
        
            
                
            
        

    
Chapter 1: "Rush Week Initiation"

The late August heat pressed against Mia Harrison's skin as she stood before the imposing three-story Victorian mansion that housed Zeta Pi Omega. The most elite sorority on campus was draped in their signature purple and silver banners, and even from the sidewalk, Mia could hear the bass of music thumping from within. Her palms were slick with sweat, and not just from the summer temperature.

"This is it," she whispered to herself, smoothing down the hem of her carefully selected black cocktail dress-tight enough to show off her athletic curves but not so slutty that she'd look desperate. At least, that's what her roommate had assured her. "Don't fuck this up."

Rush week had been a blur of forced smiles, fake laughs, and catty competition, but Zeta Pi was worth it. Everyone knew they ruled Westlake University's social scene. Their parties were legendary, their connections unmatched, and their sisterhood apparently unbreakable. What few discussed openly, but everyone whispered about, were the rumors of their sexual escapades-the kind that made Mia's nipples harden just thinking about them.

After four grueling days of interviews, socials, and evaluations, Mia had made it to the final round-the exclusive midnight party where only fifteen potential pledges remained. By morning, they'd select their five new sisters.

"ID?" asked a statuesque blonde at the door, her icy blue eyes scanning Mia from head to toe.

"Mia Harrison. I'm on the final list." She tried to keep her voice steady, handing over the embossed purple invitation she'd received that morning.

The blonde's professional demeanor cracked as her lips curved into a smile. "Oh, we know exactly who you are, Mia. I'm Vanessa, Social Chair." She leaned in close, her perfume expensive and intoxicating. "Everyone's quite impressed with you so far."

Mia's heart skipped. "Really?"

"Mmhmm. But tonight's when it really counts." Vanessa winked, stepping aside. "Come in. Grab a drink. You're gonna need it."

The interior of Zeta Pi was even more impressive than its reputation-hardwood floors gleamed under crystal chandeliers, plush furniture filled conversation nooks, and everywhere Mia looked, impossibly beautiful women mingled with the nervous energy of potential pledges. Unlike the previous events, this party was sisters-only-no frat boys, no other students, just Zeta Pi and their chosen candidates.

"Mia! You made it!" A familiar voice called out. It was Taylor, another freshman from her dorm who'd been gunning for Zeta Pi since orientation. Tall with chestnut hair and legs for days, Taylor had the confidence Mia secretly envied. "Can you believe we're actually here? Final fucking round!"

"I know, it's surreal," Mia admitted, accepting a flute of champagne from a passing tray. "Do you know what happens tonight? Everyone's being so mysterious."

Taylor lowered her voice. "Supposedly there's some kind of final test. My RA was in Zeta Pi, and she just smirked when I asked, saying I'd find out soon enough if I was 'Zeta Pi material.'" She sipped her drink, eyeing the room. "But look around-they've only got the hottest girls left. That has to mean something, right?"

Mia had noticed that too. Every remaining pledge candidate was stunning-athletic bodies, perfect hair, flawless makeup. She suddenly felt a flutter of insecurity about her own 5'4" frame, though she knew her perky C-cups and tight ass from years of soccer had drawn plenty of attention.

"Welcome, ladies of distinction," a commanding voice silenced the room. At the top of the grand staircase stood Madison Reed, Zeta Pi Omega's president. With raven hair cascading down her back, olive skin that glowed under the lights, and curves that had launched a thousand freshman fantasies, Madison was campus royalty.

"Tonight marks the culmination of your rush journey with Zeta Pi," Madison continued, descending the stairs with practiced grace. "By dawn, only five of you will earn the privilege of calling this house your home, and these women your sisters."

Mia gripped her champagne flute tighter, determined to be among those five.

"Zeta Pi isn't like other sororities," Madison's voice dropped to a seductive pitch that made the hair on Mia's arms stand up. "We demand excellence in everything-academics, social graces, loyalty... and pleasure."

A ripple of whispers moved through the pledges while the sisters exchanged knowing smiles.

"Sisterhood is built on trust, vulnerability, and satisfaction," Madison continued, now standing in the center of the room. "Tonight, you'll demonstrate your willingness to provide all three." She clapped her hands twice, and suddenly the sisters were moving with purpose, clearing furniture and ushering the pledges toward the back of the house.

Mia shot Taylor a wide-eyed look, but her friend seemed equally confused as they were herded down a hallway and into a large room Mia hadn't seen during house tours. It appeared to be some kind of chapter room, with a raised dais at one end and tiered seating along the walls. The lighting was dim, cast primarily from candles in purple holders.

"Take a seat, pledges," instructed Vanessa, gesturing to cushions arranged in a semi-circle on the floor.

Mia's heart hammered against her ribs as she sank onto a velvet cushion. Around her, the other fourteen candidates looked equally nervous, though a few seemed to carry a knowing air, as if they'd been tipped off about what was coming.

The sisters filed in, taking positions on the tiered seating, their faces illuminated by candlelight. The effect was almost ceremonial-beautiful and intimidating. Madison entered last, wearing what appeared to be a silken purple robe over her cocktail dress.

"For over a century, Zeta Pi Omega has maintained a tradition of excellence and exclusivity," Madison began, standing before them. "Our final selection process has remained unchanged since 1923, and has never failed to identify those truly worthy of our letters."

She untied her robe, letting it slip from her shoulders. Beneath it, she wore only a tiny purple thong, her full breasts exposed to the room. Mia's mouth went dry at the sight of Madison's perfect body-caramel nipples hardened in the cool air, toned stomach tapering to curvy hips.

"The final test is simple," Madison announced, her voice carrying despite its softness. "Pleasure is the cornerstone of Zeta Pi sisterhood. We take care of each other in every way. Tonight, you'll demonstrate your willingness to put your sisters' satisfaction above your own."

A sister wheeled out what looked like a throne onto the dais-plush and purple with the Zeta Pi crest embroidered on its back.

"Each of you will have exactly five minutes to demonstrate your oral abilities on me," Madison stated matter-of-factly, as if she were discussing a academic exam. "I will judge your enthusiasm, technique, and willingness to please. The five who impress me most will receive their bids in the morning."

Mia's pussy clenched involuntarily, a rush of wetness dampening her thong. She'd fantasized about women before-even made out with a couple at high school parties-but she'd never gone down on one. The thought of her first time being a performance in front of an audience made her simultaneously terrified and embarrassingly aroused.

"This is fucking insane," whispered the girl next to her, though Mia noticed she was pressing her thighs together tightly.

"It's your choice to continue," Madison said, taking her seat on the throne. "Anyone uncomfortable with proving their devotion may leave now." She spread her legs slightly, the tiny purple thong barely concealing her pussy. "No judgment. Not everyone is Zeta Pi material."

Mia watched as three girls stood immediately, faces flushed with embarrassment or anger, and walked out. Madison didn't even acknowledge their departure, her eyes coolly assessing the remaining twelve.

"Alphabetically by last name," announced Vanessa, consulting a tablet. "Alison Bennett, you're first."

A tall blonde with a pixie cut took a deep breath and approached the dais. Mia watched, captivated, as Madison casually hooked her fingers into her thong and slid it down her toned legs, revealing a perfectly waxed pussy with glistening folds.

"Your time begins now," said Vanessa, starting a timer on her phone.

Alison knelt between Madison's thighs with practiced ease that suggested this wasn't her first time pleasuring a woman. Madison's fingers tangled in the girl's short hair, guiding her mouth to her center. The room fell silent except for the wet sounds of Alison's eager mouth and Madison's soft, controlled breathing.

Mia couldn't tear her eyes away as Alison worked Madison's pussy with obvious skill-licking broad strokes up her slit, circling her clit, occasionally dipping her tongue inside. Madison maintained her composure, though Mia noticed her thighs tightening around Alison's head.

"Time," called Vanessa after precisely five minutes. Alison pulled back, her chin slick with Madison's juices, a hopeful smile on her face.

"Thank you, Alison," Madison said formally, though her chest was rising and falling more rapidly than before. "Next."

One by one, the candidates took their turn. Some approached with confidence, clearly experienced, while others were more hesitant but eager to learn. Madison offered occasional guidance-"more pressure," "focus on the clit," "use your fingers too"-but mostly maintained her poised demeanor, though Mia noticed her getting progressively more flushed as each girl took her turn.

The waiting was excruciating. Mia, with the last name Harrison, knew she'd be somewhere in the middle. She tried to study the techniques of the girls who went before her, noting which movements seemed to make Madison's breath catch or her thighs quiver.

"Mia Harrison," Vanessa finally called.

Mia's legs felt like jelly as she stood. Taylor gave her a discreet thumbs-up as she passed, whispering, "You got this."

Madison's pussy was visibly wet now, her outer lips swollen and pink from the attention of the previous girls. She looked directly into Mia's eyes, a challenge in her gaze. "Show me what you've got, freshman."

Mia knelt between Madison's spread thighs, the scent of arousal hitting her immediately-musky, sweet, intoxicating. Up close, Madison's pussy was even more beautiful-delicate pink folds glistening with moisture, her clit peeking out from its hood.

Taking a deep breath, Mia leaned forward and gave an experimental lick from Madison's entrance up to her clit. The taste was nothing like she'd imagined-tangy, complex, addictive. Madison's subtle moan encouraged her.

"That's it," Madison breathed. "Don't be shy."

Something primal awakened in Mia as she dove in with newfound hunger, her tongue exploring every fold and crevice. What she lacked in experience, she made up for in enthusiasm, using the responses of Madison's body as guidance. When she sucked Madison's clit between her lips, the sorority president's hips bucked slightly.

"Fuck, that's good," Madison murmured, her composure slipping for the first time. Her fingers wound into Mia's long brown hair, pulling her closer.

Emboldened, Mia slipped a finger inside Madison's wet heat while continuing to suck and lick her clit. The tight, velvety feel of Madison's pussy gripping her finger sent a jolt of arousal through Mia's own body. She added a second finger, curling them upward as she'd done to herself countless times.

"Oh shit," Madison gasped, her thighs beginning to tremble. "Right there, don't fucking stop."

Mia doubled her efforts, pumping her fingers in rhythm with her tongue, determined to make Madison cum before her time was up. She was vaguely aware of the sisters watching, some leaning forward with interest now that their president was showing signs of actually losing control.

"Thirty seconds," Vanessa called, her own voice huskier than before.

Madison's pussy clenched around Mia's fingers, her breathing becoming erratic. "Fuck, I'm gonna cum," she hissed, grinding against Mia's face.

Mia sealed her lips around Madison's clit and sucked hard while her fingers pressed firmly against the front wall of her pussy. With a choked cry, Madison came, her body shuddering as wetness gushed around Mia's fingers and onto her chin.

Instead of pulling away, Mia kept licking, gentler now, helping Madison ride out her orgasm. She swallowed the rush of tangy fluid, finding herself oddly proud to be tasting the sorority president's pleasure.

"Time," Vanessa announced, sounding impressed.

Madison's chest heaved as she looked down at Mia with newfound respect. "Well done, Harrison," she said, her voice slightly hoarse. "You can return to your seat."

Mia rose on shaky legs, her face shiny with Madison's juices, and walked back to her cushion. Several of the sisters were eyeing her with new interest, and a couple of the remaining pledges looked intimidated.

"Damn, girl," Taylor whispered when Mia sat down. "You just made the fucking president cum. Nobody else has managed that yet."

Mia wiped her chin, tasting Madison on her fingers. "I just got caught up in the moment," she admitted, though pride swelled in her chest. Her own pussy was painfully aroused, her thong soaked through.

The remaining candidates took their turns, but Mia noticed Madison remained more reserved with them, already satisfied from her orgasm. When the last girl finished, Madison stood, still gloriously naked, her confidence absolute.

"You've all shown admirable effort," she announced. "The executive board will deliberate. Please wait here."

The sisters followed Madison out, leaving the pledges alone to sweat it out-literally and figuratively. The room buzzed with nervous energy and the unmistakable scent of arousal.

"What do you think?" Taylor asked, leaning toward Mia.

"I think I just discovered I really like eating pussy," Mia replied with a small laugh.

Taylor grinned. "Well, you certainly looked like a natural. I'm pretty sure you're in after that performance."

Twenty excruciating minutes later, the sisters returned. Madison had donned her robe again, though it remained partially open, teasing glimpses of her naked body underneath.

"We've reached our decision," she announced. "When I call your name, step forward." She consulted a small card. "Alison Bennett."

The experienced blonde rose, beaming.

"Taylor Chen."

Mia squeezed her friend's hand as Taylor stood, trying to maintain dignity while clearly wanting to jump for joy.

"Mia Harrison."

A rush of elation filled Mia's chest as she rose on wobbly legs, still able to taste Madison on her lips.

Madison called two more names-"Jordan Washington" and "Zoe Patel"-before addressing the five chosen women.

"Congratulations. You've demonstrated the dedication, skill, and eagerness required of Zeta Pi women." Madison's smile was predatory and proud. "The rest of you may leave. Thank you for your interest in our sisterhood."

The rejected candidates gathered their belongings and filed out, some fighting back tears, others looking relieved to escape what was clearly going to be a much wilder night than they'd signed up for.

Once they were gone, the atmosphere in the room shifted. Sisters who had maintained formal composure during the selection process were now grinning, popping champagne bottles that seemed to materialize from nowhere.

"Now the real celebration begins," Madison announced, dropping her robe completely. Around the room, sisters began shedding clothes with casual confidence. "Tonight, we welcome you properly into our sisterhood."

A gorgeous redhead handed Mia a champagne flute and clinked glasses with her. "I'm Heather, Pledge Educator. You're going to be my special project this semester." Her eyes raked over Mia's body. "You showed real potential tonight."

Before Mia could respond, music began playing from hidden speakers, and suddenly the chapter room was transforming into something between a dance party and an orgy. Sisters were kissing, touching, grinding against each other and the new pledges.

Vanessa appeared at Mia's side, now topless, her perfect breasts bouncing as she moved. "House rule number one," she said, reaching for the zipper of Mia's dress. "Zeta Pi parties are clothes-optional, and initiation parties are clothes-forbidden."

Mia's dress pooled at her feet, leaving her in just a black thong and strapless bra. Taylor caught her eye from across the room, already topless with a sister's hand down her panties, and gave her an enthusiastic thumbs-up.

"Rule number two," continued Vanessa, unclasping Mia's bra with practiced ease, "is that new pledges are to be thoroughly... welcomed by the senior sisters." Her hands cupped Mia's breasts, thumbs brushing over her hardened nipples. "And baby, after that show you put on with Madison, everyone wants to welcome you."

Champagne flowed freely as the celebration escalated. Mia found herself passed from sister to sister-kissed deeply by a beautiful junior named Lexie, her breasts worshipped by twins who took a nipple each into their hot mouths, her ass squeezed and spanked by a muscular volleyball player who whispered filthy promises in her ear.

Through the haze of pleasure and champagne, Mia spotted Taylor on her knees before a tall Black sister with an amazing afro, her face buried between the girl's thighs. Nearby, Alison was already sandwiched between two seniors, one fingering her from behind while she sucked the other's tits.

"My turn with the pussy-eating champion," came Madison's voice as she approached Mia. She'd donned a purple strap-on dildo that jutted proudly from between her thighs. "Think you can handle this as well as you handled my clit?"

Mia's pussy clenched at the sight. "Yes, Madam President," she heard herself say, the champagne making her bold.

Madison laughed, a genuine sound of delight. "Oh, you're going to fit in perfectly here." She guided Mia to a plush couch that had been pushed against one wall. "On your back, pledge. Let me show you how Zeta Pi rewards exceptional service."

Mia reclined on the couch, spreading her legs without shame. Madison knelt between them, running the silicone tip through Mia's soaked folds. "You got this wet just from eating my pussy?" she asked, sounding pleased.

"Yes," Mia admitted, beyond embarrassment now. "I've never done that before, but I loved it."

Madison raised an eyebrow. "A virgin pussy-eater? Could have fooled me." She positioned the dildo at Mia's entrance. "Let's see if you're as good at taking as you are at giving."

The stretch as Madison pushed inside was exquisite-not Mia's first penetration, but certainly the most exciting. Madison fucked her with deliberate strokes, the base of the strap-on pressing against Mia's clit with each thrust.

"The sisters are watching you, pledge," Madison murmured, leaning down to suck one of Mia's nipples. "Show them how Zeta Pi girls come."

Sure enough, several sisters had gathered around to watch their president claim the new pledge. Some were touching themselves, others making out while they watched. The knowledge of being observed pushed Mia's arousal higher.

"Fuck me harder," Mia begged, wrapping her legs around Madison's waist. "Please, I'm so close."

Madison complied, driving the dildo into Mia with powerful thrusts that had her tits bouncing. "That's it, take it all," she commanded. "Come for your sisters, show us what a good little pledge you are."

The combination of the dildo stretching her pussy, the friction against her clit, and Madison's dirty talk pushed Mia over the edge. She came with a scream, her body convulsing as pleasure ripped through her. Madison fucked her through it, only slowing when Mia collapsed, panting and covered in a sheen of sweat.

"Welcome to Zeta Pi Omega," Madison said, leaning down to kiss Mia deeply before pulling out. "Your college experience just got a whole lot more interesting."

As Madison moved on to initiate another pledge, Heather took her place, her fingers quickly finding Mia's sensitive pussy. "Rest time's over, pledge," she grinned. "The night is young, and every sister gets a turn to welcome you properly."

Looking around at the room full of beautiful, naked women-her new sisters-Mia knew she'd found exactly where she belonged. The champagne, the sex, the sisterhood... Zeta Pi was everything the rumors had promised and more.

And this was just the first night.




Chapter 2: "The Fraternity Mixer"

The first two weeks of Mia's life as a Zeta Pi pledge had been a whirlwind of sexual discovery. Between pledge education sessions that taught everything from the sorority's storied history to advanced deepthroating techniques, and "bonding exercises" that invariably ended with multiple orgasms, she'd barely had time to attend actual classes. Not that she was complaining.

"Did you finish the decorations for the rooftop?" Madison asked, inspecting the main floor of the Zeta Pi house. The sorority president was wearing nothing but a purple push-up bra and a tiny pleated skirt that showed the bottom curves of her ass when she bent over-which she did frequently, to Mia's continued distraction.

"All set," Mia confirmed, her own outfit nearly as revealing-a white crop top with the Zeta Pi letters stretched tight across her tits and cutoff shorts so small the bottom of her ass cheeks peeked out. "We hung the lights, set up the DJ booth, and inflated the kiddie pools for the jello wrestling."

"Perfect," Madison purred, giving Mia's ass a firm squeeze. "The Alpha Tau boys are going to lose their fucking minds when they see what we've planned. This mixer is going to make rush week look like a church picnic."

The annual Zeta Pi Omega and Alpha Tau Omega mixer was legendarily depraved. Stories from previous years had circulated through campus like urban legends-tales of naked relay races, impromptu orgies in the laundry room, and a particularly infamous incident involving the university's swim team captain and three Zeta Pi girls in the fountain outside the administration building.

"Is it really as wild as everyone says?" Mia asked, helping arrange bottles of premium liquor on the bar. Her pussy dampened just thinking about the possibilities.

"Honey," Madison said with a wicked smile, "the stories don't do it justice. By the end of tonight, you'll have fucked so many hot guys you'll lose count. It's tradition."

Heather, the pledge educator, approached with a clipboard. "Alright, sluts, the final preparations are underway. Body shot stations are set up in the kitchen, dining room, and game room. The strip poker tournament starts in the library at 10. The orgy rooms upstairs have been stocked with condoms, lube, and towels."

"Orgy rooms?" Taylor asked, joining them with an armful of shot glasses. Two weeks into pledgeship, Taylor had blossomed from confident to downright cock-hungry, often bragging about how many sisters she'd made squirt in a single night.

"We convert the bedrooms," Heather explained, checking items off her list. "Different rooms for different vibes. The Blue Room is for hardcore fucking-gangbangs, double penetration, that sort of thing. The Green Room is for oral only. The Red Room is for kink-we've got restraints, crops, and a St. Andrew's cross set up in there."

Mia's heart raced. She'd been sexually adventurous before college, but Zeta Pi was an education on a whole different level.

"What about the competition?" asked Zoe, another pledge who'd established herself as the anal queen of their pledge class. "I heard there's always a contest between our houses."

Madison grinned. "This year, it's the Cum Count Challenge. Whichever house makes the other gender orgasm more times by sunrise wins. Last year, we beat them by twelve orgasms."

"And the prize?" Mia asked.

"Bragging rights, plus the losing house has to perform a naked cheer routine at the winter formal next month," Madison replied. "So make those frat boys nut as many times as you can, ladies. Our reputation is at stake."

The doorbell rang at exactly nine o'clock. Vanessa checked the security camera and let out an appreciative whistle. "Holy shit, the Alpha Tau boys outdid themselves this year. Their new pledge class is fucking stacked."

Mia and the other girls crowded around the monitor to see thirty of the hottest guys on campus waiting outside, all wearing Alpha Tau's signature blue and gold. At the front stood Jake Donovan, the fraternity president-six-foot-three of tanned muscle and cocky grin, rumored to be packing the biggest dick on campus.

"Welcome, gentlemen," Madison purred as she opened the door. "I hope you're ready for a long, hard night."

Jake's eyes traveled down Madison's body with open appreciation. "We've been preparing all week. Protein shakes, extra cardio, plenty of rest." He stepped inside, followed by his brotherhood. "We're going to fuck you girls into next Tuesday."

"Big words," Madison shot back, running her palm over the front of his jeans and smirking at the substantial bulge she found. "Let's see if you can back them up."

The mixer officially began with a house toast, everyone raising shot glasses of the fraternity's signature blue liquor.

"To a night we probably won't remember, but definitely won't forget," Jake called out, and the crowd cheered, downing their shots.

Within thirty minutes, the mixer had kicked into high gear. In the kitchen, body shots were well underway-sisters laying on countertops with tequila pooled in their navels and salt licked from between their breasts. The dining room had been converted to a beer pong arena where clothing was forfeit with each lost point.

Mia found herself drawn to the living room, where a boisterous group had gathered around a Twister mat with a kinky twist-each colored circle had been labeled with a sexual act.

"Right hand on 'spank ass'," called the spinner, a petite Asian sister named Lily.

Mia watched as a muscular fraternity brother named Derek reached over and slapped the ass of the blonde sister positioned in front of him, eliciting a moan that suggested they might not finish the game before fucking right there on the mat.

"Having fun?" a deep voice asked from behind her.

Mia turned to find Jake Donovan himself, holding two red cups. He offered one to her, his eyes making no secret of how much he liked what he saw.

"I'm just getting started," Mia replied, accepting the drink and taking a long sip without breaking eye contact. The rum and coke was strong, the alcohol warming her belly.

"You're one of the new pledges, right? Mia?" Jake asked, stepping closer so their bodies nearly touched. "I've heard things about you."

Mia raised an eyebrow. "Oh? What kind of things?"

"That you made Madison cum harder than anyone's seen in years," he said, his voice dropping lower. "That you're a natural. That your mouth should be registered as a lethal weapon."

"Maybe you shouldn't believe everything you hear," Mia teased, though pride swelled in her chest at the reputation she'd already developed.

Jake smirked. "Maybe I should find out for myself."

Before Mia could respond, Taylor appeared, grabbing her arm excitedly. "Mia! Strip poker's about to start in the library! You have to come!"

Jake chuckled. "Sounds like you're in demand. Find me later? I've got something I think you'd enjoy." He pressed his hips forward slightly, letting Mia feel the impressive ridge of his cock against her stomach.

"Count on it," Mia promised, letting Taylor drag her away.

The library had been transformed into a poker den, with three tables set up for games. At one, Madison was already dealing cards, sitting cross-legged on the table in just her bra, her skirt long gone.

"Mia! Perfect timing," Madison called out. "We need one more for this table. Jake's friend Brandon was just telling us how good he is at poker."

Brandon, a gorgeous Black guy with the build of a wide receiver and a smile that made Mia's pussy clench, patted the chair beside him. "Hope you're ready to lose those cute little shorts, pledge."

Mia sat down, accepting her cards with a confident smile. "I should warn you, I grew up with three older brothers. I've been playing poker since I was twelve."

Twenty minutes later, Mia had proven her claim. Brandon was down to his boxers, which did little to hide his impressive erection. Across the table, another frat guy named Tyler was completely naked, his hand ineffectively covering his stiffening cock. Madison had lost her bra but seemed completely unbothered by her nudity, casually sipping her drink as her perfect tits drew appreciative glances.

"All in," Mia announced, shoving her pile of chips forward. She was down to just her thong, her crop top lost three hands ago, her small but perky breasts on full display.

Brandon eyed her, trying to read her bluff. "Call," he finally said, matching her bet and revealing his cards-a pair of queens.

Mia laid down her hand-three sevens-and grinned triumphantly. "Looks like those boxers are coming off, Brandon."

With a good-natured laugh, Brandon stood and slid his boxers down, revealing what had to be nine inches of thick, veiny cock that bounced up against his abs once freed. "Happy now?"

"Very," Mia replied, making no effort to hide her appreciation. Her nipples hardened into stiff peaks as she imagined that magnificent cock stretching her pussy.

Madison cleared her throat, drawing their attention. "As entertaining as it is watching Mia hustle you boys out of your clothes, I think it's time we moved on to the real fun." She stood up, completely naked now after losing the last hand, and stretched languorously. "Brandon, Tyler-why don't you show Mia the champagne room upstairs?"

The "champagne room" turned out to be the Blue Room Heather had mentioned earlier-a large bedroom with the furniture pushed to the walls and mattresses covering the floor. A small bar had been set up in one corner where a sister was pouring actual champagne into glasses.

"Zeta Pi tradition," Brandon explained, accepting two flutes and handing one to Mia. "Winners of strip poker get champagne and their choice of... activities."

"And what activities did you have in mind?" Mia asked, sipping the bubbly drink and surveying the room. A few couples were already getting started-a redheaded sister was bent over a dresser being fucked from behind by a tall fraternity brother, while nearby, a daisy chain of oral sex was forming on one of the mattresses.

"I was thinking," Brandon said, stepping closer and running a finger down between her breasts, "that I'd like to taste that sweet pussy that Madison can't stop bragging about."

Mia's thong dampened at his words. "I think that could be arranged."

Before she could say anything else, familiar hands gripped her waist from behind. "Starting without me?" Jake's voice rumbled in her ear.

Mia turned to see the fraternity president had joined them, now shirtless with his jeans hanging low on his hips. "I was just about to enjoy my poker winnings," she explained, gesturing to Brandon's naked form.

Jake's eyes darkened as he looked between them. "How about we make it more interesting? I've been wanting to get my hands on you since you walked through our door at the first mixer."

"Two Alpha Tau officers at once?" Mia pretended to consider it, though her body had already decided. "How could a pledge refuse such an honor?"

Brandon chuckled, setting down his champagne and reaching for the waistband of Mia's thong. "Let's see what you're hiding under here first."

With agonizing slowness, he slid her thong down her legs, leaving her completely naked. Mia stepped out of the tiny garment, unashamed of her nudity or the visible wetness glistening on her smooth pussy lips.

"Fuck, look how wet she is already," Jake groaned, palming himself through his jeans. "Madison wasn't exaggerating."

Brandon dropped to his knees in front of Mia, his large hands encircling her thighs. "Spread these for me, baby."

Mia complied, widening her stance as Brandon leaned in to run his tongue through her soaked folds. She gasped at the contact, her hand automatically moving to the back of his head to guide him.

Behind her, Jake pressed his body against her back, his hands coming around to cup her breasts. "You like that, pledge? Like having a big strong frat boy eating your little pussy while everyone watches?"

And people were watching-several party-goers had paused their own activities to observe the fraternity president and vice president tag-teaming the hot new Zeta Pi pledge.

"Yes," Mia moaned as Brandon's tongue found her clit and began circling it with expert precision. "Fuck yes."

Jake pinched her nipples, rolling the sensitive buds between his fingers as he ground his denim-covered erection against her ass. "You're going to take both of us tonight," he whispered in her ear. "That tight pussy and that virgin ass filled at the same time. You think you can handle that?"

Mia had never tried double penetration before, but the thought of being stretched and filled by these two gorgeous men had her dizzy with lust. "Yes, please," she whimpered as Brandon slid two thick fingers into her pussy while continuing to suck her clit.

"That's a good little slut," Jake praised, unzipping his jeans and pushing them down along with his boxers. His cock sprang free against Mia's lower back-every bit as impressive as rumored, thick as her wrist with a prominent head already leaking precum.

Brandon's skilled mouth quickly brought Mia to the edge. Her thighs began to tremble as her orgasm approached. "I'm gonna cum," she warned, grinding shamelessly against his face.

"Let it go," Jake encouraged, still working her nipples. "Show everyone how Zeta Pi girls cream all over a man's face."

That pushed her over, and Mia came with a loud cry, her pussy pulsing around Brandon's fingers as pleasure radiated through her body. Brandon didn't let up, lapping eagerly at her flowing juices until she had to push his head away, too sensitive to continue.

"My turn," Jake announced, lifting Mia effortlessly and carrying her to one of the vacant mattresses. He laid her down and knelt between her legs, his massive cock in hand. "You ready for the best fuck of your life, pledge?"

Mia spread her legs wider in response, reaching down to spread her pussy lips apart. "Show me what you've got, Mr. President."

Jake lined himself up and pushed forward, the thick head of his cock stretching her entrance. "Fuck, you're tight," he groaned, feeding inches of his length into her slowly.

Mia gasped as he filled her, her pussy stretching deliciously around his girth. "Oh god, you're so big," she moaned, clutching at his muscular shoulders.

Brandon positioned himself near her head, stroking his own impressive length. "Think you can suck me while he fucks you?"

In answer, Mia turned her head and opened her mouth, accepting Brandon's cock between her lips. She moaned around his thickness as Jake bottomed out inside her, his pubic bone pressing against her clit.

"That's it," Jake growled, beginning to thrust. "Take it like a good Zeta slut."

Mia lost herself in the dual pleasure-her pussy stretched around Jake's massive cock while her mouth was filled with Brandon's. She sucked eagerly, using the techniques Heather had taught during their "oral education" pledge class.

"Fucking hell," Brandon groaned, watching his cock disappear into Mia's mouth. "No wonder Madison couldn't shut up about you. That tongue is magical."

Jake established a relentless rhythm, his thick shaft dragging against Mia's g-spot with each thrust. The sound of skin slapping skin echoed through the room, joining the symphony of moans, grunts, and dirty talk from the other occupants.

"Switch," Jake commanded after several minutes, pulling out of Mia's dripping pussy. "I want to feel that mouth everyone's been talking about."

They repositioned quickly-Jake kneeling by Mia's head while Brandon settled between her thighs. She barely had time to catch her breath before Brandon was pushing into her well-fucked pussy, his cock stretching her in new ways.

"Damn, Jake opened you up nice," Brandon commented, establishing his own rhythm. "But you're still squeezing me so good."

Mia wrapped her lips around Jake's cock next, tasting her own juices on his shaft. Despite his size, she'd learned to relax her throat during pledge education and took him impressively deep, earning appreciative groans from the fraternity president.

"Look at our little pledge," came Madison's voice from somewhere to the side. Mia glanced over without releasing Jake's cock to see the sorority president watching, three fingers buried in her pussy as another Alpha Tau brother sucked her nipples. "Taking our friendly rivalry to new depths."

Jake laughed, then gasped as Mia swirled her tongue around his sensitive head. "If all your pledges are this talented, we might have to merge houses."

The party continued to escalate around them. Through her pleasure haze, Mia could see the room had filled with more couples and groups. On a nearby mattress, Taylor was on her hands and knees taking two guys at once-one in her pussy and another in her mouth. Against the far wall, Zoe was demonstrating her anal prowess, riding a fraternity brother reverse cowgirl while another sister filmed on her phone.

Brandon's pace increased, his cock hitting spots inside Mia that had her seeing stars. "I'm getting close," he warned, his fingers digging into her hips.

Jake pulled out of her mouth, stroking himself as he watched his friend pound into Mia. "Not yet. I want to try something else." He looked down at Mia with a wicked grin. "Ever been fucked in the ass while taking a cock in your pussy?"

Mia's heart raced at the suggestion. "No, but I'm willing to learn," she replied, her voice husky with desire.

Brandon slowed his thrusts but didn't withdraw. "We'll need lube for that."

"Already handled," came Heather's voice as the pledge educator appeared beside the mattress, a bottle of premium lubricant in hand. "Taking two cocks at once earns you extra points in the Cum Count Challenge," she informed Mia with a wink, squirting a generous amount of lube onto her fingers.

To Mia's surprise, Heather reached between her legs and began massaging the lube around her asshole, her experienced touch relaxing the tight ring of muscle.

"Our pledge educator likes to ensure proper technique," Madison explained, still masturbating as she watched the scene unfold. "First DP is a Zeta Pi milestone."

Heather worked a slick finger into Mia's ass, then two, stretching her carefully while Brandon remained still inside her pussy. The unusual fullness made Mia moan, her body adjusting to the new sensation.

"She's ready," Heather declared after a few minutes of preparation. "Remember, Jake-slow at first, then give her what she needs."

They repositioned again-Brandon lying on his back with Mia on top of him, his cock buried in her pussy. Jake knelt behind her, more lube applied to his imposing shaft.

"Relax," Jake instructed, pressing the head of his cock against her slippery asshole. "Push back against me."

Mia took a deep breath and did as instructed, feeling the pressure as Jake's cockhead breached her virgin ass. The initial burn gave way to a peculiar fullness as he slowly fed inches into her.

"Holy shit," she gasped, overwhelmed by the sensation of both men inside her. "So full..."

"You're doing great," Brandon encouraged from beneath her, reaching up to play with her bouncing tits. "Fuck, I can feel his cock through the wall. You're squeezing me so tight."

Inch by agonizing inch, Jake worked his cock into her ass until he was fully seated. Mia felt impaled, stretched to her absolute limit with both massive cocks filling her completely.

"How does it feel to be airtight, pledge?" Madison called out, now being eaten out by a sister while continuing to watch the show.

"Amazing," Mia managed, her body adjusting to the dual penetration. "So fucking full."

The men began to move-carefully at first, establishing a rhythm where Jake pulled out as Brandon pushed in, then vice versa. The opposing sensations were mind-blowing, pleasure building rapidly as they found their groove.

"That's it, take those cocks," Jake growled, his pace increasing as Mia's ass relaxed around him. "Fucking perfect little pledge slut."

The combination of fullness, the crude encouragement from onlookers, and Brandon's thumb finding her clit pushed Mia toward another orgasm. "I'm gonna cum again," she warned, her body tightening around both invading cocks.

"Do it," Brandon urged. "Cream all over my cock while he fucks your ass."

Mia's orgasm crashed through her with unprecedented intensity-waves of pleasure radiating from her core as both holes clenched rhythmically around the thick cocks stretching them. She screamed, uncaring who heard, her vision briefly whiting out from the force of her climax.

"Fuck, she's squeezing so tight," Jake grunted, his thrusts becoming erratic. "I'm close."

"Me too," Brandon added, his hips bucking upward. "Where do you want it, Mia?"

In her lust-drunk state, Mia could only think of one answer: "Everywhere. Cover me."

The men withdrew quickly-first Jake from her ass, then Brandon lifting her off his cock. Mia turned and knelt between them as they stroked themselves furiously, aiming at her face and tits.

Brandon came first, thick ropes of cum spurting across her cheeks and open mouth. Jake followed seconds later, his massive load painting her tits and stomach. Mia eagerly lapped at what she could reach, putting on a show of swallowing their seed.

"That's two more for the Zeta Pi count," Madison announced proudly, having apparently finished her own orgasm. "Well done, pledge. I knew you'd be a natural."

Mia sat back on her heels, cum dripping down her face and body, feeling thoroughly fucked and oddly accomplished. Around the room, similar scenes were playing out-sisters making fraternity brothers cum in various creative ways, adding to their tally in the night's competition.

"Ready for round two?" Jake asked with a grin, his cock already beginning to stir despite his recent orgasm. "Night's still young."

Before Mia could answer, a commotion from downstairs drew their attention. "Holy shit, you guys have to see this!" called a voice from the hallway. "Riley's broken the record in the beer pong room!"

Curious despite her exhaustion, Mia accepted the robe Heather offered her and followed the crowd downstairs to the game room. There, a circle had formed around the beer pong table, and at its center knelt Riley-Mia's normally quiet, studious roommate-with cum splattered across her face and chest.

"Eight!" announced Vanessa triumphantly. "Eight fraternity cocks sucked to completion in twenty-three minutes! That's a new mixer record!"

Riley looked simultaneously exhausted and proud, licking cum from her lips as the crowd cheered. Around her, eight fraternity brothers in various states of recovery leaned against walls or sat in chairs, looking thoroughly drained.

"She was under the table during the entire tournament," explained Lily excitedly. "Guys would just come over between turns and feed her their cocks. Nobody even noticed until the fifth guy started moaning too loud to ignore!"

"That's my roommate," Mia said proudly, making her way through the crowd to high-five Riley. "Didn't know you had it in you."

Riley grinned, wiping cum from her chin. "Neither did I. But when Trevor dared me to suck him under the table, something just clicked. Next thing I knew, there was a line forming."

The mixer continued at full intensity through the night. Mia lost count of how many cocks she sucked, how many guys fingered her, or how many times she came. The house became a labyrinth of sexual activity-every room hosting some depraved scene or competition.

In the kitchen, sisters took turns seeing who could deep-throat a cucumber the furthest while fraternity brothers judged. The living room had devolved into a naked wrestling match on plastic sheets covered in baby oil. The backyard hot tub hosted an underwater oral sex contest, with pairs seeing who could make their partner cum first without coming up for air.

By four in the morning, Mia found herself on the rooftop, naked except for a borrowed Alpha Tau jersey, sipping champagne beside the kiddie pools where earlier, sisters had wrestled fraternity brothers in blue jello. Her body ached pleasantly, evidence of the night's activities marking her skin-light bruises on her hips, a hickey on her breast, the lingering soreness in her ass and pussy.

Jake found her there, looking equally spent but satisfied. "Hell of a night, pledge," he said, sitting beside her and offering a joint, which she gratefully accepted.

"Is it always like this?" she asked after taking a deep hit, the marijuana helping ease her various aches.

"The Zeta-Alpha mixer is legendary for a reason," he confirmed with a lazy smile. "But I think this year topped them all."

The sky was just beginning to lighten when Madison called everyone to the main living room for the final tally. Sorority sisters and fraternity brothers in various states of undress and consciousness gathered to hear the results.

Madison stood on a coffee table, naked except for her presidential sash. "After careful accounting by our respective secretaries, I'm proud to announce that this year's Cum Count Challenge goes to..." she paused dramatically, "Zeta Pi Omega, with a record-breaking 212 orgasms delivered to Alpha Tau brothers!"

The sisters erupted in cheers and applause while the fraternity brothers groaned good-naturedly.

"Alpha Tau managed a respectable 186 orgasms given to Zeta Pi sisters," Madison continued, "which means you'll all be performing a naked cheer routine at the winter formal. Start practicing, boys!"

Jake took the defeat in stride, raising his beer in salute. "We demand a rematch next semester," he called out.

"Any time, any place," Madison shot back with a grin. "But the real winner is obvious-we smashed last year's combined total by over fifty orgasms! That's what I call Greek unity!"

More cheers erupted, and the afterparty began-a more subdued affair of cuddling, smoking, and comparing stories of the night's adventures.

Mia found herself sandwiched between Taylor and Riley on one of the couches, her head on Taylor's shoulder while Riley's head rested in her lap.

"So," Taylor asked with a knowing smile, "still think joining Zeta Pi was a good decision?"

Mia looked around at the aftermath of the most decadent night of her life-naked bodies draped over furniture, the air thick with the scent of sex, and the satisfied smiles on everyone's faces.

"Best decision I ever made," she confirmed, idly stroking Riley's hair. "And to think, we still have three and a half years of this to look forward to."

"Just wait until Spring Break," Riley mumbled sleepily from her lap. "This was just the warm-up."

As sunlight began streaming through the windows, illuminating the beautiful debauchery of the night, Mia couldn't help but feel she'd found exactly where she belonged-in a sisterhood that celebrated pleasure as enthusiastically as they pursued everything else in life.

And she couldn't wait to see what the next mixer would bring.




Chapter 3: "The Rival Sorority"

"Fuck Theta Mu!" The chant echoed through the Zeta Pi house as sisters painted banners for the upcoming homecoming game. Westlake University's biggest football matchup of the season was two days away, and campus was buzzing with pre-game energy. No rivalry burned hotter than the one between Zeta Pi Omega and Theta Mu-both houses competing for social supremacy since their founding a century ago.

Mia dipped her brush in purple paint, adding glitter to a sign reading "CRUSH EASTLAND," their football opponent. Six weeks into her pledge semester, she'd settled comfortably into sorority life-excelling in her classes by day and exploring new sexual horizons by night, all while forming unbreakable bonds with her sisters.

"Their latest TikTok is so fucking pathetic," Vanessa announced, holding up her phone to show a video of Theta Mu girls doing a choreographed dance in their signature emerald and gold colors. "Look at Brittany pretending she can twerk. Bitch has the rhythm of a cardboard box."

"And the ass of one too," Taylor added, eliciting laughter from the group.

Madison strode into the room, her expression serious. "Ladies, we have a situation. Theta Mu has raised their homecoming banner across Greek Row, and it's... problematic."

She held up her phone, displaying a photo of an enormous banner hanging from Theta Mu's columned mansion. It showed a cartoon tiger (their mascot) stepping on a purple crown (Zeta Pi's symbol) with the words "EVEN THE FOOTBALL TEAM KNOWS THETA GIVES BETTER HEAD" emblazoned above it.

"Those cunts," Zoe gasped. "That's crossing a line."

"It's also blatantly untrue," Riley added indignantly. "After what I did at the Alpha Tau mixer? Please."

Madison pocketed her phone, a dangerous glint in her eye. "We need to respond. Not with words, but action. This means war."

"What's the plan?" Mia asked, already feeling adrenaline coursing through her veins. She'd heard about the legendary pranks exchanged between the rival houses over the years-everything from filling bathroom plumbing with Jell-O to releasing fifty mice wearing tiny Theta Mu t-shirts during their formal dinner.

"We're taking their mascot," Madison declared. "Every year before the big game, Theta Mu displays their prized stuffed tiger in their foyer. It's over a hundred years old and supposedly brings good luck. If we steal it before the game, they'll completely lose their shit."

"Their house will be packed with sisters," Heather pointed out. "How do we get in?"

Madison's smile was predatory. "That's where our newest pledges come in. No one at Theta knows what you look like yet. We need a small team to infiltrate during their pre-game mixer tonight."

Mia's heart raced at the opportunity to prove herself. "I'll go."

"Me too," Taylor volunteered immediately.

"Perfect," Madison nodded. "And we'll send Zoe as backup. You three will pose as transfer students interested in rushing next semester. Get in, locate the tiger, and get out. We'll have a car waiting two blocks away."

"What if we get caught?" Zoe asked.

Madison shrugged. "Play dumb. Or flirt your way out. Theta girls are notoriously easy to distract with a nice rack and pouty lips."

The planning continued through the afternoon-fake ID cards created, backstories established, outfits selected to blend in with Theta Mu's preppy aesthetic. By eight o'clock that evening, Mia, Taylor, and Zoe stood on the sidewalk outside the rival sorority's imposing house, transformed from Zeta Pi pledges to convincing Theta Mu prospects.

"Remember, we're transfer students from USC looking to rush next semester," Taylor reviewed, adjusting her emerald green top. "We're here because our 'high school friend' told us to check out their pre-game mixer."

"And we need to locate the tiger in the first thirty minutes, before too many people get drunk and notice we don't belong," Mia added, her heart pounding with nervous excitement. She wore a conservative gold skirt and white blouse that felt nothing like her usual style but perfectly matched Theta Mu's country club vibe.

"Let's do this," Zoe said, leading them up the steps.

The door opened to reveal a tall blonde with perfect teeth and a pearl necklace. "Can I help you?" she asked, her smile not quite reaching her eyes.

Taylor launched into their rehearsed story, layering on charm and wide-eyed admiration of Theta Mu's reputation. The doorkeeper's suspicion gradually melted, and after checking their fake IDs, she welcomed them inside.

"Rachel will show you around," she said, waving over a petite redhead. "We're so excited you're considering Theta Mu for spring rush!"

The interior of Theta House was as preppy as their reputation-crown molding, oil paintings of former presidents, and gleaming hardwood floors that spoke of old money and tradition. Mia kept her eyes peeled for the famous stuffed tiger while Rachel led them on a tour.

"And this is our trophy room," Rachel explained, leading them into a wood-paneled study where glass cases displayed various athletic and academic awards. "Theta Mu has won Greek Week twelve years running."

"Impressive," Mia murmured, though she knew Zeta Pi had taken the last three years-Rachel was conveniently omitting recent history. "I heard you have a famous mascot? A tiger or something?"

Rachel beamed. "Oh, Theodore! Yes, he's our prized possession. He's in the main foyer for this week's festivities."

They continued the tour, finally returning to the increasingly crowded foyer where, sure enough, a large stuffed tiger stood in a glass case near the entrance. Security would be a problem-the case appeared locked, and at least twenty sisters milled around the area, greeting guests for the mixer.

"Let's get drinks," Taylor suggested, pulling Mia and Zoe toward the bar setup. Once out of earshot, she whispered, "I spotted a staff entrance to the kitchen. The tiger's too visible right now. We need a distraction."

"Or we need to come back later," Mia countered. "The mixer goes until midnight. By eleven, everyone will be drunk enough that we could probably walk out with the damn thing and no one would notice."

"Good call," Zoe agreed. "Let's split up, blend in, and reconvene at eleven near the back stairs."

The next two hours passed in a blur of forced conversation and careful reconnaissance. Mia sipped the same weak vodka cranberry while pretending to be fascinated by Theta Mu's philanthropy work. She learned the house layout, noting security cameras and identifying which sisters appeared to be executive officers.

By eleven, the mixer was in full swing. The music had shifted from tasteful acoustic covers to thumping pop hits, and many sisters had abandoned their perfect postures for looser dancing and louder laughing. Mia made her way toward the back stairs as planned, spotting Taylor already waiting in the shadows.

"Where's Zoe?" Mia asked, glancing around.

"Bathroom, I think. She'll be here." Taylor checked her watch. "The case has a key lock. I saw their president, Brittany, with a key ring earlier. Her office is upstairs-she might keep a spare there."

Before they could formulate a plan, the lights suddenly flicked on to full brightness, and the music cut abruptly. A statuesque brunette stood at the main staircase, microphone in hand.

"Attention everyone! We have party crashers!" she announced, her voice carrying through the now-silent house. "Zeta Pi spies in our midst!"

Mia's stomach dropped as six Theta Mu sisters approached from different directions, surrounding her and Taylor. Zoe was nowhere to be seen.

"Well, well, well," said the brunette-who Mia now recognized as Brittany Williams, Theta Mu's president. "Madison must be getting desperate if she's sending freshmen to do her dirty work."

"We don't know what you're talking about," Taylor attempted, though her reddening face betrayed her.

Brittany laughed, holding up a phone displaying a social media profile-Zoe's, complete with photos of her in Zeta Pi letters. "Your friend was sloppy. Left her phone unattended in the bathroom. Took us about thirty seconds to figure out who you really are."

Two senior sisters appeared, dragging a mortified-looking Zoe between them. "Found this one trying to pick the lock on Theodore's case," one reported.

"Take them upstairs to the executive board room," Brittany commanded. "Let's see what Madison had planned for our beloved mascot."

Mia, Taylor, and Zoe were escorted up the grand staircase, through a hallway, and into a formal meeting room with an ornate table and eight high-backed chairs. The door closed behind them with an ominous click.

"Madison's going to kill us," Zoe groaned, collapsing into a chair. "We completely fucked this up."

The door opened again, and Brittany entered with four other women-clearly her executive board. "So, the illustrious Zeta Pi Omega sent their new pledges to steal Theodore," she said, perching on the edge of the table. "How pathetically predictable."

"No less predictable than your slut-shaming banner," Mia shot back before she could stop herself. "At least we fight our battles directly instead of hiding behind slander."

Brittany's perfectly sculpted eyebrows rose. "Oh, we've got a feisty one. And what's your name, pledge?"

"Mia Harrison."

"Well, Mia Harrison, you've got nerve breaking into my house and then lecturing me about fighting fair." Brittany looked her up and down with newfound interest. "Though I'd expect nothing less from one of Madison's minions. That bitch never could resist recruiting girls with more attitude than sense."

"You know what your problem is?" Mia continued, anger overriding caution. "You're jealous. Everyone knows Zeta Pi's the best house on campus. Your banner just proves you're obsessed with us."

The Theta Mu executive board exchanged glances, some amused, others outraged. A blonde with a sharp bob-their vice president, based on her pin-stepped forward. "That's rich coming from the house known for fucking its way through every fraternity on campus."

"As if you don't do the same," Taylor interjected. "The difference is our guys come back for seconds."

"Please," Brittany scoffed. "Zeta Pi might have quantity, but Theta Mu has quality. There's a reason the football team always comes here after games."

Something clicked in Mia's mind-the way to turn this confrontation around. "Sounds like you're pretty confident about your skills," she said, a challenging edge to her voice. "Care to prove it?"

The room fell silent. Brittany stared at her, confusion giving way to understanding. "Are you suggesting what I think you're suggesting?"

"I'm suggesting that instead of calling campus security or escalating this stupid prank war, we settle the question once and for all." Mia stepped closer to Brittany, close enough to smell her expensive perfume. "Which house has the better skills? Put your mouth where your banner is."

Taylor and Zoe exchanged shocked glances, while the Theta Mu officers whispered among themselves. Brittany's eyes narrowed, a calculating look crossing her features.

"You're challenging me to prove which house gives better head? Right here? Right now?"

Mia's heart raced, but she didn't back down. "I'm challenging you to prove which house has better skills, period. Unless you're afraid to find out you've been lying on that banner."

Brittany slowly smiled, the expression predatory. "Lock the door, Alexis," she instructed her vice president without breaking eye contact with Mia. "It seems our Zeta Pi guests want to settle this the old-fashioned way."

The blonde moved to secure the door as Brittany circled Mia like a shark. "Terms?" she asked.

"Simple," Mia replied, her confidence growing. "One representative from each house. Whoever makes the other cum first wins."

"And the stakes?"

"If I win, you take down the banner and issue a public apology."

"And if I win?" Brittany pressed.

"We'll wear Theta Mu colors to the homecoming game," Mia offered.

Brittany laughed. "Not nearly good enough. If I win, all three of you participate in our halftime stunt wearing nothing but Theta Mu body paint. In front of the entire stadium."

Mia glanced at her fellow pledges, who nodded their agreement despite the risk. "Deal."

"Excellent," Brittany purred. She turned to her officers. "Clear the table."

The executive board sprang into action, removing laptops and papers from the massive oak table dominating the room. Brittany began unbuttoning her silk blouse. "I assume you're representing Zeta Pi, since this was your challenge?"

Mia nodded, her mouth suddenly dry as Brittany revealed a lacy emerald bra that perfectly matched her house colors. This was escalating faster than she'd anticipated, but backing down wasn't an option.

"Should we establish rules?" asked Alexis, who seemed oddly excited by this turn of events.

"No hands behind the opponent's knees," Brittany stated, shimmying out of her skirt to reveal matching emerald panties. "No toys unless both parties agree to them. And no crying when you lose, Zeta."

Mia began removing her borrowed outfit, suddenly grateful for the sexy black lingerie she'd worn underneath in case they needed to use feminine wiles to escape. "Don't worry about me. Maybe warm up those crying shoulders for yourself."

The tension in the room had transformed from hostile to sexual, the air thick with anticipation. The remaining Theta Mu officers had formed a semicircle around the table, while Taylor and Zoe stood nearby, wide-eyed but supportive.

Brittany unhooked her bra, releasing perfect, obviously augmented breasts with rosy nipples already standing at attention. Not to be outdone, Mia removed her own bra, revealing her natural but perky C-cups.

"At least those are real," Taylor muttered, earning a glare from Alexis.

Both women finished stripping, appraising each other's naked bodies with a mixture of competitive spirit and undeniable attraction. Brittany was undeniably gorgeous-tall and toned with a Brazilian wax and a small tattoo of the Theta Mu crest just below her hip bone.

"How do we determine positioning?" Mia asked, surprised by the steadiness in her voice despite her racing heart.

"Simultaneously," Brittany decided. "Start in sixty-nine, then freestyle. First one to make the other cum wins."

They arranged themselves on the table, Mia lying on her back while Brittany positioned herself above her in the opposite direction. For a suspended moment, Mia stared up at Brittany's perfectly waxed pussy hovering inches from her face, the rival president's scent a mixture of expensive body wash and arousal.

"Begin!" called Alexis, apparently appointed referee.

Mia wasted no time, pulling Brittany's hips down to bring her pussy within reach of her eager tongue. She gave a long, flat-tongued lick from Brittany's entrance to her clit, tasting her rival's already considerable wetness.

Simultaneously, she felt Brittany's mouth on her own pussy, the sensation momentarily distracting her. The Theta Mu president clearly had skills-her tongue expertly finding Mia's sensitive spots with practiced precision.

"Fuck, that's good," someone murmured-Mia wasn't sure if it was one of the observers or herself.

Determined not to be outdone, Mia focused on Brittany's clit, circling it with firm pressure before sucking it between her lips. She felt Brittany's thighs tense around her head-a good sign. Using techniques she'd perfected on Madison and other sisters, Mia alternated between broad strokes and targeted attention, keeping Brittany guessing and building her arousal.

Brittany fought back with equal skill, her fingers spreading Mia's pussy lips while her tongue delved deeper. When she sucked Mia's clit while humming, the vibration nearly sent Mia over the edge.

"Not so fast," Taylor encouraged from the sidelines. "Remember your training!"

The "training" had been one of Heather's more unorthodox pledge education sessions-teaching the new girls to delay their orgasms through focused breathing and mental discipline. Mia employed those techniques now, backing away from the precipice while maintaining her assault on Brittany's increasingly wet center.

After several minutes of this exquisite battle, Brittany suddenly pulled away, flipping over to face Mia. "Change of position," she announced, her chest heaving. "Let's see how you handle this."

She pressed her pussy directly against Mia's, their slick folds meeting in what Mia recognized as the scissoring position Madison had demonstrated during "Advanced Lesbian Techniques 101." Brittany began grinding, creating delicious friction between their clits.

Two could play that game. Mia matched her movements, finding the perfect angle to maximize contact. The sight of their bodies joined this way, their juices mingling as they fought for dominance, was intensely erotic. Around them, the room had fallen silent except for heavy breathing-the spectators as captivated by the display as the participants.

"Admit it," Brittany panted, her perfectly manicured hand gripping Mia's thigh for leverage, "you've never been fucked this good by anyone in your house."

"I've had better from our pledge educator," Mia shot back, though the trembling in her thighs betrayed how close she was getting. She needed to change tactics-fast.

With a sudden move that surprised even herself, Mia flipped their positions, pushing Brittany onto her back and sliding down her body. Before the Theta president could react, Mia had buried her face between her thighs again, this time adding fingers to the mix.

"Oh fuck!" Brittany gasped as Mia slid two fingers into her drenched pussy while sucking her clit with renewed vigor.

"That's it, Mia!" Zoe cheered. "Show that Theta bitch how Zeta Pi does it!"

Mia curved her fingers upward, searching for and finding the spongy spot that never failed to drive her sisters wild. Brittany's back arched off the table, a string of profanities escaping her perfect lips.

"She's close," observed Alexis, sounding both impressed and concerned. "Brittany, fight back!"

Too late. Mia felt Brittany's inner walls clench around her fingers as she launched a final assault-sucking her clit hard while pressing firmly against her g-spot. With a strangled cry, Brittany came, her whole body shaking as wetness gushed against Mia's palm.

"Fuck, fuck, FUCK!" Brittany wailed, legs trembling uncontrollably as her orgasm crashed through her. "Oh my god!"

Taylor and Zoe erupted in cheers while the Theta officers looked on in shock. Mia sat up, her face glistening with Brittany's juices, a triumphant smile playing on her lips.

"I believe that settles it," she said, wiping her chin with the back of her hand. "Zeta Pi: one, Theta Mu: zero."

Brittany lay sprawled on the table, chest heaving as she recovered. "Lucky shot," she finally managed, though there was less hostility in her voice than before.

"Sore loser?" Mia taunted gently, still riding the high of victory.

Brittany pushed herself up on her elbows, an unreadable expression crossing her face. "Rematch. Right now."

"That wasn't the deal," Taylor protested.

"I'm not talking about the banner anymore," Brittany clarified, her eyes locked on Mia. "This is personal now. I want to see if that was a fluke."

Mia considered the challenge. They'd accomplished their mission-technically, they'd won the bet. But something about Brittany's determination intrigued her. Plus, she was still painfully aroused from their earlier activities.

"Fine," she agreed. "But this time, let's make it more interesting."

Alexis stepped forward, producing a discreet but expensive-looking leather case from a cabinet. "The arsenal," she explained, opening it to reveal an impressive collection of high-end sex toys-vibrators, dildos, and other devices that would make even Madison envious.

"House treasures," Brittany explained, selecting a rose-gold vibrator. "Passed down through generations of Theta Mu executive boards."

"Kinky history," Mia remarked, eyeing a particularly wicked-looking curved glass dildo.

What followed was less competition and more exploration-Brittany using the vibrator on Mia until she came so hard she saw stars, then Mia returning the favor with the glass dildo that proved devastatingly effective against Brittany's g-spot. The initial animosity dissolved into mutual appreciation of each other's bodies and skills.

The spectators didn't remain spectators for long. Taylor soon found herself bent over the executive desk with Alexis enthusiastically eating her ass, while Zoe engaged in a complicated three-way with Theta's secretary and treasurer.

"I never thought I'd say this," Brittany admitted hours later, lying exhausted beside Mia on the table, both of them covered in sweat and each other's juices, "but you Zeta girls really do know your stuff."

"Likewise," Mia acknowledged, her body pleasantly sore from multiple orgasms. "Though I still stand by my victory."

Brittany laughed, the sound genuine for the first time. "Fair enough." She propped herself up on one elbow, studying Mia's face. "You know, this rivalry is stupid. We're all just girls who like to party and fuck."

"And raise money for charity," Mia added with a smirk.

"That too." Brittany glanced around at the ongoing debauchery-Taylor was now making the treasurer squirt for the second time, while Zoe demonstrated her legendary anal prowess to an appreciative audience. "We should do this again sometime. Officially."

"What are you suggesting?"

"A weekly meeting. For 'diplomacy' between our houses." Brittany traced a finger along Mia's collarbone. "Call it a cultural exchange program."

Mia grinned. "Madison would never admit it publicly, but I think she'd be on board."

"Same time next week, then? After chapter meeting?"

"It's a date," Mia agreed. "But you're still taking down that banner."

"Already texted the social chair to handle it," Brittany admitted with a theatrical sigh. "A deal's a deal."

As dawn approached, the Zeta Pi pledges finally prepared to leave, exchanging numbers with their new Theta Mu "friends."

"So," Taylor asked as they walked back to their house, thoroughly disheveled but glowing with satisfaction, "how exactly are we explaining to Madison that we failed to get the tiger but successfully initiated a sex alliance with our sworn enemies?"

Mia laughed, her body pleasantly sore and her mind already planning next week's "diplomacy" session. "We tell her the truth-that Zeta Pi's sexual reputation remains undefeated, and we've opened exciting new recruitment possibilities."

"Plus," Zoe added with a yawn, "we now have weekly access to their house. That tiger isn't going anywhere."

The morning sun crested over Greek Row as they approached the Zeta Pi mansion, where Madison waited anxiously on the front porch.

"Well?" she demanded. "Did you get it?"

Mia exchanged glances with her fellow pledges. "Not exactly. But we got something much better."

By the time they finished recounting their adventure-with particular emphasis on Mia's victory in the sexual showdown-Madison's initial disappointment had transformed into strategic calculation.

"Fascinating," she said finally. "So you're telling me that every Monday night, their executive board will be... diplomatically engaged with ours?"

"That's the plan," Mia confirmed.

A slow smile spread across Madison's face. "Which means their house will be minimally supervised while all senior leadership is occupied."

Taylor caught on first. "Perfect opportunity for a tiger heist!"

"Precisely." Madison stood, looking at Mia with newfound respect. "You turned a failure into an opportunity. That's the mark of a true Zeta Pi woman."

As Mia headed upstairs for a much-needed shower and nap before classes, she couldn't help but smile. She'd entered the Theta Mu house as a pledge on a mission and left having initiated a sexual revolution between rival sororities. Not bad for one night's work.

And she had six days to prepare for the first official "diplomacy" session-plenty of time to study Theta Mu's "arsenal" and ensure Zeta Pi maintained its newly confirmed sexual superiority.




Chapter 4: "Spring Break Rampage"

"To never having to fake another orgasm!" Madison raised her tequila shot high, standing atop the marble kitchen island in their rented Cancun beach house.

"To spring fucking break!" the Zeta Pi sisters shouted in unison, downing their shots in perfect synchronization.

Mia licked salt from her wrist and bit into a lime wedge, the tequila burning pleasantly down her throat. Through the floor-to-ceiling windows of their luxury rental, the Caribbean Sea sparkled turquoise under the Mexican sun. After a grueling winter semester of classes, philanthropy events, and maintaining their reputation as campus's premier fuck-machines, the Zeta Pi executive board and top-performing pledges had earned this escape.

"I can't believe we scored this place," Riley whispered, pressing against Mia's side. In the six months since rush week, Riley had transformed from Mia's shy roommate into a certified size queen with an insatiable appetite for group play. "Eight bedrooms, private beach access, and no neighbors for half a mile."

"Madison's dad owns it," Mia explained, pouring them another round. "Apparently he brings his mistresses here when her mom thinks he's on business trips."

Taylor joined them, already stripped down to a purple bikini that barely contained her surgically enhanced tits-a Christmas gift from her sugar daddy that had the entire house jealous. "Itinerary meeting in five! Madison's announcing this week's slutting schedule."

The sixteen sisters gathered in the sunken living room, sprawling across plush white couches and floor cushions. Madison stood before them, wearing nothing but a thong and body glitter, her presidential authority undiminished by her near-nakedness.

"Ladies, we have six days to make this the most legendary spring break in Zeta Pi history," she announced. "Our schedule is packed with opportunities to fulfill our spring break motto."

"Sun's out, tits out!" the sisters chanted, laughing.

"Cunts out!" added Zoe, earning cheers.

Madison nodded approvingly. "Tonight is the welcome party at Señor Frogs. Tomorrow is the beach volleyball tournament and wet t-shirt contest at Coco Bongo. Wednesday brings the foam party at The City, Thursday is the yacht excursion, and Friday night is the underground beach party."

Vanessa raised her hand. "And our house parties?"

"Every night after the clubs close," Madison confirmed with a wicked grin. "We've put the word out to select fraternities from across the country. The password is 'purple reign.' Anyone who knows it gets in-and gets inside one of you dirty bitches."

Excited murmurs rippled through the group. Mia felt her pussy dampen at the possibilities. Since the legendary Alpha Tau mixer and the diplomatic breakthrough with Theta Mu, she'd established herself as one of Zeta Pi's most adventurous members, earning Madison's approval and mentorship. Her only remaining sexual frontier was anal-something she'd assisted with many times but never fully experienced herself.

"One more thing," Madison continued. "This year's Spring Break Challenge is 'International Relations.' Points are awarded for fucking nationalities you've never had before. Bonus points for multiple partners from the same country. Triple points for public sex acts with foreign nationals. The sister with the most points gets her choice of rooms during next fall's house selection."

Mia exchanged determined glances with Riley. They'd already discussed sharing the coveted third-floor corner suite with the private bathroom and balcony. This competition could secure it for them.

"Now," Madison clapped her hands, "we have four hours until tonight's festivities. I expect everyone oiled, waxed, and ready to represent Zeta Pi's superior pussy portfolio by eight o'clock!"

The house erupted into activity-sisters claiming bathrooms for pre-party preparations, selecting outfits from suitcases packed specifically with the tiniest, sluttiest clothing they owned.

Mia and Riley retreated to their shared room, where Riley immediately pulled out her cosmetic case. "Fresh Brazilian?" she offered, holding up waxing strips. "I'll do you if you do me."

An hour later, both girls sported perfectly smooth pussies, their skin glistening with coconut oil. Mia selected her outfit carefully-a purple microdress that barely covered her ass and showed the underside of her tits when she moved, paired with clear platform heels that Madison had taught her to dance in.

"Fuck, we look hot," Riley declared as they admired themselves in the full-length mirror. She wore a gold chainmail top that left nothing to the imagination and a white skirt so short that her pussy lips peeked out when she bent even slightly. "We're going to drown in foreign cock tonight."

"And pussy," Mia added, thinking of the international female tourists they'd surely encounter. After her experience with Brittany and the Theta Mu girls, she'd developed an equal appreciation for making women scream her name.

The sisters assembled in the foyer at eight sharp, a vision of youth, beauty, and sexual confidence that would make even experienced Cancun partiers stop and stare. Madison inspected them like a general reviewing troops, adjusting a strap here, suggesting more lip gloss there.

"Perfect," she finally declared. "Remember the Zeta Pi spring break rules: No fucking without protection, no going off alone with strangers, and absolutely no holding your sisters' hair while they puke without getting photographic evidence for the shame wall."

The night blurred into a haze of tequila shots, grinding bodies, and increasingly bold public displays of sexuality. Señor Frogs transformed from tourist trap to Zeta Pi hunting ground as the sisters worked the room. By midnight, Mia had collected three phone numbers, danced topless on the bar for a row of cheering Texas A&M boys, and fingered Taylor to orgasm in a bathroom stall while a line of envious girls waited outside.

The club's MC announced a body shot contest, and Madison immediately volunteered her pledges. Mia found herself lying on the bar, lime wedge in her mouth and salt sprinkled from her neck to her navel, as a muscular Brazilian tourism student named Marco licked his way up her body before downing the shot glass nestled between her breasts. His tongue lingered deliberately on her skin, sending shivers of anticipation through her body.

"Your turn," he whispered after taking the lime from her mouth in a kiss that promised much more.

Soon Mia was licking salt from his sculpted abs while the crowd cheered. When he guided her head significantly lower to retrieve the lime he'd tucked into the waistband of his shorts, she took the opportunity to brush her lips against his hardening cock, earning appreciative hoots from her sisters.

By two AM, the party had returned to their beach house, the large living area filled with select guests who'd passed Madison's stringent hotness inspection at the door. Music pounded through expensive speakers as impromptu stripper poles were established using the architectural columns. In one corner, a group of Canadian hockey players had organized a game of strip beer pong against Taylor, Zoe, and three other sisters-all of whom were strategically losing to entertain the growing audience.

"There you are!" Riley appeared at Mia's side, dragging Marco from the club and another equally gorgeous man. "Look what I found. Marco's friend Liam-he's Australian!"

The Australian was tall and tanned, with sun-bleached hair and the powerful shoulders of a dedicated surfer. "G'day," he said with a grin that made Mia's pussy throb.

"International Relations," Riley whispered in Mia's ear. "Brazil and Australia in one night? That's twelve points right there."

Mia didn't need the competitive incentive. Both men were ridiculously hot, and the tequila had her hornier than a bitch in heat. "Give me fifteen minutes," she told Riley. "Meet me out back with supplies."

While Riley distracted the men with drinks, Mia slipped upstairs to freshen up. She reapplied perfume to strategic locations and grabbed a beach blanket and the sorority's travel kit-a purple cosmetic bag containing condoms, lube, and dental dams that all sisters carried when traveling.

Fifteen minutes later, she found Riley leading the men down the private path to their secluded strip of beach. The night was warm, the full moon illuminating the white sand and gentle waves. Riley had already procured a bottle of premium tequila and four shot glasses.

"I was just telling the boys about our moonlight swimming tradition," Riley called as Mia approached. "Apparently they've never skinny-dipped in the Caribbean."

"Tragic," Mia replied, spreading the blanket on a flat section of sand. "We should fix that immediately."

Without hesitation, Riley pulled her chainmail top over her head, her perfect tits bouncing free. Not to be outdone, Mia reached behind herself and unzipped her dress, letting it pool at her feet. The men watched, transfixed, as both girls stepped out of their minimal clothing to stand gloriously naked under the moonlight.

"Your turn," Riley challenged, hands on her hips.

The men exchanged glances, then quickly stripped. Marco's body was even more impressive naked-smooth brown skin stretched over defined muscles, and a thick cock already hardening against his thigh. Liam was equally magnificent, his surfer's physique rippling with power, his cock longer than Marco's though not quite as thick.

"Race you to the water!" Riley called, taking off across the sand.

The impromptu skinny dip was the perfect icebreaker. They splashed and played in the warm surf, hands "accidentally" brushing against increasingly intimate areas. When Marco pulled Mia against him for a deep kiss, his erection pressing insistently against her stomach, any pretense of innocence evaporated.

"Let's move this party back to dry land," Mia suggested, taking his hand and leading him toward the blanket.

Back on shore, Riley had already arranged the tequila and shot glasses. "I propose a game," she announced, her naked body glistening with seawater. "Body shots-winner's choice of positions."

The next hour became a blur of salt, tequila, and increasingly explicit shot placement. Mia licked salt from the crease where Liam's thigh met his groin, while Riley took her shot from a glass balanced precariously on Marco's erect cock. By the third round, all pretense of a drinking game had given way to a four-way makeout session, hands and mouths exploring without restraint.

Mia found herself on her back, Liam's head between her thighs as he demonstrated what Australian men could do with their tongues. Nearby, Riley was showing Marco her deepthroating skills, taking his impressive girth until her nose pressed against his stomach.

"Fuck, you taste amazing," Liam murmured against Mia's pussy, his tongue swirling around her clit in patterns that had her thighs trembling. "Like saltwater and honey."

Mia tangled her fingers in his sun-bleached hair, grinding shamelessly against his face. "Don't stop," she gasped. "Right fucking there."

Her first orgasm crashed through her with unexpected force, her back arching off the blanket as she flooded Liam's eager mouth with her juices. Before she could recover, Riley was beside her, kissing her deeply while Marco watched with obvious appreciation.

"Switch?" Riley suggested with a mischievous smile.

They rearranged themselves-Mia taking Marco's impressive cock into her mouth while Riley straddled Liam's face. The sight of her friend riding the Australian's tongue while playing with her own nipples pushed Mia deeper into a state of wanton abandonment. She sucked Marco with enthusiasm, swirling her tongue around his head while her hand worked his shaft.

"Condoms," Mia gasped when Marco pulled her up for a kiss, tasting herself on his lips. She fumbled with the purple bag, extracting foil packets and tossing one to Riley.

Marco rolled the condom onto his thick length, then pulled Mia atop him. She sank down slowly, savoring the delicious stretch as he filled her completely. Across the blanket, Riley had Liam on his back, riding him with athletic bounces that sent her tits jiggling hypnotically.

The beach became their playground, positions changing fluidly as they explored all possible combinations. Mia found herself on hands and knees, Marco pounding her from behind while she watched Riley sixty-nine with Liam. The sound of skin slapping skin mingled with the surf and their increasingly desperate moans.

"I want to try something," Riley announced after they'd paused for more tequila shots. Her eyes held a knowing gleam that Mia recognized from countless sorority adventures. "Mia's never had a cock in her ass."

Mia's heart raced at the declaration. It was true-despite facilitating countless anal experiences for her sisters, she'd never taken that step herself. "I don't know..."

"Trust me," Riley soothed, stroking Mia's hair. "Liam's perfect for your first time-long but not too thick. And I'll help you through it."

The men watched this exchange with obvious interest, their cocks hardening again despite multiple orgasms already.

"I've got lube," Mia admitted, extracting the small bottle from their supply bag.

Riley grinned triumphantly. "And we've got tequila for relaxation. Perfect combination."

What followed was an education in anal pleasure that only Riley-Zeta Pi's reigning anal queen-could provide. She arranged Mia on her hands and knees, then instructed Marco to lie beneath her for oral attention while she prepared Mia's virgin ass.

"The key is relaxation and lots of lube," Riley explained, pouring the slippery liquid between Mia's cheeks. She circled Mia's puckered hole with a gentle finger while Mia distracted herself by sucking Marco's rejuvenated cock.

Liam watched, stroking himself as Riley slowly worked first one, then two fingers into Mia's ass. The initial discomfort gave way to a forbidden pleasure that had Mia moaning around Marco's thickness.

"Now for the tequila," Riley announced. "This is a Zeta Pi specialty."

She poured a shot, then instructed Mia to reach back and spread her cheeks. With surgical precision, Riley dripped tequila down the crease of Mia's ass, some of it catching in her stretched hole.

"Now lick it off her," Riley commanded Liam, who eagerly complied, his tongue collecting the tequila before dipping into Mia's prepared entrance.

The sensation of his hot tongue against her sensitive rim sent jolts of electricity through Mia's body. "Oh my fucking god," she gasped, momentarily releasing Marco's cock.

"Ready for the real thing?" Riley asked, applying a fresh condom to Liam's cock and coating it generously with lube.

Mia nodded, nervous but trusting her friend's expertise. She continued sucking Marco as Liam positioned himself behind her, the head of his cock pressing against her virgin hole.

"Push back against him," Riley instructed. "Like you're trying to push out, but slowly."

Mia followed her guidance, feeling the gradual stretch as Liam's cockhead breached her tight ring. There was pressure, a burning sensation that walked the line between pain and pleasure, then a sudden giving way as he slipped inside.

"Holy shit," Mia breathed, her body adjusting to the unfamiliar intrusion. Below her, Marco watched with fascination as his friend's cock disappeared into her ass.

"Take it slow," Riley advised Liam, her hand reaching beneath Mia to rub her clit. "Let her set the pace."

Gradually, Liam worked his cock deeper, each gentle thrust opening Mia further until she felt impossibly full. The initial discomfort faded, replaced by a pleasure so intense it bordered on transcendent.

"Move," she finally commanded, pushing back against him. "Fuck my ass."

Liam established a gentle rhythm, each thrust sending new sensations coursing through Mia's body. Riley's fingers on her clit provided the perfect counterpoint, building her toward an orgasm unlike any she'd experienced before.

"This is so fucking hot," Marco groaned, watching Mia's face contort with pleasure as she continued working his cock with her mouth.

The forbidden nature of the act, the public setting, and the skilled attention from both men pushed Mia toward the edge rapidly. When Liam increased his pace, his balls slapping against her with each thrust, she tumbled into an orgasm so powerful her vision blurred.

"She's coming," Riley announced unnecessarily as Mia's body convulsed. "Keep fucking her through it!"

Liam maintained his pace, pushing Mia's pleasure higher as she shuddered and moaned around Marco's cock. The intensity triggered Marco's climax, his hot seed filling the condom as Mia continued sucking, determined to drain him completely.

"My turn," Riley declared once Mia had collapsed onto the blanket, thoroughly spent. "Liam, I want you to fuck my ass while Marco recovers. Then we're switching to double penetration."

As the night progressed, they cycled through increasingly acrobatic positions-Riley taking both men simultaneously while Mia recovered, then Mia experiencing her first DP with Marco in her freshly deflowered ass and Liam in her pussy. They paused only for more tequila shots and brief swims to wash away sweat and bodily fluids.

The eastern sky was beginning to lighten when they finally exhausted themselves. The men dozed on the blanket while Mia and Riley waded into the surf for a final cleanse.

"Twelve International Relations points," Riley murmured, pressing a salt-flavored kiss to Mia's lips. "And you finally joined the anal club. Productive night."

"My ass might never be the same," Mia laughed, wincing slightly as the saltwater stung her well-used hole. "But totally worth it."

They collected their clothes and supplies, rousing the men to exchange contact information before sending them on their way with promises to meet again at the next night's party.

Back at the beach house, they found evidence of equally debauched activities-discarded clothing, empty liquor bottles, and sleeping bodies in various states of undress throughout the common areas. Madison sat at the kitchen island, making notes in the official Spring Break Challenge ledger.

"Productive night?" she asked, eyeing their disheveled appearance and the sand clinging to impossible places.

"Brazil and Australia," Riley reported proudly. "Public beach sex, double penetration, and Mia's anal cherry has officially been popped."

Madison made appropriate notations in the ledger. "Excellent work, sluts. But you're currently trailing Taylor, who somehow managed to fuck Swedish twins and their Norwegian roommate simultaneously in the club bathroom."

The day passed in a haze of recovery and preparation for the next night's adventures. Sisters compared conquests over breakfast mimosas, trading techniques and target recommendations. By sunset, they were primped and ready for the wet t-shirt contest at Coco Bongo.

The pattern repeated throughout the week-days spent recovering poolside or shopping, nights devoted to increasingly outrageous sexual conquests. Mia checked nationalities off her list with methodical enthusiasm-a Spanish DJ who bent her over his equipment during a set break, a French model who ate her pussy in the VIP section of The City nightclub, an Italian brother and sister who took turns with her in the house hot tub while Riley filmed for their private collection.

By Thursday's yacht excursion, Mia had mastered her newfound love for anal play, taking ever larger cocks in her ass with enthusiastic abandon. The captain of the chartered yacht-a Greek man with a cock as thick as her wrist-had been particularly impressed when she took him balls-deep while maintaining eye contact with his first mate, who waited patiently for his turn.

"You've created a monster," Taylor commented to Riley as they watched Mia disappear below deck with three Colombian business students. "She's out-slutting all of us combined."

"I'm so proud," Riley replied, wiping away a pretend tear. "Our little Mia, all grown up and taking cocks in every hole."

The final night of their trip arrived with a flurry of excitement. The underground beach party was legendary among spring breakers-invitation only, held at a secret location, and notorious for its anything-goes atmosphere. Madison had secured VIP wristbands through connections that she refused to explain but that obviously involved sexual favors to someone influential.

"Tonight is special," Madison announced during their final preparatory meeting. "The beach party isn't just any party-it's organized by an international society of hedonists who gather elite college students from around the world. What happens there stays there, but it will change your perception of what's possible sexually."

The sisters dressed in their sluttiest beachwear-Mia selecting a purple mesh dress over a tiny thong, with nothing covering her tits except strategic body glitter. They were transported to the location in blackout vans, arriving at a secluded cove illuminated by tiki torches and strobe lights. Music pulsed from professional-grade speakers embedded in the rocks, and already hundreds of beautiful young bodies writhed on the sand.

"Holy shit," Mia breathed as they entered. Surrounding a central dance area, various tents and platforms hosted activities that made even her experienced eyes widen-a suspension rig where a blonde was being pleasured by multiple partners while hanging in elaborate rope work; a massage area where oiled bodies slid against each other in creative configurations; a "human buffet" where sushi and fruit were arranged on naked models for guests to eat with their hands or mouths.

"The night's young," Madison warned with a knowing smile. "Pace yourselves. The real party doesn't start until midnight."

Mia and Riley explored the scene, accepting drinks and caresses from beautiful strangers of all genders. They participated in a body painting station, where an Indonesian artist decorated their naked bodies with glow-in-the-dark designs that emphasized their curves and erogenous zones.

Midnight arrived with a ceremonial gong. The music shifted to a hypnotic, tribal beat, and the center of the beach cleared as staff arranged cushions and mats in a massive circle. Madison gathered her sisters, eyes bright with excitement.

"It's starting," she explained. "The Convergence. Every spring break, students from top universities worldwide shed their inhibitions and connect in the most primal way possible. There are no limits except consent, no barriers of language or culture, just pure pleasure."

As if on cue, the crowd began removing whatever minimal clothing remained, forming a massive circle of naked bodies. Within moments, the organized formation dissolved into a writhing mass of intertwined limbs and connecting orifices-the largest orgy Mia had ever witnessed.

"Shall we?" Riley asked, already pulling Mia toward the action.

What followed defied description-a kaleidoscope of sexual experiences beyond anything in Mia's already extensive repertoire. She lost count of the cocks she sucked, the pussies she tasted, the hands that caressed her body. Nationalities blended into a global celebration of pleasure-a Japanese girl eating her out while Mia deep-throated a German rugby player; a Brazilian couple sharing her holes while an Indian woman sat on her face; a chain of connection that linked her to twenty other bodies in a symphony of groans and gasps.

Somewhere in the midst of it all, she spotted her sisters similarly engaged-Taylor suspended between four Norwegian men, each taking a different hole; Zoe teaching an impromptu anal masterclass to an eager audience of European exchange students; Madison orchestrating a complex arrangement involving twin Mexican brothers and a French contortionist. Even Heather, usually the most controlled of them all, was riding a sybian machine surrounded by cheering spectators from three continents.

Hours blended together in a haze of orgasms and sweat-slicked skin. The rising sun found Mia exhausted but exhilarated, curled between Riley and a stunning pair of Swedish volleyball players on a pile of cushions. Her body ached pleasantly, used in ways she hadn't imagined possible even after months in Zeta Pi.

"That," Riley murmured against her neck, "was fucking epic."

"I lost count after thirty," Mia confessed. "Do you think Madison will just give us all the points?"

"Honey," came Madison's voice as the sorority president approached, looking thoroughly debauched herself, "after tonight, you've earned more than points. You've earned your reputation. The Convergence organizers specifically mentioned you-said they've never seen a first-timer with your... adaptability."

Pride swelled in Mia's chest alongside the pleasant soreness in her thoroughly used holes. "Just representing Zeta Pi values," she replied with a wink.

As they gathered their things-what little they could find of their original outfits-and prepared to return to the beach house, Mia reflected on her transformation. From the nervous freshman who'd timidly eaten Madison's pussy during rush week to the confident sexual adventurer who'd just participated in a multinational orgy without hesitation, her journey within Zeta Pi had been remarkable.

"What are you thinking?" Riley asked as they piled into the van.

Mia smiled, leaning her head on her friend's shoulder. "That I can't wait to see what happens next semester. If this is spring break, imagine what awaits when we're no longer pledges."

"Speaking of which," Madison called from the front seat, "final Challenge tallies will be announced at dinner tonight. But between us, Mia, you've secured your place in Zeta Pi history. Twenty-seven confirmed nationalities in six days is a new record."

The sisters cheered, too exhausted for their usual enthusiasm but sincere in their appreciation of Mia's achievement.

As the van wound its way back to their beach house, Mia gazed out at the Mexican sunrise, her body a map of pleasurable experiences that would fuel her fantasies for months to come. Spring break might be ending, but her Zeta Pi journey was just beginning-and if the past semester was any indication, the best was yet to come.




Chapter 5: "Taking Over The House"

The final weeks of spring semester brought perfect weather to Westlake University's campus, but Mia Harrison barely noticed the sunshine. Between cramming for finals, fulfilling her pledge duties, and maintaining her position as Zeta Pi's premier sexual innovator, she'd spent most of April indoors-either bent over textbooks or bent over furniture.

"Attention, bitches!" Madison's voice rang through the house's intercom system, a recent upgrade funded by alumnae who'd appreciated their "private shows" during Parents' Weekend. "Mandatory chapter meeting in fifteen minutes. Full formal attire."

Mia glanced up from her marketing textbook, exchanging curious looks with Riley. Full formal attire-the purple dresses and ceremonial pins-usually signified major sorority business, typically reserved for initiation or officer elections.

"Elections aren't for another two weeks," Riley remarked, already shedding her study clothes. "Something's up."

Fifteen minutes later, the entire sorority assembled in the chapter room. Unlike rush week's candlelit seduction scene, today the space was configured formally-tiered seating arranged in a perfect semicircle facing the raised dais where Madison stood resplendent in presidential regalia: a purple satin gown with the jeweled crown pin of office gleaming at her breast.

Behind her, the mysterious "Throne of Succession" had been unveiled from its velvet covering-an ornate chair dating back to the sorority's founding in 1899, carved from dark wood with the Zeta Pi crest inlaid in precious metals and purple velvet cushioning. Rumors about its hidden features had circulated among pledges all year.

"Sisters of Zeta Pi Omega," Madison began once everyone was seated, "I've called this emergency session to address an unprecedented situation. As you know, our beloved Vice President Cassandra was forced to withdraw from the university last week."

Murmurs rippled through the assembly. Cassandra's sudden departure-officially for "family reasons" but rumored to involve leaked videos of her threesome with two married professors-had been the talk of Greek Row.

"The vice presidency cannot remain vacant," Madison continued. "With executive board elections approaching and my own graduation imminent, we need leadership continuity. Therefore, the current executive board has unanimously voted to nominate an exceptional sister to complete Cassandra's term and stand for election."

The room tensed with anticipation. Vice presidency was traditionally reserved for juniors being groomed for presidential succession. For a sophomore-much less a current pledge-to be considered was unheard of.

"This sister has demonstrated unprecedented excellence in upholding our values," Madison's voice carried through the silent room. "She revitalized our relations with Theta Mu, established dominance during Greek Week's Secret Challenges, and set a Spring Break record with twenty-seven documented international conquests."

Mia's heart thundered against her ribs as sisters began turning toward her with knowing smiles.

"Most impressively," Madison continued, her lips curving into a proud smirk, "she invented the 'Triple Crown' technique that's since been adopted by three other elite sororities nationwide."

The Triple Crown-Mia's signature move combining g-spot stimulation, clitoral vibration, and anal beads rhythmically withdrawn at the moment of climax-had indeed become legendary after she'd demonstrated it on a visiting chapter consultant, causing the woman to squirt so forcefully she'd soaked Madison's Egyptian cotton sheets.

"Therefore, I nominate Pledge Mia Harrison for the position of Vice President of Zeta Pi Omega."

The room erupted in applause and cheers. Mia sat frozen in disbelief as sisters patted her back and squeezed her shoulders.

"However," Madison raised her hand for silence, "as this nomination is unprecedented, the nominee must undergo the traditional Succession Ceremony tonight rather than after elections. Only through successfully completing this sacred ritual can a sister assume executive office."

Heather approached Mia with ceremonial solemnity, extending a purple velvet box. "Pledge Mia Harrison, do you accept this nomination and the trial that accompanies it?"

Mia stood, smoothing her formal dress with suddenly trembling hands. "I accept."

The room erupted again, this time with the traditional call: "Trial by pleasure! Trial by pleasure!"

Madison silenced them with a raised hand. "The Succession Ceremony will commence at midnight. Only current executive board members and the nominee may attend. Dress code: ritual nudity." She struck a small gong on the podium. "Chapter dismissed."

Sisters streamed from the room, many pausing to hug Mia or whisper encouragement. When only the executive board remained, Madison descended from the dais, her expression shifting from formal to intimate.

"You're not surprised by this, are you?" she asked Mia.

"Honestly? Yes," Mia admitted. "I'm still a pledge. Vice President is-"

"Exactly where you belong," Madison interrupted. "The rules say any initiated sister can hold office. Your formal initiation is next week, but this is Zeta Pi-we bend rules when exceptional talent emerges."

Vanessa, the Social Chair, draped an arm around Mia's shoulders. "You've earned this. No pledge in memory has brought more glory-or more orgasms-to this house."

"But the Succession Ceremony..." Mia began, trying to recall the whispered rumors about this mysterious ritual.

"Is exactly what you think it is," confirmed Heather with a wicked smile. "To assume leadership, you must demonstrate your ability to pleasure those you'll serve alongside-and eventually replace."

Madison checked her diamond-studded watch. "You have eight hours to prepare. Hydrate, rest, and review the Executive Pleasure Profiles in the purple USB drive. Each of us has specific... requirements that must be satisfied."

As the executives departed, Riley slipped into the room, grabbing Mia's arm with barely contained excitement. "Vice fucking President? You sneaky bitch! Why didn't you tell me you were being considered?"

"I had no idea," Mia confessed as they headed upstairs. "And now I have to sexually satisfy the entire executive board tonight or the nomination's withdrawn."

Riley squealed. "The Succession Ceremony! It's real? I thought that was just a pledge myth!"

"Very real. Apparently, there's a USB drive with everyone's sexual preferences I need to study before midnight."

"This calls for preparation," Riley declared, pulling Mia into their room and locking the door. "First, I'm running you a bath with muscle relaxants. Then protein smoothie, then nap. I'll wake you at eleven for final preparations."

"You're not surprised by this at all, are you?" Mia asked suspiciously.

Riley grinned. "Let's just say Madison might have asked a few of us about your... qualifications last week. I showed her the video of you with the Colombian triplets from spring break."

"The one where I-"

"Made all three cum simultaneously while reciting the sorority creed backward? Yes, that one."

Eight hours later, Mia stood outside the chapter room doors, wrapped in the ritual purple robe worn for sacred ceremonies. Beneath it, she wore nothing but a light dusting of the sorority's signature jasmine-scented body powder. Her hair fell in loose waves down her back, her skin glowed from exfoliation, and her freshly waxed pussy tingled with anticipation.

The Executive Pleasure Profiles had been thorough, detailing each officer's preferences, triggers, and boundaries. Mia had spent two hours memorizing them, determined to demonstrate mastery of every board member's desires.

At precisely midnight, the heavy oak doors swung open. The chapter room had transformed-dozens of candles cast flickering shadows across walls now hung with purple velvet drapes. The air smelled of incense and arousal. On the dais, the five executive board members stood in formation wearing only their jeweled pins of office.

Mia's eyes traveled over their naked bodies-Madison's perfect curves at the center; Heather's athletic form; Vanessa's voluptuous figure; Katherine the Treasurer's petite but beautifully proportioned frame; and Elizabeth the Secretary's tall, willowy elegance. Together they represented the pinnacle of Zeta Pi's selective recruitment-five of the most beautiful, powerful women on campus.

"Enter, Nominee," Madison intoned formally.

Mia walked the central aisle, conscious of every step. At the dais, she dropped her robe as tradition demanded, standing naked before her judges.

"The Succession Ceremony has been performed since 1923," Madison began, "when Sister Eleanor Wright established that leadership in Zeta Pi Omega must be earned through demonstration of our core values: beauty, intelligence, dedication, and sexual supremacy."

Heather stepped forward. "Tonight you will pleasure each executive officer according to her preferences. You must bring each to satisfactory climax to earn her vote of confidence."

"The ceremony concludes with the Presidential Challenge," Madison added. "Only by bringing the current president to a climax exceeding all previous administrations can you truly prove worthy of succession."

Katherine, the petite Treasurer with flame-red hair, produced an ornate wooden box. "Select your first tools, Nominee."

Mia opened the box to find an array of premium sex toys-vibrators, dildos, plugs, and restraints, each bearing the Zeta Pi crest in precious metals.

"I'll begin with the Secretary," Mia announced, selecting a slender vibrator and leather wrist cuffs from the collection.

Elizabeth stepped forward, her long blonde hair cascading over small, perfect breasts. According to her profile, the Secretary enjoyed being restrained and edged repeatedly before being allowed to cum.

"On the altar," Mia directed, indicating the velvet-covered table positioned to one side of the dais.

Elizabeth lay back, extending her wrists above her head. Mia secured them with the cuffs, fastening them to ornate hooks clearly designed for this purpose. She took her time arranging Elizabeth's long legs, spreading them wide to display her already glistening pussy.

"The Secretary serves the sorority by recording our achievements," Mia recited the ritual words while trailing her fingers along Elizabeth's inner thighs. "Tonight, I will record my intentions on your body."

She leaned down, blowing cool air across Elizabeth's exposed clit, watching it swell in response. Then, with deliberate slowness, she traced the Zeta Pi letters with her tongue along Elizabeth's slit, starting with a Z that ended right at her entrance.

"Oh fuck," Elizabeth gasped, hips rising instinctively.

Mia continued the ritual pattern, lapping at Elizabeth's pussy with calculated precision-firm enough to build pleasure but never enough to push her over the edge. When Elizabeth's thighs began to tremble, Mia pulled back, switching to light kisses along her hipbones until the urgency subsided.

Three times she brought Elizabeth to the precipice, each time denying her release as the profile had specified. The fourth time, she added the vibrator, sliding it inside Elizabeth's drenched pussy while focusing her tongue on her clit.

"Please," Elizabeth begged, straining against the restraints. "Please let me cum this time."

"With pleasure," Mia purred, curling the vibrator against Elizabeth's g-spot while sucking her clit between her lips.

Elizabeth came with a sharp cry, her back arching off the altar, pussy clenching rhythmically around the vibrator as Mia continued her ministrations, drawing out the orgasm until Elizabeth collapsed in sated exhaustion.

"The Secretary confirms her satisfaction," Madison announced as Mia released Elizabeth from the restraints. "Proceed to the Treasurer."

Katherine approached eagerly. Her profile had indicated a preference for dominant treatment and dirty talk, specifically financial metaphors that played on her position.

"On your hands and knees," Mia commanded, returning to the toy box to select a jeweled anal plug and a crop bearing the sorority's crest.

Katherine complied immediately, assuming the position on the purple cushions arranged in the center of the dais. Her petite ass raised invitingly, her red hair falling forward as she looked back at Mia with challenging eyes.

"The Treasurer manages the house's assets," Mia recited, running the crop lightly over Katherine's pale buttocks. "Tonight, I'll make a substantial deposit in your account."

She brought the crop down with a sharp crack that left a perfect pink outline on Katherine's right cheek. Katherine moaned appreciatively, her pussy visibly dripping onto the cushion below.

"Such a greedy little accountant," Mia continued, alternating spanks between both cheeks until they glowed pink. "Always looking for more input, aren't you?"

"Yes," Katherine hissed as another blow landed. "Fill my fucking account."

Mia knelt behind her, spreading Katherine's reddened cheeks to reveal her tight asshole and dripping pussy. According to the profile, Katherine enjoyed anal stimulation while being manually fingered to orgasm. Mia coated the jeweled plug with lubricant from the toy box, then pressed it slowly against Katherine's puckered entrance.

"Every good treasurer knows how to handle multiple assets simultaneously," Mia murmured, working the plug in with gentle persistence while her other hand slid between Katherine's legs to find her soaked pussy.

Katherine gasped as the plug seated fully, the purple jewel at its base glittering between her bright red cheeks. Mia wasted no time plunging three fingers into her cunt, finding her g-spot with practiced precision.

"Fuck, yes!" Katherine cried, pushing back against Mia's hand. "Harder! Make that deposit!"

Mia established a brutal rhythm, finger-fucking Katherine's pussy while using her thumb to wiggle the anal plug. With her free hand, she reached around to pinch and twist Katherine's nipples, adding the pain element her profile had emphasized.

"You're going to cum for me," Mia demanded, her voice dropping to a dominant growl. "Squirt all over my hand like the filthy little accountant you are."

"Yes, yes, fucking yes!" Katherine's entire body convulsed as she came, her pussy contracting violently around Mia's fingers while a gush of fluid soaked the cushions beneath them.

"The Treasurer acknowledges receipt of your submission," Madison announced as Katherine collapsed forward, still trembling with aftershocks. "Proceed to the Social Chair."

Vanessa sauntered forward, her voluptuous body moving with practiced seduction. Her ample breasts bounced with each step, dark nipples already erect with anticipation. According to her profile, the Social Chair enjoyed having her legendary tits worshipped while being brought to multiple orgasms.

"The center cushion," Mia directed, selecting a dual vibrator from the toy collection.

Vanessa reclined against the pillows, arranging herself like a goddess awaiting tribute. Mia knelt beside her, taking a moment to admire the perfect breasts that had launched countless fraternity fantasies.

"The Social Chair connects our house to campus life," Mia recited, trailing her fingertips along the curves of Vanessa's breasts. "Tonight, I forge my connection to your pleasure."

She lowered her mouth to Vanessa's right breast, circling the areola with her tongue before drawing the nipple between her lips. Vanessa moaned appreciatively, arching to offer more of herself. Mia suckled firmly while her hands explored Vanessa's body, tracing curves and dips with reverent attention.

"Both," Vanessa gasped. "Please, both at once."

Mia smiled against her skin. The profile had mentioned Vanessa's love of simultaneous nipple stimulation. She shifted position, arranging herself so she could take both nipples into her mouth simultaneously, stretching her lips to accommodate their fullness.

"Fuck, that's it," Vanessa groaned, cradling Mia's head against her chest.

While working Vanessa's nipples with lips and tongue, Mia activated the dual vibrator. Without warning, she pressed it against Vanessa's pussy, sliding the larger end inside while positioning the clitoral stimulator against its target.

Vanessa's reaction was immediate-her body jerking at the dual sensation of Mia's mouth on her breasts and the vibrator filling her pussy. "Oh god, just like that!"

Mia established a rhythm, sucking harder on Vanessa's nipples while fucking her with the vibrator. According to the profile, Vanessa could achieve multiple orgasms in rapid succession if stimulated correctly. Mia watched her face carefully, noting the telltale signs of approaching climax-flushed cheeks, quickened breathing, the slight furrow between perfectly shaped brows.

When Vanessa came the first time, Mia immediately increased the vibrator's intensity, pushing her through the orgasm and straight into building another. Three times she repeated this pattern, each orgasm stronger than the last, until Vanessa was practically sobbing with pleasure.

"Enough," Vanessa finally gasped, pushing weakly at Mia's head. "Fourth one will kill me."

"The Social Chair confirms your connectivity," Madison announced as Vanessa struggled to sit upright, her legs still trembling. "Proceed to the Pledge Educator."

Heather approached with athletic grace, her toned body testament to years of competitive swimming. Her profile had detailed her preference for submission-a private counterpoint to her normally dominant role with pledges.

"The suspension frame," Mia directed, selecting leather ankle cuffs and a flogger from the toy collection.

From a previously hidden alcove, two junior sisters-the only non-executives permitted to witness parts of the ceremony-wheeled out an ornate frame of polished wood. Heather positioned herself in front of it, feet shoulder-width apart, arms raised to grasp the upper crossbar.

"The Pledge Educator shapes the future of our house," Mia recited, securing Heather's ankles to the frame's lower supports. "Tonight, I shape your pleasure to demonstrate my worthiness."

Mia circled Heather's spread-eagled form, trailing the flogger's suede tails across her skin. According to her profile, Heather enjoyed being verbally humiliated while receiving increasing levels of sensation.

"Look at the mighty Pledge Educator," Mia began, her voice taking on a dominant edge that made Heather visibly shiver. "So strong and commanding with her pledges, but here you're just a needy little slut waiting to be used, aren't you?"

"Yes," Heather whispered, her pussy already visibly wet.

Mia brought the flogger down across Heather's back-not hard enough to mark, but firmly enough to warm the skin. "I can't hear you."

"Yes!" Heather responded louder. "I'm a needy slut!"

"That's better." Mia continued flogging systematically, working down Heather's back, across her ass, and down her thighs-careful to follow the safe impact zones she'd studied in Zeta Pi's advanced BDSM education sessions. With each strike, Heather's breathing grew heavier, her pussy dripping visible evidence of her arousal.

"All semester you've been telling me what to do," Mia continued the verbal humiliation, moving to Heather's front to drag the flogger across her small, firm breasts. "Making me practice oral techniques for hours, demonstrating positions until my muscles screamed. Now I'm going to show you exactly how well I learned your lessons."

She dropped to her knees in front of Heather, setting the flogger aside. Without warning, she buried her face between Heather's thighs, attacking her pussy with everything she'd been taught-broad strokes alternating with pinpoint precision, suction on her clit followed by tongue-fucking her entrance.

"Oh fuck!" Heather cried out, her restraints preventing her from closing her legs as the onslaught of pleasure overwhelmed her.

Mia reached up, pinching Heather's nipples roughly while continuing to devour her pussy. She employed every technique Heather herself had taught during pledge education-the Alphabet Method, the Vacuum Seal, the Flutter Flick-combined in a relentless assault that had Heather writhing in her bonds.

"Who's the slut now?" Mia demanded, coming up for air briefly before diving back in.

"I am!" Heather sobbed, her hips bucking desperately against Mia's face. "Please let me cum, please!"

"Cum for me, Pledge Educator," Mia commanded, sucking Heather's clit while driving three fingers into her soaked pussy. "Show everyone how well you taught me."

Heather's orgasm was explosive-her entire body going rigid before convulsing in waves of pleasure, a stream of profanity flowing from her usually composed mouth. Mia maintained her efforts through the climax, drawing out every aftershock until Heather sagged against her restraints.

"The Pledge Educator confirms your mastery," Madison announced as the junior sisters released Heather from the frame. "You have satisfied four officers and earned their votes. Now comes the Presidential Challenge."

Madison descended from her raised platform, moving to the center of the dais where the historic Throne of Succession awaited. The other officers arranged themselves on cushions around it, recovered enough from their orgasms to watch the ceremony's climax.

"Since 1923," Madison explained, "each Zeta Pi president has challenged her potential successors to provide pleasure beyond what any previous lover has achieved. My challenge is particularly difficult."

She reached beneath the throne's seat, pressing a hidden mechanism. With a smooth mechanical sound, a section of the seat slid back to reveal an upright dildo mounted on a motorized base-the legendary Scepter of Succession that pledges whispered about but rarely saw.

"Despite my extensive sexual history," Madison continued, "I have never squirted. Not once, not ever, despite the best efforts of countless lovers of all genders."

Murmurs rippled through the watching officers. This was indeed a formidable challenge.

"To truly earn my endorsement, you must make me lose control completely," Madison concluded, positioning herself on the throne but not yet lowering onto the waiting scepter. "You may use any tools or techniques at your disposal."

Mia approached thoughtfully. Making Madison squirt when no one else had managed it would require everything she'd learned about female pleasure. She returned to the toy box, selecting several items: a premium curved g-spot stimulator, a small anal plug, warming lubricant, and a pair of nipple clamps connected by a delicate golden chain bearing the sorority letters.

"The President guides our sisterhood with wisdom and passion," Mia recited, arranging her selected tools on a small table beside the throne. "Tonight, I guide you to transcendent pleasure to prove my worthiness to serve at your side."

She knelt before Madison, pressing a reverent kiss to each of her thighs. "You've guided me since the first day, teaching me, challenging me. Now let me show you something new."

Madison's expression remained composed, though her eyes betrayed her curiosity. "Proceed."

Mia began with the fundamentals, using her mouth to build Madison's arousal slowly. Unlike her approach with the other officers, she deliberately avoided bringing Madison close to orgasm, instead establishing a foundation of simmering pleasure. According to sexual wisdom passed through generations of Zeta Pi sisters, squirting required perfect relaxation followed by intense stimulation-the paradox of surrender and power.

"Lean back," Mia directed after several minutes of oral attention.

When Madison complied, Mia attached the nipple clamps, adjusting them to provide sensation without pain. The gold chain dangled between Madison's perfect breasts, rising and falling with her increasingly rapid breathing.

"Now, lower yourself onto the scepter," Mia instructed.

Madison positioned herself above the throne's built-in dildo, slowly sinking down until it filled her completely. Mia activated its base functions-gentle vibration and subtle rotation-while applying warming lubricant to her fingers.

"Close your eyes," she murmured. "Focus only on sensation."

With Madison impaled on the vibrating scepter, Mia began implementing her strategy. She knelt between Madison's spread legs, reaching around to slide her lubricated fingers between Madison's perfect ass cheeks. With gentle persistence, she worked the small anal plug into place, creating the feeling of fullness from multiple directions.

Madison's breathing quickened, her composure showing the first cracks. "That's... different."

"We're just beginning," Mia promised, reaching for the curved g-spot stimulator.

While the scepter filled Madison's pussy, its mechanical movements were predictable. Mia activated the second vibrator, sliding its curved head alongside the throne's built-in dildo to directly target Madison's g-spot.

"Oh fuck," Madison gasped, her hips jerking at the dual penetration.

"That's it," Mia encouraged, using her free hand to increase the throne's vibration settings. "Feel everything. Let go of control."

She leaned forward, taking Madison's clit into her mouth while maintaining the precise g-spot pressure with the curved vibrator. The combination of sensations-vibrating dildo filling her pussy, specialized vibrator targeting her g-spot, anal plug creating pleasurable pressure from behind, mouth working her clit, and nipple clamps adding jolts of sensation from above-created a perfect storm of stimulation.

Madison began to tremble, her legendary composure fracturing visibly. "Something's happening," she gasped, eyes flying open in surprise. "I feel... I think..."

"Don't fight it," Mia urged, increasing pressure against Madison's g-spot while sucking her clit more firmly. "Let go. Show everyone what I can do to you."

Madison's thighs began to shake uncontrollably, her breathing coming in short, desperate pants. The other officers watched in amazement as their unflappable president visibly lost control, her perfect features contorting in an expression of shocked pleasure.

"I can't... oh my god... I'm going to..." Madison's voice rose to a pitch no one had heard from her before.

Mia executed the final element of her strategy, reaching up to tug sharply on the chain connecting the nipple clamps while simultaneously curling her fingers hard against Madison's g-spot.

The result was spectacular. With a primal scream that echoed through the chapter room, Madison came harder than anyone had ever witnessed. A gush of clear fluid erupted from around the throne's scepter, soaking Mia's face and chest as Madison experienced her first squirting orgasm. The force of it was so strong that secondary streams hit the floor several feet away, drawing gasps from the watching officers.

"FUCK! FUCK! FUCK!" Madison wailed, completely abandoned to pleasure, her body bucking wildly on the throne as wave after wave of ejaculate pulsed from her. The legendary ice queen had melted completely, reduced to a quivering, sobbing mess of raw pleasure.

Mia maintained her efforts through multiple waves of release, easing off gradually as Madison's convulsions subsided. When she finally sat back on her heels, her face and chest were drenched, a puddle spreading across the ancient hardwood beneath the throne.

Silence filled the chapter room as everyone-Madison included-processed what had just happened. The president sat slumped on the throne, chest heaving, eyes unfocused, the evidence of her unprecedented orgasm pooled around her.

Finally, Katherine broke the silence with a whispered, "Holy fucking shit."

"I think..." Madison began, her voice hoarse from screaming. She cleared her throat, struggling to regain her typical poise while still impaled on the scepter. "I think we can consider the Presidential Challenge thoroughly met."

A cheer erupted from the officers, echoed by the junior sisters who had watched from the shadows. Vanessa helped Madison lift herself off the throne's scepter on visibly wobbly legs.

Heather approached with the Vice President's jeweled pin-a silver crown studded with amethysts. "By the unanimous consent of the Executive Board, I hereby confirm Mia Harrison as Vice President of Zeta Pi Omega, with all rights and responsibilities thereof."

As tradition dictated, Mia took Madison's place on the still-wet throne, lowering herself onto the scepter that had just witnessed sorority history. The cold metal slide inside her, a symbolic union with generations of Zeta Pi leaders who had sat here before her.

"It is customary for the newly confirmed officer to address the board," Madison prompted, having wrapped herself in a purple robe while still visibly trembling from her explosive orgasm.

Mia looked out at the women who now formed her executive team, feeling the weight of the moment despite the absurdity of delivering a speech while impaled on a ceremonial dildo. She rolled her hips slightly, adjusting to the fullness as she gathered her thoughts.

"Sisters of the Executive Board, I accept this position with honor and humility," she began, unconsciously grinding against the throne as she spoke. "From my first day in this house, I've witnessed the power of Zeta Pi's traditions and the strength of our sisterhood."

She reached down to activate the throne's vibration function, determined to follow tradition by climaxing during her acceptance speech. The subtle rumble made her breath catch momentarily before she continued.

"As Vice President, I pledge to uphold our reputation as the sluttiest, most exclusive sorority on campus." Her voice grew stronger despite the building pleasure between her legs. "Our houses' excellence in academics, philanthropy, and above all, sexual innovation, will reach new heights under my leadership."

The vibrations increased as she subtly adjusted the controls built into the throne's armrests. The sensation of addressing these powerful women while fucking herself on the historical scepter was intensely erotic.

"I bring new ideas for the coming year," she continued, her voice growing breathier as her arousal built. "Weekly skill workshops open to all sisters. A mentorship program pairing experienced members with those wanting to expand their sexual repertoires. And a complete reimagining of our mixer strategy to establish Zeta Pi dominance over every fraternity, sports team, and yes-" she smiled at the memory of her Theta Mu adventures, "-rival sorority on campus."

Her hips were moving more noticeably now, rising and falling on the vibrating scepter as she approached her ceremonial climax. The officers watched with approval, tradition dictating that a new executive must demonstrate her ability to maintain composure while experiencing pleasure.

"Under my leadership," Mia gasped, fighting to control her voice as the first waves of orgasm approached, "Zeta Pi will expand our legendary status. Our pledges will be the most skilled, our parties the most exclusive, and our sexual dominance absolutely fucking unquestioned!"

With perfect timing, she crested the wave of pleasure, her orgasm washing through her as she concluded her speech. Unlike Madison's explosive display, Mia's climax was controlled yet visible-her back arching elegantly, a soft moan escaping her lips, her face transforming with pleasure while maintaining eye contact with her audience.

"The Vice President has sealed her oath with pleasure," Madison announced formally as Mia composed herself, rising gracefully from the throne. "May her term bring glory and satisfaction to our beloved sisterhood."

The ceremony concluded with the traditional toast-champagne poured over the new officer's breasts and licked off by each executive board member in turn, symbolizing their shared commitment to pleasure and leadership.

As Heather's tongue collected the last drops of champagne from her nipple, Mia caught Madison's eye across the room. The president gave her a look of newfound respect tinged with something deeper-perhaps the recognition that she had finally met someone capable of matching her legendary ambition.

"Get some rest, Vice President," Madison advised as the junior sisters began cleaning the ceremonial space. "Tomorrow we announce your appointment to the chapter, and you'll need your strength for the traditional celebration that follows."

"Celebration?" Mia asked, though she could guess from the gleam in Madison's eye.

"Every sister will want to personally congratulate their new Vice President," Heather explained with a wink. "Some congratulate more enthusiastically than others."

As Mia slipped her ritual robe back on and prepared to leave the chapter room, she paused to look back at the throne that had just sealed her ascension. From nervous rush week pledge to executive officer in less than a year-a trajectory unprecedented in Zeta Pi history.

"One more thing," Madison called as Mia reached the door. "What exactly is this 'complete reimagining' of mixer strategy you mentioned?"

Mia smiled, the ideas she'd been cultivating since spring break crystallizing into perfect clarity. "Let's just say Alpha Tau won't be the only fraternity learning what Zeta Pi girls can do when properly motivated. I'm thinking bigger. Much bigger."

"How much bigger?" Madison pressed, intrigued.

"All-Greek orgy during homecoming weekend," Mia replied without hesitation. "Every fraternity, every sorority, invitation by our approval only. Hosted here, of course."

A slow smile spread across Madison's face. "That's why you're Vice President. Always thinking with both heads."

As Mia climbed the stairs toward her room, her body pleasantly sore from the evening's exertions, she felt a profound satisfaction that went beyond the physical pleasure. She had found her place-not just in Zeta Pi, but in the world. A place where her sexual prowess was celebrated rather than shamed, where her ambition was rewarded, and where the bonds of sisterhood were strengthened through shared pleasure.

Riley was waiting up, practically bouncing with excitement as Mia entered their room. "Well? Are you wearing the crown pin? Did you make Madison squirt? Tell me everything!"

Mia dropped her robe, revealing the jeweled vice presidential pin now affixed to her otherwise naked body. "Vice President Harrison, at your service," she announced with a theatrical bow.

Riley squealed, throwing her arms around Mia. "I knew you'd nail it! Or rather, nail them!"

As Mia recounted the ceremony's highlights, she caught sight of herself in the mirror-the sorority pin gleaming against her bare skin, her body bearing the subtle marks of her ascension ritual. From the freshman who'd nervously performed her first pussy-eating during rush week to the newly minted Vice President who'd made the legendary Madison Reed squirt for the first time in her life.

And this was just the beginning. With three years of college still ahead and the presidency almost certainly hers after Madison's graduation, Mia Harrison had plans for Zeta Pi Omega that would make tonight's ceremony look like a church social.

The sluttiest, most exclusive sorority on campus was about to become an absolute sexual dynasty.
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