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Controlling the Sorority

––––––––

Alyssa, Kappa Phi Theta sorority house president, pushed her thick, rich chestnut locks of hair back from her face, sitting across from chemistry graduate student Rick Brandt at a table in the study on the bottom floor of the sorority house. Rick was having trouble hiding his obvious arousal at her proximity, which was a situation that Alyssa was more than used to at this point in her life.

It was important, when she was trying to schmooze some guy, to overflirt a little. She couldn't just flirt—guys like Rick, chemistry nerds who had never had a date in their lives, wouldn't pick up on that—so she had to be completely obvious. 

This meant playing with her hair a lot, smiling and giggling at all his jokes, touching and squeezing his hands at frequent intervals, and letting her platform sandal-heeled foot slide between his brown loafers.

Rick had tried the old tutor's tactic of placing the work in front of the student, so that she would take ownership of it. Alyssa, of course, knew all about this tactic, and knew that ownership of the work was the last thing she wanted. Feeling sly, she slid her hands across the table, letting her watch catch on the paper, and wrapped a few dainty fingers around Rick's wrist. The paper was right back in front of him, now.

“Gee Rick,” said Alyssa, “I really thought you could do this for me. I mean, you're so smart and all. I don't think I would ever learn how to do all this science by myself.”

The study they were in had wonderful acoustics, and Alyssa's melty, velvety voice sang off each board of the wood-trimmed room. For a study, there were not many books—mostly just thick leather couches and the one large table, with several incredibly comfortable high-backed wood chairs.

He blushed. “Well, yes, but—”

Her smile brightened a little, trying to be encouraging. “I know it just comes so naturally to you, this chemistry stuff. I wouldn't ask if I thought you couldn't do it. But if you're saying you can't, then . . .”

“No,” he said, shaking his head. “No, I can do it. I can do all your homework, easily. I mean, this is only Chemistry 205. I'm a grad student. I could do this stuff in my sleep.”

“Oh, really?” 

Alyssa bounced forward and slid her hands all the way over his. She knew the movement had allowed him to see down her tight sweater, straight the sultry line of cleavage between her firm, 36D tits. If he tried to move his eyes somewhere else, the chances of his gaze landing on her terrific bare legs—clad only in a pair of cut-off jean shorts that really were only good for covering her terrific ass—were rather good.

“That makes me so happy, Rick.”

“It's j-just . . .” he was staring openly now. “I'm supposed to be your t-tutor, and you . . .”

“I know! And you'll be a great tutor by showing me how to complete all the work. I'll catch on eventually, I know it!”

Although, she thought, Rick certainly wouldn't. And even if he did catch on to what Alyssa was doing, he wouldn't be able to stop himself from working for her. No one ever had before. 

Boys were such easy things for Alyssa. All you had to do was give out a wink here, and a squeeze there, and they'd be putty without her even needing to promise anything. All she needed to offer was the suggestion. They filled in the blanks themselves, better than Alyssa ever could.

“I'm just so glad I have a good friend who's so good at this kind of stuff, Rick.”

He smiled sheepishly. “Well, I mean, it's just . . .”

She leaped on his hesitation. “You are my good friend, right, Rick? That would make me really happy to know. To know that,” she let a finger dangle on top of one incredibly full breast, pretending to consider all of life, all at once, “Like, whenever I need, I have someone I can call on. For a test, or a study buddy, or even in the middle of the night, if I'm feeling all lonely.”

“Oh . . .” his eyes widened. “Yes, Alyssa. That's me. I'm your guy. You can call me whenever. At night. You know. When you need a shoulder to lean on. Or whenever.”

“Great!”

She stood up, looking up at the clock. It was nearly one o'clock, and there were a lot of preparations needed still for the big party tonight. 

“Okay, well, you have to get going now. There's a lot of stuff I have to take care of.”

“Is there um . . . a bathroom I can use . . . ?”

Alyssa resisted the urge to wilt her nose. Seeing the pathetic bulge in his pants, she knew exactly what he wanted the bathroom for.

“There's one down the street, a few blocks from here at the gas station.” She shrugged. “Sorry, we only have um . . . ladies bathrooms, here.”

“In a house?”

“I know! It's weird, huh?” she shrugged. “Anyway . . . off you go!”

He left without further complaint, gathering up all of his materials and shuffling out the door. She watched him watching her push the chairs back in to the large study table. Every move she made was of intense fascination to her, probably getting logged at the top of his mental jerk-off rolodex. She took a sort of pride in that.

Being a magnificent hottie, like what she was, made her life much easier by default, but what was “default” had never been good enough for Alyssa. If she was going to get hand-outs, she wanted the best hand-outs. If boys were going to give her pretty jewelry because she was attractive, she wanted the best jewelry.

That's why she chose Rick to “tutor” her in chemistry. He was some prodigy at the school, probably going to earn the nobel prize one day. So if she was going to have someone do her homework for her, it would be the best person in chemistry.

She was worth it, she knew. Worth all of this attention. Alyssa had been winning beauty contests since she was twelve. 

By the time she was eighteen, several millionaires and foreign princes had offered up their fortunes just to spend a single night with her. She turned them down, of course—she knew that with age, she was only going to grow more beautiful, and there was no sense in cashing in on an investment when it was still peaking. 

And besides that, men and women fell all over themselves to do what she wanted anyway.

Now, at the age of twenty-two, she ate whatever she wanted, and still maintained the picture perfect 34-18-36D body that she rocked at that very moment. Her muscles were toned and firm from years of cheerleading and gymnastics and now-daily cardio, and her hair—effortlessly thick, floating down to the middle of her back, the perfectly sexy shade of chestnut brown—just completed the package. 

The cocktail mixture of Brazilian, Russian, Native American, and Asian heritage had made her face into a work of divine beauty, or so she told herself every day, staring in the mirror. 

So for guys like Rick, she could play the helpless little girl to manipulation's sake, but she knew there was no one more powerful on the planet than a woman who knew she was gorgeous.

The Kappa Phi Theta sorority house was the finest on the Grant University Campus. When Alyssa had arrived there in her first year, it had been a nerd's sorority. All the girls had been working hard to try and maintain some kind of educational equality with the men on the campus.

Watching Rick leave, enjoying her control over him, Alyssa reflected on those girls from the sorority before she had arrived. knew their struggle was totally pointless. Men would fight tooth and nail for their spots on the top, and when they saw women gunning for those spots, there was bound to be trouble. 

Now in her fourth year of college, her third year as president and one year away from graduating, Alyssa had established with a firm, beautiful hand the sorority that she wanted to be in charge of. Each and every girl was eighteen years or older, eagerly working day and night to make Alyssa happy.

The better way to gain power, the easier way, the more natural way, was just to convince men that what they wanted all along was for a woman by their side, guiding their decisions and taking all the benefits of their hard work. Alyssa, so far, had never encountered a man who wasn't happy to give up everything he had for gal that he was sweet on.

Rick finally closed the door. Alyssa took a moment to stretch out gorgeous limbs in the large entryway of the house. 

Lots of guys were sweet on Alyssa. The last time she bothered to check, over fifty counted her as a girlfriend, and made themselves exclusive to her. She had an extra cellphone just for all the traffic they gave her. 

For each boyfriend, she arranged photographs of herself in her panties with a shirt on; the fools thought that thought that meant she was seriously liking them. 

Each and every one of them, she had convinced she was from a poor family and needed cash for rent every month so that she could stay on campus and see them once in a while. 

Meanwhile, her savings account and multiple investments in mutual funds just grew and grew. 

There were very few women on the planet that could get away with such behavior. Alyssa, though, was easily one of them. She loved being that pitch-perfect combination of gorgeous, arrogant, and cute that made men want to fuck her and serve her nonstop.

And it was precisely because of her enormous power over men that she felt free to exercise such gleeful control over women. If men were in charge, then all she had to do was get the men on her side. 

Part of her long-reaching plans to do that involved this very night—the party she had mentioned to Rick.

Tonight was the sorority's annual pledge party, where all the new eighteen year-old girls who had been selected as good enough to be possible members would hang out and socialize with the small, exclusive sorority. 

There, Alyssa would be observing, waiting for the slightest mistake. 

Then, she would make an example of the girl in question.

Last year, it had been a pretty young Midwestern redhead who had made the mistake of referring to the sorority as Kappa Pi Theta instead of Kappa Phi Theta. 

Alyssa, seizing the opportunity, berated her for twenty minutes, completely verbally deconstructing her wardrobe, her hair, the cute gap between her teeth, and her freckles. The girl went home in tears, and did not even have the stomach to start her semester at Grant University.

This sort of ritual abuse kept the other girls in line, so that Alyssa hardly had to do anything but express a desire for something before it was done for her. This was why all the boys on the campus thought she was so sweet and fun, and all the girls were deathly afraid of her. 

This was also the reason there were only twenty to thirty girls in the sorority at any given time. It was easier to keep a tight grip on something that was small. And besides—Alyssa only allowed the truly gorgeous to be in the sorority—there was no point in being in charge of anything or anyone less.

Alyssa hopped upstairs to her room, admiring the lovely carpentry of their ornate staircase. She needed to confer with her second-in-command, twenty-one year old Giselle, about some details about the party. How many boys they needed to invite to keep the social lubricants humming, and how much alcohol to make sure they had, that sort of thing. 

Giselle had always been good with details like that, that was why Alyssa had chosen her to be her vice president. There were elections, of course, but the girls just voted how Alyssa wanted them to. 

This was also why Alyssa had allowed Giselle to be her roommate—it was good to keep a close watch on the girls who were most likely to try and take power away from her, after all. And, with as gorgeous as Giselle was, it wasn't inconceivable that she would try.

Alyssa stepped inside her bedroom—or rather, her suite. It had its own kitchen, two bathrooms, a living room, and two bedrooms. One of the bedrooms had been converted to Alyssa's personal study—she preferred to sleep with Giselle in the room. 

She enjoyed knowing there was someone in the room with her when she slept, and she was rather sure that Giselle had a crush on her. All the better, then, to arrange for Giselle to see her naked and in her underwear as often as possible.

In the bedroom, Giselle was in front of her large, gilded mirror, humming a tune as she brushed her thick mass of dark hair. Her smile was vacant, her eyes almost blank. Giselle had gorgeous dark skin, the kind of smooth chocolate that seemed almost edible when you were close.

It was a little eerie looking at her as she sat and hummed and brushed her hair. In fact, Alyssa didn't even think that Giselle had registered that her roommate had arrived. This annoyed Alyssa, of course. Her presence was one to be, if not celebrated, as least gracious for.

“Hello?” she said loudly.

Brushing a few more times, Giselle turned slowly, that same erotic, satisfied smile on her face. The erotic nature of her smile reflected the same erotic nature of her outfit. She wore a clingy pink slip, her dark breasts practically hanging out of it. Her platform heels were easily six-inches high, made from completely transparent plastic. A little pink, ruffly collar decorated her neck.

“Oh, hello Alyssa. It's so good to see you.”

On the counter behind Giselle, there was a silver remote and a gold crown. Alyssa tilted her head, examining them.

“What are those?” she pointed. “Did you get a new television or something?”

“Those?” Giselle barely turned. “Oh. Don't worry about those. How are you, dear?”

Alyssa didn't like having her questions avoided. She certainly didn't like being called “dear.” But if Giselle wanted to be obtuse, Alyssa felt confident she could work around it.

“How was your morning?” she asked, changing the subject.

“Oh, it was delightful,” said Giselle. “I was with Carmen the whole time. You know, that pledge?”

Alyssa did know. She felt Carmen had a lot of promise. A true rich, privileged snob. There was a great deal of potential she saw in that girl. Alyssa enjoyed molding young hotties into queens of seduction like herself. 

It was just too bad the girl dressed like she was Amish, locked up inside of drab, gray dresses all the time. It was like she didn't want anybody knowing she had an amazing body to advertise. Still, that was something Alyssa could work on with the girl. Men liked women that showed off.

“Oh, right.” Alyssa said, as if remembering. Of course, she already knew that was what happened—there was very little in the house that Alyssa didn't know about. “You guys went shopping, right?”

“Sort of. She wanted me to go meet her boyfriend, first.”

“Meet her boyfriend?”

“Yeah. She said it was really important to meet him to understand who she was. She felt it would improve her chances to get in to Kappa Phi.”

This was something that Alyssa hadn't been aware of. She supposed the boyfriend was a relatively recent development—she remembered Carmen had listed herself as single on the application a few months ago, back in the middle of the summer. 

“Totally.” Giselle bit her lower lip, looking as if she was trying to hold in a shudder. “He's pretty great.”

“What's he do?”

“He um . . .” Giselle shrugged. “He really loves Carmen. He's just, completely good to her.”

“No, I meant, how does he make money? Or is he a student?”

Giselle shrugged, smiling, her eyes drifting upward. 

“He could be a student. I'm not sure really. We didn't talk about it.”

“What's his name? Maybe I know him.”

Or maybe she could get to know him. If he was a student, then he would be in classes, and Alyssa was always looking for new men she could convince to do classwork for her. He didn't even have to be that good at it—it was good just to have a pool of workers she could motivate. 

And if he had any money—which he almost certainly would need to, to bag a snobby bitch like Carmen—then Alyssa wanted to be the one to relieve him of such a monetary burden.

“His name?” Giselle looked confused for a moment. “I mean, I know what to call him, but I don't really know his name, per se. I didn't think it was important. I mean, do you really need to know someone's name for him to be the most perfect man you've ever met? For him to be your boyfriend like, right away?”

Alyssa was taken aback. This was certainly an odd development. She watched Giselle's slender hands move up her tiny slip to her thighs, the dark-skinned girl breathing heavily and licking her lips.

“You don't know his name, or what he does, and he's your boyfriend now, too? And Carmen's? Girl, would you listen to yourself? This sounds nuts! Did he drug you or something?”

“Drug me?”

Giselle crossed her legs and then her arms, turning away.

“That's a little harsh, Alyssa. That really makes me wonder if you know what it is to fall in love, like, right away. Are you saying it's impossible for someone to fall in love at first sight? Like, that you are just so totally suddenly in love that you knew you had been that way your whole life, and that everything that ever happens from now on will be perfect and wonderful because your hot, studly man wants you around sometimes to suck his big, perfect yummy cock?”

A bizarre tinge had filled Giselle's gaze. Alyssa wasn't sure how to react to the diatribe. On a scale of one to crazy, Giselle was sounding like a full-on loon.

“He's just wonderful, Alyssa,” Giselle said. Her voice had added a lilt to it, like she was singing. “I'm sure you're going to think so, too.”

“If it's um, all the same to you, sweetie, I think I would rather not have whatever it is you've had.”

Giselle tsked, shaking her head. She reached behind herself and slipped on the crown that had been sitting on the counter.

“What are you doing?” Alyssa asked. “What's with the stupid crown?”

“Oh, it's not stupid. You'll change your mind. I did. I was so scared at first. I watched him wipe out Carmen's mind right there in front of me. She asked him to do it. Begged him to wipe her clean. And then while he sucked out every single one of her thoughts, she sucked on his big, beautiful cock. He just hit the remote on her again, and again, and again, ordering her to cum while he wiped out her mind.”

A deep, prescient sense of dread of developed in the back of Alyssa's throat. She tried to move her legs, but found they were frozen with fear. Desperately, she tried to move them again as Giselle kept talking.

“And then he started coming toward me, and I was so terrified . . . but that was silly. All he was offering was bliss. Why wouldn't I want to feel wonderful all the time? He showed me how silly it was to want anything else. Obedience is pleasure, after all. That's something everyone ought to know.”

Alyssa started backing toward the door. There was no way to know what was going to happen next, but she was certain she didn't want to be a part of it. 

“Here,” Giselle said, smiling brilliantly, holding the remote up and aiming at Alyssa. “Let me show you what I mean, okay?”

“N-no,” blurted Alyssa. “I-I don't think . . .”

A hot purple light that filled the room.

* * * * *

Her thoughts had dissipated entirely. Worries and concerns slid down beneath a hot, easy soil of arousal, a fertile area for the wonderful ideas that Giselle expressed.

Alyssa found herself sitting on the bed with one of Giselle's smooth, lovely legs wrapped around her own. That was nice. Giselle was so nice. Everything was so nice when Giselle was near her. They were such good, close friends. It felt natural to share everything she had with her.

Alyssa had been kind of a prude earlier. She didn't remember about what, but she knew it was true. It would be way cooler of her to just sit and talk things out with Giselle. 

Keep an open mind, Alyssa. Experiment. That's really important.

“I have something to confess,” Giselle said, stroking Alyssa's hair. “I . . . “ the pretty dark-skinned girl took a breath. “I have like, an enormous crush on you. I didn't really know I was into girls before? But I really, really am. And I'm especially into you.”

Alyssa felt her heart thumping fast. Oh wow. That was so honest, so open of Giselle to say that. She felt like she had to reciprocate the honesty, somehow. 

She didn't know if she was a lesbian, of course. But Giselle was really so very pretty.

“I mean, I really like you, Giselle, I just . . . um, well . . .”

“It's important to experiment, Alyssa. We're in college.”

That was true. That was probably one of the more true things that Alyssa had ever known. It was tattooed on her pretty little mind, right next to “Drink water,” “Eat food,” and “Breathing is essential.”

Alyssa inhaled deeply, taking in Giselle's exotic scent.

“You smell so good,” Alyssa cooed. “I didn't know before how good you smelled.”

Giselle giggled, hugging her friend tightly. The crown Giselle wore knocked against Alyssa's head a bit, but that was okay. It was a pretty cool crown. It was probably the coolest piece of headwear that Alyssa had ever seen, so it was totally fine that Giselle was wearing it.

Alyssa took the opportunity to hug Giselle back, to inhale her scent once more.  God, she felt sooo soft!

Alyssa knew she deserved to use Giselle as her one-time bisexual college experiment, deserved to do whatever she wanted with her. She was that beautiful, after all. They both were.

“I'd really like to talk about this under the sheets with you,” said Giselle. “I'd be way more comfortable there. Is that all right?”

“Under the sheets?” 

Alyssa considered. Giselle was so warm. 

And Alyssa really, really loved being warm, loved having hot sensual heat run through her. 

And more than anything else, Alyssa loved being close to Giselle. And she, of course, knew she deserved to feel good, like how Giselle was sure to make her feel.

“ . . . sure!” she chirped finally. 

There weren't many times in the past where Alyssa had ever been this close to another girl. But surely, she had wanted this. There wasn't much she wanted more than to press her hot, young body against the perfectly gorgeous toned warmth of another young babe like herself. 

Alyssa got everything she wanted.

They moved under the sheets of the bed, each girl still with their heels on. It was more fun that way, somehow, their heel-clad feet sliding on top of each other under the silk sheets of Alyssa's enormous bed. Their legs were both so long, and that made the whole situation more exciting. That there was so much hot, young smooth flesh from both girls, so eager to press and rub against each other.

“So, like, you should know Alyssa, like I was saying, that I'm kind of into girls, now, too,” Giselle purred, advancing on Alyssa. “I didn't know that I was, but Master made it all make sense.”

That was something Alyssa wanted to discuss. Who this Master fellow was, and why Giselle kept talking about him when Alyssa was clearly the hottest thing on two legs and was right there in front of Giselle, holding her so tight. But it was so hard to concentrate on what she wanted to say—letting Giselle speak her mind was incredibly important.

Alyssa really wanted to be a great friend.

“So, what I'm saying is, overall I mean, is that I'd really like to kiss you, Alyssa.”

“Oh,” whispered Alyssa. “Oh . . . I mean, I'm not . . . not sure . . .”

She was being coy. She wanted to be kissed by a girl, wanted to experiment and explore. It was very strange, after three years in college, that she hadn't done so before. Experimenting was so important.

Giselle moved her head forward, sliding her nimble tongue between Alyssa's hot lips briefly and then pulling away. It was so hot, so wet. Rarely if ever had Alyssa had such a delightful experience that had ended so abruptly.

“Oh . . . um . . . wow,” Alyssa said, stumbling over her words in a rare display of true emotion. “Giselle, wow . . .”

Giselle said nothing, just looking at Alyssa with heavily-lidded eyes. Her hand sank down Alyssa's bare torso and slipped up inside of her cunt. Alyssa moaned for half-a-second, and then pushed Giselle away gently.

She didn't want that; not yet, anyway. Maybe after a week or two of heavy kissing and petting. But right away, a girl's fingers touching her down there? It was too much, too soon.

“N-no,” she protested. “I like you, Giselle, but I want to . . . I want to take it . . . sort of slow, you know? It's just—ohmygod your hands are. So. Soft!””

Giselle nodded sympathetically. “I know, sweetie. Here, look at this.”

Keeping one hand pressed firm on Alyssa's pussy, Giselle turned and grabbed the remote off from the night stand table. Alyssa had a moment of panic and wonder, and then her mind blinked off as the purple light blinked on once more.

* * * * *

When she came back online, she was kissing Giselle. And, this time, she was indeed really kissing Giselle, her tongue sliding over her roommate's mouth, her hands pawing at the black girl's considerable bust.

It was all finally happening. Alyssa was living the dream. Here she was, in her gorgeous bed, making out madly with her gorgeous roommate. No, her gorgeous girlfriend.

Alyssa knew she deserved such a gorgeous girlfriend like Giselle. A mega-hottie like herself could only function if she had someone as educated and delicious as Giselle attending to her pussy whenever she wanted.

Kissing all the way, Giselle slid her face down between Alyssa's thighs. Alyssa pushed the soft silk sheets aside so she could watch her beautiful girlfriend's heated face. Giselle licked Alyssa's tight crotch, her tongue sliding against the denim of her brief shorts.

“Oh please,” Alyssa moaned. “Please, baby. You have to lick me. I need your tongue down there!”

Giggling, Giselle pulled down Alyssa's panties down her long, perfect legs, tossing them aside. 

Oh gosh, thought Alyssa. She's so fucking pretty. I'm so happy I deserve such a pretty, pretty girl as my girlfriend.

Taking in a deep, luxurious breath, Giselle started licking Alyssa's clit. It was heavenly, like it was something she was already an expert in. Easily, Alyssa could imagine that Giselle had been taking pussy-licking classes for the past three years.

She started with slow, hot slides of her tongue over Alyssa's small bud. These licks sped up over time, but remained gentle little laps, not too much pressure. Soon, Giselle had reached a rhythm that had Alyssa bucking her hips into her girlfriend's face.

Each tiny little lick pushed Alyssa further and further into the abyss of bliss. It was so easy not to think when Giselle was such a good licker. And Alyssa knew she had to cum for Giselle. That was what good girlfriends did. They just came, all the time. They let their thoughts slide out of their head and felt the hot, perfect tongue pressing so wonderfully on their needy clits and just surrendered to that hot, steamy pocket of pleasure just aching to be released. 

“Oh, Giselle!” Alyssa cried. “Oh, love! I'm gonna—gonna—gonnaaa—!”

Giselle only moaned in response, swallowing up Alyssa's pleasure. Her eyes remained fixated on this girl she had just hypnotized, totally transfixed from enacting her Master's will.

Alyssa came, the bliss rocketing through her body. She squeezed her thighs tight around Giselle's head, her hands digging into the mattress beneath her. Thoughts flew out of her mind, no longer important. Nothing really was nearly as important as having Giselle's tongue on her pussy. 

Giselle moved her mouth off the pussy of the moaning beauty.

“So, tonight will be a lingerie party, right? And you'll cancel all the invitations to the guys?”

“It . . . will? I will?”

Purring in rapture, Giselle slid the tip of her tongue across Alyssa's still-trembling clit. Alyssa forgot whatever it was she was going to say.

“Of course you will, sweetie,” Giselle said between licks. “I want it. Don't you deserve to do what I want?”

“Oh yes, Giselle! It's just . . .”

Giselle kissed her clit once more. Drowning in the sensation, Alyssa's thoughts vanished once again.

“Yes, Giselle,” she purred. “Of course, Giselle.”

Anything Giselle wanted. Alyssa would be the best girlfriend ever for Giselle. She could hardly accept anything less.

“There's one more thing I need you to do, sweetie,” Giselle said.

“Yes?”

Giselle held up the remote, biting one lower lip in a hot show of arousal. “Look right here?”

Alyssa just almost recognized that remote. It was an important thing. It was . . . it was doing things, somehow.

“Wait—”

Her voice was quickly drowned out by her girlfriend's commands.

* * * * *

Alyssa was playing with herself in the thick, wide bed where Giselle had adored her pussy only a few hours before, waiting for the clock to read eight forty-five. Some time ago, she had dressed herself completely in her hot yellow lingerie. 

This was what Giselle had told her to do, and Alyssa did what Giselle said. Alyssa had to be the best girlfriend on earth so that she could have the best girlfriend on earth. It only made sense. She could only be the best girlfriend if she made Giselle happy, and doing what Giselle said made her happy.

Gorgeous was one of many possible appreciative adjectives to describe the display of Alyssa's breasts inside the skimpy silk halter-top arrangement she had decorating her mouthwatering curves. Two thin strips of yellow stretched down from her neck to the g-string panties and garters at her waist,  a long diamond of naked flesh showing from her neck to her belly-button. 

Perfectly proportioned abdomen muscles, daily attended to from her rigorous cardio routine, held her tight frame even tighter, her enormous tits practically spilling out of the frail cloth. 

Bright, lacy white stockings were on her legs, each notated with little yellow bows right above the knee. They eased down into the tall four-inch designer pump heels that would have cost her over a thousand dollars if she actually paid for them (instead of convincing a “boyfriend” to do that for her). The heels, as tall as they were, made keeping her legs in the air as she fingered her pristinely precious pussy a precarious proposition, but she managed to make it work. Mega-fine girlfriend babes like her were made to wear tall, sexy heels, she knew. 

It was eight thirty. The party was due to start at eight. Alyssa knew all the girls in the house had come home on time and were ready to go—she could hear the voices downstairs. And she knew they had all arrived together—Alyssa had ordered them to be punctual. The girls did what Alyssa said. She deserved their obedience, after all, for being so hot and sexy and as wonderful as she was.

All of them, pledges and sorority babes alike, thought there would be boys there tonight—hot guys from all the different fraternities. Hot, rich guys that could decide their whole futures if they really wanted.

They had no idea that Alyssa had not bothered to advertise the party at all that day. They certainly didn't know that Alyssa had taken pains—under Giselle's instruction—to make sure that as far as the campus knew, the sorority was completely closed off for the night. 

As the head of the house, all the other frats and sororities called her to invite her girls to different places. They also called to see if they were allowed to attend any events at the Kappa Phi Theta house. Alyssa, of course, had been turning them all down, her fingers in her pussy, gasping and breathing hard as she obeyed again and again with each new phone call.

The clock turned to eight forty four. Alyssa quickly gave herself one more hot cum, her fingers sliding up and down her wet clit, her tiny panties moved to the side.

“Giselle,” she let out. “Ohhh Giselle!”

After several seconds, the peak of the bliss passed, although her body still felt amazing, as if being massaged with angel's wings. Gasping and breathing hard, hot juices sliding down her incredible legs, Alyssa strutted over to the mirror, giving herself one last check.

Ravishing. 

No, better than that. 

Perfect. 

She looked perfect for Giselle. Together, they were going to show this sorority exactly who was in charge.

She walked downstairs, but oddly, no one was around. There were noises, like moans and chanting, coming from the study. That was odd—why were the windows into that room closed, all of a sudden? It had been a late-addition to the house, built under Alyssa's tenure as President (for free, of course—the carpenter still sent Alyssa little woodwork hearts every month), which was why the windows were still there at all. Alyssa thought they looked cute.

That was why she made sure everyone knew not to close them. Why have cute indoor windows if they were just shut all the time? Curious, Alyssa approached the room

Just as she did so, Giselle stepped out of it, smiling as she saw Alyssa.

She looked . . . sensational. A gold and red slip covered her incredibly slim, long torso, the front of it made of mesh and lace, cupping and displaying her large tits. The sides were totally transparent and led down into sexy garters that attached to bright red stockings. The contrast of her beautiful dark skin and the hot redness of the lingerie was mesmerizing. 

Alyssa squirmed helplessly, looking at her. She loved her so much. Had she told her? She had to tell her.

Right away.

“Hi, love!” she said happily. “You look . . . wow! You look amazing!”

“Oh, yes.” Giselle nodded. “He wouldn't allow anything else.”

A serene smile arrived on Giselle's face, apparently thinking about whoever “he” was. Alyssa felt enormous stabs of jealousy run through her heart.

“You keep saying 'he.'” She put her hands on her delicious hips. “Am I supposed to know who you're talking about?”

Taking one hand, Giselle grinned. “Just come with me.”

Alyssa followed, loving the soft, slender silky feel of Giselle's dark hand. 

Heat pressed off the door to the study as purple light flooded beneath it. Alyssa, for some reason, felt herself getting turned on again.

Warm, hot tingles ran over her pussy, watching Giselle's round, tight behind as the chocolate-skinned beauty opened the door. They both entered and Alyssa stepped past Giselle, who then locked the door behind them with a thick key. Alyssa could not take her eyes off her beautiful love's sensational rear, so firm and well-muscled.

Giselle's ass was so pretty. All of Giselle was so pretty. Giselle was the best girlfriend Alyssa could ever hope for. She would never want anything more than her.

She heard moans from behind her. Alyssa realized she had not actually bothered to look inside the study before entering it. She turned around, a little confused.

Forming two rows down to the far end of the study, all twenty of her sorority sisters and all twelve of the potential pledges were on their knees, fingering their pussies. Each one had a purple glaze to her eyes. 

At the far end of the study, at the end of the two rows, there was a young man sitting on the thick lounge chair near the fireplace, a big silver remote in his hands. He wore a golden crown, the same one that Giselle had worn earlier. 

Two gorgeous women were kneeling beside him, one attached to each leg. Alyssa recognized the brunette—it was the new pledge, Carmen. And beside her—that was her stepmother, Monica, who had been there during the interview so many months before.

“What . . . what is this?” she asked. 

Giselle didn't answer, happily skipping in her tall heels past all the kneeling sorority girls to greet the man with a sizzling hot kiss. His hand slid up inside of the crack of her ass, grabbing there hard. She squealed in delight and pressed her big tits against the side of his head as he examined Alyssa.

“Ah, hello there, pet,” said the man. 

“Hello pet,” the sorority girls chorused, one after another, eyes still full of purple light: 

“Hello.” 

“Hello.” 

“Hello.”

Each echo was breathier, weaker than the last. As if none of the girls could dare make their ideas or thoughts very loud in his presence, even if those words were the same as his.

“Damn,” he said, eyeing Alyssa up and down. “You are even hotter than Giselle and Carmen said. Why don't you come and get on your knees like a good slave?”

The slaves echoed again: 

“Good slave.” 

“Good slave.” 

“Good slave.”

“What?” Alyssa asked, taken aback. 

She stepped back toward the door. Get away. She should . . . get away, somehow. But . . . but Giselle was soooo pretty, and right there in front of her . . . her luscious face contorted with her inner struggle.

The man on the chair looked confused. “It's me. Jared. Your Master. You should come kneel . . .” he gestured at the empty space between his lap. “Right here, between Carmen and Monica.”

Carmen and the blonde, Monica, nodded happily, giggling and cooing at each word coming out of Jared's mouth.

“Right there,” the sorority girls all whispered. 

“So lucky.” 

“So jealous.”

“Oh, I'm sorry,” Alyssa scoffed. “You must have me confused with someone who would possibly want to date you over Giselle? So . . . whatever thing is happening here, I don't need to be a part of it. Come on, Giselle. Stop this . . . whatever it is you're doing, and let's get out of here.”

For a moment, Jared looked confused. He turned to the dark beauty pressing her tits in his head.

“Giselle, what did you say to her?”

“I did as you commanded, Master. I indoctrinated her into my service, and had her arrange this party for you.”

“Did you tell her how important it was to worship me?”

Giselle shook her head, still smiling happily.

“No, Master. That was not part of your instructions.”

He sighed, putting a hand to his face. He noticed Alyssa's shocked look.

“Slaves these days, huh?”

Alyssa stepped back toward the door. “G-Giselle,” she blurted. “W-what's happening? Why are you calling him 'Master?' Why is everyone on their knees? What's happening? Did—”

Something about the crown sparked a memory in Alyssa's head. Something about . . . something about a light? 

Had she always wanted to Giselle to lick her pussy so bad? Maybe she just wanted to kiss her a lot? She could hardly imagine life without kissing Giselle, after all. Her hand reached the door, but it was locked. Oh, that's right. Giselle had done that. That was very smart of her. Giselle was so smart and wonderful and—no!

Alyssa put her hands to her gorgeous head, trying to clear some of the hot, heavy, delightful fog there.

“D-did you do something to me, Giselle? Baby?”

“Yes I did,” purred the hot sorority girl. “I made you into my hot little girlfriend. Isn't that so sexy? You were kind of a snob before. I guess you still are, but now you'll lick my pussy whenever I want. Won't you?”

Alyssa whimpered. She could not help but feel her pussy moisten when Giselle's voice, pussy, and licking were all rolled up into the same sentence. 

“N-no . . .” she lied.

Jared whispered something to Giselle, who smiled and began to strut toward Alyssa. The tall beauty's hands ran across all the mouths and open, wagging tongues of each kneeling sorority girl. The purple had faded from their eyes, now, but they were still openly staring at Alyssa and Giselle with happy lust, sliding pretty fingers across their aching hot pussies. 

There was so much heat in the room. It was overwhelming, just like Giselle's sexy strutting approach.

“Of course you will, sweetie,” said Giselle, drawing close. She slid a hand up Alyssa's lingerie-clad midsection. “You'll do all sorts of things for me, now. Pretty soon, you'll do all sorts of things for Master.”

“W-why are you calling him that?”

Giselle giggled. All the other sorority girls did as well. It seemed like a natural thing, an instinctive reflex—something to do whenever someone questioned their man's authority.

“I'm calling him Master because he is Master. My Master, your Master. You just don't know it yet. And these other girls are nothing more than your sisters in service, just like I am. You'll see that very soon.” 

She slid her arms around Alyssa's neck. Lost in the purity of bliss from her girlfriend's touch, the hot, luscious babe was helpless to resist. She could not even truthfully say that she wanted to resist very much.

“And what's happening,” Giselle whispered hotly, tilting her head, “is that you're going to become a good slave to him, just like I am.”

Alyssa whimpered, again, before saying loudly. “B-but I don't want to become a slave . . .”

“Silly girl,” said Jared. “Your wants aren't important.”

A purple light flooded the room.

* * * * *

A hot, firm tongue slid across her own. She was making out with a girl again. This time, it was with some third year redhead named Yolanda, on top of a coffee table. How fun was that?

A guy was watching. That was so cool. He was a cute guy, too. He was like, probably the cutest guy Alyssa had ever seen. A guy that cute really deserved to watch Alyssa do all sorts of stuff. Giselle was between his legs, blowing him happily. One hand was in the stunning black girl's thick dark hair, guiding her to suck him exactly how he wanted.

The other hand was on his remote.

Jared was doing something to her, something to her with that remote, and that was cool. That was like, really cool. 

She had to correct that, feeling Yolanda slide a hand onto one perfect tit. Jared was doing something to all of the girls in the room. 

That was even cooler.

All that cuteness he had, all that power—a guy like that really needed to have Alyssa with him. There was nothing more amazing than a super powerful man with a gorgeous woman behind him, cheering on every single move he made and begging to watch him take over even more people, places, and things.

There was all this power, he had, right at his fingertips. It was time to put on her special magic. She knew that with her looks, she could make any man do what she wanted. Just because he had some way cool remote with special hot powers didn't mean he was immune to what she was putting out.

She slid out from the redhead's cooing grasp, sliding up onto one of Jared's big hunky legs. Her wet pussy slid against his naked thigh, and her tall heels pushed against the faces of Monica and Carmen. They just kissed the expensive leather of her shoes, seemingly overwhelmed with passion for anyone close to their Master.

Alyssa watched it all, and she felt...she felt so fertile, knowing that he could fill her up with his perfect hunk seed at any time he wanted...

“Hey there, stud,” Alyssa cooed, layering sugar on every word. “Gosh, you must be such a man, controlling these girls like you are.”

He smiled, slamming Giselle's head up and down on his cock a little more. Alyssa thought that was so sexy, how he just had to fuck himself with the gorgeous babe's mouth even harder because Alyssa was so close. Because Alyssa was so hot.

“I'm probably the hottest girl in town, you know.”

“Probably,” he breathed. 

Between his legs, Giselle moaned happily, each noise punctuated with slurpy wet slams to the back of her throat.

“Doesn't it just make sense for me to be like, the head of this little sorority you've made, then? I mean, it's something I already do anyway. And, clearly, I'm totally hot. And I totally deserve it.”

Her hair bounced through the air as she tilted her head and leaned in to whisper in his ear. “Don't tell Giselle, but I'm even prettier than her. So, shouldn't I be in charge of her? You could convince them of it. You could let them all know how I'm the queen bee. Your queen bee.”

“Do you know what, babe? That's not such a bad idea.”

He picked up his silver remote. Very carefully, she wrapped her hand on his. 

“Mmm . . .” she moaned just for a second. “Could you let me watch you cum in Giselle's mouth, first, sir?”

Gently, she pushed the hand on Giselle's head away. 

This was a duty she could perform for him most admirably. 

Bunching Giselle's hair up, she stared lovingly in her Jared's eyes, ramming Giselle's hot, wet mouth harder and harder on her boyfriend's cock. 

“Could you let me watch, Sir? Please, Sir? Please cum in her mouth while I guide you there? Please?”

Surprise—delighted and even a bit relieved—more than anything else, flooded her boyfriend's mind. 

“You like that, huh?” he grunted out. “You like seeing me fuck your girlfriend's face?”

“Oh yes, Sir. Fuck my girlfriend's face. I know she deserves it. Please! Please cum all over her hot face, Sir!”

His free hand came up to fondle Alyssa's tits. She moaned in hot adoration, pumping Giselle's head back and forth even harder. Her lingerie ripped apart under his grip. That was so hot. He was so strong, tearing away her clothes like that.

“Let her watch you, Master,” Carmen moaned.

Monica nodded. “Please, Master! Let us all watch!”

Squeezing Alyssa's plump, perfect titflesh, Jared came hard and furious. Alyssa held Giselle's head tight against her boyfriend's cock, making sure the hot chocolate slut swallowed all of it, not even caring when she heard the desperate little gurgling sounds sounding off from her throat, indicating that she was starting to run out of air.

Good, Alyssa thought. Good girls buried themselves with Master's cum whenever he and his best girl wanted. They took off long scoops and shoved it into their cunts so they would get nice and pregnant like he deserved. Little streams of cum started running down Giselle's mouth, past her chin, to her tits. Finally, Alyssa let her detach. Giselle fell to the ground, swallowing hard, fingering her pussy in inequitable ecstasy.

Carmen and Monica and a few other sorority girls crawled over and licked Giselle's mouth and tits  clean. Two other sorority babes—a dark-haired blue-eyed nineteen year-old and a hot freshman eighteen year-old blond—took their turns cleaning his epically large meat.

Alyssa put her hand back on her Master's hand, the one holding the remote.

“Now, take my mind? Please, baby? I'm your sorority queen. You know it's me. It couldn't possibly be anyone else.”

Still shaking from the post-orgasmic tremors rollicking through his body, Jared nodded, again squeezing one of Alyssa's exposed tits. She giggled, encouraging him.

Inwardly, Alyssa smiled. Boys were so easy to control, and she deserved to have everything she wanted from him.

From the remote, the purple light flooded the room again. And again. And again. He hit it faster and faster, like he was rewriting everything about everyone in the room.

* * * * *

Alyssa arrived back in her own mindspace, completely believing and knowing that she was her Master's sorority slave queen. Who else could she be, when he was fucking her so perfectly on top of his throne at the head of the room?

She was on the thick leather chair in the study, totally naked except for her thick heels. Master was fucking her, and everything was right in the world.

Carmen and Monica were cooing in Alyssa's ears about how jealous they were as his hot, immense cock filled her tight, practically virgin cunt. 

He made it seem like she had never been fucked before, and with each stroke, the thoughts of any previous males that had been inside her slipped away. There were no other lovers. There was no one else good enough. There was only her Master. He was the only one who could possibly own her. Since Alyssa was so perfect and beautiful, the fact of him owning her meant he was even more powerful, more amazing than anyone else.

“Fuck her, Master!” the entire sorority called out. 

“Fuck our slave queen!”

“Fuck your favorite!”

“She deserves it!”

Grunting, he tilted her backward on the chair, driving his bare cock downward into her upward facing pussy. Her neck was tilted up at him, her entire body contorted from the sheer force of his fucking. Her mouth hanging open in complete amazement, eyes wide with adoration and still shining with purple light. 

He was so strong and right, and she was just a hot girly babe who needed a solid fucking to know how to think.

Her Master Jared was such a good boyfriend. He always had been. She was so glad he had decided to become her Master, and not just her boyfriend.

Giselle was kissing Master's neck as he fucked Alyssa harder and harder, but even the gorgeously beautiful black babe could not stop Master from focusing solely on Alyssa's angelic beauty. She was the premiere in feminity. So fertile, her hips so ready to give him every heir he would ever want.

He came, and Alyssa felt her universe rearranging. His cock was the center of her world. There was no other possible anchor for her feelings, for her soul, for her mind. The world began and ended with her Master's beautiful cock, and everything she did from now on needed to worship it as it deserved.

“Good slave,” he grunted out, collapsing on top of her, whispering and kissing in her ear. “Good girl slave. Best slave. Top slave.”

Alyssa's heart swelled with pride. She had always known she was the best.

# # #

* * * * *
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* * * * *
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Her Alpha, Unleashed

The secretly submissive Elly and dormantly dominant William meet and feel instant heat―little do they know, they both possess enormous hidden powers that make them completely perfect for one another! But where did all this power come from?
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Bimbo Casino – No Protection

Three gorgeous, famous supermodels are subjected to all forms of seduction and mind control, and are crafted into perfect lactating bimbo beauties one by one!
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Dark Passions of the Billionaire

This erotica is novel-length! Lost in lust for her rich, studly boss, Sophia begins a twisted, erotic game of seduction—even seducing her best friend into a threesome to win her boss's heart!
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Knocked Up Lust – Helping Out Holly
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Bimbo Outfits 3!

Sexy travelers arrive at a cabin, but a lusty evil lurks inside. Can they find its source before they're all transformed into sex-obsessed, lactating bimbo beauties?
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The Steps To Control – Her Taboo Household

A beauty comes home to find her household under the hypnotic sway of a madman...who just happens to be her stepbrother!
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This erotica is novella length! The gorgeous Kimberly makes friends with the new bimbo teacher, and is quickly transformed from a young beauty into a young goddess, worthy of serving at the tip-top of her new god’s harem.
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Maid Made Bare 
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Get GREAT deals and save money on stories with these bundles:
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Bimbo Thoughts: A Female Designs Bundle
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The Magic App Bundle

The Magic App hypnotizes anyone Adam turns it toward. All he really wants is Camille, but she’s so arrogant and haughty that she keeps getting away...luckily for him, all his other new slaves are eager to give him everything he wants.

The Magic Remote Bundle
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The men in these houses take everything and everyONE they want, HOWEVER they want! The most forbidden barely legal girls in the world—their daughters and sisters—are theirs to have whenever they decide.
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When sex meets sex magic, expect hugely endowed men and beautifully enhanced women to have the wildest sex ever imagined!
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Every woman in these hot stories are eager to get paid for every kind of dirty, sexy act you can imagine.

The Sold For Service Bundle

In this alternate reality, sexual slavery is part of everyday commerce. This series explores the hot situations that occur when beautiful innocents are sold to studly new masters—and eagerly do every last thing they want, even the most taboo and forbidden of acts... 
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