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 Naughty Excerpt from “Sorority Fun” 
 
    My cell phone's alarm went off in the darkness of the pledge dormitory of Phi Tau Alpha, pulling me out of sleep. I didn't want to wake up. The weekend had been so exhausting. The futa-sisters of the sorority had enjoyed us pledges' bodies all weekend. I had never experienced such bliss as cock after cock entered me.  
 
    I sucked them, fucked them, and even took them in my asshole. I was double penetrated, cocks working in and out of both holes while I gasped and moaned, my hands full of tits. Being the plaything of a futa-sorority was hot. 
 
    But it was also exhausting. I barely found time to get my homework done. And now I had a week of classes ahead of me.  
 
    I rolled out of bed, naked save for the collar tight about my neck that read:  
 
    Phi Theta Alpha Pledge 
 
    Property of Angelica 
 
    Angelica was my main Mistress in the sorority, the senior sister that had first priority on my body. She was gorgeous with long, red hair that framed her freckled face. She always had this hungry, predatory gleam in her hazel eyes and it was so hot watching her clitoris swell into a thick, futa-cock, throbbing with the desire to fuck me. 
 
    I quickly made my bed—the pledges had to be neat—then walked to the shower naked, holding my toiletry bag in one hand, my towel in the other. I was the first pledge up, none had taken classes as early as I did. I left my glasses and my collar on the counter than walked to the open shower. The only privacy in the bathroom were the toilet stalls. 
 
    The water felt wonderful. I was beginning to wake up. I would need to buy a coffee before my first class, but I was getting ready for the day. I left the water drift over me for a moment, my black hair plastering to my back and shoulders, before I started washing my body. I ran my loofah all over, my perky tits topped by puffy, pink nipples down to my shaved pussy.  
 
    I had been shaved by Ursula Friday night, but I felt a bit of stubble. I grabbed my razor and began to shave my entire body, getting myself smooth and sexy. It was while I was shampooing my hair that I heard a lot of shouting from the pledges bedroom. 
 
    “Wake up, lazy sluts!” Angelica shouted, banging on what sounded like a pot. “Get your asses out of bed!” 
 
    I wondered what was going on. I rinsed my hair and grabbed my conditioner, wanting to finish up my shower as quickly as possible and get back over there. More shouts and bangs came from next door. I ducked my head under the water, the conditioner washed out. 
 
    “Here's the early bird,” Sang, the Korean sister, purred. “At least one of you isn't a lazy slut.” 
 
    “Thank you, Mistress,” I said. We had to call all senior sisters “Mistress.” My pussy always tingled when I did. I shut off the shower and reached for my towel.  
 
    “What is this?” Sang hissed, holding something up. It was blurry without my glasses on. I frowned, then I realized what it was. 
 
    “My collar, Mistress.” 
 
    “And why isn't it about your fucking neck, pledge?” She strode into the shower room, a blurry, angry figure. 
 
    “I...I was...showering.” I quailed before her. 
 
    She seized a fistful of my wet, black hair, yanking me towards her. “Pledges are supposed to wear these collars at all time.” 
 
    “But I...didn't want...” 
 
    “I don't give a damn what you wanted!” I winced as she pulled harder. “Come with me!” 
 
    I swiped my glasses as we passed the counter, putting them on my head as she dragged me through the basement lounge back into the pledge's bedroom. Angelica stood naked in the center, a pot in one hand, a ladle in the other. My fellow pledges were lined up, standing straight before our three bunk beds. 
 
    “Your slut thought she could take off her collar,” Sang hissed when we entered, holding it up with one hand. 
 
    Angelica's hazel eyes flashed on me and I blushed, looking down. “Ursula, get the paddle.” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress,” my friend squeaked, the blonde shooting me an apologetic glance as she scurried by. 
 
    To find out what happens next, read on! 
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 Sorority Fun 
 
    My cell phone's alarm went off in the darkness of the pledge dormitory of Phi Tau Alpha, pulling me out of sleep. I didn't want to wake up. The weekend had been so exhausting. The futa-sisters of the sorority had enjoyed us pledges' bodies all weekend. I had never experienced such bliss as cock after cock entered me.  
 
    I sucked them, fucked them, and even took them in my asshole. I was double penetrated, cocks working in and out of both holes while I gasped and moaned, my hands full of tits. Being the plaything of a futa-sorority was hot. 
 
    But it was also exhausting. I barely found time to get my homework done. And now I had a week of classes ahead of me.  
 
    I rolled out of bed, naked save for the collar tight about my neck that read:  
 
    Phi Theta Alpha Pledge 
 
    Property of Angelica 
 
    Angelica was my main Mistress in the sorority, the senior sister that had first priority on my body. She was gorgeous with long, red hair that framed her freckled face. She always had this hungry, predatory gleam in her hazel eyes and it was so hot watching her clitoris swell into a thick, futa-cock, throbbing with the desire to fuck me. 
 
    I quickly made my bed—the pledges had to be neat—then walked to the shower naked, holding my toiletry bag in one hand, my towel in the other. I was the first pledge up, none had taken classes as early as I did. I left my glasses and my collar on the counter than walked to the open shower. The only privacy in the bathroom were the toilet stalls. 
 
    The water felt wonderful. I was beginning to wake up. I would need to buy a coffee before my first class, but I was getting ready for the day. I left the water drift over me for a moment, my black hair plastering to my back and shoulders, before I started washing my body. I ran my loofah all over, my perky tits topped by puffy, pink nipples down to my shaved pussy.  
 
    I had been shaved by Ursula Friday night, but I felt a bit of stubble. I grabbed my razor and began to shave my entire body, getting myself smooth and sexy. It was while I was shampooing my hair that I heard a lot of shouting from the pledges bedroom. 
 
    “Wake up, lazy sluts!” Angelica shouted, banging on what sounded like a pot. “Get your asses out of bed!” 
 
    I wondered what was going on. I rinsed my hair and grabbed my conditioner, wanting to finish up my shower as quickly as possible and get back over there. More shouts and bangs came from next door. I ducked my head under the water, the conditioner washed out. 
 
    “Here's the early bird,” Sang, the Korean sister, purred. “At least one of you isn't a lazy slut.” 
 
    “Thank you, Mistress,” I said. We had to call all senior sisters “Mistress.” My pussy always tingled when I did. I shut off the shower and reached for my towel.  
 
    “What is this?” Sang hissed, holding something up. It was blurry without my glasses on. I frowned, then I realized what it was. 
 
    “My collar, Mistress.” 
 
    “And why isn't it about your fucking neck, pledge?” She strode into the shower room, a blurry, angry figure. 
 
    “I...I was...showering.” I quailed before her. 
 
    She seized a fistful of my wet, black hair, yanking me towards her. “Pledges are supposed to wear these collars at all time.” 
 
    “But I...didn't want...” 
 
    “I don't give a damn what you wanted!” I winced as she pulled harder. “Come with me!” 
 
    I swiped my glasses as we passed the counter, putting them on my head as she dragged me through the basement lounge back into the pledge's bedroom. Angelica stood naked in the center, a pot in one hand, a ladle in the other. My fellow pledges were lined up, standing straight before our three bunk beds. 
 
    “Your slut thought she could take off her collar,” Sang hissed when we entered, holding it up with one hand. 
 
    Angelica's hazel eyes flashed on me and I blushed, looking down. “Ursula, get the paddle.” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress,” my friend squeaked, the blonde shooting me an apologetic glance as she scurried by. 
 
    “When a pledge breaks the rules, they have to be disciplined,” Angelica announced. “So far, you have all been exceptionally good. But no longer. Gwen thinks she can take off her collar when she wishes. Can she, pledges?” 
 
    “No, Mistress!” the pledges shouted, their breasts heaving. 
 
    “That's right.” Angelica turned to me. “Put your collar back on.” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress,” I whispered, tears brimming in my eyes. I had let her down. 
 
    I grabbed the collar from Sang, putting it around my neck and cinching it tight, making sure the tag hung against my breastbone, prominently displayed. Ursula returned, handing over the wide, polished paddle made of hard oak. My butt-cheeks clenched. I had never been spanked before. 
 
    Sang stretched out on the carpeted floor, her clitoris swelling out of a black bush to form a thick, throbbing, futa-cock. Even fearful of my punishment, the sight of that cock made me wet. Juices trickled down my thigh as I trembled. 
 
    “Mount her and lean far over,” Angelica answered, kneeling beside Sang. “Sink your dirty cunt all the way on her cock.” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress.” 
 
    I obey, straddling Sang. I reached down, grasping her cock and guiding it to my wet pussy. Futas were so hard to resist. They were just so sexy. I rubbed the cock against my pussy, pushing back and groaning as the girth sank into my sheath.  
 
    “Mmm, what a tight cunt,” grinned Sang, pulling my head down so I lay stretched across her body, my pussy squeezing about her cock. My puffy nipples were hard, rubbing against her small breasts. 
 
    Air hissed. Pain flared on my ass. A resounding smack echoed through the room. 
 
    “One!” I gasped, my pussy clenching down on Sang's thick dick. “Thank you, Mistress.” 
 
    My ass stung, the pain slowly fading. I couldn't see what Angelica was doing as Sang cupped my face, forcing me stare into her eyes. The pain mixed with the pleasure churning in my pussy, warping together to form something more powerful. 
 
    Smack! 
 
    I yelped, sliding up Sang's cock before the Korean sister forced me back down. “Two! Thank you, Mistress!” 
 
    Both my butt-cheeks burned now. My skin felt so alive, so sensitive. I could feel every inch of Sang beneath me. Her hard nipples, her flat stomach, her strong fingers, her wiry pubic hair tickling my clit, and that thick cock my pussy was clenching down on. 
 
    Crack! 
 
    “Three! Thank you, Mistress!” 
 
    I ground my clit into Sang, the pleasure and pain growing. 
 
    Smack! 
 
    “Four! Thank you, Mistress!” 
 
    My hips shifted, trying to escape the pain and trying to increase my pleasure. 
 
    Smack! 
 
    “Five! Thank you, Mistress!” 
 
    My cries sound almost full of pleasure than pain. 
 
    “Dirty slut,” grinned Sang. “Massage my cock with your filthy cunt!” 
 
    Crack! 
 
    “Six! Thank you, Mistress!” 
 
    “You love it, slut!” hissed Sang. “You're a disgusting whore that just wants to be beaten and fucked!” 
 
    Her humiliating words made the passion swell. I ground my clit harder into her, my breath coming in ragged pants. 
 
    Smack! 
 
    “Seven! Thank you, Mistress!” 
 
    The pain was intense, burning hotter with each blow, than cooling slightly. 
 
    Crack! 
 
    “Eight! Thank you, Mistress!” 
 
    And then the next blow ramped up the temperature. Tears ran down my cheeks. My pussy squeezed harder about Sang's dick. I was filled with pleasure and pain swelling inside me. I was going to cum so hard. 
 
    Smack! 
 
    “Nine!” The pain was so intense, my hips squirming more, eager for the climax of my pleasure. “Thank you, Mistress!” 
 
    Crack! 
 
    “Ten!” I screamed as my pussy exploded. Bliss poured through me. “Yes! Thank you, Mistress! Yes, yes!” 
 
    I trembled atop Sang, my sheath convulsing about her cock. Our skin pressed together, sensual bliss roaring through me. I kissed her, thrusting my tongue into her mouth as I ground my clit harder into her pubic hair, wanting to experience more rapture. 
 
    A weight settled atop me. A cock thrust into my ass. 
 
    Angelica was fucking me from behind. 
 
    I bucked between them, impaled on both their cocks. Every time Angelica slammed into me, her groin pressed against my flaming ass. The pain was intense, sending jolts of agony that merged with my pleasure, driving me to another orgasm. 
 
    “Will you ever take off my collar again, pledge?” hissed Angelica. 
 
    “No, Mistress!” I screamed, working my hips to pleasure both of these futas. “I'm your pledge-slave! Your futa-slut!” 
 
    The words were so filthy. They made me feel so dirty. My pleasure swelled and then crashed through me. My pussy and asshole squeezed down on both invading cocks. I moaned, my vision dancing with stars. I couldn't think. I could only feel the pleasure of their cocks and the pain of my punishment.  
 
    “That's right, slut! You're mine!” Angelica drove hard into me, her cock erupting hot, futa-cum into my bowels. She drove me all the way down on Sang's cock, my pussy still writhing as orgasm after orgasm rolled through me. 
 
    Sang's cock erupted into my pussy, pumping load after load of cum into me. For a moment, I wondered if her sperm could impregnate me. There was so much about these futas I wanted to learn. I was majoring in biochemistry, and I wanted to understand how this was possible. How could they give me my own cock? 
 
    Angelica pulled her softening cock out of my ass, standing up. “Join the other pledges, Gwen.” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress.” I was sweaty, well-fucked mess as I stood up, staggering to my place beside Ursula. Futa-cum leaked out of my holes, trickling down my thighs. I was going to have to take another shower. I would remember not to take off my collar again. 
 
    “Okay, now that Gwen is done wasting our time,” Angelica smiled, her nipples hard.  
 
    “Though it was a fun time-waster,” Sang grinned, her futa-cock shrinking back into her clit. “Very satisfying.” 
 
    I blushed. Would I ever stop blushing? After a weekend of being used by these futas, I would have thought I was beyond embarrassment. 
 
    “For your first week, we have a competition.” Angelica grabbed a bag I hadn't noticed on the floor. “You will wear these shirts and your shortest skirts, with no panties, all week.” Angelica tossed me the pink t-shirt. They seemed normal, and then I saw what was printed on the front: 
 
    I want to please 
 
    your pussy cat! 
 
    Phi Theta Alpha 
 
    Pledge 
 
    There was a picture of a cat sprawled on her back, her legs spread wide. 
 
    “You need to please as many pussies as you can this week. Any woman that asks that you please her pussy, you will. With your mouths, your fingers, or anything else they want. In exchange, they have to give you their panties.” 
 
    “And don't think you can cheat,” Sang added, giving us all a hard look. “We'll know.” 
 
    “The pledge that has the most panties will be exempt from cleaning the house this weekend. The pledge with the least number of panties will have to do her cleaning with this.” She reached into the bag and pulled out a tapered, rubber object that almost resembled a Christmas tree. “Do you know what this is?” 
 
    “A butt-plug,” Ursula giggled. 
 
    My eyes widened. 
 
    “Yep. The loser will wear this all weekend long. It's a big one. Your ass will be expanded.” 
 
    “So get all the panties you can,” Angelica added. “Now get ready for class.” 
 
    I was going to lose. How could I seduce a bunch of women? I was so shy. I quickly re-showered, almost panicking. I was going to have that butt-plug shoved up my ass all weekend long. I dressed, pulling on the tight t-shirt and found my shortest skirt, which wasn't all that short. Ursula had a short skirt. She would have to be careful not to flash her ass just walking around school. 
 
    I grabbed my bag and rushed to class. I didn't have time to buy my morning coffee. 
 
    I felt like everyone was watching me. Every guy grinned at my shirt, calling me “dyke” or “rug muncher” or “muff diver” as I passed. Girls would see it and blanch in disgust or give me big grins. Were they interested? I wanted to work up the courage to say I would do it to the grinning girls, but I always chickened out. 
 
    I retreated to the library around noon to study. I wolfed down a sandwich I bought out of a vending machine—egg salad—on the walk, my cheeks crimson. My pussy had been wet all day, itching for relief. 
 
    The library TA—a brunette with a nose piercing and dressed in a black skirt and tight, black t-shirt—blinked when she saw my shirt. Then she smiled and nodded at me, her eyes shining with interest. I should go over to her and tell her I meant what the shirt said. I needed it for the competition. 
 
    I studied instead.  
 
    But it was so hard to care about the history of the French Revolution when my pussy itched so badly. As the day dragged on, I hoped the other pledges were doing just as bad. Maybe they were all as shy as I was? Besides, how many girls would actually let a stranger go down on them? 
 
    That evening, Ursula had two pairs of panties, the other four had one each. Angelica gave me such a disappointed look. “I know you're shy, Gwen,” she whispered in my ear after we made love, our bodies drenched in passion. “But you need to come out of your shell. You'll enjoy college so much more.” 
 
    “But...” I whispered. 
 
    “I get it. You're afraid they'll think you're a pervert. Well, here's the newsflash, every human is a pervert. Some of us just bury down our deviance so deep it never comes up. They're all repressed. It's so terrible. Don't be like them. Embrace your perversity. Go out and have fun. Your body was made for it.” 
 
    “You really think I can seduce someone?”  
 
    “I know you can. Just have confidence. You'll see the girls that are interested. Their eyes will light up.” Her futa-cock pressed hard against my side. “You are so sexy. That's why I chose you. Out of all the freshman I saw, you were the one that made me the most hard. You have a sexy body. I want you to go out and work it tomorrow.” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress,” I nodded. 
 
    “Good,” she grinned, pressing my legs apart. “I need another taste of my sweet Gwen's pussy before I do my homework.” 
 
    I gasped as her cock penetrated my wet pussy. I was already full of her futa-cum, so her cock slid in easy. Pleasure poured through me. The bed creaked as she slammed her hips into me. I groaned, bucking my hips, grinding my clit into her pubic bone. 
 
    My legs tightened about her. Our breasts pressed together. I let myself get lost in the bliss, her words echoing in my mind. If Angelica, the most beautiful woman in the world, believed in me, thought that I was sexy, I could do this. I could seduce a woman. 
 
    “Fuck me, Mistress!” I moaned. The pleasure swelled through me. I loved her cock in me. 
 
    “You like it! You're a dirty slut! Remember that! You're the biggest, dirtiest, filthiest slut on campus! You'll do anything with any woman!” 
 
    “I will, Mistress!' I gasped, my fingers digging into Angelica's ass, spurring her to pound my pussy harder. I loved it. The pleasure burned through me. I shuddered, my climax pouring rapture through every inch of my body. 
 
    “That's it! What a hot, little cunt you are!” Angelica gasped. “You cum so fast! You are a firecracker! Mmm, you are going to make so many women happy.” 
 
    The next day I walked with confidence through the halls of our campus, my hips shaking. I was beautiful. I was hot. I could do this. I was on the lookout for the women that saw the shirt and gave that shy smile. 
 
    “I'll do it,” I grinned, arching my eyes at a black-haired girl. 
 
    She let out a wicked giggle, walking off with her friends. 
 
    “I'm very good at pleasing pussies,” I whispered to another girl after my chemistry class. “You will be satisfied.” 
 
    “Oh, my god, you are such a slut,” she laughed, her cheeks crimson. She bit her lip, looking around. “I don't know.” 
 
    “Think about it,” I told her, touching her wrist. “College is all about experimentation.” 
 
    “I got to go.” Her eyes burned with desire, but she was allowing herself to be repressed. 
 
    I decided to head to the library, hoping that cutie was still there. I remembered the interest that shown in her eyes. I was going to seduce her. I believed it. I strode into the library, fixing a smoky gaze on her as she worked behind the counter. 
 
    “Still wearing that naughty shirt,” she grinned, her delicate face framed by curly, brown hair. “Didn't have time to change this morning? What sexy pussy did you please last night?” 
 
    I licked my lips. “A redhead.” I leaned on the counter. “But I wouldn't mind pleasing a nice, curly brunette today.” 
 
    “You are so bold,” she laughed, her hand reaching out, brushing mine. “I always like a girl that knows what she wants.” 
 
    “And I want to please your pussy cat,” I told her. “I'm very skilled and very eager.” 
 
    Her hand reached out, touching my collar. “And your mistress won't mind?” 
 
    “She's the one that told me to do this.” 
 
    “You sorority girls are a bunch of sluts.” She looked around. “I could use a break. Meet me in the Asian History section. No one goes back there.” 
 
    I did it. I was seducing my first woman. I couldn't help watching her ass shake as she crossed the room. Her skirt was tight, clinging to each bubbly cheek. Her legs were clad in fishnet stockings, pale flesh peeking through the black lines. So sleek.  
 
    I waited a minute, then I followed her. 
 
    My nipples hardened beneath my shirt, rubbing against the fabric, and a trickle of juices ran down my thigh. I adjusted my glasses as I walked back into the bookshelves. A week ago, I would never have thought I could make love to a strange girl in the library. I didn't even know her name. 
 
    I was so naughty. 
 
    She had a grin on her face as she leaned against the bookshelves. “Are you really going to pleasure my pussy?” Her eyebrows arched. 
 
    “I don't want to lose the competition,” I answered. “Um, I will need your panties.” 
 
    “Pretty cheap,” she shrugged. “Why don't you kneel before me and pull them down.” 
 
    My hands trembled as knelt down before her. It felt right to be on my knees. She looked down on me, her hand toying with my black hair. I slid up her fishnet-stocking legs, dipping beneath her skirt. She grew warmer the closer I grew. I brushed her skimpy panties. I traced the edge. She wore them over her fishnets. That was so kinky. 
 
    I found the waistband, just a thin strip disappearing around her. Not a pair of panties, but a thong. Just enough to cover her. I pulled them down. A spicy, intoxicating scent flooded my nose, mixing with the salt of her skin. She was excited, eager to be pleased. 
 
    “You are just the cutest thing,” she grinned. “Mmm, those glasses. I love the sexy nerd vibe you have going on.” 
 
    “Thanks,” I smiled. 
 
    “Well, you have my panties. It's time to pleasure my pussy.” 
 
    I pushed my face beneath her skirt. It was dark and warm, her scent filling my nose. I found her pussy, covered by the fishnet stockings, tiny bands of nylon stretching across her swollen labia. She was shaved, her lips flushed with juices. 
 
    I took my first lick. Delicious juices poured down my throat. She moaned, her hips humping, smearing her pussy across my lips. I licked harder, my hand dipping down to stroke my aching clit beneath my own skirt.  
 
    “That's it, little slut,” she groaned. “Mmm, work that tongue.” 
 
    I did, probing between the nylon strips, drinking down her spicy juices. My fingers stroked my small clit. I couldn't wait until I was a full sister and was given my futa-cock. I imagined it thrusting out before me, thick and throbbing, eager to be buried into her pussy. As I ate her pussy, I imagined I was getting her ready for my thick dick, making sure her cunt was nice and juicy so I could bury all the way into her. 
 
    I bet it would feel amazing. 
 
    I swirled my tongue inside her aching pussy, getting lost in my own fantasy. Pleasure trembled through her as I rose up, my cock bobbing hard, and I buried into her. She would be silky hot wrapped around my cock, bucking against me.  
 
    Fuck me with your thick, futa-cock, she moaned in my imagination.  
 
    I fingered myself harder as I my free hand jabbed two fingers into her sopping pussy. She was tight and squishy. She would feel so wonderful wrapped around my futa-cock. My fingers pumped faster, fucking her harder. 
 
    Pound me, Gwen! Pound my dirty pussy with your big, thick cock! 
 
    The pleasure swelled through me. I moaned around her clitoris, sucking hard on her nub. Her hips jerked and quivered, rolling into my thrusting digits. She gasped and moaned, her fingers digging into my hair and her thighs pressing tight about my face. 
 
    My orgasm crashed through me. I pictured my thick, futa-cum pumping into her pussy, the little sperm swimming around, looking to find her fertile egg. I moaned and gasped into her clit, my juices dripping out of my pussy to form a puddle on the floor. 
 
    “You fucking slut!” she gasped. Her pussy convulsed about my fingers, her hips bucked one more time. She let out a loud screech, then slumped away from me. “Oh, fuck, that was good.” 
 
    “Thanks,” I grinned, licking my lips.  
 
    She shook her head, looking down at me, trying to catch her breath. “That was hot. You really know how to please a pussy.” 
 
    I beamed at her compliment. 
 
    “What's your name, pussy licker? I'm Denise.” 
 
    “Gwen.” 
 
    “You said this was a competition?” 
 
    “Yeah, the other pledges and I have to gather as many panties as we can.” 
 
    “How long do you have?” 
 
    “Until Friday,” I smiled. 
 
    She nodded her head. “Come by tomorrow, I bet I'll have another pair of panties for you. If you bring that wonderful tongue along.” 
 
    I nodded, grinning at her. 
 
    The rest of the week was amazing. Denise gave me three more pairs of panties, each time gasping and moaning as I licked her pussy. The last time, we sixty-nined and I squirted my juices all across her face. There were other women I seduced as well. My English professor was quite keen to get her pussy licked. 
 
    That was hot. She sat on her desk, her skirt riding up. She wore thigh-high, brown stockings held up by a black garter belt. I had to unhook the garter to get her lacy panties off—she should have worn her panties over the straps—and then I buried my face into her busy, brown snatch. I licked and sucked, drinking down her tart musk as she gasped and moaned. 
 
    We never said a word about it when I saw her again on Friday, but she had this big smile when she looked at me. 
 
    I licked girls in the bathroom, in their dorm rooms, and one in the backseat of her car in the middle of the parking lot, the shocks squeaking as she gasped and moaned, humping her delicious pussy into my mouth. 
 
    My best haul was Friday. I claimed six panties. I felt confident that I wasn't going to lose. I may even win. That evening, I waited down in the basement of the sorority house, naked save for my collar, holding my bag containing the eighteen panties I had claimed. 
 
    “Okay, pledges,” Angelica smiled, looking out at us. “Show us just how slutty you were this week.” 
 
    Jessye, the curvy, African-American beamed as she dumped fifteen panties down. “Two are from my professors,” she proudly said.  
 
    Ursula dumped twenty-three panties down, my blonde friend beaming. 
 
    “When did you find time to go to class?” Sang, Ursula's Mistress, gasped. 
 
    “Oh, I did a few, group projects,” she admitted. “I joined the Lesbians for Equality.” 
 
    “That's cheating!” gasped Gabriela, the fiery redhead.  
 
    “It's smart,” Angelica grinned. “So, Gabriela, how many panties?” 
 
    “Twelve,” she muttered. “I had a big project for my art class.” 
 
    Caelia had seventeen and Sherie had fifteen. Everyone looked at me. I could see the hope brimming in Gabriela's green eyes. She didn't think shy, mousy me could seduce a lot of women. I proudly dumped my panties down. “Eighteen. I had a few repeat customers.” 
 
    “Cheating!” Gabriela gasped again. 
 
    “Did they give you fresh panties each time?” Angelica asked. 
 
    “Yep,” I nodded. 
 
    “I think you better bend over and take your butt plug, Gabriela,” grinned Angelica, putting her arm around me. “Ursula, you won, so why don't you get the honors.” 
 
    Ursula beamed, grabbing the thick butt plug and a bottle of lube. I leaned my head against Angelica's shoulder, loving the feel of my futa-Mistress against me. My hand slid down her body, pushing between her thighs and stroking her clit. 
 
    “You eager to be fucked?” she whispered. 
 
    “I am,” I grinned, stroking her clit. I wanted to be fucked. So why not let her know? 
 
    Gabriela gasped as Ursula shoved in the butt plug. I barely noticed. Angelica was leading me upstairs to her bedroom. My first week as a pledge was over. I had already changed so much. And in three more weeks, I would have the biggest change ever. 
 
    I would have a futa-cock. 
 
    Until then, I was going to enjoy getting fucked by one. 
 
    Want to read the next part? Click here for Initiating the Futa! 
 
    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 “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. 
 
    If you want to read more, click here for Pledging Obedience (Pledging the Futa Sorority 1)! 
 
   


  
 

 Other Works by Reed James 
 
    Check out Reed James's catalog of hot, sexy erotica on Amazon! If you like cheating wives, swinging couples, futanari, or sexy lesbians, the there is a steamy erotica for you! 
 
    Futanari Coeds (Futa-on-Female, Futa-on-Futa, College, Orgy, Cheating) 
 
    My Roommate's Futa Lover 
 
    Futa's Broken Heart 
 
    Saving My Futa Lover 
 
    Futanari Cheerleaders (Futa-on-Female, Futa-on-Futa, Cheerleaders, College) 
 
    Futa Shakes Her Pompoms 
 
    The Venus Squad 
 
    The Cheer Captain's Reward 
 
    Futa Struts Her Stuff 
 
    Futa's Honeypot 
 
    The Futas' Cheer 
 
    St. Futa College (Futa-on-Female, Futa-on-Futa, College, Virgin, Nun) 
 
    Dress Code 
 
    Hands-On Lesson 
 
    Volleyball Fun 
 
    Pledging the Futa Sorority (Futa-on-Female, Futa-on-Futa, Virgin, Gender Swap, College) 
 
    Pledging Obedience 
 
    Sorority Fun 
 
    Initiating the Futa 
 
    Gender Swapped Coed (Futa-on-Female, Gender Swap, Orgy, College) 
 
    Shopping with the Futa 
 
    Teaching the Futa 
 
    Assisting the Futa 
 
    Futa Fertility Research (Futa-on-Female, Futa-on-Futa, Gender Swap, Impregnation) 
 
    Seducing the Futa Patrons 
 
    Gender Bending Experiments 
 
    Fertile Patient 
 
    Dominated at St. Futa College (Futa-on-Female, Futa-on-Futa, Menage, BDSM) 
 
    Dorm Submission 
 
    Discipline by Cop 
 
    Spanked in the Chapel 
 
    Queen of Futa Academy (Futa-on-Female, Futa-on-Futa, Orgy, College) 
 
    Futa Teacher's Pets 
 
    The Headmistress 
 
    Futa Teacher Surprise 
 
    The New Queen 
 
    Naughty Futa Students 
 
    Futa Discipline 
 
    Futa Fertility Treatment (Futa-on-Female, Gender Swap, Pregnancy, Lactation) 
 
    Gender-Bending Medicine 
 
    Futa Lamaze Class 
 
    Futa Nursing Coach 
 
    Queen of the Futa Dorm (Futa-on-female, BDSM, College) 
 
    Serving the Queen 
 
    Extra-Curricular Fun 
 
    Cheering the Futa 
 
    HuCow Futa College (Futa-on-Female, HuCow, Lactation, College, Spanking) 
 
    Disciplining the HuCow 
 
    HuCow Submission 
 
    Futa's Submissive HuCow 
 
    Futa College Exhibitionism (Futa-on-Female, Futa-on-Futa, Public Sex) 
 
    Innocence Displayed 
 
    Futa Innocent Passion 
 
    Locker Room Seductress 
 
    Naked Delight 
 
    Naked Menage 
 
    School Spirit Exhibitionism 
 
    Futanari Coach (Futa-on-Female, College, Virgin, Orgy) 
 
    Massaged by the Futa 
 
    Coached by the Futa 
 
    The Team's Futa Reward 
 
    Futa Coed Dorm (Futa-on-Female, MILF, Virgin, Gender Swap) 
 
    Married MILF Seduction 
 
    Taboo Coed Seduction 
 
    Gender Swap Seduction 
 
    Teacher Futa Seduction (Futa-on-Female, College, Teacher/Student) 
 
    Pregnant MILF Delight 
 
    Dominated by the Teacher 
 
    Lesbian Teachers Seduced 
 
    Pregnant Futa Passion (Futa-on-Female, Hot Wife, Pregnant) 
 
    Pregnant Futa Menage 
 
    Futa & the Pregnant Wife 
 
    Futa Lamaze Passion 
 
    Futa Werewolf's Coeds (Futa-on-Female, Virgin, Shifter, College) 
 
    Chased by the Futa Werewolf 
 
    Futa Werewolf Menage 
 
    Moonlit Futa Passion 
 
    Futa Bridal Shop (Futa-on-Female, Cheating, Brides) 
 
    Seduced by the Futa Brides 
 
    Fitting the Bride 
 
    Bride's Naughty Jitters 
 
    Futa Shifter Discovery (Futa-on-Futa, Shifter, Breeding, Gangbang) 
 
    The Futa Shifter's Seed 
 
    Futa Pregnant Exploration 
 
    Exploring the Futa Shifters 
 
   


  
 

 About the Author 
 
    Reed James is a thirty year-old guy living in Tacoma, WA. “I love to write, I find it freeing to immerse myself in a world and tell its stories and then share them with others.” He's been writing naughty stories since high school, furiously polishing his craft, and finally feels ready to share his fantasies with the world. 
 
    “I love writing about women who want to be a little (or a lot) naughty, people expressing their love for each other as physically and kinkily as possible, and women loving other women. Whether it's a virgin experiencing her/his first time or a long-term couple exploring the bounds of their relationships, it will be a hot, erotic story!” 
 
    Check out his Amazon Author Page, follow him on twitter @NLPublications, like him on Facebook, and visit his blog where you can sign up for his newsletter and receive two free ebooks. 
 
      
 
  
  
 images/00001.jpeg
2. S |
Orority"Fun
gPledgingithe EutatSorority 2






