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 Naughty Excerpt from “Pledging Obedience” 
 
    I found an empty stall, hiking up my skirt and dropping my panties. I was just finishing up my business when two girls, giggling, burst into the bathroom. 
 
    “You are so hot,” purred one of the girls. “I love new freshmen.” 
 
    “We can't really—” The second woman's voice cut off as the stall next to mine banged open. Clothes rustled, the stall wall shaking. 
 
    What were they both doing in there? 
 
    “Oh, wow!” the freshman gasped. “How do you have that?” 
 
    “Like it?” laughed the older girl. “Mmm, I'm so ready for you.” 
 
    The freshman let out a gasp, throaty and low. A foot—a pair of bunched up panties around the ankle—shoved beneath the stall, quivering and shaking. The freshman's gaps grew louder, the toilet creaking. 
 
    My pussy flushed. They were having sex. My cheeks grew crimson, my breath quickening. I couldn't believe this was happening. The freshman squealed and gasped. What had the older girl just done to her? 
 
    My hand drifted beneath my thighs, stroking through my fine, black pubic hair. I shuddered when I found my clitoris. My little nub was already out of her hood, ready to be toyed with. I circled it, clenching my jaw shut as the pleasure rolled through me.  
 
    “I love it,” the freshman moaned. “Oh, yes! Fuck me!” 
 
    “You have such a tight, wet cunt,” hissed the older girl. “Oh, yeah! Mmm, I love freshman pussy!” 
 
    I pictured the freshman on the toilet, the older girl—blonde in my imagination—burying her face into the freshman's pussy, licking through her black curls. My fingers dipped down, stroking my labia, growing slick with my excitement. I thrust my fingers into my pussy. My hole was tight—I had only ever used fingers or a hairbrush, I was practically a virgin—about my plunging digits. 
 
    “Oh, yes! Oh, yes! I'm gonna cum! Oh, wow! I can't believe I'm doing this! Oh, yes!” The freshman's passionate scream echoed around the bathroom. Her foot quivered harder, almost brushing mine. 
 
    I pumped my fingers faster, pretending it was the blonde touching me. I had never thought of a woman before when masturbating, but it felt so right. My body shifted on the toilet, leaning back, plunging my fingers faster while my other hand rub circles around my nub. 
 
    I bit my lips, trying to stifle my moans. I was so close to cumming. “Finger me,” I whispered, lost in my fantasy. 
 
    The toilet creaking in the other stall grew louder, flesh slapping together. The freshman was gasping and grunting her way to another orgasm. What a lucky girl. I curled my fingers inside my pussy, searching for that wonderful spot. 
 
    Thanks to the internet, I had learned how to find my G-spot. 
 
    “Yes!” I hissed as my orgasm crashed through me. My ass lifted off the toilet seat. Stars danced before my eyes. My glasses almost slipped off my face as I tossed my head, my black hair falling before my eyes. This was so hot. I couldn't believe this was happening. For a moment, when I was gripped by my orgasm, I wanted to be found. 
 
    I wanted to be ravished by the older girl. 
 
    My foot was drifting towards the stall, sliding closer to the freshman's. I sat up, fear surging through me, and I yanked my foot back and ripped my fingers out of my pussy. I breathed hard as my pleasure faded from my body.  
 
    The two women were still fucking. 
 
    “Yes, yes, yes!” groaned the older girl. “Here it comes! Take it!” 
 
    “Oh, wow! Oh, yes! It's so hot! I love it! I love being with a futa!” 
 
    What was a futa? Some college thing? A clique I had never heard of. 
 
    The older girl groaned one last time and then there was kissing. “Mmm, that's what I needed. Thanks...?” 
 
    “Marci,” the freshman giggled. “Oh, wow, I can't believe I did that on the first day.” 
 
    “College is all about experimentation.” Their clothes rustled and the stall door opened. “Isn't it so much fun?” 
 
    “Uh-huh,” she gasped. “Oh, wow. I've never been fucked so hard.” 
 
    The sinks ran for a moment, then they walked out. I quickly wiped my damp pussy, shuddering as I brushed my sensitive clit, then I pulled my panties back up. I straightened my knee-length skirt and strode out. I looked in the mirror over a sink. My face was flushed, strands of black hair sticking to my sweaty forehead. I pushed my glasses back up my small nose and took a deep breath. 
 
    “Did you like the show?” 
 
    I let out a startled squeak, spinning around, my heart racing. The older girl grinned as she leaned against the wall by the door, then walked over to me. She wasn't blonde like I imagined, but was a fiery redhead with a freckled face. She had a hungry look in her eye. 
 
    She was also the most beautiful woman I had ever seen. My pussy itched. I had never had such a reaction to a woman before. To a muscular guy, sure, but not a woman. 
 
    “You are a cutie,” she grinned. 
 
    “Thanks.” I flushed, turning to the sink. I started washing my hands, tensing, not sure what was about to happen. 
 
    She stood behind me, her breath on my neck. “Did you cum hard?” 
 
    “What?” I gasped, trying to sound innocent. 
 
    She pressed against my back. “Did you have a nice cum? I heard you. Your voice was so cute.” 
 
    I hunched my shoulders, wanting to die of embarrassment. 
 
    “You're a shy one. I like that.” She pressed against me, her groin rubbing on my ass. “I think I want you to join my sorority.” 
 
    “What?” I gaped. 
 
    She pulled a card out of her jeans pocket, reached around and tucked it into the waistband of my skirt. For a moment, I thought she was going to push deeper down to my panties. But she didn't. “You are invited to pledge Phi Tau Alpha. If you're interested, come down to our sorority house on Friday at five. You'll love it.” 
 
    “Um...I...” I couldn't speak. She had me all flustered. 
 
    “You better be there,” she promised, then gave my rear a quick squeeze. Heat flushed through me as she strode out, her ass swaying in a tight pair of jeans. 
 
    I looked at the card. “Angelica Spencer invites you to pledge Phi Tau Alpha, the most exclusive sorority in the world.” It followed with address, phone number, email, and twitter. On the back was a lipstick kiss. Not printed, but real. 
 
    I wondered what those lips would feel like on my flesh. 
 
    To find out what happens next, read on! 
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 Pledging Obedience 
 
    “Take care, Gwenevere,” my mom said, giving me a hug. “Oh, I can't believe you're already in college.” 
 
    I rolled my eyes, squirming in my mom's embrace. I hated when she called me Gwenevere. Everyone else calls me Gwen. Why my mom named me Gwenevere, I'll never know. “I'll be fine.” At least I hoped I would. I was so nervous. I wasn't good around strangers. I liked to disappear in the background, read a book, and just get by. 
 
    “You should join a sorority,” my mom continued when she broke the hug. She had been harping on that during the entire drive from Idaho to Seattle. She kept telling me all the great friends she made when she had joined a sorority. “You'll have fun. You'll meet boys.” 
 
    I grit my teeth. She still didn't understand why I skipped my prom. I just...wasn't interested in it. The dance seemed like a lot of effort for not much reward. What was so great about awkwardly swaying while some horny teen dry humps you on the dancefloor? 
 
    “Fine, mom, I'll think about it,” I lied. 
 
    She cupped my cheeks, her fingers brushing my glasses. “I want you to really think about it, okay.” Her hazel eyes implored me. 
 
    “I will, Mom.” She was just trying to help me out in her own way. “I love you, Mom.” 
 
    She smiled, some of the worry disappearing from her elfin face. We could almost pass as sisters with her youthful appearance. Of course, my own, pixieish face sometimes caused people to think I was twelve instead of eighteen. 
 
    She kissed my forehead. “Okay. Well, I'm out of here. You don't want your new, hip friends seeing you with your old, boring mom.” 
 
    When she walked out, I looked around my tiny dorm room. I had never shared a room with anyone before. I set my suitcase down, and began unpacking, nerves tumbling through me. And that always made me have to pee. 
 
    I peeked out of the dorm room. It wasn't one of the coed dorms on Washington University's campus. A few of the girls strode with confidence, the returning sophomores, juniors, and seniors, wearing shirts with the school's dog mascot, while my fellow freshmen had an almost dazed look about them. I swallowed, looking around for the bathroom. Just down the hall. 
 
    I took a deep breath, strode down the hallway, and pushed into the bathroom. The dorm was old and had a communal bathroom and showers. I wasn't looking forward to that. It was gym class all over again.  
 
    I found an empty stall, hiking up my skirt and dropping my panties. I was just finishing up my business when two girls, giggling, burst into the bathroom. 
 
    “You are so hot,” purred one of the girls. “I love new freshmen.” 
 
    “We can't really—” The second woman's voice cut off as the stall next to mine banged open. Clothes rustled, the stall wall shaking. 
 
    What were they both doing in there? 
 
    “Oh, wow!” the freshman gasped. “How do you have that?” 
 
    “Like it?” laughed the older girl. “Mmm, I'm so ready for you.” 
 
    The freshman let out a gasp, throaty and low. A foot—a pair of bunched up panties around the ankle—shoved beneath the stall, quivering and shaking. The freshman's gaps grew louder, the toilet creaking. 
 
    My pussy flushed. They were having sex. My cheeks grew crimson, my breath quickening. I couldn't believe this was happening. The freshman squealed and gasped. What had the older girl just done to her? 
 
    My hand drifted beneath my thighs, stroking through my fine, black pubic hair. I shuddered when I found my clitoris. My little nub was already out of her hood, ready to be toyed with. I circled it, clenching my jaw shut as the pleasure rolled through me.  
 
    “I love it,” the freshman moaned. “Oh, yes! Fuck me!” 
 
    “You have such a tight, wet cunt,” hissed the older girl. “Oh, yeah! Mmm, I love freshman pussy!” 
 
    I pictured the freshman on the toilet, the older girl—blonde in my imagination—burying her face into the freshman's pussy, licking through her black curls. My fingers dipped down, stroking my labia, growing slick with my excitement. I thrust my fingers into my pussy. My hole was tight—I had only ever used fingers or a hairbrush, I was practically a virgin—about my plunging digits. 
 
    “Oh, yes! Oh, yes! I'm gonna cum! Oh, wow! I can't believe I'm doing this! Oh, yes!” The freshman's passionate scream echoed around the bathroom. Her foot quivered harder, almost brushing mine. 
 
    I pumped my fingers faster, pretending it was the blonde touching me. I had never thought of a woman before when masturbating, but it felt so right. My body shifted on the toilet, leaning back, plunging my fingers faster while my other hand rub circles around my nub. 
 
    I bit my lips, trying to stifle my moans. I was so close to cumming. “Finger me,” I whispered, lost in my fantasy. 
 
    The toilet creaking in the other stall grew louder, flesh slapping together. The freshman was gasping and grunting her way to another orgasm. What a lucky girl. I curled my fingers inside my pussy, searching for that wonderful spot. 
 
    Thanks to the internet, I had learned how to find my G-spot. 
 
    “Yes!” I hissed as my orgasm crashed through me. My ass lifted off the toilet seat. Stars danced before my eyes. My glasses almost slipped off my face as I tossed my head, my black hair falling before my eyes. This was so hot. I couldn't believe this was happening. For a moment, when I was gripped by my orgasm, I wanted to be found. 
 
    I wanted to be ravished by the older girl. 
 
    My foot was drifting towards the stall, sliding closer to the freshman's. I sat up, fear surging through me, and I yanked my foot back and ripped my fingers out of my pussy. I breathed hard as my pleasure faded from my body.  
 
    The two women were still fucking. 
 
    “Yes, yes, yes!” groaned the older girl. “Here it comes! Take it!” 
 
    “Oh, wow! Oh, yes! It's so hot! I love it! I love being with a futa!” 
 
    What was a futa? Some college thing? A clique I had never heard of. 
 
    The older girl groaned one last time and then there was kissing. “Mmm, that's what I needed. Thanks...?” 
 
    “Marci,” the freshman giggled. “Oh, wow, I can't believe I did that on the first day.” 
 
    “College is all about experimentation.” Their clothes rustled and the stall door opened. “Isn't it so much fun?” 
 
    “Uh-huh,” she gasped. “Oh, wow. I've never been fucked so hard.” 
 
    The sinks ran for a moment, then they walked out. I quickly wiped my damp pussy, shuddering as I brushed my sensitive clit, then I pulled my panties back up. I straightened my knee-length skirt and strode out. I looked in the mirror over a sink. My face was flushed, strands of black hair sticking to my sweaty forehead. I pushed my glasses back up my small nose and took a deep breath. 
 
    “Did you like the show?” 
 
    I let out a startled squeak, spinning around, my heart racing. The older girl grinned as she leaned against the wall by the door, then walked over to me. She wasn't blonde like I imagined, but was a fiery redhead with a freckled face. She had a hungry look in her eye. 
 
    She was also the most beautiful woman I had ever seen. My pussy itched. I had never had such a reaction to a woman before. To a muscular guy, sure, but not a woman. 
 
    “You are a cutie,” she grinned. 
 
    “Thanks.” I flushed, turning to the sink. I started washing my hands, tensing, not sure what was about to happen. 
 
    She stood behind me, her breath on my neck. “Did you cum hard?” 
 
    “What?” I gasped, trying to sound innocent. 
 
    She pressed against my back. “Did you have a nice cum? I heard you. Your voice was so cute.” 
 
    I hunched my shoulders, wanting to die of embarrassment. 
 
    “You're a shy one. I like that.” She pressed against me, her groin rubbing on my ass. “I think I want you to join my sorority.” 
 
    “What?” I gaped. 
 
    She pulled a card out of her jeans pocket, reached around and tucked it into the waistband of my skirt. For a moment, I thought she was going to push deeper down to my panties. But she didn't. “You are invited to pledge Phi Tau Alpha. If you're interested, come down to our sorority house on Friday at five. You'll love it.” 
 
    “Um...I...” I couldn't speak. She had me all flustered. 
 
    “You better be there,” she promised, then gave my rear a quick squeeze. Heat flushed through me as she strode out, her ass swaying in a tight pair of jeans. 
 
    I looked at the card. “Angelica Spencer invites you to pledge Phi Tau Alpha, the most exclusive sorority in the world.” It followed with address, phone number, email, and twitter. On the back was a lipstick kiss. Not printed, but real. 
 
    I wondered what those lips would feel like on my flesh. 
 
    *   *   * 
 
    I had no intention of joining a sorority. I was here to study. I had my career track laid out before me. I was going to get a Ph.D. in Biochemistry, so I didn't have time to mess around with sororities. Those were for party girls. 
 
    And yet as the first week of classes passed by, I couldn't help but think of Angelica's fiery passion and the way her hazel eyes had caressed my body. I needed to see her again. I never thought I would be into girls, but it was college. 
 
    It was time to experiment. 
 
    The week began to drag when I made my decision to go. As much as I was enjoying my classes and all the fascinating things I was learning, I was even more excited for Friday night. Twice I risked masturbating while my roommate, Chelsea, slept, biting my lip to keep from calling out while my bedsprings squeaked. 
 
    I almost raced across campus on Friday afternoon. Phi Tau Alpha's sorority house was a narrow, Victorian structure, three stories, with pink walls and lavender trim. A big sign proclaimed the name above the front porch. I opened the wrought iron gate, passing beneath a trellis grown over with green hanging vines flowering with purple blossoms, and marched up to the front door. 
 
    And stared at it. 
 
     I was so scared. I couldn't believe I was actually doing this. It was so unlike me. I should leave. I was going to fail. Once they realized I was a quiet girl that liked to read a book instead of go out partying, they were going to kick me out anyways. I could be studying right now. 
 
    “Nervous?” 
 
    I jumped, turning to see a blonde freshman with a nervous smile on her round face. She wore a belly shirt and silver glinted from her exposed bellybutton, some kinda of charm dangling from her piercing. 
 
    “I'm nervous, too,” she continued. “I'm Ursula. Are you pledging?” 
 
    “Hi. I'm, Gwen. And yes.” 
 
    “Well, let's do this together.” She reached out and pressed the doorbell. 
 
    An African-American opened the door, her skin a light, coffee-brown. She was gorgeous, her lips plump, curling into a smile. “Very nice. Pledges?” 
 
    “Yes. Um, Angelica invited me.” 
 
    “Of course she did. You will address me as Sister Myranda or Mistress. Do you understand me, pledges?” 
 
    “Er, yes, um, Sister Myranda,” I squeaked. 
 
    She giggled. “I love pledges.” She pointed at stairs leading down into the basement. “Get your cute butts down there. We're expecting one more girl, and then we'll start.” 
 
    With Ursula at my side, we headed down the stairs. The basement was lined with a few couches, the cement floor covered by Persian throw rugs. A pair of open doorways—the doors themselves had been removed—revealed a communal shower, and a room full of cots. 
 
    Three other freshman sat silent on the couches, staring at their hands. “Hi,” Ursula said and they all nodded back. It was so awkward. I felt like I was in a doctor's office waiting for the bad news. 
 
    The doorbell rang upstairs. A minute later, several people trooped down. A shy-looking, African-American freshman marched in front followed by six older girls all wearing Phi Tau Alpha shirts with the silhouette of a lush woman on the front. 
 
    “This is the pledges' area,” Angelica said, leading the sisters. Myranda was one of the six. “When you're not performing your chores or tasks, you will stay down here. There is your bathroom, and there is your quarters. Do you understand me?” 
 
    We nodded. 
 
    “When a sister asks you a question, you answer, 'Yes, Mistress' or 'No, Mistress.' Do you understand?” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress,” I gasped with the rest. She seemed so fierce, and I couldn't help but notice the paddle in her hand. 
 
    “Good. Second rule. While in the sorority house, pledges go naked.” 
 
    I blinked. What? 
 
    Angelica and the five other sisters stared at us, arms folded, the paddle waving in Angelica's hand. 
 
    “That means strip, sluts!” hissed Myranda. 
 
    My cheeks went crimson. We couldn't possibly do that. 
 
    Ursula yanked off her belly shirt, her tits encased in a black bra that fell to the floor in a blur of motion, then she wiggled out of her jeans. The other pledges watched her for a moment, then a tan girl started undressing. Her body was golden-brown all over, except the triangular patches covering her tits and pussy. 
 
    “Very nice,” purred a Korean sister.  
 
    Angelica fixed her eyes on me, lifting an auburn eyebrow. I swallowed. Did I really want to be in this sorority this bad? But I wanted to please her. There was something about the woman that just made my body flush. 
 
    I took a deep breath and peeled off my T-shirt, dropping it to the floor. I reached behind my back, my entire body burning with embarrassment, and unhooked my plain bra. My puffy nipples were hard atop my small breasts. 
 
    Angelica let out a pleased purr. 
 
    Confidence ballooned in me. I bent down, untied my tennis shoes, removed them swiftly, and peeled off my ankle socks. I found the zipper to my skirt, the blue material sliding down my slim legs. When I peeled off my panties, my sweet musk wafted through my nose. There was a damp spot on my gusset.  
 
    “Very nice,” nodded Angelica. “I was right about all six of you. Now line up.” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress,” I squeaked, earning another nod from Angelica. 
 
    The six of us lined up, and the Korean sister pulled out a magic marker from her pants pocket.  
 
    “Stand still and backs straight while Sister Sang inspects you.” 
 
    The Korean sister walked around us, her almond-shaped eyes burning with hunger. “Very nice tits,” she murmured to the tan girl. “But these tan lines have to go. From now on, you tan in the nude, Pledge.” Sang then drew X's over her breasts, than another down at her shaved pussy, right across her pale flesh of her pudenda. 
 
    “Yes, Mistress.”  
 
    She laughed at Ursula, her magic marker drawing a circle around a landing strip of brown pubic hair that led to her clit. “If you're going to dye your hair blonde, then either shave off all your pubes or dye them.” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress,” gasped Ursula. 
 
    “I love the belly piercing.” Sang played with it. “Very hot.” 
 
    I was next. I trembled as she inspected me. Her magic marker circled my puffy nipple on my right breast. The tip was cold and hard, pressing into my pliant flesh. “I love your nipples. So cute. But your bush.” She drew an arc on my pudenda around my bush. “You have to shave that off. Landing strip, triangle, or whatever. But your pussy lips have to be shaved.” 
 
    “I...” Her dark eyes bore into mine. “Yes, Mistress.” 
 
    “Ursula, take Gwen into the bathroom and shave her pussy,” Angelica ordered. “You can have her shave your landing strip if you don't want to dye it.” 
 
    My eyes goggled. I had never let anyone touch me down there, and now a complete stranger was going to shave me bare. Why did that send an excited thrill through me?  
 
    Ursula took my hand, pulling me into the bathroom as Sang examined the redheaded pledge. “Oh, she has fiery bush. I think you can keep that. What do you think, sisters?” 
 
    “Definitely,” laughed Myranda. “That looks hot between her thighs.” 
 
    So if I was a redhead, I wouldn't have to have a stranger shave me? 
 
    “Just relax,” Ursula whispered. “It's not a big deal. I've shaved my girlfriends before.” 
 
    Ursula flipped on one of the showers, grabbing a small, rubber stool and plopped me down on it as the warm water fell around us. There were supplies lain out, a can of shaving cream and a razor. “I guess they wanted to be prepared,” Ursula giggled, grabbing the can and spraying pink gel into her hand. “Though the pink's a bit much, right?” 
 
    I shrugged. 
 
    “Come on,” she grinned. “You have to say something. I'm about to get all in your business, so let's not have this be weird.” 
 
    “Okay.” I took a deep breath. “I guess, shave away.” 
 
    She smeared the shaving cream into my black pubic hair, beginning with the tuft on my pudenda. I sucked in a hissing breath as she moved lower, working around my labia. A nervous, excited thrill squirmed through me. Her touch was soft and gentle, warming up my insides. 
 
    “You have such silky hair,” she grinned, grabbing the pink, disposable razor and popping off the plastic cover over the blades. “Now I'm going to start up top before working my way down. So just relax. You don't want to jerk and get cut.” 
 
    “Definitely not,” I said, forcing a laugh. 
 
    “Well, it's good that your trying,” she smiled, then leaned in and dragged the razor across my pudenda, the blade rasping as it cut my hair.  
 
    I shivered. This was so intimate. No one had ever touched me down there before, and now her face was practically in my pussy. Her breath was warm, and it sent a chill through me despite the warm water falling on my back. 
 
    Her face was screwed up in concentration as she worked the razor lower and lower, closer and closer to my pussy. She brushed my budding clit and sparks shot through me. I leaned back, clenching my teeth, and tried not to reveal just how aroused I am. 
 
    Her finger brushed me again. “Someone's peeking out. Hi there, little clitty.” 
 
    I gasped as she deliberately stroked around my clit, circling my tiny nub. The pleasure was intense. It always felt great when I touched my clit, but her finger was electric. My toes curled and I panted, my puffy nipples aching as the pleasure shot through me. 
 
    “It's hot, right?” Ursula grinned. “These Phi Tau Alpha girls are wild. I bet we're going to do some wicked things.” 
 
    “Really?” 
 
    Her fingers brushed my labia as she began shaving my vulva. My pussy clenched, growing sticky with excitement. She had to smell my arousal over the shaving cream. 
 
    “They had us strip naked. They were ogling us. If you never been with a girl, I guarantee you will before tonight's over.” 
 
    I remembered the freshman moaning in the stall and let out a sigh. I wanted Angelica to give me that sort of pleasure. My breathing grew heavier as her razor ran across my skin. My legs spread wider, my hips shifting, pressing my pussy closer to her face. 
 
    “Doing good,” she smiled. “I'm almost done.” 
 
    “Oh, okay,” I panted. I didn't want her to stop. A great itch burned in me. I needed to be satisfied.  
 
    The razor scraped, her fingers caressing across my labia. “There we are. All done. My, but that is a pretty kitty.” 
 
    I looked down. My pussy was bald. I hadn't seen my flesh this bare in years. My slit was spread open, shining pink, my clit hard and throbbing. Ursula's fingers stroked up my silky smooth vulva. 
 
    “Just perfect,” she nodded again. Then she leaned down and took a long lick up my slit. 
 
    “Ursula!” I moaned, my body shuddering. 
 
    Her tongue was magical. Soft, wet, and hot. She slid through my lips, dipping into my tight hole, then ended at my clit. She circled my little nub with practice skill, stirring me up. She had been with a woman before. 
 
    “Just delicious,” she sighed, sitting up. 
 
    “Aren't you...?” My words trailed off and I clamped my mouth shut in embarrassment. 
 
    “Do you want me to keep licking?” she grinned, throwing a look over her shoulder. “We're being watched.” 
 
    I jumped. Angelica leaned against the doorway, her hand stroking the crotch of her tight jeans. Something bulged in there, sticking out against the tight material. Her hazel eyes were glossy with lust, her nipples dimpling the front of her t-shirt. 
 
    “Did we tell you fuck?” Angelica asked. 
 
    “No, Mistress,” I panted, my body on fire.  
 
    “Just wiping her clean, Mistress,” Ursula grinned. 
 
    “With your tongue?” Angelica arched an eyebrow. 
 
    “It was handy.” Then she leaned down and took a second lick, gathering some of the pink shaving foam in the process. “There, she's all shaved.” 
 
    Angelica grinned. “You're a bold one, Ursula. You'll do just fine.” Then her face grew hard. “But don't think that means you're in the sorority. You have to earn it!” 
 
    Ursula shrank back. “Yes, Mistress.” 
 
    “Good. Dry off and come out. We're about to have our first competition. Losers will have to scrub this entire bathroom clean with toothbrushes.” 
 
    Competitions? Unless it was trivia, I was always terrible at those. Some of my ardor cooled as I dried off, giving Ursula a fearful glance. The blonde didn't seem fazed as she rubbed the towel across her round tits, her dusky nipples hard points. 
 
    “Let's go kick some ass,” Ursula grinned when we were dry. “No way I'm losing.” 
 
    I padded after her, trying not to tremble. I grabbed my glasses, the lenses fogging up as put them on. Everything was blurry as I lined up, but slowly they cleared up as the sorority sisters eyed us. A pink-haired woman held a box in her hand, grinning at them. 
 
    “There is one more part of your uniform as a Phi Tau Alpha pledge,” Angelica announced, her hands on her hips. My eyes drifted down to the bulge in her jeans. Did she have a dildo in there? I pictured a fake cock harnessed to a strap-on. Angelica pulled a collar from the box. “Whether you're in the house or outside of it, you will always wear your collar. Gail, you get first choice.” 
 
    The pink-haired woman pulled out a collar, looking at them. She settled on the Black pledge, putting the collar around her neck. It read:  
 
    Phi Tau Alpha Pledge 
 
    Property of Gail 
 
    One-by-one the sisters took out their collars and chose their pledge. Myranda took Gabriela, the redhead with the fiery bush, and Sang claimed Ursula. I was the last one to be chosen. Just like sports. Angelica grinned as she grabbed her collar, reaching over and putting it on my neck. 
 
    She pulled it tight, the gold medallion—proclaiming me as her property—dangled against my breastbone, the collar cool on my flesh. She cupped my face, then leaned in and gave me a quick kiss on the lips. 
 
    “The senior sister that owns you will always have priority to your bodies,” Angelica announced, peeling off her shirt. Her breasts were round and firm, jiggling as she walked. “While you are a pledge, you have to be available to be used by any sister sexually. We'll fuck you. Make you lick our pussies and suck our cocks.” 
 
    “Cocks?” gasped Jessye, the Black pledge. 
 
    “Our big, fat futa-cocks,” smiled Angelica, pushing her pants down. A big, thick dick popped out, hard and pink, pointing right at me. A drop of precum glistened at the tip. It waggled as she worked her jeans down. 
 
    “Holy shit!” Ursula gasped as the other sisters unveiled similar cocks. “What is going on?” 
 
    “This is what you have to look forward to,” Angelica proclaimed, stroking her thick dick. “Join the sorority, and you'll get your very own futa-cock once you finish pledging. Then such opportunities will be open to you.” 
 
    “Until then,” Sang grinned, reaching out to grab Ursula, “we get to fuck you hard.” 
 
    “And we're playing a fun game tonight,” grinned Myranda. “Each of you is going to ride our cocks. You get to work your sweet pussies up and down our shafts until we cum in you.” 
 
    I gasped, my pussy clenching. I wanted that. I couldn't peel my eyes away. 
 
    “But you better work fast,” Angelica added. “Because the two pledges that come in last are going to clean the bathroom with toothbrushes.” Angelica stretched out on a pillow on the floor, her cock waggling. “So you girls better get to work and get your futa off fast.” 
 
    Ursula wasted no time, slamming her pussy down on Sang's cock and working her hips fast. Her breasts bounced and jiggled as she leaned back and enjoyed the cock. “Oh, yes, that's nice,” she purred. “This is so amazing!” 
 
    The other pledges, overcome by lust, pounced on their futas. I swallowed. I was going to lose. I had never had sex before. I was the girl that was chosen last. The least beautiful. The most awkward. I was going to have to clean the bathroom. 
 
    Angelica grabbed my hand, pulling me down to her. “What's wrong, pledge? Why aren't you fucking me? Do you want out?” 
 
    “I...” I didn't want that. “I'm just going to lose.” 
 
    “Why's that?” Angelica asked, her hand reaching between my thighs. I gasped as she wiggled a finger inside my wet pussy. “Mmm, you are hot and ready to fuck. Ursula got you nice and primed, didn't she?” 
 
    “I guess.” 
 
    “Then hop on.” 
 
    I threw a look over my shoulder at the other girls working their hips. Some had little twists while others bounced straight up and down. “I've never...done it.” 
 
    Angelica's eyes widened. “You're a virgin?” 
 
    “Technically. I don't have a hymen, but...no one...” 
 
    “That is so hot. I knew I picked you for a reason.” She grabbed my leg, guiding me so I straddled her. 
 
    “You didn't pick me, Mistress. I was the only one left.” 
 
    She held her cock, guiding it to my wet hole. “Nope. I told the others that I wanted you. They could pick anyone else.” 
 
    “Really?” 
 
    She looked me in the eyes and nodded. 
 
    Confidence ballooned in me. I sank down on her cock. I groaned, my eyes widening. She was so much wider than my hairbrush handle. I shifted, getting used to the feel of her buried so deep inside me.  
 
    “Now work those hips,” Angelica grinned. “Make me cum. You don't want to lose.” 
 
    I slid up her shaft, my nerves sparking with pleasure. Then I sank back down on her. So wonderful, the pleasure rippling through me. My pussy gripped her. I squeezed down with my muscles, experimenting with the feel of her shaft as I rose back up. 
 
    “That's it,” she grinned, her hands stroking my belly, leaving trails of fire up to my puffy nipples. She pinched them. “Now go faster. Shift your hips. Lean back or forward. Find the way that makes you feel amazing inside.” 
 
    I did, leaning forward, changing the way her cock pressed against my pussy, igniting new pleasure. My clit brushed her shaved pubic mound, adding a spark of pleasure. That was nice. I went faster, grinding my clit into her on the downstroke, then sliding back up.  
 
    “Oh, yes!” I moaned. “That's amazing!” 
 
    “See? You can do it!” 
 
    I worked faster, my hips possessed by the pleasure. I bit my lip, my glasses slipping on my face as I rode her. Her hands stroked my body, exploring everywhere and fanning my ardor. I wanted to give this woman the best fuck she ever had. 
 
    Nothing else mattered but working that cock in and out of my pussy. My hands began exploring her. Touching her stomach, sliding up to her breasts. Her nipples were hard, thicker than mine, rising up from her areolas. She gasped, her hips bucking up and thrusting her cock deep into me as I pinched her nipples. 
 
    “That's it, slut! Ride me! Oh, yes! You're just a futa-slut!” 
 
    “I am, Mistress!” I moaned, a shiver running through me. “I'm a slut for your big, futa-dick!” 
 
    The dirty words triggered an explosion in me. I gasped, my back arching. My pussy went wild about her cock, convulsing and squeezing. Bliss burned through me. I loved it. I never wanted this orgasm to end.  
 
    “Keep fucking me, slut! I need to get off, too!” 
 
    Her words broached through the fog of pleasure on my mind. I had stopped riding her, slamming all the way down on her girth as I reveled in my orgasm. I grinned, working my hips, sliding her cock in and out of my pussy. 
 
    “That's it! You fucking slut! You're a natural!” 
 
    I grinned, licking my lips, then I leaned down, rocking my hips. My breasts brushed hers and our lips met. Her tongue thrust into my mouth. I reveled in my first kiss, playing with her tongue while her hands gripped my butt, pulling me up and down on her cock. 
 
    Another orgasm rippled through me. Not as intense as the first, but still leaving me shuddering in bliss. I rocked harder, squeezing my pussy down on her cock. I wanted to feel her cum inside me. Her fingernails bit into my ass and her hips bucked up inside me. 
 
    She moaned into my lips. 
 
    Her cock erupted, flooding hot cum deep inside me. 
 
    It felt amazing. I broke the kiss, gasping for joy. 
 
    “That was great,” she grinned. “Mmm, let's see. Looks like you came in fourth.” 
 
    My eyes widened. “I forgot about the competition, Mistress. Your cock was amazing.” 
 
    She grinned. “You say the sweetest things. My girlfriend's going to love you.” 
 
    I blinked. “Girlfriend?” 
 
    “She's a futa, too. But she's not in the sorority. You'll meet her. We love sharing cuties.” 
 
    I nodded, looking around the room. Poor Ursula and Gabriela lost, though Ursula's mouth was twisted in bliss as she came on Sang's cock. A moment later, Sang gasped out that she was cumming. It was hot watching her cum leak out of Ursula's well-fucked pussy. 
 
    “So, do you want to be a member of our sorority?” Angelica asked.  
 
    “Yes,” I nodded. I couldn't wait to get a futa cock. How did it work? Were they fully functional? The Biochemist in me was dying to learn all I could. “I can't wait to experience it all.” 
 
    Want to read the next part? Click here for Sorority Fun! 
 
    If you liked this hot read, don't forget to subscribe to Reed James's newsletter to keep up with the latest news, specials, and new releases! You can subscribe here! Read on for previews of other hot reads! 
 
   


  
 

 Sneak Preview of “Chartered Flight Fun” 
 
    “Well aren't you just the cutest thing,” Shelley said, a hint of a Southern twang in her voice. “Don't you think, my Queen?” 
 
    My Queen? Shelley looked at her wife with a submissive gaze while Vivian's eyes roamed my body. I shifted, feeling like I was almost naked beneath the powerful woman's gaze. “Yes she is. I'm glad to see our Alma Mater is still producing such fine, young women. I would love it if you flew in First Class with my wife and I so we can reminisce about Washington University.” 
 
    Shelley gave a wicked laugh. “Oh, we got into so much fun at our dorm.” 
 
    “I would be honored,” I swallowed, squeezing my thighs together as a sudden heat flushed through me. “Let's board the plane, ladies,” I said over my shoulder. “Our hostesses don't have all day. Not after graciously donating their time and resources.” 
 
    I watched my team, led by our useless coach, board the plane. They all shot me such envious looks as I stood between the two women, their delightful perfume tickling my nose. When Angelica walked by, she had the most knowing smirk on her face that just made me wetter. 
 
    “Have fun,” she mouthed and winked. 
 
    I wanted to set her straight. Nothing like that was going to happen while I was in the care of these gorgeous women. Angelica needed to get her head out of the gutters. We all weren't horrible sluts that would gladly spread our thighs for Shelley and Vivian's attention. 
 
    “Come along, cutie,” Vivian said, her delicate hand on my shoulder, pulling me down into the tunnel that lead to the plane. 
 
    “Yes, ma'am,” I said, enjoying her friendly embrace. 
 
    Two flight attendants stood at the doorway to the plane. “Ooh, she's a looker, your Majesty” giggled the redhead. 
 
    “Isn't she?” Vivian laughed. “But they are all just scrumptious. Vicky, you and your flight attendants will give them all the care and love you can.” 
 
    “Absolutely,” the redhead answered. “Amanda, Heather, and I will shower them in the hospitality of Aphrodite Air.” 
 
    “After all, we are the friendliest skies, Your Majesty,” laughed the tall, black-haired flight attendant. 
 
    “Good,” I nodded. “Please, take good care of my team.” 
 
    Vicky reached out and pinched my cheek. She was as gorgeous as Vivian and Shelly. “Trust us, cutie, Amanda and I know how to satisfy young women.” 
 
    First Class was plush, with comfy seats. Vivian seated me right next to her on the aisle seat, her wife sitting across from me. Vivian reached out, taking my hand in hers, stroking me with her feathery touch that seemed to send electricity through me. 
 
    “Tell me, do they still talk about us?” she asked. 
 
    “Talk, ma'am?” I frowned. 
 
    “About all the naughty activities our dorm did,” Shelley laughed. “Vivian had her own harem of women eager to please her.” 
 
    “They still are eager to please me.” 
 
    “Yes, we are.” Shelley's fair cheeks were stained with crimson. “We loved to worship our queen.” 
 
    “Do you want to worship me?” Vivian asked, leaning her beautiful face towards me. 
 
    I opened my mouth to say no, but there was something so arresting about her dark eyes. She was a gorgeous as any queen, radiating such power that left me wet in my panties. My heart thudded faster and faster, pumping passion through my veins. “I do.” My voice was a whisper. 
 
    “Of course you do,” she purred. 
 
    Her lips captured mine. Her mouth was hot and soft, her tongue pushing into my mouth, claiming me as hers. Hands roamed my body, her every caress electrifying my skin. Her hands pressed beneath my T-shirt, warm on my stomach as she reached up for my small breasts. I moaned into her lips as she squeezed my cones, her fingers dipping beneath the cups of my bra, pinching my hard nipples. 
 
    “She is an eager slut for you,” Shelley purred, her breath warm on my neck, then her lips kissed me, her hands stroking my sides, pulling my shirt higher. I had to break my kiss as Vivian's wife pulled my shirt off, dropping it onto the plane's floor. 
 
    “I can't believe I'm doing this,” I whispered. “We have a game. I should be focused—” 
 
    “You are wound too tight,” Vivian said, her finger soft on my lips. “You need to relax.” 
 
    Shelly unfastened my bra, my small breasts coming into view. Vivian's fingers were on my pink nipples, pinching and twisting, the pleasure burning right down to my pussy. She lowered her head and her lips were so wonderful as she sucked and nipped at my hard nub. 
 
    “You are so fortunate,” Shelley whispered. “My Queen only chooses the prettiest girls to please her.” 
 
    If you want to read more, click here for Chartered Flight Fun (Futa Airlines 3)! 
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