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CHAPTER ONE




“John,” the professor’s voice carried to the back of the classroom where I was seated, “Hello, back there. How about you read the next page.”

“Uh, sure,” I said and sat as I found my place in my environmental science class textbook.

It was the Wednesday of my second week of college, my freshman year. While the academic transition had been challenging, I was beginning to fall into place—well, I knew where most of my classes were.

Small victories.

While my first weekend on campus was unforgettable, something told me it was a once-in-a-lifetime experience. Sunday, Monday, and Tuesday had all come and gone, and I hadn’t received a single text, phone call, or voicemail from the sorority house. Even now, as I read about the long-term effects of greenhouse gases or something, I kept the sorority house cell phone on my desk just in case there was a call. I was glad to rest on Sunday after the workout they put me through, but come on! I’m an 18-year-old boy; how can I stop thinking about Chase, Natalie, or Amber?

But those girls only popped into my mind when I was most horny. The most frequent visitor in my fantasies and daydreams was, of course, Bella. The woman I touched the least but wanted the most. Obviously, my dreams included sex with Bella, but it was so much more. I imagined a future with her. I imagine a life with her. It was silly. I was a fresh freshman, and she was a junior. Besides, she probably was into some emo dude. The affection she showed me was the same as a stripper shows a patron.

Actually, now that I think about it, I would be the stripper in that analogy. That was the position I was ‘trying out’ for on Saturday. Sorority Toy. None of the women actually like me; they’re just using me for their interactive dildo. The thought stung me for a time, but no matter how hard I tried, I could not be offended by the concept. I still wanted this damn phone to ring!

“…and so scientists continue to search for alternatives,” I finished my page and waited to see if I was going to be ordered to read more. Luckily, another poor soul was chosen, and it was perfect timing because just then, my sorority phone lit up.

I grabbed the phone so fast that I nearly smacked it onto the floor. It was a text.

Unknown Caller

‘Lunch. Kirkoff Center. Basement. 12:30 pm’

I mixed up my face. I was hoping I would at least know who was texting me. Looking at the clock it was 11:47 am. My heart leaped when class ended a few minutes later, and I took off for the Kirkoff Center.

I didn’t want to be late for this lunch!


CHAPTER TWO




The basement of the Kirkoff Center was a handful of small restaurants and a series of tables, couches, nooks, and corners to eat or study. I had been there a couple of times so far, but honestly, I found it kind of overwhelming. The place was constantly packed with people and always in groups. I hadn’t made that many friends in college yet. My three roommates were big into computers—like programming and building them, which I was not. They were nice enough to invite me out to eat with them sometimes, but I always felt like they were speaking a different language half the time.

My ex-girlfriend was a fling that only lasted two months, but it was doomed from the start. I met her at a house party after my graduation party. She was 22 and a recent sister of Alpha Kappa Zeta. Our hook-up inspired our brief relationship and led to her eventual recommendation for my tryout at her former sorority house. Apparently, ‘Sorority Toys’ were by invite only, for obvious reasons.

I walked a lap around the basement but didn’t see any familiar faces. I was early, so I got in line at a sandwich shop for food. It was 12:33 PM when I had my food tray and was looking for a free table when I noticed a woman wearing a backpack stop abruptly and walk toward me. I didn’t recognize her, but it was clear that she recognized me.

“I was looking for you,” she said with a slightly annoyed hint to her voice.

“Oh, I didn’t see anyone, so I⁠—”

“Why do you have food?” the girl made a face looking at the tray.

“You said you wanted to get lunch at—” I made a face back in confusion.

She smiled like I had said something adorable and motioned for me to follow her. “Come on. My name’s Katie, by the way.”

“John,” I said.

“I know,” she replied. Katie was a tall girl, and she walked like a model. Her tight booty swayed left to right with every step, and her blue yoga pants left nothing to the imagination. Her red hair was dark and bounced as if she had just come from a Pantene commercial with every step.

“Did you want to get some food? I can wait for you,” I offered only to receive another condescending look from Katie.

“I’m not hungry,” Katie said, “We don’t use the on-call phone because we want a date. We use it because we have a need.”

“Oh,” I said, surprised, then again with realization, “Oh…” I looked around as we passed the stairs and whispered, “But there are so many people.”

“I know,” Katie winked at me over her sharp shoulder. “That’s the best part. Here, set your tray down there. It’ll be fine.”

Katie pointed at a four-top table that had two women already sitting at it. The two girls looked at me not in a familiar way but in a way that told me they knew exactly who and what I was and what was about to happen. I smiled sheepishly, set down my tray, and gave them an awkward half-wave before jogging to catch up with Katie, who entered one of the study rooms. They were tiny glass-walled rooms with a table big enough for one person, maybe two if they squished. There were a dozen of them scattered throughout the floor. The walls were glass on all sides, but the glass was fogged up to about six feet or so high. When I entered behind Katie, I realized she was mid-sentence and had been talking for a minute, assuming I was right behind her.

“…It’s not technically an oral fixation, just more of a preoccupation. You know what I mean?” Katie said, flinging her ruby hair over her shoulder as she took off her backpack and the tan fall jacket she was wearing. “It’s just like a safety net thing. Like my heart and mind stop going crazy when my mouth is preoccupied—especially if it’s a good dick, oh my God…”

My eyes went wide as I closed the door and moved the tiny latch to lock the door. The tiny latch that a good shake of the door could probably unhook it.

“I’m sooo glad we got a new toy this year, because between me and you, I didn’t really like the last one,” Katie rambled on as she rested a hand on her hips. “I mean, he had a big dick and whatever, but he also kinda smelled. Like he was always in the gym and sweaty and, you know, like dude, wear some cologne or something, right?”

I removed my backpack like she did but remained standing in front of her, awkwardly.

“Okay, take your pants down,” she said.

I glanced at the glass walls.

“Don’t worry about it, no one can see through the frost stuff. Besides, no one is paying attention to us,” she waved her hand and stepped closer to me.

Hesitantly, I stepped forward. Attempting to find mental peace by putting my back to the door and trying to hide beside the small table, I unzipped my pants and scooted my boxers down my things. Katie lowered to her knees with a smile of unknown origins and cocked her head at my soft member. I’ll admit, it didn’t look like much, but that wasn’t my fault. The prospect of getting caught having sex on campus during my second week of college and tossed out didn’t exactly excite me.

With no preamble or hesitation, Katie wrapped her hands around my limp dick and pressed her lips to the tip. Oozing saliva from her lips while slowly wrapping her lips around my head, I felt the overwhelming pressure engulf my cock as she slid deeper. I glanced at the iced glass surrounding us and saw no one spying yet, but I couldn’t help but envision the nightmare scenario of a crowd forming, all standing on tip-toes and with their faces plastered to the glass.

When Katie’s lips reached the base of my cock, she held it in place. Her red lips kissed my crotch as her tongue rubbed laps over the bottom of my cock. Even my insurmountable anxiety couldn’t keep my cock from reacting to this amazing oral massage. My shaft grew and expanded in all directions. Katie hummed a giggle of approval as she looked up at me. Her eyes were relaxed, and she appeared in a state of bliss as her lips worked up and down my long cock. It was as if she was making out with my dick rather than sucking. Her head angled this way and that, just to get a better angle and slurp more of my shaft down her throat.

“Ugh, fuck…” I sighed as she concentrated on the tip for an extended period of time. The attention made my cock throb and flexed quickly. Without warning, she popped her lips off my cock and gasped a deep breath.

“I need you to sit down for this part,” she said as she wiped the drool from her lips with the back of her hand.

Shooting a glance at the window, I saw no change and complied with her request. Although, it wasn’t until I was seated that I wondered what activity she had in mind. Katie pulled a hair tie off of her wrist and, in a flash of a movement, pulled her crimson hair back into a messy bun before resuming her assault. Her palm pressed against my chest, sitting me back in the chair as her other hand gripped my shaft like it was a microphone. Taking the head of my cock in her lips, Katie forced her lips down my shaft with an aggressive speed and efficiency. Her head bobbed quickly up and down, and I heard and felt the head of my dick jab the back of her throat.

“Oh… shit,” I gasped as my cock flexed and danced in her mouth. I reached to grab the back of her head, but the woman was moving too quickly up and down. Quite literally, she was face fucking herself on my throbbing rod.

Fear gripped me as I saw a large shadow looming to my right. A figure of a man tall enough to see inside the section of unfrosted glass stood like a shadow over me. It wasn’t until I jolted my head toward him and stared for a long moment that I realized he was facing away and leaning on the glass. A few seconds later, he shook hands with another person and went on his way, none the wiser of how close I was to cumming in this strange woman’s mouth.

Katie slurped and hummed with enjoyment, almost loud enough to carry outside our study room. The shaft of my dick glistened and flexed harder than I knew it could as she brought me to the edge. I saw tears in the girl’s eyes from how deep she forced her mouth down my cock with each bob lower.

“Ugh, I’m gonna cum,” I grunted all of a sudden as my eyes squinted and the building pressure at the tip of my shaft became too much.

There was another long and messy slurping sound before Katie leaned forward and forced her lip all the way down my shaft until she was kissing my body. I groaned as the head of my cock flexed in the back of her throat and strings of semen spewed down into her belly. She remained there, holding her breath, for several seconds as I continued to flex until the majority of my cum was drained from my balls.

When she raised from my cock, a foot-long string of saliva and semen extended from my dick and her chin until it broke apart. Katie’s lips and chin were wet, and she beamed a satisfied smile to me as she stood. For a minute, she cleared her throat and coughed as she cleaned up. I quickly pulled my pants up and zipped up.

Pulling her backpack straps on, she looked like she was about to leave.

“Um, did—did you want to get lunch or…” I offered because it seemed impolite after this strange woman had just swallowed my jizz.

“No, thanks. I’ve got a class on the other side of campus. Gotta run. Besides, I’m full,” Katie said with a wicked smile and a wink. Using her backpack on her back, she pushed open the door and spun out of the room.

I was in a daze when I left the room. One of the group of girls was still at the table where my food was, and at the sight of me, she gathered her things, smiled, and left as well. More tables were opening up as well as it neared 1 pm and the next batch of classes began.

Sitting down behind my untouched tray of food, I thought I was ready for a nap.


CHAPTER THREE




The rest of the week went by relatively uneventfully. I did get one more call on my ‘on call’ phone on Thursday night. The bleach-blonde lesbian couple I had a mini threesome with wanted to recreate the moment; they enjoyed it so much. It was a fun time, but it was a private affair that took place in the guest bedroom.

Beyond the hour of sex with two stunning girls, I also enjoyed the hour of lying together afterward as well. Amy and Tasha, as I learned what their names were, insisted that they were still lesbians and didn’t think they could hook up with another man. That made me feel a little special. The pair even had lunch with me the next day. They were the first two women in the sorority who treated me more like a friend than a freshman dildo.

Oddly enough, the lunch did wonders for my social life. It was amazing the power of being friends with beautiful women. A couple of guys from my dorm saw me eating with them and talked to me about it. Even a girl from my class who never knew I existed before said hi to me as I passed her in the hall. I couldn’t really explain it, but I know I felt better about college by the end of the week than I did at its start.

I arrived back at the Alpha-Cappa-Zeta sorority house Friday night. Alice texted me that morning that I was ‘working’ from 5 p.m. to 5 a.m. tonight and from 11 p.m. to 3 a.m. Saturday night. From what little information I gathered from talking to Amy and Tasha over lunch, this weekend would be the final decider on whether I got the job, which I still knew nothing about.

Are they going to pay me? If they did, would that make me a prostitute? If they don’t pay me, would I still do it? I thought about that question hard. It felt like I should say no since this would like to eat up every single weekend of my college life, but at the same time, I realized I would be fucking insane to turn down this kind of sex life.

Still, after classes on Friday, I went to the gym, had a hard meal, showered, shaved, and cleaned up thoroughly before arriving at the sorority house at 4:50 p.m. I could hear the music from the sidewalk as I approached. Two men sat in two different cars parked on the street and appeared to be waiting. Based on the glares they gave me as I walked into the house, I assumed they were boyfriends to two of the sisters. Even they weren’t allowed in the house.

I wonder how much they know about me? What I’m doing?

A younger-looking girl answered the door; by that, I mean another 18-year-old like myself. It was wild how much older and more mature the juniors and seniors acted than us. The girl wore a black and green striped mini skirt and green bikini top to match it. Upon seeing me, her eyes lit up like it was Christmas morning, and she turned to announce to the rest of the house, “He’s here!”

I barely had time to raise my own eyebrows in shock before the girl leaped into my arms and wrapped her legs around me like she was climbing a tree. I heard a splash of beer splatter behind me from the girl’s can in her hand. Knowing the two potential boyfriends in their cars could still see us, I waddled inside of the house, holding the girl up, and closed the door.

Hopping down, the freshman bounced twice, making her green bikini bounce much more. She giggled, watching my eyes follow the distraction.

“You want to touch?” she asked, turning her head and giving me a wicked smirk. Her middle finger traced down her line of cleavage. “All the pledges are waiting.”

“Pledges?” I raised an eyebrow and noticed the blaring music halve in volume.

She giggled, “Yeah, duh! I’m Pledge 4.”

“That’s your name?”

She shrugged, “For tonight at least.”

“Pledge,” Alice spoke from the entry to the kitchen, “leave us.”

“Yes, ma’am,” Pledge 4 said quickly and hurried down the hall and into the living room.

“Wow, you keep them trained well,” I joked.

Alice smirked, “We all did our time as a pledge. Obedience and public humiliation are how we build trust with one another and community.”

“I’m not sure if that sounds like a healthy community,” I questioned.

Alice stepped forward, crossing her arms, “How many people do you trust in the world? Probably your mom, dad, a friend or two? How many of them would you let see you naked, see your porn collection, share your deepest darkest fantasies with?”

Alice stepped close enough to me for my eyes to flutter to her lips and for me to question if she was about to kiss me. She was a beautiful woman, and unlike the first time I had seen her, she was put together as if she was about to go out for the evening. Their makeup was crisp, their hair dangled tastefully from a well-crafted bun, and the light pink top stopped short of her belly button, revealing a piercing. She smiled as if she had accomplished her goal and turned for the kitchen.

“Everyone the same, inevitably,” she continued, and I followed, “We live small, sheltered lives filled with desperate horniness and unscratched itches. This place is different, though. In this house, you can be free. You be yourself. Judgment free. Drink?”

“Sure,” I said. To my surprise, Alice grabbed a bottle of vodka from the freezer and poured both of us a vodka and soda. I didn’t protest.

“There were a couple of guys outside waiting in their cars. Do they have anything to do with tonight?” I asked.

Alice furrowed her brow for a second, then flattened her expression into something more annoyed.

“Was one of them a red Dodge pickup truck?” she asked.

“Yeah.”

“Bulked up, dude. Creased forehead. Looked like a bodybuilder with a one-inch dick?”

“Yeah, you know him?” I chuckled and took a healthy drink from my glass.

“He’s my ex…” she sighed, shaking her head, “We broke up like a month ago, and he’s still stalking me. I should really call the cops on his ass. You said there was another guy waiting in a car?”

“Yeah, a black Lexus?” I said, taking another drink and feeling the vodka’s warmth hit my cheeks.

“Definitely don’t know anyone in a Lexus,” Alice made a face.

“I do,” Bella said as she clacked down the final stairs in her high-heeled black boots. My mouth instantly went dry when I saw her, but my eyes and smile brightened. Bella glanced at me as she grabbed a water bottle out of the fridge and I swear she smiled, but the look didn’t last long enough to confirm.

“You’re heading out?” Alice seemed surprised.

“Yeah, had some plans. I’ll see you tomorrow,” Bella said.

“Shit, he’s in a Lexus. I better not see you until tomorrow,” Alice giggled.

Bella snickered as well and shook her head on the way out the door. I cringed at the innuendo that was implied, and I felt my heart sink a few inches lower.

Not even a hello or goodbye, I thought. What was I thinking? She’s a junior, for Pete’s sake. Why would she want to date a freshman? Why would she want to date a sorority house hooker?

My face must have betrayed my internal monologue because when I broke from my lost stare and caught eyes with Alice, she looked at me as if she was reading a book. A patronizing smile on her lips was almost a frown like I was some adorable puppy trying to stand for the first time. Thankfully, the woman had the kindness to ignore my moment of humiliation and move on with the evening’s activities.

“Come on, big boy. Finish your drink; we have pledges waiting,” Alice said, clinking her glass with mine, and we both downed our vodka sodas.

The bite of vodka was still stinging my tongue as I entered the living room, and the intoxication was enough to dizzy my head, but that was it. I had my faculties intact to recognize all the changes to the room. The furniture was pressed to the walls in all directions, leaving a vast open space in the middle of the floor, which was filled with a king-sized bed.

“Holy shit,” I muttered without thought, and a chorus of giggles replied.

The large living room was full of women in various forms of dress. Dozens of women—in fact, if I had to guess, I’d guess these were all the women in the Alpha-Cappa-Zeta sorority house… and then some. Most of the girls were dressed as Alice was, like they were about to leave for the club. Short skits, makeup, earrings, and necklaces. They nursed beers or mixed drinks and stood or sat along the edge of the room chatting with each other. I did notice a handful or more girls who weren’t quite as dressed up. They were dressed closer to how Pledge 4 was, with their makeup and hair done, but they wore a combination of floppy skirts, short shorts, and simple tops.

Still, three more women entered from the back deck, and they were on the more well-dressed side of things as well as much older. In their late thirties to early forties I guessed. One of the women I recognized right away.

I smiled sheepishly and nodded at Monica, “Hello, Monica. It’s good to see you again.”

“Oh, I forgot how adorable you are,” she sang in her sweet southern accent as she approached and took my into a tender hug. “Come here now.”

Her large breasts squished against my chest, and the chatter in the room ebbed and flowed in the background.

“Here, I want you to meet my sisters. They pledged with me what seems like a lifetime ago!” Monica held a hand to her chest.

“It wasn’t that long ago,” the curvy lady with brunette hair and highlights noted with a look of dismay. Her face quickly brightened as she shook my hand. “I’m Barbara, ooo, you are adorable.” She kissed my cheek and pulled me into a tight embrace which at the end of which she pinched my butt and gave me a wink. “I do love them cute.”

“It has been a little while,” the other woman admitted with a shrug. She was skinny but athletic-looking. She was tall like me, with shoulder-length dirty blonde hair and plump breasts behind a form-fitting and flattering white t-shirt. “I’m Olivia,” she said, pulling me into a hug and whispering into my ear, “Don’t mind Barb, she always has been something of a harlot.”

I smiled politely.

“You’re one to talk,” Barbara smacked at Olivia’s arm.

Monica put her hand on my arm and said, “Just ignore us, pretend we’re not even here.” Then she shrank off to the back of the hall behind Alice and me.

“Oh… kay…” I said, still unsure what was going on.

“Ladies and Pledges,” Alice said, stepping forward to address the women of the house. They all fell silent. Today is a very important day, and one that many of you will remember for the rest of your lives.”

Muted giggles went through the room before Alice continued. Her speech sounded like something between an introduction and a graduation. She went through all the hoops the pledges had to go through to get to where they are. How they all picked this house for many reasons, but the toy privilege was chief among them. During all this, I noticed something else that I hadn’t before. None of the women had cell phones or even wore smartwatches—things they were usually unable to put down. Suddenly, I worried that I might get in trouble for having my smart watch and cell phone on me.

Clapping knocked me out of my trance. As all the women clapped and cheered, I felt the focus of attention shift from Alice to me.

“You’re up,” Alice winked at me.

My eyes went wide, “I’m up? What does that mean?” I asked in a rising panic.

Alice smirked, “Don’t worry, you’ll figure it out,” she said with a wink.

Before I could respond, there was a rush of movement as Alice backed away from me, and a flock of women sprinted for me. If they weren’t all smiles and were mangled corpses instead of gorgeous freshmen women, this would have been the last thing I saw before my death in a zombie apocalypse. Alas, I was much more fortunate. The girls surrounded me, pushing and pulling me over to the king-sized bed.

A familiar experience was replayed as hands descended upon me from all angles. Everything was stripped away in a matter of seconds, even my watch and socks, until I was naked and being stared down upon by a sorority house of gorgeous women—a nightmare for every man but something I was oddly getting used to.

The music was turned back up, and I could hear the roar of conversations, laughter, and cheers rising in the audience around me.

“Don’t worry, ladies! He’s a grower, not a shower!” a woman quipped, and everyone had a laugh. I looked over my shoulder at the comedian and saw the fiery hair of Katie as she winked down at me.

“I know how to make him grow for us,” a familiar voice growled as she climbed between my legs. It was Pledge 4 on her hands and knees. She crawled to me with her breasts swaying in her green bikini like she was a model of a sports-illustrated magazine. Pledge 4’s eyes stared up at me as her lips planted kisses on my balls and shaft. “Oooo… I think I woke him up…” she sang, wrapping her lips around the head of my cock.

The sight disappeared as another girl straddled my hip she wore a red bikini, had olive skin, and her black hair in pig-tails using red ties. With her devilish grin and ferocious appetite visible in her eyes, she looked like a succubus come to life.

“Hi, I’m Pledge 6,” she said after resting her palms on my chest and lowering her lips to mine, “I’m going to let the other pledges rush to finish things, I like to take my time.”

Before I had a chance to speak, Pledge 6 kissed my long and deep. Her tongue in a rush to meet mine and dance.

“Mmmmm…” she cooed as she flattened her chest to mine.

Despite not being able to see, it did feel like a group of girls were fighting over my cock. Pledge 4 had made easy work of growing my shaft hard, but now it felt as though two or three women’s lips surrounded my hardening shaft. Hands fondled my balls, stroked my shaft, and rubbed my thighs as I felt warm and wet lips engulf the tip of my cock, slurp along the side of my shaft, and lap at my balls one at a time.

“Whoa! Look at Pledge 7’s technique!” a woman in the audience jeered.

“Oh my God, she’s taking it all,” another girl snicked to her friend.

Just then, I felt the warm, wet feeling of lips swallowing my shaft, and I groaned. Pledge 6 giggled as she swallowed my moans. It was then that I realized all the girls who were ‘dressed down’ in bikinis were pledges, and this was some sort of final tradition for joining the sorority house. It was difficult to count from my position, but I thought I counted seven of them mobbing me. I definitely did not put up much of a fight.

“6, you’re hogging those lips,” another girl giggled awkwardly.

Pledge 6 ended our kiss with her tongue lapping the roof of my mouth as she left.

“Sorry, Pledge 2. I should learn to share,” Pledge 6 said, beaming a smile at the busty blonde, who was naked at this point. They shared a teasing kiss before Pledge 6 gave me a devilish grin and got off me.

Pledge 2 looked down at me, her large breasts swaying and bouncing into one another like wrecking balls. “Mind if I hop on while I wait my turn?”

I shrugged, “Be my guest,” I said over the blaring bass of the music.

I thought she was going to straddle my hips like in Pledge 6, but instead, she threw one leg over one shoulder and moved the other to the other shoulder so that she straddled my face. There was a cheer of celebration, and Pledge 2 was showered with excitement. Pledge 2 beamed an awkward smile as she leaned forward above my head and carefully lowered her pussy lips onto my mouth. Feeling the humid heat emanating from her sex, I stuck out my tongue and took a long slow lap from the base of her pussy, up her slit, to the tip of her clitoris. Watching her toss her blonde hair back as she threw her head back made me throb and it must have had some notable effect on my cock because I heard gasps and the audience drew attention to my cock.

There was so much saliva coating my cock that it felt as though it was lubed. I felt a hand gripping my shaft and pumping vigorously on it while a new mouth with a new technique tongued the tip. My hands gripped Pledge 2’s ass, rubbed up the arch of her back, and circled around her front to grope her chest and squeeze her wonderfully large breasts.

“Ugh! Oh yes… oh yeah…” Pledge 2 looked down at me as my lips wrapped around her clit. “Oh, god—right there… right there—oh God!” she whined loudly.

My hands rubbed back around to her ass to press her pussy deeper down onto my lips when I felt hands take my left hand away and then my right. The Pledge on my right tucked my hand between her thighs, and immediately, my fingers found her moist slit and began to circle her clit. I heard a gasp from that direction, but between all the moaning, laughter, shouting, and music, it was difficult to discern anything.

The woman on my left was Pledge 6, who gently rubbed my hand between hers. Isolating my index and middle fingers, I felt them enter her mouth as she carefully and intently sucked on my fingers as if it was my cock. She even went as far as to deep-throat them as she hugged my lean but muscular arm to her body. Her hands caressed my forearm and bicep with pleasure.

Busty Pledge 2 began to grind her hips, pressing her increasingly wetter pussy onto my tongue. Her whiny moans became ragged. The woman to my right humped my fingers that were now fucking her pussy, and all the while, a new woman with fresh vigor deep-throated my throbbing cock aggressively.

It was sensory overload as I tried to keep track of everything while keeping myself under control. I tried not to think too much and remained present in the moment, but it was a pretty unbelievable moment.

“Oohhhh Godd…” Pledge 2 cried, “You’re gonna—m-make me cum!”

Her body tightened and I felt her soft inner thighs tense around my cheeks.

“Y-You’re gonna m-m-make me c—” she gasped and her body began to tense. My lips isolated her clitoris and sucked on it as my tongue flicked back and forth on the tiny nub. I felt her hands claw down to my scalp as she doubled over. “C-Cumming! I’m cumming!” she squealed as if I were murdering her.

For a brief moment, her sex buried me, which was fine until her pussy squirted, and for the moment after that one, I was drowning. I did my best not to panic and focused on the rhythmic motion my tongue was doing on her clit. The motion sent her into a silent seizure as she leaned backward, basking my nose in the air and face in the light.

Seconds turned into a minute before Pledge 2 gasped another breath and screamed again, “OhGodI’mCummingAgainAhhhh!” her words came out strewn together and with pleading behind them. The second squirt from her pussy was less powerful than the first and leaked over my neck and chest. It was then, in my moment of shock and exhaustion, that the pledges suck, kissing, and stroking my shaft found the right combination that I could not combat against, and I began to spiral into my orgasm.

“Oh my God! Is he cumming?”

“I think he is!”

“I told you girls, look at that thing!”

“Look at him flex. Jesus!” the audience gasped.

Lips popped off my cock, and I felt a jostling of the moment down there as the spurts of cum shot from the tip. A cheer seemed to let out with every release I had. It was a strange and exciting feeling that left me wanting more…


CHAPTER FOUR




Pledge 2 was lost in her orgasm as she slowly swung a leg over my face and staggered off of me. Pledge 6 coddled her and kissed her several times, whispering to her the entire time. For the first time in a while, I was able to look down and see what was happening between my legs.

Sure enough, there were four pledges knelt together in front of my twitching cock that slowly drooped down. Pledge 4 and a girl with short red hair beside had received the bulk of my load with their faces and hair splattered in my milky seed. A third girl seemed to only get a little on her cheek and seemed to be less than thrilled.

I panted as I reclaimed my body from the assault of women for a moment. The girl to my right was close to cumming, I could tell and was reluctant to let go of my hand. The cheers and shouting were deafening from the crowd for several seconds before Alice stepped to the bed, giggling and quieting everyone down. I saw the three mature ladies near the foot of the bed smiling and whispering to one another as they sipped their beers.

“Okay, okay, settle down, ladies,” Alice yelled. She hovered her hand over Pledge 4, who wore most of my cum and had worked up a glistening of sweat on her brow. “What do we say for our Pledge 4 here?”

The audience’s cheer deafened the room. Whatever was being decided was unanimous. Alice helped Pledge 4 to her feet and gave her a brief kiss and spank on the butt.

“Congratulations and welcome, sister,” Alice said.

“Woooo!” Pledge 4 cheered, adjusting her green bikini and winking down at me. She giggled when other sisters surrounded her, including Chase and Natalie, and began sucking and licking loads of semen off of her skin.

Alice repeated the steps for the two other women covered in cum. The second girl, Pledge 7, received plenty of cheers and was welcomed into the sisterhood. The third girl, with barely any, did not pass her test and remained on the king-sized bed with the five remaining pledges.

“Alright, let’s keeping going?” Alice circled her finger in the air, and the music was raised once again.

Pledge 2, who had finally recovered, though she appeared much more sluggish. She crawled between my legs with the remaining three, who started taking turns licking clean my cock and gently stroking my soft shaft.

Pledge 6 and the pledge to my right snuggled up to either side of me. Their lips kissed and licked my chest, cleaning off the juices Pledge 2 had squirted on me.

“So this is like your guys’ final test or something? You have to be cummed on by my in order to pass?” I asked.

Pledge 6 took a long lap up my neck that ended with her lips around my earlobe.

“Cummed on… cummed in…” Pledge 6 teased with a smile. “They aren’t too particular.”

“What if I can’t cum that much? There are five of you left. I don’t think I’ve ever had sex that much in one night,” I said, a hint of worry in my voice.

“Then the five of us are in for a really long night,” Pledge 6 snickered and kissed my cheek. “Don’t worry about it, hun. The test is for use to make you hard and make you cum. All you have to do is sit back and relax, and let it happen. No one expects you to do more than that. All the work is on us.”

I looked around and saw most of the audience had slipped away to the kitchen to refill their drinks, others went out on the back patio to smoke. This was intermission while the remaining pledges got me hard, I realized.

Pledge 6’s hand rubbed up and down my chest, as she sucked on my neck, only stopping to talk. “You can save me for last; I don’t mind. Being watched is kinda my thing.”

The pledge, who kissed the other side of my neck, mumbled between panted breaths, “What isn’t your thing, 6?”

Pledge 6 smiled, “Shut up, slut,” she sneered at her. “Maybe you can finish off Pledge 1 here soon. She looks like a bitch in heat.”

I looked down at her weak eyes that were half closed and felt the way her hands pawed at me. It was clear I had fingered her to the verge of cumming but ended up just edging her instead. The room was mostly empty now, and the few women still in the audience formed circles to chat and gossip while they waited for the show to continue. I decided now was the time to take the initiative.

Sitting up right, the five pledges took note and backed away. I wrapped my arms around Pledge 1 and flipped her on her back, startling her and pulling her under me. She had long, flowing brunette hair and tan, warm skin that I loved to caress.

Pledge 6 laughed, “I love it!”

By the time I started licking Pledge 1’s pussy, we had caught the attention of the girls in the room and a few more peaking in from the kitchen.

“Ohhhh shhhhiiiit…” Pledge 1 moaned as my tongue went from inserting inside her pussy to lapping circles around her clit. “Ugh, fuckfuckfuck…”

“That a girl…” Pledge 6 giggled as she took her chance to cuddle up to Pledge 1 and suckle on her perfect breast. Cheers arose from behind me as girls flooded back into the room as I devoured Pledge 1’s pussy. I felt the other pledges rubbing my butt, thighs, and cock as it dangled between my legs, but I focused on the juicy pussy in front of me.

“Oh, fuck!” Pledge 1 yelled as my tongue flicked her clit, and I slid two fingers into her pussy. “Oh, God! I’m gonna cum! I’m gonna cum! I’m cumming ahhh!”

Smoker raced to put out their cigarettes and rush in from the back deck. I held Pledge 1’s thighs open wide as she giggled and came hard, but I didn’t relent.

“Oh, no! No! Oh, Jesus—shit!” Pledge 1 gasped when I didn’t slow down my licking on her clit and sped up my fingers fucking her pussy. She was so wet that if it wasn’t for the music and wild yells from the peanut gallery, the slushing sound of my fingers ramming inside of her would fill the entire house. “Ohmygod—I can’t take it—ugh fuck!”

Pledge 6 took the liberty of holding down Pledge 1’s squirming body as the pleasure overloaded her senses. I felt a hand reach around and underneath me to stroke my cock like she was milking a cow. The moment was hot and I felt life begin to grow back into my shaft. I slid my other hand up and groped Pledge 1’s other breast, pinching her nipple just as my lips pinched her clit. She howled like a wild animal and began to cry as a second orgasm peaked.

“Jesus fucking Christ—ahhhhhh!” Pledge 1 moaned as she pulled at her hair and bucked her hips. “Godd! Oh, yes!”

By the time her body began to relax from her orgasm, the room was packed again, and the crowd of women surrounded the bed like a pack of bloodthirsty animals. I felt strength back in my cock and looked down to see a pledge with short blonde hair laying on her back, scooting up so her face lingered just below where my cock hung. Seeing her intent and the devious look in her eyes, I watched her take my cock in her hand, stroking it, before aiming it for her open mouth. Lowering my hips as if I was about to fuck her pussy, the head of my swollen cock entered her mouth to a room for of cheers.

I bucked my hips, slowly at first, as I began to face fuck this sexy pledge with my dick. Her mouth was stretched to its limits as my cock flexed and widened her lips. I groaned and how good the back of her throat felt and continued to skull fuck her until, with Pledge 6’s coaxing, Pledge 1 scooted down so her soaked pussy was right above the other pledge’s head.

Pulling out, I gave the girl’s throat time to breathe as I shoved my shaft into Pledge 1’s pussy and heard her scream. Pledge 6 coddled Pledge 1 from behind, molesting her tits the entire time. Pledge 6 looked into my eyes with a twisted pleasure in the sexual torture we were doing. She was enjoying this night more than anyone there, I realized.

“Ah ah ah ah ohhh god!” Pledge 1 cried with every thrust until finally, I pulled out and, with the assistance of several hands, lined my cock up with the other girl’s mouth and went back to throat fucking her.

Back and forth, from mouth to pussy and back to mouth. The crowd fucking loved it. The buzzed audience became more rowdy. I felt one lady spill beer on my leg in her excitement. I switched twice more before the urge was there. I didn’t fight it like I usually did now that I knew the name of the game. Instead, I did my best to time my load, pulling out of the girl I skull fucked just in time to spurt once on her mouth before aiming onto Pledge 1’s pussy for the remaining slings of cum.

The two girls passed with a resounding cheer. The living room of this house felt like the arena of a mad sporting event as the women grew drunker. It took twenty more minutes with Pledge 2’s lips around my soft cock and Pledge 3’s breasts in my face before I was hard again. Tossing Pledge 3 on her back on the bed and making Pledge 2 crawl on top of her from between her legs lined their pussies up perfectly, one on top of the other. It was almost a good sight as their breasts mashed together as they made out.

Fucking them both in a similar fashion, I brought Pledge 3 to orgasm just before I myself came fifteen minutes later. My balls were running low on spunk, but Alice lowered her standards to pass both girls, leaving just Pledge 6 and myself.

I was quickly growing tired, and Pledge 6 could tell. Luckily, she was not in a hurry herself. I had a feeling she was going to be cumming to the memory of this night for years to come.

We spent almost a half hour rolling in the bed, making out, and heavily petting each other before Pledge 6 was panting with excitement, and my cock was finally twitching back to life again.

“Come on, Daddy,” Pledge 6 moaned in a sexy, raspy voice, “fuck your naughty girl…”

With her legs spread wide and on her back, I jammed my thick cock into her, thumping down into her harder than the beat of the music. She rubbed her pussy and cried out as she came minutes later. “Yes, yes—fucking yes! Fuck that pussy, baby! Ugh!”

Her tits bounced together in her red bikini until one bounced free, and she ripped the bikini off. Flipping her around so that she was on her hands and kneed on the bed while being butt-ass naked, I railed her from behind. The hard pounding of my body smacking hers filled the room with a new beat as her hands formed fists into the sheets, and her pigtails swayed wildly this way and that. Grabbing ahold of each of them like handlebars to a bike, the crowd ascended into euphoria as I fucked Pledge 6 so hard that when she came again, it was as if her mind broke and her body seized.

“Oh my god, fuck fuck fuck fuck fuck fuuck oh fuck!” Pledge 6 repeated as she shoved her face into the bed and cried. When I came, I came hard, too. Not much came out of me, but what did was spilled into Pledge 6’s pussy and dribbled out slowly.

She and I both collapsed in a sweaty pile of limbs on the bed as a round of applause surrounded us. The three-hour fuck-a-thon had come to an end, and I actually felt like I accomplished something.


CHAPTER FIVE




Alice and a house full of cheers quickly passed Pledge 6, who staggered on wobbly legs into the crowd to be hugged, kissed, and groped as a fellow sister. I was still in bed and grew worried when I saw another woman crawl into bed with me. I didn’t have the energy or sexual prowess to please an eighth woman right now, but thankfully, that wasn’t happening. I recognized the woman as Amber from the week before. She was dressed in a black skirt and had her make-up done like the others.

“What are you doing?” I asked.

Amber sighed as she opened my legs and climbed between them, “Alice said to clean you up.”

I shook my head, “You don’t have to do that.”

“I want to,” Amber said. Once this is done, Alice said my week of free use is over. Now just sit back and take it. “

I shrugged and let it happen. Amber was gentle and slow, like a therapeutic massage, but with her mouth. She cleaned off my semen and seven other girls’ saliva and juices. After about fifteen minutes of this, Alice came to the side of the bed and told Amber to stop, that she was in the clear. Amber was all smiles as she stood and joined the rest of the women in the kitchen.

“Congratulations to you too, big man,” Alice smiled at me.

I yawned, stretched, and stood, looking for my clothes. “I think I need a nap,” I smirked.

“You certainly earned it after that. Even the older sisters can’t think of a house toy that performed as well as you did tonight,” Alice said.

I shrugged as I put on the one sock I found and my boxers.

“Well, it’s official. You got the gig if you want it. It’s unanimous,” Alice continued, “What do you say?”

I pulled on my jeans as I noticed the women slowly filing out of the house. “Sure, why not?”

Alice snickered, “You know you didn’t even ask if you get anything for your services.”

I laughed as I buckled my jeans, “Alice, I’m an 18-year-old freshman who just fucked seven hot-ass women in one night—I mean, I’ll take whatever payment there is, but… you know…” I shrugged, and Alice laughed.

“I get it,” Alice nodded. “Well, on top of that perk, you also get free tuition.”

“What?” I froze, pulling my shirt down.

Alice giggled, “See? Pays to hold out sometimes. For every semester you serve, the house and its alumni will pay for your tuition. You get winter, spring, and summer break off. Otherwise, you’re at the call of the ladies of this house, understand?”

“Uh, yeah, sure, yup,” I said, still flabbergasted that I just got a sex scholarship.

“Consider that spare bedroom you slept in yours. You can’t live here, but any day or weekend you want to sleep over, you’re welcome to. Just understand that your door has not been locked, and any time you’re in this house, you’re continued free use, okay?”

“Got it.”

“We’re going out celebrating for the night, so you will have the house to yourself for a few hours if you want to take that nap. There are some more rules to go over, but we can do that another time.”

I nodded and was finally dressed. Alice stepped over, kissed me on the cheek, smirked, and gave me a tap on the butt. “Welcome to the house, big boy.”

Welcome…

I smiled as I watched the girls trickle out the front door. Before they left, Amy, Natasha, Chase, and Natalie each came up to me to give me a hug and a kiss on the cheek. For the first time in my college career, I felt welcome and like I had a place—literally. And yet, some subconscious corner of my mind made me wonder where Bella was and what she was doing.

Leave it to me to have just have sex with seven women, and I’m wondering about the one I can’t have…

“Hey there,” a voice broke me out of my stare off into the distance, “quite a show you put on there.”

It was Olivia, the athletic, mature lady I met earlier. She was cracking a beer open in the kitchen, looking at me over her shoulder.

“Thanks,” I said.

“Me and the gals are going to watch some TV if you want to join us,” Olivia said, pointing to the couch with her fresh beer. I saw Monica and Barbara sitting on a couch in front of the wide-screen TV as they flicked through the channels. “We might not be as young and as beautiful as the other sisters, but we’re more fun, I promise you that.”

I took a deep breath and smiled with a shrug. “Sure, I could use a relaxing night in.”
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She peeled her pants off one leg at a time. Placing the pair of pants on his computer chair opposite the bed, she was careful not to make any sound. They were piled on top of a neat stack of wash that she had folded for him the night before. She told him to put it away in his dresser, but her son never listened. It was like just because Monica was his stepmother, he didn’t take her instructions seriously.

Well, that was about to change. She smiled on the inside.

The tail of Monica’s beige button-up shirt tickled her bare thighs as she turned back to her son’s bed. Her nipples poked at her shirt as she lifted the sheet and comforter just high enough so slide one leg in, then the other before covering herself. Matt slept on his side, facing away towards the wall. His wide, muscular back radiated heat on her like a furnace. After all these years, it was easy to forget that her son was a grown man, 18 years old and starting his last year of high school today.

Where does the time go? She thought.

Monica’s outside hand rubbed up, and down his shoulder as he hovered over him. Matt was always a deep sleeper. He hummed and moved but didn’t stir until his stepmother’s hand rubbed down his side and plucked at the waistband of his boxers.

“Hm? What is…” he half turned but still had his eyes closed.

“Wake up, sleepyhead,” Monica whispered with a soft smile. The top buttons of her shirt were undone, so her gold crucifix she always wore dangled below her chin and above his face. “You don’t want to be late for your first day of school.”

She planted kisses like a mother would on his forehead and cheek. Short pecks that lightly jabbed his warm flesh. But then a third kiss was placed on his neck that lingered and she tasted his salty flesh. Matt’s body went rigid, and she felt his hard abdomen tense as he tried to understand in his fog of sleep.

Matt thought he was sleeping still. This was a dream mixed with a fantasy. He’d jolt awake and hear the battleship siren he set for his alarm clock honking at him in no time, and the rest of life’s troubles would come after that. But it didn't, Matt blinked his eyes three times, and he still felt his mother’s wet kisses on his neck and biting at his ear. The kisses that no longer tickled but sent warm tingles down his spine and made him subconsciously open his neck to her. His mother’s hand circled his belly and was looping under his naval now. He knew this couldn’t have been his mother. She had never—would never—touch him like this. She was a prune who still forced him to go to church every Sunday and say prayers before dinner.

Monica felt her son startle and pull away from her. Pressing his head into the pillow and smushing the stuffing to the sides, his eyes went wide as he looked up at her.

“Mom, what are you—what’s happening?” he mumbled, barely moving his lips.

“Shhh, it’s okay,” Monica whispered. Her other hand brushed his forehead, her fingers toiled and toyed with his messy jet black hair. “You’ve got time. You’re not supposed to be up for another twenty minutes.”

“Wha… time for what?” Matt asked, looking around his room if there was an obvious explanation he was missing.

Monica slipped her palm down the front of his boxers and felt something hard push back on her. Her son’s growing erection was held flat against his belly by his boxer and made her soft smile brighten. “Ooo, looks like someone down there knows what there’s time for.”

There was a stunned silence to her son that made her giggle. Her palm washed circled around the base of his cock and let her fingers lazily form around the phallic shape made in his boxers but didn’t grab him.

“I don’t know… um,” Matt swallowed, unable to focus. His mother went back to planting motherly kisses on each side of his cheeks, then his shoulders, neck, and chest. Each time she leaned over him, he received a clear view inside the wide neck of the shirt of his mother. He wasn’t seeing the long line of her cleavage that had teased him all his life. She didn’t wear a tight bra to hold them together. He saw her large breasts dangling freely in her shirt and maybe even the knub of one of her hard nipples brushing her shirt.

Monica planted a last kiss on his hard chest just above his nipple, but as she lifted away, she saw his eyes linger not on her. She followed them to the opening on her shirt.

“Oh, I see… that’s what you want, honey, isn’t it?” she said like he was a naughty boy. She saw the look of shock and apology in his eyes as she unbuttoned the remaining button and laid to her back. “Here, come here, son. No, no, come on then.”

Matt’s eyes were lost in a daze as he turned to face her. Monica brushed both her hands down her chest and felt how hard her nipples were already. She maneuvered her right breast toward the front of her chest and not to the side, which her large breasts had a tendency to do without a bra. “Come here, baby. Don’t keep mommy waiting…”

Holding her breast in a C clamp like she was breastfeeding, Monica used her other hand to cup the back of her son’s head as he inched his mouth closer to her nipple.

“Oh yes, Matt—my baby…” she sighed as his warm tongue made a long lap on her nipple before taking it inside his mouth. “Oh, shhhh—god help me…”
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