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I stared at the box on the table. There was
nothing special about it. Sandra picked it up at the local U-haul.
Big enough to fit a fridge in, the box was also big enough for
something else.

Me.

"So, you gonna do it?" asked Sandra. The Pi
Omega Epsilon baby tee she was wearing was stretched to its limits,
barely confining the massive breasts she currently had her arms
crossed over. With Sandy blonde hair, plump red lips, and hips that
mesmerized all the boys as she walked past, Sandra was everything I
wanted to be.

I glanced back at the box, then to the two
girls flanking Sandra. Amy and Nicole wore that same predatory
smile that Sandra did. And while neither girl was a solid ten like
Sandra was, they were easily eight's or nine's. It was part of the
POE charm. The sorority took in every day girls like me and made
them beautiful. Anyone who was anyone went through POE, my mother
included.

That's why I was so nervous now. I was a
legacy on my last legs. Rush week hadn't gone well for me. I'd
failed just about every challenge the sorority had thrown my way.
And compared to the other rushes, I was an ugly duckling in a sea
of swans. I was a lot of work and the POE house wasn't exactly
known for hard labor.

The box was my last chance to get a room in
the house. It was my last chance make sure I could call home and
make my mother proud. And it was my last chance to become one of
the popular girls on campus. I wanted my next four years to be
something I'd look back on and smile. But if I didn't get into the
sorority it would be high school all over again. I'd be the plain
looking girl in the corner, forgotten by everyone I'd meet.

I took a long, slow breath as I looked back
at the box. Slowly, I stripped down to nothing, leaving my clothes
in a neat little pile on top of a chair by the door. I didn't need
to answer the girls. I just climbed into the box and positioned
myself on my hands and knees.

Sandra nodded to Amy and Nicole. They stepped
forward, armed with box cutters and duct tape. I ducked down into
the box. I was sweating already and the flaps weren't even closed
yet. How was it going to be when I was sealed up inside, with only
a few hastily cut holes for ventilation?

Sandra leaned over the box and tapped me on
the back of the head. "You're really really sure about this?
Once we close the box, you can't come out until we let you out. And
you know what you have to do while you're in here."

I knew. I thought I'd be more nervous about
what they wanted of me, but part of me was secretly excited. I'd
never drawn in the boys during high school. But tonight, every boy
in our brother fraternity would line up at the door for a chance to
stick his cock into one of the holes cut around the box. I'd be
pleasing dozens of the hottest guys on campus. And once I was
officially a POE girl, I wouldn't need to hide in a box anymore to
get one of them to drop their pants for me.

"I'm ready," I said. "Close it up."

Sandra shrugged and turned to the other two
girls. "You heard her. Close the box."

Amy dropped a bottle of water into the box
before folding the cardboard flaps over my head. And as soon as the
box was closed up, I was glad for the water. The cardboard
container heated up quickly. And as I listened to the sound of duct
tape being pulled from the roll, I knew it was only going to get
worse in my tiny prison. Every slit on the top of the box was going
to be sealed with multiple layers of the strong, sticky tape.

One of the girls knocked on the side of the
box after a few minutes. "Get away from the sides. We're making
holes."

I curled myself into a ball in the very
center of the box. A moment later and a thin shaft of light
appeared in front of my eyes. The tiny hole the box cutter made
grew as the girls sliced open the front of the box, leaving a six
inch wide hole in front of me. A few layers of duct tape rounded
off the jagged edges. When that hole was finished, six more were
cut in various spots along the box. I looked at each of the holes,
trying to figure out how I would have to position myself in the box
to get a hand, or my mouth, close enough to service whatever cock
slid towards me.

An eye appeared, centered in the hole
directly in front of me. Long lashes flashed as the eye's owner
blinked. A moment later and the eye disappeared, replaced by a pair
of perfectly pouty lips covered in glossy pink lipstick. Those
lips, and the sky blue eye told me just who was looking in on me.
Sandra was on the other side of the cardboard.

"Remember, if you want to become a sister,
you have to impress the frat. The sorority doesn't throw lame
parties and you are the main draw tonight. So if we get any, and I
mean any, bad reviews on your performance, you can kiss your
spot in the house goodbye. You better make them moan."

With the holes finished, there was nothing
left for me to do except wait for the party to start. Before I'd
gotten in the box there was since two hours until people were
supposed to show up. I had no idea how long I'd already been in the
small cardboard container, but I had a feeling that still had at
least an hour to wait. With nothing else to do, I made myself as
comfortable as possible in the box, closed my eyes, and waited.

 


*****

 


I could hear the party pick up outside of the
box. But with only a few small holes and in a room all by myself, I
had no idea what was going on outside of my cardboard walls.
Just get through tonight and it'll all be worth it. I
pictured myself in a POE shirt, strutting around campus in tiny
shorts and heels. Heads would turn as I walked past. People would
notice me. This would pay off.

The door to the room I was in opened with a
creek. And when it did, my stomach flipped. A moment ago I'd been
ready to do this, but now that the moment was here, my whole body
was rebelling against me. I clutched my stomach and dropped my head
to the bottom of the box, trying to keep down the water I'd been
drinking.

"Step right up and stick it in boys!" said
Sandra as she tapped on the top of the box. "Our little house whore
hasn't had anything to eat today and she just loves
sausage!"

This is it. Oh God this is really
happening.

The light streaming into the hole in front of
my face suddenly grew dark. "I'm first," said a deep voice from
outside of the box. He banged his fist against the top of my
cardboard container as he slid himself into the makeshift glory
hole. "Wake up slut! I brought you somethin'."

I hadn't told the other girls but I'd never
been so close to a cock before. I wasn't quite sure what I should
do. The only experience I had here was from watching videos from my
brother's porn collection growing up. But when the man outside
banged on the box again and told me to hurry up, I knew I had to do
something. If the girls got a bad report back from any of the men
tonight, all of this would be for nothing.

I grabbed the cock in front of my quickly,
but as soon as my slim fingers closed around the shaft, I had to
take a moment to savor the feeling of the meat stick in my hand.
Hot to the touch and harder than I thought it would be, I slid my
hand slowly across the slightly curved dick in my box.

"Come on, suck it!" The man outside slapped
his hands against the box again. "Put it in that mouth of yours and
suck my cock bitch!"

That was easier said than done in the
confines of the box. I positioned myself as good as I could,
twisting my head to one side and pressing my forehead against the
side of the box. Then slowly, I lowered my mouth over his throbbing
tip. This feels so weird, I thought as my tongue slipped
along his tip. It's so soft!

I pressed my head forward, letting my lips
slide along the shaft between them. I was completely lost now, but
I wasn't stupid. I knew that I had to stroke the man in my mouth to
make him cum. So as best as I could in the space I had, I slipped
and slid along his cock while my tongue danced in my mouth, tracing
the ridge of the man's mushroom tip with each stroke of my lips
over his dick.

The man was drumming on the top of the box as
my head picked up speed. "Fuck yeah! Dudes, this is totally worth
it. Chick in the box is a fucking freak!" The drumming continued,
picking up speed as my tongue tickled the ridge of his cock. Then
suddenly, the drumming stopped and the man grunted.

I wasn't ready for him to cum. I thought
there would be some sign before he exploded, shooting his load into
the back of my throat. Instead, I had to pull myself away quickly,
gasping for air as I choked on his salty load. And the worst part
was that he wasn't done yet. As I dropped my head to the ground, I
felt another three rounds from his cannon hit the back of my head,
coating my silky hair with his sticky mess.

The man outside tapped about another quick
drum solo as he slid himself out of the hole. "Woo! Best hummer
I've ever gotten from this fuckin' house. Now they just need to
teach her to swallow!"

"Next!" called out a sweet voice. I
recognized the girlish lilt immediately. Amy was manning the door.
"Come on, our little house whore is still hungry."

Another cock slid into the hole, and
immediately I noticed the difference in size. The first guy had fit
comfortably in my tiny hand, and had given me no trouble when I
slid him into my mouth. But the dick I was looking at now was
anything but small. He was easily twice the length of the first
man's, and thicker too. And in the dim light of my box, I noticed
something else. The first man's cock had clearly belonged to a
white guy. But this cock was as dark as the shadows all around
me.

Will he taste differently? I wondered
as I stared at the black snake in front of me. And how am I
supposed to suck all of that? He's so big... I took the new
cock in my hand and tried stroking it but it was so long that it
seemed to take forever to slide my palm from tip to base and back.
I gave up quickly in trying to stroke the mammoth cock in front of
me. Instead I bent forward and opened my mouth wide once more.

My jaw hurt from opening so wide. If all of
the men in line were as big as the black guy in my mouth, there was
no way I'd make it through the night. Just getting a few inches of
him between my lips was a battle. And from the sound of my gagging,
he knew it too.

"That's right. Choke on my fatty," said the
man on the other side of the box. "Bet you never seen one so
big."

I thought about sliding him back out of my
mouth to answer him, but as my tongue slid over the ridge of his
hood, his cock twitched and the man practically purred.

"Mmmmm. Yeah baby, keep doin' that. Just like
that."

My tongue lashed out, trying to repeat
whatever I'd just done to earn the man's approval. And when his
cock twitched again, I knew what it meant. I wasn't in the dark
anymore. Now that I knew just what he wanted, I went to town.

Stroke, suck, lick, suck, slide, suck, lick.
My hand slid up and down the black shaft still outside of my mouth
while my head bobbed shallowly over his fat tip that was leaking a
near constant stream of pre-cum now. Each time I licked the ridge
of his cock, his salty juices would drop onto my tongue. And every
little sample that spilled out of him made me want his cum just a
little more. He did taste differently than the first man.
Sweeter than the first, but just as salty, the black man's juices
were so tasty that I didn't want him to cum just so I could move
onto the next man. I wanted him to cum so I could taste him some
more!

I got my wish within a minute. The man
outside of the box suddenly started thrusting back and forth,
bowing the box inwards with each smash of his hips against the
cardboard. I barely had to move my head at all to keep his rapidly
moving cock sliding over my lips. And when his dick came to a quick
stop, I was ready this time. When he swelled in my mouth, shooting
his sticky cum down my throat, I swallowed like a pro, letting the
tart treat coat my throat on the way down.

"Next!" yelled Amy when the black man stepped
away.

Three more cocks slipped into the hole in
front of me. Three more silky heads crested my lips and filled my
mouth with tangy white cum. Three more men sighed outside of my
box, pleased with my performance. And when I was finally getting
into some kind of rhythm, everything changed.

"This is taking to fucking long! Get some
other girls in here!" yelled someone outside of my cardboard
world.

"Yeah! Fuck this shit. Get some real pussy in
here." yelled another.

"More girls! More girls!" shouted a
third.

A long blast from an air horn which left me
clutching my hands to my ears shut the horny crowd up long enough
for Amy to regain control of the room. "This isn't a fucking
brothel. One girl, one box. But if ya'll want, double up. There are
plenty of holes for your little peckers."

I glanced around nervously, looking at the
half dozen holes in the sides of the box. I thought they were for
added ventilation but Sandra and the other girls clearly had a plan
when they sliced the openings. But I didn't have a clue how I was
supposed to handle more than one guy at a time. My mouth couldn't
be in two places at once.

For a moment it looked like it wouldn't
matter anyways. The men in line were arguing with each other,
trying to decide if the wait was worth not having to share the girl
hidden away in the box. And the thought of another dude getting his
rocks off at the same time clearly didn't sit well with a few of
the guys in line. But just as I was starting to think that I was
safe from having to handle multiple men, a voice cut through the
noise.

"Shut the hell up, all of you. Shit. Ain't no
difference between gettin' sucked with a bro behind you. Now I'm
gettin' mine. If you wanna wait in line, fuck ya'll."

A moment later and a cock popped through one
of the holes to my left. Plump but not overly long, the cock
wiggled like a fish on a hook, vying for my attention. Then a
second dick slipped through a hole to my right, bobbing up and down
in my peripheral vision. He was longer than the first, but thinner
too. What the hell am I supposed to do now?

 

"Dude, don't look at me right now. Eyes
down," said one of the men outside. He banged on the box. "Get
going slut."

Two cocks, one on either side. There was no
way I could suck them both. But then, no one said I had to. I only
had to make the men happy. I only had to keep them from complaining
about me. I can do this. I have to do this.

I shifted my position in the box, going from
my knees to my back. Now I was staring up and the two hard dicks
above me. I reached out and grabbed them both, stroking them slowly
in rhythm. I couldn't slide either one into my mouth from this
angle, but I could lick their tips as I slid my hands over their
shafts. And from the noises the men were making on the other side
of the cardboard, my darting tongue and tender touch were
enough.

The thinner man on the right came quickly. My
tongue was sliding across the length of his shaft when I heard the
grunt. A second later and thick ribbons of cum were crisscrossing
the side of my face before his sticky sap started to slide down my
neck. I tried to get my mouth in line with his cannon but I only
managed to get the last of his shots on my tongue, which turned out
to be a good thing. The man was a smoker by the taste of him.

My right side mystery man pulled himself out
of the box, leaving only the plump cock on my left now. With only
one cock to please, I devoted my full attention to the stubby dick
between my fingers. He was so short that even when I wanted to
slide his dick into my mouth, I could only wrap my lips around his
tip before my nose pressed against the side of the box. But the tip
was enough for him. Another minute netted me another mouthful of a
stranger's salty spray.

Another pair stepped up and I repeated my new
back technique. But after a few minutes of licking and tugging, my
neck was on fire from leaning awkwardly and my arms were numb. I
was tired and I wasn't even half way through the fraternity. But I
couldn't stop now. If I didn't get into the sorority I didn't know
what I'd do.

I was grateful when the man to my left
finally blew his load, coating my bust line in his cum. I raised my
head to look at the mess the man made on my chest, and when I saw
his cum dripping off of one of my dark pink nipples I couldn't help
but giggle. My pink peak now looked like a snow capped mountain
top.

It was so hot in the box! My sweat mixed with
the drying pools of cum that coated my skin. And when I reached for
my water bottle with my free hand, I nearly stopped tugging on the
man to my right. My water bottle was nearly empty already. If I had
to keep swallowing load after salty load, I wasn't sure how long
I'd last without water.

I drained my water bottle and tossed it to
the far end of the box. Running out of water just made me want to
get done sooner. I rolled over onto my side and went to work on the
remaining cock in the box with me. I smiled when he blew his load
within a minute of my undivided attention. I was getting good at
this.

The men quit coming in pairs. I was back on
my hands and knees, face pressed against the cardboard as I licked
and sucked another five men until they filled me up. Five more
salty mouthfuls joined the others in my roiling stomach. How many
more men could I swallow before I started to feel really
sick? I wondered silently if it was possible to OD on semen.

Twenty minutes later and I'd finished off
three more. I could barely move I was so tired. My jaw hurt. My
fingers were cramping. My knees ached and my back burned. I had to
be close to the end of the line but I had no idea how many more men
waited for me on the other side of the cardboard. Time seemed to
slow with each new cock that popped its head into one of my holes.
And the sound of Amy's voice yelling, "Next!" was threatening to
drive me mad.

I was laying down, taking a short breather as
I waited for the next cock to show up when the trouble started. I
heard men yelling before I heard someone smash into the wall. Hard.
Before I could push myself back up to my knees to get a look out of
the hole in front, Amy's air horn sounded, blasting its ear
splitting honk through the small room.

But even that wasn't enough to stop the
drunken frat boys. The air horn cut out moments before I heard the
aluminum can bounce across the floor, followed by Amy's shriek.

"Let go of me you fucking asshole!" she
screamed. "Sandra! Help!"

Men and women were yelling. I looked out of
the hole in front of me and saw the chaos outside. The frat had
gone crazy! Boys in sideways caps and baggy shirts were picking up
girls and throwing them over their shoulders before disappearing
down the hall, out of sight. Fists were flying as the men fought
each other. Some were trying to defend the women. Others were
trying to get at the ones they really wanted all to themselves. I
saw Amy carried off by a thick necked mountain of muscle. And I
caught a flash of Sandra's hair before she disappeared from view as
well.

I thought about ripping my way out of the box
for a moment but there was nowhere to run. The only way out of the
room was through the hallway that was full of drunk and horny frat
boys. Instead of running, I curled myself up in the box, waiting
and watching. But when I saw three of the frat brothers break off
and head straight towards my box, I regretted my wait and see
approach. I ducked down in the box but knew it was too late.

Fingers tore at the duct tape that sealed me
into my cardboard prison. And when that wasn't fast enough, hands
pulled at the holes cut around my box. Cardboard ripped apart as
the men unboxed me, laughing like kids on Christmas morning.

"Let's see what the slut looks like," said
one of the men.

"Bet she's a fuckin' dog dude. They probably
put her in a box for a reason."

"I don't care if she has one eye and a
fuckin' hook for a hand. I'm fuckin' that ass."

The box fell apart around me. Cool air passed
over my skin, sending shivers down my spine. The harsh light of the
room left me blinking for a moment, but when they adjusted I saw
the men around me clearly for the first time.

They were all huge. Three sets of eyes looked
down at me before hands grabbed me roughly. The men lifted me off
of the table as I squirmed in their hands. The cardboard was
brushed away before they dropped me back down against the hard
wood. I looked up at them from my back as they judged me.

"Not a dog," said the tallest of the three.
Blue eyes sat above a crooked nose that looked like it'd been
broken half a dozen times.

"Not a super model either," said another. He
was dark, the color of coffee. As I looked up at him, I wondered if
the black cock from the beginning of the night was his.

"She's fucking sticky dude. Fucking nasty.
I'm out," said the third as he walked away rubbing his hands
together.

"Fuck him. Now we don't have to take turns.
So what do you want Mark? Heads or tails?" asked the tall white
guy.

Black hands slid over my sides. I was afraid
to move, afraid to speak. I just laid there as Mark touched me, his
fingers reaching for my nipples. "I'll take that tail first dude."
His fingers wrapped around my tits, twisting me between his
fingers.

A sigh slipped from my lips. The entire time
I was in the box, I was pleasing the men. But now, Mark's touch was
pleasing me. And as he twisted my nipples, he rolled them back and
forth between his fingers, sending waves of pleasure rushing
towards my clit. I felt myself grow wet. I was out of the box now
and if they could make me feel this good with just a tweak on my
tits, I wanted them to play with their new toy.

Mark's hands pulled away from me quickly.
"Dude, Jimmy was right. She's fuckin' sticky as all hell."

The tall man laughed. "Who the fuck cares?
She just sucked off half the frat and you're worried about how
sticky the cumslut is?" I heard a zipper as he pulled out his cock.
"I'll fuckin' baste her like a turkey. I don't give a fuck."

"Well you can have heads then B." Mark's
hand's slid down my stomach before fingers walked down the curve of
my pelvis. "I'll take that pussy for a spin." His touch slid over
my clit, sending a shudder through my body. My hips lifted off the
table slightly, trying to follow his fingers as they rose from my
skin. He laughed at me. "POE girls man. They are some horny
bitches."

I wanted to disagree with him. I wanted to
stand up for my gender, my future sisterhood. But Mark wasn't
wrong. I should have been scared, nervous, something other than
what I was right now. I was horny. I wanted Mark's hands on my
body. I wanted both men's touch. I wanted to know what it felt like
to have a man inside of me, pressing into me until I moaned. And I
wanted to come. All night I'd made the men happy. It was my turn
now.

"She's fuckin' smiling. She's into this! Fuck
man, POE parties are the best parties." The tall man grabbed my
arms and nodded to Mark. "Let's flip her dude. I'm done
waiting."

Mark grabbed my legs and before I knew it, I
was back on my hands and knees. There was a cock bobbing in front
of my face once more, the only difference now was that there wasn't
cardboard between me and the man connected to the dick. I looked up
and m eyes met the blue orbs of the man standing tall above me.

"Well," he said as he looked down at me. "You
know what to do. Start suckin'."

I didn't waste any time. I reached out and
grabbed the cock in front of me. After seeing so many tonight, his
was nothing special. Average size, average thickness. As I leaned
forward, taking him into my mouth slowly, his hand fell against the
back of my head and pressed me against his cock roughly. His head
slammed into the back of my throat as my eyes went wide and his
pubes tickled my nose. I started gagging and coughing as his
fingers wound their way into my hair. I realized right then that I
wasn't ready for this.

A hand fell onto my hips, pulling me
backwards as fingers slid across my wet slit. I heard Mark grunt
behind me before he pressed his fingers into me. "Damn she's tight.
And as wet as a slip n' slide." His fingers slid back out before
dragging across my lower back, leaving a drying trail of my own
juices across my skin.

Mark's other hand dropped to my waist before
I felt something poke me in the ass. This is it, I thought
as Mark's silky head slid down my crack, searching for my pussy.
And when his cock found my hole, time seemed to stop. Mark pressed
himself forward, spitting my virgin lips with his thick black
rod.

I moaned as he entered me but the sound of my
pleasure was muted by the cock in my mouth. I was glad then for the
unnamed frat boy in the front, doing on the work for me by guiding
my head with his hand in my hair. There was no way I could have
concentrated on him in my mouth when I had Mark sliding deep into
me. He felt amazing!

I thought the first time was supposed to
hurt, but other than a quick flash of pain that was barely noticed
amid the waves of pleasure that was washing over me, everything
Mark was doing back there was what I wanted. His hands guided my
hips in time with his own motions and his cock filled me up while
stretching me in just the right way.

And when his dick hit the back of my pussy,
little shockwaves of ecstasy spread through me. My clit begged for
attention as my pussy hummed with pleasure. I'd been a virgin who'd
never even seen a cock in person only a few hours ago. Now I was a
sticky mess of moaning pleasure. I regretted only having two men in
the room with me now. I didn't think these two would be enough to
satisfy me.

But as Mark's hips picked up speed, I
realized he might be all the man I needed. And when the man in
front reached out, grabbing one of my nipples before twisting it
hard, I nearly screamed in pleasure. My breath came in short, quick
bursts as my heart hammered wildly in my chest. My whole world
shrank down to the pleasure building in my core.

Mark was slamming into me hard and fast, with
his hips bouncing off of my round little ass with each thrust of
his dick. I was moaning with each repetition and I didn't need
Mark's hands to guide my hips anymore. I was pushing myself
backwards, trying to take every inch of him as he rode me
roughly.

Every muscle in my body tensed at once.
Pleasure speed through me without warning, and built with each of
Mark's thrusts. I'd never felt anything like this before. With a
dick in my mouth and another pumping away in my pussy, I was having
the first real orgasm of my life.

"Shit dude. I think you just rocked her
fuckin' world," said the man in front of me as I moaned again and
again. He pulled my head away from his cock, pulling my hair in the
process. Even his rough touch felt good right now. I wanted more. A
string of unmuffled sighs slipped out of me as Mark keep pumping
into my tight pussy.

The sound of my pleasure made him pick up his
speed. Soon enough, Mark was grunting right along with my
uncontrollable moans. I felt him swell within me before he slipped
out quickly. Hot ribbons of his cum hit my lips, ass, and thighs. I
knew from the warm sensation deep within me that he hadn't pulled
out in time either. I wasn't sure how much of his load was left
inside of me, but right now I didn't really care.

"Alright dude, switch with me," said the man
in front as he walked around the table. "Come on. Move!"

"Shit Brian. Calm down dude. Lemme catch my
fuckin' breath."

"No. Move fucker!"

Mark switched places, coming to stand in
front of me. I saw his cock for the first time, or maybe the
second. Long, dark, and thick, I could have sucked on his black
cock earlier tonight but I couldn't tell. It didn't matter anyways.
As Mark got ready behind me, I crawled up close to Mark and wrapped
my arms around his waist before dipping my head and taking every
inch of his dick into my mouth that I could. He deserved it.

"Girl loves the dark meat," said Mark as he
grabbed ass cheeks and spread them wide. "And I love me some skanky
ass."

Before I knew what was going on, I felt
Mark's head press against my asshole. I jerked away from him for a
moment but he pulled me right back against his dick. Pain blossomed
in my ass as he pressed forward without mercy, battering his way
into my tight asshole. "Fuck yeah!" he yelled as he slid
deeper.

Mark had felt wonderful but Brian hurt. With
only my own spit on his cock as lube, his entry was anything but
gentle. I was sighing again, but this time it wasn't pleasure
driving my moans, but pain.

I had to do something. My clit was still
tingling and my nipples were still hard but my body was screaming
to get Brian out from my ass. I tried to push him out. I tried to
pull myself away, but between Brian's hands holding me tightly and
Mark's thick black cock still in my mouth, I had nowhere to go. So
I did the next best thing. Taking one of my arms off of Mark's
waist, I grabbed his hand and pulled it down to my nipples.

He got the picture. With my mouth still
wrapped around his cock, my head bobbed while I winced from Brian's
continued rough fuck. But with Mark's hands on my tits, twisting
and twiddling my puffy pink nubs, the cock in my ass didn't hurt as
much. And when my hand slid down, with fingers licking out in
search of my clit, the pain from Brian's entry turned into
something else.

Brian was hitting something deep inside of me
with each one of his thrusts. It was a brief pulse of pleasure amid
the pain of his thrusts. But with Mark's hands on my tits and my
own on my clit, the pain was pushed aside and my pleasure was
growing again. It wasn't long after that my pained cries turned to
pleasured moans once more.

Brian finished up before I could come again.
The familiar feeling of a cock swelling within me was followed by
his throaty moan and his fingers digging into my hips. But just
because he was done didn't mean I had to be. As he pulled out of my
ass, my fingers continued to dance atop my clit. And while he
cleaned himself up, I dropped my head down against the table as
another round of pulse pounding bliss ran wild though me.

"I'm spent dude. And I need a fuckin' shower
after that. She really was pretty damn sticky," said Mark as he
walked away, cock still hanging out of his pants.

Mark shot me a look but didn't say anything
as he followed his frat brother out of the doors. I didn't mind
though. the orgasm he'd given me was more than enough. And when
they were both out of sight, I collapsed on top of the table,
turning to my side as I tried to catch my breath. I'd done all of
this to get into a sorority. All of it to make sure my college
experience was memorable. But after tonight, it didn't matter if
the POE house took me in. I was never forgetting what happened
here.

I was still laying on the table when Sandra
came stumbling into the room half an hour later. Her hair was a
mess and her makeup was a disaster. At some point, she'd lost the
bottom half of her outfit, leaving her hairless mound on display
for anyone to see. I could barely lift my arm to wave at her as she
stepped up to the table.

She dropped a pink baby tee like the one she
was still wearing across my naked chest. "Up the stairs, second
room on the left. Take a shower before you go to bed." She started
to shuffle back out of the room but stopped about halfway. She
turned back to me, whispering her final words of the night.
"Welcome to Pi Omega Epsilon."
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