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	I would do anything it took to get into Beta Phi.

	TP the dean’s house, give someone a blowjob, take part in a secret ritual. Whatever they asked, I’d do it.

	I was eighteen, a former high school cheerleader, and a freshman in college. You might call me an overachiever, but I always succeed at whatever I put my mind to. I’m determined, stubborn, and most importantly—I believe that the end always justifies the means.

	Hazing? Hell Week? Throw it at me. I was going to win at Greek life, and soon I’d be a fully initiated member of the best sorority on campus: Beta Gamma Phi. Beta Phi, for short.

	It didn’t take long into Rush for me to know Beta Phi was the sorority for me. It had an impressive roster of alumni, an excellent record of academic excellence, and a dedication to philanthropy. At their first event, I met their president Hannah, a beautiful redhead in the running for valedictorian. She told me about how passionate Beta Phi is about preserving the nature and wildlife in the area, and how the chapter works with the Forest Service and old-growth forest charities. She was charming and fun, and totally gorgeous.

	In fact, everyone in the sorority seemed to be unusually beautiful, all shiny hair and white teeth. I’m a natural blonde, slender and petite, and personally I thought I’d fit right in with the active members.

	My recruitment guide for the week was Grace, a junior with ebony hair and dramatic brown eyes. We got along great, and on Bid Day she revealed she was actually a member of Beta Phi—and then she offered me the bid. I had done it. I had impressed Beta Gamma Phi, and they wanted me as one of them.

	I just had to survive Hell Week and make it to initiation. All the girls were tight-lipped on what initiation was going to be like. Greek life thrives on secret rituals.

	The first night of Hell Week, I and the other three PNMs—potential new members—were instructed to TP the dean’s house. We didn’t get caught. It was invigorating, and I found I quite got along with another pledge, a brunette named Chloe.

	 The second night of Hell Week, the actives and PNMs gathered in the sorority house, an old brick building with round windows and turrets. Living here would be like living in a castle, I thought to myself as I headed inside. The bottom floor had a circle of comfortable couches and chairs. The walls hosted framed photos of sleek alumni and artwork made by the sorority members. 

	Grace handed out shots of tequila. I’d never been drunk before—never had more than a glass of wine, in fact—but I determinedly downed my first shot, and the second.

	Hannah, the president, stood up and said, “Each of you pledges must share a story from your sex life. The more interesting, the better. And if we have any virgins, tell us one of your favorite sexual fantasies.”

	This sounded fun. Was hazing supposed to be fun? I snuggled into the couch with my third shot and listened to the other PNMs talk about how their boyfriend’s sexy older boyfriend had walked in on them having sex, or how they liked to masturbate while imagining themselves tied up.

	“Lily, your turn,” Hannah said.

	I stood in the center of the room a little wobbly on my feet, but feeling amazing. No wonder people drank. “Ok, so here’s my story,” I said. “I was a cheerleader in high school, and one time I was at a party with the football team and other cheerleaders.”

	“I like where this is going,” one of the girls said.

	“And we were playing Truth or Dare. Someone dared me to give the offensive tackle a blowjob right there in front of everyone.”

	“And did you do it?” Chloe asked.

	“Of course I did,” I said. “I never lose at Truth or Dare.”

	“Was he a big guy?” said Grace. “Muscley?”

	“Oh yeah,” I said. “Like 6’ 4” and built.”

	“How big was his dick?” Hannah said.

	I bit my lip, thinking for a moment. “At least six inches. Maybe even seven.”

	“Seven? Pff,” Hannah said dismissively.

	The liquor made me bold, so I said, “What’s wrong with seven inches?”

	“Too small, of course!” Hannah said.

	 I put my hand on my hip. “How many guys can you find who are bigger? Do you only date porn stars?”

	“Oh, I manage,” the redhead said, and all the active members snickered.

	“But it can’t just be long,” Grace said. “If it isn’t thick it’s like, I can’t even feel you in there!”

	“Amen!” said an active.

	Interesting. I was joining a sorority of size queens.

	“Anyway,” said Hannah, “what happened? Did he come?”

	“Oh yeah,” I said.

	“Weren’t you embarrassed?” one of the pledges said. “With everyone watching?”

	“I was a little bit at first, but then, I actually kind of liked it,” I said. 

	“Ooh,” all the girls chanted.

	“We’ve got ourselves a little exhibitionist,” said Grace. “Do we have room in Beta Phi for an exhibitionist, Hannah?”

	“We’ll see,” said the redhead with a secretive smile.

	 

	The next night, we gathered again in the main room of the sorority house with the shades drawn on the windows.

	“Everybody strip,” Hannah said.

	“We need to examine you to see if you are worthy of being a Beta Phi,” Grace said.

	The actives sat in the circle of couches around us and watched the four of us PNMs undress.I tried to be subtle as I looked at the other three pledges. One of the pledges was fully waxed, one had a landing strip, and the brunette pledge Chloe had a full bush. My own blonde pubic hair was neatly trimmed. My breasts weren’t as large as Grace or Hannah’s, but they were shapely. Hopefully getting into the sorority didn’t depend on breast size.

	I had been naked around other women before, of course, in locker rooms and whatnot. But I’d never just stood there while people examined me. I was nervous, though I didn’t think I had anything to be embarrassed about. I also felt sort of…titillated.

	“Do a little spin,” one of the girls sitting on a couch said. “Slowly.” We did, letting everyone in the circle examine our assets. 

	“Will they do?” Hannah said.

	The other girls cheered.

	Hannah handed Grace a Sharpie, and they both stood up. Grace walked up to me. On one of my tits she wrote the Greek letter for Beta, and on the other she wrote the letter for Phi. She smirked at me and flicked one of my nipples before moving on to Chloe.

	I had been branded. I adored it so much I almost wanted to get it tattooed on me. 
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	It was the last day of Hell Week. One of the girls hadn’t made it through, but there were still three of us.

	We had gotten instructions to arrive at the sorority house on Saturday morning in activewear and comfortable shoes, with toothbrushes and a weekend’s worth of clothes in a backpack. The whole sorority got in cars and drove off campus. We were driven out of the city and into the woods, down a dirt road. We parked near an unmarked trail leading into the trees.

	“Alright, girls,” Hannah said as we circled around, the sunlight glinting gold and copper in her hair. “Tonight you face your biggest and final test: The initiation itself. If you can make it through that, you’re one of us, a Beta Gamma Phi. But first we have to get to the initiation spot, where hundreds of girls throughout the decades have met for this sacred ritual. I hope you brought good shoes, it’s nine miles to the cabin.”

	We headed up the trail. I’d never been on an honest-to-god hike up a mountain before, but cheerleading had left me with stamina and strong legs. You think it’s easy to do jumps and splits for three hours without sitting down once? It was a trek, with steep switchbacks as we went deeper into the forest and further up the mountain. And it was a hot day, one of autumn’s last hurrahs before winter set in. 

	We were all sweaty and tired by the time we came to an overgrown meadow. The meadow was scattered with stones and partial wooden structures destroyed by time. There was one large cabin still standing. What might have once been a dirt road led off on one side.

	“Settlers used to live here,” Grace said. “Logging families. But something drove them off. One of the daughters of the families who left attended our university, and she was the first one to bring Beta Phi here. We’ve been coming back ever since. Come on, let’s go in the cabin.”

	The cabin had two rooms, the bigger one with a fireplace in it. We had barely set our packs down when Hannah said, “Time for skinny dipping!”

	I and the other pledges followed the actives to a wide creek. The girls who’d been here before immediately stripped. Some waded in, balancing on wet rocks, and some dove in, coming up shrieking at the cold. I stripped off my clothes and waded in, then submerged myself to my neck. I squealed and giggled at the cold, but got used to it quickly. I swam around, splashed back when others splashed me. 

	Grace and some others perched on the rocks and sunbathed. I couldn’t help but notice that Hannah was impressively busty, and Grace had an ass that could make a Kardashian jealous.

	When we got out, the wind made the waters on our bodies feel instantly colder. We ran for the cabin. Many of the sorority sisters had brought towels, but none of us pledges had thought of it. I used a t-shirt to dry off.

	“My nipples are so cold, they’re hard as diamonds!” Hannah said.

	I looked over at her. She was sitting on the floor, wearing a sweater without a bra under it, and the nipples on her large breasts were poking at the cotton.

	“I bet a couple pledges could fix that for you,” Grace said.

	“You’re right,” Hannah said. “I need two volunteers!”

	I raised my hand, though I wasn’t 100% sure what I was signing up for. Anything for Beta Phi, right? Chloe raised her hand, too. Hannah lifted her sweater to display her breasts, freckled from a summer spent outside, perky with cold.

	“Warm them up, pledges. With your mouths.”

	I knelt beside her and put my mouth over her hard nipple. Chloe did the same with the other breast. I swirled my tongue around the nipple to warm it up. I had always considered myself straight, but I felt a tingle between my legs. 

	I suckled Hannah’s nipple. “Mmm,” she said, and leant back on her hands. I could feel Grace and some of the other girls watching. The tingle between my legs grew stronger. Hannah was sitting cross-legged, wearing cotton shorts. In for a penny, in for a pound right? I reached my hand between Hannah’s legs and rubbed the crotch of her shorts.

	“Ohh,” she said, “someone’s going for extra credit.”
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