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Chapter One

Carla had never paid much attention to the rise and fall of various sororities and fraternities at her university campus. She was far too focused on her Psychology course or making time to see her boyfriend who lived several hours away from her. Between those tasks and her part-time job she didn't have time to worry about who was having the best parties or who had the most members.

That all changed however when a new sorority appeared, seemingly overnight and out of nowhere.

It was a joke at first. The sole member was a nerdy computer girl called Melanie. Carla actually thought of her as cute but she was usually buried in a thick hoodie with her glasses on the edge of her nose as she reviewed endless lines of computer code. As such it was quite shocking for her to even try and start her own sorority.

Carla really started paying attention when the first few members began to join. She had expected that maybe some of the computer science majors would have joined. Possibly some of the engineering students Melanie had been seen with sometimes. Instead the first member was Sasha Dominez. A cheerleader.

Tall, blonde and hot Sasha had previously been in another sorority, the same one most of the cheerleaders were in as it meant they could all be together on campus before and after practise to hang out or make plans. So her leaving to be with a loner girl like Melanie was weird enough but she wasn't the last.

Next was popular track star Helena Locke. She had broken the school records in so many sports that they joked about renaming the stadium after her. She had completely avoided sororities and parties as she had been so focused on her athletics. Until, it seems, Melanie's sorority appeared.

More cheerleaders were soon joining followed by most of the athletics club. Then the swim team were suddenly seen at their informal headquarters, Melanie's dorm. After the women's basketball team all seemed to sign up over a weekend they even got their own space on campus approved.

So, despite a complete lack of friends or popularity, Melanie had somehow formed the most A-list sorority the campus had ever seen.

How the hell did she get them all to sign-up? Is she doing all their homework or something? Carla wondered, a little harshly but it was the only way she could think of that Melanie could have pulled this off.

What was surprising took a turn for the weird shortly after Head Cheerleader Jessica Kitz joined. It was odd enough that she would have gone anywhere near Melanie given she had previously taken every opportunity to mock her. She also had something of a reputation with guys on campus though.

The number of jocks that had been seen leaving her dorm room early each morning had been high even by cheerleader standards. Even when she was living at her previous dorm which had strict rules about men she had happily sneaked them in through her window. After joining Melanie's group though?

"She hasn't been seen with a guy since!" Carla told her boyfriend during their latest videocall.

Jason had been her first serious relationship. They had gotten together at the end of high school but ended up at different universities. So their time was usually spent with each other on video calls. That way she could at least see his lovely green eyes and that wide smile that always put her in a good mood...

"Maybe she's settled down with someone?" He suggested.

She watched him leaning back in his bed, his muscular torso on display which normally would have been a major distraction for her. Lately though her growing obsession with the new sorority had been keeping her focused rather than ending up topless to tease him again.

She had a lot to tease him with too. Carla was naturally curvy and it suited her well. Her deep brown eyes matched her curly brown locks. Her light brown complexion almost seemed to glow in the right light. She was petite but powerful due to her time in the rowing club. That also led to her having a well-defined behind. Sadly her breasts were a little bigger than she'd liked or she would have gone out for gymnastics too. Still they had their advantages. Like the last time she met up with her boyfriend...

She wasn't thinking about that right now though.

"She's not been seen with anyone though! Like if she randomly fell for some unpopular guy i'd get her hiding it but she has barely spoken to a guy outside of classes. Even the football players she usually flirts with are saying they barely get the time of day" Carla said.

She felt excessively excited by the mystery. As though this was some true crime podcast and she was the amateur detective about to uncover the truth.

"Well people change at university. Melanie sits in on one of your classes doesn't she? Why not just ask her about all this?" Jason asked.

Carla rolled her eyes. If there was something weird going on she could hardly just ask. That would be like asking a criminal if they were guilty.

"I haven't spoken to her since she asked me to look over some work she had been doing" Carla said dismissively.

She had been a little surprised to see Melanie at her Psychology class but it turned out to just be a passing visit. She had asked Carla and a couple other students to review some work she had been doing. Some therapy website had asked her to create a programme for them and were offering to pay her.

Carla hadn't picked up anything special about it. In fact she had reviewed it the same night it had been handed over and it was just boring computer code she couldn't have understood anyway. Why she had been asked to help was beyond her but it didn't dull her interest in the sorority.

"So what's your plan?" Jason asked her after he noticed the look on her face, the same look she always got when she was committed to an idea.

"Simple. I'm going undercover!" Carla laughed.


Chapter Two

You already know Melanie but she might get suspicious if you approach her directly. So talk to someone else in the sorority and ask them about joining instead Carla reminded herself.

She had spent the rest of the evening after finishing her talk with Jason choosing her target. He had hinted at wanting a little less talking and a lot less clothing but she was too focused on her various theories.

The first was the most likely. Melanie was exchanging membership of her sorority for doing various work for all the members. This seemed straightforward when there were just a few people in the group but Carla knew of at least two dozen now and possibly more who just weren't living at the new dorms they had taken over. Far too many for her to be doing their work for, unless she had help from other students but that seemed less likely.

Next was that this was some kind of long-term prank on poor Melanie. Tricking her into thinking she was popular only to pull the rug at an event when they would all walk out on her suddenly. Again this seemed likely at first but the more time passed the less Carla rated this option as likely. Most of the women involved didn't have the greatest attention spans and some, like Helena, were far too nice to do something like that.

Then there were the more outlandish ideas. That Melanie was blackmailing them for instance. It would explain how she had no-one interested then suddenly whole clubs were signing up. If she had gotten one member to reveal a secret she could, in theory, make the whole team join up in exchange for her silence. Melanie would be 'popular' and whatever dark secret was being hidden wouldn't be exposed.

Carla also had an idea so out of left-field that she had laughed when she first thought of it.

Mind control.

The sudden recruitment of entire clubs. The change in personality amongst at least some of it's members. It sounded like a typical cult. Only Melanie was shy, not some charismatic leader able to brainwash some followers. Yet something about the idea made it impossible for Carla to dislodge it entirely. The idea that reserved loner Melanie was secretly commanding an army of brainwashed women on campus had gotten stuck in her head...

Silly. I'm sure it's probably the prank idea or maybe even the blackmail. If I can find out what she has on all of them maybe I can figure something out... She thought.

Then, as her class finished, she spotted a potential target. Someone she had spoken with a few times before and was definitely in Melanie's sorority.

"Harriet! Hey! How's it going?" Carla called out as she spotted her.

Harriet turned and at first had an annoyed look on her face. Thankfully that changed when she saw Carla and she broke out into a grin.

"Hey it's good thanks what about you?" Harriet asked.

Harriet had been on the swim team when they all signed up within days of each other. Like the sorority had just taken control of the club over a weekend leaving none remaining outside of Melanie's clutches.

Harriet wasn't the most popular girl but she was popular with guys. She had been through three boyfriends that year and who knows how many one-night stands. Well, since joining the sorority Carla knew exactly how many. Zero, since joining.

"Ugh my mom's on my case. Keeps telling me I'm not really 'experiencing university' unless I'm in a sorority. I just don't have the time you know?" Carla sighed dramatically.

It was such an obvious fishing for an invite that Carla wouldn't have been surprised if Harriet had just rolled her eyes and walked off. Instead she saw something click in the swimmers eyes however and she just beamed and nodded.

"Well you know I'm in Melanie's group right? It's super private and low-key. Wouldn't take up any time but it would get your mom off your back right?" She suggested helpfully.

Thank god, she's more of a 'dumb jock type' than I thought! Carla noted internally, surprised she hadn't seen through her plan.

"I know Melanie's been pretty busy lately. If you're sure I wouldn't be any trouble?" She asked.

"Oh no trouble! We have a system for this so she wouldn't need to be involved at all" Harriet told her happily.

System? They have an initiation system? Carla wondered.

Before she could press her further though Harriet asked if she could come over to Carla's dorm later to explain things and then they would go from there. Carla was a little disappointed she wasn't being asked to go to Harriet's place as it might give her a chance to snoop at their headquarters but accepted all the same.

Harriet also sent her a file with some sorority rules and Carla opened it up when she got home. She was so eager to start her infiltration though that she zoned out during the video.

Better hope I don't get tested on it Carla thought with a chuckle.

She doubted the requirements or rules were that onerous or half the cheerleaders wouldn't have made the cut. Sasha in particular had almost flunked out completely her first year and had ended up with a small team of younger guys doing her work for her in order to stay above the passing grade she needed.

After deciding to put on her 'date night' dress that was fairly short, red and with a slit down the left side in order to show she was trying to impress Carla waited eagerly for the knock at the door.

She had no idea just how significant that night would be.


Chapter Three

"Hey Carla! Nice dress! Seeing Jason again?" Harriet asked.

As Carla explained he couldn't come over for a while because his next free weekend was going to be with his family she couldn't help but notice Harriet eyeing her up. It was the same look the guy running the equipment locker had when she came to get her rowing stuff.

Is Harriet gay? I thought she was dating Lewis... Maybe bi? She wondered.

"So why did you join the sorority?" Carla asked curiously.

Harriet's smile became a frown for a moment. She sat down on Carla's bed as though deep in thought before shaking her head and then smiling back at her again.

"It's hard to remember exactly. I just remember this super great party with the whole team and suddenly Melanie was there and we just had an amazing time!" Harriet explained.

Well that raises more questions than it answers Carla thought.

The fact that Harriet didn't remember the full details made Carla wonder if she had gotten drunk and then been made to sign up while under the influence. It also fit with her more 'cult' like theory though that still wasn't the most realistic option by a long stretch.

"Well sounds good! So when can I head over to meet everyone?" Carla asked.

Harriet just laughed at that as she looked around Carla's room.

"Don't be too keen! I thought we could hang out a little tonight just us. After all you've not been vetted yet" Harriet pointed out.

"Vetted? Didn't realise things were so formal. Do you need references and a CV?" Carla teased.

"Nothing like that" Harriet smiled.

She then pulled out her phone and seemed to be taking a picture before she began asking Carla questions. Carla found her mind wandering while she answered them though, she had too much else to focus on.

Why did Harriet not fully remember why she joined? Why did new members have to be vetted rather than just do whatever pledging they needed? Why had Harriet been checking her out earlier? Why was it so hard to focus on Harriet's questions...

Suddenly snapping back to reality Carla agreed that she would come over to their sorority house tomorrow evening but that her and Harriet should hang out beforehand. It made sense if they were going to be sorority sisters if they got to know each other.

"I think you'll fit in great" Harriet told her reassuringly as she put her phone away.

Carla must have been looking worried as Harriet seemed to be trying to calm her down. Instead she just had a weird feeling in the back of her head. Like she was missing something. Something important.

"When you were asking me those questions about joining... Did you get asked the same one's?" She asked her curiously.

"I guess" Harriet shrugged.

"You don't remember?" Carla pressed.

Harriet leaned back a little while she tried to think back to her own 'vetting' but Carla suspected she'd get the same answer as before.

Carla noticed the low-cut top Harriet was wearing more than she had when her friend had first arrived. Now she found herself staring at the necklace gently resting on her chest. Her skin was pale for someone that spent so much time outside but there was a definite tan-line around the top of her chest.

"See something you like?" Harriet suddenly asked teasingly.

Carla found herself blushing. She had been caught staring at Harriet's chest and now she couldn't even remember why. She was checking out the necklace... Right?

"That necklace is pretty..." Carla tried to explain.

Harriet seemed very keen on Carla's interest though and seemed to deliberately be stretching now to show off her chest.

How does she swim so well with breasts like those... Hardly aerodynamic... Carla thought, perhaps trying to think of a logical reason to be admiring her friend so much.

"It's OK to look. We are both women here. Not like one of us is some pervy guy" Harriet said.

The way she said 'guy' with such disgust made Carla definitely put a tick in the 'lesbian' column for her but she found herself nodding.

"True! Like the weirdo at the equipment locker" She agreed.

Harriet nodded and they laughed as they went over the list of every incel, pervert or generally weird guy at school. There were a lot more of them then Carla realised. So many guys just didn't seem worth her time...

"Least I have Jason" Carla finally said.

"Sure... Though he's not exactly around much is he?" Harriet pointed out.

She was sitting closer to her now. Their knees were touching. Carla had never noticed how soft a woman's skin could be when pressed against hers.

"True... We have fun though! Like on calls and stuff" Carla said, feeling a little defensive now.

"Yeah I guess... Not nearly as fun as feeling someone's touch in person now though is it?" Harriet asked.

Harriet was now gently tracing her fingers up and down Carla's leg. She was going to tell her to stop but... Holding onto the idea of saying those words became increasingly difficult. All she could think about was how good Harriet's touch was. So much nicer than Jason's.

Wait... I love it when Jason touches me! She thought but it couldn't break her out of the state she had slipped into.

"No... It's been so long..." Carla nodded.

"So long to wait. So long without getting what you need" Harriet practically purred in her ear.

Carla was staring straight ahead now. Harriet's hands were roaming up and down her back as well as her legs. She did nothing to stop her. It was like the part of her brain that said 'no' had ceased to function. Like that option had been removed.

"I... I wait... For him..." Carla tried to argue.

Harriet put a finger to her lips and made a soft shushing noise in her ear that sent a shiver down her spine. Carla couldn't think straight. She tried to picture Jason in her mind but his usually appealing form just didn't seem to do anything for her. Harriet's soft touches and whispers in her ear though, that was definitely doing something.

Carla was fully aware of what was happening. Fully conscious of how she needed to make Harriet stop. She couldn't bring herself to utter the words though. Instead she sat there, complying with Harriet's soft words without even meaning to.

She didn't know at the time but her 'vetting' was about to get even more intense.


Chapter Four

"Mmmm no panties! Good girl" Harriet giggled.

Carla gasped as she felt Harriet's fingers so close to her pussy. She had definitely had panties on today, hadn't she? She remembered putting them on... Yet there was nothing to stop her friend's fingers roaming closer and closer.

"Hmmm?" Carla said stupidly, unable to form a better reply.

"That's right relax! It's been so long for you. We are going to be in the same sorority soon so it's my job to help you out. You're going to let me help you right?" Harriet asked seductively.

Carla nodded without thinking. She was so horny now. Hornier than she had ever felt and Harriet hadn't even touched her usual hotspots. Instead she just whispered in Carla's ear. Words that seemed to pass straight through her mind, in one ear and out the other.

"Help? But... I'm not... Not into girls" Carla said.

Saying those words alone seemed to drain her. She slumped back against Harriet who guided her to lay down on her bed. Harriet meanwhile seemed full of energy. Surveying Carla like a predator eyeing up their prey.

"I didn't say you were silly! This is sorority stuff. You want to join right? Well us sisters help each other out with whatever we need! I mean you were so eager to join right? To investigate?" Harriet asked.

Wait... Investigate? I didn't tell her about that! How did... How did she know... Carla wondered.

She couldn't deny Harriet's words though. It all made so much sense. She needed to investigate. To investigate she had to join. To join she had to let her new sorority sister help her...

"Hellllp... Meee...." She droned as she spread her legs just a little, an invitation to her eager friend.

That first touch on her pussy made Carla moan so deeply she clamped a hand over her mouth to cover the sound. She had never made a noise like that before. Harriet had barely touched her and she sounded like the women on those lesbian videos...

I don't watch lesbian porn... Why do I know what they sound like? Carla wondered but again she couldn't hold onto the thought, couldn't make sense of her mind or memories.

"That must feel so much better. A woman's touch. Women know what they are doing after all" Harriet told her softly as she began to trace little circles around Carla's clit.

"Woman... Yesss... Knowss..." Carla moaned out.

She arched her back, eager for more. Wanting more of Harriet's touch. Jason's name didn't even exist in her mind at that moment. Instead Harriet's soft-spoken seduction seemed to be breaking through her mind and sending her into a pleasurable daze.

"You have wanted this for a long time..." She told Carla as her fingers drifted lower and felt the wetness of Carla's pussy.

I'm not gay... Carla thought and yet...

She couldn't help but nod. Agree. Go along with whatever Harriet was saying to her. It all made so much sense when Harriet explained it all.

"Long time..." Carla agreed.

Harriet giggled and leaned in to kiss her. At first Carla froze. After feeling Harriet's soft supple lips on hers though something clicked in her mind and she began to kiss her back.

She kissed her with great need. With hunger. The tiredness of her mind suddenly gone as she kissed Harriet back with enthusiasm. Revelling in the feminine taste as Harriet slid a finger and then a second into her eager pussy.

"Fuck!" Carla gasped out as her friend began to finger her.

"That's it baby. Let it all out. Good girl. You're going to do so great when you meet the others" Harriet told her reassuringly.

Carla felt like she was floating. Her mind disconnected from her body. Harriet kept on talking but she couldn't hear her. Instead the pounding of her heartbeat and the heat spreading from between her legs consumed her. Like her whole body was going into overload faster than she could have ever imagined.

"I will! I will!" Carla said eagerly.

What she had agreed to was beyond her but it didn't matter. Harriet's lips, her fingers, her soft words, they were all that mattered.

Her dress was gone now. She hadn't noticed that happening but she was grateful that it was gone as now Harriet could plant soft kisses onto her ample chest. Giggling when Carla squirmed under her erotic assault.

"You told me they were sensitive but wow!" Harriet said happily before she swirled her tongue around Carla's nipple making the aroused woman whimper helplessly.

When did I... Oh never-mind! Carla wondered before dismissing it, she had probably said all kinds of stuff during their play after all!

Carla's breasts had always been sensitive but now every lick touch and caress from Harriet felt like they were completely overwhelming. Any thoughts of investigations were long gone and instead all she wanted was to feel Harriet's body on hers.

"So sensitive!" Carla gasped out as Harriet gently nibbled and sucked on each of her mounds in turn.

"Well why don't you pull out that nice toy of yours that you like so much and we can have some real fun tonight, then I'll take you to the sorority in the morning" Harriet offered.

It sounded like such a good offer that Carla didn't even question how she knew about her toy collection. Instead she reached into her drawer and pulled out her trusty vibrator and handed it over willingly.

The 'investigation' was off to a strong start!


Chapter Five

"That's better. So much better than that little boy of yours right?" Harriet said teasingly.

She had the vibrator pressed against Carla's clit with one hand while her other pinched and squeezed Carla's sensitive nipples. The pleasure was so strong Carla couldn't tell if she had already cum, was about to cum or was just finishing cumming. Her sheets were soaked that was for certain and now Harriet was also naked, having had her clothes ruined by Carla's juices. Not that she seemed to mind.

"My what?" Carla said before gasping and moaning once again.

She hadn't been thinking about Jason at all. Even his name was gone from her mind at that moment. This seemed to delight Harriet who giggled happily and nodded in acknowledgement.

"That's right. Women just do it so much better. All this pleasure from a woman's hands using your favourite toy. I remember my first time with a woman as I was being vetted, god her tongue felt so incredible. I've not been with a guy since!" Harriet moaned happily as she watched Carla writhe in pleasure underneath her.

No guys? But I like... I liked guys... I mean LIKE guys... Right? Carla wondered.

Another orgasm, or possibly the finishing of her first one, wiped the thought from her mind though. Harriet wasn't stopping there either.

She slid two fingers deep into Carla's soaked pussy and began to rub against her g-spot as the vibrator targeted her clit expertly. She couldn't help herself and was soon releasing another flood of her juices.

"Too... Good..." Carla moaned out.

Her mind felt sluggish again. Empty and slow. As though the more her pussy leaked the less she could think properly. Every orgasm slowly and surely driving her deeper and deeper into a more subdued and docile state.

"You need more sweetie..." Harriet told her, her voice suddenly firmer and more dominant.

Carla looked up at her and saw that same hungry look on her face. She tried to find the right words to explain her problem. To warn Harriet that she was going too far with this. That the pleasure was making it impossible for her to think properly. Instead she fumbled around and never found the right way to explain herself.

"More?" She found herself asking, a confused and submissive tone creeping into her voice that she had never heard from herself before.

Harriet nodded happily and pressed the toy more firmly against her clit, forcing another orgasm from Carla's overstimulated body.

"That's it! Accept pleasure! Accept joy! Accept my help!" Harriet moaned.

Despite Carla being incapable of doing anything to touch her back Harriet seemed on the brink of her own orgasm. As though Carla’s pleasure by itself was something she was getting off to. The idea managed to form in Carla’s fuzzy mind that Harriet must be really into pleasuring other women...

“Please! Help!” Carla moaned out greedily.

Even as every orgasm continued to dull her thoughts further she couldn’t help but want more. This was far beyond anything she had ever experienced. It was like Harriet had a direct link to her mind and knew exactly where and how to touch her. Now Harriet seemed intent on forcing more and more pleasure upon Carla.

All thoughts of her sexuality had been put far to the back of Carla’s mind, if such questions even existed at all. She wasn’t thinking about the fact Harriet was a woman, only that what she was doing to her felt so fucking good she didn’t want it to stop.

“You’re gonna love joining the sorority! We can do this all the time then!” Harriet moaned out.

The very idea of Carla becoming her sorority sister seemed to push Harriet over the edge. Carla could hear her moans and felt the rush of wetness but was incapable of actually offering any way to pleasure Harriet in return. She wanted to return the favour. To make Harriet feel even a fraction of what she was feeling.

“So fucking wet!” Carla gasped out as she managed to reach down between her own legs to discover she was wetter than she had ever been.

She tried to move her hand to Harriet’s pussy and the more dominant woman giggled a little in reply.

“This time is about you silly! Though if you want to know what my pussy feels like I can help you out” She told her.

This time? So there will be more... Fuck yes.... Carla’s horny brain thought as Harriet adjusted her position a little.

She moved Carla’s hand between her legs and Carla moaned once she felt the wetness of her friends pussy. She hadn’t touched herself at all and Carla had done nothing but take the onslaught of pleasure. Yet Harriet was just as wet as she was, if not more so!

“How?” She asked dazedly, unable to comprehend such a high level of arousal.

“I’ve learned how pleasure really works” Harriet said, slightly mysteriously and with a vacant look crossing over her face for just a brief moment.

Normally Carla would have picked up on something like that but what Carla was experiencing was so far from normal she just nodded her agreement. Who was she to argue when Harriet was quickly establishing herself as the best lover she had ever had.

“Too... Much...” Carla began to pleas after another shuddering orgasm.

She felt drained. Her body was exhausted from the constant cumming and her mind was a mushy mixture of arousal and an almost-empty feeling. She didn’t know how much more of this could take without passing out!

“Don’t worry sweetie, I know what I’m doing. I remember how Sasha was with my first time...“ Harriet moaned in remembrance.

Sasha... She did this... With her...? Carla briefly wondered.

Sasha was straight, Carla was certain of that... Wasn’t she? It felt hard to be certain of anything at that moment. The idea of beautiful Sasha pleasuring Harriet into a mindless puddle of arousal was so enticing though. She had never thought of Sasha in that way before but she hadn’t thought of Harriet that way either and yet here she was.

“One more... One more then you can have a nice sleep for me and I’ll take you to Melanie... Melanie will explain... Melanie always explains...” Harriet told her.

The tone of her voice was almost reverential now. As though speaking of some divine figure. All Carla could do in reply was utter a final moan, whether of pleasure or pure helpless defeat against Harriet’s skilful touches It wasn’t clear to either of them.

With that she finally surrendered to her exhaustion. She passed out from the pleasure right there in her bed as Harriet moaned softly through her own orgasm. She watched the sleeping Carla and smiled to herself, pleased at what she had accomplished.

She wasn’t done yet though and Harriet slipped a pair of earbuds into Carla’s ears while she slept and played the file she had ready on her phone. After that little task was done she moved the toy from Carla’s pussy to her own.

After all helping her sorority sisters meant she deserved a reward.

I hope Mistress is pleased... Harriet thought as she began to play with herself as Carla slept.

She couldn’t wait to show her off to the others, and for Carla to be fully inducted into the sorority...
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