a cuckold? Do you think you’d really cope with a relationship in which you are cuckolded? What would your limits be if we were to engage in cuckolding?

It was actually quite a good exercise; I learned a lot about the whole thing in quite a short amount of time.

To my surprise, Matt helped me with the research. My other roommates were interested in the process, but not the work itself, so when we all slouched off to our dorm room for the night, they kept out of it. But Matt helped me come up with some questions I hadn’t thought of, and then tested me on my answers.

It meant that when I was having coffee with Ella at Starbucks, I at least felt prepared for the subject matter.

However, it didn’t really help with the nerves, or the weirdness of starting a first date with someone who was completely out of my league.

And it didn’t help alleviate the fact that the weird elephant in this room – or at least around this table in Starbucks – was that we were here to talk about cuckolding, and specifically, my cuckolding by her.

She said quietly, ‘I guess we’ve got quite a lot to talk about.’

I nodded, but had no idea how to get into it.

I wasn’t the most experienced guy in the world, but I’d had a few first dates. I’d done a certain amount of Tinder before my roommates had torched my profile. I knew you had to start light, start friendly and interested, ask about how she’s finding class, college, New England in the spring. But this was different to anything that came before.

She looked at me, expecting me to ask her something about cuckolding.

It suddenly struck me that for all the work I had put in the night before, with Matt assisting, I had completely overlooked the need to come up with any questions I wanted Ella to answer. It had all been about me defending myself, explaining myself, persuading her why I was worthy of some time in her bed.

Yet as we sat there, there was a kind of pregnant pause where she was quite plainly expecting me to grill her, as though she had to explain why she was worthy enough to date me.

My mind went blank for a moment. It was embarrassing. All I could do was mentally flick through the questions I had expected her to ask me, and find something that sounded vaguely appropriate.

‘So…uh… how come you’re interested in… You know… cuckolding?’ I asked her, saying the ‘c’ word quietly in case we might be overheard.

She smiled, apparently delighted that we were getting into it. She said, ‘When someone explained it to me, it just sounded like the perfect situation. Having a guy who adores you, and would love you whatever happens, who would actively want you to go out and sleep with other guys… I mean, the relationship wouldn’t get boring, would it?’

‘I suppose not,’ I nodded. ‘You’d always be able to go out and find some other guy…’

I could tell, even then, that it wasn’t as simple as that. But for now, that didn’t matter. The main thing was, I realized I could throw some of the questions Matt and I had prepared for me back at her. She seemed totally okay with it, too.

I grilled her as though I was a real, cuckold – as though that was just who I was, and that if we were to date, I needed assurances that she wasn’t going to shame me, wasn’t going to mistreat me, and that she was actually interested in this, and not completely wasting my time.

She seemed to completely understand where I was coming from.

In other words, I accidentally stumbled into an interview strategy in which I didn’t come across as some loser low-life only interested in tricking his way into her bed.

‘I dated a lot of hot guys in high school, and, you know, in college too. Athletes, wrestlers, football players. Even a rock guitarist. The sex was amazing, but every time I like someone – really like someone – they’re still the kind of guy who just wants to bang a chick a few times then move on to someone else.’

‘You had your heart broken?’ I asked her.

She wrinkled her nose, which suggested some pain in her past she didn’t want to dig up.

‘The thing is, I dated a couple of guys from Tinder who I thought would be nice, you know? Kind, selfless. Interested in some of the things I’m interested in. But the sex was terrible.’

She laughed, and I laughed with her, though inside I was already wondering if I was destined to be just as disappointing for her in bed. Would it matter that I got to fuck the most incredible girl in college, if it turned out I was another one of her lousy lays?

‘I guess I just want my cake, and to eat it, too,’ she said. ‘But you know, it was obvious you can’t have everything. Guys with big dicks who can make you come in five minutes aren’t the type to commit to a long-term relationship. There’s a reason they’re so confident and self-centered, and that means they’re… well, self-centered.’

‘Sure,’ I said, nodding sagely.

‘But then I found out about this whole cuckolding thing,’ she said, that shameful word causing her to glance around us again to make sure there were no spies.

I nodded. ‘So what, it makes you think that if I’m lousy in bed, at least you’d get to sleep with other guys?’

She grinned. Laughed. I loved it when she laughed. She said, ‘Yeah, I guess that’s kind of the point.’

I felt an odd pain inside, like something had just burst – from the feeling she was expecting me to be crap in bed. At the same time, I could imagine my flatmates whispering advice in my ear: who cares if she thinks you’re lousy between the sheets if you get to fuck Ella from English class?

I could draw from my own research and say, surprising myself with my seriousness, ‘But the sex between the primary couple is important in cuckolding.’

Her expression turned serious. ‘Yes, it is. I don’t mean to make light of it. I just mean… you know… if the guy doesn’t have the biggest dick in town, you find other ways to make it special for the two of you. And the woman…’

‘She still gets to enjoy the biggest dicks in town,’ I nodded.

For a moment, she just gazed at me, and I could see a big question imprinted on her pretty face.

Then suddenly she was leaning forward over the little table, reaching toward me. There was a surreal moment where I had absolutely no idea what she was doing. Then, seemingly at the last moment, I realized, and somewhat astonished, leaned in to touch my lips to hers.

Oh. Em. Gee.

I was kissing Ella from English class.

*

And, oh, my God. I am telling you. What a kiss.

The ground didn’t so much as shake as kind of dissolve. The whole world around me melted away in that kiss. It was so soft and warm and sweet, and I opened my eyes, and I was kissing Ella from English Lit! She was insanely pretty, and I was smooching with her.

I experienced a little flashback to when I suspected all this might be a prank. Was someone shooting a YouTube video right now? Was she some kind of wannabe influencer making fun of the dork?

Gorgeous College Girl Makes Out With the Dorkiest Guy In School

But surely if she was making clickbait out of me, our kiss would have ended by now. She’d be laughing at me already. We’d have our reaction shot of the shamed dork. Yet the kiss kept going and going. I didn’t want it to end. She didn’t seem to either, almost like this was her first time. Well, I was going to let it go on as long as she allowed, claiming every second I could. This kind of thing wasn’t going to happen to me every day. Tenderly sucking on those heavenly lips, breathing in that ambrosia-like perfume, I was stunned that I could feel her soft, warm breath on my face as we kissed.

On and on it went. We just kissed. I was entranced by her beauty, but also the softness of her lips, the tenderness of her kiss. She slipped her tongue tentatively in my mouth, and we were exploring that whole deal.

She wasn’t stopping. That was a good thing, wasn’t it?

She slipped a hand around the back of my head, running her fingers through my hair as we kissed.

She was moaning softly.

I couldn’t believe it — she was enjoying it too.

When the kiss finally ended, after goodness knows how long it was, we just kind of sat there, stunned for a moment. Her eyes were wide, her jaw had dropped.

She said, ‘Wow.’  

I felt like there were fireworks going off inside me. I had made out with Ella from English. I was going to have to find out her surname, I couldn’t spend the rest of my life referring to her as Ella from English. God, I was such a dork.

She was still breathless. ‘No one ever kissed me like that…’

I was in a daze, feeling weirdly disoriented, like my entire world had just changed into something similar but unfamiliar. I stammered, ‘Oh… I… that was… unexpected…’

She mistook my meaning, thinking I was referring to the sudden nature of her stealing a kiss from me, instead of commenting on how crazy good that kiss had been, because she replied, ‘Oh, I’m sorry… I just had to find out…’

I smiled, making it clear I was not objecting in the slightest. ‘And did you find out?’

‘Oh yes,’ she said, practically purring. ‘And now I want to find out some more…’

I could hardly believe the way she was looking at me… it was like she was attracted to me.

Me. Danny, the Duke of Dork.

But then she seemed to snap out of it, her eyes widening in alarm before she started glancing this way and that, double-checking there was no one around us watching.

Then she leaned toward me again, saying furtively, ‘We shouldn’t do things like that in public.’

I sat back, nodded. I wasn’t taking offense — I understood the point that someone like her could not be seen dating other guys when people knew she had a boyfriend. I just couldn’t quite get my head around the fact that she was considering me to be her boyfriend.

But she misread my signals, thinking she’d offended me. She said, ‘Oh no, it’s not you. You get that, right? If we weren’t… You know… exploring cuckolding, I’d totally tell everyone we were dating.’

I chuckled at that. ‘You’d want to date someone like me?’

She seemed to pause, like this point needed to be underlined: ‘Sure. You’re cute. I mean… I’m not sure that plaid shirt is doing you any favors… but…’

I gave her a mock pout at her critique of my fashion style, but I could accept that my shirt was not exactly something I’d expect a guy in her clique to wear.

‘Come on,’ she said, up on her feet. ‘Let’s get out of here.’

‘Oh, we’re done?’ I said, a little flustered at how incredibly short our coffee meeting had been, despite the apparent success of our first date.

She just grabbed my hand and led me through the tables and out to the exit. I liked how forthright she was.

I was wondering whether I had earned a second date with her and when I might see her again. But when we got out on the street, she said, ‘Are you free the rest of the afternoon?’

I said, ‘Uh… yeah?’ with a questioning intonation.

She seemed delighted at that. ‘Come on, we can go back to my place to test out our chemistry some more. I’m pretty sure my roommates have lab all afternoon.’

I was stunned she wanted to spend all afternoon with me.

Then she said quietly, ‘Hey, do you have… You know… protection?’

Oh, man. I had won the lottery of life.






Chapter 5
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Ella’s dorm wasn’t all that far away from mine. Actually, when she told me where we were headed, I was a little surprised she was still living in a dorm, and not some kind of magical sorority house. There was a gap in our conversation, and that particular snippet of my inner monologue just seemed to accidentally tumble out.

It made her laugh. She had such a pretty laugh.

And this is how Dorky Danny learned that when you have internal thoughts, you can just release them into the world. And even if they’re not the most insightful ideas, at least they keep the conversation going.

She said, ‘There are a few sororities I’m interested in, so I guess maybe next year… I’m not sure any of them are magical, though.’

We were walking across campus toward her dorm, and I found I could just say whatever was on my mind, and she was interested; she didn’t think I was an idiot, she wasn’t looking for some way to get out of this conversation and away from me. Damn, it had never been this easy to talk to girls.

I said, ‘So what kind of music are you into?’

She was into rock music — heavier stuff than my usual Spotify playlist, but not actively bad stuff. I could appreciate it, I could find things to like about it. She mentioned the rock guitarist she’d dated for a short while at the start of the year — he was a sophomore, it transpired, and she’d seen him playing with his band in a bar in the city.

It struck me that she was pushing this fact that she’d dated this rock god to press my ‘cuckold’ buttons, and to start with, I’d just nodded politely as any normal guy would have done, talking about his date’s previous boyfriend.

If I were in character, I would be interested in what she was saying about another guy. I remember reading something about someone who had started the ball rolling, getting his wife interested in cuckolding him, by getting her talking about her exes to show her it turned him on, finding out about her sexual backstory.

So I tried to act a little more interested in her rock guitarist ex than I really was. I even managed to ask if he was as good in bed as he was at the guitar.

She giggled, as though this was totally not something she would have expected to be talking about on a first date, but because I was a cuckold, she should have anticipated it. ‘He was fantastic in bed,’ she said, and I felt myself wince a little to think of another man getting to sleep with her. I suppose it didn’t help that I hadn’t slept with her yet myself. She added, ‘He always made me come like crazy.’

Ooof. Trying to play to character, I did my best to seem fascinated. I said, ‘So how come you didn’t just stay with him?’

She pursed her lips briefly, as though there was hidden pain there. ‘It wasn’t really my choice whether to stay with him or not,’ she said.

‘Seriously?’ I could not believe any man would actively choose to stop dating someone as stunning as Ella. But, hey, I wasn’t in the alpha set.

She shrugged. ‘He’s too full-on for me anyway, if I’m honest,’ she said. ‘He drinks too much, he takes too many drugs, and when he fucks it is always full-on, or not at all. There’s nothing in between.’

‘But he made you come all the time,’ I pointed out.

She nodded. ‘But it was always exhausting. Sometimes you just want slow sex with someone sensual, you know? Or you want to build up to something. He was always just clothes-off, pound-pound-pound.’

The way she was looking at me made it seem like she was curious how I would be in bed, no doubt after the teaser we’d had in Starbucks.

No pressure.

Anyway, after the success of my music question, I was thinking of trying another small-talk gem to find out more about Ella.

But then we were right in the middle of the College Quad, and Ella suddenly said bluntly, ‘We need to talk about which aspects of cuckolding you’re interested in, and which are definite no-nos.’

Goodness. She was right into it, huh.

Still, I liked how forthright and confident she was about all this. It was one reason it was so easy to talk to her — she didn’t wait for me to speak when there was a lull in the conversation, she was much more talkative than anyone I’d dated before.

Some might have said it was a little pushy, but I liked it. It made me feel oddly relaxed with her.

However, dropping the ‘c’ word like that right in the middle of our College Quad seemed a somewhat risky thing to do. I glanced around, desperately afraid someone I knew might be around — maybe my roommates were stalking me to see what happened when I went for a coffee with the hottest girl in class. But there wasn’t anyone around I recognized, and not really anyone in earshot.

‘It’s okay,’ she grinned, sensing my fear of eavesdroppers. ‘There’s no one listening. We should figure out your boundaries before we get into any of this, right?’

I tried not to raise my eyebrows at this. If I’d really been a cuckold, I would have agreed with her: there was a real need to set rules and limits early on when you wanted to get into cuckolding. That was what the advice online usually said.

So I pretended to be blasé about her question. ‘Yeah, that’s a good idea.’

She nodded. ‘I mean, some of the more extreme things, I assume you’re not into… dressing up in women’s clothing…’

I laughed to hide my surprise at that. ‘Uh… yeah, that’s not really me.’

She smiled. Then asked, ‘Do you like to be teased about having a small cock?’

Uh. WTF?

Jeez. If this kept going, it was going to be increasingly difficult to persuade her I was a cuckold, and apparently knowledgeable about the subject.

‘No, I… I don’t think I’m into that,’ I said, trying to keep my tone neutral.

She nodded and flashed me the kind of coy, yet flirty glance that suggested she was curious whether I had a small cock. It reminded me how weird this all was, that someone like Ella was interested in sexual activities involving yours truly.

‘What about denial?’ she asked me.

‘Denial?’

I couldn’t help it; the question slipped out, betraying my ignorance. But dammit, I couldn’t be expected to know what every single word of jargon meant in cuckolding.  

She said, ‘You know, when you get to the stage where your wife or girlfriend doesn’t allow you to have sex. You just have to sit on the sidelines and cope with her having sex with others.’

‘Oh, denial,’ I said, like of course I knew what it was with regard to cuckolding, I just hadn’t heard it said the way she’d said it. But at the same time, I was completely baffled as to why somebody would want to deny themselves sex with their wife or girlfriend if the point of cuckolding was to improve their sex lives as a couple.

I said, ‘To be honest, I’ve never seen the point.’

She seemed to beam at that, like she was completely relieved I wasn’t the kind of guy who would want to deny himself sex with her.

‘Okay,’ she said, ‘so what kind of things turn you on in cuckolding?’

Ah. Now, this was one of my pre-prepared interview questions.

I reeled off this whole soliloquy about wanting to make her happy, not needing to necessarily be there when she was on a date with another guy. And I lied about wanting to know every detail about her date with other guys — well, I still had to make her believe I was a cuckold.

She said, ‘That’s the fun part, isn’t it?’

I smiled, hiding the guilt I felt about faking this whole thing about being a cuckold. I mean, at that stage, I still just wanted to sleep with Ella from English class. I didn’t really envisage being around when she was actively dating other guys.

Yeah, I wasn’t a 100% nice guy, I agree.

Anyway. At this point, I was getting the point that we ought to find out what she wanted out of cuckolding, and I racked my brain trying to come up with an appropriate-sounding question.

But Ella beat me to the punch. She said, ‘I should tell you a few things I want to try.’

‘Oh… uh… yeah, of course,’ I said.

She took a few paces in silence, looking like she didn’t quite know how to put her feelings into words.

Then she said, ‘How do you feel about a female-led relationship?’

‘Uh… well…’

Well, now she was showing me up for the fact that one night of scant research on the topic had not prepared me for all angles. I felt myself blushing like I was at school and I’d just been caught lying about doing the required reading for class.

But I put two and two together — she’d said these were things she wanted to try — and took a snap decision.

‘Might be fun to try…’

‘I’ve wanted to for a long time,’ she smiled. Then she warned: ‘You’d have to do what I want.’

‘I don’t think I’d have a problem with that,’ I said, looking over her sensational figure as she danced a little ahead of me, leading me like the Pied Piper toward the front entrance of her dorm. I was ready to worship the ground she stood on.

She took hold of my hand, and I caught my breath at how soft hers was. She said, ‘I’d get to decide who I date, and when.’

‘That’s fair enough,’ I agreed.

‘I’d be cheating on you, and you’d have no choice in the matter.’

It seemed shocking. But I wasn’t really thinking much beyond the fact that it seemed increasingly likely the closer we got to her dorm that Ella from English class was going to do something sexual with me. And after what happened in Starbucks, I was open to anything, even if it was just more making out.

I was ready to sell my soul to her at whatever the price.

I wasn’t even really thinking with my head at this stage; I was regurgitating things I’d read while I was researching the subject of cuckolding the previous night. I said, ‘It’s not really cheating if I approve of it.’

She seemed to like that answer.

I was in something of a daze, lulled by this siren into believing I was about to sleep with her, that anything would be worth that.

She spoke softly, soothingly, something that I wasn’t able to fully take on board. Something about putting myself in a cage and giving her the key.

Dreamily, I just said, ‘Yeah, if you wanted…’

Completely unaware of what I was signing myself up for.

‘Great…’ she grinned, absolutely delighted that I had agreed to her terms. But then we were walking into her dorm, and she flashed me a look, then touched her forefinger to her lips to urge me not to talk about our contentious topic for now, since there were people within earshot.

And now, she was leading me quietly into her dorm, up the stairs toward her room — her private sanctuary, her personal space.

My heart was thumping so hard.






Chapter 6
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Ella’s dorm was one of the old buildings on campus, and it had a different, more traditional feel than the new-build I was living in that first year of college. All the polished wood panels and floors, the old-school paintings on some of the walls, and even the smell of wood polish in the hallways made it seem somehow classier than my dorm, and didn’t help settle my nerves.

In the entrance lobby, we passed a smattering of other students who smiled a silent greeting at my beautiful classmate. Then on the stairs up to her floor, we passed a few others who also nodded brief hellos her way. This was a friendly dorm, huh? Yet I quickly realized this was simply how it was for the popular crowd. For the hot girl around campus.

I noticed that people’s glances didn’t linger much on me, as though they thought I might be the dorky stepbrother, or some kind of charity case she was mentoring out of the goodness of her fashion-conscious heart.

Ella’s room was two floors up, in the middle of a long, gloomy hallway.

‘Here we are,’ she said, flashing me a conspiratorial smile.

The door was unlocked, so I followed her straight in. To my somewhat surprise, although the room was fairly large, it was just a single space in which there were three single beds, three small closets and only two desks. I guess I’d assumed someone like Ella would have at least the same kind of accommodation as me, if not better.

And, to both our disappointments, the room was not empty. One of Ella’s roommates was here: lying on one of the beds furthest from the door, listening to music via over-ear headphones. I recognized her from class–a pretty African-American girl who was also part of the popular clique.

‘Hey, Kendra,’ Ella greeted her.

The two of them smiled, clearly friends as well as roommates. But Kendra’s eyes flicked to me and blazed with surprise and then disapproval. What is he doing here? Her expression clearly read.

‘Oh, uh, this is Danny,’ Ella said, acting calm and relaxed as she wandered in and dumped her book bag by the desk that she clearly shared with Kendra. ‘He’s…’

‘Ella asked me to help out with her homework assignment,’ I said, filling in what I considered might be a believable explanation for my appearance.

‘Oh,’ Kendra nodded, and her expression adjusted to suggest my explanation resolved at least some of her confusion. Well, my justification was way more believable than Ella wants to see if we have enough sexual chemistry for me to be her cuckold boyfriend.

Then the roommate gave me a polite smile and said, ‘I’ve already done it — but maybe you could look mine over too, give me some pointers.’

‘Of course,’ I grinned.

There was a moment where I thought Kendra was just going to lie there on her bed, intending to remain there listening to music while I supposedly helped Ella with this week’s assignment.

But then she was pulling herself up from the bed, saying, ‘I was going to go get some lunch anyway — but probably best I don’t distract you guys from your work.’

We offered her grateful smiles for her consideration, Ella pretending to sit at her desk and pull out her notes ready to start on the assignment while I perched close by on the end of her bed. Man, it was just crazy that I, of all people, was sitting on the bed belonging to the English Lit class hottie.

Then Kendra was slipping out the door, quietly telling us she’d probably see us later. Leaving us alone.

*

Ella locked the door.

The sound of the lock clicking seemed to press the ignition button inside my heart, because my pulse suddenly doubled in speed almost instantly.

‘You have locks on your doors?’ I said, channeling my inner monologue to fill the silence.

‘You don’t have locks on your doors?’ she said, turning to me, looking just the definition of gorgeous.

‘No,’ I grinned. ‘And I have three roommates.’

Ella took a step toward me and my heart started thumping hard in my chest again. ‘That’s got to suck. I mean, I like living with Kendra, but our other roommate is… well… kind of cranky. Meredith. I guess you’ll probably meet her some other time.’

Without warning, she was standing in front of me, her hands gently cradling my head, and we were kissing again, her soft lips crushed against mine, her hot breath dancing on my face, her achingly pretty face filling my worldview, her sweet vanilla scent saturating my every breath.

Oh my sweet Jesus. Making out with her was like injecting pure sugar directly into my veins.

The only downside was that it was insanely addictive. I didn’t want it to stop. Ever. In fact I was beginning to realize I might be getting in over my head on this one. So much for the plan in which I just wanted to sleep with Ella one time, then I’d die a happy man. That anything after that one night of sexual bliss wouldn’t matter to me.

‘We don’t have long,’ she whispered urgently when at last our kiss ended, and she was unfastening the buttons on my shirt, pulling it off me.

I felt a wave of anxiety suddenly hit me — what did she want me to do? I was a little embarrassed I was being put on the spot, expected to know exactly what she wanted and what I should be doing. And yet my inexperience was showing and I was clearly completely out of my depth.

She was so far out of my league it was laughable.

But she just stood there for a moment, gazing down at me, and smiled with such affection and desire, I could hardly believe it. How was she this interested in me? But the question now triggered the reminder that she was interested in the ‘cuckold’ me. She had a misleading picture of who I was. What would happen if I tried to persuade her that cuckolding might not be the most rewarding thing for us both? Would that sour our relationship?

Yet for now, my guilt and fears were somewhat knocked away from my attention because Ella suddenly unfastened the tie that held up her long, white pants and the garment dropped to the ground, leaving her standing there in her gray tank top and a white thong.

I caught my breath at such a breathtaking sight.

‘You like what you see?’

‘Oh yes,’ I said, my voice filled with awe.

‘Relax,’ she giggled. ‘You look like you’ve seen a ghost.’

I tried to relax. I offered her a warm smile, at least. I pulled off my plaid shirt, and she seemed to like what she saw, what my efforts in the gym had achieved.

I put my hands on her hips, just stunned by what I was seeing — and that she wasn’t angry at me for touching her.

Not quite knowing what to say in this moment, I let my inner monologue just kind of leak out again, murmuring dreamily, ‘You’re so beautiful…’

She beamed at that, even though she had to hear it from people all the time. She ducked down to kiss my lips again. ‘You’re sweet.’

I said, ‘I thought we were just going to have coffee…’

‘We had coffee,’ she grinned. ‘But don’t you think it’s important, if I’m going to cuckold you, to make sure we’re good together sexually first?’

‘I suppose,’ I said, realizing my cock was already hard, and I wasn’t even naked yet.

Her sweet smile was a clear invitation to do more than just gaze at her. I leaned slightly forward, planting a soft kiss on her warm flesh between the waistband of her thong and the hem of her top.

She put a hand on my head, saying softly, ‘How do you do that? Every time you kiss me, there’s this wave of…’ she couldn’t quite put it into words.

As far as I was concerned, I wasn’t doing anything special — just tenderly exploring her exquisite body with my lips. I couldn’t believe the access she was granting me. I slowly surrounded her white thong with kisses, all the time inhaling her sweet scent.

Then she was sliding her underwear down over her thighs, and I was doing my utmost to remain calm and hide my astonishment at being so close to her bare pussy.

‘Kiss me here,’ she said, her hands on my head compelling me to move so that my mouth brushed up against her pussy.

It was quite clear that she was in control — and yet for some reason, I didn’t get offended by the challenge to my manhood. It made me relax. It made it clear what she wanted, what I was supposed to do. I didn’t need to worry about stepping over a line, of making a mistake concerning consent.

She put her hands on my head and told me to lick her pussy — and even lifted a dainty foot up onto the bed to make it easier to access her sweet pink folds.

Wow. She was so sexy — her beauty, her confidence; even her control.

’That’s it… oh God… yeah just there… that’s amazing…’

Her soprano voice was so seductive, telling me what to do, showing me where she liked my lips and my tongue — and the way her body responded to my touch, as I complied with her wishes as best I could, was just magical.

I didn’t have to be the leader in this scenario, and it felt so freeing. I just went with the flow, her soft voice guiding me in the right direction, allowing me to relax and enjoy the intimacy with her, to appreciate how close I was to her most personal space.

Honestly, I’d watched guys going down on women in porn clips often enough — it was objectively horny as hell. But women I’d dated up to this point had always had a strange caution about allowing me this kind of access. I’m not sure if it was because when they thought of pleasuring a woman with their mouth, it didn’t even slightly appeal to them, and therefore they felt they were being somehow ‘kind’ by encouraging me to skip over this part of the foreplay and get straight to the penetration.

Ella didn’t seem to have any anxieties about letting me loose between her thighs.

‘Oh… I can’t believe how good that feels…’ she moaned, tousling my hair with her hand to encourage me. ‘Nobody ever…’

But then I slid a couple of fingers inside her while gently swirling my tongue around her clit, and suddenly her hands were clenching my head tightly, and her moans were rising in pitch and volume.

I don’t think I ever got this far before going down on a girl. They’d never given me this kind of time to indulge, but this time with Ella we’d been going on for a while. I didn’t even know how long it was, it was so long. This was completely new for me — Ella seemed almost in pain, the intensity of her response to me, and yet the way her hands clamped my head in place, my mouth crushed against her pussy, and the way she was working her hips to grind her sex against my lips and tongue made it clear she was definitely not in pain.

‘Uh… uh… oh my God… oh my God, I’m cumming…’

This was crazy. I mean, I was pretty sure I’d made a girl come before, but Ella was writhing on the bed, crying out, shaking almost uncontrollably — and as I just tried to hold on, like I was strapped to an extreme rollercoaster ride, my mouth and my face was suddenly flooded with wetness.

It was all over the place. I suddenly thought she’d wet herself, but it didn’t smell like pee, and when I gazed up at her, she wasn’t flushed with embarrassment, she was radiant like she’d entered the Kingdom of Heaven.

‘Oh my sweet Lord,’ she said, breathless and in awe. ‘I think you made me squirt.’

Even my prior use of porn had not introduced me to this particular term yet, but the way she said it made it seem like a good thing, so I was happy. The surprising thing was that she acted as though it never happened to her before.

’That ever happen to you before?’ I asked her.

‘No, I always though it was a myth,’ she laughed, gazing down at me as though she was deeply impressed at me, as though I was some kind of miracle maker.

‘Well… I’m guessing it’s a good thing…’ I said, offering a cautious smile.

You might say I was betraying my inexperience, not really understanding what we were talking about, saying something so comically basic to try to get her to clarify whether this whole squirting thing was a good thing or not.

But Ella took it as me making a wry joke, because she laughed merrily and said, ‘Yeah, it’s a very good thing… I can’t believe you did that to me…’

She was sitting up, tilting my head so she could kiss my lips, even though my mouth and my entire face was dripping wet with her squirt. It was like my reward.

‘Come on… my roommate Meredith will be back after her afternoon lab soon,’ she said, her big green eyes flicking over me like I was the world’s most valuable treasure. ‘Have you got condoms?’

My heart did a sort of pirouette of joy and then seemed to suddenly stop as I realized in quick succession that she really wanted me to fuck her, but I had not brought protection because I’d honestly only believed we would be grabbing a quick coffee together for this first ‘date’.

‘Uh… no… I didn’t,’ I said, horrified. ‘I thought we were just getting coffee…’

She couldn’t hide a flash of disappointment, but her smile quickly returned. ‘I was so desperate to try out our sexual chemistry,’ she said. ‘I mean… I don’t think this would have worked if the sex wasn’t good between us.’

She seemed to have made up her mind already that the sex between us was good, even though she hadn’t even seen me naked yet.

But now she was up on her feet, standing there in front of me in just that tight little tank top of hers, reaching up to re-tie her blonde hair so it wouldn’t fall out of its ponytail.

Then she was reaching for me, drawing me up onto my feet for another kiss standing up. She certainly wasn’t squeamish about tasting herself on my lips, closing her eyes and gently moaning as we made out some more, her hands moving over my body like she needed to map out the topography of my form.

After a few moments enjoying our kiss, she broke away, a little breathless, and said, ‘I wanna see what you’re packing.’

I felt a moment of panic, of deep vulnerability — she was used to dating the most attractive guys on campus. She would no doubt be accustomed to serious beefcakes packing some quite significant equipment. In my experience, I was on the more average end of the spectrum when it came to my physicality — even if I did try to get to the gym three times a week.

Yet there was nothing I could do to stop her hand moving to the hardness I harbored in my jeans. She showed quite clearly that in this relationship, she was going to take what she wanted. I’m not sure why, but that seemed surprisingly thrilling to me.

She looked at me for a moment as her hand took in the shape of my erection through my clothing.

I felt a jolt of panic, where I felt certain she was going to express disappointment in my size — and perhaps even end our relationship right here because I wasn’t good enough.

But then the brightest, sweetest of smiles broke out across her pretty, freckly face, and she cooed, ‘Ohhh, that feels so good…’

She dropped down to kneel in front of me, her hands moving urgently to my fly, desperate to unwrap her present.

Only, that was the moment where Fate decided to intervene. There was a quiet, muffled thump on the door, as though someone had just walked into it even though it was locked.

Ella’s eyes suddenly flashed with alarm. And then after half a second’s pause, she was suddenly on her feet, rushing to pull on her pants — not worrying about panties — to protect her modesty.

‘Meredith,’ she hissed. ‘My roommate.’

I pulled on my shirt quickly, and then in a whirl of movement, Ella directed me to sit at her desk with our latest homework assignment, while she rapidly straightened our bed before dancing over to unlock the door.

I was guessing our first date was over.






Chapter 7
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Ella’s other roommate, Meredith, was not pleased to be locked out of her own dorm room, and despite rapidly making ourselves decent and diving to unlock the door, she was deeply suspicious when we did finally let her in.

Meredith was not one of the popular clique, which became obvious the first time I met her. I should know, we can smell our own.

But though Ella told her I had been helping her with her homework, the bookish brunette looked at me with a kind of instant disgust that said she knew something odd was going on.

Somewhat unkindly, she said to Ella, ‘Can’t you just suck him off behind the library like the other popular kids do to get the nerds to do their English essays?’

Meredith clearly did not want to make new friends here.

Ella gave her an eye roll and said, ‘No need to be so gauche, Meredith. We were just on our way out.’

She gave me a quick flick of her pretty green eyes to signal that we were leaving, right now. I didn’t need much persuading to go with her.

*

After that, we went for a walk together, down past the library — almost as though we were following Meredith’s instructions — but then to the lake that formed the southern boundary for the entire college campus.

I was just over the moon about getting to spend a little more time with Ella. I felt a little like I was walking on clouds as we ambled through the trees.

‘I’m sorry about Meredith,’ Ella said, almost immediately we were out of earshot of other people. ‘She’s not exactly someone I would have chosen to be one of my roommates.’

‘I have three roommates,’ I said. ‘But our dorm is suite-style rooms.’

‘You’re so lucky,’ she groaned. But then she said, ‘I guess we’ll be hanging out in your room and not mine, then.’

My heart gave a little pirouette at that point, and I had a moment where I was a touch giddy and out of breath. She wanted to see more of me then.

‘So how is this going to work?’ I asked her, jumping off from her insinuation that she did, indeed, want to try dating me, as astonishing as that seemed.

She nodded. Then she seemed oddly nervous as she asked, ‘You think you’d be interested in dating?’

There didn’t seem to be any point in hiding my fervent interest. I said, ‘Oh yes, definitely.’ It’s not like I needed to pretend I was one of the cool kids.

But it made her smile so brightly. Yet then her expression turned solemn. ‘Are you okay about… You know… doing it secretly?’

‘It seems logical,’ I said, inwardly groaning at how nerdy I sounded. Like I spoke fluent Vulcan, or something.

‘Nobody would understand what we’re doing. They’d just imagine I’m being a slut, and maybe that I only want to hang out with you to get you to write my essays.’

‘I don’t mind that last part so much,’ I pointed out.

‘It’s a believable cover story, I guess,’ she smiled. ‘But you don’t want everyone here thinking your girlfriend perpetually cheats on you.’

I nodded my agreement — my basic research overnight had told me how the rest of society views a cuckold. A cuckold. Was that really what I was going to be? I was just going to stand by while my girlfriend — as gorgeous as she was — went out and fucked other guys?

Yet I felt obligated to stick with my own cover story, here. To suddenly declare to her, at any point, that I’d been pretending to be into cuckolding just to date her would probably terminate our relationship on the spot. However, after the intimate moments we’d spent together so far, my mind had changed regarding whether I could just sleep with her one time and feel like I could walk away.

Even after such a brief time together, I was completely hooked on Ella.

‘So we’ll keep it all a secret,’ she said firmly. ‘But if it’s going to work… we need to believe that our relationship is primary.’

I felt a little surge of giddiness at that. ‘You know I won’t have a problem treating it as primary,’ I said, not needing to then explicitly add that I would not be sleeping with other people.

She nodded, then gave me a warm, appreciative smile. ‘I do like you, Danny,’ she said earnestly, and took my hand in hers. Not for the first time in her presence, I nearly melted. ‘I never dated anyone like you, but I think I could… well, I think we’d be good together.’

Oh God, I would die for this woman. Already.

It was at that moment that I realized I was actually going to have to be a cuckold. It was an odd feeling, an awful realization. I was so joyous, so thrilled that Ella from English class wanted to date me, and more than just a quick fling kind of deal. And yet I was going to have to cope with not being exclusive. Perhaps ever.

The prospect of sleeping with her, though, was so very powerful that it was obvious to me that I was just going to have to deal. Whatever the hardships. And perhaps it was just Karma: that getting to enjoy the incredible high of spending time with Ella would have to be balanced by the abysmal low of waiting while she goes out to date other guys.

At that moment, almost as though she needed me to believe the pleasure would be worth the pain, Ella squeezed my hand and stopped me in my tracks for another incredible kiss.

This was a fair way along the path around the college lake, so there was no one else around, no one even visible. Ella put a hand around the back of my neck and touched her face very gently to mine, then we were tenderly sucking on each other’s lips, slipping our tongues into each other’s mouths. Exploring the incredible softness, the sensational sweetness of our connection.

It went on for absolutely ages, neither of us seemed to want to stop. Breathing calmly as we continued making out, hands gently brushing against each other’s faces, sweeping down our bodies to explore further.

It was by far the longest kiss I’d ever experienced — and one of the best: right up there with all the other kisses I had with Ella from English class. But it was a turning point for us. It felt like we were making a final decision to do this. Whatever happened, we were going to secretly date each other.

And my beloved Ella was going to cuckold me.

‘You’re amazing, you know that?’ she said, breathless, when it finally came to a conclusion.

I was a little dumbfounded that she would see me that way. But the way she was looking at me seemed to confirm that she really did like me, that she was actually attracted to me despite her usual type being tall, musclebound, and somewhat more coordinated in sports.

In fact, my sheer dorkiness — the fact that I wasn’t in the popular clique, the reality that I was not wealthy, or famous, or anything else that would give her added social status — seemed to act in my favor in terms of testifying that she must find my physical attractiveness enough to want me as her ‘primary’.

She didn’t have to date me. I suppose her strong interest in trying cuckolding as a way to prevent heartbreak while enjoying a diverse selection of bedmates while at college limited her options a little. But she probably could have sat next to many other dorks around campus and offered them the chance to be her cuckold, and she’d have had plenty of takers.

We just looked at each other, beaming smiles blazing, hands held like 1950s sweethearts, and our decision was made.

I didn’t know what to say back to her. I just opened my mouth and said something stupid. ‘Wild thing.’

Her smile broadened into a wide grin. ‘You make my heart sing,’ she giggled, finishing the lyric.

‘You make everything groovy,’ I added.

But it was way, way too early to say the next part of the song to each other.

*

On the way back around the lake, I pointed out that I didn’t even know her last name, and it sounded a little as though I was telling her I shouldn’t be this in love with her already, considering how little we knew about each other.

‘I can’t keep referring to you as Ella from English Lit,’ I said, blushing deeply for feeling like I’d revealed a little more to her than I’d meant. I didn’t want to sound desperate.

She smiled, perhaps amused that I was so unrefined in the world of dating. ‘So have you been talking about me to people already?’

I quickly realized this wasn’t necessarily a good thing if we were keen to keep our relationship a secret. I tried to explain: ‘My roommates are kind of… intrusive… when it comes to any of us dating. It happens so rarely for any of us.’

She laughed at that, but then her expression turned serious. ‘So they know we’re dating?’

‘They know you messaged me on Tinder. That we were supposed to meet for coffee.’

‘You think they’d be able to keep all this secret, too?’

‘They’re like me,’ I said, feeling certain about it. ’They’re not exactly the most popular guys on campus. And they don’t talk to other people about things like dating.’

‘But they’ll want to know why you have to keep it so secret?

I needed to find some way to reassure her. It could become a barrier, otherwise. I decided a little portion of honesty couldn’t hurt. I said, ‘They know… I’m a cuckold.’

God. There, I’d said it. I was reconfirming, to her face, that I was a cuckold. That effectively, I wanted her to cuckold me. It was so shocking, so brutal when it was said out loud like that.

‘They know?’ She was surprised at that. But then she seemed to relax. ‘You really told them that?’

‘They… saw my Tinder profile,’ I said, which was technically true enough, though I wasn’t feeling that I needed to take this honesty thing all the way. I had to protect my dark secret, after all. My secret shame that I was not actually a cuckold.

There was a pause, but Ella was smiling again like my reassurance had worked. Then she said, ‘It’s McKinney, by the way. My last name.’

‘Oh,’ I said. Then, ‘And I’m…’

‘Danny Buchanan,’ she grinned, and squeezed my hand in amusement at my surprise that she already knew my surname. ‘I looked you up after we were messaging last night.’

‘You did?’

‘I found some pictures of you from your high school musical,’ she said, sounding as though those pictures somehow explained why she was apparently so into me.

‘Oh God,’ I groaned, but only semi-embarrassed she’d seen glimpses of me starring as none other than Dr. Frank-N-Furter.

‘It looked like you’re really talented,’ she giggled. And I thought, well, maybe she does want to be my groupie after all.

*

Back among the college buildings, we started walking more like friends — or even associates — than boyfriend and girlfriend.

Then Ella offered me a final sweet smile and said, ‘I’ll see you in class tomorrow,’ like she was counting the minutes.

‘See you then,’ I said, trying to act casual and not completely loopy in love already.

And then we parted, and I wandered back to my dorm in a complete daze. I was unable to stop replaying in my head, over and over again, those moments I’d just spent with the most gorgeous woman I’d ever known.

Her incredible smile.

Those eyes that seemed able to look deep into my soul.

The sight of her clothes falling to the floor.

The sound of her voice as she’d asked me to go down on her.

Kiss me here.

As I walked over to my own dorm, it seemed as though I was in a different universe than the one I’d started out in before English class — everything seemed familiar and yet completely unlike the place I used to know. The colors were more vibrant, the sounds clearer. I could smell the fragrance of flowers in the air.

And every time I walked past another guy, I felt sorry for him — because he had not experienced what I just had.

What a dork.

But, hey, Ella thought I was sweet, so who cared if I was a dork?

*

Up in our room, Matt and Robbie were hanging out in the common living space, as though they’d been waiting on the edges of their seats for me to return from my date. Marv was nowhere to be seen, but then he was a science major, so he actually had to work. The telling sign was when I walked in, the two of them both stood up like they wanted my freaking autograph.

‘What happened?’

‘Did she stand you up?’

‘If she stood me up, what have I been doing all this time?’ I said drily.

Their eyes widened at my confirmation that I had, indeed, been with Ella from English class.

‘So what happened?’ asked Matt.

I gave them a smug look. ‘A gentleman never kisses and — ’

But Robbie interrupted, ‘You kissed her? Fuck.’

Matt said, ‘A gentleman doesn’t pretend to be something he’s not in order to get a hot girl into bed.’

I chuckled, kind of enjoying their sudden interest in my life. ‘Who died and made you a moral crusader?’

They were giving me a solemn look, like I owed them details of what happened. Robbie said, ‘Did you sleep with her?’

I shook my head, but then said, ‘She wants to keep everything a secret. She doesn’t want anyone to know we’re… dating.’ I said, my voice suddenly hushed. I felt bad even telling them we were dating.

‘Okay, but we already know, that,’ Robbie pointed out.

‘And… we were the ones who got you that date in the first place,’ Matt pointed out. ‘If it wasn’t for us — ’

‘Slandering me in my Tinder profile,’ I complained.

‘— Yeah, well. It got you the date, didn’t it? And the only reason she’s going out with you is that she thinks you’re a cuckold.’

‘Shhhh!’ I hissed, my forefinger jabbing my lips, as though someone out in the hallway might hear him using the ‘c’ word.

Robbie made it clear how they felt: ‘You wouldn’t be with her if it wasn’t for us. So you’re telling us everything.’

‘You promise to keep everything a secret?’ I demanded.

‘Sure. We promise,’ said Matt. Robbie gave me a solemn nod.

I sighed. ‘I think I have a problem.’

‘She wants you to give up plaid shirts?’

‘She really wants to do this. She really wants to date me. And I don’t think I want to limit it to one time sleeping with her.’

‘How is that a problem?’

I double-sighed. ‘Because I’m going to have to be a cuckold for real. I don’t see any alternative.’






Chapter 8
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After the incredible high of being with Ella, that evening I faced a corresponding low that came from returning to life without her.

Over dinner, in a quiet corner of the dorm cafeteria, I faced a grilling from my roommates concerning what had happened during our date. While I managed to keep some of the more sensitive details to myself, they got the main thrust of what had happened.

There seemed to be no way I was going to keep the cuckolding nature of my relationship with our classmate a secret from Matt or Robbie. But, at least they pledged solemnly not to breathe a word about any of it to anyone else.

Oddly, I quite liked talking about it with them. Somehow, talking about her meant I continued existing in Ella’s world, even though I couldn’t be with her. Even though I had no idea when I would get to spend time with her again.

It made me realize we hadn’t talked about a second date.

Anyway. I suppose it distracted me from my bad thoughts by letting me chat with my roommates about everything. And, candidly, it gave me an unexpected little boost of machismo, regaling my roommates with the story of my big triumph — as if I had come back from war with tales of heroism and bravado. I think it was an instinctive thing, tweaking that part of my innate masculinity that still survived somewhere beneath the dorky veneer that usually concealed it so well.

What can I say, I had won a great victory for Dork-kind.

When it was over, however, there came The Fear. The three of us ambled back upstairs to our dorm unit after dinner, each of us to disappear into our rooms to do homework like the proper nerds we were. But I couldn’t concentrate on this week’s assignment.

I felt this deep pain in the pit of my stomach.

The silence and the isolation gave me the space to dwell on it. I’d had three girlfriends before, and during that first half of Freshman year at college, I’d been hitting Tinder hard, though only ever achieving a smattering of first dates, the occasional second or third. I was familiar with the feeling of going out with someone to the point at which you were terrified that it wasn’t going to work. That they would lose interest in you, that they would reject you even though you liked them.

Nothing I’d been through before could prepare me for the intensity of the feeling I now had concerning Ella, however.

Firstly, there was the fact that she was so ludicrously out of my league that chances were high that she would quickly get bored with me, or irritated by me, and want to return to her usual type — the handsome alpha jock. But secondly, I couldn’t let go of the fact that she was actively planning on cheating on me as our relationship progressed.

It was like a guarantee of future pain, as though I were a condemned man.

I had to leave the dorm. Those bleak thoughts just circled round and round my brain. I had to break out.

I was going to go to that traditional preserve of my kind, the library. But walking in that direction reminded me of the little amble I’d had with Ella that way, and around the lake. I had to go in the opposite direction, which led me to the music faculty.

This was where I had my once-a-week piano lessons in order to please my parents. I didn’t much enjoy piano because I never wanted to practice; practicing piano meant isolating myself from other people and worrying that I was missing out on something more fun. Practicing meant not spending time with friends; it meant willing yourself to become some miserable loner. And the consequence of not practicing was that I got in trouble in my piano lessons, and despite years of lessons, I made very slow progress.

Anyway, I was here now. I dumped myself at a keyboard and started playing Fur Elise over and over again. Furry Knees. A lovely piece of music until you’ve heard it a million times.

It gave me some distraction, though. I actually focused on the music and made some progress.

It didn’t distract me completely from the issues at hand, however. Yet what it did do was allow me to slow things down and contemplate matters in a more orderly fashion.

Bored with Beethoven, I decided to come up with reasons why I liked the whole cuckolding thing. I felt I needed something to hang onto, some kind of light at the end of the tunnel. Something to keep myself from jumping off a roof.

In no particular order:


	Cuckolding had brought me Ella in the first place. I wouldn’t be dating her if she hadn’t read in my profile that I was a cuckold.


	The simple fact was that the way we’d defined cuckolding, in our intended relationship, meant that Ella would have to continue pursuing a sexual relationship with me. And that possibility of future sex with her was a Big Deal for me.


	Though weird, the cuckolding thing had proven an interesting twist in the story I told my roommates about how my date had gone. Their fascination with my case was not merely because I had bucked the odds as a Beast dating the Beauty. Initially, they’d been merely amused at how I’d been caught up in their little prank. But now they were genuinely interested to see what would happen when I was forced to confront the fact of my gorgeous girlfriend actively going out to sleep with another man. And I liked how interested my roommates were in me, all of a sudden.


	Ella always seemed very likely and excited whenever she was talking about the cuckolding aspect of our intended relationship. While I wasn’t sure how I’d deal with the reality of it, I genuinely liked how bright and effervescent she became while talking about her hopes for my cuckolding.


	And strangely, the way Ella talked about the cuckolding aspect made it seem that when she went out to sleep with another guy, it would only make her want me more when she got back. I couldn’t get around that boost to my ego, that was unquestionably a good thing.




Oh, man. At the end of the day, did anything matter if I got to see Ella like that again? Kissing her. Touching her so intimately. Making her come with my mouth. Sliding my rock-hard cock inside her.

Who needed exclusivity if they had that?

*

The music faculty security guards kicked me out of the building at 11pm when they closed the practice rooms, but on my way back to my dorm, I managed to get my whirling thoughts into better control by focusing on those positives I’d come up with.

And with my thoughts under better control, they turned to wondering what was next.

I would see Ella again very soon — we had an 11am lecture the next day. I figured I would have to act normally in class, though. Sitting in the usual seat in the geek section, pretending I’d never met Ella, that she was a stranger to me.

Oh, except that Kendra knew we’d met. We’d told Kendra I was helping Ella with homework. So I couldn’t act as though I didn’t know Ella at all.

Back at our dorm, Matt and Robbie had already gone to bed. Marv was back from wherever he’d been, but he was listening to music on his large headphones while making late-night Nutella on toast in the kitchen, so I left him to it.

Back in my room, I had to fight to quell the thoughts about Ella dating other guys. About waiting at home while she fucked someone else. And, along with the underlying feeling that I might never hear from her again, I started feeling anxious about whether I ought to be texting her right now to demonstrate my continuing interest.

Was it too early for me to text her? Did it seem too desperate?

Surely we were beyond the trivial protocol for who should text first and when after a first date? I had agreed to be her cuckold, for goodness’ sake.

So now I was pacing my room, trying to figure out what I should text her. Did it sound thoughtful or desperate to tell her Hey, can’t stop thinking about you. Hope you have a nice night. Looking forward to maybe seeing you in class tomorrow.

But was that too cringe?

While I was pacing, my phone bleated at me — it was a notification that I’d received a message through the Tinder app.

Ella.

I struggled to open the app; my hands were shaking so much. When I saw that the message was, indeed, from Ella, my insides nearly caught fire.

Her message was pretty simple: I need your number.

For a moment, my mind went blank. Like, which number did she mean? Street number, social security number, favorite number? Phone number, of course, phone number. My brain was so addled.

I messaged her back my cell number.

A moment or two after that, my phone gave a different kind of bleat to signal that a new text message had arrived. I nearly melted as I laid eyes on it: along with a brief message saying, hey, this is my number!, was a selfie of Ella in her dorm room, lying on her bed wearing only a white cotton bra.

Wow, she was beautiful.

I sent her a selfie back, though it took a few tries to get one that struck a balance between happy and casual without making me look like the village idiot. Along with the selfie, I said, ‘Got it!’

As soon as I’d sent it, my paranoia started giving me reasons to believe I shouldn’t have, for various reasons.

But she replied: You’re cute, you know that?

I texted back, thanks! You’re not so bad yourself :)

My paranoia kept telling me everything I was doing was wrong, but I knew I had to try to relax. The key to surviving with Ella without turning into a big pile of quivering Jell-O was just to chill out and try to focus on the fact that she continued to express interest in me.

Her message came back: How does it feel to be my cuckold?

The words on screen made me tremble. Oh God. It was so weird, but there was something bizarrely erotic about that message. I felt a deep longing inside my chest, craving Ella, knowing I needed more of her, but that getting what I wanted might cause me pain along the way.

It was karma, right? If you receive the most unbelievable good luck, of course, there’s going to be something to counterbalance it.

I had to hang on to the positives. Being Ella’s cuckold meant I was hers. It meant I was her primary. It meant she would sleep with me regularly.

I texted back: It’s a dream come true :)

It was a fairly soppy sentiment, but it seemed to me what a cuckold would say. And I am a cuckold, I thought, feeling such a bizarre cocktail of emotions about it. Or at least I will be soon.

Her next message said: You’re mine, now, Danny. You have to do what I want.

I trembled a little. Was it a little cold in here? Had somebody put the air-conditioning ridiculously high?

And yet despite my slight unease at feeling I was handing someone else control, it felt unexpectedly good to be in her possession. To be wanted like that — by somebody as drop-dead gorgeous as Ella McKinney.

I texted back: Anything.

She replied: You shouldn’t agree to anything. We’ll need a safe word. How about ‘tropical’? You say that, any time, everything stops, and I know you’re not comfortable with whatever we’re doing.

God, this seemed serious. I was getting nervous again. What kinds of things was she going to want me to do that we would need a safe word for?

I wrote back: sounds good to me :)

Though I resolved to read more about this ‘female-led relationship’ concept she wanted us to try.

She said: Good boy. Here’s a little reward, just for now.

She sent me another selfie. This time, she was standing up in the picture, and it showed her exquisite form from head to toe, in her bra and panties. It seemed so intimate and very personal for me.

Oh man, was I really dating a girl who looked like that?

She texted: Think of me tonight, my sweet prince. But don’t touch yourself, okay? All of that belongs to me now.






Chapter 9
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I woke up nervous and early. I wasn’t massively experienced in dating yet, but I’d felt this kind of anxiety before at the start of something with somebody I liked. It was deep apprehension that things wouldn’t turn out, even though there was a possibility that things could turn out amazingly well.

But this whole thing with Ella seemed infinitely more complicated than normal dating, and the feelings I was having were beyond the usual post-first date jitters.

I went for an early morning run around the lake, contemplating the biggest sources of my anxiety — my nerd brain naturally seeking to rank them:


	The possibility of losing Ella, particularly sometime soon.


	The pain I would suffer when she decided to go out and sleep with another man.


	The likelihood that I was not good enough for her, and that she would discover/realize that, leading to point 1.


	The danger that people would find out I’m a cuckold and my reputation at college would be destroyed.


	Giving control of our relationship completely to Ella.




By the time I got back to our dorm, sweaty and buzzing with adrenaline, I at least felt that I had gotten my feelings in some kind of order. It seemed to me that I could direct more of my nervous energy towards items highest up on my list, and that therefore the items lower down did not matter quite so much. Somehow, that made me feel better.

Marv was already heading out the door as I returned to our unit, since he’s a science major. Matt and Robbie weren’t awake until well after I’d showered, dressed, and breakfasted, and there were 10 minutes until we had to leave for class.

On the way over there, they were keen to hear whether I’d heard from Ella overnight. Robbie seemed to think she’d have changed her mind about seeing me already.

‘No, the opposite. She really wants this whole female-led relationship deal,’ I said.

Matt was like, ‘If she wanted to control me, I’d hand her the keys straight off.’

But Robbie was more skeptical. ‘She just wants to have you there to hold her hand if some guy fucks her, then dumps her. She gets to call all the shots.’

‘But you’re the ones who forced me to be there for her if some guy fucks her then dumps her,’ I pointed out. ‘That’s what being a cuckold is, isn’t it? I don’t think I can get out of that. At least she seems to like me. She seems to want this.’

‘She’s going to cuckold you and dominate you?’

‘I wouldn’t mind if she dominated me,’ Matt said.

I chuckled. ‘She sent me a picture of herself in just her underwear — and told me I couldn’t jerk off all night.’

Robbie said, ‘Man, she’s got a cruel streak.’

Matt said, ‘Fly you fool!’

I told them that after I’d said goodnight to Ella, I’d done some more reading about female-led relationships, and that it was often associated with cuckolding. Cuckolding was one element for a woman to display her authority over her man.

‘I mean… if I can get over the fact that she’s sleeping with other guys… really, it all shows that she wants me. She wants to own me. I guess there’s something weirdly comforting in that,’ I said.

‘Only because she’s fricking gorgeous,’ Robbie said. ‘I would not let any of the girls I dated own me.’

‘I wouldn’t let any of the girls you dated date me,’ Matt said.

We all laughed at that, but the truth is none of us had had much luck playing the Tinder slot machine thus far, except for my bizarre jackpot with Ella McKinney.

*

In class, I tried to behave as though nothing was different about me from when I’d been in class the previous day. Admittedly, I’d made a little more effort to look presentable than normal. But I didn’t just bound up to Ella and ask how she was doing, then sit next to her in class. I was definitely not in her clique, so I had to keep away.

I wasn’t completely able to keep my eyes off her, though. She looked amazing, of course. I figured that if anyone asked, I simply had a crush on her, so of course I couldn’t avoid looking at her. Half the guys in the class were probably stealing glances at her while hiding crushes.

As we took our seats in our usual haunt toward the front of the class, Robbie glanced around before saying under his breath, ‘She’s not looked over at you once.’

I said, ‘We’re supposed to be keeping it all a secret, remember?’

‘I’m just saying. You think she’d be curious about you, after what you said happened yesterday.’

What I said happened. Well, now he’s made it sound as though I’m making it all up. I did feel a little pang of paranoia-induced fear that somehow Robbie might be right. That everything that had happened the previous day with Ella had been some deranged hallucination.

But then, just as the professor arrived at the podium and began sorting out his notes for the class, I received a text message from none other than Ella McKinney.

Ella: Good morning :) You look very cute today, I see you avoided the lumberjack shirt today ;)

Her message made me feel all warm and cozy inside, and her comment on my decision not to wear a plaid shirt made me smile. I leaned toward Robbie and silently offered her message as some kind of evidence that I hadn’t been making up what had been going on with Ella.

He twisted in his seat as though warming up his muscles prior to throwing the discus at the Olympic Games.

‘She’s looking at you,’ he whispered in awe.

I resisted turning to look at her, though my ego felt bathed in glory from Robbie getting his proof that Ella really was interested in me. I wanted to show her I could maintain discipline and keep our relationship as secret as she wanted.

I messaged her, though: Good morning :) I made a special effort just for you :-P

I thought perhaps that would be the end of our messaging until at least the end of class, but a few minutes into the professor’s discussion of Miss Havisham’s motivations, Ella messaged me again:

> I hope you slept well. Did you keep your promise? ;-)

I didn’t show this message to my roommates. But I replied, letting her know I had, indeed, kept my promise despite the fact she’d sent me such a beautiful selfie.

She told me she liked the thought of tempting me, of teasing me, but that she also liked the thought of me saving myself for her. She liked the feeling of controlling my sexual release.

It made me shiver to think of giving up that kind of power. And yet it was so sexy to think of Ella requiring this of me, so that she herself could enjoy my release when it happened. I guess it was confirmation she wanted to sleep with me, and my poor guy brain was simply too overwhelmed with lust to feel afraid of letting her control me.

My overnight reading about female-led relationships and cuckolding had given me a little reassurance, I guess, as well. When done properly, it didn’t mean the submissive had absolutely no power — there was that safe word available — it was just an acceptance of the woman’s power while it proved enjoyable.

She sent me another message during class that read: If you keep on being a good boy, you’ll get plenty of rewards xx.

*

After class, we were all filing out, and suddenly I found myself accidentally walking past Ella and her popular clique. They must have been hanging out, trying to figure out what to do now. It wasn’t as though they were going to head to the library and do some class work.

My gaze locked briefly with Ella’s heavenly green eyes, and she flashed me a sweet little smile, before we both worried that people would see. Other than that moment, we were both pretending not to know each other — but what we’d forgotten was that Ella’s friend and roommate, Kendra, had seen us together the day before.

‘Oh, look, Ella, it’s your pet nerd,’ Kendra said, giving me a funny look as though she couldn’t understand why I seemed to be ignoring Ella as I walked by.

I saw Ella look at me and blush faintly. She flashed me an apologetic glance and said to her roommate, ‘Be nice, Kendra. You can’t be mean to nerds in college, or else they’ll become billionaires and turn the world into a dystopia.’

‘Right,’ Kendra laughed. Then she turned to me and said, ‘So did you finish Ella’s homework for this week yet?’

I hovered, feeling awkward and uncomfortable standing there in front of the popular clique. I said, ‘Not yet…’

Kendra nodded. ‘Maybe when you do, you could do mine, too. What’s it cost, anyway?’

One of their popular friends said, ‘Why don’t you just get ChatGPT to do it, like everyone else?’

Kendra rolled her eyes. ‘Because then your essay reads like everyone else’s. Duh. And besides, you shouldn’t use AI, it replaces human workers.’

‘What, like this doofus?’ The other girl said, looking snootily down her nose at me.

Ella tried to give me an exit, saying, ‘He’s just been helping me with my homework, not doing it for me. He’s like my tutor, because I don’t get enough time to study because of swim training.’

Swim training. Suddenly, I was imagining Ella looking stunning in a swimsuit. I had to shake the image out of my head for fear of looking like an idiot in front of the popular crowd.

Kendra said, ‘Why don’t you just get him to do the essays for you, and be done with it?’

Ella smiled at me. ‘Because I also have finals at the end of the year, and I don’t want to do as badly as I did in the midterms.’ Then she said to me, ‘Hey, Danny, you want to come by the pool after I’m done training, maybe 6 o’clock? Then we could go to the library…’

But it was Kendra who said, ‘We have that party tonight, El. At Pi Kapp, remember? We’ll have to get ready for it.’

I groaned inwardly at the thought of Ella partying with frat boys, but at the same time, I realized this was something I was going to have to get used to if I was going to continue to see her socially.

Ella nodded, but keeping her feelings out of her expression.

Then she said, ‘Maybe tomorrow, then?’

I followed her lead, acting completely casual and not at all disappointed to think that I wouldn’t see her until the next day. I said, ’Sure, that should be fine.’

Then I drifted away, like none of it was a big deal.

*

When I caught up with Robbie and Matt, who were heading back to the dorm cafeteria for some lunch, they instantly wanted to know what had just happened with Ella.

‘She wanted me to meet up with her after her swim team training this afternoon,’ I said.

Matt groaned. ‘She’s on the swim team as well? Oh my God.’

Robbie said, ‘We should totally go and watch the swim team training this afternoon.’

I scratched my head. ‘I’m sure they don’t just let people in to watch the swim team folks training.’

Robbie said, ‘Sure, they do. There are bleachers at the pool, aren’t there?’

I said, ‘We’re not going to swim team practice to ogle my — ’

I paused, unsure exactly which word described Ella’s current association with me. Date?

‘Cuckoldress,’ Robbie said, with a grin. ’She’s your cuckoldress.’

‘Not yet,’ I mumbled. Then I added, ‘Anyway. Her friend said I couldn’t see Ella after swim team because they’re going to some frat house party this evening.’

Matt melodramatically gasped and looked at me all wide-eyed and slack-jawed. ‘You think she’s going to cuckold you tonight?’ he asked. ‘Maybe she’ll fuck some guy from the party.’

‘Maybe she’ll fuck some guy at the party,’ Robbie suggested.

Well, now I was nervous as hell again. ‘It’s… I mean, we’ve only just started seeing each other,’ I said, feeling uncertain.

‘So, like, you’re not exclusive yet,’ Robbie grinned. ‘Oh, wait, you never will be, huh?’

Matt gave him a look of rebuke. ‘She didn’t tell you she’s planning on doing anything with other guys yet?’ he asked me.

‘No, she didn’t. I’m pretty sure that if she were planning to do something… I mean, the articles say you’ve got to communicate a lot. Everything has to be done with consent.’

‘Not if you’re the kind of cuckold that’s just a guy who gets repeatedly cheated on,’ Robbie argued.

But I shook my head. ‘It’s not like that for us.’

I was so nervous, though. Had I been seeing Ella long enough for her to feel obligated to tell me if she was planning to see another guy? I felt a little lost, a little out of my depth. I didn’t know enough about her yet. I hadn’t even known she did the swim team. I didn’t know anything about her current social status, except that she’d been using Tinder and had just started seeing me.

Robbie said, ‘We should totally go to that frat house party. Which frat is it? We could go in disguise.’

‘What, so they don’t realize we’re nerds?’ Matt laughed. ‘So we don’t get murdered by a bunch of meatheads?’

‘So she doesn’t know we’re watching her cuckold Danny.’

I shook my head. ’She’s not going to cuckold — ’

‘But it is a party. I mean, she’s going to talk to guys there, what else do women do at parties? She might not sleep with anyone, but she’ll be flirting. Maybe she’ll be on the lookout for someone she might want in the future…’

I felt my heart fluttering strangely. And the strange thing was, it wasn’t entirely unpleasant. There was something oddly exciting in what was going on, and I couldn’t even slightly understand why.

The only thought I had was that Ella might flirt with guys at the party and get horny enough to demand to see me afterward. My primitive caveman brain hoped her partying might lead her to want me some more.

Matt said, ‘Don’t you want to see what it’s like to see her chatting up other guys?’

‘If you can’t handle her flirting with them, how the hell are you gonna — ’ Robbie said, and I could see their point.

‘How are we going to get into a frat house party?’ I asked them.

Robbie said, ‘We’ll find a way.’






Chapter 10
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None of us had ever been to a frat party. It was our first year of college, so that didn’t seem so bad. But the truth was, none of us had expected to go to any frat parties during the rest of our college experience either.

And here we were, three dorks stuffed in a banged-up Toyota Camry that used to belong to Robbie’s mom, parked in the street opposite a large house that was leaping about on its foundations as a deep bass beat pumped out the windows.

‘Can’t complain about the parking,’ Robbie said. ‘I guess nobody wants to drive to one of these, huh?’

‘Nobody wants to come back to find their car’s been turned upside-down,’ Matt said.

‘Seriously? Maybe we should park around the corner.’

I was sitting in the back, peering out of the window with binoculars. There were a lot of people at the party, and it wasn’t even all that late yet. I hadn’t seen any sign of Ella yet. I guess I’d hoped to be able to see her from the car, but that really wasn’t going to happen.

The others were using binoculars, too. But Robbie, it was, who finally declared, ‘We’re never going to see anything from here. We’ll have to go in.’

God, we must have looked stupid there in the dark. But now we were getting out of the car, and it suddenly felt so exposed. All three of us had donned our least dorky clothing specially for the occasion, but we still looked like sheep in really crap wolves’ clothing.

‘You think they’ll know we’re not invited?’ I asked the others as we looked both ways and then carefully crossed the street. I was already trembling at how outside my comfort zone this was.

Robbie said under his breath, ‘I don’t see any security on the door.’

Matt said in a low voice, ‘Nobody’s going to ask if we’re invited. As long as we all go in together, and we don’t look scared out of our wits, we’ll be fine.’

I glanced at my phone. It was only 11 o’clock. That seemed pretty late for dorks like us, but maybe that was too early for the likes of Ella McKinney and her friends to turn up to a frat party?

The lawn in front of the frat house was already filling up with an assortment of partygoers. I had an urge to take photos with my phone, for research purposes, in case I ever had to do this again — I’d have more of an idea of what kind of clothes to wear, how to act. Cut-off khakis and Birkenstocks seemed all the rage. Dudes wearing leather necklaces. But I was afraid taking pictures would draw attention to us.

I was so terrified we’d be spotted. There were so many people here, spilling out of the frat house onto the lawn. I was paranoid that Ella would see me there herself and take an instant dislike to me.

‘What if she sees me here?’ I asked the other two under my breath.

‘She’ll think you’re cool,’ Robbie said.

‘I think that ship sailed away a long time ago.’

Matt said, ‘You just happened to be at the same party. No law against being social.’

‘She’ll think I don’t trust her,’ I said. ‘Or I’m too needy. Too clingy. Too possessive — and I only just met her.’

But the large number of people there seemed to work in our favor, allowing us some degree of concealment. Most people were dressed fairly casually, so I took off my tie and unfastened a few buttons on my shirt, and found I fit in much better.

Inside the house, the constant thump of the bass made me feel like I had hiccups. The air smelled of beer and sweat and overly-sweet perfume, laced with a hint of vomit. The floors were sticky. Why would anyone want to live in a place like this?

But the building, the place, wasn’t the issue. I was scanning dozens of faces while trying to look casual and not completely fish out of water. It was immensely stressful. I was sweating like a pig>

Were people looking at us? I couldn’t tell. Most people seemed more focused on the groups they were already in.

We glanced in various rooms, to no avail. What if Ella wasn’t coming? Or if she was already in a bedroom with a guy she’d just met? She’d got into something with me on our first date, after all.

It felt like there were too many walls in this building. There was no way I was going to find Ella. There was nobody here I recognized.

‘She’s not here,’ I said.

‘I’ll go check out the second floor,’ Robbie said. ‘You guys try the basement.’

‘Second floor?’ I felt my heart hammering against my chest.

‘Bedrooms up there, I bet. Maybe she’s banging someone already,’ he said, and it could have been a taunt, and yet in this weird world I now lived in, it wasn’t. My girlfriend, if that’s what she was, had already told me she was going to cuckold me. Like it was a good thing.

Robbie added, ‘She won’t recognize me if she sees me.’ Like he was the best candidate to check the bedrooms upstairs.

I just swallowed and nodded.

We passed a punch bowl on the way back to the stairs. Matt handed me one of the little red plastic cups, and we filled them with punch. It tasted like sustainable floor cleaner. I drank a couple more cups of the stuff to make sure I hated it.

Then we were descending to the basement, clutching cups of punch as though it represented a surefire disguise.

Down here, there was a lot of noise, even above the ever-present thumping music. A lot of yelling, laughing, and shouting. Along a short hallway, we discovered the source of the noise: a load of shirtless frat boys playing beer pong.

I wouldn’t say any of those guys had much skill when it came to beer pong, but I guessed that wasn’t the point. It was an excuse to drink, to show off the physicality of their bare chests, and to generally attract attention. I couldn’t help but be impressed at their brash, cocky, swaggering performance — there’s no way I could have done anything like that. I was an introvert; there was no way around it.

They were getting a lot of attention from the other students hanging around the table. From the attractive women, certainly. I would have envied them that, but I actually didn’t want to be an extrovert.

‘Can’t see her,’ Matt said after a while.

I glanced at my phone. I had a message from Robbie: She’s not up here as far as I can tell.

I felt frustrated. I felt stupid. I said, ‘We shouldn’t have come here.’

Matt said, ‘Maybe she’ll be here later. We just have to wait. Hang out for a bit. You know.’

But I didn’t want to hang out here.

‘Come on, let’s go,’ I said. ‘Maybe I’ll ask her how the party was next time I see her.’

Matt nodded. Despite his curiosity to see how I would cope witnessing Ella socializing with other guys, it was obvious he wasn’t exactly comfortable in this location either. We were not made for this performative partying.

I felt a touch of relief that we were getting out of there. The longer we stayed, the more dangerous it felt. Ella was going to catch me here, and then I’d lose her before I’d even had much chance to be with her, to get to know her.

The thumping bass in the music sounded almost like my heart pumping nervously in my chest as Matt and I made our way up the stairs. Where was Robbie? Did we need to stop and text him, tell him our decision to abandon the mission?

Matt and I drifted outside. The fresher air out there smelled like freedom. It made me feel certain that we needed to get out of here, that I’d made a mistake coming here.

Then I saw her.

She was out there on the lawn at the front of the house, among a group that included a couple of her friends I recognized from English class, but also some guys I’d never seen before. Older guys. Frat boys. Ella was chatting with them, clutching a bottle of beer. Smiling a lot. Laughing.

Flirting with them.

My insides smoldered with desire for her. God. She was absolutely stunning in a little black crop top that showed off her petite figure and bare midriff, paired with jeans that tried to be casual. I felt a jolt of red-hot heat at seeing her so happy, so thrilled to be talking to a bunch of good-looking frat boys who were clearly interested in her. She was having a good time, but not with me. I did like that she was happy, though.

Matt said something about looking for Robbie and disappeared back inside the frat house. I couldn’t take my eyes off the sweet blonde laughing at some musclebound meathead’s joke.

Look at those guys performing for her. Standing with their arms folded in such a way as to emphasize their biceps. Loving themselves as they displayed themselves like peacocks for her. I felt an odd sense of power and ego — that those jocks so clearly wanted Ella, and yet she was mine. A totally unexpected burst of pride.

This was so weird. I did feel jealous, a burn of insecurity mixed with the chill of fear that I might lose her to these handsome, athletic gym monkeys.

And yet I could feel Ella’s excitement at talking with them, at flirting with them. The possibility in the air that one of them might take her hand and lead her into the frat house, up to a bedroom for some private play time. It was intensely sexy, watching her flirt with them, though I could not entirely understand why.

Why would I want her to do something with one of them?

Part of it was wanting her to have a good time. I wanted her to be happy, excited. To have an adventure that would make her feel amazing. Part of it, I think, was that my brain had been conditioned by pornography to want to see others having sex, even my Ella. And yet a strange part was the ego boost of having her sleep with another guy and then want to come back to me. To stay with me, and not him.

This was such a weird experience.

Standing there on the steps of the frat house, I was lost in the bizarre cocktail of feelings and emotions. I was frankly astonished at how aroused I was seeing her flirting with those guys. The way her pretty eyes sparkled, the way she smiled at the one she was obviously most interested in. The way she laughed at his jokes. Tousled a strand of her straw-colored hair. The way she arched her back and pushed out her small but perky breasts to entice his gaze.

I wanted him to take her to a bedroom. God. I was hard thinking about her riding him. How her voice would sound as he made her come.

I wanted her to fuck him so she could come back to me afterward, because she preferred to stay with me.

Then I saw her glance around, and her eyes connected with mine.

Panic gripped my heart. I tried to step back, to find people to hide behind — but it was already too late. Her expression turned to surprise upon seeing me, and confusion upon recognizing me. What was I doing here? Why was I watching her, spying on her? Didn’t I trust her? I felt the need to check up on her. To stalk her.

I waited a moment, frozen like a deer in headlamps, expecting her sweet face to turn sour as she was gripped by annoyance and then raw anger at my insecurity. Why couldn’t I give her some space? We’d only just started seeing each other. Why was I so needy, so clingy, so possessive? Didn’t that mean I was dangerous? That I would make a terrible boyfriend?

Oh, man. I shouldn’t have come here. She was going to end our relationship before it had even really started.

But then the most surprising thing of all happened. After only a brief moment in which I was gripped by terror, Ella’s expression turned to delight, her pretty mouth spreading into the sweetest of smiles, her gorgeous eyes flashing joy my way.

She was pleased to see me.

I took a few steps down the steps, onto the pathway, where it was a little less exposed. I saw her murmur some kind of excuse to her nearest friend, like she was telling her she was going to the bathroom. Her friend shrugged, and then Ella McKinney was weaving through the folks on the lawn toward me.

I caught my breath as the light from the flood lamps on the front of the frat house highlighted her breathtakingly feminine figure as she approached me.

‘Hello,’ she said, giving me an amused smirk.

Was she hiding her anger? Biding her time waiting for the perfect moment to shock me and tell me never to see her again?

‘Hi,’ I said, offering her a warm smile, trying not to let my fears control me.

‘I didn’t think you’d be here.’

‘No, I — ’

I waited a beat, feeling certain she was going to demand that I explain myself, that this was my last hope of keeping her from deciding I was bad news all around. Trying to come up with some words that might explain why I was here, other than to monitor her and make sure she wasn’t out of control with other men. This was my last chance to reassure her that I wasn’t some jealous monster who would be a constant threat if we kept seeing each other.

But she smiled again.

She said, ‘Kendra’s around somewhere — don’t let her see you. She’s already suspicious enough why I would spend any time with… well…’

‘Someone like me?’ I filled in the gap.

I was waiting for her to tell me she couldn’t see me after all. We were too different. Her friends wouldn’t accept her seeing a dork like me.

But there was that smile again. So bright, so sweet.

She glanced around at her friends to check they hadn’t seen her talking to me. Then she lowered her head slightly, offering a wicked smirk, and she said in a quieter voice, ‘Did you come to watch me flirt with guys?’

Like it was thrilling to her.

I was a little dumbfounded. I gave a little shrug as though to deny it, but it came across more like nonchalance.

She said, ‘That’s so hot, I can’t believe it. But I wasn’t really planning on doing much tonight.’

‘No?’

She glanced around — this was dangerous for her, too. ‘I think we need to get our own… thing… going. We need to be really strong together before I really cuckold you.’

I caught my breath again at her use of that word. The ‘c’-word. Yet at the same time, I felt a surge of joy and arousal deep inside, from her affirmation that she wanted to do more with me. That we needed to be strong together.

That meant sex, didn’t it?

It certainly meant getting to know each other more.

I said, ‘Right.’ Feeling a bit stupid because I just couldn’t find the right words to express my feelings. Come to think of it, I could hardly find the right feelings.

She said, ‘Otherwise it’s just like we hardly know each other, and we’re just not exclusive yet.’

‘Where’s the fun in that?’ I said, not sure whether I was cracking a joke or what. I added, more seriously, ‘It’s probably good not to rush things.’

She nodded, then her eyes wandered all over me, for a moment taking in the full experience of the Danny, Duke of Dork.

She smiled as her eyes returned to mine. ‘I like your outfit,’ she said so quietly I almost missed it.

‘Oh, thanks,’ I said, unsure whether she was serious or joking.

Then she said, ‘I should take you shopping sometime. We could go to the mall — nobody goes there anyway. My friends only shop online. We could get some other nice things for you to wear…’

‘Sure,’ I said, not actually quite sure I knew how to take this. I guessed it was nice she was taking an interest in me?

‘Get some outfits for the next time you need to go under cover at one of these parties,’ she smirked.

I thought she was somehow taunting me, because she’d caught me spying on her. But it dawned on me that she wanted me spying on her. It was part and parcel of cuckolding, wasn’t it? The cuckolded man watching his woman cheat on him from across the room. Getting off on the strange cocktail of emotions that the experience gave him.

She had taken my presence at this frat party tonight as just a part of my cuckold nature.

And she wanted a cuckold.

It was astonishing, but it was the only thing that made sense of everything.

But then she hissed, ‘I see Kendra coming back. I should go. I don’t want her figuring everything out…’

‘Of course,’ I nodded, and flicked my eyes to indicate I was planning on leaving anyway.

She smiled and blew me a kiss.

I stepped away, hoping to show her that I was on board with everything. I got the sense that a big, tough, gym-toned alpha male would probably object to the way she was treating me if it were him. He’d want her to be proud to be dating him; he’d want her to introduce him to all her friends and publicly bathe herself in the glory of his possession. Whereas I just wanted to slip away and leave her to it. To bide my time for the chance to spend some time with her when she wasn’t busy with other people.

God, I was pathetic. But hey, I wasn’t a big, tough alpha male. And Ella still wanted to spend time with me.

I had to hang onto that.

I had to walk away, seeing Kendra approach her and pull her back into the circle with all those good-looking frat boys who were plainly after her. I saw Robbie and Matt over by the street curb, looking for me, wanting to escape. I took one last glance at my beautiful Ella flirting with another guy, and decided it really was time to take my unforeseen erection home.






Chapter 11
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‘What happened?’ Robbie asked as I emerged from the crowd to rejoin my roommates.

Matt asked, ‘Did she dump you?’

‘No,’ I said, feeling in an odd kind of daze. ‘She liked that I came here to… You know… watch her.’

Robbie and Matt glanced at each other, sharing a brief look of disbelief.

‘She didn’t accuse you of stalking her?’ Matt asked.

Robbie asked, ‘Was she pissed at you for not trusting her, for thinking she’d just go off and cheat on you?’

I smiled as we crossed the street back over to Robbie’s battered Toyota. ‘No, she thought I came here hoping to watch her hitting on other guys. She was pleased I wanted to watch her, said it was hot.’

‘Man, she’s crazy,’ Matt whispered.

‘No, she just thinks he’s a cuckold,’ Robbie said. ‘That’s why she’s dating him. And tonight he basically confirmed it, so that made her happy.’

I wasn’t sure I liked the sound of that. But I suppose my decision to pursue Ella had involved the intention to pretend I was a cuckold, in order to land her. And so I had done exactly what I’d hoped, hadn’t I?

‘She told me she thought we should work on our relationship before she starts actually cuckolding me,’ I said once we were all safely inside the darkened vehicle.

Robbie was already trying to look through the crowd again with his binoculars. ‘Man, that’s great. So she’s really going to sleep with you before she plans on cheating on you.’

Matt added, ‘Maybe more than once!’

I felt good about that possibility. But now that I’d spent even a little time with Ella, I was thinking beyond the mere chance of having full sex with the most beautiful woman in our English class. What came after that? What would happen when she felt we were somehow ready for her to cuckold me?

Back at our dorm, Marv had returned from a visit to the movie theater and was soon cackling after hearing about our Dork Infiltration of a frat house party. He was also surprised that Ella hadn’t dumped me on the spot, or even gotten angry, because I’d been there to check up on her.

‘She wants him to watch her fooling around with other guys,’ Robbie pointed out.

Marv looked at me, ‘You know this cuckolding thing is kinda freaky?’

I shrugged. ‘That’s why you guys put it on my Tinder profile, right? And now apparently I have to go through with it.’

Matt was laughing. He said to Marv, ‘If he tells her he’s not a cuckold, he’s just some normal dude with a bad haircut, she’ll drop him like an ugly stepchild.’

Marv grinned but chided him, ‘You can’t say that about ugly stepchildren anymore, man.’

I was both amused at Matt for thinking we were somehow ‘normal dudes’ and suddenly paranoid about my haircut. But the moment passed as I reassured myself, remembering Ella telling me I had looked ‘cute’ tonight. But as we all disappeared off into our individual rooms, I couldn’t help feeling a touch of unease at knowing Ella was still at the party. That anything could happen, even if she had told me she wasn’t planning on cuckolding me yet. What if temptation struck? She’d feel justified in doing something, wouldn’t she? Thinking I was a cuck anyway.

Was I jealous?

I was shaking. And yet I was hard, I was aroused. It was horrifying but also, somehow, exciting, to think of Ella flirting with other guys at that party — and the possibility she might be tempted to sleep with one of them tonight. Why the hell was I feeling like that?

And yet Matt had been right: if it wasn’t for my apparent desire for Ella to have fun with other guys as well, she wouldn’t be dating me. If I weren’t a cuckold, she would see me as ‘just some normal dude with a bad haircut’.

Cuckolding was my superpower.

I felt obligated to suppress my jealousy. And the only way to do it seemed to be to focus on the exciting aspect of all this. I would get to sleep with Ella McKinney. And she was sexy as heck.

*

I woke in the dark to someone shaking my shoulder. I’d been dreaming about Ella — of course I had. Now, as I emerged from slumber, I could still smell her sweet, lightly floral perfume. I could hear her soft voice calling out,

‘Danny, Danny, Danny!’

My eyes flicked open wide. Ella was standing right there, having woken me up. Her pretty face suddenly brightened as a smile curled the corners of her mouth upon seeing me wake.

‘Hey…’ I said, trying to sound welcoming instead of shocked as I slowly sat up, rubbing my eyes.

‘There aren’t any locks on any of the doors,’ she said quietly, perching down on the edge of the mattress.

‘No, of course…’ I said. ‘I’m so glad you — ’

She leaned in, and suddenly I was kissing her, and it was so soft and warm and sweet it felt like I’d fallen back to sleep and had slipped into my dream again.

As we were kissing, I opened my eyes again to take in the incredible beauty of her face — but suddenly I saw an awful black shape over by the door, which completely freaked me out.

‘Oh… It’s just part of my Halloween costume,’ Ella giggled.

It was just a long, black hooded cloak she’d hung up on the back of my door — but from the corner of my eye it had seemed like some kind of Dementor come to take me back to Azkaban.

‘What — ?’ I laughed at my idiocy. And now, as I looked closer, I could see there was a small leather bag hanging up with the cloak. Azkaban guards didn’t come with accessories.

She grinned. ‘I thought it might help me avoid being seen on my way over here.’

I laughed. ‘I didn’t think I’d see you…’

‘Can’t you tell? I can’t get enough of you,’ she beamed, and then her hands were on my face again, and we were making out, and was wondering how quickly you could determine you were in love with someone, whether what they said about love at first sight could happen, whether my feelings for Ella were being confused by her sheer beauty, her enchanting charisma, the insane sweetness of her kiss.

Ella climbed onto my lap, and for a long while, we just made out, and it was just phenomenal. I’d never known kissing could feel like this. It was so good, it was almost as though we didn’t need to do anything else.

Periodically, as we continued to kiss, we would open our eyes and look at each other, and when our eyes happened to be open at the same time and our gaze connected, she smiled so brightly at me that I nearly melted.

I couldn’t quite understand why she seemed to be as attracted to me as I was to her.

As though she could read my mind, she said, ‘You have such kind eyes.’

Take that, gym monkey frat boys, I thought. You can’t take steroids and pump a ridiculous amount of iron and have kind eyes.

Honestly, I had no idea what to say to a beautiful woman paying me an unexpected compliment.

For want of something better, I said, ‘What time is it?’

She shrugged. ‘I don’t know. Two, maybe?’

‘Is the party over?’

‘Not this early.’ She giggled. ‘But Kendra hooked up with some frat boy, then Alessandra got roped into playing beer pong because there was a guy down there she likes, and then a couple of my other friends went to find some football players they know… and I realized I could just slip away if I wanted to. Probably no one will even notice.’

Sitting on my lap, she peeled off her little black crop top and, to my surprise, revealed her bare breasts. I tried to keep my calm, knowing that signs of complete amazement would mark me down as a real rookie.

But you know, I’d already put my face in more intimate areas of her body, so I felt confident enough to lean in and take one of her stiff little nipples in my mouth.

She moaned as I sucked on her, wrapping her arms around me as she stirred her hips to grind her crotch on the hardness she could doubtless detect through my pants.

Oh, man. She smelled so good, she tasted so sweet. And every line of her body seemed designed to tantalize my senses.

‘That feels so good…’ she purred as I sucked on her other nipple and stroked her soft, small but perky breasts.

She had really sensitive breasts, I swear it wasn’t anything special I was doing, she just seemed to want a lot of attention there, and I was more than happy to oblige — really, I was in no rush whatsoever. However much time she wanted to give me, I would happily take it.

‘Oh, God, you’re going to make me come, just from sucking on my tits,’ she breathed, as though she couldn’t believe this was happening. I carefully laid her down on the bed and continued kissing around her breasts, rolling her nipples between my fingers and thumbs, then taking them into my hot mouth to tease out her moans.

She wasn’t really telling me what to do, and me being nerdy me, I had already been programmed to maintain a female-led relationship, so I just kept on keeping on.

But you know, I could have sucked on her breasts all night. All week. At least until the hunger pains got me.

And I really think she would have come like that if we’d continued that way. But after a while, when her whole body was writhing, and I thought she might be getting close to orgasm, she took hold of one of my hands and pulled it down to between her legs.

God, who knew a female-led relationship could be so sexy? It was such a turn-on to have her press my hand against her burning crotch, making it clear she needed me to touch her there.

I kissed her neck and pawed at her crotch through her jeans, impressed at how much heat could be conducted by denim. She was moving her hips to rub herself against my hand, but then she was quietly moaning, ‘Please… please… please…’

I managed to unfasten her fly with one hand, and then slipped it inside, my fingers dipping inside her soaking wet panties to find the source of all that heat.

She gave a little cry of joy as my fingers found her slick folds and delved inside. She was so wet already, it was humid like a rainforest inside her jeans.

I carefully thrust a couple of fingers inside her, and she moaned, then grabbed hold of my head with both of her hands to kiss me hard, like she needed to reward me for doing exactly what I’d been told.

She kissed me with real passion, and I took it as a kind of instruction for how I should behave with her pussy. She slipped her tongue into my mouth — and then she was practically fucking my mouth with her tongue, and I matched her pace with my fingers inside her sex.

Jeez. I could smell her arousal in the air. It made my cock throb.

She gave me a break from tongue-fucking my mouth, smiled at me, breathless, her cheeks flushed.

She said quietly, ‘Nobody ever touched me the way you do.’

It surprised me a little, given how many guys I assumed she’d been with before me. And given how little genuine experience I had with the opposite sex. But I’d been touching her the way it said to do so in the various books I’d read. Paying attention to what I was supposed to, being careful where I needed to. A little attention for her clit, but not too much because it was sensitive. A come-hither motion for my fingers inside her, quietly finding the zones that most made her respond.

She pushed me up so she was sitting there on the mattress in front of me, and I was kind of kneeling, and she could work on the buttons on my shirt and then get rid of it.

‘I don’t understand why someone like you would be interested in me,’ I said, not really meaning to say such a thing out loud to her, but feeling so caught up in everything that my vulnerability just seemed to escape.

She smiled, ‘Because you’re cute. And you’re nice. And you’re the best kisser I ever met, and you can practically make me come by looking at me…’

‘But we only just met,’ I said, in awe at her.

‘I knew you were special when I saw your Tinder profile,’ she said.

I felt a jolt of red-hot guilt at that.

She was still hung up on the cuckold thing. And I didn’t want to tell her it wasn’t true.

She stroked my face. ‘I could fall for someone like you,’ she said.

Deep inside, I thought to myself: someone like me. But not me. Because I’m not a cuckold, and she wants a cuckold.

‘I never met anyone like you before,’ I said, and that, at least, was true.

Deep down, though, I felt an odd sense: that the only thing I could do about the lie at the center of our relationship was to try to turn it into the truth.

I had to be a cuckold.






Chapter 12
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She asked me if I might want to go down on her again, and it was a very sweet request. As much as I wanted to do exactly as she asked, it did give me pause.

I said, ‘We’re trying a female-led relationship, right?’

‘Uh-huh,’ she said. ‘So?’

’So you’re not supposed to ask what I might want to do. You’re supposed to just tell me what you want.’

‘Oh,’ she said with a grin. ‘Yeah.’

She leaned into me, gazing into my eyes again, and then she said softly, like she was trying it but wasn’t certain: ‘Danny, I really want you to go down on me.’

‘There, that wasn’t so difficult,’ I said, giving her small but perfect breasts a playful squeeze.

Ella pulled me in for another kiss on the mouth, but then I was trailing kisses down her soft neck, over her chest, her breasts, down her stomach. I tugged at the waistband of her jeans, and she lifted her hips to allow me to pull them down her smooth thighs and off.

She was wearing a little pair of pink satin panties beneath her jeans. I lay down between her legs, curling my arms around her upper thighs and hips to hold her as I began kissing my way around the edge of her panties.

I enjoyed how wet she was already, the dampness smearing all over my face as I stroked her through the sodden material. It was easy enough to slip aside so that I could run my tongue along the slick folds of her pussy lips.

‘Oh yes… just like that…’ she sighed, lying back on the bed, her mouth open to suck in oxygen as I sucked on her pussy.

I gazed up her incredible body as I ate her out, just captivated by her beauty. I reached up to cup her left breast as I ground my nose against her clit, and the way her petite body was moving under me, it was like there was electricity flowing through every single one of her muscles.

She tasted so good, too. I wasn’t completely unfamiliar with the female flavor, but no one I’d ever been with was like this — Ella’s pussy juices were sweet. It was subtle, but I swear it was like lapping up the nectar from some exotic fruit.

‘Oh, that feels amazing,’ she said, gazing down at me.

I found myself wondering what a guy who wasn’t a dork like me might say in this moment. What would I tell her if I were a movie star hero, a highly successful businessman, or an astronaut?

I didn’t know, so I just let some words fall out of my mouth. ‘You taste so good…’

She seemed delighted with that. ‘This is your reward,’ she beamed, spreading her thighs as wide as she could, stroking my hair as I gorged myself on her succulent sex.

‘Oh, yes…’

She gave me so much time. I never had that before. She wasn’t impatient to get to the next thing, or to have me jam my cock inside her and finish the whole encounter as quickly as we could get to it. She was happy to just lie there and tousle my hair with her hands, and let me explore her pussy with my mouth.

I could try things, I could experiment, I could determine what worked and what didn’t. I could optimize my oral algorithm and tailor it to her personal specifications. And she was giving me detailed feedback on everything I did — either through the medium of sighs and moans, or by subtly conveying her feelings through the fingers she was running through my hair.

She even vocalized specific feelings at times, yelling out things like, ‘Oh yeah, oh yeah, oh yeah, like that. Do that more…’

It was the total dream for a dork with a crush. She gave me full access to worship her sex with my face, and I had all the time I needed to iron out the glitches in my performance and modify my behavior to suit her.

Gradually, her fingers on my head became stiffer and more tense, abandoning the stroking in favor of at first holding my head in place, and then increasingly squeezing me. I tried to pull away to ask if she needed a break, but she had me clamped there.

‘You’re going to make me come,’ she insisted. ‘You’re going to make me come…’

What she seemed to want me to do was jam my tongue as far inside her as I could and then grind my nose against her clit. Like that, she was holding my head with both hands and circling her hips under me, to effectively fuck my face.

I was only too happy to be her sex toy. Pretty soon, she was shaking and shuddering under me like she was experiencing some kind of electric shock. Then, suddenly, she let out a high-pitched cry, and my mouth was flooded with warm fluid while her thighs clamped tight around my head.

‘Oh God, oh God, Oh god, I’m sorry,’ she was wailing, when she eventually freed me from my temporary confinement.

‘It’s okay,’ I laughed, but glanced around the room to warn her to keep her voice down because the walls were thin. She immediately got the message and gave me a mischievous grin.

‘I could’ve drowned you,’ she joked, her eyes sparkling, the flush in her cheeks enhancing her beauty.

‘I can hold my breath longer than that,’ I said, as she sat up to give me an apologetic kiss on the mouth.

But now she was onto the next thing: kissing my stomach as she ducked down to unfasten my pants and drag them down my thighs along with my underwear.

‘Oh yes,’ she breathed, apparently approving what she saw as my erection bobbed free of its confinement. I felt a certain pressure dissipate at her reaction, I have to admit.

‘Big enough?’ I said, aware that she had probably seen plenty bigger.

‘Oh yes,’ she was certainly smiley, taking hold of it in one hand, gazing up at me with those sparkling eyes as she ducked down to take the tip in her mouth.

I moaned at the heat enveloping my sensitive glans. Oh. What a sight. The prettiest girl in class stretching her lips around my hard cock. She tucked a rogue strand of her hair behind an ear and bobbed down on it, and it felt incredible.

Oh my God, look at her kneeling down on the bed in front of me, filling her mouth with my cock. Her heart-shaped ass, those smooth, long legs, all that golden hair framing such a wincingly pretty face. I had never seen anything so sexy.

‘Oh my God, that feels so good,’ I groaned, one hand moving to touch her soft hair, to stroke her as she took my cock so deep.

‘Lie down,’ she said, breathless as she gave me space to redeploy.

I lay on my back, and she knelt over me, her soft hair trailing over my thighs as she took me into her mouth again. She was incredibly talented, so sexy, and somehow graceful like none of my exes ever were. Something in my brain seemed to click — a kind of logical connection, I suppose, which forever changed how I perceived female beauty and my own desire.

Before this moment, I’d dated girls, and if I really liked them, I hated that they’d been with other guys before me. I guess it was an ego thing; I wanted to be special to them, and if I was just at the end of a line of other dates, I probably wasn’t all that notable.

But there were benefits to dating experienced women. Confident women. Insatiable women.

There wasn’t an ounce of awkwardness in Ella; there was no self-doubt. And there was no waiting for me to make the next move, for me to decide what I wanted, for me to take a gamble on something she might think was weird or perverted.

She moved so elegantly, she did everything with such grace, her feminine beauty innate and intrinsically part of everything she did.

She sucked on my cock for a while, and then turned her body, swinging a leg over my chest before backing up to ease her gorgeous behind down over my head, her juicy pussy touching down on my mouth.

She wanted my mouth on her sex, and she just moved so that it was. This was a new one for me, but it seemed so natural with her. We fit together so well. I didn’t have to worry about anything, just grabbed hold of her world-class ass and resumed working her sweet pussy with my tongue, her own attention on my hard cock, which she pumped in a hand and explored with great swirling licks.

There was no rush; we were learning from each other, toying with each other, exploring each other.

*

She seemed to be drenched from the waist down, and I was drenched from the neck upwards when she finally pulled herself away from my face, turned, and straddled me cowgirl-style.

She pressed her hot sex against the shaft of my cock, and I swear there was a little hiss sound as her pussy seared my manhood.

She gazed down at me with the kind of intent that was difficult to misinterpret.

Oh my God.

Was this really going to happen? I was going to fuck Ella from English class. Ella McKinney. The hottest girl I’d ever seen. She was magnificent. I had truly died and gone to Heaven.

She said, ‘Condom?’

And I was filled with panic and horror. Oh, Jeez, I knew there was something I should have done. She’d asked me whether I had condoms on our first date, just before Meredith had returned from class to interrupt our first time together. How could I be so stupid as not to go straight out after that to find a CVS and buy condoms?

I guess I couldn’t quite believe she was really going to have sex with me.

And now I had ruined my big opportunity with her.

Yet right now, Ella’s face cracked into an amused smile, responding to the horror that was no doubt imprinted on my face. She said, ‘I have some in my bag.’

She climbed off me, and I felt like I was in some kind of trance watching her move around my room, without a stitch on, and retrieve contraception from the little leather purse she had hanging up with her Dementor cloak.

‘I’m on birth control,’ she said, padding back over to the bed to climb onto me again. ‘But you know… we need to be responsible if I’m going to sleep with multiple guys.’

Her words burned as they entered my ears — a sudden reminder of our ultimate strategy. Well. I’d have to deal with that when it came. I’d have to take the rough with the smooth. For now…

The condom was cold as she placed it on the tip of my cock, but then she used her mouth to roll it down my shaft, so it warmed up pretty quickly. Then she was positioning herself above me, and I could hardly believe this was really happening.

I suddenly felt like I was at Cape Canaveral as the public address system barked out numbers counting down to an important space shuttle launch. But instead of gazing up at a massive rocket, I was looking up at this gorgeous blonde sitting astride me, positioning my cock between her thighs, pointing toward her perfectly hairless pussy.

I trembled a little, hearing the NASA countdown in my head.

Then she suddenly sank down, and I caught my breath at the intense heat that enveloped my manhood. I did my utmost to remain calm and not do some dorky little dance to celebrate — I was inside Ella from English class. I was actually fucking the hottest girl in school.

Oh man, it felt insane.

She moved incredibly slowly at first, gazing down at me with wide eyes of surprise and delight.

‘We’re so good together,’ she cooed. ‘Don’t you think?’

‘Uh-huh,’ I said, hoping my smile didn’t look too cheesy. My face was aching; it was so wide.

‘We fit so perfectly,’ she grinned. ‘Like we were made for each other.’

Oh man, how did she make it feel like that? She moved her hips like she had extra joints there.

‘I need your hands right here,’ she said quietly, like she was trying to subtly give an inexperienced theater kid stage directions in the middle of a performance.

I moved my hands to her breasts, as required. She had such gorgeous breasts. They made a guy question why men seem to obsess over anything larger. Her smile broadened, and she moaned as I gently squeezed and stroked her there, my thumbs finding her nipples — reminding me how sensitive her breasts were.

This moment was so perfect, a living goddess top top of me, riding me, my hard cock deep inside her, her body like some award-winning sculpture looming over me, her breathtaking body, her angelic face, those emerald eyes… I wanted to remember this moment forever.

I was so incredibly fortunate.

And yet, as this gorgeous girl fucked me, a very odd little thought sparked in my mind. I wished Matt and Robbie could experience this.

What would my roommates say if they could be in my place? They’d been living vicariously through me ever since Ella had first messaged me.

What if I let Matt experience this Heaven on Earth someday?

As I said, it was an odd little thought.

Ella went on all fours and told me to take her from behind, and it was just astonishing how sexy she was and how this was like every sexual fantasy I’d ever had all coming together in one magical experience as it came true. And I was thinking how great it would be for one of those frat boys I’d seen playing beer pong to someday get the chance to do this, to experience how incredible my Ella was, and she would come back to me afterward because it was me she wanted to stay with, me she wanted to spend time with.

It was ego, I think. I tried to dispel it, focusing on grabbing her hips and thrusting my hard cock into her, again and again, using it to find the sensitive areas inside her I’d found earlier with my fingers.

It seemed almost easy to make her come. The way her body shook each time, shivering like some kind of serious emergency medical condition, must have been exhausting.

She also soaked my bed completely, but I wasn’t complaining.

We fucked like it was our last chance in this world — she had me on top, she had me in from behind while she stood on the floor and bent over my desk, she had me stretched out on the floor itself, she had me on the bed like we were missionaries.

Eventually, when I couldn’t hold out anymore, she said, ‘I want you to come in my mouth.’

Wow.

She had me sit on the edge of the mattress as she knelt on the floor in front of me, peeling off the condom from my stiff cock. Smiling like it was her birthday, she took hold of my manhood in both hands and started working it.

‘You ready?’ she asked, apparently thrilled at the prospect.

‘Uh-huh,’ I said.

She swirled her tongue around the tip and then engulfed the first few inches of my cock in her hot mouth. Oh, man.

‘You have the perfect cock,’ she said, beaming up at me like she’d won the lottery. ‘Not too small, not too big.’

I laughed. ‘There’s too big?’ I said dryly.

She grinned. ‘Big cocks are nice for sitting on, but not for sucking,’ she said. ‘For my purposes, you’re perfect.’ She stretched her lips around my girth again, as though to prove it.

I thought she was being nice about me being smaller than what she was used to. But she did seem happy with what she had in her hands. I said something about being fairly average.

She grinned. ‘I know you want me to have lots of guys with big cocks fucking me hard before I come home to you on date night,’ she said, ‘But you know I’ll always look forward to this.’

Then she flashed her eyes, ‘And that talented tongue of yours.’

But then she was focusing on my cock, pumping it in her hands, lashing it with her tongue, telling me how much she wanted to taste my cream, that she wanted me to fill her mouth with it, to pump it into her.

It seemed so filthy, so sexy. I’d never been with someone who wanted me to come in their mouth. The few times it had happened with anyone, it had been purely accidental.

It felt surprisingly liberating to be allowed to come like this. Ella looked at me as though she was the one worshipping me, as though she could think of nothing nicer than a throat full of my come.

Finally, when I relaxed and just let go, my orgasm built inside of me like a slow-motion explosion, intense heat blooming as I tilted over the edge of no return — and then I was groaning, and my hard cock was jerking in her hands, shooting spurt after spurt of thick fluid into her eager mouth.

She was swallowing it, and apparently elated to do so, moaning as she got it down her throat. She slipped my cock out of her mouth and giggled when a few little spurts escaped her lips, splashing all over her pretty face.

‘Oh, it’s so good,’ she said, adding with a smirk, ‘I’ll keep you.’

*

I thought she might leave, don her cloak and disappear off again into the night, but she just lay beside me, and we talked.

She said, ‘I want to find out all about you,’ and I warned her she might be disappointed at the lack of real drama in my story.

But you know, we got talking, and it was surprising how easy it was to get autobiographical with her — that she was interested in my childhood in Baltimore, while I found it fascinating to hear about her adventures growing up in affluent western Connecticut. That she’d been something of a tomboy before a Road to Damascus moment in high school, when she discovered she liked sleeping with boys way more than running around with them.

We talked so much, I never talked so much with anyone.

And then we just fell asleep together, and it was the most wonderful thing of all. And that was the first time I really felt that Ella McKinney was mine.






Chapter 13
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I thought she’d disappear back to her own world before the sun came up, worried that people would discover her dork crime. But after a night of incredible sex, she eventually just closed her eyes and succumbed to sleep, her gorgeous form draped all over me.

Then in the morning, I emerged from sleep surrounded by her sweet, gently floral scent, and felt her warm body beside me. I opened my eyes, and there she was, like she’d escaped into the real world from a wonderful dream I’d just been having.

I wasn’t going to kick her out of bed.

‘Kendra went off with some guy,’ was the first thing she said to me, since my expression apparently made it clear I hadn’t been expecting her to still be here in the morning. ‘So she’ll never know I was out all night.’

‘And Meredith…’

She grinned. ‘I don’t care what Meredith thinks. And Meredith isn’t interested in anything to do with me or Kendra, so.’

We lay there, and I stroked her soft, golden hair, amazed at the color, the softness. I touched her face, and she tilted it toward me and gently kissed my lips. How could the simple contact of lips on lips seem so sweet?

We stayed there all morning and most of the afternoon. There was no rush. We just lazily made out, and then I was kissing my way down her phenomenal body as she lay back, relaxing in my bed, just bedazzled by her beauty. And I could hardly believe it, but she just lay there smiling down at me as I kissed my way down her smooth, firm thighs, and then back up again, getting comfortable between her legs before lowering my head to her pussy, to slip my tongue inside her.

I guess she liked that. I was the luckiest sumbitch on the face of the Earth.

That morning, we just lay in bed and leisurely kissed, went down on each other, and gently fucked, slowly, sensually, without any sense of time, just doing what we wanted most in that moment. There was plenty of talking — I don’t remember exactly what was said, getting to know each other stuff, mostly. She asked about my family, and I asked about hers. We discussed movies, books, and music. She wanted to hear me play the piano, so I explained how terrible I was.

It felt like we were meant to be together. I just had to ignore the slight unease I felt from thinking about what was coming for the two of us.

Ella told me she’d never been with anyone like me, she’d never talked this much with anyone. Guys just wanted to screw her and then either fall asleep or leave. Most of the alpha types she’d been with had never been interested in her backstory, her experiences, her opinions. She’d dated two guys who were not alpha studs in order to try something different, but they’d both been disappointing in bed.

‘One guy had the smallest cock I ever saw,’ she said, giggling. ‘I’m sorry. I shouldn’t. He was actually a lovely guy, but I couldn’t feel anything… you know…’

It was weird talking about guys she was with before me. Ella didn’t want to hear my bedroom war stories, of course, but she seemed to think I would enjoy hearing hers. I guess it was interesting. No one I’d ever dated ever wanted to talk about previous sexual experience. And when I thought about it, I didn’t feel threatened by the past. She wasn’t with any of them now. They hadn’t made the grade, so she’d come to find me.

I was just aware that she’d found me because she thought I was a cuckold. Ah well, I was working on that. I’d already decided I’d let her sleep with other guys, and just deal with it as we went.

It was magical just being with Ella. Even if I had to turn a blind eye to her ‘cheating’ on me, I was already feeling that anything would be worth getting to spend more time with her, as much time as she’d give me.

Then it was getting on toward dinner time, where had the time gone? We were both getting quite hungry. Ella climbed out of bed, and I assumed she was going to pull on her clothes and that black Dementor’s cloak before disappearing back to her world. Instead, she retrieved something from her purse, which was still hanging up on the back of my door with that cloak.

A condom. She threw it over to me.

‘How about a little encore before we get some food?’ she asked, bending over my desk to present the tastiest ass known to man.

Wow. My manhood thickened up in record time as I tore open the condom packet and put it on. She giggled wickedly as I held her hips and lined up behind her, then slid my cock inside her gloriously hot sex.

She moaned as I thrust into her, captivated by her feminine form, that heart-shaped ass, the sight of my shaft disappearing between her perfect buttocks. After a morning full of touching and kissing and oral sex, she was already soaking wet. I was up to speed rapidly, her body rocking and shuddering at the force of my cock hammering into her.

‘You’re… just… the right… height,’ she said breathlessly in between thrusts. ‘It feels… so good…’

It was a quickie, if you discounted the entire morning we’d spent slowly building up to it. It took her no more than a few minutes to build up to a gasping orgasm, and I was able to time my own peak to match hers.

Oh, how incredible it felt, wrapping my arms around her as we both came so hard.

*

There were benefits to having my roommates know my dirty little secrets as far as Ella and cuckolding were concerned. For one, she felt like our dorm unit was some kind of sanctuary from her world of popular people.

My roommates knew she was dating me, knew she was planning on cuckolding me, and didn’t adversely judge her. She could relax in their presence and didn’t have to lie about spending time with me. And my roommates adored her. At first, they couldn’t quite get their heads around such an attractive female of the species spending time in our quarters — when she turned up, they treated her like royalty. They did get used to it over time, but still viewed her as some kind of goddess in human form.

Meanwhile, Ella’s presence in our lives seemed to strengthen the relationship I had with my roommates, particularly Robbie and Matt. When Ella wasn’t around, they wanted frequent updates on what we’d been up to together. I didn’t find it intrusive, as I thought I might — partly because I did recognize that they had brought Ella into my life, albeit accidentally. I could get advice from them, use them as a sounding board. And they wanted to live vicariously through me to some extent — although they were as uncertain about the whole cuckolding thing as I was. They had become quite empathetic toward me, knowing I wasn’t a cuckold, but that my only hope of staying with Ella would be letting her cuckold me.

Anyway, they were just happy that association with me meant association by proxy with Ella. And that raise me up in importance in their eyes.

It also meant that Ella could drop by and hang out in our dorm almost whenever she liked — although she had to find the right moments when her own friends wouldn’t miss her, and take care not to be seen entering our dorm. At night, usually when Kendra was sleeping over with whoever she was dating at the time, Ella would don her black Dementor cloak to visit me for a booty call, though I’m not sure whether the cloak concealed her all that well in the darkness, particularly if it wasn’t quite the dead of night. During the day, sometimes she would text me giving me instructions to meet her in a quiet place so that we could find a little sexual release with each other.

In particular, with our little female-led relationship dynamic going on, she would demand ‘tribute’, and I would meet her in the woods by the lake, or in a practice room in the Music Faculty, or even in my dorm unit, so that I could go down on her until she came at least once. I quickly came to love paying her tribute.

To some extent, she could use our cover story, of me becoming a kind of tutor, to help get her through her finals, to explain some of the occasions we were together. And I did help her with her academic work sometimes, because why not? I couldn’t think of a nicer study mate. The time we spent in the library together was generally innocent, but at least we could be together without any Mean Girls getting suspicious.

*

There were more frat parties for Ella to go to, always on the weekends and sometimes a mid-week one, too. She liked it if I went along to watch her from a distance. And inevitably, if I were going, Robbie and Matt would go along with me.

After a while, it stopped being quite so terrifying to be there. I think all three of us dorks settled down and realized most of the kids at these parties were fairly normal college kids, only the top social layer being the ultimate jocks, alpha males, frat boy party hounds who made us nervous to be around.

On occasion, we even found ourselves chatting with a few people we’d never met before, and it was actually okay. One time, Robbie found himself roped into a game of beer pong down in a frat house basement, and he was actually amazingly good at it.

I felt a deep sense of dread in my stomach when I watched Ella interact with other guys at these parties, particularly when she turned on her full flirting power. She assured me afterward — and during, via text — that she was just testing me, seeing how I reacted. Insisting that nothing would happen until we were ready. I still felt threatened, a constant sense of impending doom ticking along in the bottom of my stomach.

Yet at the same time I loved watching how happy she was when she was talking with other people, I wanted her to have a good time, I enjoyed watching other guys express clear desire for her — knowing that at the end of the night she would be in my bed, that I would be the one who got to go down on her, I was the one she would take into her pretty mouth, I was the one she would ride until she was calling out my name.

And maybe a growing part of me was curious to see what would happen if she did go into a room with one of these frat boys. Thinking that they would fuck her, and it would be so wicked and sexy and filthy — but then she would choose to come back to me afterward.

The surprising thing was that I started to really enjoy going to those frat parties. I suspect that it was because, at the end of the night, Ella was always ultra horny. And when I got her back to my dorm room, she was always soaking wet and raring to go.

*

As spring turned to summer, however, Ella started warning that her friends were getting suspicious about her dating hiatus.

There had been occasions when she’d dropped little white lies about dating guys her friends didn’t know and never met, claiming she was meeting people through Tinder. The fact that she had Meredith for a roommate was explanation enough why she wouldn’t bring guys back to her dorm room.

But as May turned to June, Ella told me that her friends were getting suspicious that they never saw her do anything more than flirt with guys at frat parties, and that despite the fact that she had no ongoing boyfriend, she seemed constantly cheerful and so satisfied with life she was practically glowing.

‘I have to try to seem a little more depressed and miserable,’ she told me in bed one night, her fingers curled around my shaft at the time. ‘They can’t understand why I’m so happy all the time, and I’m not with a dreamy guy.’

Kendra, in particular, was getting particularly edgy about not knowing what was going on with her, since the two had become close friends that Freshman Year.

‘I think she can sense I’m not telling her everything,’ she said.

‘What does she need from you, an engagement ring on your finger?’

Ella kissed me. ‘We used to talk all the time about guys. Who we wanted. Who we had. Who was good, who was bad, what happened in bed.’

I nodded, feeling where this was all headed.

I felt a wave of nausea wash through my insides. ‘You think it might be time… for you to start dating other guys?’

She gazed into my eyes and nodded.

‘You want this, though, right?’ she asked me. ‘You want me to cuckold you.’

Oh God. I could have stopped it all there. I could have said I’d changed my mind, that she was all I needed, that I just wanted her to be with me, that we were perfect for each other, and why would we need anyone else to be involved? I could have told her maybe it was time for our relationship to go public, to turn it into some conventional deal. She could tell her friends I had started out as some English class nerd, but she was rapidly converting me into a real Prince Charming.

This was the big fork in the road.

And yet I sensed that she needed me to say I wanted her to cuckold me. Deep down, I was certain that if I called off the cuckolding plan, she would feel real disappointment. I feared that if I tried to force us into a more conventional path, she would quickly get bored with me and want to move on, returning to her pattern of banging various jocks and frat boys with enormous cocks.

I couldn’t lose her, not now.

‘I want you to cuckold me,’ I said. ‘I think I’m ready.’

She looked at me with such desire, and with so much affection in her eyes, I swear something inside me clicked. I imagined what it might be like if some other guy were with us now, naked, kneeling behind her, sliding his big cock inside her as she gazed at me like this, grateful that I was allowing her this experience, in awe at me for sharing her, thrilled that she would have a guy who would allow her such adventures.

I heard her gasp, her eyes dropping to gaze at my cock as she held it in her hands.

‘You just got so much harder,’ she breathed.

‘I guess… I like the thought of you dating someone else,’ I said, and it seemed like it was only half a lie.

Her eyes blazed. ‘Take me now. From behind. I can’t believe how horny you make me.’






Chapter 14
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We spent a lot of time together during the few weeks up to finals. Ella said it seemed only natural that this was the time she would need the most tutoring to help her through the end-of-semester testing. She said none of her friends were suspicious of us hanging out together at the library for long periods. She’d told them she wasn’t so hot academically, and she needed help if she was going to get a passing grade and stay in college next year.

It wasn’t entirely true — she wasn’t amazing academically, but she was perfectly fine. She wouldn’t need my help to pass, though we had so much time together, we could actually revise and prepare for finals and still have plenty of time for non-academic endeavors.

We did spend quite a lot of time at the library because it was a safe space for us, given her status within the popular clique. But Ella liked to abuse our time among the bookshelves for our own nefarious purposes.

I would be sitting at a table, cramming my head with details about Dickens’s plot devices, and she would breeze by and drop something in my lap, which turned out to be her panties. I was more than a little surprised the first time that happened. I’d look up at her as she entered the book stacks, and she would glance over her shoulder at me, offering an amused, seductive look to entice me to her.

Then we’d find a quiet corner of the bookshelves where I could kneel down in front of her and make her come with my mouth. She liked to wear short skirts as the temperatures rose that summer, but also to make it easy for me.

It turned working in the library into a thrilling experience — I never knew when my gorgeous girlfriend, whom I now accepted was, would suddenly get horny and demand tribute. It was frequently, though: she certainly had a healthy appetite for sex. And while I didn’t often get the chance to have an orgasm myself in the library, it was so wonderful to give them to her, and then when I got back down to work, either on my own revision or helping her, I would be sitting there with her sexy scent all over my face, and I could dwell on what I’d just done with her until we eventually sneaked into the Music Faculty, or into the woods, or some other genius hiding place for me to properly fuck her.

As part of our tutorial act, I would sometimes go to Ella’s dorm room to meet up with her so that we could head off to the library together. It felt too risky to do anything R-rated in her dorm room, but it felt like a believable part of our cover story for me to occasionally meet her at her dorm. It meant I connected with Kendra a little more. At first, she was amused at me for being Ella’s pet dork. But somehow, the more she came to know me, her stance toward me softened. I think she saw how Ella and I were together, that Ella clearly liked me, even though we were careful not to project any amorous vibes in her presence, or in front of anyone Ella knew.

There were even times when Kendra asked me for help with her English Lit revision, and at least I could do as she wanted: that part of our cover story held up.

Ella and I were careful to treat each other with an almost professional detachment when we were in the presence of Kendra, or Meredith, or any of Ella’s buddies in English class, swim team, or wherever. But it wasn’t like I was a professor. Kendra definitely seemed to buy our cover story, so while I was there, she didn’t seem to have a problem with talking to Ella about things like dating — about guys she liked, guys she thought Ella would like, and so on.

And a few times, I arrived at Ella’s room to find them flicking through profiles on Tinder.

As our finals approached, along with the imminent end of the academic excuse Ella had given for not putting herself out there dating-wise, I recognized the mounting peer pressure Ella faced to get back into publicly dating hot guys.

Of course, Ella was under the impression that I was eager for her to get to cuckolding me.

It meant that while we were together, she sometimes tried to push my buttons, as though she thought it would be a real treat for me. She might point out guys she liked the look of, she might tell me about someone memorable she’d slept with, she might talk about how it would be if she found someone with whom she wanted a more sustained sexual relationship.

I didn’t try to stop her talking about any of it; I didn’t try to avoid the subject because I hoped that exposure might slowly lessen the fears I had about what would happen.

Although I had to maintain my central lie—that I was a cuckold, and always had been, and that I had been on Tinder to find someone to fulfill that fantasy with—I could at least share some of my true feelings on the matter with her, partly because I had told her from the beginning that I’d never done cuckolding for real before.

So while it was accepted between us that we both wanted this, I could at least share my anxieties with her, and she could reassure me and work with me on it.

For example, my biggest fear was losing her, and she understood that well enough to give me a lot of reassurance that she was mine, that she felt strongly about me, and that she earnestly believed we were meant to be together. That reassurance ultimately led, one night while we were safely shut away in my dorm room, to her dropping the ‘L’ word for the first time.

Wow. I was stunned, not for the first time in her company.

‘Is it too soon?’ she said, worried from my silence that she’d made a huge faux pas.

‘No,’ I said, the most incredible feeling of warmth and sweetness filling my entire being. ‘No, not at all.’

‘I mean… I never said it to anyone before. Or… I never meant it before.’

There was a moment where we just looked at each other, and she seemed to be waiting for something, and I couldn’t think what came next. Then it hit me.

‘I love you, too,’ I said, and now I was concerned she might think I was only saying it because she’d said it to me. So I added, ‘But I think I’ve been in love with you ever since we first met.’

She gave me one of those trillion-dollar smiles that just melts me.

And somehow the sex was even sweeter after we’d told each other how much we were in love.

*

Finals went okay — I did pretty well, as was generally expected. Ella got a very good grade too. I told her she would have passed fairly easily without my help, but she believed my tutoring had actually made a difference. Kendra passed, too, and even she was grateful to me for what help I’d given her.

But now I had no reason to keep spending time with Ella in the eyes of Kendra and the popular clique. That was more than a little frustrating.

Ella would visit me in the dead of night for booty calls — wearing her long black cloak each time. I would lean out my window to watch her coming. She was pretty good at keeping to the shadows, but I would spot her moving along from street lamp to street lamp like some kind of 19th-century widow secretly violating an official curfew.

It was always very exciting when she came over, but usually she would not stay the night unless she was certain Kendra was spending the whole night with a guy somewhere instead of in their room. I was happy enough with a couple of hours with her, though. And the booty calls became more frequent when we couldn’t spend time during the day together.

But while, for me, the sex was the main deal for those booty calls, Ella also wanted to keep me constantly updated on her cuckolding plans.

I listened patiently and tried to seem interested. I had to pretend to find it really hot, that she was now chatting to guys on Tinder, and that there were a few she was interested in meeting. I suppose I did like how excited she was about the prospects. She liked the idea of being able to have a little naughty fun with hot guys and then come back to me to turn me on by sharing details. It got her seriously wet just thinking about it — and that in turn got me all fired up.

When she told me one night that she had finally agreed to have coffee with a guy called Reese, my anxiety levels shot through the roof.

‘It’s just coffee,’ she said, apparently trying not to get my hopes up. ‘Maybe it’ll turn into something, maybe it won’t.’

But I remembered how it was having coffee with Ella McKinney. If the guy had an ounce of sense, he would do anything he could to get her interested in sleeping with him. And Ella seemed very open to something now, if only to break the ice in her recent dating record, and allay her friends’ suspicions.

I suppose it was a problem that we weren’t completely on the same page with all this. She thought I might want to watch from a distance as she met Reese for coffee, that I might get a kick out of it. I had to make up some very unfortunate obligation as a reason why I would not be there to see it.

Yet then I was on my own, somewhere else, knowing she was meeting another guy with a view to potentially having sex with him. I felt awful. Terrified, nauseous, feverish. I went to the Music Faculty to practice some piano, and didn’t have enough focus to get through eight bars.

It was just coffee, I told myself. And when it was sex, it would be just sex. She wasn’t out there to find a guy to love. She didn’t want to replace me.

That night, when she came over for her usual two hours after midnight, she was so bubbly and giggly and horny that it was difficult not to be caught up in it. When she was particularly cheerful like that, she always seemed to step up a gear in her attractiveness — something about the sparks in her eyes, the way she smiled so much, the brightness in her demeanor just had me captivated to a whole new level.

And so when it came down to it, a big part of me liked that she’d met Reese for coffee. That he would be at one of the frat parties the following Saturday. That something might happen between them.

I wanted Ella to be this happy. I wanted her this horny.

In a strange way, it took out some of the responsibility I had for making sure she was constantly happy, and meant I even felt a touch of relief. It was good to delegate sometimes. It was good to get help to do things, even things like keeping your gorgeous girlfriend happy.

From the moment she came into my room, hung up her cloak on the back of the door, then turned to me and giggled as she reached under her skirt to pull her panties down, she was just a delight. She was talking about him, about another man, and somehow it made me want her more.

‘He’s a sophomore,’ she said, and it didn’t take a genius to realize that dating older guys had more kudos for Ella’s circle. ‘He plays football, but he tore his ACL at the end of last season, so he’s not sure he’ll make the squad next season.’

I was just lying there, wondering what she wanted me to do. She wasn’t really focused on me, but I was enchanted by her enthusiasm, her effervescent disposition — I wanted her so badly, I didn’t care that she was talking about someone else, thinking about someone else.

She hopped up onto the bed, standing over me so I could see under her skirt. I thought she might drop down and take my thickening cock inside her for a quickie, perhaps to get some release from the buzz she’d had from meeting Reese. But she lifted her skirt, stepped over my head, then lowered herself directly onto my face.

I lapped away in pure ecstasy as she ground her pussy against my mouth and told me about her new target, and the possibility that she might see him again at the final frat party before Summer Break, on Saturday night.






Chapter 15
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That Saturday afternoon I went with Matt and Robbie to watch Ella at her final swim team competition, against one of our college’s biggest rivals.

Of course they mainly came along to check out the female swimmers in their swimsuits — and particularly Ella. Well, she didn’t seem to mind that they had invited themselves along with me. But along with the ogling, they were keen to ask me if I was really going to let my hot new girlfriend sleep with another guy at the frat party in the evening.

’That’s the deal,’ I said, and feeling an urge to place blame on them, I added, ‘It’s how you guys tricked her into dating me, so…’

Robbie muttered, ‘I still wouldn’t do it. I mean, she’s gorgeous… look at her. And a swimmer. Man. But to know she’s going off to bang some other guy…’

‘I’d do it,’ Matt countered. ‘I mean… sure… she’s kind of a slut.’

‘Hey,’ I snapped.

‘I mean, I could turn a blind eye to her fooling around with some guy just for fun — you know, if I’m definitely getting more sex with her.’

Robbie said, ‘You’re obviously into her, and I can understand that. But it’s gonna hurt.’

I did feel some low, throbbing pain at the thought of her actually going through with it. Cuckolding me. And yet, when I analyzed that pain, I saw that it was really emanating from the fear that I would lose her. But the rational part of me could counter that argument by remembering that she loved me. We’d said the ‘L’ word to each other.

I said to them, ‘It’s just sex. She’s just having some fun with another guy. It’s like dancing with somebody else at a club.’

‘But he’s putting his thingy inside her,’ Robbie said, his face looking like he’d been forced to eat a slug.

‘His ‘thingy’?’

‘She’ll have a shower after,’ Matt said. ‘What’s the difference? Or do you have to wait until the purest of virgins comes along in order to date someone?’

Robbie shook his head. ‘I’m just saying. She’s with you. And now she’s fucking some other guy. And then she comes back to you. Fucked by someone else.’

I shrugged. ‘I am nervous about it. Scared, I guess. I’m not saying I won’t react badly when I know it’s happening. But maybe I just try to think of it like… you know… she’s an actor, in a role. She has a sex scene with another actor, that’s all. Their… bits… will touch. So what’s the big deal?’

‘I think I’d be scared she’d come back to me and realize I’m lousy in bed,’ said Robbie, perhaps a little more candid than he’d meant.

‘But I’m not lousy in bed,’ I grinned. ‘I mean, I might not be Conan the Barbarian between the sheets, but I definitely have a very particular set of skills.’

‘That’s the way to look at it,’ Matt nodded and patted my back, like he was my swim coach or something.

I said, ‘When I think about my fear. It’s all about losing her. It’s like instinct — I’m with the most amazing person I ever met, how could I deal with not having her anymore. But if I think about it, of course she’s going to come back to me after. The whole reason she’s with me is she wanted to explore cuckolding. And cuckolding means you go back to your partner after sleeping with someone else.’

The girl sitting in the row in front of me turned around to give me a weird look over her shoulder. I guess I’d said the ‘c’ word a little more loudly than I should. I was getting more accustomed to it.

Matt said, ‘It still comes down to… would you bang the hottest chick in the world even if she refused to be exclusive with you. And every time she bangs someone else, you get that choice again. Would you have her the next time?’

Robbie said, ’If she had a proper shower. Three proper showers.’

Matt and I laughed.

Ella looked pretty incredible in her swimsuit, though we were watching her from distance. I guess it was an ego boost that my roommates were openly attracted to her, and though it was weird talking about my cuckolding, it gave me an odd little thrill.

Somehow the basic caveman part of my brain was too overwhelmed by the simple fact that I was allowed to sleep with a woman like Ella, and it corrupted the feelings of jealousy I should be having over other men wanting her.

After the competition was over — our college winning the event, yay — we spectators in the bleachers filed out of the building, and then the swimmers came out to mingle with their friends and family. Robbie and Matt stuck around to say ‘hi’ to Ella, who came out like the other swimmers wearing her warm-up sweats, her long golden hair tied back in a tight ponytail.

‘Hey guys,’ she said to them, amused at her little dorky fan club.

‘Congrats,’ Robbie said — Ella had won three of her four events.

And Matt said, ‘You’re amazing… at… you know… swimming.’

Ella giggled at my poor roommates’ awkwardness. ‘Thanks, I guess,’ she grinned. ‘It was nice of you to come support us.’

There was a whole awkward beat where my roommates didn’t know what to say to an attractive female, and Ella was a little taken aback at their basic inability to hide their thirst.

But then Ella turned her head, and I followed her gaze to see some of her popular clique approaching — including Kendra, who was also dressed in swim team sweats though I clearly hadn’t noticed she’d been in any of the races we’d watched. I guess we’d been watching from distance.

My insides froze. Damn it. They weren’t supposed to see me talking to her.

‘Hey guys…’ Kendra said as the four girls arrived, looking somewhat surprised and some might say disaffected by this fine array of dorks thronging their friend. Then Kendra’s eyes met mine, and I saw the spark of recognition on her face. ‘Hey, Danny. How you doing?’

‘Hey Kendra. Good, how’re you?’

‘Came by to cheer on the team?’

‘Go Alpacas,’ Robbie said with a wry fist pump.

Ella gave me an apologetic flash of her eyes, and I gave her a little nod to signal that I knew the expected course of action for this unexpected interruption.

I smiled at her politely like I was a mere professional acquaintance, and said, ‘Uh… well, it was nice to see you again, Ella. Congrats again on the win.’

‘Thanks for your support, guys,’ Ella said to us, and I glanced at my roommates and gave an almost imperceptible head flick to urge them to follow me away from Ella as she got into chatting with her usual clique.

Kendra gave me an unexpectedly suspicious glance before we were completely out of the popular girls’ radar range, but then we were away.

‘I thought you were going to hang out with her before the party,’ Robbie said, as we drifted back toward our dorm.

‘I thought so too. But you know… keeping up appearances.’

Matt laughed. ‘You’re the shameful mistress,’ he said.

I shrugged and smiled. ‘I don’t care. I get to date her. I don’t need her friends.’

‘Somebody else gets to date her at the party,’ Robbie pointed out. My friends couldn’t get enough of the weirdness of the whole cuckolding thing. I felt an odd little shiver run through me at his reminding me.

‘Well… she’ll have a little fun, then she’ll come find me,’ I said. ‘I’m glad she’ll have a good time. I hope she does.’

‘You hope she gets well fucked?’

Matt came to my aid, ‘At least you’ll get fucked tonight as well,’ he said. ‘I mean… there is that.’

‘I like it when she’s happy,’ I said, trying to brush off the hand of jealousy as it touched down on my shoulder. ‘It’s okay if she’s with someone else because I know she wants me more.’

Robbie said, ‘You sound like you’ve been brain-washed, dude.’

I shook my head, breathed. Focused on the positive feelings about dating Ella. ‘Look… this is just the way it has to be, if I’m going to keep seeing her.’

My roommates gave me pitying looks, even Matt, who always made it clear he’d choose to be cuckolded in an instant if it meant half a chance of sleeping with a vaguely attractive woman.

But then my phone buzzed with an incoming message, and it was Ella, asking me to meet her at the College front gates in half an hour. I showed it to Robbie and Matt, as though I needed to prove that Ella wasn’t just going to completely abandon me because her friends wouldn’t approve of our relationship.

I could tell them all I wanted that it was completely okay what was happening. Deep down, though, I was a churning mix of pleasure and pain, fear and desire.

*

I couldn’t see her as I emerged from the College campus a little more than a quarter of an hour later. There was a long moment where I thought I’d been stood up, though I felt certain there had to be a reason why she’d been delayed, or something like that.

Then I was startled by someone tapping a car horn — and saw Ella driving a bright red mini Cooper.

‘Come on!’ she grinned, as other traffic started lining up behind her on the road.

I scampered over and climbed into the passenger seat. It wasn’t the most spacious of vehicles, huh. But it looked pretty new.

‘This is yours?’ I said as we sped away.

‘I don’t use it very much,’ she said.

‘Man, I’d use it all the time if I had a car. Where are we going?’ I asked her. ‘I thought we were just going to… hang out… until the party.’

‘We’re going to the mall on the other side of town,’ Ella explained.

‘Oh, right,’ I said, trying to hide my disappointment that we were going to such a public place, since I’d hoped that spending time with Ella before the frat party would at least involve some kind of making out or associated activities.

She smiled sweetly, ‘I need to get something to wear for the party.’

‘Of course.’

‘And I want you to help choose an outfit that Reese will like.’

My heart took a sudden swan dive to the floor.

‘That Reese will like?’ I couldn’t help sounding a little stunned for a moment, before I remembered some of my cuckolding research from a while back. Some guys like to help their partner prepare for their dates with other men. It brings the couples closer together, and makes the cuckold feel more involved in his partner’s date with another man.

Ella flashed me a mischievous grin. ‘You can help me pick out some sexy lingerie for him to peel off me tonight,’ she said, like it was her gift to me for being such a wonderful secret boyfriend.

‘Oh… uh… great…’ I said, feeling my heart pounding in my chest, the anxiety so intense it felt like I couldn’t breathe properly.

And yet I was sitting there in the front seat of her Mini Cooper with a massive erection. What was that about? I was apparently hugely turned on by the thought of Ella stripping out of her sexy lingerie for another man.

Ella giggled. ‘It seems weird we’re actually doing this, huh?’ she said, interpreting my mixed response to her plans.

‘Yeah, a little weird,’ I smiled, trying to calm myself down. Affecting the body language that said I wanted to do this, it was just that I was somewhat inexperienced in practice.

I had to admit, the thought of helping Ella shop for lingerie was pretty enticing. I’d never been with a girl to help her shop for underwear before, it felt so intimate. I was thrilled to think that we were close enough for her to want to do such a thing with me. It gave me some real positive vibes to hang on to as I suppressed my jealousy and fear while we parked and went into the mall.

The mall was basically outside the next town over, not really on the other side of our college town. I pointed out that we could have gone to the Outlets, which were closer, but Ella said there was less chance of anyone she knew being here. That was good enough for me. The mall was pretty empty, on the whole, but there were definitely a few guys we walked past who gave me envying looks, assuming I was lucky enough to be dating Ella. I liked that.

I didn’t mind so much perusing the stores looking for a ‘cute’ outfit for her to wow the guy she was intending to seduce that evening. She wanted my view on everything, but that was nice.

The best part was when she led me into the fitting rooms, and told me to sit in the chair while she tried stuff on.

‘You didn’t want to change into something a little easier to deal with?’ I grinned, watching her peeling off her swim team sweatshirt and pants to reveal her swimsuit.

’Yeah, I probably should have,’ she smiled. ‘But I don’t like to shower at the College Pool, and I didn’t want to have to go all the way back to my dorm and then come find my car. And that would have wasted loads of time I could spend with you.’

‘Aww,’ I beamed, enjoying the close-up view of her in her tight swimsuit.

‘My suit’s dry, so I don’t have to take it off,’ she said, putting on her new clothes over the top of the suit.

Later, though, we were in Victoria’s Secret and she was trying on a lace bodysuit, she had to peel off the swimsuit too. I loved the fact that she was so freely stripping off in front of me, that I got to sit there in the fitting room and watch her get naked.

Man. She smirked at me and threw her swimsuit at me before trying on the bodysuit.

I held the swimsuit up to my face and took in a deep chestful of her scent. I was so obsessed.

Anyway. There were two lingerie stores and a department store in the mall, so there was plenty of choice for something to make Reese speechless when she stripped off for him. I thought it would be embarrassing walking around shopping for women’s underwear, but it actually felt safe because I was with Ella, and the thought that other people assumed I was simply out with my girlfriend as she looked for something sexy to wear was way better than the truth. People probably wouldn’t give me envying looks if they knew we were out to shop for underwear so she could sleep with someone else.

But, I guess there was plenty to excite me watching Ella trying on underwear to distract me from the cuckolding aspect. And yet if I really think about it, the cuckolding aspect lent the occasion a kind of air of danger and fear that may even have enhanced the experience. Like I was involved in some kind of extreme sport. There were adrenaline rushes to be had here, but I was always walking the edge of the precipice. One accidental slip, or a gust of wind, and I could end up plummeting to my death.

Ella ended up buying way more clothing than she could wear for a frat party. It was noticeable, I guess, that she came from a fairly affluent background. And she didn’t just shop for herself — we found a number of different combinations for me, which would help me fit in when I went under cover at frat parties or wherever.

It was surprisingly nice having a beautiful woman as my personal shopping assistant. It was even nice when I was trying things on and she was watching me, ogling me as I stripped off, giving me unexpected little compliments. I guess my time in the gym paid off, even if I wasn’t one of her musclebound athletes.

But we didn’t fool around much while we were shopping — we didn’t stop for a makeout session in a fitting room stall, she didn’t hop in my lap for a quickie when she got naked. At least not until we were done shopping, because Ella didn’t want to get sweaty when she was trying on clothes. Once we were done, though, she led me back to Victoria’s Secret.

‘I’ve always wanted to be wicked in Victoria’s Secret,’ she whispered as we found a couple of things she could pretend she needed to try on.

‘We’ll have to be careful, the shop staff have got to be wise to this kind of thing,’ I warned, though I was out-of-this-world excited she wanted to do something wicked in Victoria’s Secret.






Chapter 16
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In the fitting room we were making out immediately the bright pink door was closed, but at the same time Ella was wrestling with my belt and fly, and pushing down my pants and underwear to liberate my hard-on. She had me sit on the bench seat, holding up a forefinger to her lips as though she needed to warn me to keep silent before she knelt before me and took my cock in her hands — and in her mouth.

As turned on as I was by having a gorgeous blonde hungry for my cock in Victoria’s Secret, it was a nervous experience given that the door to our fitting room did not reach the floor, making us feel somewhat exposed.

But this was what Ella wanted, so I went along with it.

We knew we didn’t have long. It felt so good having her hot mouth on my manhood, her tongue swirling eagerly around it, and yet it was only for a few minutes at most. Then she had a condom in her hands, rolling it down my shaft before she rose to her feet and turned away from me, pulling down her sweatpants and the panties she’d bought earlier that afternoon at Macy’s so she could back up onto my lap and take my cock inside her soaking pussy.

A bit of a rush, in other words. She fucked me while I sat there, facing away from me toward the door as though it provided a better defensive position in the event of discovery. It was so sexy, the possibility of being caught adding to the experience, the fear somehow heightening the senses as I held her hips and pulled her beautifully sculpted rear onto my lap again and again.

After a while, she sat back and told me to come, that we had no more time. I held her tight, wrapping my arms around her as I kissed the back of her neck and released my hot load deep inside her.

We did get some suspicious glances from the shop staff as we left, but they weren’t going to do anything — and we’d left the fitting room perfectly clean and tidy.

*

I was feeling just amazing as we returned to her bright red Mini Cooper.

‘Oh. I have a present for you,’ she said as we entirely filled her small trunk with shopping bags.

‘A present?’

She smiled brightly, filling my entire being with light. ‘We’ve been together three months now,’ she said. ‘I wanted to mark the occasion.’

Had it really been that long?

We climbed into the car, and she popped the glove compartment. Inside was a small, luxurious-looking box that looked distinctly like the kind of thing you’d get from a very expensive jewelry store.

I froze. Surely she hadn’t got me a ring? I mean… if she’d asked me to marry her, I would have said ‘yes’ in a heartbeat. And, you know, we were doing the whole female-led relationship, albeit in a very soft kind of way, so would it be so out of the bounds of possibilities for her to propose to me?

But it had only been three months. That wasn’t all that long.

I think what freaked me out a little, as I pulled the little box out from the glove compartment, was how serious this might be for us. Pretending I wasn’t having another anxiety attack, I focused on breathing. Maybe she’d just bought me a friendship ring. That could be a first step in a relationship, couldn’t it?

‘Open it,’ she said softly in the silence.

I lifted the lid of the box, which was hinged exactly as the cliched engagement ring box might be. Before I really had the chance to look at it properly, I caught a flash of quality silver, and it made me jump, thinking it really was a damn engagement ring. But it wasn’t an engagement ring.

In fact, I didn’t know what it was.

At first, I thought it was a funny little sculpture — it only took a moment to realize the overall shape was phallic, and it struck me as amusing that she would present me with this kind of token celebrating our phenomenal sex. But then my eyes registered certain details — the tiny little brass padlock that contrasted with the silver metal rings and hoops that were shaped to fit around a flaccid penis.

‘A… cage?’ I said, aghast at what I was holding in my hands.

She said softly, ‘I know we talked about it… you know… being one of the things you didn’t want to do…’

I took it out of the box. Jeez. It really was a cock cage.

The moment I laid eyes on it, I was trembling all over again. And yet, weirdly, my manhood was actually thickening up again as I sat there in the passenger seat of her car. My sex-obsessed caveman brain again, figuring that Ella was thinking about my penis, so she must want more sex.

I glanced at Ella, who had a highly apologetic expression on her pretty face, but she also seemed kind of hopeful — hopeful I wasn’t going to explode into fury at her going against my express wishes, hopeful I might actually want to try this weird, quasi-Medieval contraption.

‘I’ve been reading more about everything… ” You know… female-led relationships…’ she said, her voice soothing and reassuring in tone, as though we were trying to defuse a bomb and didn’t want anything to set it off early. ‘I guess… I kind of like the idea of owning you… of keeping you from using your equipment unless you’re with me.’

I took it out of the box. My cock was now hard, and the bulge in my pants made me wonder if it was going to hurt having a cage that was obviously made to fit a flaccid cock.

Damn, was I really considering doing this?

The metal seemed very cold. And somewhat hard and unforgiving.

She said, ‘It turns me on like crazy thinking of you waiting for me while I’m on a date with some other guy… of how aroused you’d be thinking of what I’m doing with him… and you have to wait until I come back to you for release…’

Oh goodness. Her words, her seductive tone, the way she was instilling the thought of having sex with her as part of the package deal… I was hard as a rock now, and even I was turned on at the thought of her putting this cage on me.

‘You think it’ll fit me?’ I said in barely more than a whisper.

The bottom line was, I didn’t want to disappoint her. I felt compelled to keep her happy. I would try it if she wanted. But what if she went off for a night out with some stud, and while I waited for her, I got an erection? Would this thing cut me to pieces?

Ella glanced out the window as though checking we were unobserved, and then leaned over, her hand spreading over my thighs and then sweeping over the bulge in my jeans. I moaned as she touched my hard-on through the denim.

‘Well, I’m not sure it would fit if you’re like this,’ she grinned, stroking my hard-on now. ‘But it’s supposed to be one of the bigger ones on the market.’

In the box, underneath the fake-velvet display part, there were some additional rings that I guess allowed it to fit guys of different shapes — and a little brass key.

‘There’s only one key,’ I said, wondering what she proposed doing with it.

’No, there are two,’ she brushed her hair off her shoulders and out of the way of her neck, and I saw that the little gold necklace she was wearing had a tiny key beside the locket which matched the one I was now holding.

‘I keep this one,’ she said firmly. ‘And we’ll hide the other one somewhere safe… in case I’m unavailable, and you have some kind of emergency situation.’

It was difficult to be too offended or enraged by her wish to see my penis locked up when she had one hand stroking me, the other now returning to my crotch to unfasten my fly.

‘It’ll never fit if you’re like this,’ she cooed, and to my surprise, as soon as she had my cock jutting free of confinement, she ducked down to take it into her mouth.

Oh, it felt so good. Even after everything we’d done in the mall, and in particular in Victoria’s Secret.

I felt that burning fear of discovery, the pressure coming at me from all sides that we were breaking the law by doing this in a public place. But we weren’t parked close to the mall building, and there weren’t any people anywhere near us right now.

I handled the strange cock cage, and her actions had the unexpected consequence that I was beginning to want to try it now… my brain was getting confused by being so aroused by her sucking my cock, associating it with the strange metal contraption she had bought me.

And the thought of her wearing a necklace on which hung the key to my manhood… why was that such a thrill?

It was all about the sex — everything came back to the thought of having sex with the most gorgeous woman I’d ever known. Everything she wanted to do to me was caught up in a maelstrom, and at the heart of it all was the promise of more sex with Ella.

She was rewiring my brain with her offer of continuing sexual activity with me.

Suddenly, the feeling of her mouth on my cock was just too overwhelming, and I couldn’t stop myself from letting go, blundering past the point of no return. I squeezed her shoulders, warning her what was coming, making it clear I was going to come, though all I could get out of my mouth was a low groan.

She clamped her lips tight around my girth and moaned contentedly as though instructing me to give it to her. The vibrations from her moan somehow took me over the edge, and then I was pulsating with sexual bliss as the cream shot out, spurt after spurt, into her willing mouth.

She continued moaning as she swallowed, like she was experiencing pure ecstasy.

I was entering a state of nirvana. My Neanderthal instinct was already figuring she could lock me in whatever torture device she liked as long as she did that again.

‘Mmm… you taste so good,’ she said, like the proverbial feline who had just been given the high-fat component of milk.

I was just getting my breath back, and now that I was slowly returning to reality, I was checking all around our vehicle for signs of danger.

It meant for a moment, I didn’t notice what she was doing. She withdrew my manhood from her mouth and was cleaning me up, which was nice. Doing something with her fingers, but I wasn’t really paying attention; I was too worried that there might be an army of mall cops making a beeline for our vehicle right now.

But then there was an audible click, and I glanced down to see my softened cock now contained within a sculpted collection of silver rings and hoops.

She’d locked me up.

‘It won’t be so bad tonight,’ she said, ‘since you’ve just had two orgasms already.’

Oh God. She was going to keep me in this thing during the frat party, and however long she intended on spending with her handsome big-dick target, Reese?

I shuddered.






Chapter 17
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We went to a nearby Chili’s for a bite to eat, since the frat party wasn’t due to start until the sun went down, and hardly anyone would turn up anyway until at least 10pm. It was nice to spend more time with Ella, and since we were further away from our college town, we didn’t feel quite so paranoid about people we knew — people Ella knew — seeing us together.

But I had to sit there surrounded by normal folks while wearing a chastity device.

Seriously. It was so weird. Ella said I’d get used to it, but she was also amused at what I was going through, so I took what she said with a pinch of salt.

‘It’s like sitting here with someone holding my dick,’ I whispered to her over our menus.

‘I thought guys liked it when people hold their dicks,’ she giggled.

‘It’s like someone’s holding it — and squeezing it.’

‘You like it when I squeeze it,’ she teased.

I laughed. ‘You usually wait until we have privacy to squeeze it.’

Our waiter came over to take our order — fajitas for two. My paranoia made me think that he could tell I was wearing a cage on my cock. Come to think of it, it made me think anyone and everyone in the rest of the restaurant could tell, even though I was trying my utmost to pretend like everything was normal.

‘Does it hurt?’ Ella asked me, her voice a little louder than I preferred, though I guess eavesdroppers might assume we were talking about some kind of injury.

‘Not hurt as such,’ I said. ‘Well… depending on how excited I am, I guess.’

I winced for show, and her eyes widened as she caught her breath. ‘Are you turned on right now?’ She leaned in, ducking down over the table, and whispered, ‘Does it turn you on?’

I furrowed my brow briefly. ‘It doesn’t turn me on to be caged,’ I said. Although maybe I was telling myself that, trying to persuade myself. I ducked down like she was, whispering, ‘It’s just… You know… we’re talking about my dick. In public.’

‘And that turns you on?’ she grinned.

‘No, but… It’s constantly making me think about sex.’

I noticed she was toying with her necklace, and it suddenly struck me that she was gently stroking the little golden key that represented her control of my manhood.

She smiled seductively. ‘Thinking about sex with me?’

‘Who else?’ I grinned, adjusting my seating position because the way I was leaning in to her was putting pressure on my captive member.

She flashed her eyes with delight. ‘You see? I knew this was a good idea. Maybe you should wear that thing all the time.’

‘All the time?’

‘Well… when you’re not using it to make me come,’ she smirked.

‘I don’t think I could handle all the time,’ I said.

I didn’t get used to wearing that thing through dinner. It made me constantly self-conscious. We ate and exchanged knowing glances, Ella constantly amused that I was wearing a cock cage right there and then, and me trying to reclaim some kind of power by being amused at her wanting her secret boyfriend to wear a chastity device.

I suppose there was an element of excitement that it was there. It constantly reminded me of her interest in my cock. That Ella McKinney, of all people, the most gorgeous girl on the planet, owned me sexually.

But I had to try to keep calm, because if I got really hard it would really hurt. I had to try to limit myself to a kind of semi-aroused twilight state. During the rest of the meal, Ella seemed to like teasing me, trying to see if she could get me aroused enough that it started getting uncomfortable. At one point, she even removed a shoe and reached one of her long, toned legs under the table so she could gently touch her toes against my crotch.

‘Are you some kind of secret sadist?’ I laughed. ‘Am I going to wake up in a bathtub some day with my ankle chained to a pipe and a hacksaw lying nearby?’

She said, overtly handling that little key in front of me. ‘I just like feeling that you’re mine. And having you so desperate to see me and want to fuck me.’

Well, I wasn’t complaining at that part. But there was one thing on my mind.

‘What are we going to do with the spare key?’

She smiled. ‘It’s your first time, so we’ll go easy on you, huh? You can keep it for now.’

I was more than a little relieved at that.

*

Ella dropped me off at my dorm before leaving to find a place to park her car — she decided she didn’t want me walking all the way back to campus from her usual parking zone, worried the cage would chafe. I don’t think it would have, but it was nice to have a lift to my dorm.

Upstairs, my three roommates were lounging in our common area, watching TV. Marv was actually watching something, but the instant I turned up, Robbie and Matt wanted to know the latest update on Ella. Specifically: whether I’d gotten the chance to bang Ella again. Man, those guys were obsessed.

I told them about going to the mall — I was carrying shopping bags to prove it. I even dropped heavy hints that something extraordinary might have happened in the fitting room at Victoria’s Secret.

‘You fucked her in Victoria’s Secret?’

‘A gentleman never — ’

‘But you’re not a gentleman.’

‘No, dude. You’re a cuckold.’

‘Okay… look, I’m not a cuckold yet.’

‘But you will be tonight.’

This particular revelation tore Marv’s attention away from the TV. ‘Wait,’ he said, ‘You’re still doing that shit?’

Matt grinned like he was proud of me. ‘Danny’s been banging the hottest girl in class.’

Robbie added, ‘But the only reason she wants him is because he’s a cuckold.’

‘I’m not…’ I started to say, a kind of autopilot denial, but I felt my cock swelling inside its cage, and the pressure on my manhood almost acted like an inner voice taunting me: you are a cuckold now. You’re her cuckold.

‘You will be tonight,’ Robbie said again. I suspected that in his mind, the fact that I had to accept being cuckolded was some kind of Karma balancing out the lottery win of getting to sleep with Ella McKinney.

I said, ‘But I still get to date her after tonight. And that’s better than staying home with nothing but my right arm for company.’

Marv was watching us like it was a tennis match. Or, since he was a science geek, it was like robot wars. He said, ‘So let me get this straight… your ridiculously hot new girlfriend is planning on sleeping with another guy tonight?’

Robbie grinned. ‘She’s going to fuck him at the end of year Pi Kapp party.’

Marv drew air in through his teeth. ‘That’s gonna hurt,’ he said.

‘It’ll be fine,’ I insisted, although my cock was beginning to hurt a little in its cage. Stupid cage. It was trying to tell the world I really was a cuckold, because the thought of Ella banging another guy at the frat party really was turning me on for some bizarre reason. ‘I don’t need to see it happening,’ I said. ‘She’ll do what she wants to do… have a shower and then I’ll see her next time.’

Matt said, ‘She wants you to be at the frat party, though, right?’

Marv said, ‘She does?’

‘She likes him seeing her flirting with other guys. She likes him watching her acting like a slut at frat parties, and – ’

‘She doesn’t act like a slut,’ I insisted.

Robbie explained to Marv, ‘She thinks he’s a cuckold, so he’s supposed to enjoy seeing her with other guys, so she likes him being there when she does.’

Marv laughed. ‘And if you tell her you’re not really a cuckold, you just said you were so you could fuck her, she’ll think you’re a lying son-of-a-…’ he cackled.

I sighed, trying to calm myself down so my cock didn’t hurt in its cage. ‘I need to get changed,’ I said, disappearing into my room.

I didn’t really mind too much about my roommates saying I was a cuckold. I always felt superior because I was now dating an attractive woman. But as I closed my bedroom door behind me, laid my new clothes on my bed, and started pulling off my pants, I was hoping I could keep the fact that I was now wearing a cock cage a complete secret.

Jeez, look at it. So weird.

And yet somehow, having those silver rings and hoops so tightly binding my cock was mentally equivalent to having Ella constantly touching my dick. The metal was an extension of her because she was in control. The key to this bizarre little device was hanging around her beautiful neck.

The funny little torture device was like a symbol of her desire for me. In an unexpected way, I liked that.

And hey, at least I had the key if it started getting too uncomfortable.

While I was getting changed, Ella demanded that I text over some selfies of my new outfit. She was very complimentary about them, which made me feel pretty good. Then she sent me pictures of herself getting ready for the party, saying she wished I could be with her while she was preparing for her first time cuckolding me.

That made me feel funny. I’m not going to say entirely bad. Why was this so confusing? I didn’t want her to cuckold me, did I? Well, if I was truthful now, I wasn’t sure.

Here were pictures of her wearing the rose-colored sheer lace g-string and matching bra that we had picked out for Reese to enjoy when he peeled off her clothes. Oh, she truly took my breath away. Man, seeing her like that made my cock seriously hurt in its locked cage.

But maybe some pain was worth seeing something like that.

*

I knew Robbie and Matt were coming with me to the Pi-Kappa party. They wanted to follow every move in the strange soap opera in which I was embroiled. The surprise, as I emerged from my bedroom wearing my new party outfit, was that Marv had spruced himself up — and was apparently coming with us.

‘It is a party, Marv,’ I pointed out. ‘You know there will be people there. Girls. Music. Beer. Possibly some traces of marijuana here and there.’

‘Some traces of semen here and there,’ Robbie joked.

‘Hey, I been to the zoo before,’ Marv said. ‘I can handle being around a bunch of animals.’

Marv was dressed in a black-and-white checked shirt and dark blue jeans, along with a purple baseball cap — something he thought looked good for a party. The rest of us seemed to have evolved since the first time we’d infiltrated a party. Robbie had donned a white polo shirt and khaki shorts, while Matt wore a faded pink rugby shirt and blue chinos. It was like a pastiche of preppy frat boy fashion.

‘You guys look like you joined a yacht club or something,’ Marv joked. But when we arrived at the already crowded Pi Kappa house, it was the rest of us that seemed to fit in with the other partygoers, while Marv stuck out like a sore thumb.

Ah, well, it was dark already. We could conceal ourselves among the crowd because there were so many people there.

I wasn’t particularly bothered by whether or not we dorky outlaws would get away with being at a party with the cool kids. My attention was already turning to what was going to happen at the party. We were all dressed up, venturing out of our dorm late on a Saturday evening at the end of Freshman year, and I felt so nervous I just wanted to curl up into a ball in some dark closet.

Was my girlfriend really going to cuckold me tonight?






Chapter 18
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This was a bigger party than anything we had infiltrated before — so many people spilling out of the frat house onto the front lawn. Music blaring like it was Live Aid. I glanced up and down the street, wondering if people really lived in these other houses, and how come they weren’t constantly calling the cops on the frat guys. Maybe these were college houses, maybe academic staff that figured all this stuff was just part of college life.

The thing was, it was somehow less intimidating that there were so many people here. I guess it gave us more cover. It was so crowded that a few dorks were not going to stick out so much.

We wandered around, getting the lay of the land, seeing if we could locate any of Ella’s known associates so that we might track down my cuckoldress and witness her hooking up with Reese, the football stud she met on Tinder.

It wasn’t long before I started feeling that we weren’t doing too badly at all, fitting in with the non-dorks at the party. The outfit Ella had picked out for me even seemed quite stylish, with the astonishing result that a few females of the species even flashed me smiles as I went by. The thing that floored me, however, was that because we’d been to a number of different frat parties recently, Robbie, Matt, and I were starting to get recognized by some of the other guys — nothing serious, but we definitely got some polite nods of acknowledgment around the place, like they were somehow beginning to respect our partying spirit. Marv was not getting nods of recognition from anybody; he looked like a total fish out of water — I suppose how we looked the first time we came to one of these parties. But meanwhile, the rest of us felt almost at ease getting around the place while we kept our eyes peeled for Ella sightings.

It was around 11pm when I went to the restroom, feeling nervous and uncertain and starting to wonder whether Ella was coming to the party at all, checked my phone while I was safely sealed inside a stall, and saw that I’d missed a message from her.

Ella: Are you here? I couldn’t see you anywhere. There’s so many people, it’s hard to see anything.

I felt my anxiety step up a gear, knowing she was here at the party. Was she with him? My manhood was waking up, and now I felt a slight pressure from the cage hidden away in my underpants.

I texted back: Here with Marv, Matt, and Robbie, but don’t want to get in your way ;)

I was shocked at how much I managed to sound like I was excited at what she was doing, but my little winky emoji was intended to tease out details about what progress she was making.

She replied: You won’t get in my way, he won’t notice you, probably whatever you do.

I sent back to her: will he notice you texting me?

Her reply featured a laughing emoji. I glanced around at various groups of people around the party. A lot of people were looking at their phones, even while chatting to others around them. It seemed pretty normal to get involved in texting while doing other things, like socializing. I felt a little foolish, inexperienced. Schools in our district in Baltimore had banned kids from having phones, and my parents couldn’t really afford for me to have one. I hadn’t been as exposed to phones as most of these other students.

Ella sent me another message: If you want to watch me with Reese, we’re in the basement at the moment, Reese is playing beer pong xx

*

Down in the basement of the Pi Kappa frat house, I got to watch Reese playing beer pong — but it wasn’t his beer pong skills that had my attention. It was the way he was showing off to my gorgeous secret girlfriend, hoping to win time in bed with her.

It was a strangely interesting experience, I can tell you.

He had his shirt off, his muscles bulging, his skin glistening with what I’m going to assume was beer and perhaps sweat. All the frat boys had their shirts off down there, which the women in the audience seemed to appreciate. Ella McKinney, though, only had eyes for Reese, it seemed.

Honestly, I felt shocked to see her there, though I knew exactly what she was doing, what she was planning on doing, how she intended to end the night. Logically, I could stand there in the shadows and tell myself that my sweet beloved was going to have her little adventure, and then she’d come back to me and everything would be fine. But my instinct, my innate biology, my inherent masculinity, felt differently about it.

My feelings were all about the fact that she was gazing at another man, and whenever he was doing something stupid or outrageous or over-the-top comedic in order to flirt with her, she was smiling and giggling and fluttering her pretty eyelids at him, just as he hoped she would. It was obvious she wanted to sleep with him. But she was mine. She even had that little golden key showing. It was dangling from her silver necklace.

My stomach churned, my heart burned, my head spun watching them both in full seduction mode.

And yet underneath it all, my cock was straining painfully inside its cage because apparently this weird experience turned me on.

What the hell?

All the porn I’d watched in high school — before discovering that women might date me if they considered me on the same level as they were — must have re-wired my brain. I thought of Ella going upstairs with Reese to fuck him, and it made me think of porn-style scenes — the cute blonde banging the stud football player — and so inevitably it got me hard.

But it was more than just caveman lust. There were lots of weird facets of my feelings that I couldn’t have predicted. I was fascinated by the question of whether Ella was really going to go upstairs and fuck that guy. That although we were an item, and she had told me earnestly that she loved me, she was going to strip off in front of this big baboon and let him put part of his anatomy — a very personal part — inside her body.

Well, I figured this was the inexperienced, immature adolescent part of me thinking. That anything to do with sex was fascinating. That even though I’d had sex myself, a number of times, it was still curious and intriguing to think that people actually did such a strange thing.

There was also the fact that Ella looked so unbelievably hot, wearing a black crop and silver miniskirt. Her cheerfulness, her joy, her confidence, her excitement — it all energized her sex appeal to an incredible degree. I saw plenty of other guys in that room checking her out, either openly or subtly. The bottom line was, I could have sex with her later that night if I wanted to.

I thought about my roommate Matt’s point on the issue of my girlfriend having sex with another man: She’ll have a shower after. What’s the difference?

That was the thing, wasn’t it? That was what I had to hang onto. It was just sex. Ella just liked sex. It wasn’t about falling in love with this Neanderthal currently trying to throw ping pong balls into little red plastic cups on the other side of a table tennis table. She just wanted him to shove his cock in her and make her come. Then she’d come back to me.

It was like going to the gym for a strenuous workout to get the endorphins flowing. I didn’t need to feel bad that she was going to a gym that wasn’t the one I used.

Her gym was strutting around a ping pong table with his sophomore buddies, none of them wearing shirts as though it was a hot day on the beach, constantly posing as though a photographer was pointing and shooting the whole time. Making sure the girls could all see their guns. They were like peacocks, but their muscles were their tail feathers.

I glanced at Robbie and Matt. They were trying to look casual, but were clearly curious about me, and fascinated by how I was taking this. It was difficult not to notice Ella, and how she was quite clearly responding to her frat boy’s laughably blatant signals. My heart felt like it was swelling up, too big and powerful for my chest, the way it was thumping.

I moved around the crowd in the shadows, trying to get a better look at my sweet Ella as she flirted wordlessly with Reese. Matt and Robbie tagged along like clueless henchmen.

‘Well, hello, tutor boy,’ the voice made me jump.

Kendra.

‘What are you doing here?’

I felt myself blush involuntarily, even though as far as Kendra knew, I had as much right to be here at the frat party as anybody. Well, anybody who wasn’t actively a member, or dating a member, of this fraternity.

I stammered, ‘Uh… uh… I was… in the area…’

Assessing us, particularly horrified by Marv’s presence, Kendra furrowed her brow like I was crazy. ‘I didn’t think they let dorks in places like this.’

Her words stung. Even though the three of us were perfectly accepting of our role in college society and Freshman social hierarchy, and didn’t particularly mind that others might see us in those kind of terms, Kendra’s tone somehow felt soul-crushing. I suspect it was because she was Ella’s friend, and her disapproval hinted that my luck with Ella might not last.

To my surprise, it was Marv who spoke up. ‘It’s a little known fact that sprinkling a few dorks throughout a party helps draw more attention to attractive people like you,’ he said. ‘So really, you should be thanking us.’

Kendra seemed to catch her breath at Marv’s dry retort, surprised and a little baffled by it.

The pause allowed me to collect my thoughts and say something a little more well thought out: ‘Uh… I just noticed Ella was here, so I thought I might say a quick ‘hello’.’

It had sounded a lot smoother and more sophisticated in my head. Ah well. She already knew I was a dork.

Kendra’s eyes latched onto mine as she decided her best strategy for contending with Robbie was to ignore him. ‘She’s a little busy at the moment,’ she told me, a touch loftily. ‘I could tell her you dropped by, if you like?’

The thing was, I hadn’t actually been intending to actually approach Ella at this frat party — I was here on a fact-finding mission, purely observational. So Kendra’s suggestion kind of worked for me.

‘That would be lovely,’ I said to her with an innocent smile that suggested I had somehow failed to recognize her attempt to belittle me. As though to emphasize it, I added, ‘Nice to see you again, Kendra.’

Then we were on the move again — remaining down in the basement, but finding a location away from Kendra and by association Ella, because Kendra was going over there to join her as they watched the braying frat boys continue their attempts to impress the females of the species.

‘How you doing?’ Matt asked me as we settled in a shady corner clutching our red plastic cups like we were just hanging out, partying.

‘Good,’ I said.

‘So she’s really going to do this, huh?’ Matt sounded as though he was braced for me to shout at him. I guess he still felt some responsibility for getting me into this mess. ‘She really seems interested in that guy.’

‘Yes, she does,’ I said, keeping calm. At the end of the day, I was dating Ella McKinney. And although our relationship was contingent on her cuckolding me, I had decided to continue dating her. So I couldn’t be mad at my roommates anymore for pranking me.

‘He’s a bit of a prick,’ Robbie said. We were all talking somewhat sotto voce.

‘He’s just like a gorilla beating his chest to attract a female,’ Marv said, fascinated.

I saw Kendra sidle up to Ella and murmur something into her ear. I wondered if Kendra was trying to amuse her by sharing the little tidbit that her dorky tutor had been here hoping for a chance to see her.

Ella giggled, as though Kendra’s revelation really had tickled her funny bone, but somehow I could tell her response was phony. Kendra seemed satisfied at the effect her tipoff had achieved, but now I saw Ella’s eyes wandering away from the frat boys chugging tiny cups of beer to the crowd over here, as though she was searching for something.

It took me a surprisingly long moment to realize she was searching for me. I moved a little so that I was more visible to her, and there was a sudden spark of brightness on her pretty face as her eyes found mine. I smiled, and gave her a little wave, and her smile deepened for a moment, her eyes flashing with obvious joy at seeing me there.

Her joy at seeing me filled me with happiness — and yet somehow at the same time it made me feel more nervous, more uneasy.

But then Kendra was talking to her again, and Ella had to look away from me and pretend she had no idea I was there, that the only thing she was interested in was the square-jawed bench press king parading himself in front of her.

Was she really going to fuck that guy?

I trembled thinking about it — and yet my cock was now painfully hard inside my cage. It was the weirdest thing. I really did not like the thought that my gorgeous girlfriend would shortly take that arrogant frat boy upstairs and let him stuff his dick inside her. And yet my painful semi-erection was apparently telling a different story.

Strangest of all, the fact that my dick was trying to thicken up made me feel that warm sense of sexual arousal, making my poor addled brain believe I was turned on by the thought of my sweet Ella going off to fuck some Neanderthal football player.

Was my body betraying me? Was my treacherous cock turning me into a cuckold?

But I had hardly any time to figure that out, because now I saw the beer pong game was over, one team of shirtless Neanderthals having drunk all the cups of beer on their side of the table. The frat boys were dispersing — and Reese was heading over to Ella, apparently flush with victory, putting his arms around her, picking her up, kissing her like she was his betrothed.

And now Ella was taking the guy’s hand and leading him away from the table, toward the stairs.

She glanced over toward me for a brief moment, checking that I was still here, that I was aware of what was going on — because she thought I must be overjoyed at the prospect of my darkest sexual fantasy coming true.

I stood there and smiled, because I wanted her to be happy and have a good time, and I felt my stomach drop, my heart explode inside my chest, my entire body filled with hot acid watching my beloved crush disappear upstairs to fuck another man.






Chapter 19
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I have never been so completely confused about how I’m feeling before. Even more than when I was a teenager, and I didn’t understand life yet.

I was standing in a crowded basement watching a bunch of preppy bare-chested frat boys I’d never met playing beer pong in a somewhat blatant attempt to entice some of the many attractive females in the audience into bed. And burned into my short-term memory, the sight of my gorgeous, beloved girlfriend going with one of them upstairs to have sex with him.

I felt kind of drunk, though I’d only had one little red plastic cup full of punch. The world was kind of reeling around me; I felt light-headed, dizzy, and, at the same time, weirdly giddy and floaty, like I was standing on a cloud.

I felt a little sick, a little nauseous — and yet at the same time, I was aroused. My cock had swollen painfully inside the little metal cage placed on it by my ravishing but overtly unfaithful girlfriend. After all the talk of this weird, taboo sexual fantasy, Ella was finally making it come true. And when it came down to it, it was exciting.

Why was I so thrilled by the fact that my girlfriend was just about to cheat on me?

I think most of all, it came down to thinking about how excited she would be. She was turned on by the concept of cuckolding — that she would have a boyfriend who was sexually aroused by the experience of a romantic partner engaging in sexual activity with someone else. I thought about how she must be feeling right now — so buzzed by the prospect of fucking a handsome frat boy, even if he wasn’t exactly the brightest caveman in the building. I thought about how good she would feel getting fucked by a strong, powerful alpha male, who could fuck her in ways I could not because he was a handsome, fit, very confident college athlete, and I was just some dork. I thought about the fact that if she was so into the concept of cuckolding, she might even be thinking about me while she was fucking her frat boy. That was weirdly hot.

And I guess when it came down to it, the thought of having sex with such a gorgeous woman later that night, even if I was second in line, was ultimately a massive turn-on for me.

The upshot of all that was that my somewhat overwhelmed brain circuits had me feeling strangely as though I really was sexually aroused by the knowledge that my girlfriend was, right now, a few moments away from fucking another man, just upstairs.

‘How’re you feeling?’ Matt asked me, as my roommates huddled around me, having witnessed my girlfriend leaving with another man with the clear intention of banging the heck out of him.

‘Weird,’ I said, the first word that really sprang to my addled mind.

‘You wanna go up there and stop her?’ Robbie asked, his hands balled into fists as though he was thinking, ridiculously, of helping fight off a gym-honed college football star from my girlfriend.

‘We could probably take him, all of us together,’ Marv suggested.

‘Or we could pull the fire alarm,’ said Matt, a little more realistically.

I felt the strangest, most unexpected feeling of solidarity, of appreciation for my fellow dorks in this moment of extreme emotional turbulence. The feeling of support they were giving me, the knowledge that the idiots would actually conceive of marching upstairs to fight a fricking frat boy right in the middle of his fraternity house for me, over the matter of a straying girlfriend — I’d never before had any friends who would do such a thing for me.

‘No…’ I said, not exactly sounding as certain as I could have, ‘…I don’t think I want to stop her.’

‘You want her to sleep with him?’ Robbie was astounded.

‘It’s kind of hot thinking she’s really having sex right now,’ said Matt, like some kind of virgin pervert. Come to think of it, had Matt ever had sex before? Maybe we’d all just kind of assumed he had. He’d been on a few Tinder dates this year. Had he merely given us the impression he was sexually active?

Anyway.

Then Marv said, ‘I read somewhere that cuckolding triggers a thing called sperm competition in some men.’

‘It’s a bit late for a competition,’ Robbie said. ‘She’s already fucking the other guy.’

Marv gave a shake of his head. ‘No, it means when a guy sees his partner fucking someone else, his body responds instinctively by getting him ready to have sex with her right after they’re done. So he gets an erection just from knowing she’s cheating on him—’

‘But why would he get hard if she’s a cheating—?’ Robbie asked.

‘It’s just the way the male brain is wired,’ Marv said. ‘You know how natural selection works? Evolution?’

‘Dinosaurs turn into monkeys, you mean?’ Matt said, the dufous.

‘When one organism has even a small advantage over its fellow organisms in terms of having children, its genes have a higher chance of being passed down. So over millions of years, that particular advantage becomes prevalent in the whole species.’

‘So how does that make Danny a cuckold?’ Robbie asked.

‘Men who get hard immediately after seeing their woman fucking another guy can immediately mate with her themselves — and dislodge the other guy’s sperm from her… You know…’

‘Vagina,’ Matt said, dreamily.

‘So those guys have a better chance of getting women pregnant than guys who don’t get hard from knowing their woman just cheated on them,’ Marv explained. ‘And so over a long, long time, men as a whole become wired so that when their woman cheats, they get an erection.’

‘And when they get hard, it feels to them like cheating women are a massive turn-on,’ Robbie nodded, understanding.

‘So it’s not your fault you’re a cuckold,’ Matt grinned, patting me on the back.

‘Is that really true?’ I asked Marv.

He shrugged. ‘It’s a theory. Doesn’t mean it’s definitely true. But I read about it in some credible academic papers after you started actually going out with someone who thinks you’re into cuckolding—’

‘Shhh!’ I said, glancing around, terrified my secret was going to leak out beyond our little dorky circle of trust.

‘Sorry,’ Marv said, whispering. ‘But it makes sense to me.’

‘So it’s just instinct,’ I said, one hand slipping inside my pants to try to adjust my somewhat painful erection-jammed-in-cage situation, though there wasn’t much I could do about it.

‘Does that make you feel less like a freak?’ Robbie grinned.

‘A little,’ I said.

And to my surprise, I really did feel a little better about myself. In the chicken-and-the-egg conundrum of which came first — was I erect because I was turned on by cuckolding, or had cuckolding made me erect and therefore turned on — the solution was the latter. It felt genuinely like it wasn’t my fault. I wasn’t merely a freak, a pervert. It was just male biology. I witnessed another man taking my girlfriend away to fuck her, and my body immediately started preparing me to take her back and reclaim her as my own by making me hard, which in turn made me believe that Ella cheating on me turned me on.

‘You want to hear the wildest part?’ Marv said.

‘Wilder than him getting turned on by his girlfriend fucking someone else?’ Robbie asked.

Marv leaned in to tell us, ’There’s a theory that the whole reason the end of a male penis is shaped like it is, is so that it can scrape another guy’s come out of a woman when he fucks her after being cuckolded.’

‘Seriously?’ we all said, pretty much in unison.

*

I can’t easily describe my strange cocktail of feelings as I waited for my gorgeous girlfriend to cuckold me. I was in a state of shock, I suppose, that it was really happening. I was terrified I would never see her again, that she was now lost to me. I felt weak, helpless, and nauseated.

And yet there was that powerful sexual arousal. It was overwhelming.

Seeing her walk away with that guy had made me want Ella more than ever, if that was possible. Seeing that guy flirting with her, seeing him so outrageously performing for her in order to attract her interest, like a peacock strutting around with its tail feathers in full display, only made her seem more valuable to me, more beautiful, more desirable.

The most surprising thing of all, though, was that I didn’t feel jealous. Or at least, I didn’t feel that kind of angry jealousy we think of when we think of jealous men.

I didn’t want to go up there and murder that stupid, handsome frat boy she was banging.

I kind of wanted to see him fucking her.

How incredible would it be to witness someone as beautiful as Ella McKinney having sex? Sure, I’d had sex with her myself, but the thought of witnessing the act from an independent perspective was strangely intriguing.

Or was that merely my evolution-hewn male instinct making me feel that way, because watching someone fucking my girlfriend was going to trigger the sperm competition mechanism more than just thinking about it happening.

So, basically, I felt more nervous than I’d ever felt before, my skin crawling with cold sweat, my body feverish, my stomach tied up in knots, while at the same time I was buzzing with excitement, fizzing with arousal, and unable to stop thinking about how much I wanted to get Ella back and into my bed.

Mostly, though, fear.

‘What do you want to do, buddy?’ Marv asked me. ‘You want to stay, hang out, maybe she’ll get the frat boy’s clothes off and find he has a toadstool for a cock?’

‘If the frat boy had a toadstool cock, he would not be dragging Danny’s girlfriend to a bedroom upstairs,’ Robbie said.

‘The frat boy doesn’t know she’s Danny’s girlfriend,’ Matt pointed out.

‘That is beside the point,’ said Marv, then said to me, ‘We could head off… I mean… You don’t know how long she’s gonna be…’

‘I don’t know,’ I sighed. It suddenly seemed as though Ella and I had not planned out tonight quite as well as I thought. Now she’d gone to fuck her frat boy, I wasn’t sure what I was supposed to do, or when I would next see Ella. Was I expected to wait for her here at the party? Or go back to my dorm and hope she showed up there when she was done cuckolding me? Or was I being stupid to think anything would happen at all between Ella and me tonight, that all I should anticipate was potentially another date with her at some point in the future?

‘What do you feel you need to do in order to keep her sweet?’ Marv asked. He was the dorkiest of us, certainly fashion-wise. But he also seemed like the wisest.

‘I think… if I were really a cuckold… I’d stay here,’ I said, though the introvert inside me was screaming at me to go home, to retreat and recover, and regroup, ready for the next opportunity I might get to see Ella again.

Marv nodded. ‘You’d stay here to soak up the feeling of your woman being royally fucked upstairs.’

I nodded. ‘I might need a little time to think.’

Robbie said, ‘I might need a little time to drink. Come on, let’s get some more punch.’

We all ventured back upstairs, but while my roommates went off to find the punch bowl again, I drifted outside to catch a little night air and wander around the partygoers on the front lawn.

I felt lost. Had I made a huge mistake not owning up to Ella about not being a cuckold? Or had I made a bigger mistake by letting everything get on top of me so that I had, in effect, become a cuckold? I mean, my cock was desperately trying to get as hard as the cage would let it.

Actually, the pain caused by my cuckold erection strangely seemed to help, distracting me from the pain in my heart. It helped me clear my head a little, think more clearly, and put my thoughts in some kind of order so I could process them.

Here were some facts as I saw them:


	Ella was fascinated by cuckolding.


	Ella had not found happiness by dating alpha males because she wanted a boyfriend who was in love with her and would stay with her.


	But Ella also liked fucking alpha males.


	I had already proven that I was in love with her and would stay with her, and she had said she was in love with me.


	Ella believed I was a cuckold who would let her fuck alpha males as well as me.




Logically, it seemed to me that Ella would want to stay with me, because I gave her everything she wanted: love, support, and the ability to fuck more than just me. Why would you give that up so that you could fuck only one particular frat boy, whose experience had already suggested that he was unlikely to want to date her long-term, to the point that they would fall in love?

Sure, she was going to have sex with someone else. But the main thing was she would come back to me, right?

I was already feeling a little sharper, a little less depressed, a little more light on my feet — and then my phone buzzed in my pocket to signal an incoming text. It was from Ella.

Ella: Hey you :)

It was just two words, but it instantly had my heart pounding in my chest — and my cock swelling in its cage again. I felt so joyous, it was incredible — just from knowing she’d been thinking of me enough to send me a text message. I was pathetic, but hey. I was head over heels for her.

And despite the thudding heart and the sense, deep down, that this might be my last chance to stop my sweetheart fucking another man, I felt a powerful urge to support her and let her enjoy this strange adventure to the fullest.

I replied:

Danny: Hey, how’s it going? I miss you already.

Ella: I miss you too :) But I’ll be seeing you later tonight, I hope.

Danny: Oh, I hope so, can’t wait.

Ella: So how’s everything going with your present?

Man, it made my cock throb in the cage to know she was thinking about it. I guess she liked having control over me. Of knowing she had me locked up until I was ready to use it with her. But heck if I didn’t like the physical manifestation of her control — as though the pressure on my swollen manhood was proof that Ella wanted me, and was currently thinking about me.

I replied:

Danny: I_t’s not too bad if I manage to keep calm and not get too excited :)_

Ella: Does it hurt if you think about sexy things?

Danny: It hurts a little. It’s kind of restrictive. But when I feel it, I think of you, and that’s somehow okay at the same time.

That sounded a little soppy. But it was the truth. I did like the way the damn thing reminded me of her.

Ella: It’s so sexy thinking of you wearing that for me. And that I have the key right here around my neck.

Danny: I like making you happy :)

Ella: You make me very happy, I’m so lucky to have you :)

I paused our communications for a few moments while I found somewhere to sit — on the steps outside the frat house, in the end — and then, as I looked at my phone again, I realized the possibility that Ella might have already fucked her frat boy. I might already be a cuckold.

I was kind of shocked.

I wrote a gently probing message:

Danny: So how’s everything with you? Are you still with him?

She replied:

Ella: Everything’s great. He’s gone to get a condom. I’m sure he’ll be back very soon. So, are you ready to be cuckolded for the first time, my love?

I caught my breath.






Chapter 20
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I told my girlfriend I was ready for her to cuckold me. Right now, she was lying upstairs in this godforsaken frat house on some guy’s bed, waiting for a sophomore football star to retrieve a condom so he could stick his big dick in my sweetheart.

God, I’d never wanted her more.

It was crazy how much my heart ached for her right now. And how much my cock ached — confined as it was by a highly restrictive metal cage to which my girlfriend had the key.

Here was the kicker: I’d left my spare key back at my dorm, in my desk drawer.

Well, right now it gave me something to distract from the heartache of knowing I was being cuckolded. I wandered around the party in the frat house, trying to calm myself down. First step of the process, after Ella stopped texting me because — I assume — her stud had returned with contraception and was now all over her, pushing his massive erection inside her sweet pussy, was to remember it was just sex.

She doesn’t love him.

She isn’t going to abandon me for him.

She might even be thinking about me while he’s fucking her.

I had to remember it was like she was going to the gym, getting a good workout with her personal trainer. Getting all sweaty with his hands on her. And, sure, his dick was squeezing into her holiest of holy places, but it was just a guy touching a girl physically. Then it would be over, and she’d take a shower, and she would be mine again.

It’s not like she hadn’t had sex with other guys before me. I didn’t consider her forever sullied just because she wasn’t a virgin when we’d first slept together.

This was just like a reboot of our sex life together.

The next time I saw her would be like the first time we had sex, all over again.

No big deal.

I wandered back inside the Pi-Kappa house, intending to find myself a refill on the punch — figuring a small mission would give me a next step to concentrate on, that an easy task might give me something else to focus on and calm me down. Inside, I noticed a group of awkward, uncomfortable-looking nerds, wearing unfashionable clothing that wouldn’t have looked out of place in my wardrobe, and as I ventured nearer, I found to my amusement that I recognized a few of them from my English class.

These guys sat even closer to the professor than we did.

As I went by, a couple of them that I recognized turned and noticed me, nodding a silent acknowledgment that I was somewhat amused to realize bordered on respect. After the initial moment of surprise at seeing me here, I could see in their bespectacled eyes an assumption that I must often come to these parties; it was just that they had never been to one to see me. Perhaps because I now looked more comfortable in a party setting, my fashion choices improved with my hot girlfriend; they guessed that outside of an academic setting, I was some kind of secret party hound.

Anyway. Amused, I smiled, which made them smile back at me like we were more than just classmates who didn’t even know each other’s names. Then I moved on, feeling surprisingly emboldened that I had risen to the top of the dock pack.

Drink refreshed, I drifted back down to the basement, where I figured at least there would be some beer pong to watch as I waited for my hot girlfriend to be fucked by some musclebound meathead upstairs.

I was naturally wondering what had happened to my roommates, who seemed to have forgotten about observing and/or supporting me in my moment of traumatic cuckolding. As I descended the steps into the funky-smelling basement, however, to my astonishment, I saw that Marv and Robbie were right there in the middle of the room, stripped to the waist like fricking frat boys, playing beer pong.

Jeez. They were throwing ping pong balls into little red plastic cups on the other side of the table. And their opponents looked like genuine frat boys, forced to drink the beer in the cups that the ping pong balls went into.

And there were loads of people crowded around the table watching — even cheering on Team Dork.

Neither Marv nor Robbie noticed me there; they were so focused on their pong. But Matt was there on the sidelines, smooshed in the crowd, trying to get a look at these hilarious dorks, apparently crushing it at beer pong.

‘What’s going on?’ I asked my roommate.

‘What does it look like?’ He said, laughing. ‘Turns out Marv and Robbie are good at something — pong.’

‘But… people are cheering for them.’

Matt grinned. ‘I swear, they think they dressed up as nerds ironically. Especially Marv. They think he’s hilarious.’

I looked around in wonderment. There were attractive women gazing at my dorkiest of roommates as though they liked the look of him. As though they thought he was Ryan Reynolds or something, the charismatic joker so comfortable with his looks that he could wear anything — even something as geeky as he was.

‘Where’s Ella?’ Matt asked, his expression turning serious as his eyes found mine.

‘Upstairs,’ I said glumly.

‘With…?’

I nodded.

He pursed his lips in sympathy. ‘She’ll come back to you soon,’ he said. I liked that there wasn’t a trace of judgment in his bearing, there wasn’t a hint of amusement or mockery.

‘I know,’ I said with a heavy sigh. ‘At least I get to keep seeing her regularly, huh?’

Matt attempted a reassuring smile. ‘She really will stay with you if you keep letting her sleep with other guys. I mean… why wouldn’t she? It’s like the perfect deal for her.’

I nodded and felt yet another unexpected pang of pain from my cock cage as my body responded to the thought of my Ella sleeping with other guys. Man, I was horny AF. This cuckolding thing was ridiculous.

‘That thing Marv was saying…’ Matt said. ‘You know, about… feeling turned on because your girlfriend is mating with another guy…’

‘’Mating’?’

‘Fucking, then.’

I could see it in my roommate’s eyes — genuine fascination. I kind of liked that he was interested in my experience. I said, ‘It feels kinda true. Like… I’m turned on knowing she’s with someone else… even though I know I shouldn’t be.’

‘So weird.’

‘And I’m not sure if I’m genuinely turned on, or it’s just I’ve got a… You know…’

‘Boner.’

‘Like, do I think it’s hot that a dumb frat boy is banging my girlfriend—or has my body reacted to the threat to my manhood by giving me a raging hard-on, which makes me feel like I’m turned on by someone else fucking my girlfriend?’

‘Freaky as hell,’ Matt said, but it was clear he meant the psychology of the situation, not me personally. Then he asked me, ‘So you are…. I mean, whether or not it’s your fault… you’re kind of turned on that she’s actually doing it right now?’

I took in a deep breath and briefly pondered whether I should lie. This was like admitting I was a cuckold for real. But I felt certain it would be more difficult to start lying to my roommates regularly if they were going to continue following my adventures with Ella in this way.

So I said, ‘I guess so…’

I thought he’d laugh at me, taunt me, lose all his respect for me, if he’d had any to begin with. But he smiled and said, ‘Cool.’

Like he envied me.

*

My roommates actually distracted me for a while, bless their little cotton socks. Marv and Robbie really were good at beer pong. Who woulda thunk it? While they had to drink a fair amount of beer themselves, very nearly all their throws were on target, so they kept winning. And more and more frat boys kept popping up, desperate to take them on.

I wandered around the basement, totally bemused by how the crowd was engaging with the dorky duo.

I eavesdropped shamelessly to pick up little tidbits like the rumor that these guys were really beer pong champions sent by other fraternity houses to infiltrate this party because they were jealous of Pi-Kappa holding the big end-of-year bash. That they had infiltrated the party to get Pi-Kapp boys completely trashed via the medium of pong.

I swear, I heard women say, ‘He’s kinda cute.’ Or, ‘He’s so wild!’ Or, ‘I’d do him, but he’d have to take off that shirt.’ I even brushed past three girls debating which one they’d sleep with, Robbie or Marv, and these girls were at least a seven.

And then there was Kendra again.

Ella’s friend and roommate was hanging out with a couple of other people who looked like proper Mean Girls. They seemed to be interested in the beer pong, but I could see that Kendra appeared to be horrified at Marv and Robbie being involved. I was guessing she recognized Robbie well enough to know he wasn’t dressing dorky in any way ironically.

But now Kendra had spotted me, so the fact that a confirmed dork was playing beer pong was suddenly on the back burner for her.

‘She’s not here,’ she said with a sour expression as I ran out of time to avoid going near her.

’She — ?’ I said, as though I had no idea to whom she might be referring.

But Kendra rolled her eyes and huffed like she couldn’t believe I was apparently still trying to attract Ella’s attention. ‘She went upstairs with a hot frat boy,’ she said sharply. ’I guess nobody will be seeing them again until the morning.’

Her tone strongly suggested that Ella was having sex right now. It made my dick hurt in its cage.

‘Who, Ella? No, I’m here to watch my buddies playing pong, that’s all.’

Kendra glared at me silently for a moment, then said, ‘Don’t get your hopes up, Tutor Boy. She’s friendly with everybody. Don’t get the idea she—’

‘Kendra, why would you think — ?’

But my faux-innocent retort was somewhat overwhelmed by a great cheer that went around the basement as Marv and Robbie were victorious yet again, this time apparently against the best Pi-Kappa had to offer in terms of pong skills.

One of Kendra’s friends said loudly, right beside us, ‘Those guys are amazing. Who are they?’

Kendra tutted, and her angry eyes fell on me as though it was my fault there were dorks at this party.

‘What the hell are you dorks doing here, anyway?’ she said.

I grinned. ‘Same as you, looks like. Partying. Having a good time.’ It was an assertive tone, declaring that we had as much right to be there as most people did, since I was pretty sure this event was not invite-only.

Kendra glanced at me, and her eyes tracked up and down, taking in the whole of my bearing as though she was trying to figure me out. Then, suddenly, her face twisted in a kind of impish smirk that made her look like some kind of cartoon villain.

‘I know which room they’re in,’ she said, checking the time on her phone. ‘Come on, I’ll prove it.’

I got the sense she wanted to warn me off Ella. That she got the sense that simply telling me her friend was somewhere else fucking a frat boy wasn’t enough. That I needed it rubbed in my face, that she had to pat salt into my wound.

Without a word to her friends, she suddenly took off, then, a few yards away, glanced over her shoulder and gave me a come-hither flick of her head.

WTF?

I was trembling again, a surge of nausea churning in my stomach — but my cock was trying desperately to thicken up once more in its cage. Oh, God. I felt so weird. And yet the thought of getting closer to my beautiful angel while she was being so very devilish seemed irresistible. The thought of how hot it would be if Kendra really could ‘prove’ that Ella was currently banging a frat boy turned me on like crazy.

I think by this point, I was past the debate of whether I was turned on or not. My dick was hard, or as close to it as the cage would allow, and I felt a searing sexual arousal thinking of my sweet girlfriend cuckolding me.

I felt like I had to accept that this just turned me on now. I wanted this.

And now I wanted to find evidence of my cuckolding.

I went with Kendra upstairs.
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‘Kendra, you really don’t have to do this,’ I said, but I was following her upstairs. ‘I’m really not…’

But we got to the second floor of the frat house, where some of the bedrooms were, and she stopped me, a hand on my wrist.

‘I seen the way you look at her, Tutor Boy,’ she said. ‘When you think nobody’s looking, when you believe I’m not looking.’

‘I’m sorry, I — ’ I stammered, trying to find a way to hide the truth without resorting to outright lies. I couldn’t think of a solution.

But Kendra interrupted again, ‘She likes you, I can tell that much. You helped her pass her finals. But that’s where it ends, right? She’s not… like you.’

I sighed and decided the only way out of this was to pretend I accepted she was right, that I had a crush on her, and that it would be unwise to pursue. I said, ‘She’s out of my league, I get it. You don’t have to — ’

She gave me a firm look, and then her grip tightened on my wrist, and she was dragging me away from the stairs, down the hallway. I felt my pulse racing, my heart beating almost painfully, it was beating so hard, and it got worse the further Kendra dragged me. It felt like we were getting closer and closer to the source of my pain, which my brain kept screaming silently at me: cuckolding, cuckolding, cuckolding. She’s cuckolding you.

At the same time, the arousal was blooming inside me, my cock more and more painful in its cage — to the point that I was actually starting to think I might need to go back and get that damn key.

Then Kendra stopped me outside an innocuous closed door, touching a forefinger to her lips in the universal signal for me to shut the hell up. From inside the room, I could hear some faint noises, though I actually had to focus just to hear anything above the sound of my heart thudding in my chest.

Kendra motioned me forward, urging me to get close to the door and put my ear up against it, like she was. I gave her a full eye roll, but I felt curiosity and lust burning inside me, goading me to do as she wanted. I tried to take a moment to figure out how I would behave if I were an ordinary dork who happened to have tutored a beautiful classmate on a number of occasions in the run-up to finals, and might have a crush on her, but definitely wasn’t engaged in a secret cuckold relationship with her.

My lust and curiosity won out.

I put my ear against the door, mirroring Kendra. I heard some muffled moans from inside the room, and my heart nearly stopped. I was aware of my cock attempting to get fully hard within the tight confines of his cage. Man, it hurt. But I could not tear myself away from that door.

Oh, Jeez, was that really Ella in there?

The moans were becoming louder — definitely female, a soft, angelic soprano I recognized only too well. Was he fucking her, her football player? Oh, I felt such a longing for her. I could hardly believe how powerful the feeling was inside me. Now I could hear a creaking sound, which grew in intensity. A rhythmic thudding sound. My imagination applied a picture to the noises: an athletic, naked frat boy thrusting his big dick into my sweet girlfriend as she lay underneath him among rumpled bedsheets, pounding her on a creaky mattress.

‘You hear them?’ Kendra whispered, emphasizing the shape of the words by exaggerating the movement of her lips as she formed the words, like she was talking to a rookie lip reader.

I nodded, pulling away from the door, though as I did so, the noises from inside the room only got louder, so that we didn’t need to press our ears to the wood to hear them.

Ella was gasping and moaning. She sounded like she was in pain. It was way more intense than the noises she’d ever made with me. And the banging sound was unmistakable. Reese was fucking her hard. Rough, maybe. Maybe she liked it that way. I would never have conceived of doing it hard enough to make those kinds of impact sounds.

My hand drifted down between my legs, and I almost gave the game away, the urge to stroke my cock so powerful. I saw Kendra crack a wide, despicable smile, and stopped myself before she realized I was so turned on I had the urge to masturbate right then and there.

‘Don’t bother with her,’ she said, louder like she was talking over heavy music in a nightclub, confident that the couple fucking behind that door were not listening. ‘You’ll only get hurt.’

Too late for that, I thought.

But she suddenly took hold of my arm again, squeezing it quite hard, her eyes locked on mine, her expression completely serious.

She said, ‘I don’t want you stalking her.’

My eyebrows shot up. ‘I’m not stalking her.’

She didn’t seem to buy it. ‘If people see you… and think you’re her friend… it’ll damage her.’

‘Damage her?’

She looked grave. ‘The only sorority worth being in doesn’t accept freshmen, so we’ve had to wait all year to join. I don’t want you messing things up for Ella just because you got her through finals.’

‘I’m not… I wouldn’t…’ I said, a little stunned she would think being friends with someone could affect her chances of joining a particular sorority.

But deep down, I recognized that perhaps if people knew someone like me was dating someone like Ella, her social standing might diminish.

‘You’re crazy,’ I said, sticking to my role, pulling myself away from that door, though every cell in my body urged me to stay there, to press my ear against the panel again and listen to my gorgeous girlfriend boldly cuckolding me inside that room.

I furrowed my brow, putting on an act, the role of a guy with a crush on a girl hearing her fucking someone else, because her BFF had somehow tricked me into eavesdropping on her.

From inside the room, I heard my beloved come from another man’s penetration. The unmistakable sound of flesh slapping against flesh, Ella’s moans looping over and over like a sample in a dance track.

Kendra laughed performatively, trying to humiliate me into keeping away.

Hearing her like that took my breath away. Ella never sounded like that with me; she was never that loud. Had she been faking it with me? It made me want to do better, work harder, go to the gym more often, and become the lover Ella truly deserved.

And yet despite my own feelings of inadequacy, I was so overjoyed that she was so obviously having a good time. That he was making her come so fricking hard. It was getting close to agony for my cock in its cage by now, though that felt like a distraction from the heartache and negative feelings I might be feeling while listening to my sweet love have sex with someone else. My heart was pounding so hard inside my chest, the adrenaline buzz in my veins was so strong, it felt like I had been forever changed into a real, live cuckold boy. A real beta Pinocchio. Only it wasn’t my nose that had grown.

I had to get out of there. I needed to get that damn key.

I saw Kendra glance at her phone again, checking the time. The sounds of sex from inside the room ceased. I felt so tired, I felt so heartbroken — and yet so turned on, so alive. I took a step back, but Kendra reached out and grabbed hold of my wrist, preventing me from leaving.

I screwed up my face in sudden confusion — what on Earth was she doing?

‘She’s not for you,’ Kendra insisted, speaking deliberately slowly.

I couldn’t work out what she was trying to do. I couldn’t pull away from her. I wanted to flee but couldn’t — and now realized that things had suddenly gone very quiet inside the bedroom.

The door opened, and Kendra let go of my wrist — but it was too late to get clear of that hallway.

I remember breathing in the air from that room as the door opened — the strong, pungent smell of sex filling my chest. Sex between my gorgeous Ella and another man. And then there she was, standing in the doorway, her cheeks rosy red, her pale skin glistening with perspiration, her golden hair all messy from rolling around in a bed while her football player had fucked her.

‘Oh,’ she said, surprise forming a circle with her lips, widening those pretty green eyes as they found mine.

Ella was fully dressed in a black crop that hardly covered much more than a sports bra. I couldn’t help but respond physically to the shiny nature of her skin, the flush in her cheeks, which attested to what she’d just been doing in that room. And there was the key to my cage, still hanging around her neck. Had she worn it while her football player had been fucking her? She must have.

‘He really wanted to say ‘hi’,’ Kendra said dryly, from beside me. ‘I told him you were busy, but — ’

Kendra was grinning wickedly at her little prank. Thinking she’d made it so awkward, so uncomfortable for the boy with a crush, confronted by his dream girl after she’d been so obviously ravaged by a more alpha male.

‘Oh… uh… hello again,’ Ella said, her eyes flicking briefly to Kendra as though warning me, urging me to maintain our little cover story.

‘I’m so sorry,’ I said, my tone formal like we didn’t really know each other that well. Sounding a bit like Mr. Darcy, I thought. ‘I didn’t realize you were… caught up in something.’

Ella turned to her BFF and frowned, silently castigating her for teasing this poor boy, and for bringing him here when Kendra knew fully what she was up to with Reese (surname not yet known) from football.

Kendra giggled. ‘Well, he was so obviously hoping to run into you,’ she told my freshly-fucked girlfriend.

God, she looked gorgeous. Truly stunning. Had she ever looked this astonishingly hot? Why did I want to just grab hold of her hand, kiss her, hold her, and possess her when she had just been so filthy with another man? I could smell the sex from her divine body, even from a yard or two away, and it made me want her like I had never wanted her before. What the hell was wrong with me?

‘I’m so sorry, she can be such a bitch sometimes,’ Ella said, wiping the sweat from her brow as she apologized.

I pulled back from the two of them, trying to detach myself from my powerful cuckold urges and embrace our cover story, put myself fully into the role of Pranked Boy With Crush.

‘Hey, it’s okay, I shouldn’t have… uh… hey, have a good night!’

I strode away, the broody, gloomy, spurned lover. Mr. Darcy, after being rejected by Elizabeth.

As I was leaving, I could hear Ella chiding her best friend for being so mean to him. Something about me being ‘nice’ and that I didn’t deserve to be treated that way.

I caught the sound of Kendra giggling loudly before I disappeared downstairs.

*

I didn’t really want to see my roommates at that particular moment, but there was Matt by the main entrance as I came back down to the first floor, and there was no way I could avoid him.

‘Where are the others?’ I asked him.

‘Still playing pong,’ he said. ‘Everyone seems to think they’re from some other frat house, disguised as nerds to infiltrate the party and embarrass the Pi-Kappa boys on the pong table.’

‘That’s hilarious,’ I said, offering him a smile to show him I was alright.

I was actually kind of touched at the obvious expression of concern on his face.

‘Where is she?’ he asked me as I joined him in the entrance of the frat house, gazing out on the front lawn, which was still teeming with people. ‘Were you… with her?’

I shook my head. ‘She’s upstairs… with that frat boy she was interested in.’

‘Did she…?’

‘I believe so.’

I stepped out, breathing in a deep chestful of fairly cool night air.

‘How d’you feel?’ Matt looked almost as anxious as I’d felt watching Ella walk hand-in-hand upstairs with her frat boy.

‘Weird,’ I smiled, trying to reassure him that I was okay, that my world hadn’t exploded into flames because somebody else had slept with my girlfriend.

He scurried after me as I slowly descended the steps to the front lawn.

‘Weird good, or weird bad?’ he asked.

I stopped for a moment, pausing to contemplate which kind of weird I was feeling. It wasn’t as simple as good or bad, I felt.

Then my phone buzzed. A text message had arrived. I excitedly yanked my phone out of my pocket.

Ella: Are you okay?

I felt my pulse quicken again, a burst of adrenaline injected into my veins.

I smiled at Matt and answered him: ‘Kinda good weird.’

He smiled back, almost seeming relieved.

I texted Ella back:

Danny: I’m good. So how was it?

She replied almost immediately:

Ella: Seriously, are you okay? I’m sorry about Kendra.

Danny: I’m fine. She was just trying to scare me off, that’s all. She assumed that if I could hear you with him, it would end my crush on you.

There was a pause before she responded this time.

Ella: And has it?

Somehow, I could sense she was nervous, too, right now. It seemed oddly reassuring.

I replied:

Danny: Of course not. If anything, it made me want you more than ever. It was incredibly hot hearing you. You don’t mind?

Ella: It’s sexy thinking of you listening in.

I realized Matt was leaning over my shoulder, watching my text conversation with her. For half a heartbeat, I thought of yanking my phone away, hiding it from him, annoyed that he would intrude on my privacy like that. But I breathed and thought about it, and what did I care if he knew? He knew I was being a cuckold in order to keep dating her. What else could be more embarrassing than that?

And besides, my ego liked the attention.

He looked up at me, his eyes connecting with mine, and his expression acknowledged that it was a little brazen of him to spy on my conversation with Ella, but I gave him a little smile and a flash of my eyes, and it was all right.

Then Ella texted:

Ella: Can I see you tonight?

My heart swelled with joy, and my cock swelled with —

‘Ow,’ I exclaimed, my hand moving between my legs, but really, there wasn’t much I could do to adjust myself to minimize the pain. I was going to have to come up with coping strategies. Emotion suppression strategies.

Matt said, ‘You okay?’

Hmm. I was suddenly worried he’d find out about my cock cage. Now that was an embarrassing secret.

‘Yeah… I just… You know… my heart started really thumping,’ I said, a little lame, but the only explanation that came to mind.

Matt grinned. ‘Maybe you need to see a doctor.’

I said, ‘Maybe I need to see a gorgeous blonde.’

‘A blonde who is totally into cuckolding,’ he said, and quickly realized that word was dangerous — there were fellow students all around us. Thankfully, the music was loud enough, and everyone else was buried in their own conversations, to cover Matt’s slip.

I texted Ella:

Danny: I would love to see you, if you’re not too tired.

A few moments later came her reply:

Ella: Are you still here at the party? We shouldn’t be seen together. Go back to your dorm, I’ll try to escape Kendra and I’ll come to you.

I was already walking through the crowd, leaving the party. My cock hurt like hell. I needed that damn key.

*

A little later, I was sitting on my bed, gazing out the window down on the college campus, keeping my eyes peeled for any sign of Ella approaching.

I had calmed down, so I hadn’t needed to unlock my cock from the cage lurking down there in my underwear. By now, I had worn it long enough that I felt I wanted the credit for keeping it on until it was ready for her use, just as she had ordered me.

Matt had come back to the dorm with me, tired, apparently happy about what had happened to me, as though he was into cuckolding, too, and was living vicariously through me.

But while he’d kept asking me on the way over whether I really thought Ella was going to visit me tonight, now he’d gone to bed, leaving me haunting my windowsill to see if Ella came through on her promise.
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I wasn’t sure how long she’d take. Part of me even doubted that she would show at all — if she was still with Kendra, maybe she wouldn’t be able to escape the party until much later. It was still only 1am, and maybe the cool kids wouldn’t be seen dead leaving a big frat party before the sun came up.

Or maybe she would want to go back to her dorm to take a shower after having sex with that Reese guy.

Oh, Jesus. My cock throbbed painfully in its cage whenever I thought about her cuckolding me. I’d changed into a t-shirt and sweatpants, as though comfortable clothes would help, but that only drew attention to the metal contraption that was still there in my underwear, clamped around my throbbing cock. I still didn’t fully understand it, but the arousal that somehow seemed intricately linked to that pain — and the pain of heartache caused by Ella’s infidelity — brought to mind Marv’s theory of sperm competition. Right now, my body was preparing me to try to mate with Ella because I knew she’d just mated with someone else. That was why my cock was trying so hard to be erect.

There was something vaguely reassuring that I could blame my arousal on my innate masculinity — that this wasn’t simply me being a freak.

I focused on my breathing and tried to calm down. Tried to think calming thoughts.

I almost nodded off momentarily as I was sitting there at my windowsill, gazing out the window at the college quadrangle spreading out in front of our dorm. Then I jerked awake, surprised I’d drifted into a light slumber while I waited for my sweetheart to come back to me.

I had been awoken by a moving shadow in the quad below. And now I saw movement again, and I was suddenly wide awake.

There she was: gliding along the pathway, moving from one pool of light cast by a street lamp to the next. She was wearing that funny black cloak, which made her look like a Dementor or one of the Ringwraiths from The Lord of the Rings, albeit with a beautiful female face under her hood instead of just darkness or a Skeletor-style skull.

As she approached, she was glancing up at the windows all over my dorm building, concerned that she might be seen.

I waved at her, and it took a few moments for her eyes to detect the movement of my hand and recognize me up in my window. Then I saw brightness and joy spark in her pretty face. But she wasn’t looking up for long — she pushed on, walking as quickly as she could, disappearing into my dorm via the front door.

I felt the adrenaline surge: my gorgeous Ella was in the building.

*

I heard voices out in the common area of our dorm suite — Matt was in the kitchen as Ella came in, I was sure of it. It didn’t take a genius to work out that he’d probably been waiting to see if she showed up tonight. Thinking about it, his window faced the same direction as mine, so he could have seen her coming from his room as I had from mine.

My heart rate picked up as though it were a sensor for Ella’s presence.

I climbed down from the windowsill, lay on my bed, trying to act relaxed, at least partly to try to minimize the pain my crushed erection was giving me.

Then the door opened slowly. I caught my breath as I saw her dark silhouette in the doorway, covered by that long, black cloak. She paused for a moment before stepping into my room, her eyes connecting with mine, as though she needed to check whether I was happy to see her, whether I had changed my mind about wanting her after she’d been with another man.

I’m fairly sure I looked suitably in awe of her; her face immediately changed into a bright, jubilant smile that warmed me up a few degrees within a second.

‘Sorry, I couldn’t get away very easily,’ she said, out of breath.

The door closed behind her, and then she let the cloak fall open to reveal she was still wearing her party outfit — that tiny little silver skirt, the sheer black top that seemed somehow outrageously scandalous, though her breasts were covered by as much as they would be by many swimsuits.

I stood up, taking in a deep breath, noticing that her heavenly scent already seemed to have filled my tiny bedroom — sweet, floral, but now laced with an earthy undercurrent that told of her recent illicit encounter with another man. Oh, wow. I felt my knees go a little weak, a shiver shimmering through my entire body. My pulsating cock seemed insistent that what I was feeling was excitement.

‘You saw Matt outside?’ I asked her, not sure why I cared, why it should be the thing I said to her first after she came to be immediately following my first confirmed cuckolding.

I guess I was trying to appear calm, like I wasn’t totally freaked out that my gorgeous girlfriend had just fucked someone else and now she was here.

‘Yeah, he’s out making cocoa or something,’ she said softly, her pretty lips curling into an amused smile as she draped her arms over my shoulders, like she thought cocoa was endearingly dorky. ‘He said your other roommates aren’t back from the party yet?’

I chuckled, melting a little as her gaze took me in like she was absolutely delighted to see me.

I joked, ‘Maybe the frat boys realized they’re just nerds, and now they’re being tortured in the Pi-Kappa dungeons.’

She giggled.

I leaned in to briefly kiss her mouth. ‘Who would have thought Marv and Robbie were good at pong?’ I said, extending her smile.

She kissed me back, longer this time, her expression turning serious as we really connected properly. I tasted something on her lips I didn’t recognize. It sent another shiver through my body. I could smell the sex on her. She had come to me straight from the party, without freshening up. So much for my roommates telling me she would have sex with another man and then simply shower, and it would be like I never knew anything had happened.

But I liked it.

I said quietly, ‘So… you had a good time?’

She nodded, her eyes flickering as she assessed my face to interpret my emotions, my response to the confirmation of my cuckolding.

’So did you…?’ I asked, unable to keep my burning curiosity in check any longer.

She gave a little nod, then said, ‘Uh-huh. I did.’

‘And… how was it?’

‘It felt pretty damn good. But the question is, how was it for you?’

Here was another one of those moments when things could go either way and have an impact on a long period of my life, an important direction in my experience. A fork in the road: I could have told her I didn’t like it after all. That maybe I’d been wrong to believe I was a cuckold, that I didn’t really have the fantasy after all. Maybe she would have decided not to do it again, to just maintain a secret relationship with a harmless dork, and now feel beholden to bang popular guys as part of her normal life within the popular clique.

Or maybe I’d tell her I didn’t want her to do it again, and she would say there was no reason for us to be together. I’d lose her forever.

So I said, ‘It was incredible. I never thought it could be like that.’

She smiled so sweetly, overjoyed that I had apparently enjoyed it. After all, she had so wanted to date a cuckold. And here was a real live cuckold, with real live cuckold tendencies.

She kissed me, and it was just the most wonderful thing. Oh, man. I was a cuckold. She had cuckolded me. My gorgeous Ella had fucked someone else. I don’t know why, but it was thrilling to know what she’d just done. I could smell him on her, I could taste him on her lips, and my caveman biology reacted to it with intense arousal.

Where had these lips of hers been? Thinking about it made my dick hurt in its cage.

I pulled back from the kiss, wanting desperately to get out of this cage, but not wanting to show her any kind of human frailty like pain.

She said, ‘What happened with Kendra?’

I shrugged. ‘She saw me in the basement watching Marv and Robbie hand the frat boy their asses,’ I explained. ‘I guess she thought I was trying to stalk you, or something. She told me not to bother you. She said I might damage your reputation.’

Ella pursed her lips apologetically. ‘She’s worried about the sorority,’ she said.

‘It’s okay, I understand. I told her I wasn’t… that she had it wrong.’

She sighed. ‘But she didn’t believe you, so she took you upstairs, knowing exactly how long Reese had the room for.’

It surprised me — the way she referred to it made it sound like her frat boy had booked the bedroom like it was a meeting room in some corporate office. But suddenly it made sense to me the way Kendra had been checking the time so much before leading me upstairs to where Ella was having sex.

‘She timed it for when you would be coming back out,’ I nodded.

‘She wanted to embarrass you,’ she smirked. ‘She’s mean sometimes. But she couldn’t have realized you liked hearing me fucking another guy. You were happy knowing what I was doing.’

Her words didn’t seem to ring true at first. But then, on thinking about it, I guess I had been happy in many respects.

I was a cuckold. The confirmation of it terrified me.

‘How long were you out there listening?’ she asked.

I shrugged. ‘A few minutes.’

‘So you did hear us?’

I nodded. My penis ached.

She gave me a beautiful smile, like I’d made her day. She put her hands on my shoulders and leaned in to give me another super sweet kiss on the lips. Then, I kissed her soft neck, and she was almost purring as she said softly, ‘I was thinking about you the whole time he was fucking me. It was the best ever. He made me come so hard, but a lot of it was knowing how much it would turn you on knowing I was fucking him.’

God, I was so horny for her. Why did adultery make her seem so unbelievably gorgeous?

It was a mental thing, I knew that. But I couldn’t deny it.

It was like looking at a fabulous diamond compared to a cubic zirconia crystal that looked absolutely identical. One of them was a highly sought-after, highly valuable gemstone, the possession of which signified that you were truly wealthy. The other was a piece of costume jewelry that might impress people until you answered their question, ‘Is it a real diamond?’

Somehow, knowing that Ella had just fucked a real alpha-male stud had turned her into a sensational diamond in my eyes.

She said, ‘I went back to my dorm to freshen up… then I remembered it would probably turn you on more if I just turned up like this, right after he fucked me…’

She grinned like she was taking credit for being extremely clever under pressure, and I remembered I was supposed to be a self-confessed cuckold who had been fantasizing for ages about having a girlfriend cheat on him with another man. I was meant to be thrilled to see the slight sheen of sweat on her skin, to smell the musty funk of recent sex on her body, to detect that hint of cologne on her that came from another man.

I breathed her in, obviously taking in the evidence of her sexual transgression, and pretended to adore it as I kissed her neck some more, the scent of man on her flesh strengthening as I drew closer to her chest, and her wincingly enticing cleavage.

Well, sure. In many ways, it was strangely erotic to me to detect the smell of sex on her. It certainly made the pain worse in my cage. But it was weird all the same. She’d just been fucking another man. He’d had his naked, sweaty body all over her. He’d probably stuck his cock in her mouth. He’d rubbed his big, fat cock all over her. How was I not completely revolted by the thought?

Then I was kissing her mouth again, certain she’d stretched these soft lips around another man’s hard cock, she’d lashed his hard-on with this tongue. I was hungry for her kiss; I wanted to beat down the part of me that was horrified she’d been unfaithful by indulging in as much evidence of their infidelity as I could.

She was beaming fully ear-to-ear smiles at me as our long, long kiss came to an eventual conclusion — not just because it was a pretty incredible kiss, but also because I seemed to have fully proven myself in her eyes. I was the cuckold she had wanted.

But then suddenly she caught her breath, her eyes widening, her jaw dropping, like she’d remembered something astonishing.

She whispered urgently, ‘Is it still… are you… locked?’

I felt her hand dance down my body to my crotch, and then she was touching the center of my pain, and only making the pain worse as a result. I winced.

‘Uh… yeah..’

She gave a small melodramatic gasp and touched a hand to her mouth. ‘I didn’t think you’d manage to keep it on this long,’ she said, and I enjoyed her awe.

‘I… uh… put the key somewhere…’ I meant it as a kind of joke, to modestly explain away my effort to do as she’d asked and keep the cage on. But she took it the wrong way, like I really had lost my spare key, and now she was obviously horrified that I’d been suffering all night while she’d been enjoying illicit sex. I couldn’t bring myself to correct her impression.

She dropped down to her knees, saying urgently, ‘We’d better get you out of it…’

She tugged down my sweatpants and boxer shorts and audibly drew in her breath as the cock cage was exposed.






Chapter 23
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I was gritting my teeth by this point. At least I was going to be released any moment, I figured.

‘Does it hurt?’ she said quietly, not helping by kneeling there as I sat on the bed now, her pretty face right next to it as I looked down, her soft, warm breath dancing on it as she spoke, her golden hair gently trailing over my thighs.

‘A little,’ I said, and the obvious discomfort in my voice made her expression turn to mild concern.

‘It’s so sexy,’ she said, in awe. ‘I never thought it would turn me on so much.’

It was a very strange device she had me locked in. A ring of stainless steel circled the base of my cock — between my balls and my body — while a kind of basket of stainless steel hoops and rings clad my entire penis, connecting to the base ring at the top, where there was a small gold padlock.

The key to the padlock was currently hanging around my gorgeous girlfriend’s neck on a thin silver necklace.

The device looked like some weird kind of medieval armor, though of course it wouldn’t actually protect me from anything, excepting perhaps a large object falling on my cock, or my cock getting trapped and crushed by something.

She leaned in to kiss the base of my cock through the silver bars. Well, that wasn’t helping.

‘I feel so powerful, having the key,’ she said, smiling as she started licking my cock through its bars, my flesh trying to squeeze out through the silvery metal because she was making me so painfully erect. ‘Knowing I have you in my full and total control…’

The strangest thing was, I did find it so sexy — there was something oddly irresistible about such a beautiful woman possessing me like this, owning my cock, controlling such an intimate part of me. She did seem powerful, and that was intensely arousing for me.

‘I like being in your control,’ I said, and genuinely meant it, though my voice sounded somewhat strained by now.

‘It is the biggest one I could find,’ she said in mitigation, gazing at it as she ran a finger down from tip to base, taking in the extraordinary spectacle of my caged cock. ‘You’ll get used to it in time. It won’t hurt so much.’

She kissed the tip. I moaned in pleasure and pain.

She slipped the end, metal cage and all, into her hot mouth. Oh my God. It felt so good — and so awful at the same time.

She was smiling as she sucked my confined cock, amused at her sense of power, at what this strange thing was doing to me. She wasn’t really being cruel so much as playful, mischievous. Like the way my roommates had been when they had hacked my Tinder account to publicly proclaim to the world that I was a cuckold. They didn’t actively want to hurt me, just toy with me a little.

Ella toyed with me for a few moments.

‘You had it on for hours,’ she said. Then she added, ‘I wonder how it would feel inside me.’

Her tone made me anxious that she would try it. But then she took the key on her necklace and slid it into the lock in the little padlock, and I heard a welcome click noise before the padlock was detached from the device, and suddenly the pressure the cage exerted on my shaft abated slightly.

She tugged on it, but ironically, my highly-charged manhood was making it difficult for her to remove the cage because it was so swollen inside it.

‘It’s… not… coming… off…’ she said, a little aghast. ‘You’ll have to try to… calm down or something…’

I had to help her pull it off — but then I felt blissful relief, though the metal ring around the base of my cock was still there, my swollen balls were not going to allow us to remove that.

‘Mmmm….’ she moaned, her face full of light as she gazed at my unsheathed sword a moment before taking it into her mouth again.

‘Oh, thank goodness,’ I breathed.

‘Feel better?’

‘Uh-huh.’

‘We might have to shave you, my love,’ she said, her fingers stroking my body hair at the base of my balls. ‘Or wax… it would make it easier to get this on and off.’

‘It’ll look weird.’

She giggled. ‘And it doesn’t anyway, with the cage on?’

She squeezed my cock. I was so close to coming, the relief of freedom taking me so very quickly right to the edge of orgasm — but I really didn’t want to come yet. What would she think of me, losing it so soon? It would be embarrassing.

She said, ‘Don’t come,’ as though she could read me like a book. ‘Don’t come until I tell you.’

I shut my eyes for a moment, tried to think of something awful to keep myself in check. I remembered the intense pain from the cage — easy to remember, it had been so recent. That seemed to help me hold back from losing it.

‘You’re not supposed to have it on at night,’ she said. ‘Particularly when you’re not used to it yet.’

‘Makes sense.’

She took my cock deep in her mouth again, and at first I thought she was testing me, trying to see if I’d come when she’d just told me not to. I wasn’t sure what she’d do if I did. It was clear, after all, she was fairly new at the whole dominance aspect of all this. But then she withdrew, as though she’d just needed a final little taste of my liberated manhood, and now she could move on to other things.

‘Hey, you want me to tell you about it?’ she asked. ‘About how it was when he fucked me?’

My cock throbbed in her hands, and she suddenly looked down at it, amusement spreading across her pretty face. ‘Well, I guess you do,’ she laughed, rising from the floor.

She stood, her magnificent form reeking of sex, the scent triggering a massive erection in yours truly, which I could neither prevent nor explain away, though thankfully was no longer painful now that my cage was gone — other than the steel ring harmlessly circling the base of my manhood. As she kissed me, her passion, her excitement, her joy clear from her strong suction of my lips, the way she slipped her tongue into my mouth, it seemed to me that my body was now reacting like the true cuckold — and that because I responded that way to my cuckolding, there was now nothing to distinguish me from the true cuckold.

And yet as she stood there kissing me so deeply, wanting me so fervently, the realization did not scare me as much anymore.

In fact, I felt truly happy, even jubilant, that I had become what she had wanted me to be. There was no lying about it now; there was no need for a cover story. She had desperately wanted to date a cuckold. She had dated me, believing I was a cuckold. She had developed deep feelings for me, understanding that I was a cuckold. And now I was a cuckold.

My sweet, gorgeous Ella had cuckolded me, and it thrilled me.

Our kiss broke, and now she was pulling my t-shirt up and off over my head to leave me sitting there completely naked. She seemed to like what she saw before her, so I didn’t feel shy. Somehow, in that moment, I felt like I had a superpower that made me worthy of her — or at least more worthy than someone like me without that superpower. And that superpower was my new nature as a man turned on by my beloved’s sexual liberation.

A cuckold.

The word rang through my head as she peeled off her own top, revealing her exquisite, pert breasts and seriously stiff pink nipples.

She smiled, ‘Where should I start?’

‘When you got into the room with him,’ I said, not even really thinking what I was saying, my instinct drawing out my burning curiosity, surprising myself with the genuine eagerness in my tone.

Her smile broadened. She slipped her thumbs inside the waistband of her tiny silvery skirt and then slid that down over her hips, revealing a very tiny black lacy thong. I sat down on the bed, my knees going weak as she removed the thong, too, and there was her freshly fucked pussy, right in front of me. I craved it like never before.

‘He started kissing me,’ she said softly, climbing onto the bed, looking like the dictionary definition of beautiful. ‘Then he was slowly pulling off my clothes…’

She moved herself up my bed, but too far up the mattress to be lying down like she was planning on sleeping. Her gorgeous butt was right by my pillows. I moved up to her, lying on my side, kissing her mouth, the connection between our tender lips so electric — and yet, kissing her there only prevented her from sharing her story.

And now I was a true cuckold, I desperately wanted to hear her story.

She pulled back from our kiss as though she was thinking the same thought as me. She smiled, and her hand moved to the back of my head, applying pressure to direct my mouth down to one of her stiff nipples. I willingly complied with her unsaid command, breathing in that strange, funky scent from her flesh as I took her nipple into my mouth.

She moaned as I gently swirled my tongue around her nipple, inhaling the smell of another man from her gorgeous body.

She said, ‘He was kissing me all over, touching me. It felt good, but it made me think about you, about how you must be feeling knowing that I was with him. That made me feel better.’

As she told me about their encounter, I lost myself in her soft, sexy voice and in her excitement. It was such a buzz to hear how turned on she was by the physical presence of a highly athletic, ultra self-confident alpha male taking her in an almost brutish, animalistic fashion. His treatment of her was like the complete antithesis of how I was when I was with her, rooted in his near-sighted impulse to please himself sexually first and foremost, with Ella’s feelings secondary during the experience.

I was fascinated to hear her open up about how it was for her, and because the cuckolding aspect was so central for her in enjoying the ride, it somehow dissipated the negative feelings for me, dispelling any sense of jealousy at her feeling good about sleeping with another man.

‘I felt so free,’ she said, ‘it was really amazing. Like… I didn’t need to impress him, I didn’t feel the usual pressure to try to persuade him to want me, I didn’t feel… like there were bad things coming because eventually he would be done with me, and then he wouldn’t want me anymore. I didn’t feel like there would be any crushing sense of disappointment coming because he wasn’t going to date me, he wouldn’t be my boyfriend when the sex was over. I had this warmth inside me, knowing I was already dating someone so completely wonderful, who wanted me with every ounce of his being…’

I loved the way she kept gazing down at me while she was telling me about fucking her frat boy, as though her night of wanton adultery had crystallized in her mind how much she wanted me, how much she loved me.

‘I started feeling a little guilty that I hadn’t told him I have a boyfriend,’ she said, and her use of the word ‘boyfriend’ referring to me made me feel like a million dollars. I was her boyfriend. I was Ella McKinney’s boyfriend. Even if I was a secret.

‘You felt guilty?’ I couldn’t help interrupting.

‘I mean… he wasn’t there to do anything except have sex with me,’ she grinned. ‘We both knew he wasn’t going to start dating me. We just felt the urge, and went up to that bedroom to deal with it.’

‘People just do that?’ I said, a little stunned at popular kids’ behavior.

She smiled at me like I was a sweet summer child.

‘I tried being more in the moment,’ she said, as her hand tightened on the back of my head, pulling my face back to her breasts to compel me to continue servicing her. I didn’t need much pressure to do so, I might add.

‘We kissed a little longer, and he was touching me… groping my breasts. He was kind of rough, but I didn’t mind it. I just wanted him to fuck me. I guess… I wanted him to fuck me so I could get back to you.’

My heart swelled with joy at those words, but she didn’t pause in her story, didn’t seem to notice the significance of what she’d said, she just took as read that she’d been thinking about me while wanting her buff football player to fuck her.

‘He had a condom in his hand, which he handed to me before getting into bed,’ she said, lying down now, so that her breasts moved back from me, and my kisses naturally fell to her trim stomach and abdomen. It was clear what she wanted me to do, and I was so keen to do what she wanted.

She sighed as I held my head between her open thighs and kissed down toward her bare public mound, in awe at the open flower beneath my chin, trying to delay the moment I went for it, teasing myself by kissing around the fringes of her vulva, inhaling that thick, funky scent of sex and of sweat and of the man who had pressed his big cock against her right here before me.

‘I was kneeling over him, and at first I was just sucking his cock, jamming it into my mouth even though it was kind of too big to do much…’

She moaned deep and long as I gave in to temptation and dipped my tongue into her glistening groove, tasting the irresistible flavor of her arousal, noticing the difference from the last time I’d tasted her. Another man had been here, another man’s cock. Squeezing inside this place, thrusting into her. I tasted something I suspected might be from the condom he had used to fuck her. The experience sent a little giddy shiver of strange excitement through my cuckold form.

‘Then I rolled the condom down on his big dick, and he was gesturing for me to lie down on the bed next to him. He climbed on top of me…’

She was stroking my hair, and it was so affectionate that it gave me goose pimples. It was like she was trying to give me a proper parting, only she couldn’t decide whether the parting should be on the left or on the right. Like she was trying to make me look well turned out for church.

I glanced up, and she smiled blissfully at me, just adoring my dedicated service. It spurred me on to suck on her divine pussy with more relish and fervor, which drew out another deep moan from her before she continued her story.

‘He slowly pushed his big cock into my pussy — I was so wet for him… and for you… But it still wasn’t entirely easy for him to fit inside me at first. It felt good, though. Then he started to move inside me, and he was kissing me…’

‘Was he good?’ I asked briefly, before returning to lapping up her copious juices.

‘At kissing? Not really. He was too… brutal. Careless. Anyway, it was like he was taking what he wanted from me. I didn’t care, for me it was all about that huge cock inside me. That was insane.’

‘He had a big cock?’

I was a little surprised by my question. She’d already said he did. I somehow liked the thought of her enjoying a man with a bigger dick than mine, I’m not sure why.

She smirked. ‘Huge,’ she said, adding, ‘he’d never get that thing in a cage, even when it was completely soft.’

That little dig at my size was strangely exhilarating — it wasn’t that she was teasing me, it was the comparison that seemed erotic to me. I didn’t want to be humiliated for having a smaller cock, but it was somehow thrilling to be compared to the other man. I think it tickled my cuckold bone, emphasizing that my sweetheart had taken another man before me, that he was different to me, that he had made her feel good because he had such a huge cock.

I liked knowing that my Ella had enjoyed herself.

I’d never felt this way about anyone else before. Certainly, none of the women I’d been with before her.

‘He made me come pretty quickly,’ she said. ‘I think it helped that I’d been thinking about you, that I had in my mind how happy you’d be that I was doing this…’

I moaned, to confirm that I was, indeed, very happy she was doing this, and that right now I had my mouth full of her pussy. She giggled, then for a moment lay back in the pillows, her hands pressing to my head, and just moaned in response as I devoured her.

‘God that feels so good…’ she breathed.

‘So he made you come?’ I said, briefly interrupting service to ask.

She grinned, her eyes flashing as she remembered it. ‘A few times… but I don’t think it was purely him that did it. It was… God, it was so amazing. Like I was having sex with two men at the same time… thinking about how you’d feel about it… while at the same time he was fucking me…’

She moaned extra loud, performing to demonstrate her point.

‘He pushed his cock so deep inside me… kissing me while he was fucking me… I came, and he didn’t even stop, he just kept hammering that thing into me, and I just kind of got lost in it… Then I came all over again.’

‘Twice?’

She giggled again, ‘And a couple more times,’ she said. ‘You knew women can do that?’

Actually, I’d read about that. I’d read about a lot of things. It was one reason why I knew what to do with my mouth on her pussy. One reason why attractive women should look for bookish guys — nerds, geeks, dorks for heaven’s sake — to date is that they’ll get someone who understands how to make them feel as good as they deserve. But somehow I’d thought the whole multiple orgasm thing might be a myth.

‘You want to know what was weird?’ she asked me. ‘He gave this big thrust, and then I felt him come inside the condom… then after he rolled off me and took the condom off, he went to get another one… then he started kissing me again, and he was starting to get hard again.’

‘Without any break?’

She shrugged. ‘I don’t know… maybe he took something. Some kind of stimulant. Guys like that do sometimes.’

‘So he fucked you again?’

She nodded, beaming as she gazed down at me, enjoying my fascination. ‘He lay on the bed, and I went on top, just riding that huge thing like it was a rodeo or something. His hands were on my hips, and he was pushing his butt up to shove his cock into me, really drilling me hard.’

I couldn’t believe how sexy it seemed to be eating her out like that while she told me about the other guy’s huge dick thrusting inside this very pussy so very recently. I realized that I probably wouldn’t have felt this way before I started dating her.

It was like she’d rewired my brain.

‘Then he had me on the bed again, lying on my front. He lay over me and slid his cock back inside me from behind. I probably came a few times like that —’

‘A few times?’ I was aghast.

She giggled, her face so full of brightness. ‘I guess that’s just how I am,’ she said, both hands clamped against my head now.

But now she suddenly pushed herself up on her elbows, lifting her body, pulling her sex away from me. I was confused for a moment, but she said to me softly, ’Turn over.’

I wasn’t even entirely sure what she meant, but she added, ‘Put your head right here,’ patting the pillow.

I lay on my back as she indicated, my head resting on the pillow. Then she lifted her right knee and swung her leg over me, so that she was straddling my chest. I thought she was going to ride me like she’d ridden her football player, but that she’d forgotten to put a condom on me. I was going to stop her to point out her oversight, but then she lifted her other knee up and placed it down beside the pillow on which my head lay.

Then she was looming over me, just the most delicious sight I have ever seen, her pussy inches from my face. My hands moved to her gorgeous ass as if by their own accord, then she dropped down a little more, pressing her sex to my mouth.

Boy, this was sexy as hell.

She put her hands on the wall to steady herself, and then I felt her hips begin to stir, gyrating in a slow, circular, rhythmic motion, as if she were dancing to unheard music. She let out a sexy sigh as she began to grind her pussy against my mouth.

Oh, this was Heaven on Earth.

I gazed up at the most superlative view ever, and she was looking down at me, stroking a few strands of her long, golden hair back behind an ear so she could see me, adoring me, beaming as she’d always dreamed of trying this, and it had turned out to be everything she’d ever hoped it would be. But now she was closing her eyes and her hands were dropping down to grab the pillow that lay under my head. She pulled on the pillow so that my head was more firmly lodged against her sex, and then she was really pressing down on my face with her whole weight.

Now, Ella was fairly petite, so this wasn’t in any way painful, but it meant I couldn’t really use my tongue on her anymore. I could do little except open my mouth so that it presented her the softest contact possible as she started really riding my face.

From here, I could reach up to cup her small but perfect breasts with both hands as she ground her sex against my mouth.

Oh, it was just incredible. Locked between her slender thighs, I felt totally possessed by her, and it was something I wanted more than anything I’d ever wanted.

Her motion on my face took a more and more urgent rhythm, the sound of her gasping breaths and moans becoming plaintive, and I could tell she was getting closer to another orgasm, even before she started crying out, ‘I’m gonna come… I’m gonna come…’

Over me, she leaned forward, her body blocking my light, which had the unexpected consequence of focusing all my attention on my mouth and on maximizing the contact my lips and tongue had on her pussy. Her movements on me were ruthlessly efficient — she knew exactly what she needed, and took it from my very willing mouth.

I clamped my hands on the top of her thighs and let her use me as her toy, and she grabbed hold of me, her hands around the back of my head, pulling me into her sex as she kneaded my face with her pussy, spreading her wetness all over my cheeks and jaw, flooding my mouth with her delicious nectar.

Then came the familiar shuddering of her petite form, the shaking of her gorgeous body, the wailing cry I’d heard before — I’d heard through that door in the frat house when she’d been with someone else — but never as intense as it was now.

She yelled out, ‘Oh… my… God…’

Loud enough to wake the dead.

And then her motion ceased. For a long while — I don’t know, I had no concept of time down there between her hot thighs — she just stayed there, letting the feelings wash through her body, and slowly subside. At last, she lifted, relieving the pressure on my face and removing the intense humidity from my world. She brushed the lips of her pussy over my mouth one more time, though gently this time, as though giving me a little encore, a final little taste before she lifted one knee and swung her leg back like a graceful gymnast, and dismounted.

She was smiling so brightly as she moved down to lie over me, her soft flesh brushing over my hard cock as she came to rest draped all over me, cooing at how incredible she felt. This orgasm had, somehow, been what she’d been building up toward ever since she’d messaged me on Tinder asking whether I really was as my profile described me, asking whether I’d have coffee with her because she was so intent on dating someone she could cuckold.

‘Oh my God…’ she said again, breathing it this time, as she stroked my hair, which was drenched from her arousal. ‘That was unbelievable…’

Then she was kissing me, even if I did taste of her sex. She kissed me with a profound passion, forming what seemed like the deepest connection I’d ever had with anyone in my life, caressing my head, my face as she kissed me, rewarding me, adoring me.

She reached down and took hold of my hardness, positioning her thighs on either side of it, sinking down on it to envelope the sensitive head — and then the rest of it — with the insane heat of her freshly-fucked pussy. Smiling so brightly as we became one, our hands moving over each other, my fingers stroking her soft, golden hair as she began rocking her body to stir my cock inside her, her lips pressing against mine again.

Then when she said, ‘I love you so much…’

And I professed similar sentiments in return, it seemed that there was nothing I wanted more in life than her — and that there was nothing I wanted more than to be her cuckold.

This was the moment that sealed the deal. This was the point of no return. I’d pretended to be what she had wanted me to be, just so that I could be with her. I’d embraced the role to please her and give her what she desired. And now I was the man she had wanted me to be.

She sat up, gifting me another sensational view of her gorgeous naked form, and I swear she came again, her eyes seeming to roll right around as a slow, intense climax flushed through her body one more time.

I was about to let go myself, and release myself into my own powerful orgasm — but then she pulled off me. I realized that we hadn’t been using a condom. It was another monumental moment for me, explaining why it had felt so exquisite to be inside her.

She sat in front of me, her butt between my thighs, her legs parted over mine, and she grabbed hold of my glistening cock, gazing at it in apparent wonderment, and I could see she was so taken with how it had felt inside her without the usual latex sheath.

‘I want you to be there next time,’ she said, her hand gripping my shaft tight, stroking it. ‘I want you to watch while I’m cuckolding you.’

I shivered at the sound of that word in her beautiful mouth.

She lifted herself up, kneeling there now, taking my cock in her hands again and then touching her lips to it.

‘How…?’ I said, moaning as she brushed her hair out of her face and smiled as she sucked on my manhood.

‘We’ll find a way,’ she said, before turning all her attention to my cock, practically forcing me to let go and release my entire night of pent-up arousal in a final, earth-shaking climax, shooting a full load of my cream down her throat as she moaned with joy.

*

We didn’t sleep much; we just stayed in bed together, talking, making out, making each other come. I wanted her to just stay with me forever, but she was intent on leaving before the dawn, concerned people would see her here.

We talked more about her experience that night. She was so into the fact that she’d been with two guys in one night, a first for her. And I was so into the fact that one of those guys was me, and one wasn’t. I liked making her happy. I liked that she was excited to be with me, even if it was because I was a cuckold. I felt strangely powerful. Other guys were not like me. What she wanted, she could only get with me. There was an odd kind of security in that.

Sure, I still felt the fear — fear of losing Ella.

Among many other things, we talked about our plans for the summer. While I was planning on staying at college, working my bar job to keep my finances ticking over, she was going home to Connecticut. It wasn’t massively far away, and she promised to visit me frequently, but now it made me want to save up some cash to buy some kind of clapped-out motor vehicle so I might visit her, too.

Deep down, of course, my paranoia suggested she might go home and rethink everything, decide I wasn’t worth more of her time. She might feel she could sleep with other guys without telling me, and then wonder why she needed me at all. I had to try to dismiss those fears.

We talked about her planning on joining the sorority, of course. We’ll call it Alpha Gamma Chi to protect the innocent. There was another reason for fear and paranoia: that she’d join the sorority and forget about me, that it would be too difficult to maintain our secret relationship.

Eventually, the alarm sounded on her phone, and my sweet Ella put on her clothes, and that Halloween cloak, and disappeared again into what remained of the night, leaving me feeling like I was waking up from some incredible dream, returning to reality.

*

I went down to have breakfast with Matt in our small dorm cafeteria — Marv and Robbie had not returned from the frat party, much to our joint amusement. We chatted about what might have become of them, with the leading theory that they had been caught and their identities as genuine dorks unveiled during some kind of torture process in the fraternity dungeon.

Matt wanted to know what had happened between Ella and me, of course. He seemed fascinated. I was a little surprised at how supportive he was, though he knew I was now a confirmed cuckold. In his eyes, it still seemed impressive that I was dating her at all, and the price of doing so — that she would sleep with other guys as well — seemed somehow logical to him. He recognized that guys like us simply didn’t get to have women like Ella unless there was some kind of quid pro quo.

I liked that he didn’t judge me, even though I admitted that I had accepted that the cuckolding kink was now mine, that I had been turned on by knowing my Ella had been with someone else. Matt wasn’t repulsed by my admission; he wasn’t revolted; he just wanted to know when I’d see her next, how I was feeling about it all, now that the deed was done. I spun him a tale highlighting most of the positives and quietly hushing up the fear and paranoia, and he seemed to envy me.

And then Marv and Robbie arrived, still wearing the clothes we’d seen them in last, apparently having not slept or anything.

‘What happened?’ Matt and I said, almost in unison.

Marv and Robbie glanced at each other and burst out laughing. ‘We joined the fraternity!’

God. The power of pong, huh. So it turned out that the frat boys thought Marv and Robbie were cool because they had pong skills. They had decided the dork ‘act’ was about individuality, about not needing to fit in with other people because Marv and Robbie were such complete dudes.

‘You’re in the fraternity?’ Matt and I were just aghast.

‘They want us to live there, when we come back from summer break,’ Robbie said, with a note of apology in his voice, because it would mean no longer living with Matt and me.

Marv said, ‘Maybe… when we’ve got things figured out… we could find a way to get you in as well.’

But I looked at Matt, and he gave me a quick eye-roll that suggested the chances of us joining a fraternity were pretty slim.

‘They’ll figure you out soon enough,’ Matt said, but I remembered how those frat boys had been looking at Marv and Robbie while they’d been kings on that pong table, and I wondered if Matt would be proven wrong.
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The summer seemed like a lonely desert in the middle of my life that I needed to somehow get across in order to survive.

The first few weeks were particularly brutal because Ella was going on vacation with her family to an island in the Bahamas, where her father owned a small beachfront property. It sounded like a nice place to be, but Ella didn’t get any cell reception there, and the Internet capability was like dial-up from a family computer.

She was sending me an email each day, along with a small picture, and I was doing the same. While it made my heart leap every day just to hear from her, it was too dangerous to get into anything too personal or intimate. Ella’s theory was that it was her parents’ way of putting a check on her college social life, to keep boys away from her.

Well, it was like having a hip flask with me as I made my way through the desert, taking little warm sips of water as I staggered on.

Although Matt and I would have to re-apply for a dorm room in the fall, what with Marv and Robbie inexplicably being drawn into the Greek world of their new fraternity, thankfully I was able to stay in my dorm during the summer without paying extra for accommodation.

Some parts of the college remained open for staff and, therefore, students too, including certain cafeterias and sports facilities, as well as the library for academic staff. Walking around college was like being in one of those apocalyptic movies where you’re one of the only remaining humans on the planet. It was nice to use the gym, though, and during my vast array of spare time I could stop in at the Music Faculty to get some practice in — I was getting pretty good without so many distractions.

I had my bar job to help me through, of course. I could take as many shifts as there were available, particularly helping out with the restaurant side of the work, but also learning the trade behind the bar. In our state, I was allowed to pour and serve alcohol — I just couldn’t drink it legally until I was 21. My boss seemed to like that combination, hinting that it was one reason he liked to hire freshmen and sophomores.

It was pretty lonely, I suppose. I hadn’t exactly been inundated with friends during the semester, but now our college was like a ghost town. My job became my social life — I actually enjoyed coming to work, even the laborious parts, chatting to locals, the occasional academic, and so on. It still seemed to me that this summer break was progressing very, very slowly.

*

I did meet the occasional senior at our bar-restaurant, but most of them were wise to the lack of a social life during the summer break in this college town.

But a couple of weeks into the long desert of the summer, I met a guy who knew me by name.

It was one afternoon, and a guy who seemed only a little older than me came in to sit at the bar and asked if I was Danny. I had to card him, since he didn’t look to be at least 30, so I learned that he was called Jed Turley, and he was about to become a junior in our college, though he had already turned 21 because he’d taken a gap year between high school and college to tour with his rock band.

It was something of a surprise to find that he knew who I was, but then he revealed that he’d been sent my way by a friend of mine — one by the name of Ella McKinney.

God. My heart leaped at the uttering of her name — and then I had this strange response below my belt when he revealed that he’d dated Ella for a short while when she’d first started college, and the two of them had had occasional run-ins since then. This was Ella’s rock guitarist ex.

I was friendly with him, of course, from the outset. Even after I worked out who he was, I felt no ill will toward him for being an ex of my true love. If anything, it was strangely exciting to meet him; it gave me an unexpected buzz to link this guy to what Ella had said about him. This guy had fucked my girlfriend on various occasions, and made her come like crazy. I was fascinated to think about that even while I spoke to him about other stuff.

On the other hand, I was careful with him about how I referred to my relationship with Ella. Our thing was still very much a secret, after all. I wasn’t supposed to mention to anyone that I had been dating her, other than Marv, Robbie, and Matt, who had been in on the secret from the jump. Jed knew I was Ella’s friend, but that was how he referred to me when he asked if I was Danny — he didn’t ask if I was Ella’s boyfriend. And so it felt safest to simply refer to her as my friend with him from then on.

At first, I was a little stumped as to why Ella had felt the need to steer Jed my way. She knew I was mostly on my own, but I hadn’t complained to her about being lonely. My emails to her had mostly been filled with brief descriptions of my days and my thoughts about how much I missed her. I hadn’t wanted to get too morose with her about my general lack of social interaction outside of work, because I thought she might be put off by a miserable boyfriend during her fabulous vacation on a private beach in the Bahamas.

But then as we started talking about music, and Jed’s band, he came out with a question about whether I played the piano. I was a little surprised that Ella had talked about me with him as much as she had. But Jed said he’d been desperately looking for someone to play keyboard with his band, since his normal guy had gone to Europe for the summer.

Ella, apparently, had suggested me to him.

What had she been thinking of? I’d played her the occasional classical piece when we’d been in the Music Faculty to find a secret location to spend time together and make out, but she knew I was no rock band keyboardist. I’d never even learned to play jazz. Much as I liked the idea of playing music with a rock band, I had to turn him down.

‘I just… I mean… I can play you Fur Elise if you like…’ I said, highly apologetically. ‘…You know, if you’re looking for someone to divert the crowd with a Hungarian mazurka while you set up for the next song.’

He smiled. ‘You know how to play a few chords?’

I shrugged. ‘I guess so.’

‘Would you show me what you can do?’

We went to the Music Faculty, and I thought we’d sit down and I’d play him a Beethoven sonata I’d memorized, and maybe he’d ask if I could sit down with some sheet music of a few of his band’s songs and learn it well enough for a public performance, and I’d tell him it took me ages to get a song perfectly memorized. But we got into a practice room, and he asked me to play a few different chords — well, I’d played piano long enough to know most of the basic triads and so on, so that wasn’t difficult.

‘Play an E major chord,’ he’d say, and I did so. ‘Now B major. F-sharp. Okay, but invert them; it sounds better… okay, back to B, now E major again…’

He had me playing this chord progression as regular quarter notes, plink-plink-plink-plink, four plinks per bar. He nodded his approval, as if I was doing something noteworthy. There was a bar of D major, a bar of the A major chord, and back to E major again, that second sequence repeating. I played what he wanted, repeating it and adjusting some of the chord changes’ timings, and it didn’t take much of a genius to realize what I was playing. When he pulled out his phone and played the song on Spotify from his phone speakers, it was transformative for me.

I was playing along with the Beatles. With A Little Help From My Friends.

‘Songs are just chords,’ he said with a smile. ‘Chords with a tune on top.’

I was a classically trained pianist accustomed to memorizing Beethoven, Brahms, or Bartók note-for-note. I’d never been taught anything else. I had always been astonished at the talent of rock and pop musicians. I had always thought that kind of thing was beyond the capabilities of an ordinary guy like me.

But it was just chords.

‘You can look up what the chords are for pretty much any song in existence, and then play along,’ Jed told me.

My jaw dropped.

Later, we went over to Jed’s apartment, where he had a couple of guitars and a keyboard, along with a digital drum set. The two of us played along to Nirvana songs, Elliot Smith, David Bowie, even Pixies — and then a couple of songs Jed had written with his band, Destitute Dogs. I even fooled around with a bass guitar for a bit, and it wasn’t as difficult to hold a basic bass line as I had expected, particularly for songs with simple chord progressions.

And so that was how I joined a band over the summer.

Insane.

(In the membrane).

*

When Ella flew back from the Bahamas, suddenly we were back in full Internet contact, and we could talk via text whenever we liked, and at night we could see each other via FaceTime, and deal with a certain amount of our pent-up sexual frustration.

She was fascinated to hear how I’d been getting on with Jed and his band, jamming with Jed as well as a newly graduated English major, Hayden Glaye, playing guitar, along with Scott Thomson on bass and Louie Garcia on drums. Scott was a senior, majoring in business, while big Louie lived locally and normally worked as a mechanic.

I liked how impressed she was at how I’d fitted in with the band, how I’d developed from my initial role banging a few chords to improvising occasional solos.

And I got the impression she’d been talking to Jed about me behind the scenes, so it wasn’t just me tooting my own horn.

I told her I would be playing in the next planned gig at a bar a couple of towns over from our college town, and she already seemed to know and was planning to be there to see us.

The thought of her visiting for a few days, the first opportunity she could get away from her family, filled me with joy. It would be about a week or so after she got back to Connecticut, for a few days before she had to fly away for a trip to Europe. I could hardly believe how much traveling she was doing, but this next excursion was her affluent family’s usual chance to catch up with family abroad.

As for her visit to me, however, she wasn’t merely planning on watching our band before heading back to my dorm for some play time. She wanted to reconnect with Jed.

‘Reconnect?’ I felt a sharp jolt of acid shoot through my chest.

She gave me a mischievous, seductive smile via FaceTime. My cock thickened quite suddenly. ‘You like the idea of me sleeping with him?’

Oh, man. I mean, I’d thought about the fact that Jed had slept with my girlfriend before, of course I had. Somehow, being around him and knowing he had been with Ella like that brought me an odd kind of comfort, like I was somehow engaging with her even while she was away.

But I hadn’t thought she might want to rekindle her passion with my new bandmate.

Now it suddenly seemed like the hottest thing ever, although at the same time I felt a sharp discomfort at the thought of my bandmate fucking my girl. It took me a moment to realize it was shame.

How could I feel shame like this, flushing hot through my entire body, and have such a ridiculously huge erection right now? It was absolutely crazy.

‘You didn’t tell him we were dating?’ she asked me.

’No… It’s supposed to be secret, so…’

‘Good,’ she nodded. ‘That’ll probably make things simpler.’

‘So you are going to…?’ I asked her.

She smiled again, and my erection throbbed. ‘As far as he knows, I’m single right now,’ she said with a shrug that suggested cuckolding me with my bandmate was now inevitable.

I was shaking with a mixture of horror and arousal. I felt like I could hardly breathe. It felt so bizarre, almost as though my body’s physical response to what she was planning was disconnected from my mental reaction.

Yet I could not deny the fact that I was turned on by the thought of her cuckolding me.

That night, we lay in our beds, separated by about a little more than 150 miles, and Ella murmured sweet words to me describing how she had met Jed in the first place, how the two of them had ended up in bed, and what had happened when they got there. After that she started telling me how much she wanted to cuckold me again, how powerful it made her feel, how the thought of me waiting for her made sex with any man ten times more exciting, somehow heightening her senses and strengthening her orgasms.

It felt like she was brainwashing me, hacking my brain, rewiring my thought process to suit her need to cuckold me. And yet at this stage I wanted her to.

And by the time she made me come via FaceTime, I was craving for her to sleep with my bandmate again.

She told me that, for the next few days until she saw me again, she wanted me to really focus on my music. I was a little confused about what she meant, about why she was so keen for me to succeed when it came to this new rock music adventure.

Then she said, ‘You still have your cage there, don’t you?’

I groaned. Oh, God.

But of course I did as she told me. That was part of the whole thrill for me now.

*

The gig was just an afternoon thing at a fairly small Irish pub that Jed had arranged as a kind of introduction for me before we started touring larger venues, including some in the city.

I was feeling a little nervous, but one unexpected consequence of having my manhood locked in a little steel cage was that it somehow distracted me from the fear of performing in public.

Then I saw Ella enter the bar a few minutes before we were due to start our set, and suddenly I wasn’t thinking about the stage fright at all.

Oh, Jeez. She looked insanely hot, like a sweet glass of ice-cold water after a long trek through the scorching desert. She was wearing a tiny tartan skirt and a leather jacket over a tiny black lacy crop top, her blonde hair giving her something of a punky look. Oh wow. I could imagine her wearing that skirt as she sat on my face — and it made my caged manhood hurt like hell.

She was beaming ear-to-ear as she approached us, her pretty green eyes sparkling in the lights from the bar.

‘Hey, how are you guys doing?’ she said, and I felt my entire body yearning to hold her, to kiss her, to reconnect after such a long time away.

But right in front of me, my sweet Ella draped her arms over my bandmate’s shoulders and reached up to kiss him sensually on the mouth instead of me.

Man, my dick hurt.
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We played for two hours — mostly covers, but some Jed Turley originals. The audience seemed to appreciate the covers more, but that was only natural, and Jed wasn’t precious about his stuff. He traded lead and rhythm guitar duties with Hayden throughout the set and added vocals to his songs and some of the covers. Louie lent his surprisingly rich baritone to some great Leonard Cohen numbers and a Pearl Jam track that almost made it seem like Eddie Vedder was on stage with us.

The big surprise, though, was when Jed coaxed Ella up on stage for a truly dazzling rendition of the Cranberries’ Zombie, which we hadn’t even practiced, but had a gorgeous repeating progression of E minor, C major 7, G and D over F-sharp that we didn’t have much trouble picking up.

The thing with the keyboard in a band is, you’re not playing solo, and you don’t want to tread all over the parts of the other instruments, so it’s just a little filling in here, a light motif there, perhaps some chords when the song gets heavy and you need some power.

It was just magical with Ella singing over the top.

I got the sense that she’d performed this song with Jed before. They had a chemistry on stage that sent shivers down my spine, and even if I didn’t have inside knowledge and hadn’t seen them kiss beforehand, it would have confirmed in my mind that they had been lovers.

I had to try not to think about the two of them together, though it was difficult not to picture them in bed, stripped off, going at it no-holds-barred. I couldn’t afford to dwell on those kinds of thoughts, not when my cock was so confined. I had to focus on the music.

It turned out that the crowd appreciated Ella almost as much as we did.

Later, when we were all relaxing at the back of the place, listening to the headline act, Jed told me he’d been trying to persuade Ella to sing with the band ever since he first heard her when they’d met back toward the start of the college year. But while she had such an amazing voice, she tended to lose it after a few songs.

‘You just need a little coaching,’ Jed said, one arm wrapped possessively around her waist. ‘Spend some time with us, you’d build up some real stamina.’

She clearly loved his attention. But she kept giving me subtle little sideways glances that made it clear she loved my attention, too, and she adored teasing me by flirting with Jed right in front of me, knowing how it was affecting me.

*

Later still, we went out for drinks at another bar down the road, with various known groupies tagging along to make it a party.

I tended to hang out with Jed and Ella, though there was plenty of time to get to know my bandmates a little better, and some of the people who revolved around them. Ella generally stayed with Jed as though she was his official squeeze, often with one arm slung around him like they were a couple.

I tried not to, but I felt a natural urge to imagine them together, stripped off, fucking like rabbits. It made my cock throb painfully in its cage, but there was this kind of vicious cycle where if my cock started swelling inside its hard steel confinement, it reminded me of Ella and, tonight, made me think of her sleeping with my bandmate.

My sweet blonde kept giving me sly, sexy little glances through the night when she thought it wasn’t obvious to others, checking up with how her clingy behavior with Jed was affecting me. When our eyes connected, I would flash her a quick smile, both of us understanding each other and what was happening here.

She was cuckolding me.

It seemed clearer and clearer as the clock moved ever onward that she was fully intending on reuniting with Jed in every way. My heart seemed to beat slightly faster the later it got, and the more times I saw Jed look adoringly at Ella, and Ella respond with a sweet, seductive smile.

My girl was horny tonight, horny for another man’s hard cock.

It wasn’t easy suppressing my erection. I had to keep stepping out, taking breaks. At one point, one of my bandmates — Scott, our bass player — assumed I was going out for a smoke, and invited himself along with me. I was too embarrassed to deny his theory about my disappearing outside, but when I acted like I hadn’t realized I’d run out of cigarettes, he offered me one of his hand-rolled ones, and I could hardly turn it down.

And so, I experienced smoking for the first time. I wouldn’t recommend it, though I managed to avoid coughing like a complete noob at the hot fumes invading my body, and mostly merely pretended to inhale.

Later, it turned out that Scott’s hand-rolled cigarettes had a little more in them than just tobacco. Even though I was mostly pretending to inhale, it seemed to calm me down, and then I wasn’t pretending quite so much when it came to inhaling.

Scott and I chatted about music, and playing the bass, and then continued when we went back inside the bar. He was evangelical when it came to the bass guitar, suggesting that I’d have no trouble picking it up since I was already somewhat musically literate. He promised to give me a bass lesson or two over the summer, and I said sure, why not? It was something else to distract me from the weird adventure I was undertaking with Ella.

*

It was well into the small hours that much of our group headed back to Jed’s apartment, where the party continued in a more subdued fashion, lounging on couches and armchairs, alcohol increasingly giving way to marijuana as the energy gradually chilled.

Naturally, Ella was with Jed, but now our party had been whittled down to only bandmates, close friends and companions; my sweet angel seemed more open about expressing her affection for my bandmate, cuddling up to him on the biggest couch, flirting openly with him, making out with him.

Oh, man. The dope was counteracting my erection to some extent, but it was still difficult to keep my emotions fully in check.

I suppose I could have gone home. I could have ignored it, focused on chatting further with Scott — and Louie, who was also on board with the idea of me trying out the bass guitar with a view to extending my usefulness in the band. But the sight of Ella with another man, and Jed in particular, was irresistible to me. And the way she kept glancing over at me made it seem as though I was part of her whole adventure, and that if I left, it would deny her the full cuckoldress experience.

As the night wore on, I noticed the numbers dwindling further. It was like one of those TV sci-fi shows where 3% of the population suddenly disappears with no explanation. Every time there was a pause in conversation between Scott, Louie, and me, it seemed there were fewer people in the room.

I took a big drag on one of Scott’s fatties, and when the smoke had cleared, I thought Louie had disappeared. But no, now there was a groupie sitting on his lap, casually French-kissing him, tongues and all, without any apparent concern that other people could see them.

Scott was telling me about some gig they’d done all the way down in Orlando, and it suddenly struck me that me and him were now the only people in the room who hadn’t coupled off with a girlfriend or groupie. There were four different couples in the room in various stages of passion — I swear, there was a couple in the corner armchair who I didn’t recognize who were basically having sex, the girl sitting in the guy’s lap facing him, writhing as though he was inside her.

Louie had his hand up his girl’s skirt, and the way she was moving on him made it fairly clear he had his fingers inside her.

Man, everyone was so casual and laid back about it all.

To them, it wasn’t a big deal. Having sex with a friend, or a groupie, or whoever was willing. I could see Hayden getting a blowjob on the pool table. Ella’s canoodling with Jed had gotten to the point that his hands were up her skirt now, too. He was touching her. Fingering her right in front of me.

I could see how deeply she was breathing as he was touching her, and I knew how good he was making her feel.

Oh, Jeez.

She suddenly turned her head and looked at me, and it was like she didn’t need to hide anything. She turned around and sat back on Jed’s lap, gazing at me, pulling up her skirt to show me her pussy as my bandmate fingered her. She wasn’t even wearing panties, just fishnet hose through which it was easy enough for Jed to jam his fingers.

Oh God, it was so hot.

I was in such pain.

My sweet Ella gazing into my eyes as another man thrust his fingers inside her soaking wet pussy over and over, her mouth open, her brow crinkled, her cheeks flushed as he massaged her from the inside.

I watched him make her come right in front of me. He couldn’t see that I was watching her; of course, she was in the way. Everyone else around the room was too focused on their own explicit behavior to worry about what was happening elsewhere.

Scott seemed focused on his spliff, acting almost as though he was completely unaware anything untoward was going on around us. Then he took a huge drag on it, handed it to me, and said, ‘I should probably head off.’

I nodded, said, ‘Right,’ as though I was probably going to do the same. I drew in a chestful of MJ, and moved to hand the joint back to Scott, but he furrowed his brow and gently shook his head for a moment to signal that I didn’t need to give it back. Like I was staying, so I should have it.

I gave a little shrug and remained there on the couch as he disappeared. And now I was the only one left not actively involved in adult activities.

Louie’s girl was now clinging to him as though he’d just saved her from a monster, and it was clear they were basically fucking. Hayden had disappeared behind the pool table, where I could see two pairs of feet facing each other on the floor, moving in such a way that could only be explained by advanced intercourse. The couple in the corner had slowed, but were still apparently continuing a seated fuck.

And then there was Ella and Jed.

Ella smiled sweetly at me, adoringly, and then stood up as though she was showing herself to me, modeling some new outfit on a Paris catwalk.

‘You shouldn’t wear it at night,’ she said, glancing down at my crotch before handing me the little golden key she’d been wearing around her neck.

I felt a flash of fear that others would realize what she was referring to, but no one else was paying any attention. Jed looked kind of out of it, but he was still awake, and the bulge in his pants suggested he was raring to go with Ella.

Then Ella was suddenly pulling herself up to her feet, walking slowly over to me as she took off her necklace.

‘Go take it off,’ she said, stooping to hand me the key to my manhood.

I gave her a nod, reached over to rest my joint on an ashtray, then pulled myself up to my feet as she slinked back over to Jed. I found Jed’s bathroom, where I released my pour crushed dick from its confinement — not easy, I might add, with a throbbing cock and shaking hands, not to mention a tiny key that did not slot easily into that ridiculous-looking padlock.

When I returned to the living room, Jed was lying back along the couch, his head resting on the arm, his eyes closed. Ella was lying over him, but her body was further along the couch, and as I moved around to resume my position on the couch opposite, I saw her head was between his thighs, one hand wrapped around the base of his cock, the top few inches in her mouth.

Jed seemed too focused on what Ella was doing to worry about anything else, like noticing I was still here. And it was gloomy enough in that room that I felt sure I could resume my seat on the couch opposite them, and nobody would notice I’d left.

Oh, man. My beloved Ella was sucking another man’s dick, and I could sit there and watch.

I saw her shift in his lap, and now it was completely visible: my gorgeous sweetheart gripping another man’s hard cock, jamming it into her pretty mouth. She looked up, and her eyes connected with mine while she massaged the top of his manhood with her lips. She smiled, though her mouth was full.

Her eyes invited me to return to my place. I couldn’t resist.

I ventured in, nobody noticing at all except Ella. I dropped down onto the couch opposite my bandmate and my girl, positioning myself as though I’d gone to sleep.

My hand drifted down to the hardness now unrestricted inside my pants as I watched Ella’s attention return fully to my bandmate’s big, hard dick.

It was just breathtaking.

And yet I felt a dark pang of shame wash over me while I watched my girlfriend play so openly with another man’s cock, the excitement I felt witnessing her cuckold me tempered by the fear that people would catch me watching them, that somebody would somehow figure out what was happening here.

How could I be so brutally turned on, and yet ashamed of myself at the same time?
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The whole time, I assumed that Jed would get up and take Ella with him into the bedroom. But my bandmate didn’t seem in any particular hurry to find somewhere more private to enjoy my girlfriend.

I just lay there and pretended to sleep as Ella straddled Jed and removed her top. I saw her glance over at me, trying to determine whether I was still watching, or I had somehow drifted off because of the booze or the dope or the combination.

Briefly, I opened my eyes wide, long enough to signal to her that I was as awake as could be. She gave me a seductive smile, apparently enjoying my attention while she prepared to fuck another man in front of me.

I saw her hands reach between her thighs as she lifted her hips up to allow room for his cock to enter her. I held my breath. She was going to fuck him. She was going to take another man’s manhood inside her most personal place.

I was shaking a little, terrified and aroused in equal measure.

She took her skirt off, though there was no reason to do so other than to improve my view of what was going on. Then I saw her muscles move, and her body sank down a few inches — and I knew she had taken him inside her pussy, even though I couldn’t see the actual penetration from this angle.

I stifled a gasp.

My girlfriend was fucking my bandmate right in front of me.

I was just stunned by the sight. She paused for a long while, just feeling his cock inside her, and then slowly began to move her hips, rising and falling over him to stir that thing within her pussy. I held my breath, and felt an odd moment where my intense arousal suddenly made me concerned that my cock was going to get very painful — but, of course, I had removed the cage, and was free to have as big an erection as I could muster.

In the darkness, I felt safe enough to unbutton my fly, and slip my hand inside my jeans, my fingers curling around my hard cock. Even simply touching myself free of that cage felt blissful.

Ella let out a long, low moan that seemed risky except for the fact that there were other couples already having sex in that room, and nobody seemed to care. I watched in awe as my gorgeous blonde worked the muscles in her thighs so that her shapely ass bounced over him. Oh, man. She was having sex. She was actually having sex, and not with me.

My heart was racing; I could hear the pulse in my ears. I could hardly breathe.

My beloved Ella was cheating on me, right in front of me. It was so raw, so animalistic, so filthy, so incredible. I could hear the couch creak as she moved on him; I could hear the wet sounds of his cock squeezed inside her tight, soaking pussy. She was cheating on me, and it was the most erotic moment of my life.

She started out pressing her body to him as flat as she could manage, but then she sat up, fucking him more overtly, more obviously, neither of them apparently concerned if anyone else could see what was going on. He put his hands on her breasts as she fucked him, then she reached behind her back to remove her bra, so that his hands could cup her bare tits directly.

God, she was so sexy. The innate grace in how she moved, the curves of her body as she worked herself over him, now wearing only her fishnet pantyhose, which didn’t restrict any access for him with her divine form.

After a little while, I saw Jed move his hands onto her waist so that he could take control of her rhythm. He pulled her back down into a long kiss as they moved together. It wasn’t long before he murmured something to her, and she pulled back from him; then the two of them were changing position, Ella lying back on the couch where he was, Jed taking a dominant position between her splayed thighs.

I watched him loom over her; I saw his hard cock for a moment before he speared her with it. It was so shocking, and yet intensely exciting. I was filled with a powerful mixture of arousal and shame at the sight of my bandmate fucking my girl.

She was moaning loudly now, and it didn’t seem like anyone cared. I watched him fucking her and could not believe how long he went. I felt certain I would have come by now. He wasn’t as big a guy as Louie, but Jed was ripped. He pulled off his t-shirt, and I felt intimidated by his physicality.

How did he move like that? How did he make her moan like that? His skill was impressive.

He started slow, but steadily built his pace until he was fucking her ferociously. Then he eased off again for a while, before building up again. He was playing her like an instrument; it was incredible to watch. I felt educated; I tried not to miss a thing, did my best to absorb everything he was doing with her so I might improve my own abilities.

I was so hard watching them, but while it felt good to have my hand stuffed down my pants, and I was able to grind my hips a little to kind of fuck my hand, it wasn’t really a full masturbation. Though so much sex was going on openly in that darkened room, I didn’t feel safe or hidden enough to jerk off in full view.

She was enjoying every moment. I loved how obviously into it she was, how much real pleasure he was giving her. I saw her body shake and shudder and knew that she was coming as he continued to fuck her, but they did not stop. How did he last this long?

I wondered if the dope helped his stamina — but it wasn’t that kind of drug, was it?

Then Ella turned over so that she was lying on her front, and she was kind of facing me as he mounted her and started fucking her from behind. I was just awestruck, fascinated that someone was having sex in front of me, let alone my beloved girlfriend and my bandmate. I gazed into her eyes, and she started murmuring quietly that she was going to come again.

Could Jed tell I was awake? I didn’t think so. I had to be more subtle, freezing where I lay, my big, hard cock pressed against my hand but not moving.

He pounded into her hard, almost like he was punishing her, and she was squealing. I heard the sounds of other loud sex coming from over in the corner of the room, so they were not alone in their unbridled debauchery in here.

It was only when he started grunting, and I knew for certain his own orgasm was approaching, that I realized that at no point had I witnessed him putting on a condom — and the few glimpses I’d seen of his actual cock had confirmed he was fucking my girlfriend without any protection.

What could I do, though, but lie there and watch as his body tensed up and then his hips jerked once, twice, three times, and he was shooting his cream into my girlfriend’s soaking pussy, filling her up with his seed. It had a powerful effect on me, somehow stirring that innate mechanism within me more than I had ever felt it before, my body responding to the sight of a rival male impregnating my woman.

Oh, she was so beautiful. I wanted her so badly. My desire for her was so profound in that moment.

Yet as I watched him finish in her, I felt powerless to intervene; I felt unable to take her back. The shame that blended with my excitement became more prominent as their sex slowed. I did not want my bandmate to know that Ella was mine, that he had fucked my girlfriend. My love.

I could not face him knowing what I was.

A cuckold.

What would the rest of the band think? I’d be laughed out of town.

Jeez. He emptied his entire load in her and then just rolled off her like it was no big deal, leaving me feeling devastated and overjoyed and completely overwhelmed all at once. He stood, casually grabbed his clothes, and then just walked away toward the bathroom.

Oh, God.

Ella rolled onto her side on the couch, facing me, gazing at me. I saw her glance around the room, assessing the situation and determining whether anyone had seen or was looking this way now. I felt fear take hold inside me, and for a moment I was genuinely anxious that she had changed her mind about everything — that being reminded of Jed’s prowess would draw her away from me, that she would seek a permanent coupling with him, that she would abandon me.

But now she rose from the couch and stepped over to me.

She stood there a moment, looming over me. I could smell the sex on her body, fresh, pungent, powerful. She looked like a goddess on a pedestal. I desperately wanted to worship her, but felt worried people would see — my bandmates would realize I was a cuckold, a pathetic pervert.

I even closed my eyes, feeling safer pretending I was asleep.

Then I suddenly felt her breath on my face; I smelled her fragrance, and she said quietly, ‘I know you’re awake. Do you still love me?’

I opened my eyes. She was crouching beside me, her pretty face filling my vision.

‘More than ever,’ I breathed, finding it unnecessary to conceal my awe for her.

Her flushed face broke into a broad, warm smile of pure delight. She ducked down, and her lips touched mine. I was taken aback by how hot they were, and as we kissed, the taste of her mouth seemed unfamiliar and intensely odd. It took a moment for my brain to engage and for me to know I was tasting him on her. It sent a burst of heat and electricity through my entire frame.

My girlfriend had just had sex with my bandmate. My true cuckold nature could not get enough of that fact.

‘I have to go,’ she said, as we heard the flush of a toilet in the distance. Then she added, ‘You should, too.’

I nodded. ‘When will I see you?’

She smiled again, kissed my mouth. ‘I’ll come see you when I’m done with Jed.’

She dropped something on my face. Her panties.

‘Get some sleep,’ she said with a smirk. ‘And don’t you dare make yourself come. That’s mine.’

I watched her saunter off toward Jed’s bedroom, the most beautiful woman I’d ever seen. I pressed her abandoned underwear to my face, inhaling the wicked scent of her pussy from the damp material.

Oh, God, I craved her.

But now I had to leave, head back to my college, to my dorm, to my bed while another man continued to sleep with — and no doubt fuck — my sweet Ella the rest of the night.

*

I was surprised how bad I felt walking away from her.

I mean, I’d been through this before, of course, but seeing her with Jed was different; their chemistry was undeniable, their history together. He was her ex, but not in a conventional way — they hadn’t officially ended things, he had never rejected her, she had never rejected him, they just saw each other on an ad hoc basis. They could choose at any point to form a more permanent bond, and I’d be out.

I drifted back to college and my dorm in a daze, thrilled by what I’d seen, but gripped by fear.

By the time I got back to my room, my arousal was losing the battle to my paranoia, and I just felt like throwing up. There was such a mental component to dealing with this whole thing, which I couldn’t have appreciated until it really started in earnest. The human body responds to love and loss in very physical ways that can feel overwhelming. And the fact is that cuckolding was an incredibly confusing activity for the human body to cope with, at least the male one — I can’t speak for how women felt, how Ella might be feeling about being with Jed at that moment; I wanted to kneel by a toilet and empty the contents of my stomach.

Was I being an idiot doing this over and over again? Was the pain and physical trauma worth the sexual thrills of having a sensationally beautiful girlfriend who constantly wanted to sleep with me — because I apparently enjoyed her sleeping with others?

I had to work hard to calm down and fill my head with positive thoughts. I had her panties as a token of her desire for me, and I treated her gift as a kind of pledge to return to me. I thought about what she’d previously said about Jed, about how he made her come hard, but he wasn’t one for the kind of tender affection I gave her.

I watched TV a while. I received a surprising text message from Matt asking how I was, and how things were going with Ella — which provided distraction as I updated him, my attempts to be positive reflecting in the glowing terms with which I described my ongoing experience of cuckolding to somebody who was becoming a good friend.

By the time I’d finished texting him, I felt good about everything again.

I felt like this was what I wanted.

Then my bedroom door opened, and my beautiful, freshly fucked girlfriend slipped into my room.

‘It seems insane that nobody locks their doors around here,’ she said quietly, peeling off her black cloak, the usual long garment she used to conceal herself as she came to my dorm late at night.

‘You took your cloak to Jed’s?’ I said, amused and brutally aroused again.

Removing her shoes now, she smiled, ‘I had it in my car.’

God, she looked stunning. Her hair was messed up, her makeup was a little smudged, and her pale skin was flushed and slightly shiny with perspiration. The moment she came in, she filled my tiny room with the earthy, spicy, musky aroma of freshly exercised bodies and raw sex.

I stood, went to her, the smell of sex driving my desire. I kissed her mouth, my heart thumping, my blood rushing, my stomach churning as I tasted the man on her lips, smelled the cock on her breath, bathed in the memory of witnessing her fucking another man right in front of me not so long before.

‘No,’ she said firmly, breaking our kiss, pushing me back. ‘You have to do this properly.’

I raised a quizzical eyebrow.

‘Worship me,’ she told me.
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‘Worship me.’

I wasn’t wearing my cage, but her tone reminded me of her desire to own me, her wish to dominate me, though her usual nature seemed too sweet to be a dominatrix. Somehow, her command turned me on even more than I already was.

I dropped to my knees, I started kissing her feet, and then up her ankles, not really thinking what I was doing, merely channeling some base need to adore her, to devote myself to her pleasure, to worship her like the goddess she was.

Kissing her feet, up her smooth legs, the salty flavor of perspiration on her soft skin, the scent of sex all over her body, along with the traces of alcohol and marijuana and a man’s cologne.

As I progressed up her beautiful swimmer’s legs and shapely thighs, she removed her little skirt, showing me her bare pussy, her very freshly fucked pussy, which was soaking wet. I glanced up at her, trembling a little with lust at the sight of her exposed sex; the memory burned into my mind of watching another man fucking her without a condom, his engorged cock thrusting into her.

Remembering how it was when he came inside her.

She leaned back against the edge of my desk, and gently patted her pussy, commanding me to service her, smiling down at me expectantly. I hesitated, but approached, breathing in the powerful scent of sex from her glistening folds. Gently kissing beside it, around it, shocked by the scent of sex, of another man, astonished at how it felt to know that my beloved sweetheart had just fucked someone else.

‘You didn’t use a condom,’ I said.

She nodded. ‘I trust him. He told me he hasn’t been with anyone since me. Does it freak you out?’

I hesitated. ‘No… no, not if you’re sure.’

She smiled down at me benevolently, put a hand gently on my head, and pulled my face to her sex, giving me no more choice in the matter, crushing my mouth against her unfaithful pussy. Despite my misgivings about Jed fucking her bareback, I liked that she wanted this, that she was demanding I service her. There was something dirty about it, something wicked that triggered my arousal like crazy.

She was very wet. I licked her like a faithful servant should.

She seemed to enjoy it — the licking, and her dominance of me. She lifted a leg over my shoulder, pressed her foot against my back as I pleasured her well-used pussy with my mouth. It wasn’t long before she led me to the bed, sitting on the edge so I could kneel on the floor to continue lapping at her well-fucked sex. I loved how she enjoyed it, how her body responded to me. The way she moved as I licked her, the way she sighed and moaned as I sucked on her pussy. The little cries as I gently tended to her clit.

She circled her hips to move her pussy on my face, applying increasing pressure as I progressed. She locked my head between her thighs like she was trying to sit cross-legged, clamping my face to her body so she could control the movement of her pussy on my mouth — in effect fucking my face.

After a while, she had me lie down on the bed so she could sit on my face and ride my mouth to orgasm.

She was very loud as she came. I loved every moment.

She dismounted and lay beside me, taking hold of my hard cock in a hand, telling me I made her feel so good, that she’d never known anything that turned her on more than fucking someone while she knew I was watching, waiting, craving her so much because of it. And that there was nothing so sweet as returning to me after a night of sex with another man to demand my attention and release me from the tension I was feeling.

Speaking of release, she eventually straddled me, took my cock inside her searing-hot pussy, and I guessed she had decided she was safe fucking me without a condom now, too. Unfortunately I really did not last long at all before I became the second man in one night to empty my full load inside her.

She seemed pleased with me; she seemed content as I held her in my arms and released my cream deep within her.

‘I’m going to have to start the initiation process for my sorority soon,’ she said as we lay together, gasping for breath.

‘But it’s not even August yet,’ I said. ‘I thought Rush week was in the fall, after the semester’s started.’

She smiled. ‘They do things differently in Alpha Gamma Chi — since they don’t accept Freshmen, they can start with new Sophomores before the school year begins.’

I nodded. ‘Makes sense.’

‘Then a lot of the pledge period is out of the way before classes begin, so it doesn’t affect your schoolwork so much.’

‘What will you have to do?’

‘I don’t know,’ she shrugged. ‘Nobody’s really supposed to talk about it. From what I’ve read… well, they’ll be some kind of tasks. They’re not supposed to do hazing anymore, but there’ll be something demeaning. We’re supposed to prove ourselves to the sorority.’

She seemed nervous.

‘Why do you have to do all that? Why do you feel such a need to join a sorority?’

She grinned. ‘You don’t understand anything about social status, do you?’

Now it was my turn to shrug, offering her the blank look of an innocent dork.

She said, ‘It’s all about being part of a community, being admired, being respected, making friends I’ll have for the rest of my life.’

I said dryly, ‘Kendra is forcing you…’

‘Nobody’s forcing me,’ she stressed. ‘I’m glad Kendra will be one of my pledge sisters.’

‘It won’t be so bad,’ I said.

She looked apologetic. ‘I might not get to see you so much during the pledge period.’

‘We can spend plenty of time together until then. And after.’

‘Yes.’

She drifted off to sleep. I gazed at her a while, stunned by her beauty, by my good fortune at getting to be with her, getting to enjoy her like this, someone so ridiculously out of my league.

*

The rest of the summer before her pledge period began, Ella came back to college to spend more time with me. She’d given up her dorm room because of her intention to move in with the Alpha Gamma Chi sisters, but she didn’t want to quietly move in with me in my dorm room.

She was going to stay with Jed.

‘He’s got an apartment,’ she said. ‘And a big bed.’

‘And a big cock,’ I grinned.

‘Well, there is that.’

She reminded me that our relationship was a secret, that people couldn’t know she was dating me if she was going to get into the sorority, maintain her social status, and be free to date other guys. And it was unquestionably safer for her to stay with Jed in that case.

I think she did it to tease me.

She knew it drove me crazy, that she would spend so much time with my bandmate that summer. That she would only sleep with me after being with him, visiting me in the dead of night wearing that Ring Wraith’s black cloak.

Oh, I spent a fair amount of time at Jed’s apartment hanging out with them, when I wasn’t working my bar job. There was band practice, there were jam sessions, there was simply hanging out. Ella would be there, acting like she was Jed’s squeeze. Sometimes tempting him to go off for a quickie. Plenty of time quickies turned into lengthy sessions.

Jed knew I was Ella’s friend and classmate before I’d been introduced to him, so it wasn’t odd when I did spend time with her, and he wasn’t around. She liked taking me shopping, to find something sexy for her to wear while with Jed. She liked me to be with her while she prepared for a date, when she was going out to meet him for dinner somewhere, for a romantic one-on-one.

I still had the cage, of course. That seemed to symbolize her power over me, and so I wore it more and more that summer. I learned how to control myself a little more, how to keep calm, how to dampen down my arousal, even at times when I knew she was with Jed, fucking another man. I could wear it a lot, and I learned how to channel the experience into something reassuring — if I started doubting myself, if the fear started to get at me that our relationship would not last, I felt that hard steel around my manhood and knew she wanted me, that she wouldn’t get what she had with me with other men.

The way it was between us, it felt like I was becoming more and more subservient to her. She wasn’t brutal about it; she gently eased me into the situation where I did what she wanted. I made way for her; I revolved my life around her. I served her whenever she needed it.

If I was hanging out at Jed’s apartment when she went out with him for the night, I started to distract myself from what was going on by tidying up the apartment. It was actually a better distraction than something like watching TV; I didn’t have to think about anything; I could just zone out as I carried out the physical chores.

Later, when Ella returned to me, usually back at my place by then, she was extra pleased with me for cleaning Jed’s apartment, which made her want to reward me with extra special attention.

I guess that situation just naturally connected with the whole female-led relationship part of our arrangement. It was a little embarrassing if I stopped to think about it, to be going about clearing up after everyone in some other guy’s apartment like some kind of frat mom. I hid it from the guys in the band. But it really was the best way to deal with the emotional turmoil from Ella dating my bandmate. After a while, I found that Jed was under the belief that Ella must be secretly tidying up his apartment when he wasn’t around. He made comments about enjoying her ‘woman’s touch’ around the place. I didn’t correct him. I enjoyed pleasing Ella by making myself useful while she was out cuckolding me. I liked how she responded to my obvious devotion; I appreciated her rewards, which might include days free of my cage, additional visits to me, or secret opportunities here or there to enjoy her sexually.

I suppose the rewards motivated me to keep doing things to earn them, and that in turn accelerated my submission to her.

If I wasn’t at Jed’s place when Ella was on a date with him, I found the activity closest to cleaning for coping with my cuckold angst was going to the gym for an intense workout.

Anyway. It all made me feel closer to Ella than ever before, even though she seemed to be closer to Jed at the same time, spending so much time with him. He didn’t ever suspect me of underhanded motives for wanting to spend so much time with them that summer — he assumed Ella was some kind of BFF for me, and since I didn’t react with any hint of jealousy when they were together, he couldn’t believe I had any kind of romantic attachment to her.

I hung out at Jed’s place a lot of the time I wasn’t working. The rest of the band turned up for rehearsals, particularly before gigs in various pubs in the area. Scott was even giving me bass lessons there, which I was really enjoying. Just a few lessons in, and I was already chugging along to U2’s ‘With or Without You’, or batting out Sweet Home Alabama, and I could even deputize for Scott in the band when needed.

Then one night while Ella and Jed were out catching a movie at the theater, I happened to be cleaning the kitchen in Jed’s apartment, and suddenly I looked up to find that Kendra had appeared.

Kendra, who had been suspicious of me from Day One, stood with her arms folded, looking absolutely horrified to find me there.

‘What the Hell are you doing here, dork?’
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I’d been distracted that particular evening because while I’d been cleaning up Jed’s apartment and waiting for my sweet girlfriend to come back from her date and have sex with my bandmate, I’d also been texting my friend Matt. Matt and I were getting to the point where we needed to formally apply for another dorm room for the new semester, since our roommates had been bizarrely head-hunted by one of the major frat houses because of their beer pong skills.

The thing was, Matt was now being encouraged to join the frat house by Marv and Robbie, though he wasn’t head-hunted, so he would have to go the whole pledge route that normal guys would when rushing the fraternity.

I spent the evening trying to persuade Matt not to join the fraternity, that life would be better in a dorm, doing our own thing. Matt, meanwhile, seemed to have had his head turned by all those frat parties we’d been infiltrating during the latter part of our Freshman year, and with Marv and Robbie already on the inside, was being tempted like a moth to a flame.

So, the upshot of all of it was, I didn’t notice when the door to Jed’s apartment was unlocked, and Kendra let herself in — only to find me alone, cleaning like a fricking housemaid.

‘What the hell are you doing here?’ I asked her.

‘Jed gave me a key,’ she said, one hand defiantly clamped to her waist. ‘He said I could crash on the couch during Rush Week, until I have a room at the sorority.’

Hmm. Well, it made sense for Kendra to crash here, since that was pretty much Ella’s plan.

But what didn’t make sense, at least to one of us, was why I was here on my own, clutching a Mr Clean spray bottle and a microfiber cloth.

‘So I have an excuse,’ Kendra said, holding up the front door key Jed had given her. ‘What are you doing?’

I glanced down at my cleaning implements, and felt myself blush from knowing what I was doing.

I said, weakly, ‘I spilled some beer.’

‘All over the apartment?’ she asked. ‘I’ve never seen this place look so clean and tidy. It looks like Marie Kondo’s been here.’

‘Well…’ I said, reaching for an explanation that simply wasn’t coming to me.

‘You’re stalking her,’ she said, her suspicions tumbling out, now that it was just us, and she didn’t fear making a scene.

‘I’m not stalking anyone,’ I said, irritated that she should feel the need to be Ella’s social gatekeeper.

‘So what are you doing here, dork?’

‘I… happen to be friends with Jed…’ The solution started formulating itself inside my brain with a little burst of lights while my mouth was still uttering the words.

‘Jed? You know Jed?’

‘I’m in his band.’

‘You just happen to be in a band with a guy who used to date Ella, and occasionally still does?’ she said, folding her arms like Nancy Drew in the final stages of solving a murder mystery.

‘And you have a problem with it?’

She gave me a dark look. ‘You’ll wreck her chances of getting into Alpha Gamma Chi.’

‘What do they care who her friends are?’

‘Because if they suspect she likes hanging out with a king dork, it will ruin her reputation.’

‘I’m just…’

I felt a powerful urge to deny that I was a dork. God. It felt like I was betraying the cause of dork kind. I was Peter sitting in the courtyard of the high priest Caiaphas, denying Jesus three times before the cock crowed. Kendra was glaring at me, daring me to claim I wasn’t a dork, readying her barbs. I could see in her eyes that she considered me a Forever Dork, that there was no way to turn it around.

But then we heard the key turn in the front door lock, and Jed and Ella were coming back from their date, and Kendra couldn’t start demanding to see my non-dork credentials.

‘Hey, Kendra!’

‘Hey guys! How’s it going?’

‘Great, we just saw that movie, Disclosure Day.’

‘Oh, how was it?’

While Kendra, Ella, and Jed were greeting each other, I quietly sat down on the couch in front of the TV like I’d been watching Netflix all evening, as I had been with my girlfriend and bandmate, who had gone out for their date. Kendra didn’t look as though she wanted to formally accuse me of stalking Ella now that Ella and Jed were here with us.

But she said, ‘So you’re really okay with me crashing here for a few days?’ And she was clearly signaling to Jed that if I was here, there was no way she could spend the night here on the couch in Jed’s apartment.

I got up, acting all tired and sleepy as though I’d maybe fallen asleep on the couch watching TV. ‘Oh, hey, I need to get going anyway,’ I said.

Jed said to me, ‘Of course, man. Hey, I’ll see you tomorrow after you’re out from work, right? We need to work on that bass line for Hallowed Ground.’

Hooray for the band. On my way out, I gave Kendra a glance that said, you see, I am in Jed’s band, like it was incontrovertible evidence for me winning our little argument. And I also flashed a smile Ella’s way, which said, I hope you have some good sex with Jed before I see you next, and also, you look unbelievably hot. And I wish I could stay and watch you fuck him. She knew what I meant.

I departed the front door, but as I was closing it behind me, I caught a final glimpse of Kendra. Her eyes connected with mine, and she stuck out her tongue at me behind Jed and Ella’s backs. Just before the door closed between us, I had time to stick my tongue out at her, too.

Made me laugh, how childish it was.

Walking home, however, I felt irritated and frustrated by Kendra’s arrival.

I appreciated that Ella’s initiation into the sorority was about to begin, which would make it difficult for me to see her. But Kendra’s presence at Jed’s apartment during their Rush week would make it virtually impossible for her to slip out at night to visit me.

When I got back to my dorm, I was feeling the sense of loss, like Ella had been taken away from me. I was so addicted to her; it was a powerful force. I accepted I wasn’t going to see her that night, and perhaps not for at least a week.

Resigned to my fate, I started getting ready for bed, muttering bad words about Kendra under my breath while I did so.

Then, as I was settling down, a text message came through from Ella:

Ella: Sorry about Kendra. She’s really taken a disliking to you for some reason. She’s going to make it difficult for me to see you this week.

I felt glad that she had messaged me, that she was clearly thinking about me even though she was, no doubt, about to have some fun with Jed.

I replied:

Danny: She’s just trying to look out for you, she thinks I’m trying to manipulate you into some kind of relationship, and that if I succeed it will damage your reputation and you won’t get into Alpha Gamma Chi.

Then she came back:

Ella: I think she could make things difficult for us. She is my best friend, she’s going to be around a lot. I might have to try to explain to her what’s really going on.

I felt a shiver of anxiety pass through my entire body at the thought of Kendra knowing. Kendra looking at me with even more contempt than she already did because now she knew I was a cuckold as well as a dork. I felt hot embarrassment flood my entire frame as I imagined how Kendra would view me.

But Ella was right that the alternative might be not seeing my gorgeous cuckoldress nearly as often in our Sophomore year.

Danny: She might be angry if she finds out what we’re doing. What would you do if she tells you to stop seeing me?

Ella: She won’t. I’d explain everything to her. She’d understand why I’m doing this, why I need this. Why I’m not going to stop seeing you. I already feel guilty keeping all this a secret from her. She’ll be okay.

But I did not feel good about the thought of letting Kendra in on our secret. I felt certain it would be the end of the incredible thing I had going with Ella.

Who was I to object, however?

I had gotten myself hooked on a woman who was totally out of my league, and the only way I was going to keep seeing her was as a cuckold in a female-led relationship. So at the end of the day, it wasn’t up to me how this thing progressed.

I wrote to her:

Danny: I support whatever you think is best, my Queen. I worry about not being able to see you, but I’m willing to do whatever is necessary to prevent that.

She replied:

Ella: We’ll figure it out. Kendra’s not a bad person. She’ll come to understand. Okay, Jed’s coming back from the bathroom. I won’t visit you tonight, but if you’re a good boy, I’ll let you watch me with Jed. If you accept my FaceTime call, make sure you don’t do anything on the call to draw Jed’s attention to it.

I swallowed, feeling my manhood suddenly thicken up, my heart start pounding again.

Danny: I promise. Thank you, my sweet.

Ella: I love you, Danny.

Danny: I love you, too. With all my heart.

Ella: Have fun. I’ll let you touch yourself while you watch, you can come if you need to because I won’t be with you tonight xxx

*

My heart was thumping so loud, I had to double-check the sound was all off on my phone, the microphone inactive, as I lay on the bed and set the screen up against a pillow so I could watch while tending to my skyscraper of an erection.

Here was Ella lying on Jed’s bed. She was wearing the same things she’d had on during their date: a casual white t-shirt and a pair of denim hot pants that showed off her fine ass beautifully. It looked like she had propped the phone up on a bedside table, but she’d given me a very good side view of the bed.

I lay back against my other pillows after double-checking that the little light indicating my camera was on was not lit, so there was no danger of Ella seeing me on her screen during the FaceTime call.

She gazed at the camera, smiled sweetly, and blew me a kiss. Then her attention moved away from me, her smile broadened into laughter, and she was clearly talking to someone else. Jed had entered the room.

I was so hard as I saw her sit up on her haunches, and then he was there with her, kneeling between her knees, his hands touching her head under her ears as they kissed tenderly. Their chemistry made me feel all melty inside. I did kind of envy Jed, but at the same time my cuckold urges made me feel joyful I was where I was, watching them, rather than being a part of it.

It was so sexy to see her like this.

I wanted her desperately, but at the same time, the way our relationship had developed, the fact she was letting me watch her with him made me a part of this. I wasn’t simply watching my girlfriend about to have sex with another man, forced to wait until it was over until I got to have sex with her. The way I now saw it, as I lay back and stroked my hard cock watching him push up her t-shirt and duck down to suck on her breasts, her stiff nipples, was that I was having sex with her right now — cuckold sex. I was part of this; I was having sex with Ella, my sweet love, and she was having sex with me. It was just that another man was present, and they were not physically in the same room as me.

I’m not sure every guy would understand that concept. But I was happy with it.

I watched Ella lie back, propped herself up with her hands on the bed slightly behind her as Jed took hold of her hot pants and hauled them down her gorgeous legs. Once he’d removed them, she lay back against the pillows and lifted her hips gracefully again so he could remove her black Calvin Klein thong.

Oh God, she was so beautiful. She moved her legs like a dancer as he removed her underwear.

Then he dropped down between her thighs, and I really did feel the envy as he curled his hands around her upper thighs and pressed his mouth to her bare pussy. Lucky fella, I thought. I bet she tastes delicious.

I couldn’t see his mouth on her sex, the way her knees were slightly raised so that her shapely thighs hid the explicit part, but it was nevertheless beautiful to watch him tend to her like that.

It was so sexy, the way her body moved as he ate her pussy. Her elfin form kind of undulated like the surface of the ocean in a very light breeze, her hands dancing up her stomach, over her small breasts and up behind her head as she gazed down at what he was doing, making the kind of silky sighs that made my heart do a little pirouette inside me.

After a few minutes, she lifted her legs more, so her thighs were flat against her stomach, her feet sticking straight up, and I could see a little more of him tonguing her pussy, though not her pussy itself. She closed her eyes and pressed her head back against the pillows, moaning sweetly as he feasted on her.

And yet while I would have happily remained there, taking her all the way to a full climax like that, this was clearly a mere appetizer for Jed. Well, she’d always said that about Jed — he didn’t go for foreplay very much. It wasn’t long before he lifted up, pulling himself over her briefly to kiss her mouth before kneeling up to strip off his black t-shirt, and then, as Ella sat straight to lift her arms and peel off her own shirt, leaving her naked on the bed for him, Jed also removed his pants and underwear to reveal his disturbingly large cock.

I shivered, seeing him like this, naked with my naked girlfriend.

He cradled her head and kissed her deeply as she grasped his hard dick with both hands like she was a vampire trying to pull a stake from her heart before it turned her to dust. Then she sank down, on all fours before him, still holding his cock, dipping her head to touch her mouth to the side of his shaft, to stroke it with her tongue, to slowly stretch her lips around the tip and begin caressing his glans with her soft mouth.

He put a hand on her back as she began pumping the upper inches of his cock with her mouth, one hand gripping the rest of his shaft. I watched him start to move his hips, as her own body seemed to come to a halt, her head fixed in place so that he was fucking her face.

It was only a couple of minutes, though. Why wouldn’t he want this to go on for longer?

He urged her up, touching her chin after she had withdrawn her mouth from his dick, so that she lifted her head to kiss his lips again. She held onto his manhood a few moments more, pumping it as though teasing me, showing me how big he was, knowing I was here watching.

Then she turned, flashing me a red-hot glimpse of her bare pussy before taking another side-on position as far as I was concerned, on all fours again but facing away from him, facing the headboard. He put his hands on her gorgeous ass, kneeling between her calves, guiding his cock to her presented pussy.

I watched him stroke her pussy with the tip of his manhood, Ella closing her eyes and biting her lip at the feeling of him touching her there, knowing what was coming. Then he took hold of her waist and eased her body toward him, his cock slowly disappearing inside her.

Oh, my.

He was inside my girlfriend. And now, as he slowly moved his hips and she moaned deep and long, he was fucking her. I could see the gap between their bodies each time he pulled back, the dark shape of his cock still connecting them, proving the penetration. It was gentle at first; she held herself fairly still as he fucked her, her eyes shut, her face bright with a joyous smile.

His pace soon quickened, and my sweetheart’s expression turned serious as her guitarist ex started fucking her hard.

I stroked my cock, but tried to remain calm, to maintain a slow pace as I watched them fucking, so that I would not come too soon.

You couldn’t help but be impressed at Jed’s physicality, his muscular form as he fucked her. Maybe it was a little weird seeing my bandmate, someone I had become quite close to over the past few weeks, like this. With my girlfriend. I felt a touch of guilt about watching him, without him knowing. Ella had told me it wouldn’t be a big deal to him if he knew. And he’d already had sex with her knowing I was in the room, close, not caring if I saw.

After a while, Ella lay flat on the bed on her stomach, and Jed was straddling her, fucking her while lying over her, possessing her. He held her tight and just kind of bounced his hips over her, hammering away at her sex like he was banging in a tent pole.

I heard her gasping, yelping under him; I saw her body shake with the characteristic seizure of orgasm, and felt a pang of envy that another man had made her come. I could appreciate how different Jed’s style was to my own, however. Ella could get something from him she wouldn’t get from me, and when she eventually returned to me, she would get something from me she definitely couldn’t from him.

It was reassuring, in a way.

I continued to watch obsessively as she turned onto her back, lifting her knees, her body so lithe and graceful, like a dancer, in every position she took up. He stayed where he was, lying over her between her splayed thighs to slide that big beast back inside her as she clamped her hands to the sides of his head and kissed his mouth.

He fucked her like that, and then he came inside her, and I felt a physical response in my own body as it happened, without condoms, another man filling my sweetheart with his hot seed while I watched from afar.

I wanted her so badly.

But Kendra was there at the apartment, my girlfriend’s gatekeeper, so she would not be visiting me that night; her black Dementor’s cloak would remain in the closet.

I watched Jed pull off her, done for the night. I stayed where I was, eyes on Ella, as my bandmate disappeared to the bathroom to clean up. My gorgeous girlfriend turned to face me, her eyes seeking out the phone she’d propped up on the bedside table.

I thought she’d just grab it and end the call, but she didn’t.

She sat on the edge of the bed facing the camera, looking absolutely astonishingly beautiful, so freshly-fucked. She took hold of the phone and said softly into it, ‘Did you watch him fucking me, my love? It felt so good. I loved every minute of it, knowing you were there watching.’

She moved the phone to give me close-up views of her body, her pretty, smiling face glistening with sweat, her stiff nipples, her shapely stomach, her pussy leaking another man’s come.

Oh, God. It was so hot. I couldn’t breathe.

I heard her voice cooing softly as she showed me her most intimate area, dripping with another man’s fluids.

‘Come for me, my love,’ she said softly, ‘come for me right now…’

I imagined her grinding that well-used pussy on my face, and I did exactly as she told me.
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