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Hey, if you’ve started reading this book, you might be wanting more. 


Join my Mailing List and you will receive a free copy of ‘Chained By Her: A Femdom Erotica’. Just click HERE.



The day still felt early when Jack made the proverbial walk of shame back to Quinn’s room. It was only two o’clock, but his body felt like it’d been worked hard the whole day long.


All thanks to Emily, who’d ridden him like a beast… and without so much as the slightest interest in him as a person. Then afterward, Emily told him to go to Quinn. And Quinn… how could she watch him fucking Emily and not react? 


Now, Quinn’s door stood before him, the welcoming placard gleaming, but fear and anxiety roiled in his gut. 


He bit his lip, took a deep breath, and knocked, prepared to face the firing squad. 


“It’s open,” came Quinn’s voice from within.


Inside, Quinn sat at her laptop, a notebook beside it. Some sort of instrumental music played on her iPhone, and she alternated between writing something down in her notebook and typing at her laptop. Despite all her work, her face was untouched, placid as a quiet sea. She said nothing.


So he had to speak… “I… Emily told me to tell you I’ve done enough.”


“Good,” Quinn said without so much as a look at him, and scribbled something on her notepad. “Are you ready for your next task?”


Can’t you look at me? An anxious heat squirmed in the pit of his stomach. He stood in the middle of her room, but she might as well have been on a different planet. “Yes, I am. Uh, what should I do?”


“You’ll help another member of the sorority fulfill her duties, duties you made harder through your actions: Molly, the Sisterhood Chair.” As if to answer his confusion at whatever that meant, Quinn continued, “She helps forge the bonds of sisterhood between the sorority members, and you’re going to aid her with that.”


Kind of hippy-dippy, but after Emily used him as her personal sex toy, hippy-dippy would be kinda nice. “Any advice for me? If that’s not too much to ask.”


“Follow her every request. No exceptions.” She said in a tone that brooked no argument. “Now, let’s—” her nose wrinkled. “What is that horrible reek… oh, of course. Fine, you can use the showers off the hall, then go to The Sisterhood Department.” She shook her head. “Couldn’t even clean himself off properly, really.”


Jack’s face burned, especially given just how he’d gotten so disheveled: fucking Emily, driving his dick into the other woman like a madman. “Um, I didn’t bring a change of clothing.”


“That sounds like a ‘you’ problem, doesn’t it? Besides, you were naked for your ‘performance,’ so the clothes should only be unsightly, not filthy, yes?” At his hesitant agreement, Quinn clicked her tongue. “Now, get to it.”


“R-Right.” He followed her directions to the showers. Inside, everything was cutesy and girly, with more varieties of shampoos and conditioners than he’d ever seen before. Poofy things filled the room, along with oddly pleasant aromas, and he gingerly picked his way past all the tiny glass bottles.


Grabbing a normal-looking bar of soap and disrobing, Jack turned on one shower, which did some weird triple-stream jet thing and sprayed his face. He didn’t know how to work it, but cleaned himself up as best he could, hoping nobody would come in — how he could explain his presence, he wasn’t sure.


But if they do, you deserve the humiliation.


Luckily, the shower remained quiet, and he got re-clothed. Quinn was right about his clothes, luckily. While still wrinkled, he no longer stank of sex. If anything, he smelled oddly flowery. Now, how to reach the sisterhood department… 


One awkward conversation asking a sorority girl for directions later, he arrived at a door just off from the main dining room. On it, a big wooden placard read: “The Sisterhood Department,” in pink and yellow with a drawing of a flower at the end.


Hesitantly, Jack opened it. 


Inside, a couch and a couple of armchairs clustered around a soft rug, all laden with throw pillows. Dozens of photos from past sorority events lined the walls, glowing underneath a soft light. Right by the entrance sat a small box with a hole cut in it. Written on it was ‘Feel free to drop a thought or idea inside. And if you’re feeling shy today, don’t worry. It’s okay!’


And in the center of all this, a girl sat in an armchair across from Quinn: Molly, probably. Slender yet tan and rather athletic in build, she popped back and forth between a tablet and a smartphone, each constantly blinking with messages. Her curly red hair rested over the top of a denim jacket, and she nibbled her lip as she flitted from one device to the next. Underneath the jacket, a mustard yellow t-shirt loomed over a plaid skirt.


Jack looked to Quinn in question.


Suddenly, Molly spoke into one phone, “Hey there, Tricia. Don’t worry, today’s event is going to be a blast. Promise. TTYL! And…. Send.” She pumped her fist. “Yes, all set for tonight!”


Quinn chuckled and cleared her throat. “Molly, got a minute?”


Molly froze, her face flushed. She pulled a set of earbuds from her ears and stuffed them into a tote covered in bear and flower stickers. “Oh, hey, Quinn! And who’s your friend?”


Quinn gestured toward him. “Remember the guy I said would help you out? This is Jack Morton.”


“Ooh, him…” Molly grinned up at him, her freckles glowing under the soft light. “Hey there, big guy. So you’re going to be helping me? Like Quinn said, I’m Molly. You’ll be working with me. Nothing you can’t handle, though, let me assure you. We’ve got an event going on tonight, and want to get ready for it. Lots of moving stuff around is all.”


She spoke so fast it took him a moment to translate, and the translation said it would be hard work. Wonderful. But despite his nervousness, Molly exuded warmth. Also energy, lots of energy. Maybe he could do this. “Okay, when do we start?”


“Right away, if that’s cool with Quinn,” Molly said with a deferential nod towards the other girl. “Lots to do and not much time to get it done, so we should hurry. In fact —”


“That will be fine,” Quinn held up a hand. “I’ve got other matters to attend to, so the sooner you two get started, the better.” She paused and glanced toward Jack for the first time since what he did with Emily. “Good luck.” 


The door clicked shut, and Molly tossed her smartphone and tablet into her tote before hoisting it onto her shoulder. “Alright, we don’t have much time, so follow me.” 


Chattering the whole way, she took his hand and guided him down the hall to a walk-in closet stacked with piles and piles of cases, boxes, packages and more. The top of the pile reached the ceiling overhead, and it was impossible to see how far back the closet went.


Shit… “Do we need all of those?”


“Luckily, no,” Molly said, and Jack exhaled a nervous breath. “Unluckily, nobody bothers to organize much here, and I’m almost sure what we need lays buried deep within this mess. Good thing I’ve got a big, strong man like you to help.” A wink from her. “Don’t worry, I’ll get it all set up. You just need to get the stuff out of the closet is all.”


One tower of boxes wobbled, eager to crash down upon its next victim.


Fuck me.


/-/


They didn’t need too many items, luckily. The trick was finding them, and moving box after case after pile of crap to get to them. It was like a treasure hunt, except instead of a hunt, he shoved heavy objects around, and instead of treasure, they sought a few specific cardboard boxes marked ‘beauty supplies.’ Fun.


“You’re doing such a good job. Keep it up. You’ve got this!” Molly cooed, stroking his shoulder where the box had hit, her eyes glowing with warmth. “See? Right past that case. Just push it aside. There you go. See? Thank you so much~”


Jack muttered a ‘you’re welcome.’ She spoke so quickly it was hard to say no. Even more than after his earlier sex session with Emily, his body ached, but Molly was so damn nice.


The whole time, her fingers tapped away on her tablet, or she’d mutter a voice message on her smartphone. But despite how she hadn’t picked up so much as one box, she moved with never-ending energy, always working at something. And whenever she paused, however briefly, from her phone, she praised him for his strength and stamina, and thanked him for his hard work.


Finally, the necessary supplies sat in a a neat pile beside Molly, who grinned proudly. “Very good! Now, you’ve done such a good job, don’t you think you deserve a reward? Of course you do! Everyone deserves a reward for their hard work. Now, let me give you a special treat.” 


And she reached between his legs and yanked down his zipper. 


He let out a squawk, but her hand slipped beneath his boxers, gripped his shaft, and began stroking. “It’s wonderful when a big, strong man helps me out, you know?” She giggled. “And I want you to know I really, truly appreciate the help.”


“Y-You do?” 


“Oh yes. You worked so hard for us already, first with Emily and now me.” She spat into her other hand which joined the first, and he groaned. So wet, so hot. She caressed his shaft, and his knees buckled until he collapsed into the closet. Those green eyes gleamed, and she bit her lip. “You did such good work, you deserve a reward. A wonderful reward. Don’t you?”


“Oh… fuck…” His eyes clenched shut, and his cock began to ache, a need for release. She squeezed his shaft, and his lower body boiled with need. Her hot breath sent heat rushing through him, but he opened his mouth, panting. “We’re in… the hallway. People could…”


“They’d see just how good a job you’ve been doing. How you’ve earned a reward. Won’t that be wonderful?” She pressed her cheek against his and whispered. “Don’t worry, it’ll all be fine.”


Thoughts fled. Each touch threatening to drive him mad, he clenched his mouth shut to keep the moans inside. So good. So fucking good.


They were alone, he sprawled atop the boxes, his dick stuck up like a monument to Molly. She stroked him, and his eyes rolled back in his head. She nibbled his earlobe, and he rutted into her hand. His cock ached.


“It’s too dangerous,” he groaned out. “We could get caught any time!”


“But we are,” she purred, not even pausing her strokes. “Besides, you can stop thrusting your hips at any time~”


Heat flooded his cheeks. She wasn’t wrong. It was stupid, insane, but…


“Or maybe… I should stop.” She slowed her strokes and looked down, taking in his brokenness with flushed cheeks and a wide grin. “Is that what you really want?”


He panted for breath. After all the teasing, his body burned, and he bit his lip to hold in his moans and some semblance of control. Even the tiniest brush against his shaft threatened to bring him over the edge. It was too risky, far too risky, but he needed this. He ground himself against her hand.


A snicker from Molly. “That’s what I thought. I’m sorry you had to deal with Emily,” she said conversationally, as though her hand wasn’t bringing his cock to the edge of release. “She’s a real stick in the mud, and was probably absolutely horrible to you. You deserve someone who will treat you well. Don’t you?”


He opened his mouth to speak, but she rubbed that spot and he couldn’t help gasping.


“Don’t worry. It’s okay. Now, let’s give you the care you need.” She took firm hold of him and sped up. “Trust me… and let go.”


“F-Fuck…” He tried to hold on, he fucking tried, but his orgasm bowled him over like a freight train. His cock burned white-hot, his body quaked from bottom to top. He clamped his mouth shut. Keep the howls choked down. Lights flashing behind his eyes as the first wave tore through his loins, tearing its way out, before a second one buffeted him anew.


A whimper. His. No more. No more resistance. He clutched to Molly and gave in. Welcoming oblivion wrapped in her warm arms. White. Only white.


Finally, the rhythmic thrust of his hips slowed, and he floated up from the depths of endless light. The hallway swam around him while Molly stroked his




































































































































































































































































































































































