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Emily Marion has had a tough week
rushing Kappa Kappa Delta: following instructions that range from
unpleasant to outright humiliating, but she's made it this far and
wouldn't dream of giving up now. That is, until she hears what her
final assignment is going to be. Apparently she's managed to piss
off the chapter president, and in return her final afternoon of
rush week is going to be an intense one. But does it have to be
with two
fraternity brothers she's never met, and in public? And do the sisters have to
give her apharmaceutical-grade
aphrodisiac to be sure she'll go through with it? It all sounds a bit
excessive, but deep down she probably can't deny she finds the
prospect a little thrilling, too. 






Preview

"This doesn't sound like something I should be
doing," I went on when she was slow to answer. I tried to come up
with a more specific objection, but I was having a lot of trouble
thinking of one. This was actually all starting to sound like a
pretty good idea.

"Kelly, I don't think we gave her enough," Sarah
said dubiously.

"We gave her more than enough. Just give her another
minute."

They fell silent, watching me. The dizziness and
lightheadedness started to go away, but the warmth and
hyper-sensitivity continued to increase. With each passing moment
my weak objections seemed to fall further into the past. Men were
coming. That's what seemed important now. They were bringing men
here and I was going to do something.

I looked down and saw my hand rubbing compulsively
over the front of my skirt, trying to inch between my legs. I
pulled it away and straightened my clothes.

"When is all this happening?" I asked in as neutral
a tone as I could manage.

"They should be getting here soon. How are you
feeling?"

I ran a hand through my hair and squeezed my thighs
together in passive yearning. "Sort of the way you wanted me to be
feeling, I think." Certain parts of me felt so good that it was
becoming just about impossible to keep my hands off myself. "Tell
me about the guys coming over."

I saw Sarah exchange a smug look with the girl in
the back. "They pick out the two hottest guys in their rush class.
I haven't met them."

"Two of them?" I asked.

"When you see them you'll be sorry there aren't
three."

The wicked thought sent a sort of physical giggle
all the way through my thrumming, needy body. "That sounds really
good," I agreed. "I don't even know what three would be like."

I looked around and saw a glass bookshelf against
the wall behind me. I approached it curiously and checked my
reflection in the glass. My cheeks were flushed and my pupils
seemed a bit larger than usual. Otherwise I looked my normal self.
I tugged a few unruly strands of hair into place and turned to look
at myself in profile. This was a good outfit. They'd like me, or at
least I hoped they would. I ran a hand down my ass and then more
enthusiastically down my front.

"Soon, you said?" I asked Sarah.

"Yeah, soon."

I turned back to the room. They were all still
watching me. As if I didn't have enough to think about already, it
was as though I could actually feel their eyes on me. It was kind
of a hot sensation in its own right. They were all looking at me as
my every little sexual sensation bubbled to the surface quite
plainly and openly.

Oops, my hand was down my skirt.
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"So the ceremony's tonight, huh?" Katie asked me
over our coffee and soup. "You think we're ready to be full
members?"

I looked at her with squinted eyes, my head still
pounding. "We still have all of today to get through," I reminded
her. "And right now I'm not feeling particularly resilient."

"Eat your soup. You just need liquid."

"Ugh, I know. You make it sound so easy. Just give
me a minute."

She sipped her coffee thoughtfully and I glared at
my soup, trying to make it appetizing by force of will. If anyone
was watching us in the crowded café they must have thought us a
pretty bedraggled pair. We had spent last night trying to keep up
at our first greek party and had both definitely overdone it. We
ended up staying with our friend Stacey rather than attempt the
half mile walk back to our apartment on Magnolia. Now here we sat
in our skimpy outfits of the night before, disheveled hair and
expressions of discomfort and deep distractedness on our faces as
crowds of chipper morning-goers passed us by in their modest
clothing and serious expressions.

"I told you to drink some of my water last
night."

I made a pained gesture at her. "Please. Stop giving
advice."

She nibbled at a bread roll. "They told us to be
there in fifteen minutes."

"God, it's 11:15 already?"

I confirmed on my watch and made a brave attempt at
the soup. Once I had a couple spoonfuls down I felt my stomach
quiet down a little and ten minutes later I had downed most of the
meal. The advil, too, was starting to kick in at long last. I was
almost myself again.

"So what do you think they've got in mind for us?" I
asked Katie as my misery faded and nervousness began to take its
place. "One of the girls told me that Sunday afternoon is when they
make you pay for all the little mistakes you made during the week.
They keep a little tally going and read them all out to you."

"She was just saying that," Katie said dismissively.
"Did you see anybody writing anything down? She just said it
because you were being so slow with the dildo-shaped
cookie-cutter."

We increased our pace along the sidewalk towards the
Kappa Kappa Delta house two blocks over on Evanston Street. I could
tell that Katie was a little nervous, too, even if she wanted to
pretend she wasn't.

"You're late," Sarah Kepler barked as we poked in
through the front door as quietly as possible. She was the
president of the sorority, blonde and haughty, and seemed to take
everything we did wrong as a personal insult. We had all tried to
stay on her good side, but you can't be perfect.

The other six girls in our year were already there
and lined up neatly against the wall of the front hall. They all
looked as nervous as I felt, and the sight of their faces just
served to vindicate the parts of me full of butterflies.

"Sorry," we apologized as we hurried into place. I
checked the clock on the wall discreetly and saw that it read
11:31. It was going to be one of those days.

"Now that everyone has been good enough to join us,
we can get started. You ladies know this is the last day of rush
week, but don't think that means you're through the worst of it.
This is our last opportunity to be sure that you're as committed to
our organization as we are, and that you can handle the challenges
of college and social life with the poise and grace a sister of
Kappa Kappa Delta."

The girls down the line nodded their understanding
with carefully grave expressions. I stared at my shoes, trying to
be small and indiscreet as I felt her eyes roving about for her
first victim to terrorize. Her shoes swam into focus stopping
directly in front of me.

"You," she said. "Remind me what your name is."

I looked up. "Ah, Emily. Emily Marion."

"Marion?" She did a double take. "There used to be a
Professor Marion in the econ department."

I nodded. "My dad. He left two years ago to work at
Merrill Lynch."

"That was your father?"

I nodded.

She made a little sound of disbelief. "Merrill
Lynch? Well look at that, we've got a little rich girl here, and I
didn't even know. I guess we know why they let you into this
school. You probably sucked dick through high school and waltzed in
here on daddy's name without even applying."

"No, that's not – "

"You know what your daddy gave me in my freshman
seminar? A fucking C-, you little twat."

I clamped by mouth shut. This wasn't going well.

"Her." Sarah turned to look at the sisters on the
far wall and pointed back at me. "She's the one. Her, right here.
We've got the one."

There was a rustling among the sisters and a hush
seemed to come over the room. Something had just happened, and if I
had to guess I'd say it wasn't a good thing.

Sarah turned back to me. "We've got a little
surprise for you, Marion. One lucky girl from every rush class gets
selected to put on a little show for us and our brothers in Sigma
Tau. The last one we picked ended up chickening out and making the
whole sorority look bad. That's not going to happen on my watch.
We're not going to take any chances."

"What do you mean?" I asked.

She ignored me and turned back to the group watching
the proceedings from by the doorway. "Kelly, you have the
bottle?"

One of them disappeared down the far hallway and
returned in a moment with a small pill bottle and a glass of
water.

"Bring them up here," Sarah ordered.

She shook out three long white pills and held them
up.

"It says only take one on the prescri-" the girl who
had retrieved them started to say.

"She'll be fine." Sarah turned back to me, holding
the pills out in the palm of her hand and offered me the water.
"Take these."

"What are they?" I asked nervously.

"Take them. They aren't going to hurt you."

"I have to?"

"That's the door," she said, pointing. "The choice
is yours."

"What do they do?"

"This is a trust exercise, little Miss Marion. Now
take them before I start questioning your desire to join our
sorority."

I stared at them helplessly. She wouldn't just
poison me outright, would she? With all these witnesses? What's the
worst that could happen? I probably would have put up more of a
fight at the beginning of the week, but by now I was getting used
to following strang and demeaning orders without asking too many
questions.

I gritted my teeth and picked up the pills in my
fingers before I lost my nerve. They were big enough that I had to
swallow them one at a time, following each with a big gulp of
water. They tasted slightly bitter and chalky, but in a moment they
were gone. I stepped back and looked around at my audience. The
faces of my fellow rushees were confused. The faces of the sisters
were harder to read. Everyone watched me intently, as though even
the ones who knew about the pills were waiting to see if I'd keel
over.

"Alright," I said, running my tongue around my
mouth. "They're gone."

"Open your mouth," Sarah insisted.

I opened my mouth and lifted my tongue to show that
I really had swallowed them. With my mouth held wide, I cast a
sideways glance at Katie to my right, but she just looked back at
me helplessly.

"Good," Sarah said. "Alright, they'll take a couple
minutes before you'll start to feel them, I think."

"What were they?" I asked again.

"You're going to find out soon enough," she said a
little gleefully.

She was right. It didn't take long. It was maybe
only two or three minutes before I started to feel a little warm in
my stomach and I found the brain fog of the lingering hangover
being pushed aside by a sort of giddy cheerfulness. When I wasn't
paying attention I would feel my face smiling almost of its own
accord.

The sorority sisters started us cleaning the main
common room in preparation for the ceremony that night. I was
pushing a vacuum cleaner across the carpet when a sudden wave of
dizziness came over me. I turned the vacuum off and gripped at the
cool metal handle, trying to stay upright. My head felt very light
all of a sudden.

There was a whistle from the hallway and then one of
the sisters called out. "Hey, look at her. I think she's going to
pass out."

All eyes in the room turned to me. I continued to
sway on the spot, the warmth and dizziness increasing in turn.
"What – what's happening?" I asked no one in particular.

Someone ran to get the others from their lunch and
in a moment the room was full of onlookers.

"How do you feel?" Katie asked me.

I put a hand to my head and leaned forward against
the upright vacuum.

Every sensation was becoming more and more
magnified. It was as though I could feel where every inch of
clothing touched my skin. With each slight movement I felt the
cloth rustle against me. It felt very good.

And yet … it also felt very strange. As I focused
more and more of the feeling of my clothes lying on me, the more
naked I felt: not naked like I was exposed to the onlookers, but
just naked in the sense that I was intensely aware of my own body
under my clothes and aware of the fact that the clothes were not my
body. They just constrained it, bulkily and clumsily. It was like
they didn't matter, really.

I wrapped both arms around the vacuum for better
support and the handle poked into my chest. I jerked at the
additional sensation, and experimentally rubbed the hard rubber
handle upwards between my breasts.

Immediate sensory feedback exploded in my brain. My
GOD did that feel incredible. I put a hand to my right breast and
almost cried out at how intensely good it felt. The slightest
caress over my nipple felt as good as any orgasm I had ever
experienced in my life.

"Tina, are you watching this?" someone said. Voices
bubbled in the background, but they were a little hard to make out
for some reason.

I looked down at myself, half-confused and
half-euphoric. I was still wearing the thin, low-cut blouse and
miniskirt of the night before. My nipples were hardening
unmistakably beneath the flimsy fabric and only became harder as I
stared down at myself. Impulsively I ran a hand across my chest and
let out a low, involuntary moan.

I stopped myself, remembering with difficulty that I
was not alone. I looked up to see the faces turned towards me, eyes
wide and mouths agape.

"Damn, that stuff really works, huh?" a voice
muttered.

The warmth in my stomach had sunk lower in my
abdomen and down into my groin. A pulse ran up and down my whole
body and I felt a hot flood of wetness. With incredible difficulty
I resisted the urge to plunge my hand into my panties. My whole
body seemed to be humming, strung tightly between passive ecstasy
and an almost unendurable need for more stimulation.

I looked about myself again, trying to focus on
where I was. My eyes found Sarah Kepler standing in the
doorway.

"Wh – what's happening to me?" I asked her
breathlessly.

"It's called Erotypnol. They prescribe it for people
who have hormone imbalances that decrease their libido."

"Libido?" I repeated stupidly. The feeling of my
body was so distracting that it was getting hard to piece her words
together.

"That's right. It's a pharmaceutical
aphrodisiac."

I shook my head. "But why would you give me an
aphrodisiac?"

A couple of snickers followed my question.

"Because, Emily, you poor dumb little freshman," she
answered, "you're going to play a big part in our annual tradition
with the brothers of Sigma Tau. We want to have you primed and
ready when they get here."

"What kind of tradition?" I asked.

She seemed to be carefully avoiding saying anything
specific, but it was pretty obvious that things were going to get
serious. I needed to know before this went any further just exactly
what I was getting myself into. And yet, the repulsion and
indignation I should have felt at what was happening wasn't really
there. Consciously I knew I should be objecting, but instead the
exact opposite was happening. The emotion I was experiencing was
excitement. I felt my pussy release another flood of wetness even
as I struggled to keep a clear head.

"This doesn't sound like something I should be
doing," I went on when she was slow to answer. I tried to come up
with a more specific objection, but I was having a lot of trouble
thinking of one. This was actually all starting to sound like a
pretty good idea.

"Kelly, I don't think we gave her enough," Sarah
said dubiously.

"We gave her more than enough. Just give her another
minute."

They fell silent, watching me. The dizziness and
lightheadedness started to go away, but the warmth and
hyper-sensitivity continued to increase. With each passing moment
my weak objections seemed to fall further into the past. Men were
coming. That's what seemed important now. They were bringing men
here and I was going to do something.

I looked down and saw my hand rubbing compulsively
over the front of my skirt, trying to inch between my legs. I
pulled it away and straightened my clothes.

"When is all this happening?" I asked in as neutral
a tone as I could manage.

"They should be getting here soon. How are you
feeling?"

I ran a hand through my hair and squeezed my thighs
together in passive yearning. "Sort of the way you wanted me to be
feeling, I think." Certain parts of me felt so good that it was
becoming just about impossible to keep my hands off myself. "Tell
me about the guys coming over."

I saw Sarah exchange a smug look with the girl in
the back. "They pick out the two hottest guys in their rush class.
I haven't met them."

"Two of them?" I asked.

"When you see them you'll be sorry there aren't
three."

The wicked thought sent a sort of physical giggle
all the way through my thrumming, needy body. "That sounds really
good," I agreed. "I don't even know what three would be like."

I looked around and saw a glass bookshelf against
the wall behind me. I approached it curiously and checked my
reflection in the glass. My cheeks were flushed and my pupils
seemed a bit larger than usual. Otherwise I looked my normal self.
I tugged a few unruly strands of hair into place and turned to look
at myself in profile. This was a good outfit. They'd like me, or at
least I hoped they would. I ran a hand down my ass and then more
enthusiastically down my front.

"Soon, you said?" I asked Sarah.

"Yeah, soon."

I turned back to the room. They were all still
watching me. As if I didn't have enough to think about already, it
was as though I could actually feel their eyes on me. It was kind
of a hot sensation in its own right. They were all looking at me as
my every little sexual sensation bubbled to the surface quite
plainly and openly.

Oops, my hand was down my skirt. I paused in the act
of removing it, relishing the attention still more and noting with
some surprise that there was something to be said for the
situation. I could do anything I wanted and it would all seem
perfectly natural and acceptable. Well, at least a lot more
acceptable than I had ever conceived it could be to stand in a room
full of mostly strangers rubbing intimately at myself.

Seeing that no one was going to stop me, I let my
hand slide back down. My fingers caressed down over my panties,
edging closer to an almost impossibly needy place. They brushed
over the hood of my clit through the soft cotton underwear and the
sudden jolt of pleasure was enough to make every muscle of my body
clench in delight. I ran my fingers lower and couldn't help but let
out a short, giddy laugh. My panties were absolutely soaked.

I looked around again at the on-looking faces. What
a strange thing this all was, but there seemed to be only one good
way to respond. They wanted a show and I really didn't mind giving
them one.

I pushed the wet panties aside and pushed two
fingers into myself experimentally. I immediately felt myself
tighten around them in long-deprived gratitude. Finally, my body
was telling me. Don't you know how good this feels?

"What are you doing, Emily?" a voice asked.

 

"What does it look like?" I said, my eyes closing to
savor everything I was feeling.

"It looks like you're starting to masturbate."

"Mmhmm," I agreed distantly. "Bring me those two
guys you promised me and I'll stop."

Titters sounded from very far away.

"I just can't get over how much I want a big fat
cock in my mouth right now," I went on candidly, warming to my
audience. "I've never felt like this before. They'll be here soon,
right? Maybe we should go look for them. If I had a dick I'd
probably just sit around playing with it and never get anywhere I
was supposed to be. But that would be really selfish of them, if
that's what they're doing. Maybe they don't know I'm waiting for
them."

"If they could see you I'm sure they'd be
hurrying."

I sat back and smiled up at the ceiling. "That's
really nice of you to say. I hope they like me. I mean, what's not
to like about another person's body? I like them already, and I
haven't even seen them. Aren't they coming soon?"

"Damien just texted me. They're on their way."

"You mean they weren't on their way already? Oh, but
I guess it'll be okay, as long as they hurry. I'm REALLY getting
excited to meet them. Maybe I should get undressed now and save us
all a lot of hassle."

"Why don't you keep your clothes on for now, Emily.
I'm sure it really won't take that long when the time comes."

"Oh, yeah," I agreed, plucking at the front of my
top. "I suppose I'm not really wearing that much anyways. What kind
of fabric do you think this is? It feels fantastic and it's really
not constraining or anything. I usually just wear this stuff on
special occasions but I don't know why I don't wear it all the
time."

I slid down on the cushions of the sofa, letting the
friction hike up the back of my skirt and feeling the seat cushions
slide over the bare skin of my ass where my thong didn't cover. At
a loss of how to endure my increasingly urgent needs until the boys
arrived, I began fingering myself in earnest. Every little movement
and curl of my fingers sent a thrill through my body like you
wouldn't believe. My toes were clenched so tight that they felt
about to pop off. I let out a moan and felt another low thrum
vibrate through my body. I could tell I was coming close to
orgasm.

The room was still around me but everything inside
me was hot and wet and alive. The feeling of pressure was building
and now I really didn't care what else happened, so long as nothing
stopped me from reaching that point. I could hear my own sounds
bouncing back at me off the walls as I no longer cared even a
little bit about being quiet. "Oh GOD," I moaned, wriggling
slightly against the warm enfolding blanket of sensations and
diving deeper into the throbbing pleasure at the very core of
me.

And then ... God, there I was. GOD, it felt good. My
whole body curld in on itself and for the first time in my life, I
felt myself squirt. I felt the hot liquid landing on my thighs and
the wet sound as more spurted onto the floor.

A silence followed, and then applause and whoops
erupted. I opened my eyes and looked around. It was impossible to
be embarrassed when I felt this good.

"Thank you. Thank you," I said when I had come back
to earth. Flushed with the victory of my first squirting orgasm it
seemed like anything was possible on this magical afternoon. It was
impossible to imagine my onlookers as anything other than
enthusiastic, supportive friends.

But they seemed to be watching me as though dubious
they had allowed me to go too far. Was the show over before it was
even meant to begin? But if that was what was on their minds, they
simply didn't understand what was happening. Far from satisfied, no
sooner had the glow of orgasm faded than I felt the clutching
urgency return. I needed to do that again. I needed to have it DONE
to me. I needed to have something more substantial than two little
fingers penetrating me and stretching me and -

I stood up and went to the window. "They're really
taking their time, aren't they?" But as I peered out I could see a
group coming down the street.

"Oh!" I yelped. "They're here!"

I went back to the glass bookcase and primped myself
hurriedly. I had that generally just-fucked look going, which some
guys find attractive, so I left it for the most part. If nothing
else it would get the message across quickly.

Male voices sounded in the hallway and I spun and
clenched my hands into fists, almost like a little girl on
Christmas.

"Where are my guys?" I said. "Who is it?"

The crowd had doubled, and now the faces were both
male and female. They looked at me, the girls with expectant glee
and the guys with surprise and pleased amazement.

"Yes," I said, pirouetting. "Here I am. And where
are they? Where are my boys? I've been waiting."

The ranks parted and two of them sidled forward with
slightly disbelieving grins on their faces.

"Oh you're perfect," I squealed, running up to them.
"Look at you. You've been slow, though. I've been hearing about you
guys for hours now. You wouldn't BELIEVE how fantastic my tits
feel. Here, see? Oh, but you can't feel it. I mean, maybe you like
them anyways, though. Do you?" I pressed their hands against me and
almost exploded at the sensation of their fingers on my body.

My mouth was running a mile a minute, breathless
words tumbling out as I ran my eyes over their bodies and itched to
feel them against me. They were both my year, it looked like. The
one on the right was dark and muscular with rugged stubble. His
chest was thick and chiseled, like I couldn't throw my arms around
him but I'd sure like to try. The one on the left was a bit leaner
with more refined good looks and fantastic blonde hair. I couldn't
slow down to contemplate my good fortune.

"And who might you be?" the one on the right said
with a smile.

"Emily," I said with giddy affection. "And I've just
been dying to meet you."

"It looks like we should have been the same way," he
said, running appreciative eyes over me. "I'm Trevor, and this is
Jack."

"Trevor and Jack," I sang, spinning around and then
pressing myself into Trevor's chest. He had that heady masculine
scent, fresh and intoxicating, that goes right to a girl's head.
His chest was firm and dense and thick against my cheek and under
my appreciative caress. He ran a hand through my hair and I almost
vibrated in happiness right through him from one side to the other,
only it probably would have taken a long time to get all the way
through on account of how small and delicate I couldn't help but
feel when next to him.

Without leaving Trevor's partial embrace I turned to
Jack and squinted at him. "I like you, too. They ever put you in
magazines?"

He laughed at the suggestion, rich and deep. "Not
me," he said. "How about you?"

"Me neither," I giggled. "But I don't know what good
I'd do in a magazine."

"No," he agreed. "You're plenty good right here,
aren't you?" The three of us all had stupid looks on our faces, I'm
sure, like we'd all just wandered into a candy store where
everything was free.

"Well?" I prompted. "What do you boys do for
fun?"

"Oh we do alright," Trevor said, looking me over and
still playing with a lock of my hair. He had this sort of
appreciative and hungry look on his face that sent all kinds of
thoughts and shivers through me. His strong but gentle fingers on
my cheek were playing me like a violin string.

This little playfulness he had was driving me a
little wild and I made up my mind that I really couldn't take it
much longer and I'd need to push them a little if I wasn't going to
absolutely lose my mind.

"Look," I said, turning and strutting back into the
room away from them. "Let's see what we've got. I've just been
sitting here thinking all kinds of dirty things because you boys
were slow in coming over. I've been talking and thinking and
generally making a fool of myself because I'm just about to melt
into the carpet."

I turned back over my shoulder to see Trevor
following me at a few steps distance, and Jack just off his left
shoulder.

"I really have been talking all too much. You think
you can fuck me hard enough to shut me up?" I egged them on,
wiggling my ass at them. "I'd like to see that."

"I don't shut girls up," Trevor shrugged. "I make
them yell. And I wouldn't want you shut up either. I want to hear
some of those dirty things. If you're really so eager then you'll
beg nicely and properly like a dirty cock-hungry girl should."

I ran out of space and turned to face him, my heels
against a couch in the corner. On an impulse I reached out, took
his thick wrist in my grip, and pressed his hand under my skirt and
against my dripping pussy. "Take pity on me," I said, my voice
wavering suddenly as the warm contact of his hand sent an almost
unendurable throb through me. "If there was ever a girl that needed
some meat in her, it's me right now. Right this very fucking
second."

"I'm still not convinced," he said, stepping forward
so that I was bent back over the couch, his one hand still on my
pussy and only his other hand against the small of my back keeping
me upright, almost touching him. "What if you can't handle what
you're asking for?

"Split me in half, I won't even complain. Put me
right through the wall if you can," I pleaded.

I wanted to put my hands on him and feel him against
me but I wasn't his until he took me, and still he toyed with
me.

"Please," I said, trying everything to hurry him.
"Pump me full until I'm more come than water. All I can think about
is having you inside me. I'm a slut. I'm a whore. How do you want
me to beg? Please won't you fuck me? Won't you make me yell like
you said you - Oh!" My pleading words turned into a desperate moan
as his rough thumb brushed tantalizingly over my clit.

"What do you think, Jack?" Trevor asked. "She says
she's a slut. Do you believe her?"

"I'm a slut!" I wailed. "I'm a slut! I'm jamming
your fingers up my pussy, for fuck's sake!"

Jack stepped up beside Trevor and brushed a thumb
over my ripe lips. I opened my mouth and sucked at it eagerly.

"I believe her," Jack said, indeed sounding
convinced.

With only a slight shove, Trevor sent me falling
back onto the couch. I sat and turned my eyes up to look at him,
big and expectant, as he put his hands to his belt. I tore at his
fly, rubbing over his crotch and feeling a lengthening shape
beneath the cloth that made me weak with anticipation. In another
moment it sprang free, stiffening visibly as every pulse pushed hot
blood into it.

I wet my lips and took it into my mouth. His sexual
scent filled my nostrils and the slightly salty taste of his cock
claimed my mouth.

I circled him with my tongue, probing at every inch
of his length and ringing the tip. I felt the pumping blood between
my lips. Greedily I sucked at him, relishing it after such an
unendurable period of denial. I put my hands around him and
squeezed his ass, firm and wonderful.

He took two fistfuls of my hair and pulled me
further down his length, as far as I could take him.

Then I felt two hands on my hips, pulling me up off
the couch and bending me over at the waist. It was Jack. He hiked
my skirt up and tugged at my panties, pulling them down my thighs
and letting them fall to my ankles in one movement.

His fingers found my hole and pushed into me. Good
God, it was welcome. It seemed almost instantaneous that the hot
waves of pleasure started to build up and in only a few moments he
had plunged me into my second orgasm in less than half an hour.

"She sure comes easy," I heard Jack say to Trevor
over my shuddering body. He gave me a loud smack to my bare ass.
"Never seen anything quite like this."

I heard the sound of a zipper and then the hot shape
of his cock was between my legs, rubbing down the length of my lips
and brushing my clit. I clamped my thighs around him and moaned as
I felt the contours of his thickness against my sensitive skin and
dripping folds. 'Yes! Finally!' my body was screaming.

I let out a gasping moan around Trevor's cock as I
felt Jack slide in. His girth filled me just below the point of
pain, but quickly the thought that it could be painful faded from
my head. His thrusting hips sent me forward into Trevor and then
pulled me back, until all I could do was hold on and take it from
both ends, letting the two powerful men fill the almost
overwhelming needs of my body.

I felt a throb run through Trevor's cock heard him
moan above me. He took me by the chin and pulled my insatiable
mouth off his shaft. He shoved me back into Jack and then turned
the both of us so that I sat down into Jack's lap on the couch, his
dick never leaving me. Jack took me in his hips and lifted me
slightly to continue pumping into me.

Trevor stepped forward to straddle me and then
lifted my top off up over my arms and threw it aside before doing
the same with his own shirt. I had only a moment to drink in the
wonderful sight of his proportioned and defined chest, glistening
with perspiration.

Reaching down, he unzipped my hiked up skirt and
pulled it, too, away from me and let it fall to the floor behind
him. Cheers and whoops reminded me that we were very much on
display, and the hot, desperately forbidden reality of what we were
doing lurched me closer and then into orgasm yet again.

Not waiting for my moans to fade, Trever bent down
and took my now naked breasts in his hands. He pulled first one
nipple into his mouth, released it, and then the other, sucking at
them and running his tongue around them as they sprang to
pleasurable hardness under his attentions. I arched my back,
pressing myself into him, and vocalized my pleasure unabashedly to
the onlookers. My tits had never felt so incredible in my life. I
clutched at his back, urging him on with the frenzy of my
touch.

Too soon, he leaned back and looked down at me,
still bouncing on Jack. He put his hands beneath my thighs and
lifted me away from his friend, spreading my legs and offering Jack
my ass instead.

Jack's cock pushed gently at my puckered hole, but
soaked as he was in my juices I had less difficulty than I expected
in taking him inside of me. The sensation was new, different, but
after the initial surprise it was soon driving me as crazy as the
previous position. Meanwhile, Trevor stepped forward between my
legs and moved to take Jack's place in my pussy. I gasped shrilly
as he started to push in. The feeling of fullness was almost
overpowering, pleasurable and almost too intense to stand. "Oh
GOD!" I yelled.

"Too much?" he asked, pausing halfway into me.

"No!" I gasped with difficulty. "I said split me in
half!"

And in a moment I thought they might do it. He was
not even completely inside of me before another orgasm, more
powerful than any that had come before, ripped through me and left
me weak and sagging between the bodies of the two vigorous men
fucking my holes. They didn't slow for me, and everything became a
blur. It was like riding two jackhammers of pleasure, relentless
and overpowering.

"Fuck!" I yelled as I orgasmed again. I could see
deep red marks where my hands were digging into Trevor's broad
shoulders.

I heard Jack's growling moan beneath me and felt him
stiffen. With powerful spurts he pumped hot come up deep into my
ass. As though he had been waiting for the signal, Trevor pulled
himself out of me and I grabbed his cock in my hand and with a
final pump he exploded across my stomach and my breasts. The scent
of it filled my nostrils and I put a hand across it and felt at the
thick white semen, rubbing it across the smooth skin of my torso in
sheer exuberance and ecstasy.

He leaned forward and kissed me with strong,
sensuous lips. "I guess you really are what you say you are," he
said. "I've never seen a girl so filthy."

"Probably not," I agreed breathily.

"Well, they certainly enjoyed it," he motioned over
his shoulder at a raucous crowd. Bending lower, he added, "But not
a fraction as much as I did."

With difficulty I slid sideways off of Jack and
collapsed onto the couch. He kissed my shoulder playfully and then
stood up beside Jack. The two of them surveyed their handiwork
lying come-soaked, red-faced, and sore on the couch.

"Maybe we'll do this again," I said weakly.

Trevor retrieved a pen from the pocket of his pants.
Bending over me, he wrote a phone number across the inside of my
thigh. Winking, he said, "Just to be sure you're in the right frame
of mind when you call me."

The crowd began to thin, and the two guys went off
to get cleaned up. Soon I was left with just the sorority sisters,
staring at me in astonishment and surprised envy. Had they thought
this was going to be a punishment?
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The hall was dimly lit. Recessed fixtures cast only
a patchwork glow from overhead. The footprint of the space was
large enough that the ceiling, even twenty feet above my head, felt
low and oppressive. It, like everything else here, was watching
me.

I fidgeted nervously with the strap of my dress. The
fabric was green nylon, thin and stretched tight over the few
contours of my body it covered at all. I had wanted to protest when
Robert picked it out for me, but looking into his eyes had told me
louder than words that today of all days was not a time to be on
bad behavior.

The men seated in a semi-circle around me seemed
perfectly aware of how intimidating I found them. No doubt they
were used to it. Each of them went through life assuming absolute
power in any room he entered. They were well-dressed,
well-financed, well-serviced, and well-respected, and had been for
so long that they had forgotten there were other ways people
lived.

Their women lounged among them in various states of
repose and undress: some on the floor at their master's feet, some
of them perched smugly in a prized lap. Each of them had that air
of pampered obedience. Each of them was fully the creature of her
dominant, living and dying by his praises, rebukes, favors and
demands.

I could no longer tell whether the heat in my cheeks
was a blush or the flush of arousal. The wetness between my legs
was less ambiguous. I was under scrutiny, here, and my body was
responding. It knew that a great deal was about to happen.

"She's got nice little tits," one of the men
remarked. "A bit on the small side, but quite perky."

My blush deepened and my eyes lowered to the floor.
My nipples, as though sensing that they in particular had just
become the subject of general conversation, stood up obligingly
through the thin fabric of my dress.

"Can't you see how young she is, John?" A second
responded to the first. "Every girl her size has perky tits when
she's twenty."

For some reason it seemed important that they know
my age was actually twenty-two, but I knew better than to speak
without being invited to.

"Even so," the first said. "If her nipples weren't
popping out of her dress, would you have guessed she is not wearing
a bra? It's a good trait at any age."

My nipples stiffened further. Out of the corner of
my eye I saw the man who had spoken lay a hand under the chin of a
woman seated at his feet. "You would know what to do with a nice
little rack like that, wouldn't you, Renee?" he asked her.

"Yes, sir," she agreed obediently, casting an eye
over me and the breasts in question.

"Youth is wasted on the young, isn't it?"

"Yes, sir," she agreed. The look she shot me was
resentful. She did not like the implication that her tits were not
as nice as mine, particularly made here in front of the full
Tremboix Society, and it was clear she blamed me for it. My master
is free to criticize me, her look said, but how dare you come in
here and make me look bad in front of him?

I tried to ignore her, but I couldn't help but be
bothered by just how few friends I had in this room.

"I don't mind the small tits," a third man noted.
"It's her ass that's nice enough to make up for any of that."

"I'll want a couple handfuls of it before I make
judgment," a fourth mused. "An ass is only as good as it feels
during a spanking."

Murmurs of agreement met this remark, and my blush
deepened. The image of any of these men bending me over and
spanking me sent a shiver, both welcome and unwelcome, through my
hypersensitive body.

"Well, we should begin, then," another, more
authoritative voice said. And then he addressed me. "You are
Jennifer Everette?"

I turned towards the man who had spoken. He sat at
the end, in a position of apparent authority. His dark eyes
glittered as he watched me, and I stood up a little straighter.

"Yes, sir," I answered.

"You are here under consideration on behalf of your
dominant, Robert Daniels. Is that correct?"

Robert. The name put warmth back in my chest and
reminded me that the wetness between my legs was natural and
acceptable. I was here for him, submitting to his demands and
trying to make him proud. Being aroused by doing that was the most
natural thing, and nothing to be ashamed of. It had nothing to do
with these men looking at me, evaluating me, and discussing
spanking me in such casual tones. As long as I was linked to
Robert, nothing truly bad could happen.

"Yes, sir," I said. A little pride came into my
voice and I stood taller.
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Disciplining the Teacher

If she's being honest, Sandra Rogers
sometimes enjoys jerking around the male college students in her
classes … but when she goes too far with her bad marks, she
finds out there's someone in her class who won't get pushed too
far. Jackson, an undergraduate after completing his military
service, has discovered a dirty little secret that Sandra
will do anything to keep from getting out into the open.
He's willing to keep this secret between them, but he wants to be
sure that still gets the punishment she so very much deserves.
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Over My Boss's Knee

Emma's young and handsome boss has always
taken a special interest in her, ever since she first came to work
for him. After Emma loses the order form of a very important
client, he punishes her as he often has before: with a sound
spanking. But on this occasion, she settles onto his lap to savor
her punishment under his strong hands only soon to find herself in
the throes of a very loud orgasm.
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Caught By My Professor

Rachel Stanton has always found ways of
using her good looks to get ahead, and when she arrives in college
it doesn't look like that's going to have to change. But her easy
ride runs out when her professor Alex Cossaign notices her flirting
with a classmate only to copy his course work. The handsome
professor decides it's time to teach her a little personal
responsibility and maybe show the flirtatious young woman just what
a man who actually knows how to handle her charms looks like.
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