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Tina Jeffries looked again at the
invitation.

It was printed on heavy
stock. Her name had been embossed on the front cover in gold
script. It even smelled faintly of vanilla. It read:
You are cordially invited...

And it had come with a box. Tina hadn’t known
what she’d find inside, but she didn’t expect the outfit.

The slim black corset was
just her size, if she held her breath. Tina had loosened the laces
somewhat, but its boning still held her tight. Tina tried her best
to stay in shape, but the corset’s cinched waist sculpted her lean
middle further and made her look more like an hourglass than any
fitness video regimen ever had. The leather mini-skirt stopped just
below her ass. If she bent even slightly, she’d give anyone
watching an eyeful of her bottom in the matching black
g-string.

The fishnets stopped
mid-thigh. She’d never worn thigh-highs before. Tina looked
longingly at her control-top hose resting in her dorm room’s
underwear drawer. She stood before the mirror and felt... naked.
And a bit like a different person.

Above the mirror, her Dean’s
List certificate stared back. Last semester had turned out well,
academically, but she’d been so afraid to lose her scholarship that
she’d kept to her dorm room, the cafeteria, and the library while
other people made friends. Then her roommate had moved off-campus
into a shared house, leaving her with a whole room all to herself.
Tina should’ve been overjoyed. But it just made her loneliness all
the more apparent.

So she’d done what any good
soon-to-be engineer would do: she brainstormed solutions to the
problem. She’d tried out a few academic clubs, she’d started trying
to connect with people in her classes, she’d tried to smile more,
and had taken a highlighter to How To Win Friends And Influence
People.

The one thing she’d
dismissed outright was joining a sorority. She’d thought those were
for the wilder, richer, more beautiful girls. Girls like Lola
Powers.

Tina let out a slow, shaky breath.

Lola Powers, the most
beautiful girl on campus, had out of the blue sat down at Tina's
table in the cafeteria the previous Wednesday. Lola was tall, with
cascading dark hair, chocolate brown eyes, and perfect olive skin.
Tina had seen her around campus, and noticed that she always wore
heels despite not needing the extra height. She could’ve been a
Hollywood starlet. Plus, her purse and lipstick always matched her
outfit. Tina had just stared as Lola discussed the possibility of
Tina becoming a candidate for the most exclusive sorority on
campus: Sigma Epsilon Psi Chi.

But now, dressed like
this... maybe she wasn’t so bad looking after all? She’d been a
late bloomer, overlooked throughout high school, but since then
she’d filled out a little. She usually wore jeans and t-shirts,
just the basics, but in this... she looked like some kind of kinky
pin-up, the kind she’d browse the internet looking for. She’d
always imagined how it would feel to wear clothes like this - and
then imagined what she could do in them. When she was alone at
night in the dorm room, she’d sometimes give into temptation and
touch herself to thoughts of being bound and teased until she had
to beg to come... and of doing the teasing and binding. But those
were just fantasies.

The outfit, however, was real. Tina turned in
the leather corset and skirt, admiring the way it seemed painted
onto her slim frame and pushed up her cleavage in the front. She’d
twisted her long blonde hair up into a bun. She considered adding
dramatic lipstick or mascara, but in the end settled for a dab of
lip gloss.

All that remained were the shoes.

Practice with
them, the invitation read.

Tina took the high black
heels out of the box. The tall and thin back heel and the raised
toe platform made her feel tall, but unsteady. But the heels fit
perfectly, and over the past two nights she’d practiced in the
privacy of her dorm room, tottering back and forth on the shoes
like stilts. She sat and slipped them on.

Now, Tina didn’t even
wobble. The clock read 7:32.

The invitation said,
Come at eight.

Doubts flew through her
mind. What if it was some kind of trick? Makeover the sad, nerdy
girl? What if she’d been set up for a prank?

Then she remembered the way Lola Powers had
reached across the lunch table, stolen a french fry from her plate,
and said, “It’s hard to find good friends, you know?”

Tina knew. She took a deep breath, slipped on
her trench coat, and only wobbled at little as she left the safety
of her dorm room.

 


*****

 


A black Mercedes with tinted
windows met her outside. She showed her invitation, but the driver
seemed to know who she was. He held the back door as she climbed
in.

“There’s champagne,” he told her.

“Oh, no thanks,” Tina said
automatically as he shut the door. She settled into the rich
leather interior. "Fancy," she couldn't help whispering.

The driver climbed into the
front seat. “Go ahead. Tonight’s for celebrating.”

Tina frowned. “Are you, ah, part of the
sorority...?”

The driver’s eyes met hers in the rearview
mirror. They twinkled as he grinned at her. “I work for the ladies
around my class schedule. Sort of a handyman slash driver slash
jack of all trades. Name’s Nathan. You can call me Nate.”

“H-hi. I’m Tina,” she stammered. Now that she
had a chance to look, he was just a little older than she was. His
curly brown hair peeked from underneath his driver’s cap. He was
cute. She hadn’t expected boys.

“I know. Lola loves you,” Nate said.

Tina frowned. “What?” Lola Powers had talked
about her? She was one of the most beautiful people on campus -
Tina was still shocked Lola knew her name.

Nate looked concerned. “You do know who Lola
is, right?”

“Well, yes. But we didn’t meet until she
talked to me last week.”

“Huh. From what I hear,
Lola’s been eyeing you for a while now.”

Tina raised her eyebrows. She felt uneasy.
“Why? How?”

“You’d have to ask her.”

Tina shifted in the seat. The height of the
shoes pushed her back into the leather upholstery. Her corset felt
tight and confining. And the g-string rode up between her cheeks.
Was it supposed to feel that way? She was out of her depth. “Is
there a problem? Should I be worried?”

“No, no, it's good. It’s a
compliment. Lola knows how to spot talent. But she’s usually not
this excited about new recruits. Think she might have a crush.”
Nate winked at her in the mirror.

Tina blushed. “But I’m - I mean - I’m not,
um...”

“I’m just teasing. Seriously, you should have
a glass of champagne. It’s nice stuff.”

Her stomach felt fluttery.
Maybe the champagne was a good idea. If she had to talk to people,
it would be good to be a little more relaxed. She reached for the
small opened bottle in the bucket of ice and poured herself a
flute. The flavor tasted sharp and a little sweet. The bubbles
tickled her nose.

“Good, isn’t it?”

“Yes, thank you.” Tina sat
back. She watched out of the window as they glided smoothly through
the dark streets, away from campus. Finally, they pulled onto a
lane filled with large houses behind forbidding iron security
gates. “Are we close?”

“Just down this street. Sig Ep Psi Chi is
kind of a big deal, you know? A lot of the school’s most famous
female alums came through here.” Nate pulled up to a wide white
gate. He rolled down the window and punched a code into a control
box positioned there. The gate swung silently open.

Tina had heard that, from
more than just Lola. Some of her roommate’s friends had been at the
school for more than a year. One night, they’d told crazy,
far-fetched tales about the ritzy sorority and its uber-successful
members. Being counted among them would be amazing. “But it’s
expensive, right?” After all, they’d sent her the clothes. Despite
their exaggerated style, they weren’t cheap - she’d looked up the
labels.

Nate shrugged. “They have scholarships for
deserving applicants.”

“Wait.” Tina sat forward so fast, she almost
spilled her champagne.

Nate paused. He turned in his seat to look at
her.

“This isn’t some kind of trick, is it? I
mean, I’m ...some ...nerd.” She felt like an impostor suddenly.
Champagne? Outrageous clothes? Well-connected people? “I’m not
rich. I’m not - I’m not Lola Powers hot.”

"I wouldn't worry. I think
you'll fit in just fine." Nate looked back toward the driveway in
front of them. “If you told me to lick your pussy, I
would.”

Tina blinked. What had he
just said...? "Excuse me?"

“I’d do almost anything you
asked of me. Sexually. And otherwise,” Nate said seriously, his
hands gripping the steering wheel. “But only if you'd like that. No
pressure.”

Tina gulped the last sip of
champagne in her glass. Where the heck had that come from? Maybe
she'd made a real mistake getting into the car. What if this guy
didn't even work for the sorority? “Um." She shook her head. "I
think I'm good for right now."

Nate took the rejection in
stride. “Are you ready to go, then?"

Tina’s heart thumped in her
chest. “Um. I think so? You swear this isn't a trick."

"There's no trick." Nate hesitated. "But the
party may not be what you expect."

“What will it be?”

“I can’t say.”

Tina sat back heavily. She’d
been all but decided on going. And now this. Making friends wasn't
easy.

“I can tell you that I
promise, no matter what, if you ask to leave you’ll be allowed to
go immediately. Sig only wants enthusiastic sisters.”

“I won’t be hurt or embarrassed...?” Tina
asked.

Nate didn’t speak.

“Will I?” she
pressed. Before Tina could ask another
question, the intercom on the control box crackled to life.
“Are you all right? Is Tina with you?”

“Remember, if you say you want to leave, it
stops immediately,” Nate whispered. He turned to the box and
pressed a button. “Mistress Jeffries had some... minor
concerns.”

“That’s because she’s a
smart little cookie,” said the
voice. “Bring her up to the house. I want
to introduce her.”

“Lola?” Tina blurted as she recognized the
voice.

The intercom clicked off,
then back on. “Come on up, Cookie,”
Lola purred.

Nate gave Tina one last look.

For a moment, she froze.
Then, she nodded.

They drove inside. Behind them, the gate
swung shut.
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The grand house unfolded before them.

Lights lit every window of
the huge two-story house. The wide porch held several couples. As
the car pulled up, Tina watched the front door open, revealing a
glimpse of more people and lights inside.

“Hang on - I’ll open your door for you,
Mistress,” Nate said.

“You don’t have to call me that,” Tina
said.

“I do, actually.” He got out
and jogged around to her door. He opened it, then offered a hand to
help her out.

She took it. The feel of his warm, strong
hand sent goosebumps up her arm. Tina rose slowly, carefully
putting her weight on the high heels. She didn’t even waver as Nate
closed the door, then offered her his arm. As they approached the
steps up to the house, some of the couples watched. Relief washed
over her as she spotted several wearing leather, latex, and other
outrageous clothes. Obviously this was some kind of sexy costume
party, and Lola, true to her word, had outfitted Tina
perfectly.

Suddenly the front door
swung open, illuminating a figure in silhouette. Lola. She came
out. Her latex dress clung to every curve. Her eyes were dark and
dramatic, and her full red lips made Tina want to touch them. Her
shoes might’ve been the twins of Tina’s own pair; they transformed
the tall beauty into an amazon.

"Tina!" She flashed a wicked
grin and stepped forward, taking Tina’s hands and brushing those
red lips lightly against her cheek. “I’m so glad you could make
it,” she whispered. Then she stepped back and appraised Tina. “We
need to take your coat and get you introduced to everyone! Come
on.”

Tina glanced back at Nate as Lola pulled her
into the house.

He waved.

Inside, the house looked
even grander. Hardwood floors echoed conversations and laughter. A
chandelier twinkled above a huge foyer. A woman in only a bra and
panties passed them leading a man in a full leather face mask by a
leash.

Tina watched with wide eyes.

“Good turnout, right?” Lola asked. “Let’s get
this out of the way.”

The older girl helped her
out of her coat and spirited it away. Tina only had a moment to
feel self-conscious before Lola returned.

“There’s my girl. You look good tonight,”
Lola said.

She stood up a little straighter and smiled.
“You picked out the outfit,” Tina said. “Didn’t you?”

Lola stood close. “Oh, yeah.
I knew just what I wanted to see you in.” She touched the corset’s
shiny surface.

Tina shivered. She knew it was impossible,
but she swore she could feel Lola’s fingertips on her bare
skin.

“Come on,” Lola purred. “I have to share you
for a while.”

Lola whisked her over to a
circle of people talking, and kept them moving from group to group
throughout the first floor, into the game room, onto the patio by
the pool. Tina met everyone - a redhead named Chloe in a white
rubber bunny girl outfit turned out to be taking an art elective
with her. Another asked Tina what she studied, and then somehow the
conversation steered toward the girl offering to be a contact for
summer internships. Still another was introduced as an eager new
possible recruit to the Sigma Epsilon Psi Chi ranks; she’d been
dressed in a barely-there bodystocking and looked like she was
trying to be braver than she felt.

All the while, Lola stayed
at Tina’s side, sometimes holding her hand, sometimes slinging an
arm around her bare shoulders. Lola’s bright red fingernails
lightly traced patterns on Tina’s bare skin. Tina felt her nipples
harden in response and rub lightly against the corset’s inner
lining. At times, Lola’s hand skimmed so low that Tina imagined her
delving beneath the material, finding her nipples, and idly
pinching and toying with them as she continued speaking with her
friends. More champagne circulated. Tina helped herself to another
flute, and another. She felt a little dizzy and happier than she’d
been in a long time.

Finally, she and Lola broke away from another
group.

The champagne had taken its
toll. “Could you show me the bathroom?” Tina asked.

“Sure, follow me.” Lola led her through the
throngs and beckoned her upstairs.

Tina followed as quickly as she could in the
too-high heels. Her feet ached from the unfamiliar angle and all
the standing.

The party seemed quieter on
the upstairs landing. On a wide, low couch, two women in not very
many clothes kissed passionately, their costumes abandoned on the
floor. Tina paused briefly as she watched one of the women’s hands
vanish between the other’s legs. A soft “Ohh!” answered. Men and
women alike watched the girls kiss and grope.

Lola’s hand squeezed her elbow. She nodded
toward a long, dark hall.

Tina blushed at being caught
staring and followed her.

They turned a corner; the
hall was almost black. Tina couldn’t see a foot in front of her.
She heard a door swing on its hinges and light appeared.

“You can use my bathroom,” Lola said.

Tina followed her into a
large bedroom that put her dorm to shame. Modern furniture made of
smooth, clean lines and dark woods decorated the space. A thin
laptop and papers were out next to a wide wood desk; stuffed
bookshelves lined the walls behind it. A queen bed piled with
fluffy pillows dominated the opposite side of the room.

Lola sighed as she closed the door behind
them. “Oh, thank god. I needed a break.” She flopped onto her bed.
The tightness of her latex dress became apparent - Lola could
hardly part her knees. “My feet hurt. I’m not used to shoes like
this.”

Alone together in Lola’s
bedroom, Tina felt shy again. “I see you in heels all the time
around campus.”

“I can’t wear anything over an inch and a
half without regretting it the next day. But these are worth it.”
Lola kicked up her shoes. “How are yours doing?”

Tina’s feet felt sore. “I might need to give
them a rest.”

“Not too bad though yet, right? If they suck,
you can borrow another pair from someone. Oh, the bathroom is
through there.” Lola indicated the door at the far edge of the
room. “It’s probably a mess.”

“I’m sure it’ll be fine.” Tina felt conscious
of her unsteady walk on the bedroom’s rug. “Thanks for your help.
Thanks for... everything. Tonight. It’s been... fun.” It was, she
realized. Tina smiled.

“Yeah.” Lola rolled onto her side and propped
herself up on an elbow. “I’m glad you’re getting along with
everyone. I remember when I got invited to my first Sig party. It
was wild.”

“Crazy costumes?” Tina asked.

“Actually, I wore this. I’m
glad it still fits. Although I’m jealous of yours. I have trouble
wearing corsets without straps. I start to spill out. Whereas you
look great.” Lola grinned. In the brighter light, Tina saw that the
latex was a dark shade of purple. A silver zipper traced her front
from her cleavage to just above her knees. Lola idly flicked the
zipper pull as she watched Tina with dark eyes. “Turn
around.”

Tina blushed. “I’m going to
- use the bathroom.”

“Turn around first. Let’s see how it looks in
back.”

Tina hesitated, but then did
as she asked.

Lola whistled. “Nice. Now bend over.”

Tina giggled nervously. “What?”

“They sent underwear with it, didn’t they?
Let’s see it,” Lola said.

Tina’s cheeks felt hot. Was she supposed to
say yes? Refuse? Tina frowned. “I’m not sure I...”

“It’s just us girls. Here, how about I’ll
show you mine?” Lola tugged on the zipper pull. With agonizing
slowness, the zipper’s silver teeth came apart, revealing full,
touchable breasts concealed by a lacy black bra. Lola went further,
and Tina couldn’t help but drink in the sight as her flat, toned
stomach and navel came into view. Finally, a garter belt and Lola’s
tiny black lace panties appeared. They barely concealed her
mound.

Tina wondered whether she’d shaved. She
imagined tracing Lola’s taut stomach all the way to her panties,
then dipping in and discovering a trail of soft black hair. She
swallowed.

Lola slid out of the dress and tossed it
aside. Fishnet stockings traced up her thighs. Thin black garters
held them up, attached to the belt. “Aren’t they pretty?” She
caressed her tight ass in the lacy panties.

Tina just nodded. She cleared her throat.
“They’re nice.”

“You think? Me too. And guess what?
Crotchless!” Lola laughed as she lifted her knee, exposing a
barely-there slit in the middle of her panties.

Tina caught a glimpse of bare skin. Shaved,
then. She felt weak-kneed. She tried to laugh it off. “Fun. I, uh,
I’ll just be a minute. In the bathroom.”

“Don’t take long,” Lola said.
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Tina shut herself in the
bathroom. She caught sight of her appearance in the mirror. Her
hairstyle had fallen a little. Strands of her blonde hair hung
down, framing her face. The corset had ridden lower during the
night, exposing more of her breasts than she’d realized - the very
top edges of her nipples were practically visible. She tugged the
garment up; it didn’t help much.

With a sigh of relief, Tina
sank down onto the toilet. Her feet did ache, more acutely now that
she had a minute to be still. She hiked up her skirt and drew the
g-string down her legs. Tina tried not to think about the
g-string’s damp crotch, or how Lola’s taut stomach would taste if
she licked it.

Tina didn’t consider herself
a lesbian. She found lots of men very attractive. Not that she
dated much, because studying came first. She never knew what to say
or how to flirt anyway. But there were certain women... women like
Lola... who got her attention.

But she’d never let Lola
know that, she resolved. Not only would joining the sorority
connect her socially, but it might even help launch her career. She
couldn’t risk losing out on the opportunity. Besides, Lola probably
had her pick of boyfriends.

Tina relieved herself. She
wiped up. At the contact, her clit throbbed. For the briefest
moment, Tina let her fingers linger there. She imagined Lola
bursting through the door and finding her rubbing her
pussy.

Ugh, you’re such a pervert.
Get out of here! she’d yell, and then Tina
would have to hobble out on the ridiculous shoes while everyone at
the party pointed and laughed.

No, wait - Lola would be so furious, she’d
demand the whole costume back right there. Tina would have to make
her way down to the coat room naked. In the party’s drunken whirl,
hands would reach out and feel her as she went by...

“Stop it,” Tina hissed at herself. She
quieted. Hopefully, Lola hadn’t heard. Tina got up, flushed,
straightened her skirt, and thoroughly washed her hands. “Be
normal,” she told her reflection. She took a deep breath and pasted
on a smile as she opened the door. “Sorry that took so...”

An electric buzz filled the air.

Lola lay on her back on the
bed. Both her knees were in the air. Her dark hair spilled all
around her as she moaned. Her bra cups had been pulled down to let
her full, ripe breasts spill out. Her cinnamon-colored nipples
looked painfully hard. She pinched one with her manicured nails
while her other hand moved rhythmically between her
legs.

Tina automatically opened her mouth to make
some kind of excuse or apology.

Then Lola moaned. “Tina…”
The dark-haired beauty opened her eyes and looked over at
her.

Her legs fell open, revealing a long pink
vibrator. Lola thrust it lengthwise along her slit. As Tina
watched, she began slowly humping her hips into the vibrator. Her
back arched and the muscles in her arm tensed as she rode the vibe
hard.

Tina squeezed her thighs together in
sympathy.

Lola groaned. She batted her eyelashes at
Tina and asked, breathlessly, “Are you just going to stand there?
Or do you want to play?”

Tina wasn’t sure. Her tongue felt thick in
her mouth.

 

“Is that a yes...?” Lola grinned at her and
nodded.

Tina might as well have been rooted to the
spot. “Um.” Her voice shook.

“Oh, come on. Don’t leave me here all alone.
At least come keep me company?” Lola patted the bed next to her.
Between her legs, the vibrator buzzed away. Lola’s eyelids fell
shut as she adjusted its angle.

Tina approached the bed
slowly. Her feet felt heavy. Her sex throbbed as Lola moaned with
pleasure. She sat down on the fluffy comforter. This close, she
could see the detail in Lola’s lace panties. She’d shaved; her bare
pussy spread open around the vibrator. The crotchless panties gave
her plenty of room to play.

Suddenly, Lola switched the
vibrator off. She raised the tip at her lips and kissed her slick
toy. “This is one of my best friends, Pinky. Pinky, meet Tina.”
Lola grinned as she introduced her vibe.

“Nice to meet you,” Tina choked out.

“Of course she’s not as fun
as playing with a real person. Especially other girls.” Lola
switched on her vibe. She reached over and tapped the vibe’s slick
surface against Tina’s inner thigh.

A shiver bolted up her spine. She’d never
even seen a vibrator in person. It looked big and the buzz it
generated tickled her with its power.

“Do you like playing with other girls, Tina?”
Lola sat up. Her lips were close.

Tina felt hot breath on her neck as the
buzzing toy moved up her thighs. She trembled. “I don’t know. I
never have,” she confessed.

“That’s okay. I’ll teach you,” Lola
whispered.

Warm lips kissed her neck. Tina let her eyes
close. Whatever Lola wanted, she could have. The toy moved again,
and she gasped as its vibrations buzzed through her panties and
ignited something within her. Tina’s first instinct was to get away
- the sensations were too strong. She grabbed Lola’s arm.

But the taller, stronger girl pushed her back
onto the bed. “Yes, Cookie. You’re so sweet.” Lola bent over and
claimed her mouth.

Tina groaned into those soft lips as the
woman kissed her. At the same time, Lola pressed the vibrator
closer, harder against her crotch. Tina’s legs shook. She tried to
squirm away, but Lola swung her leg over and sat above Tina. She
used her forearm to press Tina back down into the bed.

“You like that?” Lola purred.

Tina didn’t know. She felt lost and thrilled
and terrified all at once. Pleasure rushed through her, setting all
her nerves on fire. Her nipples chafed where they rubbed against
the corset. Her clit throbbed along with the vibrator’s buzz. Tina
tried sliding her hips the way she’d seen Lola do it. The shift in
sensation felt better, much better -

“Yeah, that’s a good little Cookie. You wanna
come? I bet you wanna come for me.”

Her hips moved in a fast rhythm as she rode
against the vibrator. Tina grabbed handfuls of the comforter. She
couldn’t control the grunts and groans coming out of her mouth. She
wanted to scream. She wasn’t sure she wanted to go on, but didn’t
think she could stop, either.

Lola licked her lips. She used both hands to
hold the vibe down. “Yeah, who’s my new little slut?”

Tina let out a desperate moan. She felt
pressure building and building...

Lola pulled the vibe away.

Tina cried out. No, she needed more!

“I said, who’s my new little slut?” Lola
repeated.

It took Tina a moment to comprehend this.
“Me?” she asked. She panted for breath and reached for the
vibrator.

Lola held it out of reach. “Good little sluts
beg. Are you going to beg for me to make you come?”

Tina only knew one thing - she needed to come
now. “Yes! Lola, make me come. Please make me come, please.” Once
she’d started talking, it seemed easier. “Please, Lola, I’m a
good... I’m a good little... slut.” Tina finished quietly.

“Yes, you are.” Lola grinned. “Now, Cookie,
when you come? I want you to scream my name. Because I’m the one
responsible. And I want credit.”

“Okay, yes, yes, please – ”
Tina prepared to beg. But the vibrator returned, at an even higher
speed than before. Tina felt tears at the corners of her eyes. Her
hips snapped forward and back as the pressure built, and suddenly a
wave of pleasure thundered over her. Her pussy quivered and pulsed
as she shook with the intensity. She thrashed on the comforter, and
as the wave left her a quivering, sobbing mess, Tina heard herself
repeating... “Lola, Lola, Lola.”

 


*****

 


“Here, drink this.” A glass met her lips.

Tina gulped down the liquid. It felt so good
on her parched throat.

“You want more?”

She just nodded. She felt... good.
Lightheaded and loose and like nothing could go wrong.

“You did so well, Cookie.”

…Cookie. Cookie? Lola! The
party, the costume, the... Tina opened her eyes.

Lola set the empty flute down on her
nightstand and poured another glass from a bottle of champagne. She
took a sip of it herself before turning to Tina and smiling.
“You’re back with us.”

Tina wanted to stretch like a cat. Lola’s
gorgeous black hair looked even better tousled. She’d abandoned her
bra. “I guess I got kind of carried away.”

Lola giggled. “I didn’t mind.” She sipped the
glass of champagne. Then she crooked a finger at Tina.

Tina propped herself up on her hands.

Lola leaned forward and
kissed her. As she did, she opened her mouth.

Tina drank from Lola’s lips.
The light, sweet champagne tickled her nose. A few drops dribbled
from the side of her mouth.

Lola chased them down her
chin, licking her neck and collarbone all the way to her breasts.
She kissed Tina’s cleavage. “Isn’t that
corset tight?” Lola found the closures in front and pulled the
first few open.

Tina helped her wrestle the tight garment
off. Instantly, she felt freer and more able to breathe. Without
waiting for prompting, she tugged the skirt off, too, leaving her
in nothing but the tiny black g-string, fishnets, and shoes.

Lola gazed at her body with dark eyes. “You
know, I wondered what it’d be like to fuck you when we talked last
Wednesday.”

The bedroom’s cool air - or maybe it was
Lola’s words - brought out goosebumps on Tina’s skin. “Really? But
you - we’d never even talked before that.”

“I noticed you. You may not have noticed me,
but I noticed you.” Lola ran the back of her hand down Tina’s
chest.

Tina sucked in a breath as
Lola tweaked her nipple. “I noticed you, too.”

“After lunch, I had to go to the cafeteria
bathroom and finger myself right there.” Lola scooted back on the
bed until she reclined on a pile of pillows. She traced the
fishnets up her thighs, toyed with the thin black garter straps,
then let her legs fall open. The lacy crotchless panties parted
just enough to hint at the delights inside.

“Over me?” Tina asked. It seemed
unbelievable.

“You’re someone special.”
Lola’s fingertips flirted with the edge of her panties. “You and I
have certain… complementary tastes.”

“Like what?” Tina
grinned.

“Well, you like the
take-charge type, and I have a thing for sweet, brainy blondes.”
Lola wet her lips.

Tina raised an eyebrow. “Just how do you know
that?”

Lola spread open her
panties, revealing her bare pussy. Her pearl stood out at the apex
of her slit. Below that, blushing lips parted to reveal her slick
opening. “Well, we here at Sig have certain...
connections.”

“What kind?” Tina reached
for the bottle on the nightstand and took a swallow.

“Well. For one thing, we have access to the
entire school’s network and search history.”

Tina choked on the champagne. She swallowed
it down and coughed as she considered the implications. Passwords,
personal information, research... all of that information was
vulnerable.

“We mostly use it as an aid to study, but
since all the women in Sig are the kinkiest, nastiest, dirtiest
bunch of she-whores you’ll ever meet - we also use it to narrow
down the pool of recruits.” Lola’s thighs spread further. She
moaned softly as she traced a slow circle on her erect clit. “And
the more I learned about a certain virtuous engineering student’s
private browsing, the more I wanted to know about you.”

She knew. They all knew. What got her off,
the revolting titles of stories she’d never admit to having read,
videos full of the vilest language and cruelest props. Tina
shivered as she folded her arms over her breasts. “I don’t, um.
See, a person gets curious, and...”

“Have you ever smelled another woman’s
cunt?”

Lola could do anything she
wanted. She could publish all kinds of information about her. She
could send links directly to her parents. Tina shook her head. “I
should - I should go - ” She scrambled from the bed. Halfway to the
door, she realized she was topless.

“Tina! Wait.” Lola held
Tina’s corset top in her arms. “Don’t be scared. Don’t you realize
what this means? Forget hiding, forget shame... We’re all freaks
here. And the best of the best, too. Don’t think you only have to
play with me, either. Just about everybody has something to teach
you.”

“Are you seriously telling
me to have sex with the whole sorority?” Tina blurted, caught
somewhere between a flush of embarrassment and arousal.

“Not unless you want to. Hell, you can watch
for four years.” Lola grinned. “Tina. Think about it. This is a
chance to indulge in all your fantasies. And I will be your
personal guide. For as long as you want.” Lola flashed a pout.
“Come on, Tina. Please?”

“How do I know this isn’t a trick? How do I
know you’re not recording this? How do I know you didn’t...” Tina
spotted the champagne bottle. “Put something in my drink?”

In answer, Lola leaned over, grabbed the
bottle, and took a long gulp. Her throat worked as she swallowed. A
stray drop wet her lips. She licked them clean. After a pause, she
spoke softly. “Make no mistake, Cookie. That little performance?
Was all you. You wanted it.” She looked thoughtful. “I think you
want it again, right now.”

Tina’s nipples ached for a touch. She
resisted the impulse. “You don’t know as much about me as you think
you do, Lola Powers.”

She laughed, but her eyes flashed. “Yeah?
Want to come over here and prove it?” Lola moved so that she sat on
the edge of the bed. “Kneel down.” She parted her knees and
indicated the space before her on the floor.

Tina glanced at the door.
She could go, just go, run through the party, get away. People
might just think she was uninhibited. Especially if the entire
sorority was made up of girls who slept together. What if being a
newcomer meant Lola controlled her? What if Lola put her on a leash
like the one she’d seen downstairs, then passed her around from one
beautiful, powerful sister to the next? Her pussy throbbed in
response.

Her gaze met Lola’s chocolate-brown eyes. As
if mesmerized, Tina crossed the bedroom to her.

Lola looked up at her. “Kneel, Cookie,” she
whispered, and offered her hand.

Tina got down on her knees without taking it.
The heels made it hard to maneuver.

The dark haired young woman reclined and
pushed her hips forward, revealing her slick pink slit in the
crotchless panties. “Show me what you got.”

Tina felt a brief stab of annoyance, but
then... she caught a whiff of a mysterious, earthy scent. It drew
her forward, to the center of Lola’s sex. Her eyes fell shut as she
inhaled lungfuls of Lola’s aroma.

“No teasing,” Lola
whined.

A heel lightly nudged her back. It was enough
to send Tina face-first into Lola’s pussy. For a moment Tina felt
engulfed in warmth and wetness. She pressed her hands against
Lola’s soft, smooth thighs and took a deep sniff of that
intoxicating smell.

“Lick me.”

Suddenly Tina didn’t mind
the direction. Lola’s thighs quivered under her hands and her needy
pussy dripped with girl juice. Tina used one hand to spread open
the lacy panties and stuck out her tongue. She licked
experimentally at Lola’s glistening lips. Lola tasted musky and
spicy and... delicious. “Mm,” Tina moaned as she delved back into
Lola’s pussy.

The older girl’s hips twitched. “Yeah, more.
Eat my cunt.”

Tina felt Lola seize the back of her hair.
She pulled lightly. Tina looked up and watched her face as she
lapped again at her delicate pussy lips. Wetness coated her chin as
she dipped her tongue into Lola’s opening.

“Oh, yeah, tongue-fuck my hole. Yeah, you
love it, don’t you?”

The hand in her hair urged
her forward, deeper, and Tina obeyed. She stuck her tongue out as
far as it would go and thrust it into Lola’s dripping wet cunt.
She’d done that to Lola, Tina realized. The hottest girl on campus
had gotten all wet over her. She greedily dove over and over into
Lola’s pussy, until she was smothered in Lola’s folds. If she
angled her head just right, Tina discovered that she could rub her
nose against Lola’s clit while she licked.

That sent Lola squealing and trembling. “Oh,
fuck, that’s good. Yeah.”

Tina pulled back to catch a breath. Strings
of girl-juice and saliva stretched from her mouth to Lola’s pink,
swollen pussy.

“Get back here,” Lola growled. She didn’t
wait to pull Tina’s face back between her legs.

Suddenly Tina was surrounded by two strong
thighs. Together they locked behind her head and pinned her face
deep in Lola’s cunt. Tina moaned and tried to wriggle free, but the
woman didn’t give. Lola wanted her attention? She had it. The
blonde girl rubbed her nose back and forth against Lola’s clit
while her tongue laved that juicy cunt. Still, Lola didn’t let her
go. As her lungs began to burn, she licked desperately at Lola’s
pussy.

The thighs released their
hold. Tina sat back.

Lola’s breath came fast. She looked wild-eyed
and dangerous. Her breasts heaved with every breath. “Slap my
tits,” she ordered.

Tina raised her hand and
landed an open-palmed slap directly in the center of Lola’s right
tit. She struck harder than she meant.

The older girl hissed. “The other one. Do
it.”

Tina rose up on her knees
and delivered another slap. At Lola’s urging, she let another fly,
and another, and watched rapt as the girl’s lush breasts blushed
with the force of the blows.

“That’s enough.”

“Why?” Tina wasn’t sure she agreed. A
strange, greedy part of herself wanted to see how far she could go,
how hard she could slap, how sweetly Lola would beg.

“Because I’m going to fuck you.” Lola shifted
over to the nightstand and opened the top drawer. She grabbed
something, then stood and turned away from Tina. She cast her
soaked panties to the floor.

Tina heard a low buzz.
“What’s that?”

“Stand up,” Lola said. She fastened a strap
around her waist, then two small ones between her legs. Her firm,
tanned ass flexed. Finally she turned and revealed a black leather
harness she’d strapped on. In its center jutted a whopping
flesh-colored cock.

Tina’s eyes went wide. The
cock looked huge - as big around as her forearm, thick and veiny,
with a heavy shaft and a bulbous pink tip. Tina shook her head.
“Lola. I’ve... that’s big. Where’s that going to go?”

“Inside your little cunt.”
Lola held a small bottle of lube. She smirked as she squirted some
into one hand and began massaging the big dildo. “Ever been fucked
with a strap-on before?”

Tina’s knees shook. She wanted to sit, but
that might put her at eye-level with Lola’s strap-on. “I’ve never
been, um, fucked before.”

“Well, this is supposed to
be an initiation. Hope you don’t mind if we skip all the boring
ceremony downstairs while my dick spreads your little cherry wide
open.” Lola sat on the edge of the bed. Her legs hung off the
side.

The strap-on targeted her like a weapon. Tina
licked her lips. No way would that big thing fit. “No way.
Uh-uh.”

“Why not just try it? My cock’s all slick,
and I bet you’re all wet from eating me. You might be
surprised.”

Tina wondered if this was where the phrase
‘Curiosity Killed The Cat’ came from. “How do I...?” A tongue was
one thing, but it defied the laws of nature to try and fit
something as big as Lola’s toy up her pussy.

“Ride my cock?” Lola flipped her hair over
her shoulder, laid back, and pointed the dildo straight up.
“Straddle me, first.”

Tina eased onto the bed on her knees. She
braced her hands on either side of Lola as she hovered above the
strap-on.

“Now just feel the tip. Yeah. Let it slide
all around you,” Lola cooed.

Carefully, she lowered
herself down until the blunt tip of the big cock nudged her tender
slit. It felt even more enormous than it looked. Tina shook her
head at Lola. “I really think it’s too big.”

“Shh. Just feel it.” Lola ran her hands over
Tina’s breasts, stopping to pinch and twist her nipples. “Rock on
it. Yeah, like that.”

“Ohh,” Tina grunted at a
savage twist. The strap-on’s tip lightly buzzed at her opening. She
canted her hips forward and let the tip’s muted vibrations massage
her clit. The vibrator must’ve been in Lola’s end. Tina watched -
as she swirled her hips, Lola’s eyelids got heavy and she
groaned.

Ha, Tina thought as Lola
reacted. Who was in charge now? She tried pressing a little harder
on the cock and laughed out loud at the older girl’s hungry
moan.

Then the tip found her opening.

Tina frowned. Experimentally, she pushed
against it. Her pussy refused to cooperate with the big cock.
“Lola,” she said, intending to warn the older girl.

“Yeah,” Lola moaned below her, and thrust her
hips at Tina.

Her jaw dropped as the slick
strap-on slid an inch into her pussy. “Oh, god,” she moaned. It
felt huge! The thick crown felt as if it spread her wide
open.

“Yeah, you want my cock, you hot little
bitch,” Lola growled. She held Tina’s forearms as she humped
upward.

Tina held still as the big
cock slid in and out of her tight snatch. With every pump, it felt
deeper, bigger, more intense. “Fuck,” she gasped.

“You’re doing so well, baby. Does it
hurt?”

“Feels... ngh, full.” Tina grunted as Lola
slid deeper and deeper. “Oh, fuck, I can’t go any further. It’s too
much.”

“Stay there, then. Shh,” Lola said. She
paused and reached up to rub Tina’s clit.

The shot of pleasure
shivered through her body as she adjusted to the size of the toy.
Its buzzing helped to relax her. Tina said a brief thanks to the
universe that she’d experimented with the odd hairbrush handle
years ago. After a few moments, she felt restless. Tina braced
herself and slowly lowered her pussy onto the dildo. “Oh, fuck it,
fuck it, fuck me, motherfucker,” she hissed through her
teeth.

Lola snickered. “Call me Lola, you dirty
cunt.”

Tina panted as she matched
Lola’s resumed thrusts, faster, deeper, harder. “Thought I was your
little slut?” She felt her tits bounce as she rode the
strap-on.

“That’s why you’re letting me fuck you, you
nasty slutty virgin. Ex-virgin.” Lola’s palm came down hard on
Tina’s ass. “I think next time, I’m going to fuck you in the ass.
Maybe shove a vibrator up there while I screw your pussy. Make you
suck a cock. Take all your holes at once. Ugh, yeah!” Lola grabbed
Tina’s hips and pulled her down onto the strap-on.

Tina slid further than she’d expected - more
than halfway down the giant cock. “Shit, Lola,” she cried out. Her
eyes fell shut as the strap-on invaded her pussy.

“Tell me you want it, Cookie. Beg for me to
pound your dirty hole.”

Her pussy clenched around
the cock. She felt a different sort of pressure building, this from
deep inside. Tina felt for her clit and rubbed furiously to take
the edge off the cock’s big size. “Yeah, fuck me, Lola, fuck me,
fuck my dirty hole. I’m your slut.” She imagined what it would be
like to feel Lola’s strap-on in her mouth, in her ass, punishing
and claiming her and branding her as one of them. A freak. “I’m a
dirty little slut!” she cried, and her pussy clenched down hard
around the thrusting dildo. “Oh, fuck, I’m coming…!” Tina threw her
head back and howled as Lola continued her jackhammer
thrusts.

Lola’s thrusts sped up. She
grabbed Tina’s sensitive nipples and twisted them as she savagely
fucked her with the dildo. “Yeah, give me your come. Come all over
me, come, come, come - “ Lola repeated, and with one last mighty
thrust slid all the way into Tina’s pussy and shouted out her
climax.

Tina’s pussy trembled and
clenched around the strap-on. She tried to stay up, but strength
left her as the orgasm thundered through her. She grabbed handfuls
of Lola’s tits and held on as she squealed and screamed and came so
hard.

And as the fog of pleasure
lifted, Tina watched Lola’s face twist into a beautiful, tortured
expression as she rode through her own powerful climax. As the
beautiful woman came down, Tina brushed her hair away from where it
clung to her forehead.

Lola whimpered and lay motionless on the bed.
She panted for breath.

Tina thought she’d never looked so
beautiful.

A knock came from the door.

Still imapled on the strap-on, Tina looked
over in horror as Lola’s bedroom door opened.

The driver, Nate, appeared. His eyes grew big
as he caught sight of them. “Excuse me, Mistresses?”

Tina covered her breasts with her arms. She
considered getting off the dildo, but then thought that might look
worse than just staying in place.

“Go away,” Lola ordered in a slightly slurred
voice. “We’re enjoying the afterglow.”

“I apologize for the interruption, but you’ve
been missed at the party.”

“We’ll be down in a while. Make excuses for
us.”

Nate looked as if he were
struggling to avert his eyes, but they kept darting back toward the
scene of the recent debauchery. “Mistress Lola, I really can’t –
”

“Do we get to fuck you, too?” Tina heard
herself ask him.

Below her, Lola laughed.

Nate cleared his throat. “I’ll see if I can’t
buy you some time.”

“Thank you,” Lola called as he left the
room.

Tina caught her eye. Giggles spread from one
of them to the other. She didn’t know whether she’d started it or
not.

“He’s pretty hung. It’d be fun to play with
him,” Lola confided. “Of course, I might keep you all to myself for
a while.” She cupped Tina’s ass and gave it a squeeze.

Tina moaned as the dildo
shifted inside her. “Does this mean I get into the
Sorority?”

“Oh, as far as I’m
concerned?” Lola raised an eyebrow. “You are definitely
in.”
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