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Chapter 1.

 


 


There were 10 girls in the group, all of them
college freshmen ranging from 18 to 19 years old. Blondes,
brunettes, and even a couple of redheads. Some were tall, some were
short, some were thin, and some were curvy. Most were pretty, and a
few were so beautiful they could have been models. And while all
the girls were different in some way, at the moment they had one
thing in common: all were standing completely naked on a stage in
the basement of the Zeta Alpha Nu sorority house at Lansing
University.

The basement was huge, with groupings of
chairs, tables, and sofas scattered around like in a hotel lobby.
The one big difference, though, was the 20-foot-long rectangular
stage in the center of the room. The stage had five rows of seats
facing it, with about 50 seats in all. Half of those seats were
currently filled by the active members of Zeta Alpha Nu, who
grinned and snickered at the naked girls on stage. These were the
new pledges who had been offered a spot in the sorority but still
had to survive initiation week before they could officially join
the Zetas.

Included in the group of naked and nervous
pledges were Molly, Taylor, and Ava, three girls who had been best
friends all through high school and had dreamed of joining the same
sorority during college. All three had been invited to join Zeta
Alpha Nu, but now their dream of being sorority sisters was turning
out to be a nightmare.

“How long do we have to stand like this?”
Molly whispered to Taylor. She was a short, cute brunette who stood
with one arm over her tits and the other hand covering her pussy,
just like most of the other girls.

Taylor just shrugged. She was taller and
leaner, with shaggy blonde hair and blue eyes. Taylor had been the
star of the high school volleyball team and had the perfect build
for that sport: long legs, a tight ass, and small, cone-shaped
tits. Taylor also liked to sunbath in the nude, so her skin was tan
from head to toe.

“I’m freezing,” Ava muttered, hugging her
naked body even tighter. “Why do they have the air conditioning
cranked up? It’s almost October, for fuck’s sake!” She was the
rebel of the group, with straight, chin-length hair that was dyed
burgundy red. She was curvier than her friends, with bigger tits
and a peach-shaped ass. Ava also had a pierced eyebrow, three
silver hoops in each ear, and a tattoo of black and red snakes
twisted into the shape of a heart on her right hip. Another snake
tattoo curled around her right wrist, like a bracelet.

A rack of spotlights was mounted above the
stage, so every mole and freckle on every girl’s body stood out
plain as day. Most of the girls looked miserable standing there
exposed like that, with one exception; a girl named Crystal who
stood alone, looking bored. Crystal was lean and fit with silky
brown hair, green eyes, and the most perfect pair of firm, round
tits that any of the other girls had ever seen. Crystal looked like
a supermodel, and she knew it. She stood with one hand on her hip
and the other dangling at her side, making no attempt at all to
hide her fantastic body.

“All rise for the president!” someone called
out as two more girls entered from the back of the room. The seated
girls stood up as the newcomers approached the stage; one was
Kerri, the president of Zeta Alpha Nu. The second girl was
Gretchen, who acted as Kerri’s assistant. Both girls walked up the
short flight of steps and faced the ragged line of nude
pledges.

“Congratulations,” Kerri began. “Being
invited to join Zeta Alpha Nu is an honor, and I hope you all
appreciate it. But now comes the hard part; the next seven days are
called Hell Week, and there’s a good reason for that.” Kerri smiled
and crossed her arms over her chest. The girl was a senior, 22
years old and pretty in a cold, regal way, with perfect cheekbones,
a hard jaw, and piercing blue eyes. Her coppery blonde hair fell to
her shoulders, and she wore jeans and a simple white top with the
ZAN crest embroidered over the left breast. She was short and had a
lean, wiry body, like a gymnast or a professional dancer. “During
Hell Week, you’ll be tested to see how smart, brave, and loyal you
are. We’ll see if you’re the type of girl who’s worthy of wearing
the Zeta emblem.” Kerri walked slowly down the line of naked girls,
scrutinizing each one. “Not all of you will make the cut. Some of
you will fail your tests, and some of you will be so weak that
you’ll quit on your own.” Kerri stopped walking and squinted at
Molly. “Will you be one of those girls? You look like you could
burst into tears right now.”

“No,” Molly mumbled, her eyes sliding away
from Kerri’s.

“Speak up, bitch, I can’t hear you!” Kerri
barked.

“I said no,” Molly repeated, barely louder
than the first time.

Beside her, Taylor rolled her eyes. “For
fuck’s sake, is this a sorority or the army?”

“What did you say?” growled Gretchen. She was
a tall, tough-looking girl who wore no makeup, no jewelry, and kept
her dark hair pulled back in a ponytail.

“I can handle this,” Kerri snapped, moving in
front of Taylor. “Drop your arms,” she ordered.

“What? I don’t—”

“I said drop them!”

After a moment’s hesitation, Taylor dropped
her arms to her sides. Kerri’s eyes skimmed down the other girl’s
tan, athletic body for a moment, then her hand shot out and she
pinched one of Taylor’s nipples hard between her thumb and
forefinger.

“Ow!” Taylor yelped, jerking away from the
other girl and wrapping both arms around her chest again. “What the
fuck!”

“That was a warning,” Kerri hissed. “If you
talk back to me or any of the other Zeta sisters during Hell Week,
you’ll pay a price.” She moved to the side of the stage with
Gretchen at her heels, then turned to face the group of naked
pledges again. “Let me make one thing perfectly clear,” she
continued. “If you pass your initiation and join Zeta Alpha Nu, you
will be an honored member of the most respected sorority on campus.
But until then, you’re nothing. You have no rights and no
privileges. In other words, you are all my bitches. You will do
whatever I say without question. Do you understand?”

The girls nodded and mumbled weak
responses.

“I can’t hear you!” Kerri barked. “I said, do
you understand?”

The girls answered louder this time, and
Kerri nodded and said, “Good. Then prove it. Everyone drop your
arms to your sides.”

The naked girls all looked at each other for
a moment then slowly lowered their arms. The Zeta girls sitting in
the audience snickered as they pointed out any flaws they saw.

“Look at the flabby thighs on that one!”

“And check out the little blonde with the
glasses! I’ve seen guys with bigger tits than hers!”

“That’s not as bad as the girl next to her!
She’s got no tits and a huge ass!”

“Check out the snake tattoos on that other
one! She looks like a five-dollar hooker!”

Some of the girls on stage blushed beet-red,
and others got tears in their eyes as they stood there being
humiliated. Crystal was the only one the Zeta sisters ignored
because no one could find anything wrong with her.

“Stand up straight,” Kerri commanded. “Good.
Now everyone put your hands on your heads. Come on, faster. Okay,
now hop up and down.”

Feeling ridiculous, the group of naked
pledges jumped up and down in place. Their bare tits bounced like
crazy, which made the Zeta girls in the audience laugh even louder.
The only one who wasn’t hopping was Crystal, who stood as still as
a statue.

“Hey, are you deaf?” Kerri called to her from
the other end of the stage. “I said hop!”

Crystal snorted. “Why?”

“Because I said so, that’s why.”

“This is lame. You’re not testing how smart
or how brave we are, you’re just making us do stupid stuff because
you think it’s funny.”

The other girls stopped jumping and stared at
Kerri to see what she would do next.

The sorority president’s eyes narrowed. “You
need to remember something, bitch. The rush period is over. If you
fail this initiation, you can’t pledge another sorority until next
fall. That means you’re stuck on your own during freshman year. No
academic help, no social standing, and no way to make connections
at the university. And when you do try to pledge another
sorority next year, you’ll already have one black mark against you
because you didn’t make the cut here. Is that really what
you want? Because you don’t look like the kind of girl who spends a
lot of time studying and writing papers. You look more like a girl
who wants to breeze through college then marry a rich guy and never
work a day in her life. Our sorority has lots of connections. You
can see every test the day before it’s given and someone else will
write all your papers for you. So tell me, is that what you
want?”

Crystal stared hard at Kerri for a moment,
then she finally looked down and gave a weak nod.

“Good. Then prove it by jumping up and down
for me. No, not the rest of you. Just her.”

Swallowing hard, Crystal placed her hands on
her head then bounced up and down on her heels, her feet never
leaving the floor. Her perfect tits jiggled as she did it, but the
rest of her toned body was solid as a rock.

“You call that jumping?” Kerri barked.
“That’s pathetic. Get down on all fours.”

Crystal stopped bouncing. “What?”

“You heard me. Get down on your hands and
knees like a dog.”

Crystal shut her eyes and let out a rough
sigh, then she got down on all fours like Kerri had ordered. Her
tits hung down from her chest, and her perfect ass was now up in
the air for everyone to see. Kerri then ordered the girl to crawl
toward her, and Crystal slowly made her way to the other side of
the stage. The hard surface was murder on her knees, and the girl
winced and gritted her teeth as she crawled forward until she was
at Kerri’s feet.

“Now turn around and face the audience,”
Kerri ordered. Crystal did, staring at the floor so she wouldn’t
have to see the grins on the faces of the Zeta girls. Then, without
warning, Kerri bent down and smacked the other girl hard on the ass
with her bare hand. It made a sound like a rifle shot, and Crystal
gasped in pain.

“Now get up,” the president ordered, and
after a moment Crystal rose on shaky legs. Both knees were bright
red, and one of her ass cheeks was beginning to bloom red as well.
“Now get back with the others.” The girl did as she was told,
rubbing her sore ass as she shuffled toward the other side of the
stage. When she caught Taylor grinning at her, Crystal stopped and
glared.

“What the fuck are you smiling about?”
she demanded.

Taylor just shrugged, and Crystal muttered
under her breath as she walked away.

“We’re done here,” Kerri announced.
“Everybody get to bed.” Then that cold, reptilian smile of hers
reappeared as she added, “You have a long, hard day ahead of you
tomorrow.”

 


* * *

 


The pledges had to sleep in the sorority
house during Hell Week, which meant they were all crammed into the
living room with sleeping bags and blankets. Kerri and Gretchen
stomped into the room at dawn the next morning and woke everyone
up.

“We’ll be playing games today,” Kerri
announced. “You’ll play some of them in pairs or small groups, then
we’ll finish up with a game where everybody plays. And while these
games are meant to be fun, you’re also being tested to see how
clever and brave and resourceful you are. Now get up and get
moving, because the first game starts in 10 minutes.”

As the tired pledges padded around the room
in their pajamas, Kerri picked four of them and ordered those girls
to follow her and Gretchen. Ava was part of that group, and she
gave Molly and Taylor a goofy grin as she walked out.

“I wonder what game she gets to play,” Molly
muttered. “After last night, I’m sure it won’t be fun.”

Once the rest of the girls were dressed in
their white Zeta Alpha Nu t-shirts and blue gym shorts—the official
uniforms of their Hell Week initiation—they were ordered out onto
the back lawn of the house. The yard was fringed with a few bushes
and trees, but there was no fence of any kind. All of the Greek
houses at Lansing University were located in one area near the edge
of campus, mixed in with private houses and a few small businesses.
A sidewalk ran along the back edge of the Zeta house’s lawn, and
several people were walking back and forth on their way to either
school or work.

A few minutes later, Kerri and Gretchen
walked out with the four pledges at their heels. The other girls
gasped when they saw that Ava and the three other girls were
dressed in tiny blue bikinis, because the morning air was so chilly
that most of them wished they had been allowed to put on a jacket
or long pants. Kerri was holding something in one hand, and when
she held it above her head the girls saw that it was a jump
rope.

“Remember these?” she asked the group. “We
all jumped rope when we were kids, right? The first game is an easy
one. All you have to do is jump 20 times without messing up, and
you’re done. If you do mess up before you get to 20, you
have to start over. Oh, and one more thing; every time you mess up,
you have to remove one article of clothing.”

The four girls in bikinis stared at each
other with open mouths as Kerri handed the rope to the first
pledge, a short Asian girl named Yuki. Kerri motioned Yuki to move
back a few feet so she had plenty of room, then said, “You can
start when I say go, and Gretchen will keep count. Okay, go!”

Yuki started jumping rope in a slow, steady
rhythm. Because her tits were small and firm, they barely moved as
the girl hopped up and down every time the rope passed under her
feet. But a few of the people passing by on the sidewalk still
stopped to see what the girl in the bikini was doing, including
several male students who gave some half-hearted cheers. Gretchen
barked out the numbers the whole time, and when she got to 20 Yuki
stopped jumping and handed the rope to Kerri, her face grim and
determined as she rejoined the other girls.

“Not bad, pledge,” Kerri said, then she held
the rope out to the next girl. “Your turn, blondie. Let’s see if
you can nail it, too.”

The blonde girl was named Kathy. She was a
short, curvy girl who looked a little like Kate Upton, and she
styled her hair the same way to make the resemblance even stronger.
All the other girls had noticed her the night before because her
tits were so much bigger than anyone else in the sorority, either
pledges or full members. Kathy’s tiny bikini top barely contained
those huge tits as she took the jump rope from Kerri and moved a
few feet away from the other girls.

“Okay, go!” Kerri barked, and Kathy swung the
rope over her head and began jumping. Her big tits bounced like
crazy as she jumped again and again, with Gretchen counting each
swing of the jump rope. More people on the sidewalk had stopped to
watch, and now a dozen guys were staring at the blonde and nearly
drooling as her curvy body bounced and jiggled beneath the tiny
bikini. Kathy bit her lip and tried not to pay attention, but it
was hard to concentrate with all those guys laughing and shouting
rude comments at her. Gretchen counted off 12, then 13, then 14,
and Kathy was about to breathe a sigh of relief when she felt the
material of her bikini top shifting to one side. Trying not to lose
her rhythm, the girl glanced down then gasped as one of her big
tits flopped right out of her top. Without thinking, she crossed
her arms over her chest and the jump rope fell down in a messy heap
across her shoulders.

“You know what that means,” Kerri said. “Take
off your top.”

“B-but…” Kathy began, shooting a nervous
glance at the crowd on the sidewalk. They were only about 20 feet
away and all the guys were grinning wildly now that they had
finally seen a flash of skin. “But I—”

“Take it off now and start over,” Kerri
ordered, hands on her hips, and the girl’s stare was so cold and
hard that Kathy obeyed right away, reaching back to pull the string
on her bikini top then letting it fall to the ground. Then she
flung her arms over her chest again, swallowing hard as she stared
at the ground. “Are you gonna stand there like that all day?” Kerri
asked. “Get moving, pledge!”

With tears in her eyes, Kathy slowly
straightened up and dropped her arms to her sides. The guys on the
sidewalk cheered when they saw her big tits exposed, the nipples
hard because of the chilly morning air. They cheered even louder
when Kathy started jumping rope again, those big tits flopping even
more than before now that they were out in the open. Kathy tried to
ignore the cheering guys and the wicked grin on Kerri’s face as she
jumped again and again, her heavy tits smacking her skin each time,
while Gretchen counted out loud. The second the other girl said 20,
Kathy dropped the rope, snatched her bikini top from the ground,
and stuffed her tits back into it as she scurried to hide behind
the other girls.

“I’d say you failed that test, blondie,”
Kerri said with a smirk. “Think about it; you were worried about
having one of your tits exposed, but after you stopped jumping to
cover up, you had to expose both of them. Not a smart move, and not
something a Zeta girl would do.” Kerri then motioned to Ava. “Okay,
freak, you’re next.”

Ava wasn’t as fit as her friend Taylor, but
she was still a pretty damn good athlete. She jumped faster than
the other girls had, ignoring her bouncing tits and the way the
guys on the sidewalk shouted and cheered, but just as Gretchen was
counting 15, the same thing happened to Ava that had happened to
Kathy. One second Ava felt the fabric on her bikini top tugging and
straining, and then one of her tits popped right out. But after
seeing what happened to Kathy, Ava didn’t even think about stopping
to cover herself. Instead, she picked up her speed and finished the
last five jumps with one of her tits exposed, then she dropped the
jump rope and pulled her top back in place.

“Now that’s the way to do it,” Kerri
remarked. “If you didn’t look so weird, I could almost respect
you.”

Ava sneered at the other girl as she rejoined
the group, then the last bikini-clad girl stepped out onto the open
grass. She was named Anna May, a small, thin girl with blonde hair
pulled back in an old-fashioned braid that fell down the center of
her back. She also wore glasses, and the combination of the glasses
and the braid made Anna May look like a librarian or a research
assistant in a laboratory. The girl was obviously nervous and
looked totally out of place in the skimpy bikini; the others
pledges were guessing that Anna May wore a one-piece swimsuit when
she went to the beach or the pool, if she went out in the sun at
all. Her skin was so pale that the embarrassed red blush on her
cheeks stood out from a mile away.

When Kerri said go, Anna May began jumping
rope in the same slow, steady rhythm Yuki and Kathy had used. She
kept her eyes forward, staring at nothing, silently counting along
with Gretchen. Her small tits barely moved the whole time, and the
boys gathered on the sidewalk got bored and were about to leave
when Kerri decided to give them something to look at. Moving a
little closer to Anna May, the sorority president stared down at
the other girl’s feet and gasped as if she had just seen a bug or a
snake. Without even thinking, Anna May flicked her eyes downward.
That tiny movement was enough to throw off her rhythm, and the jump
rope tangled around her ankles just as Gretchen counted 18.

“No!” the girl wailed. “I only had two left!
I was almost done!”

“Doesn’t matter,” Kerri said. “Take your top
off and start over.”

Anna May looked over her shoulder at the
group of people on the sidewalk. There had to be two dozen by now,
mostly guys, all of them staring eagerly in her direction. “Please,
I can’t!” she begged. “Just let me do two more and—”

“Your big sister was a Zeta girl, wasn’t
she?” Kerri asked. “And your cousin, too. It would be a shame if
you disappointed them by getting kicked out on the first day of
initiation.” When Anna May only stood there trembling, Kerri rolled
her eyes and said, “Come on, we don’t have all day.”

Anna May was breathing so hard the other
girls thought she might hyperventilate. She looked at Kerri, looked
at the other pledges, then swallowed hard and pulled off her bikini
top. Her tits were small and firm, with pink nipples that were
small as well. Trying to ignore the cheers and shouts from the
guys, Anna May gripped the jump rope handles and started jumping
again. Her small tits jiggled as she jumped, swinging the rope
faster than the last time. But Anna May was so nervous that she
only jumped 10 times before the rope got tangled around her legs
again. The girl was already in tears, but when she stumbled the
second time she started sobbing even harder.

“Take your bottoms off,” Kerri commanded.

Anna May could barely speak through her
tears. “I c-c-can’t, I j-just can’t,” she blubbered.

“I won’t tell you again. Take them off or get
the hell out of here.”

Anna May knew it was pointless to argue or
beg. Kerri stood with her arms crossed over her chest and glared
until the sobbing girl finally grasped her bikini bottoms with
trembling fingers and pushed them down her legs, then stepped out
of them. Her ass was round and firm and her blonde pussy hair was
neatly trimmed into a perfect triangle.

“Now start again,” Kerri said. “And do it
right this time.”

Anna May tried, but with the guys on the
sidewalk cheering their lungs out at the site of the totally naked
girl, she only jumped three times before she messed up again. Kerri
ordered her to start over, and the next time Anna May only jumped
five times before the rope caught in her feet. The other pledges
watched in horror as the naked girl was forced to start over again
and again until finally, after what seemed like forever, Anna May
managed to jump 20 times without a mistake. By that time, the naked
girl was damp with sweat and could barely walk because her legs
were shaking so badly.

“That was awful” Molly said to Taylor as the
pledges were ushered inside again.

“I know,” her friend replied. “God, I can’t
imagine this getting any worse.”

The girls didn’t realize that Kerri was right
behind them, a grin splitting her face when she heard Taylor’s
remark.

 


* * *

 


After lunch, the pledges were herded across
campus to a rest area beside the library. Because it was later in
the day, most of the other Zeta girls were awake and some of them
tagged along with Kerri and Gretchen to watch the show. Kerri led
the group to a big, shady tree near a set of benches. The benches
were empty at the moment, so the Zeta girls sat down while the
pledges remained standing. Kerri announced that she needed two
girls to play the next game, and she picked Taylor and a girl named
Trisha. Trisha was a short, plump girl with black hair, small tits,
and a big, curvy ass, and as she stood beside the tall, lean, and
blonde Taylor, the two couldn’t have looked any more different.

“Okay, this next game is simple,” Kerri
began. “When I tell you to start, you two girls will have 60
seconds to swap clothes.”

“Wait,” Taylor said. “What does that mean?
Our shirts and our shorts?”

“It means everything. Panties, bras,
even your shoes. By the time the 60 seconds is up, both of you need
to be completely dressed in the other girl’s clothes.”

Taylor looked around. The main path running
between the library and the student center was only a few yards
away. “But we’re right in the middle of campus. Anybody walking by
is gonna see us!”

“Exactly,” Kerri replied with a coy
smile.

“Um…what happens if we can’t do it in time?”
Trisha asked.

“Then you’ll walk back to the sorority house
naked.”

“Holy shit,” Taylor muttered.

“All right, girls, face each other. And
remember, this game is all about teamwork. If you don’t work
together, you’ll fail.” Kerri held up her phone, which was open to
a stopwatch app. “When I say go, the clock will start. Are you
ready?”

Taylor glanced around nervously. A few people
were walking back and forth on the path nearby, but it was a sunny
day and she and Trisha were cloaked in deep shade beneath the tree.
If they could do this fast, maybe they could swap clothes without
being seen—or without being seen by too many people,
anyway.

When Taylor and Trisha both nodded that they
were ready, Kerri said Go! Taylor didn’t hesitate, yanking
her Zeta T-shirt over her head then shoving her shorts down and
stepping out of them. She kicked off her sandals while she unhooked
her bra, pulling it off and dropping it to the ground, then she
pushed her panties to her ankles and kicked them away. The naked
blonde’s heart was pumping as she looked at Trisha and reached out
to take the first item of her teammate’s clothing, but then
Taylor’s jaw dropped in shock. So far Trisha had only managed to
take her T-shirt off, and the girl’s fingers were trembling as she
fumbled with her bra.

“Trisha, come on!” Taylor hissed, crossing
her arms over her chest as she glanced nervously around. Three or
four people were on the path nearby, and it wouldn’t take long
before somebody noticed them. Taylor was totally naked, with her
toned, athletic body on full display!

“I’m sorry!” Trisha blabbered. “I’m just so
nervous!”

Taylor looked at Kerri, who was holding her
phone up so everyone could see the timer. 20 seconds had gone by.
Trisha finally had her bra off, but she was so focused on covering
her small tits that she hadn’t even touched her shorts yet.

“Oh, for fuck’s sake,” Taylor muttered,
thrusting both hands inside Trisha’s waistband. She dropped to her
knees and yanked the other girl’s shorts and panties down all at
once, then pushed Trisha backward so she could step out of them.
The other girl stumbled and nearly fell, trying desperately to
cover herself with both hands.

“Hey, what’s going on?” somebody called from
the path nearby. When Taylor glanced over, she saw three guys with
backpacks walking toward them. “Oh shit, I forgot, it’s Hell Week!”
one of the guys said. “Check it out, those chicks are buck
naked!”

“Hurry up and get dressed!” Taylor barked as
she scrambled on the ground for Trisha’s bra and panties. She sat
on the ground and pulled on the panties—which were way too big for
her—and was just fastening the bra as the three guys walked up to
watch the show. Still sitting, Taylor pulled on Trisha’s shorts
then grabbed the girl’s T-shirt and pulled it on, too, then she
fumbled to get Trisha’s sandals, which were a size too small, on
her feet.

“Fifteen seconds left,” Kerri announced. “And
if both of you aren’t fully dressed, you both walk back naked.”

Taylor scrambled to her feet, horrified to
see that Trisha was wearing only a bra and was struggling to pull
Taylor’s panties over her curvy hips as the three guys watched and
laughed. Swearing under her breath, Taylor grabbed the panties with
both hands and yanked upward. The fabric ripped, but at least they
were up now. Then she dropped to her knees again and scrambled for
her T-shirt and shorts, shoving the T-shirt into Trisha’s hands as
she knelt in front of her and held the shorts open.

“Step into these while you put the shirt on!
Hurry, faster!”

Kerri and the other Zeta girls began to count
down the last ten seconds: Ten! Nine! Eight!

Trisha had the shirt over her head and Taylor
was manhandling the shorts over the girl’s broad ass. Seven!
Six! Five! Then, while Trisha’s held onto Taylor’s shoulders
for balance, Taylor picked up one of Trisha’s feet and shoved a
sandal on. Four! Three! Two! Taylor had just thrust the
other sandal on when the group cried, One! Time over!

Still kneeling, Taylor fell sideways and lay
on the ground, panting. Trisha had a hand on her chest, gasping
like a fish out of water. Taylor’s shorts and panties were so tight
on her that she could barely breathe.

“That was awesome!” one of the guys remarked
before the group turned and walked away.

Molly and Ava helped Taylor to her feet, then
Kerri walked over and stood inches from the other girl’s face. “You
barely made it,” she remarked, “so you passed the test. And that
was a good choice to help your partner dress and undress. But you
could’ve done better.”

“What the hell does that mean?” Taylor asked,
still breathing hard. “We did it as fast as we could.”

“But you stripped naked before your partner
was even half undressed, then you had to stand there exposed while
you waited for her to catch up. That was poor planning. You also
could’ve swapped shirts and bras first, then swapped panties and
shorts. That way neither of you would’ve been totally naked at any
time. Zeta girls should be smart enough to figure those things
out.”

Taylor was still fuming as Kerri turned and
walked away.

“She’s right,” Crystal said, sidling up to
Taylor. “Maybe you’re not as smart as you think you are.”

Taylor turned and glared at the other girl.
“Well, I’m sure as hell smarter than you.”

“You think so? Then let’s see who gets
accepted into the Zetas and who gets kicked out.”

Crystal raised one of her perfectly manicured
hands, gave Taylor the finger, then trotted off behind Kerri.

 


* * *

 


The pledges returned to the library for the
third game later that day, but this time they went inside the
building. Lansing’s library was huge, and dozens of students were
scanning the bookshelves or studying at tables. Kerri picked four
of the girls and led them to the bathrooms at the rear of the
building, while the other pledges and the Zeta sisters waited at
tables. Inside the bathroom, Kerri made sure it was empty then she
locked the door. She was carrying a large beach bag over one
shoulder, and she ordered the four pledges to strip naked and hand
over their clothes. Crystal and Molly were two of the girls, along
with a slim, tough-looking redhead named Heather and a cute girl
with a brown pixie haircut named Meg. All four girls hesitated
before they pulled off their T-shirts, shorts, and underwear, then
they glanced around nervously as they stood naked and shivering in
front of the row of stalls. Kerri crammed most of the clothes into
her beach bag, but after a quick scan of the four naked bodies in
front of her, she kept Heather’s clothes out and lined the T-shirt,
shorts, bra, and panties up on the bathroom counter.

“All right, here’s how this game works,”
Kerri began. “There are four of you and four pieces of clothing.
You need to decide how you’ll distribute those four pieces among
yourselves, then you will leave the bathroom and walk—not run—to
the front of the building, where the Zeta girls and I will be
waiting. You can’t use anything else to cover up with. No toilet
paper, no paper towels, not even your hands. If you do, you’re
automatically kicked out of Zeta Alpha Nu. Do you understand?”

The naked girls just stared, eyes and mouths
open wide.

“And the clock is ticking,” Kerri added. “In
five minutes, the janitor will be here to clean the bathroom. He’s
a big sweaty man, by the way, and I’m sure he’ll enjoy what he sees
if you girls aren’t out of here by then.”

“B-but—” Molly stammered.

“Choose wisely, girls. We’ll have robes to
cover you up once you reach the front door, but until then, you’re
on your own.”

Kerri unlocked the door and left, and Molly
rushed over and locked it again. “Maybe if we keep the door locked,
we can—”

“You don’t think the janitor has a key?”
Heather asked, then the redhead put her hands on her hips and
sighed. Her skin was as pale as milk, with freckles sprinkled down
her neck and on the tops of her tits. “Okay, girls, we need
to—”

But before she could finish, Crystal dashed
to the sink and started grabbing clothes. She had the T-shirt in
one hand and the panties in another before Heather and Meg could
rush over, knocking Crystal aside and fighting for what was left.
Meg grabbed the shorts and Heather ended up with the bra, then both
of them turned to Crystal and tried to snatch the other items out
of her hands. The taller girl held them above her head and glared,
backing away.

“What the fuck is your problem!” Heather
yelled. “We were supposed to come up with a plan!”

“I did come up with a plan,” the other
girl shot back. “This is a test, right? Maybe she wants to see
who’s tough enough to take the most clothes from the others.”

“No, we were supposed to work out some kind
of system!” Meg said, the pair of shorts gripped to her chest. She
had a tight body with firm tits and a round ass, and the bush
between her legs was as dark as the hair on her head. “Like, we
each get one piece of clothing but we have to decide who gets
what!”

“Well, I don’t have anything!” Molly blurted,
holding out a hand to Crystal. “You have to give me one of
those!”

“Like hell I do!”

“They’re my fucking clothes!” Heather
shouted. “I should decide who gets what!”

“It doesn’t matter whose fucking clothes they
are!” Crystal retorted, stepping into the panties and pulling them
up. “Jesus, Heather, how big is your ass?” she complained, trying
to adjust them.

“This isn’t fair!” Molly wailed. “Somebody
give me something!”

“Stop your whining,” Heather muttered as she
pulled on her bra.

“Maybe—maybe we’re supposed to cut them up!”
Molly offered. “Like, cut the T-shirt into strips then wrap them
around ourselves! Maybe that’s the way the test is supposed to
work! We’re supposed to be creative, and—”

“That is total bullshit,” Heather told
Crystal as the other girl pulled her T-shirt over her head. “If
anybody should get two things, it ought to be me.”

“No, we should all get one!” Molly said.
“That’s the point, right? We’re supposed to use teamwork!”

“Just be quiet, okay?” Meg urged, rolling her
eyes as she stepped into the shorts and pulled them up.

Molly stabbed a finger at Crystal. “We could
take them from her!” she blubbered. “If we all gang up on her, we
could take the shirt and the panties!”

“And then everything gets ripped up, and we
waste a bunch of time, too,” Heather said. “The stupid janitor is
gonna be here any minute. We have to get out of here.” She glanced
at Meg. “Are you ready?”

The other girl shrugged. “I guess so.”

“Then let’s get this over with,” Crystal
added, heading for the door.

“No!” Molly wailed.

“Then stay here and deal with that pervert
janitor by yourself,” Crystal told her. She reached for the
doorknob, took a deep breath, then opened the door and walked out
with Heather and Meg at her heels. Molly hesitated for a second and
then, with tears in her eyes, rushed after them.

None of the girls expected so many cheers and
applause. All the guys on campus knew it was Hell Week, and that
always meant plenty of bare skin as the sororities played their
little games. Word had already gotten around that the Zeta girls
were doing some crazy shit, so when the group of pledges and
sisters entered the library that day, dozens of guys came running
to see what was happening. That meant nearly 50 students, most of
them male, were hanging around near the bathroom when the four
girls came out, and they all went wild when they saw the naked
flesh on display. Because Crystal’s body was mostly covered, she
ignored the taunts and kept her eyes forward as she marched to the
front of the building. But Heather’s face blushed as red as her
hair as she walked with her fists clenched at her sides, trying to
ignore all the people staring at her exposed ass and pussy, and
Meg’s chin was trembling as the guys stared at her tits and made
rude comments.

Molly, though, was a complete mess. Tears
streamed down her face as she followed the other girls to the front
of the library, all of them walking in a ragged line with Crystal
in front and Molly at the back. She had her arms straight down at
her sides, fists clenching and unclenching as she fought the urge
to cover herself up. Even though her body was only average, she was
getting the most attention because she was the only one completely
nude. The guys were staring at her jiggling ass and tits and
pointing at the brown bush between her legs, which she had somehow
forgotten to trim lately. One guy leaned forward and made kissing
noises as Molly walked by, then someone else pinched her naked ass.
Molly gasped and reached back to swat the hand away, but then
another hand shot out and squeezed one of her tits. Bawling even
harder, Molly gritted her teeth and walked faster.

It took about a minute for the pledges to
reach the front of the building, where the Zeta sisters were
waiting with white robes held out. They practically threw them at
the four girls, who grabbed them and wrapped them around their
naked and semi-naked bodies.

“Interesting choice of how to divide the
clothes,” Kerri remarked. “I’m guessing one person took charge and
the rest were shit out of luck.”

Crystal grinned as Taylor and Ava muscled
their way through the crowd of girls and hugged Molly, one on
either side of her.

“I’m so sorry, sweetie,” Ava murmured.

“Are you okay?” Taylor asked. “That must have
been awful.”

Molly wiped her face with her hands and
finally managed to control her breathing. “I…I just hope…I hope
it’s all over now.”

“Don’t be silly,” Kerri said, grinning.
“Because the next game is one that everybody plays, and
image how much fun that will be.”

 


 


 


 





Chapter 2.

 


 


The group returned to the Zeta house, where
the pledges were forced to spend an hour studying the history of
the sorority from thick books that looked like they had been
written a century ago. Some of the pledges were about to nod off
when Kerri finally gathered them up and announced that it was time
for the last game.

It was late in the afternoon when the girls
reached the volleyball field behind the university’s large gym.
Metal bleachers were set up on both sides of the playing field, and
the girls were surprised to see about 30 guys already seated
there.

“Ladies, meet the men of the Sigma Pi Tau
fraternity,” Kerri announced. “The Sigmas are our brother
fraternity, so they take part in a lot of our initiations. Today
they’re going to cheer you on while you play a game of
volleyball.”

“Who are we playing against?” Taylor asked,
excited that the last game was something she was actually good
at.

“Each other, of course. You’ll be split into
two teams. In fact, I’m making you the captain of the first team.
And the captain of the second team will be…Crystal.”

Taylor and Crystal stared at each other, eyes
narrowed.

Kerri flipped a quarter to see who got first
pick of teammates, and Taylor won the toss. She and Crystal each
picked one girl at a time, and Taylor ended up with Molly, Ava,
Meg, and Trisha on her team. That meant Crystal got Heather, Yuki,
Kathy, and Anna May. Kerri then led the two teams into the locker
room to finish explaining the rules. Gretchen was waiting inside,
standing in front of a bench piled with clothes.

“All right, captains. Now that you’ve got
your teammates, you need to pick your uniforms.”

“Those don’t look like volleyball uniforms,”
Taylor said skeptically.

“That’s because this is pajama volleyball.”
Kerri picked up one of the items from the bench and held it up. It
was a short pink nightgown with tiny straps, made from thin, silky
material. “One team will wear this type of pajamas,” she announced,
then she put down the nightgown and picked up two items from the
other pile. “And the other team will wear this type.” She held up a
plain white tank top and a pair of flannel pajama pants. “I’ll flip
another coin to see who gets to pick their uniform first. And
remember, ladies, every choice you make is part of your test.”

Taylor won the toss again, but before she
could pick which pajamas her team would wear, Ava pulled her aside.
“This has to be some kind of trick,” the redhead muttered.

“Maybe. I mean, it would be a lot easier to
move around in the nightgowns, but…”

“But our tits will keep falling out. And
every time we jump, those things will hike up and show our asses
and everything else.”

Taylor thought for a moment, then murmured,
“I’ll bet that if the other team wears the nightgowns, they’ll be
so nervous about flashing the guys that they won’t play well. And
even though it’ll be tougher for us to move around in those baggy
pants, at least we’ll be focused on the game.” She turned to Kerri
again and said, “We’ll take the tank tops and pants.”

Kerri gave a thin smile. “Fine. Both teams
need to strip down and change. Leave your other clothes and your
underwear here.”

“Um…we can’t keep our bras and panties on?”
Molly asked.

“Do you sleep in your bra, pledge? No, I
didn’t think so. This is pajama volleyball, and you’ll wear nothing
but pajamas, understand? That means no shoes, either. Now
get changed. I want both teams on the court in five minutes.”

All the girls reluctantly stripped down, and
the girls on Crystal’s team frowned when they pulled on their thin
nightgowns.

“You can see right through this,” Heather
muttered, plucking at the silky material.

“That’s not the worst problem,” said Kathy,
who looked more like Kate Upton than ever with half of her big tits
exposed by the low-cut nightgown. “My boobs are gonna fall right
out of this thing!”

The other girls looked uncomfortable as well,
especially the shy blonde Anna May. With her glasses and her
braided hair, she still looked like a nerd from the neck up but her
hard nipples poked through the thin material of the nightgown and
her toned legs were on full display. “I wish we had the other
pajamas,” she said quietly, hugging herself as she watched Taylor’s
team get dressed, but the other team didn’t seem happy with their
choice either.

“What the…” Ava began. She had her tank top
and flannel pants on but was pulling the waistband of the pants out
and staring downward at her crotch. “How the hell are we supposed
to tighten these damn things?”

Taylor was fiddling with her pajama pants,
too. There was no elastic in the waist and no drawstring to
tighten, so the pants kept slithering down her narrow hips. “I
don’t believe this,” she said. “She tricked us!”

“Look at this!” Ava said. She let go of her
pajama pants and they fell to her knees, exposing her shaved
pussy.

“Stop complaining,” said Crystal, who looked
like a supermodel in her thin, low-cut nightgown. “You’re the ones
who picked those stupid pajamas.”

“Everybody on the court, now! Gretchen
shouted from the doorway, and the girls nervously obeyed. Most of
the Zeta sisters had joined the fraternity boys in the stands, and
the whole group cheered and clapped when the pledges took their
places on the field. Most of the girls on Taylor’s team had to hold
onto the waistband of their pants when they walked out—only
Trisha’s ass was wide enough to keep her pants up—but their braless
tits still jiggled under their tank tops. And the Sigma guys really
loved seeing Crystal and her teammates in the low-cut nightgowns,
especially Kathy.

“I hope you all know how to play, because
we’re going by the standard rules,” Kerri announced. “Gretchen will
keep score, and the first team to get 25 points wins.”

Kerri flipped another coin to see which team
would serve, and this time Crystal won the toss. Gretchen handed
the volleyball to the tall girl, and the game began.

Crystal made a clumsy serve, but the ball
still went over the net. Taylor jumped for it, but the moment she
let go of her pants, they fell down to her knees. The crowd whooped
at the sight of her naked ass and pussy, and Taylor missed the ball
because she was fumbling to pull her pants back up. Crystal served
again, and this time the ball came at Molly. She tried to hit the
ball with one hand while holding her pants up with the other, but
the ball went straight into the net.

Taylor called a timeout and huddled her
teammates together. “This isn’t gonna work,” she said, “We’re gonna
lose every point if we stand here holding our pants up.”

“Then what the fuck are we supposed to do?”
Ava asked. “If we let them fall down, we not only show our asses
but we’ll also trip over the damn things!”

“All I know is that you can’t play volleyball
without both hands. It’s impossible.”

“My pants are okay,” Trisha said. “Let me go
for the ball.”

“Fine, but everybody else needs to play their
best, too,” Taylor said. “Now come on, let’s win this thing!”

Crystal served again, and this time Trisha
ran for the ball and managed to return it over the net. It came
straight at Kathy, whose big tits bounced like crazy as she ran
toward it. The crowd cheered as one of those tits popped out of her
nightgown, and Kathy missed the ball as she clapped her arms over
her chest.

“For god’s sake!” Crystal shouted. “Stop
worrying about your tits and play the fucking game!”

Kerri, who stood watching from the sidelines
with Gretchen, hollered out, “Step it up, girls. There’s no prize
for winning, but trust me, you do not want to lose this game.”

“What does that mean?” Molly asked Taylor,
but the other girl just shrugged.

Both teams fumbled through the rest of the
game, with the fraternity boys cheering louder than ever whenever a
girl’s pajama pants fell down or someone’s tits bounced out of
their nightgown. The girls were all so embarrassed that no one
played well, and they all breathed a sigh of relief when Crystal’s
team scored 25 points and the game was finally over.

Kerri walked to the center of the court and
stood with her arms crossed over her chest. “Well, that was pretty
pathetic. Especially your team, Taylor. You’re supposed to be this
volleyball superstar but your team only scored 10 points.”

“It’s pretty damn hard to play with your
pants around your knees,” Taylor griped.

“Well, I warned you that you didn’t want to
lose this game, so you should have tried harder.” She motioned to
Gretchen, who walked onto the court with a folding metal chair in
one hand and a strange yellow object in the other. She handed that
object to Kerri, who held it up in the air for everyone to see. It
was a flat piece of wood nearly two feet long with a round handle
on one end, and it was painted yellow and decorated with the crest
of Zeta Alpha Nu. “I’m sure you girls have all heard about sorority
paddles,” she said. “And you’ve probably heard stories about
pledges getting spanked with them. Well, all those stories are
true.”

“Oh my god,” Molly whispered as she stared at
the wicked object in Kerri’s hands, and the other girls all glanced
nervously at each other.

“Now, you might think I’m going to order the
losing team to drop their pants so I can spank their bare,
worthless asses in front of this big crowd,” Kerri said, staring at
each of the girls on Taylor’s team, who were all wide-eyed by now.
“But I’m not.” The girls all sighed with relief, and Molly shivered
and closed her eyes. Then Kerri pointed the paddle at Taylor and
said, “Only the captain gets punished.”

“Wh-what?” Taylor stammered.

“You picked your teammates, you picked your
uniforms, and you personally played like crap. This loss was your
fault, and now you have to pay for it.” Gretchen opened up the
folding metal chair and set it beside Kerri, who motioned for
Taylor to come over. Swallowing hard, the blonde obeyed. “Now lean
over the back of the chair and put your hands flat on the seat,”
Kerri ordered. Taylor reluctantly did as she was told, and the
second she bent over, her baggy pants slithered down her legs so
her naked ass was exposed to everyone sitting in the bleachers. The
guys all cheered while the Zeta girls laughed their heads off. They
couldn’t see Taylor’s face, but her cheeks were burning red with
shame.

“Tell you what, these things are just in the
way,” Kerri said, yanking Taylor’s pants down to her ankles, then
she tugged hard until Taylor lifted her feet and the pants came
right off. “Now spread those legs,” Kerri ordered. “No, wider. I
want those feet far apart. Okay, good.”

Taylor finally felt tears sting her eyes.
With her legs spread so wide, everybody in the stands could see
both her naked ass and her pussy! And they could probably
even see her asshole! She bit her lip, the shame overwhelming
her.

“Since your miserable team only scored 10
points, I think you deserve 10 spankings,” Kerri announced. She
positioned herself next to Taylor, brought the paddle back, then
swung it at the other girl’s ass. The wood made a loud smack as it
hit the girl’s naked flesh, and Taylor gasped in pain. Kerri kept
swinging, over and over, with Taylor crying out after every blow.
Her ass cheeks started turning red, and by the time Kerri reached
10, Taylor’s ass was so raw and sore that it felt like she had sat
on a bed of nails.

When the ordeal was finally over, Kerri
tossed Taylor her pajama pants and ordered all the girls to go
change clothes. Taylor straightened up again, but her ass was so
sore that she couldn’t even bend her legs to put her pants back on
so she just held the wadded pants in front of her pussy as she
shuffled back toward the locker room, tears streaming down her face
the whole time.

“I’m so sorry,” Molly said. “Maybe if
you—”

“Don’t talk about it,” Taylor muttered
through gritted teeth. “Don’t even say one f-fucking word. I just
want to forget about it, okay?”

Some of the other girls in the group sneaked
glances at Taylor’s red ass, secretly thankful it wasn’t them who
got paddled. Only Crystal didn’t seem bothered at all; instead, she
grinned as she watched Taylor shuffling painfully along. Winning
the game was nice, but seeing her rival’s bare ass spanked in front
of the crowd was the icing on the cake.

 


* * *

 


Early the next morning, Kerri surprised the
pledges by handing them all a blank form and telling them it was
time to process their insurance.

“But…I think I’ve already got insurance
through my parents,” Molly told her, confused, and most of the
other girls said the same thing.

“Well, you need special insurance to be a
Zeta girl. Now fill out those forms, then come to the basement.
Don’t wear anything except a robe.”

“What does that mean?” Ava asked Taylor.
“We’re getting a medical exam?”

“I just hope it’s a female doctor,” Molly
muttered, scanning the form she was supposed to fill out. “This is
weird. They want names, addresses, and all the usual junk, but they
also want our Facebook ID, and our work history, and our parents’
email addresses…I don’t get it.”

The other girls just shrugged, and a few
minutes later all the pledges stood in the basement in their
bathrobes. One corner of the room had been closed off with
partitions, and several of the Zeta sisters were hovering around in
that area. Dance music was playing in the background, but not loud
enough that the girls had to shout.

Kerri collected everyone’s paperwork and
ordered the pledges to sit in the first row of seats facing the
stage. The partitioned area was in the back corner of the room
behind the stage, so from that vantage point the girls couldn’t
even see the partition anymore. “All right, girls, there’s one last
step in the insurance process. I’ll send you back one at time, and
it’ll only take about five minutes.” Kerri scanned the row of
girls, trying to decide what order to send them in. The girl who
went last got an extra surprise, and Kerri normally saved that spot
for a tough girl whose spirit she wanted to break. But it was also
fun to have one of the weakest girls go last, because they always
overreacted so badly.

“Ava, you go first,” Kerri finally said, and
the redhead stood and walked back to the partitioned area where
Gretchen and three other Zeta sisters were waiting. One of the
girls pulled back part of the curtain, and Ava stepped inside. When
she did, her mouth dropped open.

She had expected a doctor or nurse and maybe
an examination table, or at least a scale and a blood pressure
machine, simple things like that. But instead there was only a
digital camera mounted on a tripod, which was connected by a cable
to a small flat-screen TV sitting on an end table. And instead of a
doctor, a tall, muscular black man also wearing a robe leaned
against one wall, smiling.

“Let me tell you how this works,” Gretchen
began. “Now that the fun and games portion of Hell Week is over,
you pledges will be faced with harder challenges. Some of them will
be very tough, and some of you will most likely fail. A lot of you
will get upset during these challenges, or lose your temper, but we
can’t have you complaining to the university or telling anybody
else about what happens during our initiation process. That’s why
we came up with our insurance policy.”

“I don’t…” Ava began, then she gasped as the
black man took off his robe and dropped it to the floor. He had to
be in his forties, but he had the fit, muscular body of a younger
man. He also had a huge cock dangling between his legs. “What the
fuck is going on?” Ava demanded, taking a step back.

“Calm down,” Gretchen said. “This is Deshawn.
He used to play football for Lansing, and now he works as a bouncer
at one of the bars downtown. He also helps us out during Hell Week.
But don’t worry, he’s not going to touch you and you’re not going
to touch him.”

Deshawn seemed totally at ease in the nude,
leaning against the wall and grinning while Gretchen talked.

“Then what the fuck are we doing here?” Ava
demanded.

“We’re going to take a picture of you and
Deshawn together. This picture will be so scandalous that you won’t
want anyone to see it, not ever. And that’s why we call it our
insurance policy. Now that you’ve filled out your form, we know
where your family members live, and we know every job you’ve ever
worked, and we know your Facebook login. If you report our
activities to the university or tell anyone else about our
initiation process, we will send the photo of you and Deshawn to
your parents, and your brothers and sisters, and every boss you’ve
ever worked for. We will post it on your Facebook page, and we will
also post it on our own Facebook pages and tag you in it. Then
we’ll use your Facebook profile to track down all your friends and
we’ll email a copy of the picture to every one of them. Are you
starting to understand how this works now?”

Ava’s throat had gone dry, and she swallowed
hard before she answered. “B-but you said we wouldn’t be touching
each other. What kind of picture are you going to take?”

“You will be down on your knees with your
mouth open, and Deshawn will be standing with his cock near your
face. The picture will look like you’re about to give him a
blowjob.”

“Holy shit,” Ava muttered, stealing another
glance at Deshawn’s huge cock. If her family or friends ever did
see a picture like that, their heads would explode.

“If you’re ready, take off your robe and come
over here,” Gretchen said, motioning to Ava, but the redhead didn’t
move. She prided herself on being tough and brave, but the thought
of dropping to her knees in front of Deshawn scared the crap out of
her.

“Is there a problem?” Gretchen asked.
“Because if we can’t process your insurance, you automatically fail
the initiation.” When Ava still didn’t move, Gretchen added, “Look,
as long as you don’t talk about what happens during Hell Week, no
one will ever see this picture. I swear. But you know what? Even if
someone did happen to see it, since you and Deshawn won’t be
touching, you can always lie and say it was photoshopped.”

Ava couldn’t believe she was doing this, but
she finally nodded and took off her robe. Deshawn’s eyes lit up
when he saw her nice tits and her shaved pussy, and his cock
started to swell. Ava’s legs felt numb as she walked slowly towards
him then got down on her knees. Deshawn tugged on his cock a few
times until it was fully erect, then he moved forward until it was
only a few inches from Ava’s face.

“Hey, watch it!” the redhead snapped, jerking
away from him.

“You two need to be close so I can get you
both in the picture,” Gretchen explained as she started messing
with the camera’s controls. “Now open your mouth as wide as you
can.”

Ava reluctantly did as she was told. Deshawn
moved his cock near her mouth again, and the redhead was amazed at
how huge it was. None of her boyfriends had anything like that
between their legs, and it was so big it was actually scary, like a
thick, meaty weapon. When Deshawn put his hand on the back of her
head, Ava shut her mouth and jerked away again.

“We’re not supposed to be touching!” she
snapped.

“Calm down, girl,” Deshawn said in a deep
voice. “I’m just trying to steady myself so I don’t poke your damn
eye out or something.”

Ava took a deep breath, sighed, then shook
her head. Okay, whatever. It’s better just to get this shit over
with. She leaned forward and opened her mouth wide again, and
this time she didn’t flinch when Deshawn placed his big palm on the
top of her head. His stiff cock hovered about three inches from her
face, but Ava closed her eyes so she wouldn’t have to stare at
it.

“Okay, hold that pose,” Gretchen said, her
finger on the camera. “I’ll take the picture on three, okay?” She
glanced at Deshawn, who gave her the slightest nod. “Here we go.
One…two…three!”

When Gretchen counted three, Deshawn rammed
his cock forward and stuffed several inches of it into Ava’s mouth.
The surprised girl coughed and sputtered as Gretchen clicked off a
series of shots with the camera, and it took a good five seconds
for the redhead to push away from Deshawn and spit his huge cock
out of her mouth.

“What the fuck!” the girl yelled, roughly
wiping her lips with the back of her hand, then she slapped
Deshawn’s leg hard. “What the hell is wrong with you? Why did you
do that?”

“Calm down,” Gretchen ordered as she fiddled
with the camera’s controls. Ava scrambled to her feet, grabbed her
robe, and was about to storm out when Gretchen stopped her. “Look
at this,” she said, motioning to the TV screen as she scrolled
through the series of pictures. In the first shot, the redhead’s
eyes were open wide and Deshawn’s cock was stuffed so far into her
mouth that her cheek was bulging. In the next few shots Ava was
obviously gagging, her arms out to her sides and her pale, freckled
tits on full display as Deshawn’s cock invaded her mouth. There
were five pictures in all, and Ava knew that her life would be over
if her friends or family ever saw a single one of them.

“You lied to me,” she told Gretchen, her
voice trembling as she pulled her robe on again.

“I didn’t lie about the fact that we’ll send
these to every person you know if you ever talk about what happens
during Hell Week,” Gretchen said. “You need to remember that.”

Ava’s legs were shaking as she walked back
through the curtain, where one of the other Zeta sisters pointed
her to a door that led to the rear stairwell. If she went back
upstairs from here, the other pledges wouldn’t even see her go—not
that she could warn them. If the Zeta girls ever decided to release
those pictures, she would just fucking die.

Meanwhile, the rest of the pledges waited
patiently in the row of seats.

“Did you hear something a minute ago?” Molly
asked Taylor. “It sounded like somebody yelling. Do you think Ava’s
okay?”

Taylor just shrugged. With the music in the
background, it was hard to hear anything that was going on more
than a few feet away.

Gretchen texted Kerri and told her she was
ready for the next girl, and Kerri decided to send Kathy. She still
wasn’t sure who would get the honor of going last, but she had
narrowed it down to two or three girls.

The experience was nearly identical for every
pledge; they all freaked out when they first saw Deshawn and heard
what they were supposed to do, and all of them hesitated and had to
be coaxed or threatened by Gretchen. They also all threw a fit when
Deshawn suddenly thrust his cock into their mouths, although some
took it worse than others. Taylor, Crystal, and Heather got angry
while Trisha and Kathy were so shocked they could barely speak
after the ordeal was over. Anna May and Yuki both started crying
hysterically and had to be escorted upstairs by one of the other
Zeta sisters. And Meg, the cute brunette, was so terrified when she
first saw Deshawn that she just shook her head and stormed back
upstairs, packed her bag, and left the house.

The last girl to go was Molly. Kerri had
thought about letting Taylor or Crystal go last, but she relished
the thought of seeing such a timid girl go through the extra
humiliation. It would also give her extra leverage over Taylor
since the two were such close friends.

Because Molly was the last girl, Kerri walked
with her to the partitioned area so she could watch the excitement
in person. Deshawn was ready for the big finale; his balls were
already tingling after seeing so many hot young girls naked and
feeling their warm, wet mouths on his cock, so all he had to do was
jerk his big dick a few times while he waited for Molly to appear.
The brunette was shocked to see Deshawn, and even more hesitant
than the other girls when she learned what she had to do. She was
one of the few pledges who was still a virgin, and she had never
gone farther than a handjob with her high school boyfriends. One or
two had tried to push her head down into their laps, but she had
always refused. The thought of putting a cock in her mouth was
revolting, and the idea of putting a stranger’s cock in her
mouth—especially a stranger as big and scary as Deshawn—terrified
her, but she finally got down on her knees after Gretchen and Kerri
promised her over and over again that Deshawn would only put his
cock near her mouth, not in it.

Molly was still nervous as hell at being
stark naked and down on her knees in front of the man. She tried to
cover herself with her arms while Gretchen got the camera ready,
but Kerri snapped at her and told her to stop it. Meanwhile,
Deshawn pulled slowly on his dick as he stared down at Molly with a
big smile on his face. Molly kept her eyes closed while she waited
because she didn’t even want to catch a glimpse of that huge, stiff
cock so close to her face.

“Okay, we’re ready,” Gretchen said. She had
secretly set the camera to take video instead of pictures, and had
it zoomed in on Molly’s head and Deshawn’s crotch. Molly opened her
mouth wide when Kerri ordered her to, and Deshawn moved a little
closer to the girl and put a hand on the back of her head. Molly
flinched, but she kept her mouth open and her eyes shut.

“Here we go,” Kerri announced.
“One…two…three!”

Molly gasped and sputtered when Deshawn
shoved his cock into her mouth, and she tried to pull away just
like the other girls had. But this time Deshawn kept a firm grip on
the girl’s head, jamming his cock in and out of her hot mouth as
she struggled to get away. It only took a few strokes before his
big balls started tingling like crazy, then Deshawn groaned as he
shot a thick wad of cum into Molly’s mouth. The girl struggled,
arms flailing, as her mouth filled with the nasty goo, but the girl
fought like mad until she finally managed to pull her lips away
from Deshawn’s cock. One final blast of cum hit Molly square in the
face as she fell backwards on her ass, coughing and gagging. She
rolled over and spat as much of the cum as she could onto the
carpet, then wiped her face roughly as she stared up at Gretchen
and Kerri.

“Y-y-you…how could you…” she stammered, tears
streaming down her face and mixing with the cum. The girl was so
stunned and upset she could barely speak, and no matter how many
times she spat, she couldn’t get the nasty, bleachy taste out of
her mouth.

“That was exciting,” Kerri said. “Let’s take
a look, shall we?”

Gretchen fiddled with the camera, then the TV
came to life. The video began with Kerri giving the countdown, and
Molly stared in horror as she watched Deshawn fucking her face with
his huge cock. When the video ended, she whispered, “I-I-I think…I
think I’m gonna throw up.”

“You better not,” Kerri warned. “You already
messed up my carpet.”

Molly wiped more tears away then put her face
in her hands. “How could you do that to me? And wh-why?”

“Just remember what I told you. If you talk
about any of this, the video goes out to all your friends and
relatives. You don’t want that, do you? Good. Then keep your
fucking mouth shut and go clean yourself up.”

 


* * *

 


Taylor and Ava were outraged when they heard
about what happened, but Molly begged them not to tell the other
pledges or say anything to Kerri and Gretchen.

“They’re totally in control now,” Molly
muttered. “They can make us do whatever they want.”

“I know,” Taylor replied, rubbing her
friend’s shoulder. “And that’s what I’m afraid of.”

 


 


 





Chapter 3.

 


 


The next round of challenges began right
away. First the girls had to clean the entire sorority house in the
nude. The Zeta sisters watched and laughed the whole time, pointing
out spots the pledges had missed and occasionally slapping one of
the girls on her bare ass or squeezing a girl’s tits from behind
while she was busy scrubbing. The pledges tried their best to focus
on their work, cleaning as fast as they could to get the ordeal
over with. Nobody talked about what happened in the basement with
Deshawn, although all the pledges were still in shock over it.

When the cleaning was done, the naked pledges
were called to the living room. Paper towels had been laid on the
carpet, and each pledge was told to sit down on one of them. Then
Gretchen turned on the TV and played a porno DVD of two blonde
women having sex. The pledges were ordered to watch the entire
film, then Kerri and Gretchen checked all the paper towels to see
if any of them were wet. They were mostly dry, except for one:
Trisha’s paper towel had a big wet spot right in the middle of
it.

“So you’re really a dyke?” Kerri asked he
girl.

“No! I don’t…I mean, I didn’t even…it just
happened, that’s all!”

“Give her a break,” Taylor muttered. “Some
girls get wet for no reason at all. It doesn’t mean she’s gay.”

“Sure, and maybe this isn’t even pussy
juice,” Kerri said, walking over to where Taylor sat with Trisha’s
paper towel still in her hand. “Maybe it’s something else. What do
you think?” She mashed the damp paper towel onto Taylor face,
rubbing it around. Taylor shut her eyes and tried to turn her face
away, but Kerri kept the paper towel pressed up against her nose
and mouth until Taylor coughed and fell sideways. The blonde wiped
her face as she straightened up again, but she didn’t look Kerri in
the eye or say anything.

After lunch, the girls were forced to spend
more time studying the history of the sorority. Then they were
ordered to clean up and put on nice clothes, because the guys from
Sigma were coming over that night. None of the pledges felt like
socializing, but they did as they were told and put on party
dresses or cute skirts and tops. When the Sigma guys showed up at
nightfall, they grinned and stared wickedly at all the hot girls.
The pledges had been given orders to do anything the Sigma guys
asked, so they spent the first few minutes running around getting
drinks for everyone while the guys and the Zeta sisters lounged
around on the sofas and chairs in the basement. One of the guys
even told Taylor to make him a sandwich, and another ordered Trisha
to go to the corner store and buy him a pack of cigarettes. When
Trisha complained to Kerri about it, the sorority president went up
on the stage and called everyone’s attention.

“I told you pledges that Sigma Pi Tau is our
brother fraternity. If a Sigma brother gives you an order, it’s
just like a Zeta sister giving you an order. That means you do
it, understand?”

The pledges nodded reluctantly and went back
to fetching food, drinks, and whatever else the Sigma guys asked
for. Once the fraternity guys had a few beers in them, they started
horsing around and pinching the pledge’s asses or trying to look
down their tops, knowing that the girls couldn’t say a damn thing
about it. One guy even ordered Crystal to massage his shoulders,
and another forced Yuki to sit on his lap.

Anna May left the room at one point to go to
the bathroom, and when she came back out, a tall Sigma guy named
Nathan was waiting for her.

“Hey, how’s it going?” Nathan asked, slurring
his words. He swallowed the last of his beer then tossed the
plastic cup over his shoulder. “You’re really cute, you know that?
I dig that whole sexy librarian thing you’ve got going on.”

Anna May stared down at the ground. She wore
a simple high-necked black dress that fell to her knees, and her
blonde hair was in its usual braid. She was dressed far more
modestly than the other pledges, and was the only one wearing
glasses. She hadn’t expected any of the Sigma guys to even give her
a second look. But Nathan was an old pro when it came to taking
advantage of pledges. He always went after the quiet ones, the ones
too shy or too scared to put up a fight, and Anna May looked like
she fit that bill perfectly.

“I better get back,” the girl mumbled, trying
to slide past Nathan, but he put a hand on her shoulder to stop
her.

“Hey, hold on,” he said, opening the bathroom
door and pushing Anna May back inside. He shut the door again then
put his hands on the girl’s shoulders. “How about giving me a
little something before we go back out there?”

“Wh-what do you mean?”

“What are you, stupid? I’m talking about a
blowjob.” Nathan pushed down until Anna May went to her knees. She
looked straight ahead, trembling, as Nathan unzipped his jeans and
fished out his cock.

The girl was nearly in shock. The other
pledges figured she was probably a virgin, but what they didn’t
know was that before that day, she had never done more than kiss a
boy. Deshawn’s cock was the first one she had ever seen, and she
was one of the girls who cried hysterically after he shoved it
unexpectedly in her mouth. Now another guy’s cock was dangling
inches from her face, and even though it was smaller than
Deshawn’s, it didn’t look any less dangerous.

“I c-c-can’t,” the girl stammered.

“You have to. Remember what Kerri said? You
have to do anything a Sigma guy tells you to. Now come on, I’m
horny.”

Nathan jammed his cock head against Anna
May’s closed mouth, then shoved it past her lips without waiting
for the girl to open wider. Anna May was so terrified she couldn’t
move; she knelt with her hands in her lap, eyes squeezed closed,
her body trembling as Nathan jammed half his cock into her mouth
then pulled back and began fucking her face with slow strokes. His
cock was spongy and had a sour taste, and every time he rammed it
forward, his balls slapped her on the chin. Music from the party
outside drifted into the room, along with voices laughing and
shouting. Anna May tried to focus on the music, the feel of the
carpet beneath her, anything but the terrible thing that was
happening to her. Meanwhile Nathan kept fucking her mouth, faster
and faster, then he started making little grunting noises.

“Oh yeah, that’s good,” he said. “That’s
great, oh yeah. Here it comes, baby, I’m coming!”

Nathan grabbed the braid on the back of Anna
May’s head and used it to pull her face harder against his crotch,
then he groaned as his cock started spurting into the girl’s mouth.
Anna May gasped and coughed, the thick, greasy cum filling her
cheeks and squirting onto her tongue, but with Nathan holding her
head she couldn’t turn away and spit it out. She swallowed some as
a reflex, gagging at the taste, as Nathan pumped his hips over and
over. When the boy was finally done, he pulled his softening cock
out of the girl’s mouth and let out a happy sigh.

“You need to work on it, but that wasn’t half
bad,” Nathan said, stuffing his cock back into his pants. Then he
left without another word, leaving Anna May kneeling on the floor
with cum on her chin and a dazed look in her eyes.

 


* * *

 


By midnight, everyone was completely drunk or
well on the way to it. The Sigma guys were still groping the
pledges every chance they got, so the girls were trying to stay in
groups for protection. But Kathy, who was getting plenty of
attention because of her big tits and her resemblance to Kate
Upton, had mingled with some of the guys and did a shot or drank a
beer every time somebody put one in her hand. She finally had one
drink too many, though, and stumbled over to one of the couches
where she collapsed in a heap and immediately started snoring.

Kerri pointed at the girl and shouted, “Looks
like we’ve got our first one! Steve, Billy, come over here and help
me.”

“What’s happening?” Molly asked as a big
group of the partygoers moved to the couch where Kathy lay fast
asleep.

“We’ve got a rule at Zeta parties,” Kerri
explained. “Our girls have to learn to hold their liquor, so the
first one to pass out has to pay a price.”

“What’s it gonna be tonight?” asked Steve,
one of the two frat boys.

“Let’s give her the spa treatment. You two
know what to do.”

Chuckling, the two boys put down their beers
and stood over Kathy, who was lying on her back with her arms flung
to the sides and one leg hanging off the sofa. She wore a black
skirt and a blue top that showed plenty of cleavage, and that top
had ridden up a few inches to show her flat stomach and her belly
button. The pledges all gasped when Steve and Billy unzipped their
pants and pulled out their cocks.

“Oh my god!” Molly squealed, holding onto
Taylor’s shoulder because she was too tipsy to stand on her own.
“What are they doing?”

Steve and Billy started jerking their cocks,
staring down at Kathy’s pretty face and big tits the whole time.
The Sigma guys and Zeta girls cheered them on as the two pumped
their fists furiously, and in just a few minutes both Steve and
Billy grunted as they shot cum onto Kathy’s face and chest. It
spurted across her cheeks, into her hair, over her lips, and made
white streaks on her blue top. Kathy never moved the whole time, so
passed out that an earthquake couldn’t wake her. When Steve and
Billy were done, they high-fived each other then zipped back up and
started drinking again.

 


* * *

 


By three in the morning, everyone was so
wasted they could barely move. Most of the pledges sat in small
groups talking, but Anna May sat in a corner by herself, staring at
nothing. Kerri announced that the party was over, and somebody
turned off the music and turned on all the lights as the drunk guys
and girls struggled to their feet. Kathy finally woke up, frowning
as she touched her fingers to her face and grimaced. “Oh my god…is
that cum?” She sat up, still unsteady, and touched her face and
hair with both hands. “What the fuck happened to me?”

Taylor, Molly, and Ava went over and helped
Kathy to her feet.

“You need a shower,” Ava mumbled. “But you
probably don’t want to know why.”

 


* * *

 


The next morning, while all the girls were
nursing hangovers, Kerri made an announcement.

“Most of our Hell Week activities are
carefully planned out—all except for one. As you girls probably
know, June’s Pancake House is one of the oldest and most famous
diners here in Lansing. They opened in 1953, and it’s a longtime
tradition for the Zeta Alpha Nu sisters to take their pledges to
June’s for pancakes sometime during their initiation. The only
thing is, you won’t know when we’re going until it’s time to leave.
When I blow this whistle three times, you drop whatever you’re
doing and head outside where we’ll load up in cars and head to
June’s. I don’t care if you’re in your pajamas. I don’t care if
your hair is a mess and you don’t have any makeup on. I don’t care
if you just finished doing 100 jumping jacks and you’re sweaty and
smell like a pig. When I blow the whistle we leave, understand?
Then we’ll all have a nice meal together and let the rest of the
people in town get a good look at you.”

“I’ll bet she blows that whistle in the
middle of the night, when we’re all asleep,” Molly said as the
girls started getting dressed in their Zeta T-shirts and
shorts.

“Or when somebody’s sitting on the john and
taking a dump,” Ava added.

Once the girls were dressed, they were given
their first challenge of the day; they had to run laps around the
back yard, and any pledge who couldn’t run 20 laps without stopping
to rest would get paddled. All the girls had headaches and upset
stomachs from the night of drinking, so even running five laps felt
like torture. But most of them managed to do it without stopping,
even though several girls did it at a fast walking pace. The only
two who didn’t make it were Kathy, who sat down on the grass after
only eight laps, and Yuki, who had to stop halfway through her laps
to throw up. Both of them had to pull their shorts and panties down
to their ankles then bend over metal chairs in the middle of the
yard, like Taylor had to do after the volleyball game. Kerri
whacked each girl’s bare ass five times with the paddle, and the
girls wailed as the spectators on the sidewalk watched and
laughed.

After studying the history of the sorority
for two more hours, Kerri gave the girls their next challenge. She
took them downstairs to the garage, which was empty because the
cars had been pulled out onto the driveway. The cement floor was
even dirtier than a normal garage floor would be; along with the
usual dust and dirt there was motor oil and dirty water and what
looked like melted ice cream, along with puddles of spilled beer
and wine.

“Here’s your challenge,” Kerri told the
pledges. “You need to get this floor as clean as you can, but
here’s the catch. First, I’m not going to give you any cleaning
products. No towels, no rags, no soapy water, nothing. Second, you
can’t use your hands. Now get started, and I’ll come back in an
hour to see how you did. If the floor is still dirty, everybody
gets a paddling.”

Once Kerri left, the girls turned and stared
at each other. “How the hell are we supposed to clean this up
without rags or water?” Heather asked.

“It’s another trick,” Trisha moaned. “I’ll
bet we’re supposed to take off our shirts and shorts and use
them to wipe everything up.”

“But we can’t use our hands, you idiot,”
Crystal snapped. “Even if we used our clothes for rags, we couldn’t
hold them.”

Taylor glanced around the room, looking for
anything else they could use to clean with, but the walls and
shelves were mostly bare. “The trick has to be using our
clothes,” she said. “But I don’t…” She rubbed her chin, thinking,
then let out a deep sigh. “The only thing I can think of is that
we’re supposed to…I don’t know, use out bodies to clean with.”

Molly frowned. “You mean, like, roll around
on the floor?”

“There’s no other way. We have to use
our clothes, but since we can’t hold them in our hands, we have to
soak this crap up while we’re still wearing them.”

No one else could come up with a better plan,
so the girls lay down on the hard cement floor and tried to do what
Taylor suggested. Molly rolled around in one of the dirty puddles,
grimacing at the nasty feel of it, but when she looked down she saw
that her shirt had soaked up most of the water. Trisha sat in a
different puddle and scooted her big ass back and forth until she
had soaked the liquid up into her shorts, and Kathy laid face-down
and used her huge tits to mop up some of the spilled oil. Even
Crystal half-heartedly rolled around in the wine and beer, scowling
the entire time.

When Kerri came back later to check on the
pledges, nearly everyone was covered head to toe in mud, oil, or
spilled food or drinks. The ones with long hair had even tried
using it to mop up the spills, and some of the girls were so filthy
they were nearly unrecognizable. Their damp, dirty clothes clung to
their bodies, highlighting every curve. But the floor was mostly
clean, with only a few tiny smears and smudges left.

Kerri nodded, pleased. “Good job, pledges.
Looks like you figured it out pretty quick. Now go shower off,
because you all stink.”

The bathroom the pledges were using had two
shower stalls in it, so the girls had to clean up in pairs. Crystal
insisted on going first, and Heather muscled her way into the
second stall. The other girls hung around in the hallway outside
the bathroom, so filthy they couldn’t even sit down. The ones who
had rolled around in food stripped out of their reeking clothes and
stood hugging their dirty, naked bodies while they waited, but
Molly, Taylor, and Ava kept their clothes on and decided to hang
back until the other girls were clean instead of fighting for the
shower stalls. Once they were the only three left, Ava told the
other two to go first.

“Come into the stall with me,” Taylor
suggested. “I promise not to feel you up or anything.”

Ava laughed. “Nah, go ahead. I won’t die if I
have to wait a few more minutes.” She had already cleaned her face,
arms, and legs with paper towels, so only her clothes were
dirty.

Molly and Taylor stripped off their filthy
clothes and got into the showers, slathering themselves with soap
as they tried to scrub away all the nastiness they had just rolled
around in. They had both shampooed their hair and were about to get
out when Taylor cocked her head. “Did you hear something?” she
asked Molly.

Both girls turned off the water and stuck
their heads out of the shower stalls. Molly frowned and said, “I
don’t think so. What did it sound like?”

Taylor stood listening for a moment. “Maybe I
imagined it. I thought I heard a—”

But before she could finish, the bathroom
door opened and Kerri marched in with her whistle in her mouth. She
blew three sharp blasts on it then grinned at the two naked
girls.

“Time for pancakes at June’s!” she announced.
“Come on, we’re leaving!”

Taylor and Molly’s jaws dropped. “B-b-but…”
Molly stammered.

“Get moving, right now!”

“Y-you said we were going for breakfast!”
Molly said. “It’s not even dinner time yet!”

“I said we were going for pancakes. I never
said we would eat them in the morning. I also told you that we
might leave at any time.”

“Kerri, this is crazy,” Taylor said as she
crept out of the shower. Since she hadn’t even toweled off yet, her
hair and skin were still soaking wet. “You can’t take us to a
restaurant totally naked! Somebody will call the cops!”

“You took an oath to obey my orders during
the initiation period. Do you want me to send those pictures of you
and Deshawn to your friends and family?” Kerri then turned to
Molly. “And do you want everyone to see your video?”

“No, of course not!” Molly squealed. “But
Taylor is right, we’ll all get in trouble!”

“Down to the cars, now!” Kerri snapped, and
Taylor and Molly finally wrapped their arms around their tits and
obeyed. When they got to the driveway, the other pledges and a few
of the Zeta sisters were already waiting. Ava still wore her filthy
clothes, but the other girls were dressed in clean Zeta Alpha Nu
T-shirts and shorts. The girls crammed into three SUVs, each driven
by a Zeta sister. Taylor and Molly felt ridiculous as they sat
naked in the back of one of them with Ava between them.

“This is fucking crazy,” Taylor said.
“Somebody’s gonna call the cops for sure.”

Molly was trembling so bad she could barely
speak. “W-we’re gonna be in a restaurant full of people!
Everybody’s gonna see us!”

“Maybe she’s bluffing,” Ava said. “Maybe
they’ll just drive us around for a while then go back to the
house.”

But minutes later the cars pulled up in front
of an old-fashioned diner in the middle of town with June’s
Pancake House spelled out in pink neon letters above the glass
front doors. The sun had just begun to set but there was plenty of
daylight left, and Taylor and Molly clutched themselves and pressed
their naked bodies to the side of the SUV after they got out. Lots
of cars were out on the streets, and a few dozen people were on the
sidewalks nearby. Kerri ordered the other girls to form a cluster
with Taylor and Molly in the center of it, then the group of girls
all moved as one into the diner. June’s was a big, open place with
over fifty tables and booths, and even though it wasn’t quite
dinner time, nearly half of those tables were filled with couples
and families eating.

An older woman behind the cash register at
the door nodded when she saw Kerri. “Got a new batch of girls to
break in?” she asked.

“That’s right, June. We’ll take our two usual
tables if they’re open.”

The woman led the group to the back of the
diner, where two large U-shaped booths sat side by side. With
Taylor and Molly wedged between all the other girls, none of the
diners noticed that both were buck naked. Kerri motioned for the
two nude girls to sit in the middle of one of the booths, and Ava
stood to shield them as they slid in. The tabletop was so high that
when the two girls slumped forward, they could hide their naked
tits.

“I feel like a fucking idiot,” Taylor
muttered. Her naked thighs and ass were sticking to the booth’s
plastic seat, and her skin was covered with goosebumps from the air
conditioning vent overhead. Her nipples were as hard as rocks, too,
and she kept shooting glances all over the room to make sure no one
was staring in her direction. Most of the people eating had looked
up at the girls when they entered, but now they had gone back to
their food and their conversations.

When the waiter came to take their orders,
Taylor and Molly covered their tits with menus and the young
college guy had no idea what was going on. He did make a funny face
when he saw Ava’s filthy clothes, but then he shook his head and
left again. Kerri and the other Zeta sisters chatted and laughed
while they waited for the food, but the pledges sat in silence.
Molly and Taylor did everything they could to keep themselves
covered and avoid being noticed, barely nibbling at their pancakes
and staying hunched forward with their arms crossed on the tabletop
most of the time.

“We might actually get out of this without
anybody noticing us,” Molly whispered once the meal was almost
over.

“If we do, I’ll be amazed,” Taylor answered.
“But you’re right, with this many other girls around us, we might
just pull it off.”

Once the dishes had been cleared, Kerri stood
up and motioned for the other girls to get out of the booth. But
when Molly and Taylor started to slide out, she put up a hand to
stop them. “Wait here,” she said. “There’s one last thing I need to
take care of. The rest of you, follow me.”

Molly started trembling as the girls walked
away. With the others gone, she and Taylor would be a lot more
noticeable. She watched as Kerri walked to the register and turned
her back on the two naked girls, chatting and laughing with June
for a few minutes before she came back to the booth. “I told June
you two would handle the bill, so I hope you’ve got some cash
shoved up your twats,” she said with a giggle. “See you outside
after you’ve paid!”

Kerri turned and left the restaurant, leaving
Molly and Taylor gasping in shock.

“What are we supposed to do?” Molly
squealed.

“I don’t know, but we need to do it fast,”
Taylor answered, looking around. “There’s a back door over there,
near the bathrooms. If we run, maybe we can get out before too many
people notice us.”

“But the car is out front!”

“And if we go that way, every fucking person
in the restaurant will see us and we’ll have to pass right by the
cash register.” Taylor inched around to the edge of the booth,
still hunching forward to hide as much of her body as possible.
“Come on, we have to be quick. If we sit here much longer,
somebody’s gonna come to check on us.”

“I can’t believe this!” Molly hissed under
her breath, but she scooted beside Taylor anyway.

The blonde waited until none of the waiters
were walking near their booth and the diners nearby were looking
down at their plates, then she said, “Okay, now!”

The two naked girls scrambled out of the
booth and dashed to the back door a few feet away, but when Taylor
pushed hard on the metal bar, the door didn’t budge. She shoved it
again, but the door was locked.

“Fuck!” she hissed, and when she spun around
she saw that the diners at the nearby tables were now staring at
her and Molly with open mouths. “We’re screwed. Come on!” Taylor
dashed toward the front door with Molly at her heels, both girls
wrapping one arm over their tits and thrusting the other hand
between their legs. Their faces blushed bright red as they darted
past waiters and busboys, trying to ignore the laughs and catcalls
from some of the diners. The last person they passed was June, who
just shook her head in disbelief as the two naked girls burst
through the front door and onto the sidewalk. People walking past
stopped to laugh and point, and by the time Taylor and Molly made
it to the group of SUVs where the other Zeta girls sat, they were
both trembling with shame.

“Get the hell out of here!” Taylor snapped as
she and Molly tumbled into the back seat of the SUV Kerri was
driving. “They’ll be coming after us any minute to get their
money!”

Kerri grinned as she started the engine. “Oh,
don’t worry about that. I paid before we left.”

Molly gasped. “Then why—” she began, but then
Taylor nudged her hard in the ribs and the girl went silent.

“Keep your mouth shut,” Taylor mumbled,
leaning over until her lips touched Molly’s ear. “She wants
you to get upset. That’s how she gets her thrills.”

Heather and Crystal were also crammed into
the back seat of the SUV along with the two naked girls, and as
Kerri pulled away from the curb Crystal gave a low chuckle.

“Go ahead and laugh,” Taylor told her. “I’m
sure your turn is coming.”

“Don’t bet on it. Some of us are too smart to
get tricked into stupid stunts like that. I haven’t been naked in
public yet, and I’m planning on keeping it that way.”

In the front seat, Kerri grinned her evil
grin and remained silent.

 


 


 


 





Chapter 4.

 


 


The next day, the girls spent more time
studying the history of the sorority before Gretchen rounded them
up and told them it was time to do yardwork. Each girl was given a
pair of scissors and ordered to cut the grass in front of the
sorority house while wearing nothing but underwear. It was a warm
day and the girls crawled around on their hands and knees for
hours, snipping each blade of grass individually, until their bras
and panties were soaked with sweat. People stopped on the sidewalk
to cheer the girls on, and the crowd let out a collective gasp when
Yuki, the Asian girl, collapsed on her face. Taylor and Ava rushed
over to help her, rolling the girl over and cradling her head. They
gave her water and laid a wet cloth on her forehead, but nothing
made Yuki feel better. She was so exhausted—both mentally and
physically—that she couldn’t go on. Later that day, the Asian girl
packed her bags and left the sorority house for good.

“Only eight of you left,” Kerri remarked as
the girls got dressed for dinner that night. “But I wonder who else
is gonna chicken out before Hell Week is over.”

She glanced at Anna May as she made the
comment, but the small blonde girl just shuddered and turned away
as she straightened her dress. The pledges didn’t know where they
were going that night, but Kerri had ordered them all to wear their
sexiest clothes. That meant thin, clingy dresses, tiny tops, and
skirts so high they barely covered the girls’ asses. Anna May
didn’t even own any sexy clothes, so Kerri had insisted she borrow
a silky tank top and a black cotton miniskirt from Molly.

Once everyone was dressed, the pledges were
herded into the kitchen where Gretchen was pouring shots of
peach-flavored vodka. The girls had been encouraged to drink a lot
during Hell Week, but that night each pledge was ordered to drink
two shots before they left for dinner. Molly, Trisha, and Anna May
had to force theirs down, but the rest of the girls drank the shots
with only a small grimace or a slight shudder afterward.

“Is everyone feeling mellow now?” Kerri
asked. “Good, because I want you all loose and relaxed before we
head over to the Hungry Bulldog.”

The girls groaned. The Hungry Bulldog was the
pub down the street, and it was the main hangout of half the
fraternities on campus. The Bulldog had the cheapest drinks in
town, which meant most of the frat guys were totally wasted by the
time they left each night. It also meant they drunkenly groped and
harassed any girls who wandered into the bar by mistake. Every girl
at Lansing knew the Bulldog’s reputation, and they avoided it like
the plague.

“We’ve already tested your bravery and
resourcefulness,” Kerri continued, “but tonight we’ll be testing
something different: your loyalty. This nice house of ours requires
a lot of upkeep, which means we need plenty of donations from
Lansing alumni and other sources. But that’s not enough to cover
all the bills, so every once in a while we do fundraising—and
that’s what you girls will be doing tonight. We have a set of
different activities designed to raise money for the sorority, and
each of you will participate in at least one of them.”

“What do we have to do?” Molly asked
timidly.

“You’ll find out after we get to the pub,”
Kerri explained. “And I expect all you girls to do your best and
earn as much money as possible. As an added incentive, I can tell
you this; the girl who earns the most tonight will automatically be
accepted into Zeta Alpha Nu no matter what happens during the rest
of Hell Week. But the girl who brings back the least amount
of money will earn herself a paddling. Now come on, let’s go.”

The girls looked at each other and
shuddered.

 


* * *

 


The Hungry Bulldog was a big, sprawling place
with scarred tables, a filthy floor, and tons of random junk like
football jerseys, old street signs, and posters from cheesy movies
hung on the walls. When the Zeta sisters and the pledges got there,
the place was already filled with frat guys laughing, shouting, and
drinking pitchers. The music was cranked up loud, and the air
smelled like sweat, French fries, and spilled beer.

Plenty of heads turned when the girls from
Zeta house walked in. Everybody knew it was Hell Week, and a group
of girls this hot would never come to the Bulldog unless they were
here for some kind of stunt. The guys stared at the girls in their
sexy clothes, drooling over Kathy’s big tits and Taylor’s great
legs and Crystal’s entire body. Even the shy girls like Trisha and
Anna May were getting plenty of attention because of the way they
were dressed, and before long most of the guys felt their cocks
getting stiff inside their jeans.

Kerri led the pledges to a corner booth and
motioned for all the fraternity brothers nearby to join them. “Okay
guys, we’re gonna have fun tonight,” she said. “Our sorority is
having a fundraiser, and these pledges are here to earn some money.
We’ll be playing hot games and doing other sexy stuff, but let’s
chill out and have a few drinks first to get everybody in the
mood!”

One of the waiters brought over a tray filled
with shots for the girls, and the guys ordered more pitchers of
beer. Soon most of the Zeta pledges, who were tipsy when they got
to the Bulldog, were drunk off their asses. Their corner of the
restaurant got so loud and rowdy that every guy in the place
crowded around to see what was going on.

Kerri and Gretchen supervised the fundraising
activities while the other Zeta sisters sat back and watched. The
first few were tame; for five dollars, one of the pledges would
flash her tits or lift her skirt for a few seconds. But soon the
horny frat boys wanted more, so Kerri announced that two of the
pledges would kiss for ten dollars. Heather and Kathy went first,
both girls grimacing as they brushed their lips together, but the
guys demanded a better show and handed over an extra ten dollars
for the girls to use their tongues. Kerri forced the girls to
comply, and when someone offered an extra twenty dollars for it,
she even instructed Heather to squeeze one of Kathy’s big tits
while the pair kissed. The guys all cheered, but after a few
seconds the girls pulled away from each other and rubbed their
mouths with their hands, gagging.

The kissing was so popular that others girls
soon got paired up, too. Molly and Trisha had to make out for a few
seconds, then Ava and Anna May. But since most of the guys thought
Crystal and Taylor were the two hottest girls, they waved their
money in the air until Kerri grabbed both girls by the shoulder and
shoved them towards each other, ordering the pair to give the guys
something sexy. Both pledges stared daggers at each other for a
moment, then they reluctantly bent forward and started kissing.
Both were so repulsed that the tongue kissing and tit groping
almost looked violent, but the guys loved it and the crowd let out
a loud boo when the girls pulled away from each other after just a
few seconds.

Then one of the guys held up two twenties and
said he’d pay that much if he could make out with one of the
girls, and when Kerri asked which one he was interested in, he
pointed at Taylor. Kerri plucked the money out of the guy’s hand
and told Taylor to comply, and the girl shuddered as the drunk frat
boy wrapped his arms around her and planted his mouth on hers. His
tongue shot straight into her mouth, and Taylor could taste beer
and cheeseburgers as the guy gave her the deepest, sloppiest kiss
ever while his hands roamed all over her ass. She finally pushed
him away, but plenty of other frat guys were waiting to take his
place. Taylor had to make out with eight of them before the group
finally got bored and wanted to see what else Kerri had
planned.

Before she explained the next activity, the
sorority president held up a piece of ribbon as long as her finger.
It was blue and gold, the colors of Zeta Alpha Nu, and was
embroidered with the sorority’s Greek letters. “We use ribbon like
this to make our hair bows and other Zeta accessories,” she
announced, “but tonight we’re going to play a little game with it.”
She motioned for Anna May to come forward, then Kerri moved up
close and lifted the pledge’s short skirt up a few inches.

“W-what are you doing?” Anna May gasped.

“Just be still,” Kerri ordered, her hands
moving beneath the skirt for a second, then she took Anna May by
the shoulders and pushed her toward the crowd of guys. “Okay boys,
I’ve hidden that piece of ribbon in this sweet young thing’s
panties. For only twenty dollars, you can try to find it. You’ll
only have 10 seconds, but if you do find it you win the game
and all your drinks are on me for the rest of the night. The only
rule is, you can’t take off any of her clothes. Got it? Now who
wants to go first?”

Even though Anna May wasn’t the hottest girl
in the group, a bunch of hands still flew into the air. Trembling,
the pledge bit her lip as the first guy handed Kerri his cash. The
frat boy stood in front of Anna May grinning as he waited for
Gretchen to signal him to start, and when the girl said Go!,
he flipped Anna May’s skirt up and plunged both hands inside her
panties. Anna May squealed in horror as the frat boy’s hands slid
over her skin, squeezing her ass and gliding over her pubic hair,
but when Gretchen called out that his 10 seconds were up, the boy
shrugged and raised his empty palms in the air.

Another guy paid for the challenge, then
another. The rest of the pledges watched in shock as Anna May stood
there being groped and mauled, tears streaming openly down her face
now. Taylor turned to look at Kerri, who watched the scene with a
grin on her face, then her eyes traveled down to the sorority
president’s hands. Kerri had her arms crossed over her chest, fists
clenched, but Taylor could see the end of the ribbon poking out
from between her fingers. She nudged Molly and leaned over to
whisper in her ear. “Look at that. She’s still got the fucking
ribbon in her hand! Nobody’s ever gonna find it!”

But the frat boys didn’t care much about
winning free drinks for the night. Paying twenty dollars to stick
their hands in a girl’s panties, squeeze her ass, and finger her
pussy seemed like a great deal to most of them. But after about a
dozen guys had groped Anna May, the girl was such a mess that Kerri
ordered Trisha to take over for her. She pretended to hide the
ribbon in the girl’s panties again, then the boys took turns
feeling around for it with most of them focusing on the girl’s
curvy ass.

“Damn, it’s bigger than Kim Kardashian’s!”
one of them yelled.

“That’s the juiciest booty I’ve ever seen,
bro!” another one agreed.

Just like Anna May, Trisha was reduced to
tears after the first two or three boys felt her up, but she had to
stand there trembling while another half dozen frat guys took their
turn. At one point, Trisha’s eyes went wide as saucers and she
shrieked as she stumbled away from the boy who had been groping
her.

“What happened?” Taylor asked.

Trisha cried even harder as she rubbed her
big ass. “That jerk stuck his finger up my butthole!” she moaned,
wincing in pain as the guy got high fives from his friends.

Because Trisha was too upset to keep playing,
Kerri changed the game up and pretended to hide the ribbon in
Heather’s bra. Plenty of guys paid to grope the redhead’s tits as
they searched for the ribbon, and when Kerri played the same game
with Molly a few minutes later, the brunette earned a good amount
of money too. When her turn was over, Molly was in tears as well
and stood hugging her chest while her chin trembled.

The guys all wanted Kathy to go next so they
could grope those big tits of hers, but Kerri announced that Kathy
would be doing another activity. “She looks just like Kate Upton,
right?” she asked the guys, who all nodded enthusiastically. “And
if you took a picture of her in a dark place like this, all your
buddies would think you were really hanging out with a supermodel.
So here’s the deal; for just twenty bucks, you can pose for a
picture with Kathy and pretend you two are on a date or something.
Make it as hot as you want.”

The fraternity guys loved that idea, and soon
a big line formed. The first guy handed his phone to a friend then
put his arm around Kathy’s shoulder, letting his hand dangle down
over one of her big tits. The next guy was even bolder and stood
behind the pledge, grabbing both her tits and grinning wildly as
his friend took the picture. Before long, the guys had pulled
Kathy’s top up and tugged down her bra so they could take pictures
of themselves squeezing her bare tits. Kathy just bit her lip and
shuddered every time a new guy came up and groped her jugs, but
after the last one had taken his picture she yanked her bra back up
and stomped off to a corner by herself, angrily wiping tears from
her eyes.

By then the frat boys were drunker than ever
and were hollering for Crystal and Ava to go next. Both girls had
killer bodies, and the guys couldn’t wait to either get their hands
on them or see some bare skin.

“Don’t worry, boys, I saved the best for
last,” Kerri promised. “Because now we’re going to have a clothing
auction, and both these lovely ladies are taking part in it.”

“What the hell does that mean?” Crystal
asked, shocked.

Kerri told all the guys to stand back and
form a circle around Crystal and Ava, then she explained the rules.
“Okay, boys, here’s the deal. Every piece of clothing these two
girls are wearing is for sale, and if you’re the lucky buyer you
get to take that item off and keep it. Understand?”

The boys licked their lips and nodded as Ava
wrapped her arms around herself and shuddered. She was wearing a
tank top and a short skirt, but she already felt naked and exposed.
Even Crystal, who was normally cool and composed, was obviously
upset. She had managed to keep her clothes on all during Hell Week,
but now she might end up totally naked in front of a roomful of
drunk, horny guys. A cold chill went down her spine as the frat
boys closest to her stared at the silky mini-dress she was wearing
and imagined peeling it off of her.

“Let’s start with Ava,” Kerri began. “Will
anyone give me twenty dollars for her top? Okay, great, it’s yours.
Go get it.” The frat boy paid Kerri then walked up to Ava, who
reluctantly raised her arms in the air. The boy grabbed the bottom
of her top and yanked it over her head, exposing her pale tits
jiggling in the cups of her black bra. The next item for sale was
Ava’s skirt, and the boy who bought it was so drunk that he nearly
fell over when he crouched in front of her to pull it off. Kerri
sold Crystal’s dress next, collecting forty dollars from the frat
boy who nearly ripped it off the poor girl’s body. The two girls
now stood shivering in their underwear, Ava in her black bra and
panties and Crystal in a red bra and a white thong. Ava’s bra sold
next, and the boy who bought it stared at the girl’s pale tits with
lust in his eyes as he tugged it off. Crystal’s bra was the next
item for sale, and three boys bid against each other until one paid
80 dollars for the privilege of taking it off her. Every guy moaned
or let out a deep sigh when Crystal’s perfect tits were exposed,
but the girl slapped an arm across them before anyone could get a
better look.

Kerri sold Ava’s panties next for 100
dollars, and the boy who slid them down her legs crouched down so
that his face was only inches from her shaved pussy. The crowd
whooped and hollered once Ava was totally naked, and the girl’s
cheeks blushed red as she clapped one hand over her crotch and kept
the other arm crossed over her tits. Crystal’s thong sold for 120,
and once she was completely nude the crowd of boys stood with slack
jaws and wide eyes, like they had been hypnotized. Both girls did
their best to cover themselves as the boys started to crowd around
them, brazenly reaching out to pinch Ava’s ass or cop a feel of
Crystal’s tits, but Kerri waved them all away after a few
minutes.

Crystal stomped over to Kerri, still hugging
herself. “What the hell are we supposed to wear for the walk home?”
she demanded.

“That’s not my problem,” Kerri replied.
“Maybe one of the other pledges will help you out.”

Crystal glanced around and saw that Molly had
given her skirt to Ava, and the brunette now stood in her top and
her panties. Taylor was pulling her shirt over her head, and she
handed it to Ava then crossed her arms over her bra.

Crystal frowned. She hadn’t made friends with
any of the girls, and none of them would be willing to loan her
some of their clothes. Still, she had to do something or
else she’d have to walk back to the sorority house completely
naked. She tried asking Trisha nicely if she could borrow her
shirt, but the girl refused. Then she tried threatening Anna May
for some of her clothes, but the girl just ran off and hid in a
corner, hugging herself more tightly than before.

“Looks like you need to get your own dress
back,” Kerri remarked, “and the only way to do that is to bargain
for it.”

“What does that mean?” Crystal huffed. “I’m
supposed to beg those guys to give me back my own clothes?”

“No, not beg. But you could offer to trade
something for it.” She motioned to the boy who had bought Crystal’s
dress, who stood with the silky garment flung over one shoulder as
he stared drunkenly at the girl’s exposed body. “Hey, you. What can
this poor girl do to get her dress back?”

The guy looked at Kerri, eyes unfocused, then
shrugged. “Nothing. I’m keeping it.”

“Come on, don’t be a jerk,” Crystal said. “I
can’t walk back to the sorority house like this.”

A silly grin spread across the guy’s face as
he looked Crystal up and down. “Okay, tell you what. You can suck
me for it.”

Crystal snorted and shoved him with one hand.
“Fuck you! I’d go to the bathroom and wrap myself in toilet paper
before I’d get down on my knees for an asshole like you!”

The guy frowned and scratched his head. He
didn’t need the dress, and what he really wanted was to get a
better look at Crystal’s smoking body. “Okay, okay, chill out. I
was just kidding. How about this. I’ll give it back if you do a
dance for me.”

“You mean a lap dance? There’s no way
I’d—”

“No, just a normal dance. I’ll tell the DJ to
put on a good song for you. But you have to do it there,” the guy
said, pointing to the bar.

“Why do you want me to dance in front of the
bar?”

“Not in front of it, on top of it. Climb up
there so everybody can see you. And you can’t cover yourself up the
whole time, you have to dance normal.”

Crystal stared at the ground. She didn’t care
one bit about walking around in tiny bikinis on the beach or at the
pool, but to dance naked on top of a bar in front of dozens of
drunken frat boys, like some kind of cheap stripper…well, that
would be awful. But was it worse than walking three blocks to the
sorority house wrapped in toilet paper, or maybe completely
nude?

The guy finally got tired of waiting and
said, “Aw, fuck it. Guess I’ll keep the stupid dress.”

“No, wait! I…I’ll do it.”

“All right!” the guy said, then he hustled
over to the DJ and told him to put on something sexy with a good
beat. As Motley Crue’s Girls, Girls, Girls started blasting
through the loudspeakers, Crystal swallowed hard and made her way
to the bar. All eyes were on her as she stepped on one of the stool
seats then climbed up onto the bar top, not even trying to cover
herself as she did it. What was the point? Everybody in the place
was about to see everything she had. The guys down below pushed
away the beer glasses and ashtrays, clearing a spot for Crystal to
stand. At first she just swayed to the music, barely moving her
body, but then she glanced down at the drunk guy who had her dress
and saw him shaking his head. Biting her lip, Crystal started
dancing faster. Because she was half-drunk, she tried to block out
everything else and just let her body follow the music. She moved
her arms, shook her hips, and even did a few little twirls. She
kept her eyes straight ahead the whole time, trying to ignore the
dozens of guys staring up at her, but when she did happen to glance
down, her heart sank. Most of them had their cell phones out and
were taking pictures or videos of her, and those would probably end
up on the fucking internet before the night was over.

As the song finally faded out, Crystal
clambered down from the bar top and snatched her dress off the
drunk guy’s shoulder. She pulled it over her head and roughly wiped
tears from her eyes as the guys around her compared pictures on
their phones, grinning at Crystal the whole time.

“That was quite a show,” Kerri said, sidling
up to the pledge. “Just like a professional.”

“Are we done?” Crystal snapped. “Can we
please, like, get the fuck out of here?”

“We’ve got one more order of business.
Gretchen has added up all the money you girls earned, and now the
loser needs to get her spanking.”

“Here? In front of everybody?”

“Of course!” Kerri gathered the pledges
around her to make the announcement. “We raised a good amount of
money tonight, girls, but some of you did better than others. Our
first place winner, who just barely edged out Crystal and Ava, is
Kathy. Congratulations, those big tits of yours earned you a spot
as an official Zeta Alpha Nu.”

Kathy was sitting on a chair and staring at
the floor, arms wrapped over her chest, and she barely nodded as
Kerri continued.

“And even though the loser was only a few
dollars behind the other low-ranking girls, she still came in last
place. Molly, that would be you.”

The brunette’s jaw dropped and her eyes
opened wide.

“Hands on the bar,” Kerri ordered, and Molly
slowly shuffled over and did as she was told. Because she had
loaned Ava her skirt, she wore only a top and her panties. Kerri
nodded at Gretchen, and the tough girl grabbed Molly’s panties and
yanked them down to the girl’s ankles. All the guys nearby whooped
at the sight of Molly’s firm, naked ass, and they cheered even
louder when Gretchen ordered Molly to step out of her panties and
spread her legs wide. Now they could see her pussy lips and the
brown hair peeking out between her legs.

Molly rested her forehead on the bar top,
sobbing quietly as Kerri fetched the paddle, but her head shot up
again as the sorority president delivered the first blow. Molly
shrieked as the hard wood smacked her ass, and her skin started
stinging immediately. Kerri swung again and again, five times
total, the sound of the paddle hitting bare flesh swallowed up by
the drunken shouts of the frat guys. When the paddling was over,
Molly could barely bend her legs and Taylor and Ava had to help her
put her panties back on. Even the feel of soft cotton against her
burning ass cheeks was unbearable, and Molly winced in pain as the
group walked out of the pub.

“I can’t take this anymore,” Molly moaned as
she shuffled down the sidewalk between Taylor and Ava, her arms
over both of their shoulders for support.

“Come on, stay strong,” Taylor told her.
“It’s almost over. Tomorrow’s the last day.”

“And I’m sure that bitch is saving something
really awful for us,” Ava added, shooting a glance back at
Kerri.

“We’ve made it this far,” Taylor told her.
“We can’t give up now, or this was all for nothing.”

Every pledge in the group had a blank,
shell-shocked look on their face as they made their way back to the
sorority house, dreading to find out what Kerri had in store for
them.

 


 


 


 





Chapter 5.

 


 


At six am the next morning, Kerri and
Gretchen stomped into the room where the pledges were sleeping and
rousted everyone from their sleeping bags, then they forced the
exhausted, hungover girls to strip off their pajamas and file naked
into the back yard. The sky was still dark and the morning air was
chilly as the nude girls ran laps, did push-ups, then did jumping
jacks. Because of the darkness and the early hour, nobody saw the
naked girls going through their exercise drill. But once the sun
peeked over the horizon, a few students and workers appeared on the
sidewalks. They stopped to stare at the tired, sweaty girls as they
finished their routine, then Kerri herded the group inside again
just as morning light washed over the yard.

Sweaty and still naked, the girls were
allowed to go to the kitchen for coffee and doughnuts before they
were put to work cleaning the house again, even though they had
just cleaned it top to bottom a few days before.

“I’m so damn tired,” Ava complained, her pale
tits hanging down from her body as she scrubbed the bathroom floor
on her hands and knees.

“This is the last day,” Taylor told her as
she wiped down the mirrors. “Kerri’s gonna do whatever she can to
see if she can break us.”

Once the house was clean, the girls were
ordered to sit on the floor and study the history of the sorority
again. They still hadn’t been allowed to shower or put on clothes,
and all of them were a mess. Kerri or Gretchen came into the room
from time to time to bark out a random question about the sorority
to one of the pledges, and if the girl didn’t give the right
answer, she got a bare-handed smack on the ass.

By late afternoon, the girls were finally
allowed to clean up and get dressed. Since it was the final night
of Hell Week, the Sigma guys were coming over for another party and
the girls were ordered to put on their sexiest clothes again. Once
the pledges were dressed, they were herded into the kitchen and
ordered to drink two shots each of the peach-flavored vodka to
loosen them up for a night of fun.

All the pledges and the Zeta sisters were
waiting in the basement when the Sigma guys started filing in a
while later. Some of them had been at the Hungry Bulldog the
previous night, and they grinned when they saw the girls again.

“Great show last night,” one of them said to
Crystal, slapping her on the ass when he passed by. Another one
crept up behind Kathy and reached around to give her tits a mean
squeeze, and when she gasped and spun around she recognized him as
one of the guys who had paid to take a photo with her.

“All my friends loved that picture of you and
me, man!” he told her before he walked away laughing.

The pledges were ordered to serve drinks
while the Sigma guys got comfortable. The music was up loud, and
everybody was in the mood to party—everybody except the pledges,
that is, who were still exhausted and stressed out from the night
before. That didn’t matter to the Sigma guys, though. They knew
that the last night of Hell Week was their final chance to have
their way with the pledges before they became official Zeta sisters
and all the stupid rules kicked in.

Kerri and Gretchen encouraged the pledges to
drink as much as possible, handing out fresh drinks whenever a
girl’s glass was empty. Some of the girls were so tired and so
drunk that they started falling asleep on the sofas, and whenever
that happened one of the Sigma guys would slide up next to the
drunken girl and start feeling her up. At one point, Molly opened
her eyes to find a hand up her skirt and a drunken Sigma guy
leering at her. She shoved him away and stormed off, staggering to
the other side of the room where Taylor and Ava were slumped
against each other on one of the other sofas.

“That jerk over there tried to get his hand
in my panties,” Molly complained, flopping down beside her
friends.

“Asshole,” Ava muttered, then she covered her
mouth as she yawned. “I’m so ready for this night to be over. No,
scratch that; I’m ready for this whole fucking ordeal to be over.
I’m tired of all these fucking games and challenges.”

But Kerri had other plans for the pledges.
After a while, she ordered Gretchen and some of the other Zeta
sisters to carry two big carnival wheels, like the ones used on
game shows, onto the stage in the middle of the basement. Both
wheels rested on a stand about five feet tall and had a red arrow
on top that would point to part of the wheel after it was spun, and
both wheels were divided into four equal parts, like pie pieces.
The four parts of the first wheel were numbered one through four.
The parts of the second wheel were labeled tequila, vodka,
whiskey, and rum.

“Oh, my god,” Taylor muttered. “What the hell
do you think that’s all about?”

Kerri ordered the music to be turned down,
then she stood at the front of the stage and called for everyone’s
attention.

“Okay, pledges, you better wake your asses up
because you’re not done with your challenges yet. All this week
you’ve been learning to drink like a true Zeta girl, and now we’re
gonna see how well you can hold your liquor. Each of you will come
up here and spin both wheels. The first one tells how many shots
you have to drink, and the second one tells what you’ll be
drinking. After you drink your shots, you have to do 10 jumping
jacks. If you hold everything down, you’ve passed the test. But any
girl who pukes gets spanked five times with the paddle.”

“Fuck,” Ava hissed, rubbing her forehead.
“I’m already about to puke. I don’t think I can drink another
drop.”

Kerri motioned for the pledges to gather at
the front of the stage as Gretchen rolled out a wheeled cart with
three liquor bottles and some plastic shot glasses on top. Molly
pointed at the cart and said, “I see everything else, but where’s
the rum? That’s the only thing I like the taste of.”

Taylor and Ava shrugged as Kerri called for
Heather to come up first. The redhead spun a one on the
first wheel and whiskey on the second. Gretchen handed
Heather a shot, and after she downed it she did the required 10
jumping jacks. Even though she was already tipsy, she managed to
keep everything down and let out a deep sigh as she walked off the
stage. Kathy went next, and since she only had to drink a single
shot of vodka she got through her jumping jacks without any
problem, too. But Trisha had to drink three shots of tequila, and
after only two jumping jacks she was retching into the bucket
Gretchen had brought out with the cart. Kerri ordered the sobbing
girl to turn her back on the audience and bend over with her hands
on her knees, then she flipped up the girl’s skirt, yanked down her
panties, and paddled her big ass in front of the cheering crowd of
frat boys.

Taylor went next, drinking two shots of
whiskey and barely making it through her jumping jacks without
getting sick. Then Ava took her turn, and she also spun a
two on the first wheel while the arrow on the second wheel
landed on rum.

Kerri got a big smile on her face as Ava
waited for Gretchen to hand her a glass. “Oh no, it looks like we
don’t have any rum,” the sorority president said in a sing-song
voice. “But wait a minute, what’s this?” She went to the second
wheel and peeled off the sticker with the letter R on the
word rum. Beneath it was a letter C, changing the
word to cum. “Well, look at that,” Kerri continued. “Instead
of drinking rum shots, it looks like you’ll be drinking
cum shots!”

“What the…” Ava began, then she shook her
head as Kerri motioned for two of the Sigma guys to come up on
stage. “No, no, no. There’s no way I’m gonna—”

“What? Get down on your knees like you did
for Deshawn? I’ve still got your pictures. Should I send them to
your family and friends?”

Ava clenched and unclenched her fists as the
two drunk frat boys chuckled and unzipped their pants. One of them
looked at Kerri and asked, “Uh, how do you want to…?”

“Don’t worry, I won’t ask you to aim it into
a glass. Ava can just open up and drink it straight from the
source. Go ahead, bitch, get down on your knees.”

Knowing she had no choice, Ava did as she was
told. The frat boys grinned and whipped out their cocks, then began
stroking them. Ava kept her eyes on the ground the whole time,
trying to ignore what was going on just a few inches in front of
her face, but the rest of the Sigma brothers and all the Zeta
sisters watched the show with glee, cheering the two guys on.

After just a few minutes, one of the guys
started moaning and Kerri ordered Ava to open wide. Cringing, she
did as she was told and seconds later the guy started squirting cum
onto her tongue. When he was done, Kerri ordered Ava to swallow it.
The redhead did it, shuddering as the greasy wad slid down her
throat. That turned the second guy on so much that he came just a
few seconds later, and this time Ava nearly gagged as she swallowed
his thick load. But she managed to hold everything down, even after
doing her 10 jumping jacks, and got a weak round of applause as she
left the stage, wiping her mouth roughly.

Molly spun next, and she had to drink two
shots of whiskey. Her face nearly turned green as she did her
jumping jacks, but she didn’t get sick and left the stage holding
her stomach with a pained look on her face. Then Kerri called on
Anna May, who wailed when she spun a four on the first
wheel. On her next spin she got vodka, and Gretchen smiled
as she poured four shots for the pledge. But Anna May never even
made it to her jumping jacks, because she got sick after drinking
her second shot and had to grab for Gretchen’s bucket. Kerri got a
kick out of pulling Anna May’s panties to the ground before she
spanked her, and she even ordered the girl to step out of them and
spread her legs as wide as possible.

“Look at this, people,” Kerri said. She had
turned the paddle around backwards and was using the wooden handle
of it, which was skinny and rounded like the handle of a broom, to
prod at Anna May’s exposed pussy. “I’ll bet this is the first time
she’s had a woody so close to her cunt!” The crowd laughed as Kerri
tickled the blonde hair peeping out from between Anna May’s legs,
causing the girl to squeal and shudder. Then the sorority president
turned the paddle around and delivered five smacks with it, the
taut flesh on Anna May’s ass twitching with each blow. Afterward,
the girl was crying so hard she could barely pull her panties up
and Taylor and Molly had to help her off the stage.

Crystal was the last to spin, and every guy
in the audience was hoping she would get sick so they could see
that amazing ass of hers. The crowd cheered when the girl spun a
four on the first wheel, and they went totally nuts when the
second wheel landed on cum. Most of the Sigma guys jumped
out of their seats, begging Kerri to pick them to deliver the
shots. Kerri called out four names, and the lucky guys practically
ran onto the stage. Crystal buried her face in her hands, her whole
body shaking. None of the other pledges had seen the tough girl
look so defeated before, and they stared in awe as she roughly
wiped tears from her face then got down on her knees.

The boys Kerri had picked were already hard
as steel when they whipped out their cocks, and they all jerked
them furiously as they stared at Crystal’s pretty face and the hot
body beneath her thin dress. The first one only took two minutes to
cum, and Crystal gagged as she swallowed the load he dumped onto
her tongue. The next one came a few seconds later, and it took less
than five minutes for all the horny boys to shoot their spunk into
Crystal’s mouth. She gagged and cringed each time she swallowed a
load, and after the fourth one she clutched her stomach and gritted
her teeth. When Kerri ordered her to her feet, Crystal rose on
shaky legs but never let go of her stomach. And when she began her
jumping jacks, Crystal could only do three before she went down on
her knees again and grabbed for the bucket Gretchen held out to
her.

The guys in the audience cheered like crazy
when Kerri yanked Crystal’s thong down and bared her perfect ass,
which turned bright red after the sorority president delivered five
spanks to it with the paddle. Crystal still had tears on her face
when she shuffled off stage, moving on stiff, trembling legs.

“Okay, guys, everybody chill out for a
while,” Kerri called from the stage as Gretchen pushed the drink
cart away. “We’ll play more games in a minute, and this time we’re
gonna get really raunchy!”

A round of drunken cheers and applause rose
up from the audience, then everybody went back to drinking and
laughing as Kerri and Gretchen left the stage and started mingling
with the other Zeta sisters.

Taylor actually felt sorry for Crystal as the
other girl lowered herself down on a sofa, sitting in an awkward
sideways position because of her sore ass. Taylor glanced up at the
stage and shuddered as she imagined what the pledges would be
forced to do for the rest of the night. This whole situation was so
fucking out of control. The girls couldn’t allow Kerri to keep
humiliating them like this. But all the pledges were trapped; what
the hell could they do?

As Taylor sat and thought, an idea formed in
her head. It was wild and totally insane, but it also might be the
only way to turn the tables on Kerri and take control of the
situation. She motioned for Molly and Ava, who were slumped down on
the other end of the sofa from her, and hastily described her
plan.

“Taylor, that’s crazy,” Molly whispered
afterward. “Do you know how much trouble we’ll get into?”

“Not if we protect ourselves. And if
everything goes smoothly, we will be protected.”

Ava frowned. “It’s risky, but…I don’t know, I
guess it might work.”

“But I want her on board, too,” Taylor
said, nodding her head towards Crystal. “She’s the only one of the
pledges who might put up a fight and try to stop us.”

“She’s in no shape to fight anybody right
now,” Ava said. “Look at her, that girl is a mess.”

“And that’s why I think I can get her on our
side.”

Taylor stood and walked to the sofa where
Crystal was sitting alone. The other girl barely looked up when
Taylor sat down beside her.

“What do you want?” Crystal asked, still
sniffing.

“I want to take control of this situation,
and I need your help to do it.”

Crystal frowned. “What the hell are you
talking about?”

“This is never gonna stop. Have you noticed
how the Zeta sisters act around Kerri? Gretchen is the only one who
doesn’t tiptoe around her. The other girls laugh and joke, but you
can tell they’re scared stiff. I’m sure Kerri’s got pictures of all
of them with Deshawn, and they know she’ll use them if anybody
steps out of line.”

“So what are you saying?”

“I’m saying that Kerri is gonna keep
humiliating us even after Hell Week ends. It doesn’t matter if
we’re official Zeta Alpha Nu sisters, because she’ll still have us
by the balls and she can make us do whatever she wants. That’s how
she gets her kicks.”

Crystal shook her head and looked away. “I’ve
gone too far to give up now. I want to join the sorority.”

“So do I, but I don’t want to spend every
minute of every day worrying about Kerri blackmailing me into doing
more crazy shit.”

“Then what are we supposed to do about
it?”

Taylor leaned forward and lowered her voice
as she told Crystal her plan. When she was finished, Crystal
glanced around the room. “It’s crazy, but it just might work. But
what about the other Zeta girls down here? Some of them are pretty
drunk, but still…”

“Don’t worry about them. I guarantee you, the
only one who will lift a finger to help Kerri is Gretchen, and
together we can handle her. Shit, the rest of the sisters will
probably cheer us on.”

Crystal wiped the last remaining tears from
her face and took a deep breath. “Okay, then. Let’s do this.”

 


* * *

 


The girls waited until Gretchen got up to go
to the bathroom, then they made their move. Ava wedged a chair
under the bathroom’s doorknob, and when Gretchen tried to come back
out again, she found the door stuck tight. No matter how hard she
kicked or pounded on it, the door wouldn’t budge. And with the
music cranked up so loud, nobody in the main part of the basement
could hear her smacking the door or shouting for help.

Kerri was laughing and chatting with two
other Zeta sisters when Taylor and Crystal grabbed her by the
arms.

“What the hell are you doing?” Kerri barked
as the girls practically dragged her up the steps and onto the
stage. “Are you out of your minds? Let go of me!”

Molly and Ava came and stood in front of the
stage to block anyone who might try to help Kerri, but the Sigma
guys and the rest of the Zeta sisters just sat and stared. Most
were so drunk they could barely move, and the ones who weren’t had
no idea what was going on and just sat with their drinks in hand,
watching the show.

Taylor and Crystal brought Kerri to the
center of the stage, then Taylor stood behind Kerri, grabbed her by
the wrists, and held the shorter girl’s arms above her head as
Crystal started stripping her. Kerri kicked and thrashed as Crystal
ripped off her top then yanked Kerri’s skirt to the ground, leaving
her in blue panties and a white bra.

“What the fuck!” Kerri spat. “Gretchen!
Gretchen, get your fat ass up here!”

“Save your voice, she’s not coming,” Taylor
said, tightening her grip on the shorter girl’s wrists. The Sigma
guys in the audience were on the edge of their seats now. Most of
them had never even seen Kerri in a bathing suit, and now the
sorority president was up on stage in just a flimsy bra and
panties. A few of the Zeta sisters gave each other nervous glances,
but nobody raised a finger to help their leader.

“That’s it, you two bitches are out!” Kerri
spat, still struggling. “You’ll never be Zeta girls, and those
pictures of you and Deshawn are going out to all your friends!”

“We’ll see about that,” Crystal said, ripping
off Kerri’s bra to reveal her small, firm tits. Cheers went up from
the audience, and they got even louder when Crystal pulled Kerri’s
panties to her ankles then ripped them off the girl’s feet. The
sorority president was now totally naked with her tits, her firm
ass, and her neatly-trimmed brown pussy hair on full display. The
girl squealed and squirmed, but with her arms held above her head,
there was no way to cover herself.

Crystal took the liquor bottles off the
rolling cart Gretchen had used for the last game and pushed it to
the middle of the stage. It was waist-high, and Taylor manhandled
Kerri until the girl was lying face-down with her stomach pressed
to the top of the cart and her naked ass up in the air. Taylor
stood in front of the cart and kept a firm grip on Kerri’s wrists,
and in her awkward position the girl couldn’t move an inch. Now
everyone in the audience was staring up in shock, with no earthly
idea what the crazy group of pledges was doing.

They found out when Crystal fetched the
paddle. Molly left Ava to guard the bottom of the stage, and the
brunette came up and stood beside Kerri as she took out her
phone.

“Make sure you get everything,” Taylor
instructed. “I want to see her face and her ass in the
video.”

Molly tapped her phone and started recording,
then Crystal brought the paddle back and smacked it hard against
Kerri’s bare ass. The sorority president howled as the wood struck
her flesh, arching her back so the audience got a good look at her
firm tits again.

“Stop it!” she grunted. “Don’t you
dare—owww!” she yelped as Crystal brought the paddle down again,
even harder this time. The Sigma guys grinned and chuckled, and
most of the other Zeta sisters had smiles on their faces as well.
But no one looked happier than the other pledges, who were crowded
around the bottom of the stage and laughing like crazy. The only
one who didn’t look overjoyed was Anna May, who watched the
spectacle with a confused look on her face.

Crystal spanked Kerri over and over, the wood
hitting the girl’s naked ass more than twenty times before Taylor
motioned for her to stop. “Switch with me,” she said, and Crystal
put the paddle down then took Taylor’s place, gripping Kerri’s
wrists as tightly as she could. But the sorority president wasn’t
going anywhere; she lay draped over the cart like a limp noodle,
her sweaty body drained of energy. Kerri’s ass stung so badly from
the spanking that she couldn’t even think about moving.

Taylor glanced at Molly to make sure she was
still filming, then she picked up the paddle and turned it around
backwards with the rounded handle pointing towards Kerri. “You use
this thing so much that you must really love it,” Taylor said. “And
if you love it, I think you ought to fuck it.”

“Wh-what…?” Kerri muttered, raising her head,
then the girl’s mouth opened wide as she felt the tip of the wooden
handle pressing against her pussy lips. She grunted and struggled
weakly to rise up, but Crystal held her tightly as Taylor pushed
the end of the handle inside Kerry’s cunt. Kerri’s body was so
sweaty that the smooth wood went right in, and Kerry struggled and
moaned as Taylor shoved another inch of the handle in, then
another, until all eight inches of it were buried in the girl’s
pussy.

“G-get it out!” Kerri yelped, panting. “Get
it out right now!”

Taylor seemed to comply, sliding half the
handle back out, but then she rammed it back in. Kerri gasped and
the group of pledges laughed louder than ever as Taylor pulled the
handle in and out, fucking the sorority president with it as she
whimpered and thrashed helplessly on the cart. The Sigma guys were
cheering wildly now, and most of the Zeta girls had drunk, sloppy
grins on their faces as they watched their cruel leader tortured so
obscenely in front of the crowd.

But Anna May, who stared blankly at the
action from the front of the stage, still wasn’t smiling. As Taylor
worked the handle in and out of Kerri’s cunt, Anna May climbed the
steps and walked over to Kerri, gazing down at the girl’s naked
back and bright red ass. “That’s not right,” she muttered, pushing
Taylor’s hand away from the paddle. “You shouldn’t have put it
there.” Gripping the flat part of the wood with both hands, she
drew the handle out of Kerri’s pussy. The wood was slick with sweat
and pussy juice, and it glistened under the spotlights.

“Anna May, why—” Taylor began, but then her
mouth opened wide as the smaller girl touched the end of the
paddle’s handle to Kerri’s asshole.

“You should have put it here,” Anna
May said through gritted teeth.

“Nooooooo!” Kerri wailed as Anna May pushed
an inch of the handle into her rectum. “Ow! Ow! Oh my god, take
it out, take it out!”

But Anna May kept shoving, the wooden handle
slowly disappearing inside the other girl’s tight ass until once
again the whole eight inches was buried. Kerri had yelled and
screamed at first, but now her mouth was stretched in a soundless
cry, her eyes wide open and staring crazily at the ceiling as she
arched her back in pain.

“What’s wrong, Kerri?” Anna May asked.
“You’ve never had a woody this far up your ass before?” She leaned
on the paddle and wiggled it a little, and Kerri started coughing
and gasping like a cat with a hairball stuck in its throat. Then
Anna May gripped the flat end of the paddle and fucked Kerri
roughly with it, sliding it out then slamming it back in, over and
over. The sorority president gasped and gurgled, her eyes and mouth
still open wide, until Anna May finally yanked the handle out of
Kerri’s rectum. Kerri let out one last howl of pain then collapsed
onto the cart again, her sweaty body shuddering. Still holding the
paddle by the flat part, Anna May moved around to Kerri’s head and
stuck the moist handle right under her nose.

“How does it smell?” she asked. “Better yet,
take a lick. That way you can taste your pussy and your ass all at
once.”

Taylor and Molly watched with stunned looks
on their faces.

“You still taping?” Taylor asked.

“Hell yes,” Molly replied.

“Come on,” Anna May insisted, grabbing a
fistful of Kerri’s hair and pulling the other girl’s face forward.
“Just one little lick. Or I can stick the whole thing down your
throat if you want.”

Shuddering, Kerri opened her mouth and slowly
stuck her tongue out. Tears were streaming down her face, and she
was panting so hard that the other girls thought she might have a
heart attack. When her tongue was all the way out, Anna May rubbed
the paddle’s moist handle against it. Kerri yanked her tongue back
into her mouth, coughing and gagging at the bitter taste. Anna May
looked down at Kerri, sighed, then flung the paddle as far as she
could into the back corner of the room, where it skidded across the
floor and smacked against the wall with a dull thud.

Molly stopped taping, and Taylor knelt down
beside Kerri with her face inches from the other girl’s. “Here’s
what’s going to happen,” she began. “Every pledge in this room gets
a copy of this video, and I’ll even give it to the other Zeta
sisters if they want it. Then the next time you threaten, abuse, or
humiliate any of us, that tape gets posted all over the internet
and sent to every friend or family member of yours we can find.
This hazing bullshit is over, forever. Do you understand?”

Kerri nodded weakly, then she hung her head
and cried even harder.

“Can you send me a copy right away?” Anna May
asked, her face still a blank mask. When Taylor looked at her
questioningly, the girl added, “I like to watch something funny
before I go to bed at night.”
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