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Sorority Secrets



I stood on the sidewalk in front of the sorority house, clutching the strap of my bag so tightly that my knuckles had gone pale. The building loomed above me in the late afternoon light, a white-columned monument to everything I thought college would be. I had walked past it a dozen times that week, pretending not to stare, but tonight was different. Tonight I was here to stay.

The front door opened as if the house itself had been watching me hesitate. A wave of chatter and laughter spilled out, along with the sweet perfume of too many girls crowded in one space. My heart gave a nervous flutter as I stepped forward. The air smelled like vanilla candles and something richer, almost like warm skin.

A small group of us had gathered awkwardly in the foyer, clutching bags and glancing at one another without really speaking. There were four other pledges besides me, all dressed carefully, each of us trying to look like we belonged. One girl kept tugging at her hemline, another twisted her hair around her finger as if she might unravel if she let go. I told myself we were in this together, but I still felt alone—like I was the one being watched.

The foyer itself felt alive. Girls in matching shirts hugged, whispered, and tossed their glossy hair over their shoulders. The sorority crest gleamed from the wall above a staircase, gold catching the light. I caught my reflection in the entryway mirror and barely recognized myself: jeans that suddenly looked too plain, a sweater I had picked because it felt safe, not impressive.

“Pledges?” A voice cut through the hum of conversation.

We all turned, but the tall, striking woman in the doorway didn’t look at the group as a whole. Her chestnut hair was pulled into a smooth ponytail that showed off the sharp line of her cheekbones. She wore a fitted blouse and skirt like it was an afterthought, as if the clothes dressed themselves to please her. Her smile was slow and soft, and when her eyes landed on me, they didn’t move.

“Yes,” I managed. My voice came out higher than I wanted.

“Good,” she said. “I’m Amanda. President of this house. Welcome.”

President. Of course she was. Confidence radiated from her with every movement. She didn’t look at me so much as she looked into me, as if she were already measuring what I might be worth to her.

The other pledges shifted under the weight of her presence, yet she only addressed me, as if the rest were background noise. I felt the difference instantly.

Before I could think of what to say next, another girl drifted to her side. She was shorter, curvier, her dark hair falling in loose waves around a mischievous face. Her shirt dipped low enough to make me glance down before I caught myself. She noticed. Her lips curved into a smirk that promised she wouldn’t let me forget.

“And this is Brianna,” Amanda said smoothly.

“Hi, pledge,” Brianna purred. “You look nervous. That’s cute.”

I felt heat rise in my cheeks. “I just didn’t know what to expect.”

“That’s the point,” she teased, letting her gaze trail over me in a way that felt more personal than casual. “If you already knew, it wouldn’t be any fun.”

Amanda’s hand rested lightly on Brianna’s arm, as if to remind her to rein it in. Yet I caught the way they exchanged a glance, the kind that carried a private meaning. A spark leapt between them that I wasn’t supposed to notice, but I did. The hairs at the back of my neck tingled.

Brianna leaned closer, smirk widening. “Looks like you’ve already caught the president’s attention. That doesn’t happen every day.”

Amanda ignored the comment. “Come with us,” she said, turning as if she knew I would follow. I did.

We moved deeper into the house. The chatter of the other pledges faded as they were ushered toward another room, but Amanda and Brianna led me into a side lounge. The space was cozy but curated: books arranged by color, velvet pillows on the couch, framed photos of smiling girls lined up on the mantel. Yet the atmosphere carried something else too, a hum of secrecy I couldn’t name.

Amanda gestured for me to sit. I lowered myself onto the edge of the couch, trying to look poised when I felt anything but.

“You’ve joined for the usual reasons,” she began. “Charity events. Mixers. A network of powerful women. That’s what you’ve been told.”

“Yes,” I admitted. My hands fidgeted in my lap. “I thought it would help me… belong.”

Amanda tilted her head, her eyes narrowing slightly, as though I had given her an answer she expected. “Belonging is important,” she said. “But it comes at a price. Are you willing to pay it?”

I swallowed hard. Her voice carried no threat, but the weight of it pressed against me all the same.

Brianna leaned closer, her hair brushing her shoulder as she whispered, “She looks like she wants to say yes already.”

I caught my breath. The warmth in Brianna’s eyes wasn’t casual—it lingered too long, dipped too low, as though she enjoyed watching me squirm.

Amanda’s lips curved into a knowing smile. “It isn’t time yet,” she said softly, her gaze flicking from Brianna back to me. “For now, we simply want you to feel at home. Can you do that?”

“Yes,” I said quickly, almost too quickly.

Amanda studied me for another beat before nodding, satisfied. “Good girl.”

The words slid through me, warm and heavy, lodging somewhere low in my stomach. Brianna caught the way I shifted in my seat and smirked again.

“I like her,” Brianna said.

Amanda ignored the comment. She stood, graceful and unhurried, as though she had all the time in the world. “Explore the house. Get to know your girls. Tonight was only a glimpse of what’s ahead.”

Her tone made it sound like a promise. Or maybe a warning.

As they led me back into the main room, the crowd swallowed us. Music played faintly in the background, girls laughed, and everything looked as normal as any campus gathering. Yet the secret glance Amanda had shared with Brianna lingered in my mind. The way they had looked at me—studying, testing—made me shiver.

Maybe I was imagining it. Maybe this was simply how sororities worked, all layers of tradition and secrets. Still, when I caught Brianna’s gaze across the room a moment later, her smirk deepened as if to tell me I wasn’t wrong at all.

I told myself I had come here for the résumé line, for the connections, for the sense of belonging. But already, after less than an hour, I felt something stirring I hadn’t anticipated. Something warmer. Something dangerous.

And as Amanda’s commanding presence brushed against my thoughts, as Brianna’s teasing smile curled like smoke in the back of my mind, I wondered if I had just stepped into a house that would test me in ways no one had warned me about.

We were herded into the living room like nervous sheep, five pledges in total, each of us perched on the edge of overstuffed couches and chairs. The older girls stood around us in a loose semicircle, their matching shirts stretching across chests and shoulders that seemed far too confident compared to ours. I folded my hands in my lap, hoping no one could see how badly they trembled.

Amanda entered last. She didn’t hurry, didn’t need to. The room shifted around her as though everyone unconsciously made space. Her heels clicked against the polished wood floor, sharp and steady, and she paused in the center of the room. For a moment she didn’t speak. She just looked at us, one by one, until her gaze landed on me. My stomach fluttered, even though she finally moved on to the others.

“Welcome, pledges,” she said, her voice warm and low, meant to soothe but edged with authority. “You have chosen to be here. That means something. Belonging requires loyalty. And loyalty requires trust.”

Her words sank into me like stones dropped in water, rippling outward.

“Trust,” she continued, pacing slowly in front of us, “is not given lightly. It must be earned. And once it is earned, it must be protected. That is what we teach here. That is what you will learn.”

I glanced at the other pledges. One girl chewed her lip, another smoothed her skirt as if the fabric could anchor her nerves. My own skin prickled with goosebumps, though the air was perfectly warm.

Amanda stopped again, turning toward us fully. “Initiation week will test you. It will strip away what you think you know about yourself and about sisterhood. If you cannot surrender, you cannot belong.”

Her gaze found mine again, longer this time. The heat that crept into my chest felt complicated. Half of me wanted to look away, to vanish under her scrutiny. The other half wanted to lean into it, to find out what it meant when she said surrender.

Beside her, Brianna let out a soft laugh. “You’re all so tense. Relax. This isn’t punishment. It’s discovery.” Her voice caressed the word, turning it into something almost intimate.

The other girls murmured their agreement, their smiles more knowing than reassuring. I felt their eyes slide over all of us, but I swore more of them landed on me than anyone else. Every time my spine straightened, I caught another pair of eyes watching me as though they were curious to see if I would break.

Amanda raised her hand slightly and the room went quiet again. “This week, you will be asked to do things that make you uncomfortable. Things that may scare you. But you must remember that fear is not failure. Fear is an invitation.”

The goosebumps spread across my arms until I had to grip my thighs to steady myself. I wondered if the others felt the same electricity crawling over their skin. None of them looked as rattled as I did.

“Loyalty requires trust,” Amanda repeated, softer now, as if it were a secret meant only for me. “And trust requires surrender.”

The words echoed inside me. I couldn’t stop imagining what surrender might mean here. My mind tried to picture charity work, silly challenges, maybe late-night games. Yet the tone of her voice hinted at something deeper, darker, more intimate than I dared to name.

Brianna leaned in, draping herself lazily against the arm of a chair, her smile directed right at me. “Some of you are going to fight this. Some of you are going to fall apart. And one of you,” she said, eyes narrowing playfully, “is going to surprise herself.”

I looked down quickly, but it was too late. She had caught me, just like Amanda had.

Amanda clasped her hands in front of her, her composure unshakable. “The first test begins tomorrow. Tonight, sleep well. Remember why you’re here. And decide whether you’re ready to give yourself fully to this sisterhood.”

Her phrasing wrapped around me like silk and chains at once. Give yourself fully. I wondered if the others heard the same implication I did, or if I was imagining it.

The meeting dissolved into nervous chatter. The other pledges leaned toward each other, whispering about what the week might bring, their voices pitched high with speculation. I pretended to listen, but my focus kept sliding back to Amanda’s steady presence and Brianna’s sly grin. Both of them were still watching me, not with the detached attention of leaders, but with something closer to hunger.

I told myself it was just my imagination, that I was letting my nerves turn every glance into a secret. Yet the way Amanda smiled faintly when our eyes met again sent another rush of heat down my spine.

Belonging had sounded so simple when I signed up for this sorority. Now, sitting in that room with my heart pounding, I knew it wasn’t simple at all. It was a dare.

And I couldn’t decide if I was more afraid of failing their tests or passing them.
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By the time the bell rang downstairs, I was already exhausted from classes, but the other pledges and I still filed into the living room like we were heading into judgment. The girls had rearranged the space, pushing furniture back to make room in the center. A big bowl sat on the coffee table, slips of paper folded inside.

Brianna perched on the arm of a chair, twirling a pen between her fingers as if she were the ringleader of some carnival act. Amanda stood beside her, arms crossed, quiet but watchful.

“All right, pledges,” Brianna said, her voice bright but edged with mischief. “Tonight is Dare Night. You’ll each take turns drawing from the bowl. Whatever’s written, you do it. No excuses.”

One of the other girls groaned softly. Another giggled nervously. I tried to laugh with them, but my stomach was too tight.

The first pledge pulled a slip and was told to sing the chorus of a pop song standing on the coffee table. She did it, blushing crimson, while the girls clapped along. The next was told to put on a ridiculous outfit from the costume box—a feather boa and sequined top that didn’t match at all. The room filled with laughter, good-natured and easy.

When it was my turn, my hand shook as I reached into the bowl. The paper crackled between my fingers. I opened it slowly, heart thudding.

“Read it out loud,” Brianna prompted.

“Um… act out your best sexy runway walk,” I read. My voice cracked on the word sexy, and the girls erupted in cheers and teasing whistles.

“Oh, this is going to be good,” Brianna said, sliding off the arm of the chair. She circled me like a cat. “Come on, pledge. Show us what you’ve got.”

I hesitated, but the energy in the room didn’t allow me to say no. The other pledges watched with wide eyes, grateful it wasn’t them.

Taking a shaky breath, I stepped into the cleared space. My sneakers squeaked slightly against the wood, a reminder of how far I was from the glossy stilettos of actual runway models. I tried to remember the videos I’d watched online, the way their hips swayed like they owned the world, their arms loose and effortless at their sides. I was none of those things, but I forced myself to mimic the rhythm, exaggerating the sway of my hips as I strutted across the room in my jeans and t-shirt.

The girls erupted instantly, their whoops and claps bouncing off the walls. Some laughed outright, others leaned forward as though this ridiculous performance was the highlight of their night. My cheeks burned hot, but a strange thrill shot through me. Their eyes were all on me, not because I’d said something smart in class, but because I was daring to let them watch me in a way that felt different.

“Work it!” Brianna called out, her laughter bubbling over like champagne. She didn’t stay back with the others, though. She moved closer, prowling into my orbit until she was close enough that I could smell her perfume — sweet and sharp at once, something that made my pulse kick faster.

I turned at the end of the imaginary runway, trying to make the pivot smoother, the sway more confident. My movements were clumsy, but I let my hips roll harder, testing myself, testing them.

That was when Brianna reached out. Her fingers brushed a strand of hair away from my face, grazing my temple and sliding down near my jaw. The touch was light, casual to anyone else, but it set off sparks along my skin.

“Better,” she murmured, her voice pitched low enough that the others couldn’t hear. Her eyes lingered on mine as her hand fell away, leaving a trail of warmth behind.

My laugh came out shaky, caught between embarrassment and something heavier I didn’t want to name. I could feel how red my face was, but I didn’t look away.

The girls clapped again, egging me on, but it was Brianna’s gaze that held me in place, making the room blur at the edges. When I finally walked past her, she leaned in, her shoulder brushing mine. “You’d kill in heels,” she whispered, teasing, but her tone was softer than the words.

Heat crawled up my neck. I smiled awkwardly, trying to play it off, but inside I was rattled. Out of all the pledges, she had zeroed in on me. And I couldn’t deny the thrill it sent shooting through me.

The game went on, other girls pulling their slips from the bowl. Bad karaoke. Over-the-top impressions. One pledge forced to eat an Oreo off the floor without her hands, which made the whole room shriek with laughter. The dares were silly, embarrassing in a safe way. The girls clearly enjoyed our discomfort, but it wasn’t cruel.

Yet through it all, Brianna’s attention drifted back to me. Every time another pledge performed, I caught her eyes flicking in my direction, like she was checking to see if I’d noticed. I tried to laugh with the rest, but my stomach fluttered every time I felt her gaze slide over me.

When the last dare was done and the bowl sat empty, Amanda stepped forward. She didn’t have to raise her voice to get everyone’s attention. “Good work, pledges,” she said, her tone cool and commanding. “You followed through. That matters.”

The other pledges smiled nervously, relief spilling across their faces. I should have felt the same — it was over, no more humiliation for tonight. But my pulse was still racing, not from the dare itself, but from Brianna’s hand in my hair, her eyes on me, her shoulder brushing mine like we’d shared something secret.

As we started to file out, I felt her again. A brush, casual to anyone watching, but deliberate enough to make me freeze. Her hand lingered at my arm just long enough to steal my breath.

She leaned close, her lips grazing the shell of my ear. “Looking good out there,” she whispered, low and playful. “Your strut was very sexy indeed.”

Before I could think of a reply, she had already slipped away toward Amanda, laughing with the others like nothing had happened.

But I carried the spark of her touch with me all the way upstairs. I knew I wouldn’t forget it — not the way her fingers had lingered, not the way her words had curled into me like they belonged there.
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The next night we were called downstairs again, but this time the atmosphere was different. No dares, no silly costumes. The living room had been rearranged so that we sat in a circle on the floor, pillows scattered between us. A candle flickered in the center, its flame throwing soft light over the girls’ faces. It felt almost like a sleepover, but the quiet intensity in the air said otherwise.

“Tonight is about honesty,” Amanda explained. She sat across from me, legs crossed neatly, her posture regal even on the floor. “If you want to belong, you need to let people see who you really are. Secrets hold power. We’re asking you to share some of that power with us.”

The pledges shifted nervously. One girl tugged at her sleeve, another twisted her hair around her finger. I hugged my knees loosely, pretending I was calm.

Brianna grinned as she picked up the bowl in the center. “Inside are questions. You’ll each take turns pulling one and answering it. No lying. No dodging.” Her eyes flicked to me as she added, “And if you don’t answer, we’ll think of something worse for you.”

The first pledge drew a slip and read it aloud. “Describe your most embarrassing moment.” She flushed bright red but admitted to once farting in yoga class so loud the instructor stopped talking. Laughter filled the circle, easy and harmless, and the tension broke a little.

The next girl had to name her first celebrity crush. She giggled about Zac Efron, and the girls teased her mercilessly. Another admitted to kissing her best friend at summer camp. Each confession was met with laughter, playful nudges, and a few squeals.

When it was my turn, I reached into the bowl with trembling fingers. The paper felt too light, like a trick. My stomach tightened as I unfolded it, the words swimming for a second before they came into focus. “Deepest desire,” I read aloud, my voice catching halfway through.

The laughter around the circle died instantly. The air seemed to thicken. Every eye turned toward me, curious but detached. Amanda’s gaze was different. Heavier. It landed on me like a weight pressing down, like she’d been waiting for this exact moment.

My mouth went dry. “Um…”

“Well?” Brianna leaned forward, resting her elbows on her knees. Her grin was sharp, but her eyes were bright with mischief. “Don’t hold back. That’s the rule.”

I looked down at the slip in my hand, wishing it would disappear. Heat rushed to my face. The other girls had confessed silly things, harmless crushes or embarrassing stories. I couldn’t imagine saying anything real here, not with Amanda staring at me like that.

“I don’t know,” I stammered. “I guess… I just want to feel like I belong somewhere. Like I don’t have to pretend.”

It was safe, it was true, but not the whole truth. Not the ache in my chest that had started the moment Amanda first singled me out.

Amanda tilted her head, studying me. In the candlelight, her eyes seemed to glow, flecks of gold catching with every flicker. Her lips curved into the faintest smile, one too small for anyone else to notice, but I felt it like it was carved only for me.

“Is that really it?” she asked softly.

My stomach knotted. The way she said it wasn’t casual. It wasn’t teasing. It was like she already knew the answer and was daring me to say it out loud. I couldn’t. Not here. Not with everyone watching.

I dropped my gaze quickly, staring at the paper as if it might rescue me. “That’s… all I can think of,” I said, forcing a weak smile that felt hollow even in my own mouth.

Amanda’s faint smile deepened, almost imperceptibly, then she looked away. The pressure lifted from my chest like she had released me on purpose.

The circle moved on. Other girls pulled slips, their answers lighter: favorite songs, biggest fears, dream vacations. Laughter returned, breaking the tension, but it didn’t touch me. Amanda’s question lingered like an echo inside my ribs.

When Brianna drew her slip, she read it out with a laugh. “First kiss.” The girls whistled and teased her. She smirked, unbothered. “Girl from my high school debate team,” she said casually, letting the words hang.

Then she looked right at me. It wasn’t long, just a beat too long, but it was enough to make my skin burn.

The other pledges giggled, whispering to each other, but I froze. Did anyone else notice the way her eyes lingered? Or was that moment just for me too?

By the time the last confession was made, the bowl was empty, and the candle had burned nearly to nothing. Amanda rose gracefully, smoothing her hair back into place as though nothing had shifted. “That’s enough for tonight,” she said. Her voice was steady, composed. “You’ve shared pieces of yourselves. Remember, vulnerability is the first step to trust.”

The girls stood, drifting away in pairs and small groups. The pledges followed, relief softening their faces now that it was over. I should have felt it too, but I didn’t. I stayed seated for a moment longer, replaying Amanda’s voice in my mind, the way she’d cut through my practiced answer like it was nothing, the way her faint smile had hinted that she saw what I hadn’t said.

It was supposed to be a bonding exercise. For the others, it probably was. For me, it felt like Amanda had peeled something raw and secret out of me without asking, like she’d left me exposed even though I’d kept my words safe.

When I finally stood, Brianna brushed past me in the hall. Her hair grazed my cheek as she leaned close, her voice low enough for only me. “You know Amanda’s not done with you yet,” she whispered, a playful edge to the words that made them even sharper.

I froze where I stood, my heart hammering so loudly it drowned out the chatter of the others. By the time I turned, she was already gone, slipping back into the shadows with a laugh that left me trembling.
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By the third night, we were starting to get used to being summoned downstairs after hours. The other pledges and I sat cross-legged on the carpet, waiting while the girls moved furniture out of the way. The big couches were pushed back, leaving a sort of obstacle course set up with chairs, pillows, and stacked boxes.

Brianna explained with a grin, “It’s simple. You’re going to trust us to guide you through this blindfolded. No peeking. Just listening.”

The pledges laughed nervously. Someone muttered, “This feels like summer camp,” and a few girls snickered in agreement.

Blindfolds were passed out again. I held mine in my lap for a moment, turning the fabric between my fingers. It was soft, still warm from whoever had used it before me, and for some reason that detail made my palms sweat. I told myself it was just another harmless game, like the dares, but my stomach twisted tighter the longer I sat.

When Amanda’s shadow fell over me, my breath caught. She crouched down in front of me, so close her knees brushed mine. The candlelight carved her cheekbones sharp and cast her eyes into shadow, but her mouth was only inches from mine, full and steady.

“I’ll take her,” she said casually, like she was volunteering to guide me through an obstacle course instead of claiming me in front of the room.

Something in the way she said it made my stomach flip. My eyes locked on her lips before I could stop myself, and I realized I was staring.

Amanda didn’t comment. She simply took the blindfold from my lap and tied it over my eyes herself. The fabric pressed firm against my skin, shutting out the room in one sudden sweep. I felt her fingers at my hairline, cool and careful, adjusting the knot until it sat perfectly. She smelled faintly of something floral and clean, and it was all I could focus on.

“Can you see anything?” she asked.

“No.” My voice came out thinner, shakier than I wanted.

“Good.” Her hand settled briefly on my shoulder, steadying me as she guided me up to my feet. Her touch lingered, not firm but present, as if she wanted me to notice. “You’ll be fine. Just listen to me.”

The room buzzed with movement as the others started. I could hear laughter, shoes scuffing, someone squealing when she bumped into a girl’s hip. The sounds blurred together in a haze, meaningless compared to the sharp clarity of Amanda’s voice.

“Step forward,” she said softly, close to my ear. I felt her hand slide to my waist, guiding me with the lightest pressure. “Left foot. Good. Now stop.”

I obeyed instantly, my body tense and alert.

“Breathe,” she murmured, her breath warm enough to stir the loose strands of hair by my ear. “You’re too stiff. Trust me.”

The words slid through me like a command and a comfort all at once. I tried to relax, but every place she touched seemed to spark. Her hand lingered at my waist a moment too long, her fingers flexing against me before she eased me forward again.

“Step over the pillow. Higher. That’s it.”

I lifted my leg, clumsy, and stumbled. My heart lurched. Before I could fall, Amanda’s arm wrapped around me, pulling me flush against her side. Her grip was strong, certain, the contrast of her steady body against mine making me dizzy.

“You’re okay,” she whispered, her lips so close I could feel the shape of the words against my skin. “I’ve got you.”

My chest tightened at the phrase. It was supposed to be just a game, a silly bonding activity, but her voice—low, steady, unshakable—made it feel like more. Like a promise she hadn’t said out loud.

We moved slowly through the rest of the obstacles. Amanda never left me. Sometimes her hand steadied my waist, sometimes it rested at the small of my back, once it slipped lower, firm against my hip. Every touch seemed purposeful. Every touch felt like a question she wasn’t asking with words, and I didn’t know how to answer except by obeying.

“Last step,” she said finally. Her tone was even, but I heard something in it—something close to reluctance. “Straight ahead, three feet. Don’t rush.”

I moved as instructed, her breath ghosting against the back of my neck, her fingers tightening slightly on my side like she wasn’t ready to let go.

Then the blindfold slipped away, light flooding my vision. I blinked rapidly, adjusting, before realizing Amanda was still right in front of me. She stood close enough that her chest almost brushed mine, her expression calm but unreadable.

Her eyes, though—her eyes held weight. They studied me like she was waiting for me to admit what had just happened between us, even if I couldn’t name it.

“You did well,” she said simply. Her lips curved into the faintest smile before she stepped back.

The room came rushing in again—pledges laughing, comparing how badly they’d tripped, one girl insisting she’d nearly taken down a chair. No one else seemed rattled. No one else looked like they were about to come apart at the seams.

But I stood trembling, my skin still buzzing where Amanda had touched me, my mind spinning with the terrifying truth that I wanted her to do it again.

I slipped out onto the back patio for air, pushing the door closed behind me as quietly as I could. The night hit me instantly, cool against my overheated skin, a relief that made me shiver. The garden stretched out into shadow, scented faintly with grass and the sweetness of flowers I couldn’t name. Moonlight spilled across the flagstones in soft silver, pooling like water, making the whole space feel hidden, private. I leaned against the railing, pressing my palms flat to the wood as if I could steady the racing of my thoughts.

Inside had been all noise and movement, laughter covering nerves. Out here, every sound felt amplified — the chirp of crickets, the faint rustle of leaves, the sharp thud of my own heartbeat.

The door creaked open behind me. I turned, half expecting one of the other pledges needing the same escape. But it was Brianna who sauntered out first, her silhouette confident in the spill of light from the doorway. She carried a half-empty water bottle, twisting the cap lazily as she came to lean against the railing beside me, her body angled toward mine.

“Escaping already?” she asked, her grin playful but edged with something sharper.

“I just needed a minute,” I admitted, trying to sound casual. “I was feeling a little warm inside.”

Her smirk softened, though her eyes didn’t. “Yeah, things can get pretty heated sometimes.” She said it lightly, but there was no mistaking the undertone. I knew she wasn’t talking about the air.

Heat rose to my face again, betraying me. I didn’t know what to say, so I just shrugged, staring down at the moonlit stone.

The door opened again. Amanda stepped onto the patio, and the air shifted instantly. She didn’t have to say a word — her presence alone changed the space. She moved without hurry, her posture straight and controlled, her perfume subtle but warm. Floral, grounded. It blended with the night air until I couldn’t tell which was her and which was the garden. She settled on my other side, her closeness commanding without trying to be.

“Getting used to things?” Amanda asked. Her tone was casual enough, but the weight in her gaze wasn’t.

“I think so,” I said carefully. “Trying to, at least.”

Brianna chuckled, twisting her bottle cap until it clicked. “You’re handling it better than some of the others. Half the pledges get so nervous they can’t even look Amanda in the eye.”

Amanda arched a brow at her, the faintest reprimand, then turned back to me. “But you did.”

I swallowed hard, cheeks warming again. “Yeah… I guess I did.”

Her lips curved faintly, almost a smile. “Good.” Just one word, soft and steady, but it sank into me with impossible weight, like it carried a secret only we shared.

Brianna leaned closer, her shoulder brushing mine, her grin widening. “You blush every time she talks to you,” she teased.

“I do not,” I said quickly, though my voice betrayed me, thinner than I wanted.

“Mm-hm,” Brianna murmured, her eyes bright with mischief. “You do. It’s cute.”

Amanda didn’t smile, but her gaze didn’t waver either. There was a glint there that made my stomach flip, like she could see past my deflection, past the nervous laugh I tried to force. She looked at me as though she already knew what I hadn’t admitted to myself.

I tried to look anywhere else — the silvered garden, the moon climbing higher, even the bottle cap Brianna spun between her fingers — but the pull of their attention was inescapable.

“Don’t let her get to you,” Amanda said at last, her voice low, even. “Brianna likes to poke.”

Brianna leaned in closer, so near that her hair brushed my arm, the faint tickle raising goosebumps across my skin. “Only the ones worth poking,” she whispered with a grin that was more dangerous than playful.

The air between the three of us thickened, not heavy like it had been with the pledges watching, but sharper, charged in a way that felt private and dangerous. It wasn’t a game out here. It wasn’t part of the activities. It was something else entirely, and I wasn’t sure where it was leading.

Amanda straightened first, smoothing her expression back into something unreadable. “Get some rest,” she said. Her voice was steady again, but I heard something in it — a promise, or maybe a warning. “Tomorrow will be more intense.”

Brianna lingered for a beat, her eyes sliding over me like she was memorizing something, before she followed Amanda back inside.

I stayed alone on the patio, staring at the stretch of moonlight across the stones, my heart thundering so loud I could feel it in my throat. I had wanted fresh air, a chance to calm myself. Instead, I felt more breathless than before, caught between fear and longing.

Whatever was happening between us wasn’t part of the games. It was something else — and I didn’t know whether I should run from it or hope it swallowed me whole.
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We were summoned close to midnight. This time the girls didn’t bother with the living room or couches. They led us down a narrow hallway into a room I hadn’t noticed before. The door opened onto candlelight, rows of flames glowing along the mantel and floor, filling the air with wax and smoke. Shadows stretched long across the walls, flickering like they were alive.

The pledges whispered nervously as we stepped inside. The space was almost bare, just a wide rug and the circle of candles. It felt more like a chapel than a house. My pulse quickened before anyone even spoke.

Amanda stood at the center. She was dressed simply in black, but the way the light wrapped around her made her look untouchable. “This is the final night,” she said. Her voice carried without needing to rise. “You’ve been tested in small ways. Tonight, you prove you can give yourselves to something bigger than you.”

We formed a line, the five of us. The girls surrounded us, quiet, waiting. Amanda’s gaze slid down the line, pausing at each face. When her eyes landed on me, my breath caught. I felt her look like a hand pressing against my chest.

One by one, the pledges were called forward. Their “tests” weren’t strange—symbolic gestures, words spoken with trembling voices. One girl was told to hold a candle steady while she recited an oath. Another had to kneel and swear loyalty to the house. It was dramatic but safe, the kind of thing you’d tell your friends about later with a laugh.

When the fourth girl finished, Amanda’s voice cut cleanly through the quiet like a knife. “You. Stay.”

I froze mid-step, the slip of my foot against the rug sounding deafening in the hush. The other pledges glanced back at me — some with open relief, others with curiosity sharpening their eyes — as they were ushered gently toward the back. Their whispered questions and nervous laughter faded as the door closed, leaving me alone in the center of the rug under the flickering candlelight.

The circle of girls tightened around me, their shadows stretching up the walls, until the room felt smaller, darker. Amanda stepped forward out of the ring. Brianna followed at her side, her smile small but unmistakably amused, like she’d been waiting for this.

“You’ve been obedient from the start,” Amanda said. Her voice was low, unhurried, but it left no room to hide. Her eyes didn’t leave mine. “But belonging here requires more than obedience. It requires surrender.”

The word rippled through me, hot and cold at once. Surrender. It settled in my stomach like a stone, heavy enough to make my knees feel weak. My throat went dry.

Behind me, Brianna began to move. I didn’t have to turn to know she was circling me — her slow steps seemed to press against my skin before she even touched me. I felt her at my back, the heat of her body just close enough to raise the fine hairs at the nape of my neck.

“She’s blushing already,” Brianna teased softly. “We haven’t even touched her.”

A few of the girls laughed under their breath, a low, knowing sound, but Amanda didn’t smile. She took another step closer until the glow of the candles caught the gold flecks in her eyes. I could smell her perfume now, warm and floral, and it made the air feel thicker.

“You want this,” she said quietly. Not as a question. As a fact.

“I…” The word caught in my throat. I didn’t know what I was supposed to admit — what part of me she meant. The part that was terrified, or the part that was pulsing with a need I couldn’t name.

Amanda reached out, brushing her fingers under my chin, tilting my face up until I had no choice but to look at her. The touch was gentle but unyielding, a soft cage I couldn’t escape. “Yes,” she whispered.

Behind me, Brianna’s fingers finally made contact, gliding down the length of my arm, slow enough that it couldn’t be mistaken for anything casual. The touch left goosebumps in its wake and made my knees threaten to buckle.

“Are you ready to give yourself over?” Amanda continued, her voice a low thread between us. “To surrender completely? Can you do that?”

My lips parted, but no sound came. My chest rose and fell too fast. Brianna’s hands slid to my waist, steadying me like I might tip forward. Her thumbs pressed lightly into the fabric of my shirt, not enough to push me, but enough to tell me I couldn’t step back.

“She’s shaking,” Brianna murmured, her voice a purr. “But she hasn’t pulled away.”

Amanda’s faint smile returned, small but undeniable. She leaned in closer, her breath feathering against my ear. “That’s good. Just stay with me.”

The girls around us were silent now. Their eyes felt like a weight across my skin, heavy and unblinking. The air itself felt charged, as if a storm were building in the room, intimate in a way I hadn’t imagined when I signed up for this sorority. My heart pounded so loudly I was sure they all heard it.

Amanda let her hand slide from my chin to the base of my throat, resting lightly in the hollow there. She didn’t press. She didn’t need to. The simple touch held me still, claiming me without force.

“Say it,” she whispered. “Say you’ll do anything.”

“I… I’ll do anything,” I whispered back, my voice trembling as the words left my mouth.

Brianna’s laugh was soft, approving, like velvet against steel. “She will,” she said. “I can feel it.” Her hands slipped higher, brushing just beneath my ribs before falling away again, leaving a trail of heat where she’d been.

Amanda’s thumb stroked once over my throat, then she let go, stepping back just enough to let me breathe. Her eyes lingered on me for a moment longer, assessing, satisfied.

“This is only the beginning,” she said to me, though her voice carried to the circle. “Tomorrow, you’ll prove it fully.”

The girls began to move again, their footsteps breaking the spell as they guided the other pledges forward for their final words. The chatter resumed, the sound of it strange and distant after the silence.

I stayed frozen in the candlelight, my body trembling, every nerve still lit where Amanda and Brianna had touched me. I knew the test wasn’t finished — not really. What they had given me tonight was only a promise, a preview of something deeper.

And I had no doubt the next night would be the one that changed everything.
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Back in my room, the quiet felt deafening. The soft hum of the air vent and the occasional creak of the old sorority house only made the silence heavier. Candlelight still flickered in my mind, each glow a ghost of what had just happened downstairs: Amanda’s hand under my chin, steady and unyielding; Brianna’s thumbs pressing into my waist, firm enough to leave heat behind.

I sat on the edge of my bed, staring at nothing. My skin still buzzed as if their touches hadn’t left me at all. I rubbed my palms against my thighs like I could rub away the feeling, but it clung to me, curling under my skin, hotter with every heartbeat.

The door opened and Cara came in, her hoodie already sliding off one shoulder. She was another pledge, quiet during the games but quick with nervous smiles. She tossed her hoodie onto her bed and flopped down with a dramatic sigh, her hair spilling across the pillow. “That was… wow. They don’t mess around, do they?”

I forced a laugh, pulling my knees up to my chest as if I were cold. “Yeah. It’s… intense.”

Cara rolled onto her side, propping her head up on her hand, her eyes still wide from the night. “But it’s mostly theatrics, right? Creepy candlelight, big words, but not actually scary. Honestly kind of fun.”

“Yeah,” I said again, though my voice came out too soft.

She narrowed her eyes at me, like she was trying to see through me. “You okay? You’ve been quiet since we left.”

“I’m fine.” I tried to smile, stretching my mouth into something light. “Just tired.”

She didn’t press, thankfully. She reached over to turn off the lamp, plunging the room into a softer glow. Soon her breathing evened out, slow and steady, and I knew she’d fallen asleep.

The room was still again, moonlight spilling across the floorboards in long silver streaks. I lay back on my bed and stared at the ceiling, but my body wouldn’t settle. Every time I closed my eyes, I saw Amanda’s face above me, her eyes dark in the candlelight, the way her thumb had brushed over my throat like she owned the air I was breathing. I heard Brianna’s low laugh in my ear, playful and knowing, like she’d already seen me give in.

My thighs pressed together, restless. Heat pulsed low in my stomach, an ache that grew sharper with every breath. I shifted on the sheets, trying to find a position that would calm me, but the friction only made it worse.

Slowly, quietly, I slipped my hand under the blanket, my fingers trembling as they slid down the front of my shorts. My breath caught at the first touch. My skin was slick and hot, so sensitive it almost hurt.

It wasn’t supposed to be like this. This was just a sorority, just an initiation. But the thought of Amanda’s voice telling me to trust her, the memory of Brianna’s hands sliding over my sides, made me wetter with every stroke.

I bit my lip, trying not to make a sound. My hips rocked gently against my own fingers, chasing something I shouldn’t have wanted this badly. I imagined Amanda watching me from the shadows, calm and in control, whispering that she knew I’d give in. I imagined Brianna grinning as she knelt between my legs, her hair brushing against my inner thighs.

The pressure built fast, too fast, curling hot and low, threatening to break me open. My fingers slipped against myself, my breath coming in ragged bursts.

I forced myself to stop. My chest rose and fell sharply, my heart slamming against my ribs. My hand shook as I pulled it back, clenching it against my stomach like I could press the ache down.

If I let myself finish, it would feel like a betrayal — like I was stealing what they wanted to take from me themselves. The thought of them, of their hands, their mouths, was too much.

I lay there trembling, caught between shame and need, staring at the ceiling until my vision blurred. Tomorrow night they wouldn’t leave me to imagine. Tomorrow, they would make me surrender for real.
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The following night, the girls led us downstairs again, but this time the other pledges were directed down the far end of the hall. I was separated, my name not even called — Amanda’s gaze was enough to make me stop while the others filed away. My stomach twisted as I was guided back into the candlelit room.

The air smelled the same as before — melted wax, faint smoke, and something warmer, almost alive — but the energy was sharper now, heavier. The girls who lingered at the edges said nothing, their silence making the crackle of the candles seem louder.

Amanda stood at the center of the rug, Brianna at her side. Neither smiled. The quiet between them felt intentional, like they were holding something back until I stepped closer. My feet felt too loud against the floor, my pulse hammering in my ears.

“Tonight is the final test,” Amanda said. Her voice was calm, even, but every syllable weighed on me. “You’ve given us your trust. Now you give us yourself.”

My throat went dry. The words sat in me like a command, and I couldn’t tell if I wanted to run or to obey.

Brianna moved first, stepping out of the shadows to circle me slowly. Her gaze slid down my body, not hurried, not ashamed, as though she had every right to look. “She’s ready,” she said lightly, but the way she licked her bottom lip sent heat rushing to my face. There was nothing casual in her tone.

Amanda stepped closer until she was right in front of me, her presence filling my vision. She reached out and cupped my jaw, her fingers firm, tilting my face toward hers. “Do you want this?”

The question stole my breath. My body screamed yes, but my mind faltered. I had never been with a woman before. I had never even let myself imagine it, and now I was standing here, two of them waiting for me to submit. My breath shuddered out, uneven, and after a long second I nodded. “Yes.”

Her eyes flickered with approval, warm but unreadable. “Good.”

Brianna moved behind me, her steps unhurried. Her hands found my waist like they’d been there a hundred times before. She pressed her body against my back, her breasts soft against my shoulder blades. The heat of her seeped through my thin shirt, making me tremble. “Relax,” she murmured, her lips brushing the shell of my ear. Her breath was warm and teasing. “Just let us take care of you.”

Amanda’s fingers tugged at the hem of my shirt. Her eyes stayed on mine, steady, patient but insistent. “Arms up,” she said softly.

I obeyed, lifting my arms shakily above my head. The motion made me feel vulnerable, exposed, but Amanda peeled the shirt up and over me in one smooth movement, leaving me flushed and bare in just my bra. My skin prickled in the cool air, my chest rising too fast.

Her hand came down slowly, deliberately, tracing the edge of the lace before slipping underneath. Her fingers teased my nipple, brushing and then pinching until it tightened hard beneath her touch.

A whimper escaped me, breaking from my throat before I could stop it. My face burned, but the ache low in my stomach only grew sharper.

Brianna laughed softly against my ear, the sound both playful and triumphant. “She sounds so sweet already.” Her hands slid up from my waist to my ribs, her thumbs brushing the underside of my bra, holding me steady for Amanda’s touch.

I stood trembling between them, my body caught in their hands, my mind caught between fear and hunger. I had never let anyone touch me like this, never thought I would want to. But I wasn’t stopping them. I wasn’t pulling away. I was giving them everything, piece by piece, without a fight.

Amanda didn’t respond. She guided me backward until I felt the rug beneath my knees. My heart raced as they moved together, positioning me gently but firmly until I lay back against the softness of the floor. Candles flickered above me, shadows dancing across the ceiling.

Brianna knelt between my legs, her fingers hooking into the waistband of my pajama shorts. My breath caught as she tugged them down, slow enough that I had time to realize what was happening but not enough time to stop it. The fabric slid along my hips, and then my panties went with it, leaving me bare under the candlelight.

I froze, my face burning. This wasn’t a dare, or a silly game, or one of the harmless pledge tasks. This was real. This was Brianna, on her knees between my thighs, undressing me like she’d been waiting for this moment all along.

A thousand thoughts raced through me at once. I shouldn’t let this happen. I had never even thought about being with a girl before, not like this. The other pledges were probably finishing their oaths upstairs, while I lay here trembling, letting two of the most powerful women in the house strip me down.

But beneath the panic was something deeper, hotter, undeniable. I wanted it. My skin tingled with every inch exposed, my pulse hammering with anticipation instead of fear.

Brianna spread me open with careful fingers and looked up at me with a grin that felt wicked and intimate all at once. “God, you’re already wet,” she whispered, her voice husky with delight.

Shame and desire crashed together inside me. I wanted to hide, to close my legs, to deny what she’d found. At the same time, the hunger in her eyes made me ache to give her more, to let her see everything. My body had betrayed me, and the worst part was that I didn’t care.

Amanda crouched beside me, holding one of my hands in hers. Her fingers were warm, steady, her thumb stroking over my knuckles in a rhythm that felt almost protective. The contrast made my head spin — one girl anchoring me while the other knelt between my legs, ready to undo me completely.

When Brianna lowered her mouth, I wanted to tell myself it was still a game, another test. But the truth came the second her tongue touched me. The jolt of sensation ripped a gasp from my throat, raw and unfiltered. My hips jerked up against her mouth before I could stop them.

Amanda’s free hand pressed gently against my stomach, holding me still. “Easy,” she murmured, her voice calm and close. “Don’t fight it.”

Don’t fight it. The words sank into me, simple and impossible. I had no idea how to not fight the flood of heat coursing through me. My body had never felt anything like this, and the panic of losing control tangled with the rush of pleasure until I could hardly breathe.

Brianna licked me again, slower this time, dragging her tongue along my slit, ending with a lazy circle around my clit. The teasing made my thighs tremble uncontrollably. Amanda’s hand squeezed mine tighter, her grip firm, grounding. It was like she knew I might break apart if she let go.

“She tastes perfect,” Brianna said, her voice muffled against me, her lips slick with my arousal.

The sound made me burn everywhere. Perfect. My body betrayed me so completely that she could taste it, and Amanda heard her say it.

Amanda leaned down until her lips brushed my ear, her breath hot against my skin. “You taste good, don’t you?”

Shame and desire collided hard in my chest. I wanted to shake my head, to deny it, to cling to whatever self-control I had left. But the truth was undeniable, pouring out of me with every stroke of Brianna’s tongue. “Yes,” I breathed, my voice breaking. “Yes.”

Brianna’s tongue flicked faster, alternating between soft swirls and firmer, hungrier pressure. Then, without warning, she slid two fingers inside me. My whole body arched, the stretch making me cry out. Her fingers curled perfectly, hitting something that made my vision blur.

I clutched Amanda’s hand like it was the only thing keeping me from floating away. My nails dug into her skin, and she didn’t flinch. Instead, she leaned closer, her lips brushing my temple as she whispered, “Good girl. That’s it. Take it.”

The praise made my stomach clench, my chest fill with something heady and dangerous. I was being undone and remade, and Amanda was telling me it was good.

Brianna thrust her fingers harder, her mouth relentless on my clit. The room filled with wet, obscene sounds — her lips sucking, her tongue circling, the slick thrust of her hand — blending with my gasps and ragged moans.

Amanda held me steady the whole time, calm and unshaken, her presence a counterweight to the storm Brianna whipped up inside me.

It built too fast, too hot. My thighs shook violently, my stomach tightening until I thought I might split in two. Then I shattered, my body seizing and releasing in waves that ripped through me.

I cried out, the sound raw and desperate, echoing off the walls. Brianna groaned into me, sucking harder, as if she wanted every pulse of my climax. I couldn’t stop trembling, couldn’t stop clenching around her fingers, until finally the waves eased and I collapsed against the rug, drenched in sweat, breathless, my chest heaving like I’d just run until I broke.

But they weren’t finished. The thought alone sent another shiver through me, equal parts dread and hunger. My whole body felt overly sensitized, every inch of skin alive after what Brianna had just done. I wanted to curl up, to hide, to catch my breath — but the look in Amanda’s eyes told me hiding wasn’t an option.

Amanda leaned down and pressed a soft kiss to my forehead, a gesture so gentle it nearly broke me. It felt like a blessing, a promise, before the next storm. She pulled back just enough to meet my eyes. “Now it’s my turn,” she said quietly.

Brianna grinned and wiped her mouth with the back of her hand, a streak of me shining on her skin. She shifted aside, still close enough to watch. “You’re gonna love this,” she murmured, her voice low and rough with satisfaction.

Amanda slid down between my thighs, moving with an unhurried grace that made my heart pound harder. I barely had time to inhale before the first touch of her tongue sent a slow wave of heat rolling through me. She was different from Brianna — slower, more controlled in a way that made me feel seen and studied. Where Brianna had been wild and hungry, Amanda tasted me like she was savoring something rare, her mouth mapping every reaction.

Her tongue pressed flat against my clit, stroking in devastating circles that built and retreated, built and retreated. Her fingers spread me open wider, exposing every part of me to her mouth until I felt completely bare, completely claimed. My hips lifted helplessly, chasing her, betraying how badly I needed her even as my mind whispered I shouldn’t.

Brianna leaned over me, her hair falling across my chest as she kissed my neck, my collarbone, then dragged her lips lower to suck lightly at my nipple through my bra. The wet heat of her mouth sent another tremor through me. “Look at you,” she murmured, her voice thick, no longer teasing but reverent. “You’re ours now.”

Her words struck somewhere deep, where shame and desire collided. I wasn’t sure if I wanted to deny it or cry from how true it felt.

Amanda hummed in agreement against my pussy, the vibration making me gasp aloud. She slid a finger inside me, then another, curling them in time with the rhythm of her tongue. It was too much, too intense, like she was unlocking something in me I’d kept locked away for years.

My nails dug into the rug. My thighs shook uncontrollably, straining to close around her head but held open by her hands. I could feel myself coming undone under her control.

“Please,” I begged, not even sure what I was asking for — for her to stop, for her to keep going, for something I didn’t have words for.

Amanda lifted her head just enough to look at me. Her lips glistened with me, her expression calm but her eyes dark. “Come again,” she said simply.

Then she lowered her mouth back to me, sucking my clit into her lips with a slow, firm pull that made my vision blur. Her fingers curled inside me at the same time, hitting a spot so deep I almost sobbed.

I shattered a second time, harder than the first. My cry tore out of me, loud and desperate, echoing against the walls until I was sure the whole house would hear. Amanda didn’t stop until I was squirming, pushing at her shoulders from overstimulation, my body trembling like a live wire. Only then did she pull back, her expression composed but her mouth shining in the candlelight.

She crawled up my body, straddling me slowly. She kissed me deeply, her mouth hot and slick, letting me taste myself on her lips. Her tongue slid against mine, slow and claiming, until the world tilted and I was dizzy all over again.

When she finally pulled back, she cupped my face in her hands. Her thumbs stroked my cheekbones like she was soothing me after a storm. “You belong to us now,” she whispered, not cruel, not gloating, but like a truth she’d been waiting for me to say out loud.

Brianna lay down beside me, her fingers tracing lazy circles on my thigh. “Welcome home,” she added with a soft grin, her voice warm in a way that surprised me.

I closed my eyes, trembling, the warmth of both of them pressed around me. My body still buzzed, my mind still spinning. I had given in completely, and there was no part of me that wanted to take it back — even though I knew tomorrow nothing in my life would be the same.
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