
        
            
                
            
        

    
Chapter One

The envelope arrived embossed with gold lettering, Delta Pi Omega's intricate crest catching the afternoon light as Lily Matthews pulled it from her dorm mailbox. Her heart hammered against her ribs-the most exclusive sorority on campus had noticed her.

"Holy shit, you got one too?" her roommate squealed, brandishing an identical envelope.

Lily nodded, fingers trembling as she broke the seal. Inside, elegant script invited her to DPO's selection weekend. She'd heard whispers about their legendary parties, their connections, their sisterhood-but also their notorious initiation process. Just rumors, she told herself. Just jealous people making up stories.

Three days later, Lily stood before the imposing colonial mansion, its white columns gleaming in the September twilight. Music pulsed from within, the bass vibrating through the manicured lawn. She smoothed her simple black dress-conservative compared to most of the applicants' outfits, but she wanted to make the right impression.

"Name?" A tall brunette with flawless makeup guarded the entrance.

"Lily Matthews."

The girl's eyes flickered with recognition. "Ah. You're on the special list." Her smile revealed perfect teeth. "Madison will be pleased."

Before Lily could ask what that meant, she was ushered inside, the heavy door closing behind her with an ominous thud.

Inside, the party pulsed with beautiful people. Senior girls with confident smiles circulated, evaluating each potential pledge with calculating eyes. Men from the neighboring fraternities lounged with the casualness of regular visitors.

"Drink." A crystal tumbler appeared before her, offered by a statuesque blonde. "I'm Madison, chapter president."

Lily accepted the glass, taking a sip of the sweet, strong cocktail. "Thank you for the invitation. I'm-"

"Lily Matthews. Pre-law. 3.9 GPA. Volleyball in high school. Virgin." Madison recited the facts with clinical precision.

Lily choked on her drink. "How did you-"

"We do our research." Madison's smile didn't reach her eyes. "We've been watching you since orientation. You have... potential."

The night blurred into introductions and subtle tests. By midnight, Lily found herself among fifteen girls gathered in a circle in Madison's luxurious bedroom, the party continuing below.

"Congratulations to those still here," Madison announced. "You've made the first cut. The real selection begins now." She held up a stack of cards. "Each of you will draw a dare. Complete it successfully, you stay. Fail, and there's the door."

Lily's stomach knotted as the cards made their way around. When her turn came, she drew with trembling fingers:

Remove your dress. Remain in your underwear until morning.

Her breath caught. The girl beside her had only had to recite the Greek alphabet. Another was doing shots. This seemed... targeted.

Madison watched her with those calculating eyes. "Problem, Lily?"

Fifteen pairs of eyes turned to her. The room fell silent except for the muffled bass from downstairs. This was the test-not just the dare itself, but her reaction to it.

"No problem," Lily whispered, rising to her feet.

With shaking hands, she reached behind for her zipper, the sound of it opening thunderous in the quiet room. She felt dizzy, her skin burning as the fabric loosened. Madison's eyes never left hers as she slid the straps from her shoulders.

The dress pooled at her feet, leaving her in simple white cotton underwear-practical, not meant for display. Someone snickered. Heat bloomed across Lily's chest, up her neck, into her cheeks. She fought the urge to cover herself.

"Turn. Slowly," Madison commanded.

Lily obeyed, making a complete rotation, acutely aware of her hardening nipples visible through the thin bra, the way the panties rode up slightly between her rounded ass cheeks.

"Interesting," Madison murmured. "You've never done anything like this before, have you?"

"No," Lily admitted, her voice barely audible.

"Yet you did it without hesitation." Madison approached, circling Lily like a predator. "That's what we look for. Girls who understand that boundaries exist to be pushed." Her finger traced along Lily's bare shoulder. "How does it feel, Lily? Standing nearly naked while everyone remains dressed?"

"Embarrassing," Lily whispered truthfully.

"And yet..." Madison's finger dipped beneath Lily's bra strap, snapping it lightly against her skin. "Your nipples tell a different story. Your flush isn't just on your cheeks." She leaned close, her lips at Lily's ear. "There's no shame in enjoying being watched, little one."

The games continued through the night. Girls were eliminated for hesitating, for complaining, for failing their challenges. By dawn, only eight remained, Lily among them, still in her underwear, body alternately cold and burning hot as she endured increasingly suggestive dares.

Five days later, the formal invitation arrived. Lily had been selected as a Delta Pi Omega pledge.

"The House welcomes you Friday at midnight," the note read. "Come alone. Wear something pretty underneath your clothes. You won't need them for long."

When Friday arrived, Lily stood once again before the massive doors, this time with seven other nervous pledges.

"Welcome, sisters-to-be," Madison greeted them in the foyer. "Tonight marks the beginning of your transformation. For the next eight weeks, you will be tested, trained, and remade." Her smile gleamed in the dim light. "Remove your outer clothing. Consider it your first surrender."

The pledges exchanged nervous glances, but one by one, they complied. Lily unzipped her hoodie, stepped out of her jeans, revealing the black lace lingerie she'd purchased specially-a far cry from her usual practical cotton.

"Beautiful choices, all of you," Madison approved. "Now, these-" She held up black satin blindfolds. "-will be your constant companions during initiation rituals."

Lily's pulse quickened as the soft fabric covered her eyes, plunging her into darkness. Hands guided her forward, through corridors, down stairs. The air grew cooler. Music began to thrum, voices murmured, glasses clinked.

When her blindfold was removed, Lily blinked in the sudden light. They stood in a vast basement transformed into an elegant lounge. Leather couches, mood lighting, a well-stocked bar. And people-dozens of them. Upperclassmen from DPO and their brother fraternity, Kappa Epsilon, all watching the new arrivals with hungry interest.

"Your first lesson," Madison announced, "is about trust and surrender. Each pledge will be assigned a guide for tonight. You will obey their every instruction without question."

A tall senior approached Lily. "I'm Veronica. You're mine tonight." Her smile was both reassuring and predatory. "Kneel."

Lily hesitated only momentarily before lowering herself to the plush carpet. The room quieted, all eyes on the kneeling pledges.

"Perfect posture," Veronica commended, circling Lily. "Back straight, knees apart, hands on thighs." She corrected Lily's position with gentle touches. "The essence of DPO is control-giving it and taking it. Tonight, you give. We take."

Around her, the other pledges received similar instructions from their guides.

"Stand," Veronica commanded after several minutes of kneeling. "Follow me."

She led Lily to a raised platform in the center of the room. Fear and excitement coiled in Lily's belly.

"Remove your bra," Veronica instructed softly.

Lily's fingers trembled at the clasp. The room fell hushed as she exposed her breasts-small but perky, nipples pebbled in the cool air and from the thrill of exposure.

"Beautiful," Veronica praised. "Now turn slowly. Let everyone see what you offer."

As Lily rotated, she caught glimpses of both men and women watching her with open appreciation. Her skin tingled under their collective gaze.

"How does it feel?" Veronica asked. "To be the center of attention?"

"Frightening," Lily admitted. "But..."

"But exciting too," Veronica finished. "That's the secret, little pledge. Fear and excitement are close cousins. Now, lie back."

A chaise lounge had appeared on the platform. Lily reclined as instructed, the leather cool against her heated skin.

"Spread your legs. Just a little." Veronica guided her knees apart. "Perfect."

Veronica produced a feather, then dragged it slowly from Lily's collarbone down between her breasts, circling each nipple until they stood painfully erect. Lily gasped, her back arching involuntarily.

"Sensitive," Veronica noted with satisfaction. "We'll explore that thoroughly in coming weeks."

The feather continued its journey down Lily's stomach, tracing the edge of her panties, then drifting lightly over the thin fabric between her thighs. Even through the material, Lily felt the whisper-light touch against her most intimate parts. She bit her lip to stifle a moan.

"Don't hold back," Veronica instructed. "Your responses belong to all of us now."

The feather traced up and down, up and down, until a damp spot formed on Lily's panties. Somewhere in the room, another pledge was gasping, someone else whimpering.

"Look how wet she's getting," someone said.

"The quiet ones always respond the strongest," another voice replied.

Veronica leaned close to Lily's ear. "You're doing wonderfully. Now for your real test." She straightened, addressing the room. "Who wants to help our new pledge discover her potential?"

A handsome senior from Kappa Epsilon approached, his interest visibly straining against his pants. "I volunteer."

"Excellent. Lily, this is Derek, our fraternity liaison. He's going to help you overcome some boundaries."

Derek sat beside Lily on the chaise. "I'm going to touch you now," he said, his voice deep and controlled. "If you want to stop, say 'red.' If you need to slow down, say 'yellow.' Otherwise, submit."

Lily nodded, too overwhelmed to speak.

His hands were large, confident as they cupped her breasts, thumbs brushing over her nipples. She gasped, unprepared for how different a man's touch felt from her own explorations.

"Good girl," he murmured. "Now, I'm going to touch you somewhere more intimate. I want you to keep your eyes open. Watch everyone watching you."

His hand slid down her stomach, then cupped her mound through her panties. Lily's hips bucked involuntarily.

"She's soaked," he announced to the room. "I think our shy little pledge might be an exhibitionist at heart."

His fingers moved the fabric aside, exposing her pussy to the cool air. Lily whimpered, overwhelmed by the knowledge that dozens of people could see her most private place.

"Look at that pretty pink slit," Derek commented. "Untouched, I'd guess."

His finger traced her opening, gathering moisture before circling her clit. Lily cried out, unprepared for the jolt of pleasure.

"That's it," Veronica encouraged from beside them. "Show us how it feels."

Derek's skilled fingers worked methodically, alternating between teasing her entrance and circling her swollen bud. Lily's hips began to move in rhythm with his touch, chasing sensations she'd only given herself in private.

"I think she's close," Derek said, his pace increasing. "Should we let her?"

The room called out encouragement. Veronica leaned down to whisper in Lily's ear: "This is just the beginning. Every week, more barriers will fall. By the end, you'll be ours completely. Now come for your new family, pledge."

Derek's thumb pressed firmly against her clit as two fingers slid inside her for the first time. The dual sensation, combined with the weight of all those eyes on her writhing body, sent Lily careening over the edge. She came with a broken cry, back arching off the chaise, thighs trembling.

Applause erupted around them. Through half-lidded eyes, Lily saw the other pledges in various states of exposure and pleasure around the room.

"Excellent start," Madison said, suddenly appearing beside them. "But the night is young, and we've only just begun to unwrap our new toys."

As Lily lay catching her breath, she realized with startling clarity: this was only the first hour of the first night of eight weeks of initiation.

And some part of her-a part she'd never acknowledged before-couldn't wait to discover what came next.


Chapter Two

Lily awoke the next morning in her dorm room, muscles aching pleasantly, the memories of her first night as a Delta Pi Omega pledge swimming through her mind like fragments of a fever dream. Had she really allowed a stranger to finger her to orgasm in front of dozens of witnesses? The dampness between her thighs when she recalled it answered that question.

Her phone buzzed with a text from an unknown number: "Week one begins tonight. 7 PM. Bring only yourself. - V"

Throughout her classes that day, Lily couldn't focus. Her professors' voices faded to background noise as she replayed the previous night's events: the blindfold, the platform, Derek's skilled fingers, Veronica's commanding presence, and most disturbingly, her own uninhibited response.

At precisely 7 PM, Lily knocked on the massive door of the Delta Pi Omega house. This time, Veronica herself answered.

"Right on time. Good girl," she purred, pulling Lily inside. "Follow me."

They descended the now-familiar stairs to the basement lounge, where the other seven pledges already waited, standing nervously in a line. Madison stood before them, clipboard in hand.

"Excellent, we're all here," Madison said. "Ladies, welcome to your first official week of training. Strip completely. Now."

There was a moment of stunned silence before the pledges began to comply. Lily's fingers fumbled with her buttons, her face burning as she removed each piece of clothing. Within minutes, eight naked girls stood shivering slightly in the cool basement air.

"Much better," Madison approved, walking slowly down the line, evaluating each pledge's body with clinical precision. She stopped before Lily, whose arms instinctively moved to cover herself.

"Arms at your sides," Madison snapped. Lily immediately obeyed, dropping her hands and fighting the urge to close her eyes as Madison's gaze traveled from her face to her small, firm breasts with their prominently erect nipples, down to the neat strip of dark hair between her legs.

"You surprised us on Friday," Madison said, circling Lily. "The quiet bookworm with the responsive body. I wonder what other surprises you're hiding." Her hand reached out, fingers lightly tracing the curve of Lily's ass. "We'll find out soon enough."

Madison returned to the front of the room. "During pledging, your bodies belong to DPO. You will be shaped, tested, and trained according to our traditions. Each week focuses on different aspects of your sexual education."

The door opened, and five senior sorority members entered, each carrying large boxes.

"Week one is about obedience and display," Madison continued. "You will each receive a training collar and uniform to be worn at all times while in this house."

Veronica approached Lily with a slim black leather collar. "Lift your hair," she instructed. Lily complied, shivering as the cool leather encircled her throat, the small gold lock clicking shut at the nape of her neck. A delicate chain dangled from the collar, ending in a gleaming DPO charm that nestled in the hollow between her collarbones.

"Perfect," Veronica murmured. "Now for your uniform."

The "uniform" consisted of a transparent mesh bralette that cupped Lily's breasts while concealing nothing, and a matching micro-skirt that barely covered her ass, with no panties allowed.

"These remain on at all times in the house," Madison instructed as the pledges dressed in their revealing attire. "Now for your first lesson."

Eight cushions were placed in a circle in the center of the room. Each pledge was positioned kneeling on a cushion, thighs spread, backs straight, hands behind their necks-a position that thrust their breasts forward and exposed everything beneath their tiny skirts.

"This is presentation pose," Madison explained. "You will assume this position whenever called to 'present.' We'll practice holding it tonight."

Minutes stretched into an hour as the pledges maintained the uncomfortable position. Lily's thighs burned, but she didn't dare move. Occasionally, a senior would adjust a pledge's posture with a firm hand or soft command.

"While you hold position," Madison continued, "we'll begin your education."

The large TV screen on the wall flickered to life, displaying explicit educational videos about fellatio techniques. As the demonstration played, Madison narrated additional instructions.

"Pay close attention. Tomorrow, you'll be tested on this skill."

Lily watched, mesmerized, as the woman on screen took an impressive cock down her throat with practiced ease. The wetness between her legs increased, dripping onto the cushion beneath her.

"I see someone's enjoying the lesson," Veronica remarked, noticing the gleaming evidence of Lily's arousal. "Stand up."

Legs wobbling from being held in position so long, Lily rose. Veronica circled her, then stopped behind her.

"Bend forward. Grab your ankles."

Lily folded at the waist, grateful for her yoga flexibility as her fingers wrapped around her ankles. The position caused her tiny skirt to ride up, fully exposing her ass and pussy to everyone behind her.

"Look how wet she is just from watching," Veronica announced. "I think our little Lily needs a practical demonstration."

The door opened, and three Kappa Epsilon brothers entered, including Derek from the previous night. They'd clearly been waiting for this cue.

"Derek, would you help with our demonstration?" Madison asked sweetly.

"My pleasure," he replied, approaching Lily's bent form. "She still in the same position as Friday night-exposed and ready."

"Lily," Madison's voice was commanding, "you'll now demonstrate what you've learned while maintaining your position. If you move your hands from your ankles, we start over."

Derek unzipped his pants, withdrawing his already hardening cock. He moved to Lily's face, rubbing the tip against her lips.

"Open," he commanded.

Lily parted her lips, allowing him to slide inside her mouth. The angle was challenging-bent over, holding her ankles, face level with his groin.

"Take him deeper," Veronica instructed, her hand on the back of Lily's head, applying gentle pressure.

Lily tried to relax her throat as the video had shown, but gagged as Derek's cock hit the back of her throat.

"Again," Madison ordered. "Breathe through your nose."

Derek's hands tangled in Lily's hair, guiding her rhythm as she struggled to apply the techniques she'd just watched. The humiliation of being bent over, exposed from both ends, with her classmates watching her first blowjob, sent a perverse thrill through her body.

"Look how wet she's getting," one of the other brothers remarked. "Her pussy's practically dripping."

To Lily's shock, she felt fingers probe her exposed sex from behind. She moaned around Derek's cock as someone-she couldn't see who-slid two fingers into her slick channel.

"Focus on your task," Madison reprimanded. "The cock in your mouth deserves your full attention."

Lily redoubled her efforts, sucking more enthusiastically as the fingers behind her found a rhythm, fucking in and out while a thumb circled her clit. The dual stimulation was overwhelming.

"I'm close," Derek groaned, his thrusts becoming more urgent.

"Swallow everything he gives you," Veronica instructed. "That's a good pledge."

Derek's cock swelled, then pulsed against her tongue as he came with a guttural moan. Lily struggled to swallow the unfamiliar salty fluid, some of it escaping the corners of her mouth and dripping down her chin.

As Derek withdrew, Lily remained bent over, hands still gripping her ankles, face flushed with exertion and humiliation, mysterious fingers still working her pussy from behind.

"Stay in position," Madison instructed. "Kyle, your turn at her mouth. Jason, continue with her pussy."

Lily's eyes widened as a second brother stepped into view, his cock already out and considerably larger than Derek's. Behind her, the fingers withdrew, replaced by the blunt pressure of what could only be Jason's cock against her entrance.

"Wait," she gasped. "I've never-"

"Are you saying 'red'?" Madison asked sharply, referring to the safeword.

Lily hesitated. The feeling of Jason's cock teasing her entrance sent shivers up her spine. She was soaking wet, aroused beyond reason by the display she'd been forced to put on.

"No," she whispered. "Not red."

"Then continue," Madison ordered.

Kyle's cock pressed against her lips as Jason pushed slowly into her from behind-her first real penetration. The stretching sensation bordered on pain but quickly melted into pleasure as her body accommodated him.

"Fuck, she's tight," Jason groaned. "Definitely wasn't lying about being a virgin."

Kyle took advantage of Lily's gasp to push deep into her mouth. "Both ends at once. What a good little pledge slut."

The crude words should have offended her, but instead, they sent a rush of heat through Lily's core. She was being fucked from both ends in front of an audience, and her body was responding with enthusiasm, pussy clenching around Jason's invading cock.

"Look at the others," Veronica instructed the remaining pledges, still kneeling in presentation pose. "This is what's expected of all of you. Total surrender."

Lily lost track of time as Kyle fucked her mouth with increasing urgency while Jason claimed her pussy from behind. The sensation of being filled from both ends, used like a toy for their pleasure while her sorority sisters watched, pushed her toward a climax more powerful than anything she'd experienced before.

"She's about to come," Jason announced, feeling her inner walls flutter around him. "This slut loves being spitroasted in front of everyone."

"Pledges don't come without permission," Madison reminded her. "Hold it back, Lily."

But it was too late. The command only intensified Lily's orgasm as it crashed through her, making her moan around Kyle's cock and clench rhythmically around Jason's. Her legs shook violently, and she struggled to maintain her grip on her ankles.

"Disobedience requires punishment," Madison sighed theatrically. "But first, let the brothers finish."

Kyle groaned, flooding Lily's mouth with a second load of cum while Jason continued pounding her sensitive pussy. Moments later, he pulled out, stroking himself quickly before spurting thick ropes across her ass and lower back.

"Stand up," Madison ordered once both men had moved away.

Lily straightened, cum dripping from her chin and down her thighs, her makeup smeared, hair disheveled.

"Turn and face your pledge sisters."

Lily turned, facing the seven wide-eyed pledges still holding their presentation pose. Some looked frightened, others aroused, all of them stunned by what they'd witnessed.

"This is what happens when a pledge comes without permission," Madison announced. "Lily, center of the room. On your back."

Still dazed from her intense orgasm, Lily complied, lying on the cool floor.

"Spread your legs. Wider." Madison's voice was stern. "Arms above your head."

Madison produced four leather cuffs, quickly securing Lily's wrists and ankles to hooks in the floor that Lily hadn't noticed before. Spread-eagled and immobilized, she could only watch as Madison approached with a small device.

"This," Madison explained to the room, "is a remote-controlled vibrator. Since Lily can't control her orgasms, we'll give her several more... but on our terms."

The small egg-shaped vibrator was pushed inside Lily's sensitive channel, already slick with Jason's precum and her own abundant wetness. A second, smaller vibrator was positioned against her clit, both secured in place with a specialized harness.

"For the next hour, while you all continue watching educational videos, Lily will be our demonstration model for what happens when pleasure becomes punishment."

Madison clicked a remote, and both vibrators hummed to life at a low setting. Lily gasped, her sensitive parts already overstimulated from her recent orgasm.

"Now, let's return to our lesson," Madison continued casually, turning back to the screen where a new video began playing-this one demonstrating various positions for group sex.

The next hour was exquisite torture. Madison randomly adjusted the vibrator settings from gentle teasing to intense pulsing. Lily tried to hold back her orgasms as instructed, but it was impossible. She came three more times, each climax more intense than the last, her body arching against the restraints, uninhibited cries filling the basement lounge.

"Listen to those sounds," Veronica instructed the other pledges. "Remember them. By the end of pledging, you'll all be making them regularly."

When the hour finally ended, Lily lay limp in her bonds, covered in a sheen of sweat, her thighs slick with her own juices, pussy tender and swollen from repeated orgasms.

"Release her," Madison instructed. Two seniors removed the vibrators and unlocked the cuffs.

"Stand," Madison ordered.

On shaking legs, Lily managed to get to her feet.

"What do you say?" Madison prompted.

Lily looked at her blankly, unsure what was expected.

"When we discipline you, you thank us," Veronica whispered in her ear.

"Th-thank you," Lily stammered.

"For what?" Madison pressed.

Lily swallowed, understanding dawning. "Thank you for disciplining me... for coming without permission."

"Good girl." Madison's approval shouldn't have mattered, but somehow it did. "Now, all pledges, follow Veronica upstairs. Time for your next lesson."

The eight naked girls, still in their revealing "uniforms," were led upstairs to a large bathroom with multiple showers.

"Clean up," Veronica instructed. "Then report to the ritual room in thirty minutes."

The pledges showered quickly, some avoiding eye contact, others whispering nervously. A girl named Amber sidled up to Lily under the spray.

"Holy shit," she whispered. "I can't believe what they made you do."

"I can't believe I did it," Lily admitted, soaping between her legs, wincing at how tender she felt.

"The scariest part," Amber confessed, "is that watching you made me so wet. Is that going to be all of us?"

Lily nodded slowly. "I think that's exactly the point."

After showering, the pledges were led to a circular room on the third floor. Eight padded benches were arranged in a circle, each with restraints attached.

"This is the ritual room," Veronica explained. "Each Wednesday night during pledging, you'll report here for group training."

"Pledges, lie face up on your assigned benches," Madison instructed, entering the room with several senior sisters.

Once positioned, each pledge's wrists and ankles were secured to the corners of their bench, leaving them spread-eagled and vulnerable, their see-through uniforms hiding nothing.

"Tonight is about pleasure control," Madison explained, standing in the center of the circle. "Each of you will be pleasured by your assigned trainer. You will not orgasm until permitted. Any pledge who comes without permission will face consequences similar to Lily's demonstration earlier, but for a much longer duration."

Senior sisters took positions beside each bench. Veronica stood by Lily, a predatory smile on her face.

"Begin," Madison commanded.

Veronica didn't hesitate. She pulled aside the mesh covering Lily's breast and lowered her mouth to suck hard on the sensitive nipple. Her hand slipped beneath the tiny skirt, fingers immediately finding Lily's clit.

Around the room, other pledges gasped and moaned as they received similar attention from their trainers. Some had vibrators pressed against them, others were being penetrated with fingers or small dildos.

"Remember," Madison called over the growing chorus of desperate moans, "no orgasms without permission."

Veronica's skilled fingers worked Lily's clit in tight circles while her mouth alternated between breasts, sucking and nipping with increasing intensity. Despite having come multiple times already, Lily felt another orgasm building rapidly.

"Please," she gasped, "I'm close."

"Hold it back," Veronica commanded, increasing her pace. "Show me you can control yourself."

Lily bit her lip hard, focusing on anything else-the ceiling, the sound of other pledges begging, the cool air on her skin-anything to distract from the mounting pressure between her legs.

"Who needs permission to come?" Madison called out. "Speak now or suffer the consequences."

"Please!" several voices cried out simultaneously, Lily's among them.

Madison walked the circle slowly, pausing to observe each pledge's desperate state. Some were shaking, others had tears streaming down their faces as they fought against their body's natural response.

"Amber, you may come," Madison permitted, stopping before the redhead who immediately cried out in relief, her body convulsing in pleasure.

One by one, Madison granted permission to different pledges, deliberately taking her time. When she reached Lily, whose entire body was trembling with the effort of holding back, she paused.

"Lily already came without permission once tonight," Madison reminded the room. "Should we allow her another?"

"Please," Lily whimpered, beyond pride now, desperate for release.

"Beg properly," Veronica instructed, never stopping the motion of her fingers. "Tell everyone what you are and what you need."

"Please," Lily gasped, "I'm a pledge slut who needs to come. Please let me come."

Madison smiled. "Since you asked so nicely... Veronica, make her scream."

Permission granted, Veronica redoubled her efforts, sliding two fingers deep into Lily's pussy while her thumb continued circling her clit. Her mouth closed around Lily's nipple, teeth grazing the sensitive peak.

The combined sensations pushed Lily over the edge immediately. She screamed as promised, her back arching off the bench, pulling against her restraints as waves of pleasure crashed through her.

"Good girl," Veronica praised when Lily finally collapsed back onto the bench, panting and dazed. "You're learning."

When all pledges had been granted release, Madison stood in the center again. "Tonight was just a taste of what's to come. Tomorrow night, you'll begin servicing our brother fraternity at their weekly poker game. Each of you will be assigned specific duties-serving drinks, providing entertainment, or servicing the winners under the table."

The pledges exchanged nervous glances.

"For tonight, you're dismissed," Madison concluded. "Return tomorrow at 8 PM. Wear only your collars and heels."

As Lily dressed and prepared to leave, Veronica pulled her aside.

"You surprised everyone tonight," she said quietly. "Most first-timers break down after what you experienced."

"Is that why I was singled out?" Lily asked.

Veronica smiled. "We test each pledge differently based on what we observe. You have a natural submissive streak hiding beneath that shy exterior. By the end of pledging, you won't even recognize the girl who walked through our doors."

Walking back to her dorm in the cool night air, Lily's body ached pleasantly in places she'd never felt before. Her collar was hidden beneath a scarf, but she could feel it against her throat-a constant reminder of her new status.

The strangest part wasn't what had been done to her, but how much her body had responded. Each humiliation, each command, each public display had awakened something primal inside her.

As she drifted to sleep that night, her fingers unconsciously traced the outline of her collar. Tomorrow she would be paraded naked in front of strangers, made to serve and please on command. And despite everything rational in her mind saying she should run away from Delta Pi Omega and never look back, she knew with absolute certainty that at 8 PM sharp, she would be there, collar displayed, ready for whatever came next.

Because somewhere beneath the shock and embarrassment lay an undeniable truth: Lily Matthews was discovering who she truly was, one humiliating, pleasure-filled lesson at a time.


Chapter Three

The next day passed in a blur for Lily. She sat through classes unable to focus, her mind repeatedly drifting to what awaited her that evening. Professors' voices faded to white noise while memories of fingers, tongues, and restraints dominated her thoughts. Twice she excused herself to the bathroom just to splash cold water on her face, shocked by the person staring back from the mirror-outwardly the same studious freshman, inwardly transformed into someone she barely recognized.

Her collar remained hidden beneath a scarf, but she felt it with every swallow, every turn of her head-a constant reminder of her pledge status and the control she had surrendered. Most disturbing was how often she found herself unconsciously touching it, drawing comfort from its presence.

When her phone chimed with a text from Veronica-"Don't forget. 8 PM. Collar and heels only."-Lily felt a rush of heat between her legs.

"What is happening to me?" she whispered to her empty dorm room as she carefully applied makeup at 7:30, far more than she usually wore. The answer was too frightening to acknowledge.

At precisely 8 PM, Lily arrived at the Delta Pi Omega house. Instead of knocking, she found the door slightly ajar. A note taped inside read: "Pledges: Strip in the foyer. Place clothes in your designated cubby. Proceed to basement with nothing but collar and heels."

With trembling fingers, Lily undressed, carefully folding her clothes into the cubby marked with her name. She stood naked save for her black collar and the four-inch heels she'd borrowed from her roommate. The house was eerily quiet, making her wonder if she was the first to arrive.

"Right on time again," came Veronica's voice from the stairwell. "I'm impressed with your punctuality, Lily."

Veronica descended the stairs wearing a tight black dress that hugged every curve. Her eyes traveled appreciatively over Lily's exposed body.

"You've been working out," she observed.

"Volleyball," Lily explained, fighting the urge to cover herself. "I play three times a week."

"It shows." Veronica circled her, trailing a finger across Lily's shoulder blades. "Firm ass, toned legs. Good." She stopped in front of Lily, meeting her eyes. "Tonight is important. The brothers of Kappa Epsilon host a weekly poker tournament, and providing entertainment is one of our sorority's long-standing traditions. How you perform reflects on all of us."

"What exactly will I be doing?" Lily asked, her mouth suddenly dry.

Veronica smiled. "You've been assigned as a personal server to the winner's table. The other pledges have different assignments-cocktail service, dealing cards, entertainment."

"And what does 'personal server' mean?" Lily pressed.

"It means," Veronica said, leaning close enough that Lily could smell her expensive perfume, "that you will attend to ALL needs of the winners. Drinks, food, and their physical relief when the game gets tense." Her finger traced Lily's collarbone. "These boys play for high stakes. They get... frustrated when they lose. Excited when they win. You'll help manage those emotions."

Before Lily could respond, the front door opened, and the other pledges began arriving. Soon, eight naked girls stood in the foyer, all wearing nothing but their collars and heels.

Madison appeared at the top of the stairs. "Good evening, pledges. Tonight marks your first service assignment. Follow me."

Rather than leading them to the basement, Madison guided them out a back door to a waiting van with blacked-out windows. Inside, the senior sisters waited.

"Kappa house is across campus," Madison explained as the pledges squeezed into the vehicle. "Can't have naked freshmen parading through the quad... yet."

The ride was short but tense, filled with nervous whispers. Lily sat beside Amber, whose red hair was styled in loose waves, her makeup more dramatic than usual.

"I'm assigned to the entertainment stage," Amber whispered. "Whatever that means."

"Personal server for the winners," Lily replied quietly.

Amber's eyes widened. "Shit. I heard that's the hardest assignment."

Before Lily could ask what she meant, the van stopped. They exited directly into a garage that connected to the sprawling Kappa Epsilon house.

"Welcome to Thursday Poker Night," a tall fraternity brother greeted them, his eyes hungrily taking in the line of naked pledges. "I'm Tyler, Kappa president. We've been looking forward to this all week."

The fraternity house basement had been transformed into a high-end casino. Poker tables were arranged throughout the space, with a central elevated table on a platform-clearly the main game. A small stage stood in one corner with a pole and various props. A well-stocked bar occupied another wall.

"Your assignments," Madison announced, handing each pledge a small card. Lily glanced at hers:

Personal Server - Winner's Circle
Requirements: Service with a smile. FULL service under the table upon request. No refusing winners. Crawl, don't walk. Keep winners' glasses full at all times. Address all players as "Sir."

Tyler stepped forward. "Before we begin, pledge inspection."

The naked girls were instructed to line up facing the wall, bending forward with hands braced against it, feet spread wide. Lily pressed her palms against the cool surface, arching her back as instructed, knowing the position fully exposed her most intimate parts from behind.

Footsteps approached as Tyler and several other fraternity brothers moved down the line, occasionally stopping to touch, comment, or "inspect" more thoroughly. When they reached Lily, she felt hands on her hips.

"This one's Lily, right?" Tyler asked.

"Yes," Madison confirmed. "Our surprise standout."

"Let's see if she's ready for service," Tyler said.

Fingers traced the curve of Lily's ass before dipping lower, sliding through her folds. To her mortification, she was already wet. The anticipation, the exposure, the objectification-her body responded with a readiness that her mind still resisted.

"Very nice," Tyler approved, pushing two fingers into her without warning. Lily gasped, instinctively pushing back against the intrusion. "Eager, too. She'll do well at the winner's table."

When the inspection concluded, Madison gathered the pledges. "Remember, tonight is about service and obedience. Whatever is asked of you, your answer is 'Yes, Sir' or 'Yes, Ma'am.' Now, to your positions. The brothers' guests will arrive in fifteen minutes."

Veronica led Lily to the elevated center table. "This is where the serious players compete. The buy-in is $500, so these are wealthy students or alumni. You'll serve this table exclusively."

The table was surrounded by eight luxurious chairs. Underneath, Lily noticed the space was larger than the other tables, with plush carpeting.

"When not actively serving drinks, you'll wait under the table," Veronica explained. "If a player signals you-they'll tap their foot twice-you emerge and ask how you can be of service. If they place their hand on your head and guide you under the table, you know what they want."

Lily's eyes widened. "You mean-"

"Oral service, yes. Quietly, discreetly, while they continue playing. It's considered good luck." Veronica smiled at Lily's expression. "Don't worry, most players won't last long. The thrill of receiving head while playing high-stakes poker tends to expedite matters."

"And if I don't want to?" Lily asked quietly.

Veronica's expression hardened. "Your card says 'No refusing winners.' However, if you truly need to stop, your safeword still applies. But using it without legitimate reason means immediate dismissal from pledging. Choose wisely."

With that, Veronica left Lily at her station. Around the room, the other pledges were receiving similar instructions. Amber and another girl were on the small stage, being shown dance moves by a senior sister. Other pledges were at the bar learning to mix drinks, or stationed at regular poker tables.

Soon, expensively dressed men began arriving-fraternity alumni, wealthy students, even a few well-known professors from business and law schools. Lily's stomach knotted as she recognized her Economics professor among them.

"Gentlemen!" Tyler called for attention. "Welcome to another Kappa Epsilon Thursday Night. Tonight's entertainment is provided by our lovely friends at Delta Pi Omega. Their pledges are here to ensure your complete satisfaction."

The men applauded, their eyes roaming over the naked girls positioned around the room.

"The rules remain the same," Tyler continued. "The pledges are here for your pleasure. They will not refuse any reasonable request. Treat them well, and they'll make sure your night is unforgettable."

Seven players approached the center table, taking their seats. Lily stood nearby, hands clasped behind her back as Veronica had shown her, breasts thrust forward, back straight.

"Well, well," said a distinguished-looking man in his thirties, "what's your name, sweetheart?"

"Lily, Sir," she replied, trying to keep her voice steady.

"I'm Ryan," he said, his eyes lingering on her breasts. "I look forward to your... service."

When all players were seated, the game began. Lily circulated with a tray of drinks, bending low to serve each player, acutely aware of how the position displayed her breasts. Hands frequently brushed against her skin-a touch to her hip, a squeeze of her ass, fingers trailing along her thigh.

After serving the initial round, Veronica appeared at her side. "Under the table now. Remember, two foot taps means they need service."

Lily nodded, then dropped to her hands and knees, crawling beneath the massive poker table. The space was dimly lit by small floor lights, providing just enough illumination for her to see. She settled in the center, sitting back on her heels, waiting.

Above, she could hear the game progressing-cards shuffling, chips clacking, conversation and occasional laughter. The players were discussing business deals, university politics, and telling crude jokes. Lily tried to make herself as small as possible, listening to their expensive shoes shifting on the carpet.

Twenty minutes passed before she felt it-two distinct taps from polished wingtips to her left. Crawling toward the signal, she positioned herself between the man's spread legs.

"Ah, there you are," he murmured, glancing down briefly. It was Ryan, the man who'd introduced himself earlier. "I just won a nice pot. Help me celebrate?"

His hand came down, threading through her hair, gentle but insistent pressure guiding her toward his crotch. With trembling fingers, Lily reached for his zipper, carefully extracting his already hardening cock. Above, the game continued without interruption.

"Let's see what that pretty mouth can do," Ryan whispered, then returned his attention to his cards.

Lily stared at the erection before her-thick, veined, intimidating. She'd only given oral sex once before, last night to Kyle, and that had been under very different circumstances. Taking a deep breath, she leaned forward, running her tongue experimentally along the underside.

Ryan's sharp intake of breath encouraged her. She wrapped her lips around the head, sucking gently while her tongue swirled around the sensitive ridge. His hand remained in her hair, occasionally applying pressure to guide her deeper.

"I'll call and raise another hundred," she heard him say above, his voice impressively steady while she took him deeper into her mouth.

The surreal juxtaposition-her naked on her knees servicing a stranger while he casually played cards-sent a confusing mix of humiliation and arousal through Lily. She bobbed her head with increasing confidence, using the techniques she'd studied in yesterday's "educational" videos.

"Check," Ryan said above, then whispered, "Deeper, baby. Take it all."

Lily tried to relax her throat, remembering Madison's instructions from the previous night. Ryan's cock pushed against the back of her throat, making her gag slightly, but she fought through it, focusing on breathing through her nose.

"Fuck," he whispered, his composure briefly slipping. Above the table, chips clacked as the game continued.

Lily established a rhythm, one hand wrapped around his shaft, the other cupping his balls through his expensive trousers. His breathing grew more ragged, his hand tightening in her hair.

"All in," he announced suddenly, followed by a chorus of surprised comments from the other players.

The unexpected aggression of his poker move coincided with increased urgency below the table. His hips began subtly thrusting, fucking Lily's mouth with short, controlled movements. She struggled to maintain the pace, tears forming at the corners of her eyes as he repeatedly hit the back of her throat.

"Call," came another voice, followed by the sound of many chips moving.

Ryan's body tensed. His grip in Lily's hair became painful as he pushed her down firmly, holding her in place as he emptied himself directly down her throat. She had no choice but to swallow, fighting against her gag reflex as pulse after pulse of warm, salty fluid filled her mouth.

"Full house, kings over tens," Ryan announced triumphantly, releasing his hold on Lily.

As the other player cursed, revealing his losing hand, Lily carefully tucked Ryan back into his pants and zipped him up. He patted her head like a dog that had performed a trick well.

"Good girl," he whispered. "That was worth every penny of that pot."

Lily retreated to the center of the under-table space, wiping her mouth with the back of her hand, trying to process what had just happened. She'd just performed oral sex on a complete stranger while he played poker. And worse-some part of her had enjoyed the depraved thrill of it.

Before she could fully recover, another set of feet tapped twice. This continued throughout the evening-whenever a player won a significant hand, they signaled for Lily's "service." By midnight, she had pleasured six different men under the table, swallowing evidence of their excitement while the game continued uninterrupted above.

During a scheduled break, Lily emerged from under the table, legs stiff, jaw aching, throat raw. Veronica handed her a bottle of water.

"Drink," she ordered. "How are you holding up?"

Lily took a grateful sip. "I'm okay," she said, surprising herself with the truth of it.

Veronica smiled knowingly. "Look around. Tell me what you see."

Lily surveyed the room. Amber was on the stage, locked in an embrace with another pledge as they performed for a group of cheering alumni. Near the bar, a pledge was bent over a barstool, a fraternity brother pounding into her from behind while she mixed a cocktail for another guest. At various poker tables, other pledges were engaged in similar "service" to what Lily had been providing.

"I see..." Lily began, then stopped, unsure how to articulate it.

"You see power," Veronica supplied. "Not theirs-ours. Look at their faces. These men control millions in business, lead departments, make decisions affecting hundreds of lives. Yet right now, they're putty in the hands of naked freshman girls."

Lily considered this perspective, watching the men's expressions-desire, need, gratitude.

"Break's over," Veronica said. "Back under. The final round is about to begin."

As Lily crawled back to her position, she pondered Veronica's words. Was there power in this submission? The thought lingered as two more feet tapped, demanding her attention.

The evening finally concluded at 2 AM. Lily emerged from under the table for the last time, her knees bruised from the hours spent crawling on them, her mouth used thoroughly by every player at the table. Each had won at least one hand; each had claimed their "prize."

Tyler gathered the pledges near the exit. "Ladies, an excellent performance tonight. The brothers and our guests are very pleased." He turned to Madison. "Your pledges show great promise. Especially that one." He pointed at Lily.

Madison nodded. "She's exceeding expectations."

The van ride back to the sorority house was quiet, exhaustion setting in. Once inside, Madison addressed the group.

"You've completed your first service assignment admirably. Tomorrow night, we move to the next phase of your training. Get some rest-you'll need it."

Amber fell into step beside Lily as they dressed to leave. "Holy shit," she whispered. "I had to perform with Brianna on stage-we fucked each other with toys while they all watched and jerked off. But I heard you were under the winner's table all night?"

Lily nodded, too tired for details.

"How many?" Amber pressed.

"All seven. Multiple times for some."

Amber's eyes widened. "Damn. No wonder they're impressed with you."

As Lily walked back to her dorm, the events of the night replayed in her mind. She should feel degraded, used, violated. Instead, she felt a confusing mix of accomplishment and arousal. Each act of submission had pushed her further from the person she thought she was, yet closer to something new emerging within her.

Her phone chimed with a text from Veronica: "Special assignment tomorrow. Report to the house at 10 AM. Wear something easy to remove."

Sleep came quickly that night, dreamless and deep.

Lily arrived at the Delta Pi Omega house at precisely 10 AM the next morning. Veronica answered the door, dressed casually in jeans and a DPO t-shirt.

"Right on time as usual," she noted with approval. "Come in."

Instead of leading Lily to the basement or ritual room, Veronica took her to a small office on the first floor. Madison waited inside, reviewing something on her laptop.

"Ah, Lily," Madison greeted her, closing the computer. "Thank you for coming on short notice."

"You said I had a special assignment?" Lily asked, trying to ignore the nervous flutter in her stomach.

"Yes." Madison's smile was cryptic. "Your performance last night was exceptional. The brothers were particularly impressed with your... oral skills and stamina. As a result, you've been selected for accelerated training."

"What does that mean?" Lily asked, unconsciously touching her collar through her shirt.

"It means," Veronica explained, "that we believe you're ready for more advanced experiences ahead of schedule. The other pledges will continue with the standard progression, but you'll receive additional training."

Madison stood, circling her desk. "Starting today, you'll be assigned to different trainers from both our sorority and Kappa Epsilon. Each will focus on developing specific aspects of your submission."

"And today?" Lily asked.

"Today you're with me," Veronica said. "We're going shopping."

This wasn't what Lily had expected. "Shopping?"

"Every proper pledge needs the right... equipment," Madison explained. "Veronica will help you select appropriate items."

"Get changed first," Veronica instructed, handing Lily a small bundle of clothes.

In the adjacent bathroom, Lily unwrapped the bundle to find a tiny pleated skirt that would barely cover her ass, a tight white button-down tied to expose her midriff, and white thigh-high stockings. No underwear. The outfit screamed "naughty schoolgirl fantasy." Sighing, she changed, shocked at her reflection when she finished-she looked like something from a porn video.

"Perfect," Veronica approved when Lily emerged. "Now, your collar should be visible at all times."

Lily unbuttoned the top buttons of her shirt, allowing the black leather collar to show prominently against her skin.

"Let's go."

Lily expected they would drive somewhere private, perhaps a specialized shop in another town. Instead, Veronica led her straight to the campus parking lot, where her BMW convertible waited.

"Get in," she instructed.

"We're... going out like this?" Lily gestured to her revealing outfit.

"Of course. That's part of today's lesson-public display."

Heart racing, Lily slid into the passenger seat, immediately tugging the tiny skirt down to cover more of her thighs-an exercise in futility.

Veronica drove them to the city's upscale shopping district, parking in front of a store with a discreet facade and tinted windows. The sign read simply "Indulgence."

"Best specialty shop in the state," Veronica commented as they exited the car. Lily was acutely aware of the stares from passersby, her face burning as a group of businessmen openly ogled her bare legs and visible collar.

Inside, the shop was elegant and tasteful-more luxury boutique than sleazy sex shop. A stylish woman in her forties greeted Veronica warmly.

"Veronica! DPO shopping day already?"

"Just a special case today, Eleanor. This is Lily, our accelerated pledge."

Eleanor's eyes lit up as they raked over Lily's appearance. "I see. The full package, then?"

"Everything she'll need," Veronica confirmed.

For the next two hours, Lily endured the most mortifying shopping experience of her life. Eleanor and Veronica selected items while discussing Lily's "training needs" as if she weren't present.

"She'll need a comprehensive plug collection to prepare her properly," Eleanor suggested, presenting a set of graduated anal plugs ranging from intimidatingly small to terrifyingly large.

"Definitely," Veronica agreed. "And restraints-both for the house and portable options."

Lily stood mutely as they added handcuffs, leather wrist and ankle cuffs, spreader bars, and various harnesses to the growing pile.

"Nipple clamps?" Eleanor suggested.

"Start with adjustable ones," Veronica decided. "She's sensitive there."

"How do you know that?" Lily blurted, immediately regretting the question.

Veronica smiled. "We observe everything, pledge. Your nipples harden instantly when exposed or touched. They're one of your most responsive erogenous zones."

The mortifying assessment continued as they selected vibrators, dildos of various sizes, gags, blindfolds, and more specialized items Lily couldn't even identify.

"Now for the important part," Eleanor announced, leading them to a private fitting room. "Strip completely, pledge."

With trembling fingers, Lily removed the schoolgirl outfit. Standing naked in the fitting room, she couldn't help but note how much easier this was becoming-how much more quickly she obeyed the command to expose herself.

"Arms at your sides," Eleanor instructed, producing a measuring tape. She took detailed measurements of Lily's breasts, waist, hips, and inseam, occasionally making approving noises.

"Perfect proportions for custom pieces," she commented to Veronica. "The standard sets won't do her justice."

Next came the truly mortifying part-being fitted for various "training implements." Eleanor showed her how to insert a modestly sized butt plug, guiding it into Lily's resistant opening with firm pressure while Veronica watched critically.

"Clench around it," Eleanor instructed. "Now relax. Good girl."

They selected several pieces of "everyday wear"-items Lily would apparently be expected to wear beneath her regular clothes. A vibrating egg with remote control. A specially designed silicone plug that would "prepare her for advanced use." Crotchless panties. Nipple clamps connected by delicate chains.

"Try this," Veronica said, holding up what looked like a normal pair of panties.

When Lily put them on, Veronica produced a small remote, pressed a button, and suddenly the panties vibrated directly against Lily's clit. She gasped, nearly stumbling.

"Perfect," Veronica smiled, turning off the vibration. "You'll wear these to Monday's classes."

"What?" Lily's eyes widened. "You can't be serious."

"Very serious," Veronica replied. "I'll be sitting next to you in Economics with the remote. Your grade will depend on maintaining complete composure."

The final humiliation came when Eleanor demonstrated proper posture and movement while wearing a tail plug-a silicone anal plug with a realistic horse tail attached. Lily had to practice walking, kneeling, and sitting while the tail swished behind her.

"You'll wear this for next weekend's equestrian training," Veronica explained casually, as if discussing the weather.

When they finally checked out, Lily was stunned by the total-nearly $3,000 worth of "equipment."

"The sorority covers all training supplies," Veronica explained, handing over a credit card. "Consider it an investment in your development."

They loaded the numerous bags into Veronica's car. As they drove back toward campus, Veronica took an unexpected turn onto a quiet side street.

"One more stop," she said. "Time to test some of our purchases."

She parked in front of a small cafe with an outdoor patio. "Put these on," she instructed, handing Lily a pair of the vibrating panties and a set of nipple clamps connected by a thin gold chain.

"Here?" Lily gasped. "In public?"

"Here and now," Veronica confirmed. "Or shall I tell Madison you refused a direct training instruction?"

Swallowing her protests, Lily awkwardly changed in the passenger seat, wincing as she attached the clamps to her nipples. The pressure was intense-not painful exactly, but impossible to ignore.

"Now, we're going to have a nice lunch," Veronica explained, "during which I'll randomly activate your panties. Your job is to maintain absolute composure. If anyone notices or you make a scene, you'll spend tomorrow serving the entire football team after practice."

The next hour was exquisite torture. They sat at an outdoor table, ordering salads and iced tea like normal college students. Beneath the table, Veronica randomly activated the vibrating panties, sometimes at low, teasing levels, other times at intense pulses that nearly made Lily choke on her drink.

Each time, Lily had to continue their casual conversation about classes and campus life, fighting to keep her expression neutral despite the powerful sensations between her legs. The nipple clamps added another layer of constant stimulation, the chain occasionally visible when she leaned forward, forcing her to be conscious of her movements.

"How are your classes going?" Veronica asked pleasantly, while simultaneously cranking the vibration to maximum.

Lily gripped her water glass tightly, knuckles white. "F-fine," she managed. "Economics is ch-challenging."

"Professor Davis can be demanding," Veronica agreed, watching Lily's face flush as the vibrations continued.

A waiter approached to refill their waters. Veronica made no move to reduce the intensity. Lily bit her lip hard, offering a strained smile as the young man poured, praying he couldn't hear the faint buzzing.

"Is everything all right, miss?" he asked, noting her flushed appearance.

"Perfect," Lily squeaked. "Just... hot today."

When he left, Veronica finally reduced the vibration to a low hum. "You're getting better at control," she observed. "Let's test your limits."

She increased the intensity again, this time setting a pulsing pattern that built in waves. Lily squirmed in her seat, her breathing becoming shallow.

"Veronica," she whispered urgently, "I'm going to-"

"You're not permitted to come," Veronica stated flatly. "Control yourself."

Lily dug her nails into her palms, focusing on the pain to distract from the building pressure between her legs. The vibrations continued relentlessly, bringing her to the edge repeatedly only to back off just enough to deny release.

"Please," she whispered after twenty minutes of this torture.

"Please what?" Veronica asked innocently.

"Please turn it off or let me..." Lily couldn't finish the sentence.

"Let you come? Right here in public?" Veronica's eyebrow raised. "Is that what DPO pledges do, Lily? Come on cafe patios where anyone might notice?"

"No," Lily whispered, mortified.

"Correct. You come when and where we permit it. Not before. Not without permission." Veronica finally switched off the vibrations completely. "Lesson over. You did... acceptably."

They paid and returned to the car. Lily's entire body hummed with denied pleasure, sensitive and on edge.

"One more stop," Veronica announced.

"Where now?" Lily asked, beyond caring about her state of dress or the bags of sex toys visible in the back seat.

"The gym."

Lily's eyes widened. "I can't go to the campus gym like this!"

"Not the campus gym," Veronica clarified. "A private facility Kappa Epsilon owns. Your next trainer is waiting."

Twenty minutes later, they pulled up to a nondescript building on the outskirts of campus. Inside, it was a fully equipped training facility-weights, machines, even a small boxing ring.

A muscular young man waited for them, dressed in workout clothes, towel around his neck. Lily recognized him as Jason, one of the brothers who had taken her virginity during her punishment session.

"Right on time," he noted. "How was shopping?"

"Productive," Veronica replied. "She's all yours until 6 PM. Focus on position training and endurance."

"Got it." He turned to Lily. "Ready for your workout, pledge?"

Veronica left without another word, taking the shopping bags with her. Lily stood awkwardly in her schoolgirl outfit, nipple clamps still hidden beneath her shirt, vibrating panties humming at the lowest setting-Veronica hadn't completely turned them off after all.

"Change into this," Jason instructed, tossing her a small bundle. "Bathroom's there."

In the bathroom, Lily opened the bundle to find the smallest workout clothes she'd ever seen-a sports bra that was little more than a band of fabric, and shorts that barely covered her ass. Sighing, she changed, removing the nipple clamps with a gasp of relief.

When she emerged, Jason grinned appreciatively. "Much better. Let's begin with basic position training."

For the next hour, he put her through an exhausting series of positions-how to kneel properly ("back straight, thighs apart, palms up"), how to present herself for inspection ("feet shoulder-width apart, hands behind head, chest out"), how to crawl ("smooth, fluid movements, ass high").

"These aren't just arbitrary positions," Jason explained as he corrected her form. "They're designed to display you to maximum advantage while training muscle memory. By initiation night, your body will automatically assume these positions on command."

After positions came endurance training-holding difficult poses for extended periods while Jason circled her, occasionally correcting her form with firm touches that lingered longer than necessary.

"Stress positions build mental discipline," he explained as Lily trembled in a deep squat, arms extended. "The mind breaks before the body. Learn to push beyond what you think are your limits."

Two hours into the "training," dripping with sweat, muscles screaming, Lily began to understand this was about more than physical conditioning. It was about breaking down resistance, teaching absolute obedience regardless of discomfort.

"Final exercise," Jason announced. "Endurance test."

He positioned her on a weight bench, on her back, legs spread and hanging off the end. Securing her wrists with padded cuffs attached to the bench, he explained:

"I'm going to pleasure you to the edge of orgasm repeatedly. You will not come until given permission. Each time you successfully resist, we'll add a counter. We stop when you reach twenty counters or when you come without permission."

Lily's eyes widened. "But I've been on edge for hours already from Veronica's test!"

Jason grinned. "I know. That's the point. This is about control under extreme circumstances."

Without further preamble, he knelt between her spread legs, pulling aside the tiny shorts to expose her already swollen, sensitive sex. His tongue immediately found her clit, circling it with practiced precision.

Lily cried out, bucking against the restraints. After hours of denial with Veronica, she was already dangerously close to climaxing. Jason seemed to sense this, backing off immediately.

"One," he counted when she settled. "Nineteen to go."

The next hour was exquisite torture. Jason used his mouth, fingers, and various toys from a nearby bag to bring Lily to the edge of orgasm again and again, always stopping just before she tipped over. She thrashed, begged, even cried at one point-but did not come.

"Eighteen... nineteen..." Jason counted, impressed by her control despite her obvious desperation. "One more."

For the final test, he produced a powerful wand vibrator, holding it directly against her clit while sliding two fingers inside her, finding the spot that made her see stars.

"Oh god," Lily moaned, her entire body rigid with the effort of holding back her release. "Please, please let me come!"

"Not yet," Jason instructed calmly. "Three more seconds... two... one..."

He removed the vibrator just as Lily's inner walls began to contract. She wailed in frustration, tears streaming down her face.

"Twenty," he announced with satisfaction. "Congratulations, pledge. You've passed endurance training. And now your reward."

He positioned himself between her legs, unzipping his shorts to free his erection. Without preamble, he thrust into her still-sensitized channel, filling her completely in one stroke.

"Now you may come," he granted, beginning a punishing rhythm. "As many times as you can before I finish."

The permission combined with the sudden fullness sent Lily immediately into a powerful orgasm. She screamed, back arching off the bench, inner muscles clamping around Jason's cock. The release was shattering after hours of denial.

Jason didn't slow his pace, continuing to pound into her through her climax. "That's one," he counted. "Let's see how many more you've got."

He shifted angle, hitting spots inside her that triggered another wave of pleasure before the first had fully subsided. Lily gasped, overwhelmed by the intensity, her body no longer under her control.

"Two," Jason grunted, his pace increasing. "You're so fucking tight when you come."

The overstimulation bordered on pain, but somehow transformed back into pleasure as a third orgasm built rapidly. Lily had never experienced anything like this-continuous waves of release crashing through her with barely a moment to breathe between them.

"Three," Jason counted as she came again, her voice now hoarse from screaming.

He flipped her over without withdrawing, unfastening her restraints and repositioning her on hands and knees on the floor. From behind, he resumed his relentless pace, one hand reaching around to circle her clit.

"Four," he counted moments later as she shuddered through another climax.

By the time Jason finally allowed himself release, pounding into her with grunting force before pulling out to spray across her back, Lily had lost count of her orgasms. She collapsed onto the mat, utterly spent, body occasionally twitching with aftershocks.

"Seven," Jason announced proudly. "A new pledge record."

Lily could barely process his words. Her entire world had narrowed to the sensations in her body-pleasantly aching muscles, hyper-sensitive skin, and the floating euphoria that follows extreme sexual release.

"Clean up in the shower," Jason instructed, helping her unsteady form to her feet. "Veronica will pick you up at six."

In the shower, Lily examined her reflection in the steamy mirror-flushed skin, lips swollen from biting them during her ordeal, hair tangled from thrashing against the bench. The person staring back at her was simultaneously unrecognizable and more authentically herself than she'd ever seen.

When Veronica collected her that evening, Lily was quiet, processing the day's events.

"How was your training?" Veronica asked, knowing smile playing at her lips.

"Intense," Lily admitted.

"It gets more intense," Veronica promised. "Tomorrow you'll report to the house at noon. You'll be working with Madison on psychological training."

"What does that involve?" Lily asked cautiously.

"Exploring the mental aspects of submission-why you respond so naturally to it, how to deepen your surrender." Veronica glanced at her. "Have you noticed how quickly you're adapting? Most pledges fight the process longer."

Lily had noticed. With each new humiliation, each boundary crossed, her resistance diminished. What should have been traumatizing was instead... awakening something.

"I don't understand what's happening to me," she admitted quietly.

"You're becoming who you were always meant to be," Veronica stated simply. "Some women are born with submission in their souls. They just need the right circumstances to discover it."

That night, alone in her dorm room, Lily reflected on her transformation. Just one week ago, she'd been a studious, reserved freshman with conventional goals and traditional values. Now she'd been fingered, fucked, put on display, made to service strangers, pushed to physical and mental limits-and rather than running away screaming, she found herself anticipating what came next.

Her phone chimed with a text from Madison: "Noon tomorrow. Wear your vibrating panties to class in the morning. Veronica has the remote."

Lily should have been appalled. Instead, she felt a flutter of excitement as she set her alarm, wondering what new limits would be tested tomorrow, and how much further she would fall down this rabbit hole of submission and discovery.

Because the most terrifying realization wasn't what was being done to her-it was how much she was beginning to crave it.


Chapter Four

Lily's alarm blared at 6:45 AM, dragging her from dreams filled with hands, mouths, and commanding voices. For a moment, she lay disoriented, her body still humming with phantom sensations. Then her gaze fell on the sleek black box sitting on her nightstand-the vibrating panties she was expected to wear to class.

"This is insane," she whispered to her empty room, even as her fingers traced the silky material.

Her phone chimed with a text from Veronica: "Don't forget your special underwear. I'll know if you don't wear them. Economics at 9:30."

As she showered, Lily's mind raced. She could refuse. She could walk away from Delta Pi Omega, from the pledging, from the increasingly depraved demands. Yet the thought barely formed before dissolving under the weight of something stronger-a craving for what waited on the other side of these trials. The memory of yesterday's multiple orgasms under Jason's merciless attention made her thighs clench involuntarily.

She dressed with care-jeans, a modest sweater, and beneath it all, the vibrating panties snug against her most sensitive parts. The tiny bullet vibrator nestled precisely against her clit, while a thin strip of fabric separated her ass cheeks. Even walking to the bathroom to brush her teeth sent tiny jolts of stimulation through her core.

"You can do this," she told her reflection. "It's just one class."

Her Economics lecture was in the largest hall on campus, with nearly 200 students. Normally, Lily sat in the front row, attentive and prepared. Today, she deliberately chose a seat midway up the auditorium, seeking anonymity in the crowd.

At 9:28, Veronica slid into the seat beside her, designer sunglasses perched on her head, expression innocent save for the predatory gleam in her eyes.

"Good morning, pledge," she whispered. "Ready for an educational experience?"

Before Lily could respond, Professor Davis began his lecture on market equilibrium. She tried to focus on his words, on her notebook, on anything except the knowledge that at any moment-

A faint buzz started between her legs, so low she might have imagined it. Lily's pencil paused mid-sentence, her breath catching. Beside her, Veronica appeared completely focused on the lecture, only the slight smile tugging at her lips betraying her involvement.

The vibration increased gradually, building from a gentle hum to a more insistent pulse. Lily crossed her legs tightly, then uncrossed them when that only pressed the vibrator more firmly against her clit. Heat bloomed across her cheeks.

"Problem?" Veronica whispered innocently.

"Please," Lily breathed, barely audible. "Not here."

Veronica's response was to increase the intensity again. The vibration pattern changed to rhythmic pulses that mimicked the sensation of a tongue flicking rapidly against her most sensitive spot. Lily bit her lip hard, focusing desperately on Professor Davis's discussion of supply curves.

Ten excruciating minutes passed, the vibrations alternating between teasing and intense. Just as Lily began to adjust to the sensation, Veronica would change the pattern, never allowing her body to acclimate. Sweat beaded at her hairline despite the cool temperature of the lecture hall.

"I have a question about equilibrium pricing," Veronica called out suddenly, raising her hand.

As all eyes in the lecture hall turned their way, including Professor Davis's, Veronica cranked the vibrator to its highest setting. Lily's thighs clamped together, a small, strangled noise escaping her throat.

"Yes, Ms. Reynolds?" Professor Davis acknowledged.

While Veronica asked a detailed question about price elasticity, the vibrator buzzed mercilessly against Lily's clit. She gripped the edge of her desk, knuckles white, fighting with every ounce of willpower not to squirm or make a sound. The professor's gaze occasionally swept over her as he answered, seemingly noticing nothing amiss.

"Does that clarify things for you too, Ms. Matthews?" Professor Davis asked suddenly, addressing Lily directly.

Lily's heart stopped. Every eye in the room was on her now, including those of several students she knew from other classes. The vibrator continued its relentless assault.

"Y-yes," she managed, her voice higher than normal. "Very clear."

"You look flushed," the professor noted with concern. "Are you feeling well?"

Veronica's thumb moved on the remote in her lap, increasing the intensity yet again. A setting Lily hadn't experienced before activated-one that seemed to move in waves from her clit to her entrance and back.

"I'm fine," she squeaked. "Just... warm in here."

Professor Davis looked unconvinced but returned to his lecture. Beside her, Veronica leaned close, lips nearly touching Lily's ear.

"You're dripping through your jeans," she whispered. "I can see the damp spot on the seat when you shift. You're going to come right here, aren't you? In front of everyone?"

"I can't," Lily whispered desperately. "Please don't make me."

"Oh, but I'm not making you do anything," Veronica purred. "Your body is betraying you all on its own. Look how close you are just from some vibrations and the thrill of possibly being caught."

Lily's breathing became shallow as pressure built rapidly between her legs. The combination of the relentless vibration, Veronica's words, and the forbidden thrill of being on display pushed her dangerously close to the edge.

"If you come," Veronica warned, "I'll announce to the entire lecture hall exactly what you're doing. Imagine Professor Davis's face when he realizes his studious front-row student is actually a desperate little slut climaxing in his classroom."

The threat should have doused Lily's arousal. Instead, it intensified it. The image of being exposed, of everyone knowing her shameful secret, sent a perverse thrill through her trembling body.

Just as her thighs began to shake with the effort of holding back her orgasm, Veronica abruptly switched off the vibrator. The sudden absence of stimulation left Lily gasping softly, her body throbbing with denied release.

"Not yet," Veronica whispered. "You haven't earned it."

For the remainder of the seventy-five-minute lecture, Veronica played this cruel game-bringing Lily to the edge of climax before denying her, sometimes leaving the vibrator off for blessed minutes of recovery before starting again without warning. By the time Professor Davis dismissed the class, Lily was a quivering mess, her underwear soaked, her ability to concentrate completely shattered.

As students filed out, Veronica held her in place with a hand on her arm. "Not you. Stay seated until everyone leaves."

When the last student had departed, Professor Davis organizing papers at his desk, Veronica finally stood.

"Come," she ordered quietly. "Follow me."

On unsteady legs, Lily followed Veronica not to the exit, but down the steps toward the professor's podium. Alarm bells rang in her head.

"Professor Davis," Veronica called sweetly. "Do you have a moment?"

He looked up, glasses perched on the end of his nose. "Ms. Reynolds, Ms. Matthews. What can I do for you?"

"Actually," Veronica replied, "it's about what Lily can do for you."

Lily froze, eyes widening in panic.

"I don't understand," the professor said, brow furrowing.

Veronica smiled. "Lily has been very distracted in your class lately. Haven't you noticed?"

"She did seem unusual today," he acknowledged, glancing at Lily with concern.

"She has a confession to make," Veronica continued. "Tell him, Lily."

Lily stood mute, mortification washing over her in waves. What was happening?

"Perhaps I should demonstrate instead," Veronica said smoothly. She produced the remote from her pocket, pressing a button that sent the vibrator roaring to life between Lily's legs.

Lily gasped audibly, her knees nearly buckling as the sensation crashed through her sensitized body.

Professor Davis's expression shifted from confusion to dawning comprehension as Lily's reaction made the situation clear.

"Ms. Reynolds," he said stiffly, "this is highly inappropriate."

"Oh, I disagree," Veronica replied calmly. "Lily is learning valuable lessons about control and consequences. Isn't that right, Lily?"

Unable to speak through the overwhelming sensations, Lily could only nod weakly.

"I should report this," Professor Davis said, though Lily noticed he made no move toward the door or phone.

"You could," Veronica acknowledged, "but then you'd miss the special extra credit Lily's prepared to offer. She feels terrible about her distraction in class and wants to make it up to you."

Understanding dawned in the professor's eyes-an understanding that sent a fresh wave of shame and perverse excitement through Lily's quivering body.

"The door, Lily," Veronica instructed. "Lock it."

Moving as if in a trance, Lily walked to the lecture hall door and turned the heavy lock. The click echoed in the now-empty room.

When she turned back, Veronica was perched on the edge of the professor's desk, legs crossed elegantly, looking for all the world like they were discussing a term paper.

"Lily has been undergoing special training," Veronica explained to Professor Davis, whose eyes never left Lily as she returned to them. "Training that makes her uniquely qualified to help relieve the... tension that builds during a long day of teaching."

"This is completely unethical," he protested, though his voice lacked conviction.

"Only if it affects her grade," Veronica pointed out reasonably. "Which it won't, will it? This is entirely extracurricular."

The vibrator continued its merciless assault, making it difficult for Lily to stand still. She should be outraged, should be running from the room, reporting this to the university administration. Instead, she felt a dark thrill at being offered to her professor like some sort of prize.

"What exactly are you suggesting?" Professor Davis asked, his professional demeanor slipping.

"Lily," Veronica commanded, "show the professor what you're wearing under your clothes."

With trembling fingers, Lily lifted her sweater, then slowly unbuttoned her jeans. She pushed them down to her thighs, revealing the sleek black vibrating panties, now visibly wet with her arousal.

"Jesus," Professor Davis muttered, professional pretense evaporating.

"Turn around," Veronica instructed.

Lily obeyed, presenting her back to them, the thin strip of the panties disappearing between her ass cheeks.

"Bend over and touch your toes."

Face burning, Lily complied, folding at the waist until her hands reached the floor. In this position, her ass was prominently displayed, the wet fabric of the vibrating panties clearly visible between her legs.

"As you can see, Professor," Veronica continued conversationally, "Lily is uniquely prepared to assist with your stress relief. And given how close she is right now, I imagine she'd be extremely grateful for the opportunity to finally come. Wouldn't you, Lily?"

"Yes," Lily admitted, her voice muffled by her position.

"Tell the professor what you want," Veronica demanded.

Lily swallowed hard. "I... I want to come."

"And?"

"And... I want to help you... feel good."

She heard movement behind her, then felt hands on her hips-larger, masculine hands. Professor Davis, apparently convinced, was positioning himself behind her.

"Keep your hands on the floor," Veronica instructed. "Don't move unless told to."

The vibrating panties were pulled aside, exposing Lily's soaking wet pussy to the cool air of the lecture hall. She felt the professor's fingers explore her slick folds, testing her readiness.

"She's drenched," he reported, his professional tone completely gone.

"She's been on edge for nearly two hours," Veronica explained. "She's very responsive to stimulation, particularly when there's an element of exposure or risk."

They continued discussing her as if she were a specimen, not a person bent over before them. Somehow, this objectification only intensified Lily's arousal.

The sound of a zipper behind her sent a fresh surge of wetness between her legs. Moments later, she felt the unmistakable pressure of the professor's cock against her entrance.

"May I?" he asked Veronica, not Lily.

"By all means," Veronica granted permission. "Lily, you may come as soon as he's inside you."

With a single thrust, Professor Davis buried himself to the hilt in Lily's waiting channel. The sudden fullness combined with the still-buzzing vibrator against her clit triggered an immediate, shattering orgasm. Lily cried out, her inner walls clamping around the invading cock as waves of pleasure crashed through her.

"Fuck," Professor Davis groaned, clearly not expecting such an intense reaction. "She's squeezing me like a vise."

"Keep fucking her through it," Veronica instructed. "Her orgasms chain together when properly stimulated."

Taking this direction, the professor established a rhythm, pounding into Lily's still-climaxing body. The continued stimulation extended her orgasm beyond anything natural, transforming it into a continuous wave of pleasure that left her gasping and incoherent.

"Look at her," Veronica commented. "Completely lost in it. This is what she needs, Professor. To be used. To be filled. To surrender control."

"Incredible," he grunted, his pace increasing. "Never felt anything like this."

Veronica moved to kneel beside Lily's face, lifting her chin to meet her eyes. "See how well you serve when you embrace your true nature? Your body was made for this."

Lily could only moan in response, a second orgasm building rapidly on the heels of the first. Professor Davis's hands gripped her hips with bruising force as he approached his own climax.

"Where should he finish, Lily?" Veronica asked. "Tell him what you want."

Through the haze of pleasure, Lily formed words she never imagined saying: "Inside me... please... fill me."

Her plea pushed the professor over the edge. With a final deep thrust, he held himself flush against her ass, emptying himself into her convulsing channel. The hot pulses of his release triggered Lily's second orgasm, making her cry out again as pleasure crashed through her oversensitized body.

When it was over, Lily remained bent over, trembling, as Professor Davis withdrew and quickly straightened his clothing. She felt his seed dripping down her inner thigh but made no move to clean herself-she hadn't been instructed to move yet.

"Quite impressive," he said, his professional demeanor returning now that his need had been satisfied. "Ms. Reynolds, I trust this arrangement can continue discreetly?"

"Of course," Veronica smiled. "In fact, Lily will be available for special tutorials throughout the semester. We simply ask for your discretion and occasional... flexibility regarding certain sorority events that might conflict with her academics."

"I believe that can be arranged," he agreed, gathering his papers. "Will that be all for today?"

"Yes," Veronica said. "Thank you for accommodating our special request."

"The pleasure was mine," he responded, eyes lingering on Lily's still-exposed form. "Until next time, Ms. Matthews."

With that, he let himself out of the lecture hall, leaving Lily still bent over, panties pushed aside, his semen dripping from her well-used pussy.

"You may stand now," Veronica permitted once the door closed.

Lily straightened slowly, her body trembling from exertion and the aftermath of intense orgasms. Her face burned with shame, yet her body still hummed with satisfaction.

"Clean yourself up," Veronica instructed, handing her a packet of wet wipes from her purse. "We have more appointments today."

As Lily wiped away the evidence of her professor's use, adjusting her clothing with shaking hands, Veronica watched with evident satisfaction.

"You just fucked your Economics professor in his lecture hall," she observed casually. "How does it feel?"

Lily should have been horrified, disgusted with herself. Instead, she felt a perverse pride mingled with lingering pleasure. "I don't know," she admitted honestly.

"You're progressing faster than any pledge in DPO history," Veronica told her. "Most girls would have safetied out after being offered to a professor. You not only accepted it, you begged him to come inside you."

Put so bluntly, the reality of what she'd done hit Lily like a physical blow. "Oh my god," she whispered.

"Don't overthink it," Veronica advised. "Your body knows what it needs better than your mind does. Now come on, Madison is waiting for your psychological training."

The sorority house was quiet when they arrived, most members in classes or at campus activities. Madison waited for them in her private study-a sophisticated space with leather furniture, bookshelves, and what appeared to be a therapist's couch.

"How was Economics?" Madison asked knowingly.

"Educational," Veronica answered for Lily. "She's now providing special tutoring services to Professor Davis."

Madison's eyebrows raised. "Already? That's usually a week three development." She studied Lily with new interest. "You continue to surprise us."

Lily stood awkwardly, unsure what to do with her hands, her body, her gaze. Despite everything she'd already done, being the focus of Madison's analytical attention made her newly self-conscious.

"Your psychological training begins now," Madison announced. "Strip completely and lie on the couch."

With movements that had become practiced over the past week, Lily removed her clothing, folding each piece neatly before lying back on the leather couch. The cool material against her bare skin made her shiver.

"Veronica, prepare her," Madison instructed.

Veronica approached with leather cuffs, securing Lily's wrists to the armrests and her ankles to the legs of the couch. A blindfold came next, plunging Lily into darkness.

"Sensory deprivation enhances psychological receptivity," Madison explained, her voice now coming from somewhere near Lily's head. "Today we'll explore the mental aspects of your submission-why you respond so naturally, how to deepen your surrender, and how to embrace the slut that's always existed beneath your studious exterior."

Lily felt something cool press against her lips-a straw. "Drink," Madison commanded. "It's a mild relaxant to help you open up."

The liquid was slightly bitter but not unpleasant. Lily swallowed obediently.

"Good girl," Madison praised. "Now, let's begin with your earliest sexual thoughts. When did you first realize you were different from other girls?"

The question caught Lily off guard. "Different how?"

"More responsive. More curious. More willing to be led." Madison's voice was hypnotic, professional. "Think back to your first sexual stirrings. What excited you?"

Perhaps it was the drink, or the blindfold, or simply the relief of finally speaking aloud what she'd kept hidden, but Lily found herself answering truthfully.

"I used to read romance novels," she confessed. "But I always skipped to the parts where the woman was overwhelmed, where the man took control. I'd reread those scenes until the pages were worn."

"Interesting," Madison murmured. "And when you masturbated for the first time? What fantasy pushed you over the edge?"

Lily's face heated. "I imagined being tied up. Helpless. Used by someone who didn't ask permission, who just... took what they wanted."

"Did you feel ashamed of these thoughts?"

"Yes," Lily whispered. "I was raised to believe good girls didn't think such things."

"And now?" Madison probed. "After what you've experienced this week?"

Lily hesitated, the truth too frightening to articulate.

"Answer honestly," Madison commanded, her tone hardening.

"I feel... free," Lily admitted, the word falling from her lips like a confession. "Like I've been pretending to be someone else my whole life, and now I can finally be... me."

"Exactly," Madison said with satisfaction. "Society conditions women to suppress their true sexual nature. What you're experiencing isn't corruption-it's liberation."

Something warm dripped onto Lily's breast-oil or lotion. Hands-she couldn't tell whose-began massaging it into her skin, circling her nipples until they hardened into tight peaks.

"Your body responds instantly to touch," Madison observed. "A natural submissive's reaction. Tell me about your fantasies since pledging began. What scenes replay in your mind when you're alone?"

The hands moved lower, spreading the warm oil across Lily's stomach, down to her thighs, deliberately avoiding her most sensitive areas, which were already growing slick with arousal.

"I think about the poker night," Lily confessed, her breathing quickening as the hands worked closer to her center. "Being under the table, servicing strangers while they played cards. I think about how many men used my mouth, how I swallowed everything they gave me."

"And does this memory disgust you? Or excite you?" Madison pressed.

"Excites me," Lily whispered. "So much that I've touched myself every night remembering it."

"Good girl," Madison praised. "Truth is the foundation of submission. Now tell me your darkest fantasy-the one you've never told anyone, the one that makes you ashamed even as it makes you wet."

The hands finally reached Lily's pussy, fingers gliding through her abundant wetness, circling her entrance but not penetrating, teasing her clit with feather-light touches.

The combination of the mysterious drink, the skilled touches, and the freedom of the blindfold loosened Lily's final inhibitions.

"I fantasize about being used by multiple men at once," she confessed, the words tumbling out unbidden. "Filled in every hole, passed between them like an object. I imagine them talking about me while they use me, rating my performance, deciding who gets which hole next. I imagine being the center of attention but having no control, no choice-just taking what they give me, being grateful for it."

The fingers between her legs pushed inside her then, two at once, curling to find the spot that made her gasp.

"And do you touch yourself when you think these thoughts?" Madison asked, her voice closer now, near Lily's ear.

"Yes," Lily moaned as the fingers inside her established a rhythm.

"Show me how," Madison commanded. "Your right hand is being released."

The cuff around Lily's right wrist loosened. Instinctively, her hand moved between her legs, finding her clit, circling it the way she did in private.

"That's it," Madison encouraged. "Show us how the good girl pleasures herself while thinking dirty thoughts. Faster."

Lily's fingers moved more urgently against her clit while whoever was fingering her-Veronica, she assumed-matched her pace.

"What are you thinking about right now?" Madison pressed.

"Professor Davis," Lily gasped, her hips rising to meet the thrusting fingers. "Bent over his desk... everyone watching... being used..."

"Who is Lily Matthews?" Madison asked suddenly. "The real Lily, not the facade you show the world."

The question penetrated the fog of pleasure, striking at something fundamental. Who was she? The studious, reserved girl who sat in the front row, or the willing slut who spread her legs for her professor an hour ago?

"I'm..." Lily struggled for words as her orgasm approached. "I'm a submissive. A slut. I'm... yours."

"Again," Madison demanded. "Who are you?"

"A submissive slut who needs to be used," Lily cried out, her climax building rapidly.

"Once more," Madison insisted. "Who are you?"

"I'M A WHORE WHO LIVES TO SERVE!" Lily screamed as her orgasm crashed through her, the truth ripping from her throat as her body convulsed in pleasure.

"Perfect," Madison whispered as Lily trembled through her release. "Now we can truly begin your training."

The blindfold was removed. Blinking in the sudden light, Lily was shocked to discover not just Madison and Veronica in the room, but a semicircle of senior sisters, all watching her confession and climax with approving smiles.

"Sisters," Madison addressed them, "I believe we have a true convert. Lily has accepted her nature fully, and in record time."

The women applauded softly, some nodding in approval, others whispering among themselves.

"The final phase of today's psychological training," Madison explained to Lily, "is acceptance of public identity. You've acknowledged your true self in words. Now you'll demonstrate it in actions."

She nodded to someone behind the couch. Suddenly, a video began playing on the large TV screen on the wall-footage of Lily kneeling in the center of the basement lounge during her first night, breasts exposed, Derek's fingers working between her legs as she came for the first time in front of others.

"We record everything," Madison explained, noting Lily's shock. "Every pledge's journey is documented for training purposes. Today, you'll watch your transformation while demonstrating your new understanding."

The restraints were removed from Lily's ankles and remaining wrist. Madison helped her to stand on unsteady legs.

"Kneel in the center of the room," she instructed. "Presentation pose."

Lily moved to the indicated spot, kneeling with thighs spread, back straight, hands behind her neck-the position Jason had drilled into her during physical training. On the screen, the footage changed to her second night-bent double, holding her ankles while Derek thrust into her mouth from one end and Jason claimed her virginity from the other.

"This is who you are," Madison said, circling Lily's kneeling form. "Watch yourself. See the truth your body knew before your mind accepted it."

The footage continued-Lily under the poker table servicing winners, Lily riding the vibrator while restrained spread-eagle on the floor, Lily climaxing with the tail plug inserted during her shopping trip with Veronica.

"What do you see?" Madison asked.

"Me," Lily answered softly. "The real me."

"And who is that?"

"A sexual submissive," Lily replied, the words feeling right in her mouth. "Someone who finds freedom in surrender."

"Excellent," Madison approved. She turned to the gathered sisters. "Who would like to test our pledge's new understanding?"

Several hands raised. Madison selected three women-a tall blonde Lily recognized as a senior cheerleader, a curvy brunette she'd seen around campus, and a petite Asian girl with a deceptively innocent face.

"Sydney, Rachel, Min-she's all yours. Show her what sisterhood really means."

The three women approached Lily's kneeling form, circling her like predators.

"I've been watching you since day one," Sydney, the blonde, said. "I knew you had potential."

"She's prettier than I expected up close," Rachel observed, fingers trailing through Lily's hair. "Those lips were made for pussy."

"Let's find out," Min suggested with a wicked smile.

The three women quickly stripped, revealing toned, athletic bodies. Lily remained in presentation pose, watching them with growing anticipation rather than dread.

"On your back," Sydney instructed.

Lily complied, lying flat on the plush carpet. Sydney immediately straddled her face, lowering her perfectly waxed pussy to Lily's mouth.

"Show me what that tongue can do," she commanded.

Without hesitation, Lily began licking, circling Sydney's clit with firm strokes. She'd never performed oral sex on a woman before, but instinct guided her-the same instinct that had been awakening all week.

"Mmm, she's a natural," Sydney purred, grinding against Lily's eager mouth.

Meanwhile, Rachel positioned herself between Lily's spread legs, lowering her mouth to Lily's pussy while Min knelt beside them, hands exploring Lily's breasts, pinching and twisting her nipples with increasing pressure.

The sensation of being pleasured while pleasing another was intoxicating. Lily moaned against Sydney's pussy as Rachel's skilled tongue parted her folds, finding her clit with unerring accuracy.

"Look at them," Madison narrated to the watching sisters. "This is the power of Delta Pi Omega training. From shy freshman to eager pussy-licker in less than a week."

On the screen, the video continued playing Lily's greatest hits-now showing her bent over the weight bench while Jason pounded her from behind, her face contorted in pleasure, mouth open in a silent scream.

The combination of being eaten out by Rachel, having her nipples tormented by Min, pleasuring Sydney with her mouth, and watching herself being fucked on screen created a perfect storm of stimulation. Lily worked her tongue faster, driven by a new desire to please, to serve, to prove herself worthy.

"She's got talent," Sydney gasped, her thighs trembling on either side of Lily's head. "Right there, pledge, yes, just like that..."

Lily focused all her attention on Sydney's pleasure, sucking her clit between her lips while her tongue fluttered rapidly against it-mimicking what had felt good when done to her. Sydney's movements became erratic, her breathing harsh as she approached climax.

"Make me come with that pretty mouth," Sydney demanded, grinding down harder.

Lily redoubled her efforts, gripping Sydney's thighs for leverage as she sucked and licked with growing enthusiasm. The cheerleader's body tensed, then shuddered as she came, flooding Lily's mouth with her tangy essence.

"Fuck!" Sydney cried out, riding Lily's face through her orgasm. "Fucking perfect little pledge slut!"

As Sydney dismounted, panting, Min immediately took her place, presenting a different challenge-a fuller bush and a slightly different anatomy that required Lily to adapt her technique.

"My turn to use that mouth," Min announced, lowering herself onto Lily's face.

Below, Rachel continued her skilled assault on Lily's pussy, bringing her repeatedly to the edge of orgasm before backing off, keeping her in a state of desperate need.

"No coming until you've pleased all three of us," Rachel called up from between Lily's legs.

This new challenge spurred Lily to focus entirely on Min's pleasure, exploring with her tongue to find what made the petite girl gasp and moan. She discovered that firm pressure directly on Min's clit was too much, but circling around it while occasionally dipping inside her entrance earned enthusiastic responses.

"She's a fast learner," Min commented to the room, her hips making small circles against Lily's mouth. "Most pledges take longer to figure out what I like."

Around them, the senior sisters watched with varying expressions of approval and arousal. Some had begun touching themselves or each other, the atmosphere in the room growing thick with sexual tension.

Min's orgasm built more slowly than Sydney's, but when it came, it was with a series of sharp cries and full-body tremors that left her clutching Lily's hair painfully tight. Unlike Sydney, Min squirted slightly when she came, the unexpected fluid catching Lily by surprise. She swallowed reflexively, the taste sharper and more distinct than Sydney's.

"Good girl," Min praised, climbing off Lily's face, which now glistened with the evidence of two women's pleasure. "Very good girl."

Rachel, who had been edging Lily throughout both performances, finally abandoned her position between Lily's legs. "My turn for that mouth," she announced. "But I want it differently."

She instructed Lily to get on her hands and knees, then positioned herself underneath in a sixty-nine position. "Pleasure me while I finally let you come," she offered.

Lily lowered her mouth to Rachel's pussy-fuller than the others, with prominent outer lips and a hooded clit that required more effort to access. Below, Rachel resumed her oral attention to Lily's aching center, this time with clear intent to bring her to climax.

"Watch the screen while you eat me," Rachel instructed.

Lily glanced up to see the video had changed-now showing her just an hour ago, bent over in Professor Davis's lecture hall, his cock pounding into her from behind while she screamed in ecstasy.

"Oh god," she moaned against Rachel's pussy, the visual stimulation combined with the talented tongue between her legs pushing her rapidly toward orgasm.

"Not until I come," Rachel reminded her sharply, slapping Lily's ass for emphasis.

With renewed determination, Lily attacked Rachel's pussy, using everything she'd learned from the previous two women to bring her pleasure. She sucked, licked, even gently used her teeth on Rachel's inner thighs, drawing gasps and moans of approval.

Rachel, meanwhile, had added fingers to her oral assault, two digits pumping into Lily's soaking channel while her tongue worked her clit with devastating precision.

"That's it," Rachel encouraged between licks. "Work that tongue like the pledge slut you are."

The degrading praise sent another surge of wetness between Lily's legs. She was close, so close, but determined to make Rachel climax first.

When Rachel finally came, it was with a full-throated cry that vibrated against Lily's clit, pushing her over the edge simultaneously. They rode out their orgasms against each other's mouths, a perfect circuit of pleasure.

When it was over, Lily collapsed onto the carpet, her body trembling from exertion and release, her face slick with the evidence of three women's pleasure.

Madison approached, kneeling beside her. "How do you feel?"

"Complete," Lily answered truthfully, surprising herself with the response.

Madison smiled with deep satisfaction. "Psychological training accomplished. She's ready for the next phase."

The gathered sisters applauded as Lily lay spent on the floor, the realization dawning that whatever "next phase" meant, she would embrace it fully. The shy, reserved freshman was gone, replaced by something new-something that had perhaps been there all along, waiting to be awakened.

"Rest for thirty minutes," Madison instructed. "Then we begin group training. Tonight, you'll service the entire Kappa Epsilon executive board as a reward for your progress."

Any former version of Lily would have been horrified by this pronouncement. The woman lying naked on the floor, face covered in the juices of three different women, simply smiled and said, "Yes, Madison. Thank you for the opportunity to serve."

Around her, the senior sisters exchanged knowing looks. Delta Pi Omega had found its star pledge, and her transformation was only beginning.

The thirty-minute rest period passed quickly. Lily was permitted to shower, the hot water sluicing away the physical evidence of her activities while her mind processed the psychological revelations of the day.

The woman in the mirror was simultaneously herself and a stranger-same features, but different eyes, more confident posture, a subtle curve to her lips that hadn't existed before. The collar around her neck no longer felt foreign but like an extension of herself.

When she returned to Madison's study, freshly showered but still naked as instructed, she found the furniture rearranged. The center of the room was now dominated by a padded table resembling a massage table, with restraints at each corner.

Madison waited alongside two senior sisters Lily hadn't met before, both dressed in what appeared to be medical scrubs.

"Lily, this is Dr. Elena Vasquez and Nurse Jen Kim," Madison introduced. "They're both pre-med seniors and will be conducting your physical training this afternoon."

"Physical training?" Lily questioned, eyeing the table with newfound wariness.

"Expansion of your capabilities," Elena explained clinically. "You've demonstrated excellent oral skills and vaginal receptivity. Now we'll prepare you for advanced use."

Understanding dawned. "You mean..."

"Anal training," Jen confirmed, snapping on latex gloves with practiced ease. "On the table, please. Face down."

A week ago, Lily would have run screaming from the room. Today, she hesitated only briefly before climbing onto the padded table, positioning herself face down as instructed.

"Good girl," Elena praised, securing Lily's wrists and ankles with padded restraints. "Many pledges resist this stage, but it's essential for your development as a fully serviceable pledge."

"The anus contains thousands of nerve endings capable of intense pleasure when properly stimulated," Jen explained in a detached, educational tone. "However, proper preparation is essential to prevent injury and maximize enjoyment."

Lily felt her buttocks being gently spread, cool air hitting her most private opening. Something cool and wet drizzled between her cheeks-lubricant, she assumed.

"We'll start with a thorough examination and gradual stretching," Elena narrated. "You'll feel pressure, possibly some discomfort, but shouldn't experience actual pain. If you do, say 'yellow' immediately."

A gloved finger circled Lily's puckered opening, spreading the lubricant in concentric circles, gradually applying more pressure. Despite herself, Lily tensed.

"Relax," Jen instructed, her free hand stroking Lily's lower back soothingly. "Deep breaths. Bear down slightly as if moving your bowels-it helps the muscles relax."

Following the instructions, Lily focused on her breathing, pushing out slightly as Elena's finger pressed more insistently against her virgin hole. Gradually, the tight ring of muscle yielded, allowing the tip of Elena's finger to slip inside.

"Good," Elena praised. "First barrier overcome. How does it feel?"

"Strange," Lily admitted. "Full, but not painful."

"Excellent. I'm going to insert my finger fully now."

The finger pushed deeper, past the second ring of muscle, until it was buried to the knuckle in Lily's ass. The sensation was alien-not exactly pleasurable yet, but not unpleasant either.

"Perfect," Elena assessed. "No unusual tightness or resistance. We can proceed with the training protocol."

For the next hour, Lily experienced a methodical, almost clinical introduction to anal pleasure. Elena and Jen alternated between explaining the physiology of what they were doing and praising Lily's receptiveness. One finger became two, stretching her gradually, applying more lubricant as needed.

"We're going to introduce the first plug now," Jen announced, holding up a small, tapered silicone device for Lily to see. "This is the beginner size from your new collection."

The plug, coated generously with lubricant, pressed against Lily's newly stretched opening. With gentle but firm pressure, it slipped past the tight ring of muscle, her body accepting it with only mild resistance. When the widest part passed through, her muscle closed around the narrower neck, securing the plug inside her.

"How does that feel?" Elena inquired.

"Full," Lily answered truthfully. "But... not bad."

"The discomfort will fade as your body adjusts," Jen assured her. "We'll leave this one in for thirty minutes, then move to the next size."

While they waited, Elena moved to Lily's head, unhooking the restraint on her right wrist. "Now for the pleasure association training," she explained, guiding Lily's freed hand between her legs. "Touch yourself while focusing on the sensations from the plug."

Obediently, Lily began stroking her clit, surprised to find herself already wet despite-or perhaps because of-the unfamiliar intrusion in her ass. As her arousal built, the sensation of fullness transformed, becoming part of the pleasure circuit rather than separate from it.

"That's it," Elena encouraged. "Your body is learning that anal penetration equals pleasure. This conditioning is crucial for your advanced training."

By the time thirty minutes had passed, Lily was panting with need, her fingers working frantically between her legs as the plug in her ass shifted with every movement, creating new and unexpected sensations.

"Ready for the next size," Jen assessed, noting Lily's flushed appearance and dilated pupils.

The first plug was carefully removed, leaving Lily feeling strangely empty. The second plug, noticeably larger than the first, waited glistening with fresh lubricant.

"This may burn slightly at first," Elena warned. "Keep touching yourself through it."

The increased stretching did indeed burn, a sharp discomfort that made Lily gasp. But as she continued stimulating her clit, the pain transformed, melting into the broader landscape of sensation.

This pattern continued through four progressively larger plugs over the course of three hours. By the final plug-a substantial piece that Lily would have deemed impossible at the start-her entire perception had shifted. The feeling of being stretched, filled beyond capacity, had become inextricably linked with sexual pleasure.

"You've done remarkably well," Elena praised, finally releasing Lily's restraints. "Most pledges require multiple sessions to accept the full training set."

Lily sat up carefully, acutely aware of the large plug still seated inside her. "How long do I keep this in?"

"Until tonight's gathering," Madison answered, returning to the room. "The Kappa executive board has been informed of your accelerated training. They're quite eager to test your new capabilities."

Rather than dread, Lily felt a perverse pride. She had accomplished something difficult, pushed beyond perceived limits, and her body had adapted. The constant pressure of the plug inside her served as a reminder of her progress, her surrender, her transformation.

"Thank you," she said sincerely to Elena and Jen. "For being so... thorough."

They smiled, professional demeanor softening. "You're a natural," Jen told her. "Some bodies just know how to yield."

Madison handed Lily a simple black dress. "Wear this tonight. Nothing underneath. The plug remains in place."

As Lily slipped the dress over her head, she caught her reflection in the window glass-poised, composed, with a secret literally inside her. The juxtaposition of her outwardly normal appearance and her internal reality sent a thrill through her core.

"What time should I return?" she asked Madison.

"Seven o'clock. The Kappa officers will arrive at eight." Madison studied her appraisingly. "Are you nervous?"

Lily considered the question honestly. "No," she realized with surprise. "I'm curious. Excited, even."

Madison smiled with genuine pleasure. "That, Lily Matthews, is why you're special. Most pledges endure our training. You embrace it."

As Lily left the sorority house, plug shifting inside her with every step, she understood with perfect clarity that Madison was right. Whatever had been awakened in her this past week wasn't new-it had always been there, waiting for permission to exist.

Tonight, she would serve the Kappa executive board-all eight of them, she assumed-using every hole, every skill she'd developed. And rather than dreading it, she found herself counting the hours, planning how best to please them, anticipating the moment when she would surrender completely to her new purpose.

Lily Matthews, dutiful daughter and studious freshman, was fading away with each passing day. In her place emerged a woman who understood that true freedom could be found in the most unexpected of places-on her knees, collared, owned, and finally, utterly herself.


Chapter Five

The remaining hours before Lily's appointment with the Kappa Epsilon executive board passed in a haze of anticipation. Each movement, each step reminded her of the substantial plug still seated firmly inside her - a constant pressure that kept her in a state of low-grade arousal. Twice she caught herself unconsciously rocking against the library chair while attempting to study, the plug shifting inside her and sending unexpected jolts of pleasure up her spine.

At 6:30 PM, she returned to her dorm room to prepare. Madison's instructions had been simple - the black dress, nothing underneath, plug in place. Lily showered carefully, avoiding disturbing the plug, then dried and styled her hair, applied makeup with more care than usual, and slipped into the provided dress.

The garment was deceptively elegant - conservative from the front with a high neckline and knee-length hem, but the back dipped dangerously low, exposing most of her spine. The material was thin enough that her hardened nipples were visible if one looked closely. Without underwear, she felt exposed despite being technically covered.

At precisely 7:00 PM, Lily arrived at the Delta Pi Omega house. Veronica opened the door, eyes widening in appreciation at Lily's transformation.

"Perfect timing as always," she noted, ushering Lily inside. "And you look... delectable."

The house was unusually quiet, with only a few senior sisters visible, preparing the basement lounge with candles and adjusting furniture. Madison waited at the bottom of the stairs, elegant in a crimson cocktail dress.

"Lily," she greeted with a pleased smile. "How are you feeling with your new addition?"

"Constantly aware of it," Lily admitted. "But not uncomfortable anymore."

"Excellent. The body adapts quickly when properly motivated." Madison's eyes traveled over Lily's appearance approvingly. "Tonight is significant - not just another training session but a formal presentation of your progress to our brother fraternity's leadership."

She led Lily to a private room adjacent to the main lounge - a dressing area with mirrors, makeup stations, and what appeared to be a salon chair.

"Final preparations," Madison explained. "Tonight you represent not just yourself but Delta Pi Omega's training program. You must be perfect."

For the next hour, Lily was prepared like a prized exhibit. A senior sister who was apparently studying cosmetology refreshed her makeup, creating a more dramatic look with smoky eyes and deep red lips. Another sister who worked at a high-end salon did her hair, transforming her simple style into an elegant updo with loose tendrils framing her face.

Veronica appeared with a jewelry box, extracting a more elaborate collar than Lily's training one - this made of fine black leather with silver detailing and a prominent DPO charm.

"Your presentation collar," she explained, removing Lily's standard one and replacing it with the new version. "This signifies your advanced status."

The final touch was a delicate silver chain attached to the front of the collar that descended between her breasts beneath the dress. When Lily shifted, she realized the chain connected to small clamps now being affixed to her nipples beneath the thin fabric. The sharp pinch made her gasp.

"Pain and pleasure," Madison explained, adjusting the clamps until Lily's eyes watered slightly. "The perfect combination for tonight's entertainment."

At 7:45, they led Lily to the basement lounge, which had been transformed from its usual casual arrangement into something resembling an upscale gentlemen's club. The lighting was dim, with candles providing most of the illumination. Leather couches and chairs were arranged in a semicircle around a central area where a padded platform resembling an altar had been placed.

"The executive board will arrive momentarily," Madison informed her. "When they enter, you will be kneeling in presentation position on the platform. You will not speak unless directly addressed. You will address all members as 'Sir.' You will accept whatever is requested without hesitation. Is that clear?"

"Yes, Madison," Lily replied, a flutter of nervous anticipation stirring in her belly.

"One more thing," Madison added, producing a remote control. "The plug you're wearing has additional features we haven't activated yet."

She pressed a button, and suddenly the plug inside Lily began to vibrate at a low, persistent level. Lily gasped, her knees nearly buckling at the unexpected sensation.

"Wireless controlled," Madison explained with a smile. "The Kappa president will hold this remote during tonight's proceedings. Consider it additional... motivation."

By the time the doorbell rang upstairs, Lily was in position - kneeling on the platform, thighs spread, back straight, hands resting palms-up on her thighs, head slightly bowed. The vibrating plug hummed inside her, the nipple clamps created a sweet ache with every breath, and her pulse raced with anticipation rather than fear.

Footsteps on the stairs announced the arrival of the guests. Eight young men in blazers with the Kappa Epsilon crest entered, led by Tyler, the fraternity president Lily had met at poker night. Behind them came Professor Davis, looking both professional and predatory in a tailored suit.

"Gentlemen," Madison greeted them formally. "Delta Pi Omega welcomes our brothers from Kappa Epsilon."

"The pleasure is ours," Tyler responded, his eyes immediately finding Lily kneeling on display. "I see our special guest is ready."

Madison nodded. "Lily has undergone accelerated training due to her exceptional receptivity and natural aptitude. Tonight, she demonstrates the results of that training for your evaluation and pleasure."

The men took seats in the arranged semicircle, accepting drinks from senior sisters who served them with practiced deference. Madison stood beside Lily's kneeling form, addressing the gathered audience.

"For those unfamiliar with our traditions, Delta Pi Omega and Kappa Epsilon have maintained a special relationship for over forty years. Each pledge class, we identify exceptional candidates for advanced training - those rare individuals who demonstrate particular promise in service and submission."

She placed a hand on Lily's shoulder. "This semester, Lily Matthews has shattered all previous records for advancement. In just one week, she has progressed through training that typically requires a full month. Tonight, she will demonstrate her capabilities for your assessment."

Tyler accepted the remote control for Lily's plug, examining it with interest before increasing the vibration intensity. Lily struggled to maintain her perfect posture as the sensations intensified, her thighs trembling slightly with the effort.

"Impressive control," Tyler noted. "Let's test her further." He turned to Madison. "May I?"

At Madison's nod of permission, Tyler approached the platform. He circled Lily's kneeling form, assessing her from all angles.

"Stand," he commanded.

Lily rose gracefully to her feet, maintaining proper posture - back straight, shoulders back, chin slightly lowered in deference.

"Remove your dress," Tyler ordered.

Without hesitation, Lily reached behind her neck, finding the hidden zipper and lowering it. The dress slipped from her shoulders, pooling at her feet. She stepped out of it carefully, resuming her perfect posture.

Murmurs of appreciation rippled through the room as Lily's prepared body was revealed. The silver chain connecting her nipple clamps to her collar glinted in the candlelight. Her skin glowed with a light dusting of shimmer powder applied during her preparation. Between her legs, she was completely bare, her sex visibly slick with arousal. The base of the large black plug was visible between her ass cheeks.

"Turn. Slowly," Tyler instructed.

Lily rotated in place, allowing everyone to view her from all angles. When she completed her turn, Tyler stood directly before her.

"You've been informed of tonight's purpose?" he asked.

"Yes, Sir," Lily responded, her voice steady despite the vibrations still pulsing through her core.

"And you consent to being used for the pleasure of the Kappa Epsilon executive board, in any manner we deem appropriate?"

"Yes, Sir," she confirmed, meeting his eyes briefly before lowering her gaze respectfully.

Tyler smiled, turning to address the room. "Gentlemen, the floor is open. Who would like to be first to sample Delta Pi Omega's prize pledge?"

A muscular young man whom Lily recognized as the Kappa Epsilon Vice President stood. "I'd like to test her oral skills. I've heard impressive reports."

"Excellent choice, Alex," Tyler approved. "Lily, on your knees."

Lily sank gracefully to her knees as Alex approached the platform, already unbuckling his belt. He freed his erection - impressive in both length and girth - and stood before her.

"No hands," he instructed. "Just that pretty mouth."

Without hesitation, Lily leaned forward, parting her lips to take him into her mouth. She had indeed learned well from her previous "training," using the techniques she'd been taught - swirling her tongue around the sensitive head, hollowing her cheeks for suction, relaxing her throat to take him deeper.

"Fuck," Alex groaned, his hand finding the back of her head. "The rumors didn't exaggerate."

As Lily worked, Tyler increased the vibration of the plug, adding to her challenge. Despite the intense sensations flooding her body, she maintained her focus on pleasing Alex, taking him increasingly deeper until her nose brushed against his stomach.

"Jesus Christ," someone whispered from the audience. "She's taking him all the way."

"Deep throat training was yesterday afternoon," Madison explained proudly. "She's a remarkably quick study."

Alex's grip on Lily's hair tightened as his control frayed. "I'm close," he warned.

"Where would you like to finish?" Madison asked clinically, as if discussing a business arrangement.

"That gorgeous face," Alex decided. "I want to mark her."

He pulled out of Lily's mouth, stroking himself rapidly while holding her head in position. With a guttural groan, he came - thick white ropes landing across Lily's cheeks, lips, and chin. She remained perfectly still, accepting his release with downcast eyes and parted lips.

"Perfect," Alex sighed, tucking himself away. "Absolutely perfect."

Before Lily could catch her breath, Tyler gestured to the next executive member. "Michael, you expressed interest in testing her newest training?"

A tall, lean young man with glasses approached. "Indeed. If she's been properly prepared?"

"Fully," Madison confirmed. "Elena and Jen completed her anal training this afternoon. She's been wearing the largest preparation plug since then."

Michael smiled. "Excellent. I'd like her on all fours."

Tyler adjusted the platform, lowering one end to create an angled surface. "Position yourself, Lily. Head down, ass up."

Lily complied, positioning herself as instructed - face down on the lower end of the platform, ass raised high, knees spread for stability. In this position, the base of the plug was prominently displayed between her cheeks.

Michael approached, running an appreciative hand over the curve of her ass. "Let's see how well you've been prepared."

With careful fingers, he grasped the base of the plug, slowly twisting it before pulling gently. Lily felt the stretch as the widest part of the plug approached her tight ring of muscle. With a final tug, it slipped free, leaving her feeling suddenly empty.

"Beautiful," Michael commented, examining her now-exposed opening, slightly reddened and glistening with lubricant. "So responsive."

He unzipped his pants, producing a bottle of lubricant from his pocket. After generously coating his considerable erection, he positioned himself behind Lily.

"Remember your breathing," Madison instructed her. "Relax and bear down slightly as he enters."

Lily focused on her breathing as the blunt head of Michael's cock pressed against her prepared opening. Despite the afternoon's training, the initial pressure was intense - a burning stretch that made her gasp.

"Slowly," Madison cautioned Michael. "She's still new to this."

With impressive control, Michael eased forward incrementally, allowing Lily's body to adjust to each new centimeter of penetration. The burning sensation gradually transformed, becoming a fullness that connected strangely to the pleasure centers already awakened by her training.

"That's it," Michael encouraged as he finally hilted himself completely in her ass. "You're taking me so well."

He began to move, establishing a gentle rhythm that gradually increased in intensity. Lily's initial discomfort melted into an unexpected pleasure - different from vaginal penetration but equally intense. When Michael reached beneath her to rub her clit as he thrust, she moaned involuntarily.

"She's enjoying it," he announced to the room, sounding pleased. "Her body's gripping me like a vise."

The dual stimulation of his cock in her ass and his fingers on her clit built rapidly toward an unexpected climax. Lily hadn't known she could orgasm from anal penetration, yet her body tightened with the unmistakable approach of release.

"May I come, Sir?" she remembered to ask, her voice strained.

"You may," Michael permitted, increasing his pace. "Show everyone how much you love being fucked in this tight little ass."

His permission released the final restraint. Lily cried out as pleasure crashed through her, her entire body convulsing with the intensity of an orgasm that seemed to originate from somewhere deeper than any she'd experienced before. Michael groaned, her internal contractions triggering his own climax as he buried himself to the root and emptied himself inside her.

Applause broke out among the observers. "Magnificent response," Madison praised. "Very few pledges achieve anal orgasm during their first proper experience."

As Michael withdrew, Lily remained in position, feeling strangely bereft at the sudden emptiness. She didn't have long to wait before the next executive board member approached.

"I believe it's my turn," said a handsome Black man with an athletic build. "I'm Devon, Kappa's Social Chair. And I think we need to test your stamina with a proper fucking."

Devon positioned himself beneath Lily on the platform, lying on his back. "Lower yourself onto me," he instructed. "I want to watch those perfect tits bounce while you ride."

Lily straddled him, guided his impressive length to her entrance, and slowly sank down, taking him deep inside her still-sensitive pussy. The contrast between the anal penetration and this more familiar fullness made her gasp with renewed arousal.

"That's right," Devon encouraged, his hands finding her hips. "Now show me how well you've been trained to please a man."

Lily began to move, rising and falling on his shaft, establishing a rhythm that made the chain between her collar and nipple clamps sway hypnotically. The small weights attached to the clamps created sharp tugs with each movement, the pain blending with pleasure in a heady cocktail of sensation.

"Beautiful," Devon praised, watching her breasts bounce with each thrust. "You were made for this, weren't you?"

"Yes, Sir," Lily admitted, the truth of it resonating in her core. "Made to serve."

As she rode Devon with increasing confidence, another executive member approached the platform. "I believe we can make better use of all her holes," he suggested.

Devon grinned. "Excellent idea, Stephen. Position yourself."

Stephen, the fraternity's Treasurer, moved behind Lily, who continued riding Devon without breaking rhythm. She felt Stephen's hands on her ass, spreading her cheeks to expose her recently used hole, still slick with Michael's release and lubricant.

"Ready for both of us, pledge?" Stephen asked, pressing the head of his cock against her puckered opening.

"Yes, Sir," Lily breathed, both terrified and thrilled at the prospect of double penetration.

The initial penetration was more challenging this time - her body resisting the intrusion while already filled with Devon's cock. Stephen worked himself in gradually, allowing her to adjust to the overwhelming fullness.

"Breathe," Madison instructed from nearby. "Relax into it."

When both men were fully seated inside her, Lily felt impossibly full, stretched beyond what she'd thought possible. The sensation hovered on the edge of pain before tipping into a pleasure so intense it brought tears to her eyes.

"Oh god," she gasped as they began to move, establishing an alternating rhythm - one pushing in while the other withdrew, never leaving her empty for even a moment.

"Look at her taking both of us," Stephen marveled. "Born for this."

Devon's hands gripped her waist while Stephen held her shoulders, using her body between them like a vessel for their pleasure. Lily surrendered completely to the overwhelming sensations, her entire being reduced to the points where they entered her.

"She's close again," Madison observed from beside the platform. "Aren't you, Lily?"

"Yes," Lily managed, her voice breaking as another orgasm built rapidly. "Please may I come, Sirs?"

"Not yet," Devon denied, his rhythm increasing. "We come first. You come when all three of us have finished."

As if on cue, a fourth executive member approached, positioning himself by Lily's head. "Open," he commanded, freeing his erection.

Lily's lips parted automatically, accepting this new intrusion while still being pounded from both below and behind. In this moment, she was nothing but openings to be filled, her entire existence centered on providing pleasure to these men using her body.

"Christ, that's a sight," someone commented from the audience. "All three holes filled at once."

The man in her mouth - she hadn't caught his name - gripped her hair tightly, using it to control the depth and pace of his thrusts. Between the three men, Lily was completely immobilized, held in place by their grips and the cocks impaling her from every direction.

"I'm close," Stephen announced, his fingers digging into her shoulders as his pace became erratic.

"Me too," Devon agreed from beneath her. "Let's fill this pledge slut together."

The man using her mouth pulled out, stroking himself rapidly. "Face again," he demanded, positioning himself to add to the decoration Alex had left earlier.

Stephen was the first to climax, driving deep into her ass with a final powerful thrust, flooding her with warmth. Devon followed moments later, holding her hips down firmly as he emptied himself into her pussy. Nearly simultaneously, the third man groaned, his release splattering across Lily's already-marked face.

"Now," Devon permitted breathlessly. "Come for us, pledge."

The permission combined with the sensation of being filled from both ends triggered Lily's most powerful orgasm yet. She screamed around the cock still pulsing in her mouth, her entire body convulsing as pleasure radiated from her core outward. Her inner muscles clamped rhythmically around both invading shafts, extending the men's pleasure as well as her own.

When the tremors finally subsided, the men withdrew from her body one by one, leaving Lily collapsed on the platform, trembling with aftershocks, face and thighs wet with various fluids.

"Magnificent," Madison assessed proudly. "A perfect demonstration of total surrender."

But the night was far from over.

"My turn, I believe," announced a voice Lily recognized with a jolt. Professor Davis approached the platform, already removing his jacket.

"Professor," Madison acknowledged with respect. "We've prepared something special for your segment."

At Madison's signal, several senior sisters brought forward what appeared to be a modified examination table with stirrups. Lily was helped from the platform, her legs barely supporting her weight, and positioned on the table. Her ankles were secured in the stirrups, spreading her legs wide, while her wrists were restrained above her head.

"As our academic advisor," Madison explained to the room, "Professor Davis has expressed interest in Lily's training progress from an educational perspective. Tonight, he'll conduct a formal assessment of her responsiveness."

Professor Davis approached the table, now wearing latex gloves that snapped ominously as he adjusted them. From a side table, he selected several implements - a slender vibrator, a larger dildo, and what appeared to be a medical speculum.

"Subject demonstrates excellent physical receptivity," he began in a clinical tone that belied the hunger in his eyes. "Now we'll assess sensitivity and responsiveness thresholds."

What followed was a methodical exploration of Lily's body that somehow felt more intimate than the rough fucking she'd just endured. Professor Davis examined her thoroughly, commenting on her reactions in a detached, scientific manner while subjecting her to increasingly intense stimulation.

He inserted the speculum, opening her pussy for everyone's inspection. "Notice the engorgement of the vaginal tissues," he narrated, using a small flashlight to illuminate her most private recesses. "Consistent with high arousal states maintained over extended periods."

The clinical exposure, being literally opened and displayed like a specimen, pushed Lily into a new realm of submission. There was nowhere to hide, nothing kept private or sacred. She was an object to be studied, an experiment to be documented.

Professor Davis removed the speculum and proceeded to test various erogenous zones, noting her responses to different types of stimulation - pinching her nipples while running ice cubes over them, applying a vibrator to different points on her clit at various intensities, inserting fingers to locate and manipulate her G-spot.

"Subject demonstrates exceptional responsiveness," he reported to the attentive audience. "Multi-orgasmic capacity with minimal recovery time between climaxes."

To demonstrate this point, he brought Lily to orgasm three times in rapid succession using only his fingers and a vibrator, each climax building on the last until she was babbling incoherently, straining against her restraints, tears streaming down her face from the overwhelming sensations.

"For my final assessment," Professor Davis announced, finally removing his gloves, "I'd like to test subject's receptivity to fantasy scenarios."

He leaned close to Lily's ear, his voice dropping to an intimate murmur that nonetheless carried in the hushed room. "On Monday, you'll come to my office hours. You'll wear a skirt with nothing underneath. When the door closes, you'll bend over my desk without being told. And as I fuck you, you'll recite the key points from that day's lecture. Each mistake earns a punishment. Each correct answer earns a reward. Do you understand?"

"Yes, Professor," Lily whispered, the scenario already playing out in her mind, arousing her anew despite her exhaustion.

"And on Wednesday," he continued, "you'll sit in the front row as usual. Beneath your desk, you'll pleasure yourself silently throughout my lecture. If I see any sign of what you're doing, or if any other student notices, you'll be required to stand and explain your actions to the entire class before finishing yourself in front of everyone. Would you do that for me, Lily?"

The question no longer frightened her. "Yes, Professor. Anything you ask."

"That," he announced to the room, straightening up, "is the mark of complete psychological submission. Not just physical compliance, but eager anticipation of future scenarios that push boundaries even further." He turned to Madison. "You've done remarkable work with this one."

"She's done the work herself," Madison replied, genuine pride in her voice. "We merely provided the structure."

As Lily was released from the examination table, she noticed that three executive board members remained - Tyler, and two others she hadn't yet serviced. Tyler approached as she stood on wobbly legs.

"The final test of the evening," he announced to the room, "will assess Lily's ultimate capability - servicing multiple partners simultaneously while maintaining composure and enthusiasm. Jason, Eric - positions."

The platform was reconfigured into a flat surface. Jason lay on his back while Tyler guided Lily to straddle him, lowering herself onto his waiting erection. Once she was fully seated, Eric positioned himself behind her, pressing slowly into her already-used ass. Tyler himself stood before her face, his cock level with her mouth.

"All three of us will use you simultaneously," Tyler explained. "You will satisfy all of us while demonstrating your complete surrender. Is that understood?"

"Yes, Sir," Lily replied, opening her mouth to accept him as the other two men began to move within her.

Being triply penetrated created a sensation of fullness beyond anything Lily had experienced. With each of her holes filled, she existed purely as a vessel for their pleasure - a living tribute to the training she'd undergone. The men established a rhythm, using her body with increasing urgency.

"Look at me," Tyler commanded, holding her chin up as he thrust into her mouth. "I want to see the moment you accept what you truly are."

Their eyes locked as the men pounded into her from all directions. In Tyler's gaze, Lily saw recognition of something she was only now fully accepting herself - that this complete surrender, this total objectification, fulfilled her in ways nothing else ever had.

As if reading her thoughts, Tyler spoke between thrusts: "This is who you've always been. This moment isn't corruption - it's revelation."

Something broke loose inside Lily at his words - the final barrier between who she had pretended to be and who she truly was. A profound calm washed over her even as her body responded with mounting pleasure to the triple penetration.

"She's transcending," Madison observed from nearby. "It's happening."

The men seemed to sense the change in her, their movements becoming more forceful, more primal, as if feeding off her energy. Lily received them all with equal enthusiasm, her body responding instinctively to maximize their pleasure and her own.

When they finally climaxed - nearly simultaneously, filling all her holes with their seed - Lily experienced something beyond a physical orgasm. A wave of sensation swept through her entire being, a full-body surrender that left her floating in a state of perfect peace and acceptance.

As the men withdrew, Lily remained kneeling on the platform, come leaking from her pussy and ass, streaking her face and hair, her body bearing the marks of her use - reddened skin where hands had gripped, the imprints of fingers on her hips and thighs, swollen lips from rough use.

Madison approached the platform, surveying Lily's well-used body with satisfaction. "Brothers of Kappa Epsilon, your assessment?"

Tyler stepped forward, tucking himself away. "Beyond satisfactory. Delta Pi Omega has outdone itself with this pledge. We unanimously approve her advancement to full initiation status."

A ripple of applause moved through the room. Madison smiled, helping Lily to her feet. "Congratulations, Lily. You've passed the final evaluation. Tomorrow night, you'll be formally initiated as a full sister of Delta Pi Omega."

The following evening, all eight pledges gathered in the ritual room. Unlike Lily, the others had progressed through the standard training schedule, experiencing gentler, more gradual versions of what Lily had compressed into a single intense week.

They stood in a circle, each wearing only their training collars. In the center, Madison and the senior sisters prepared for the initiation ceremony.

"Tonight marks your transformation from pledges to sisters," Madison announced solemnly. "Each of you has demonstrated your commitment to Delta Pi Omega's principles of surrender, service, and sisterhood."

One by one, the pledges were called forward to kneel before Madison. Each received a formal blessing, the removal of their training collar, and the placement of a permanent Delta Pi Omega necklace - a delicate silver chain with the sorority's crest, which would appear to outsiders as merely decorative jewelry but symbolized their permanent bond to the sisterhood.

When Lily's turn came, Madison's eyes held special warmth. "Lily Matthews, you have demonstrated exceptional dedication to the principles of Delta Pi Omega. Through accelerated training, you've proven that your submission comes not from coercion but from recognizing your true nature."

The training collar was removed, the ceremonial necklace placed around her throat. But for Lily, there was an additional element.

"For your extraordinary achievement and dedication," Madison continued, "you are granted a special honor. Rise and turn to face your pledge sisters."

Lily stood and turned. Madison addressed the group: "From this day forward, Lily Matthews will serve as Junior Training Mistress, assisting with the education of future pledge classes. Her natural gifts and remarkable journey make her uniquely qualified to guide others on the path to self-discovery."

Surprise and pride washed through Lily. This was unexpected - not just acceptance into the sisterhood but a position of responsibility within it.

"Do you accept this honor and the responsibilities it entails?" Madison asked formally.

"I do," Lily replied without hesitation. "I will help others find what I have found."

The ceremony concluded with each new sister receiving a key to the house and a formal certificate of membership. Afterward, a celebration began - champagne flowed freely, and the new sisters mingled with returning members in a party that had all the appearances of a normal sorority function, save for the undertones of knowledge shared between them all.

As the party wound down in the early morning hours, Lily found herself alone with Madison on the mansion's back porch, the cool night air a welcome relief after the warmth of the crowded house.

"Did you ever imagine this outcome when you received our invitation?" Madison asked, sipping her champagne.

Lily laughed softly. "Not even remotely. I thought Delta Pi Omega was about connections, academics, social status..."

"It is about those things," Madison pointed out. "But the foundation of true power is self-knowledge. Every woman who passes through our doors learns who she truly is - whether that's a dominant, a submissive, or something in between."

"And those who don't fit the mold?"

Madison smiled. "They find their path elsewhere. The hazing, as outsiders call it, isn't about breaking spirits - it's about revealing them."

Lily considered this as she gazed at the stars above. "A week ago, I thought I knew exactly who I was and what my future held. Now..."

"Now you've seen beyond the veil society places over our true desires," Madison finished for her. "The question is, what will you do with that knowledge?"

Lily touched the Delta Pi Omega necklace resting against her collarbone. "Help others find their truth, as you helped me find mine."

Madison raised her glass. "To truth, then. And to the remarkable woman you've become - the woman you always were beneath the surface."

As Lily clinked her glass against Madison's, she reflected on the extraordinary journey of the past week. From terrified pledge to Junior Training Mistress, from innocent freshman to woman fully awakened to her desires. The transformation wasn't about becoming someone new but about stripping away pretense to reveal her authentic self.

In seven days, she had experienced more pleasure, pain, humiliation, and ecstasy than most people would know in a lifetime. She had been used in every way imaginable by strangers, professors, fraternity brothers, and sorority sisters. She had surrendered control of her body, her pleasure, her very identity.

And in that complete surrender, she had found something unexpected: absolute freedom.

Three months later, Lily stood in the foyer of Delta Pi Omega, watching as a new group of nervous freshmen arrived for selection weekend. She remembered her own terror and excitement standing in their shoes, not knowing what awaited beyond those imposing doors.

Now, wearing the discreet but elegant Delta Pi Omega necklace, she greeted each potential pledge with a warm smile and assessing eyes, already noting which ones might have the special potential she had demonstrated.

Madison appeared beside her, elegant as always. "See anyone promising?"

Lily nodded toward a quiet brunette who stood slightly apart from the others, observing everything with intelligent eyes that couldn't quite hide her curiosity.

"Her," Lily said confidently. "She reminds me of someone I used to know."

Madison smiled knowingly. "Then perhaps she'll benefit from your personal attention during training."

"Perhaps she will," Lily agreed, already imagining the journey she would help guide this young woman through - the same path of discovery, surrender, and ultimately, liberation that had transformed her own life.

As Lily moved through the crowd of hopeful pledges, she caught the brunette's eye and held her gaze for a moment too long to be casual. The girl blushed but didn't look away, a flash of recognition passing between them - predator recognizing prey, or perhaps more accurately, guide recognizing traveler.

Lily smiled to herself. The cycle would begin again, and she would be there to witness another transformation, to help another young woman discover the power that comes from complete surrender.

After all, that was the true secret of Delta Pi Omega - not the hazing, not the sex, not even the connections and prestige, but the perfect freedom that comes from finally, truly knowing oneself.

And as Lily Matthews had discovered, sometimes the longest journey a person can take is from who they pretend to be to who they truly are - a journey that, in her case, had begun with a blindfold, a dare, and the courage to say "yes" when everything she thought she knew about herself was telling her to run.
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