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Synopsis

​ Every sorority has its
secrets...

And college freshman Ginger Carmichael couldn't care
less. She has more important things on her mind, like maintaining
her perfect GPA. No matter how much she can't stand the idea of the
cliques and the matching colors, there's something about the girls
of Alpha Beta Omega—their beauty, confidence, and unapologetic
sexuality—that draws Ginger in. But once initiation begins, Ginger
finds that her pledge is more than a bond of sisterhood, it's a
lifelong pact to serve six bloodthirsty demons with a lot more than
nutritional needs.

Despite her fears, Ginger falls hard for the immortal
queen of this nest, and as the semester draws to a close, she sees
that protecting her family from the secret of her forbidden love is
much harder than studying for finals.
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Chapter One

“I have an idea.” Amy threw her bag on the floor and
perched on the edge of her mattress. I put down my pen and turned
around.

“What?”

“Let’s rush.”

“Where?”

“No, no. Rush, stupid. Like join a sorority.”

“Hell no.” I had just gotten used to sharing a broom
closet worth of space with another human being. Our entire hall had
a single shower. I was even getting over the fact I had to plan my
masturbation me time around my roommate’s class schedule, but this
was asking too much.

“Ginge, come on.”

“Amy, my darling, you are more than welcome to
auction off your brain in exchange for endless amounts of upbeat to
the highest bidder. I won’t stop you,” I said. “But there is no way
in hell, no way, I am joining a sorority. I already have a ton of
studying to do.”

“You’re majoring in gym,” she said with a
condescending glare. “Just hear me out.”

“Ugh, fine. And I’m not majoring in gym.”

“Right. Anyway. Here’s what I’m thinking. We’re too
young to get into any of the good bars downtown, and all the
eighteen and up places will just be packed with people from our gen
ed classes. There are parties on the Row all the time. Parties I
want to go to.”

“The Row? You’re already into this. You’re in deep,
using the lingo and everything.”

“Just let me finish. My sister said the parties on
the Row are the best and they’re ‘invite only.’ If we rush, we get
to meet all of the people who throw these parties. So even if we
don’t actually pledge, we’ll meet tons of guys. Guys who will
invite us back when it’s all over.”

I chewed the inside of my lip, thinking over the
nonsense she was talking. I didn’t give a crap about meeting guys.
There were thousands of them on campus. I even sat next to a few in
my classes. I had worked hard to get into Maryland University.
Their exercise science program was one of the best in the country,
and my workload this semester was more than enough to keep me busy.
Getting involved in Greek life was not another slice of pie I
wanted to add to my plate.

Even if I had all the free time in the world, there
was still no draw. I didn’t have anything against sorority girls,
but I never considered myself to be that kind of a joiner. If Amy
asked me to go out for the Frisbee golf team, then sure, that was
the sort of group activity I could handle. The thought of slapping
on a smile for the next however many days, pretending to be perfect
just so some girls I didn’t know and had no real interest in
getting to know, could tell me I was cool enough to walk around
with them wearing matching shirts, well, it made me want to roll my
eyes at Amy and dive right back into my chem notes. From the eager
look on her face, I knew that type of blow off was not gonna
fly.

“Please. There’s this mega cute guy from Chi Nu in
my econ class. I would love to see him in his natural habitat.”

I had only known Amy for a few weeks. She was cute.
A perky blonde. Perky in every way. We got along great, except for
moments like this. It was obvious she wasn’t used to taking no for
an answer. I, however, had no problem saying it. I just wasn’t sure
if telling Amy to shove it was a good way to keep the air peaceful
between us.

I took a deep breath and squeezed my eyes shut.
Maybe it was the right moment to tell Amy I was seventy-seven
percent sure I was a lesbian, but that might create a whole other
problem. The last thing I wanted was a roommate who was scared I
was going to feel her up in her sleep or check her out while she
was getting dressed in the morning.

When I opened my eyes, Amy started clapping. I
watched the dopey grin on her face stretch to full capacity and
then stared at her as this weird squeal came through her clenched
teeth. Apparently taking a moment to get my head together was the
same thing as saying yes in her book.

“Fine.”

“Fine?” Her voice pitched higher than I’d ever heard
it before.

“Yes. I will go through rush with you, but that’s
it. I’m not pledging.”

“Stop sulking,” Amy said. “I’ll do everything. You
just come with me and pretend you’re having a good time.”

“I said fine.” I snatched my pen off my notebook and
turned my back on her. She finally dug out her books and settled
down to study.

“It’ll be great,” she squealed again.

“Yeah. I bet.”

 


*

 


Amy managed to let me get my chem notes done without
mentioning rush again. The next morning was a different story.
While we got dressed, she told me about each sorority’s dedication
to particular charities and causes. Apparently there was more to
the ladies’ side of the Greek system than bake sales and bikini car
washes.

I listened as patiently as possible. I wanted to
change the subject, but I figured I’d just let her get it all out,
then move on to music or current events once she’d tuckered herself
out. By the time we made it over to the cafeteria for breakfast,
she was already talking my ear off about rush week etiquette.

“Why do I have to wear white?” I asked.

“Either white or black. Every sorority has colors,”
Amy told me, the poor clueless fool that I was.

“I know that.”

“Well, if you show up parading around in teal and
yellow or purple and pink, you’re sending a message.”

“What, that I like to mix my pastels?”

“No. That you have Xi O or Mu Phi on the top of your
list.”

“Okay, what else?” I asked. This was all so
stupid.

“They’ll each have tables set up on the quad today,
so we can cruise by and meet a few of the girls from each
house.”

I took a bite of my eggs and spit them right back
out into my napkin. “Ick. Those are off.” Amy reached across the
table and took a forkful.

“They taste fine to me. Here.” She handed me her
untouched bagel and snatched my plate of eggs and fruit.

“You have any faves yet?” I asked.

“Xi O actually.” She didn’t seem bothered by the
eggs. “My mom’s a Xi O.”

“Oh. Isn’t being a legacy an automatic in?”

“Yeah, I guess, but I don’t know. I kinda want to do
my own thing.”

“Nothing spells independence like joining a
sorority.” I ducked just in time to dodge a grape.

“I just want to see what else is out there. We have
to check out the Tri Pis and ABO.”

“Why ABO?” I knew that Pi Pi Pi was one of those old
school sororities everyone had heard about, but I knew nothing
about Alpha Beta Omega.

“I heard their house is gorgeous and huge. The guys
in their brother fraternity are smoking hot and they have a
reputation for only picking pretty girls. I know it sounds
shallow.” She tried to save herself before I called her out.

“Um, yeah.”

“I don’t know. It would be cool if they asked me to
join. Knowing they think I’m foxy.” The tip of her tongue stuck out
as she wiggled her head a bit. I had to laugh. Admitting girls to
your sorority based solely on their looks was the definition of
shallow, but I figured that’s how sororities worked. They were
sanctioned cliques set up on prime real estate, hiding behind the
guise of good deeds and sisterhood. It would only make sense to
have the hottest girls on campus at your side when you walk into
the local soup kitchen. Accepting my fate, I bit into my newly
acquired bagel. This week was going to suck.

 


*

 


I met up with Amy again before lunch, and just like
she said, every fraternity and sorority on campus had tables and
booths set up around the huge lawn between the library and the
Liberal Arts building. I followed Amy from table to table, feigning
interest in what each of the recruitment chairs had to say, growing
more and more annoyed that terms like “recruitment chair” were
becoming a part of my vocabulary. I was a little disappointed to
have most of my assumptions confirmed.

Every sorority had its type. Three blue-eyed,
platinum blondes bubbled around the Theta booth. Four
African-American girls with identical deep toffee skin tones
chatted up prospective members at the Sigma table. Every
nationality, hair color, and body type was represented from group
to group, never mixing together. It was boring and predictable, and
Amy was loving every single minute of it.

Each girl we met was perfectly nice, but there was
something fake and overzealous about all of them. Except for the
girls of Alpha Beta Omega.

By the time we reached their table, I was dying for
a sandwich and a power nap. I also hadn’t masturbated in three days
and had every intention of doing just that while Amy was in her two
o’clock class.

“This is the last one. I swear.” She held out a
stack of pamphlets for me to hold while she opened her backpack. I
shoved the bundle of papers inside then followed Amy toward the
final table.

The sisters of Alpha Beta Omega had their booth set
up at the far end of the quad. Their brother fraternity, Omega Beta
Alpha, was set up across the grass, in clear view. I glanced over
as we walked closer to a group of four girls dressed in white,
black, and red. Their frat brothers were pretty cute. The girls
behind the table, though, were much cuter.

Right away, it was obvious that this group of girls
was different from the other sisters we’d spent our lunch break
talking to. A gorgeous brunette stood, her arm linked with her
curvaceous, golden haired soror (another word I learned that day).
An African-American girl with a beautiful, full afro laughed along
with whatever conversation they were having. A bright red ribbon
added the perfect blast of color to her ebony curls. A fourth girl,
a petite Asian beauty with boobs a little too big for her frame,
refilled a bowl of red candies. All four girls wore small teardrop
rubies hanging on delicate platinum chains around their necks. It
was shocking to see such a diverse bunch and a pleasant surprise
that, for once, Amy hadn’t been wrong. They were all hot.

The laughter and chatting died away naturally as we
walked up to the table. The golden haired girl greeted us first.
Some would have considered her heavy or even fat, but I thought she
filled out her ABO T-shirt perfectly.

“Hi,” she said, extending her free hand. “I’m Danni.
This is Cleo.” The girl with the chocolate brown skin checked us
out with an upward nod of her head. “And Barb.” The Asian girl
replied with a bright hello, her warm almond eyes sparkling in our
direction. “And this is Paige.”

The girl on Danni’s arm didn’t smile, but gazed over
Amy and me before offering her own quiet, “Hey.”

“I’m Amy and this is Ginger.”

“Ginger?” Cleo asked, taking in my long red hair. “I
thought my parents were cruel. Tsk, tsk, naming a ginger kid
‘Ginger.’”

“Yeah, it could be worse,” I said with a shrug. “At
least it doesn’t rhyme with anything.”

“True. It could be worse. My last name is Jones.” I
couldn’t say what sucked more, a name tag mocking your hair and
your God-given beauty marks or being named after a blaxploitation
character. Biting back my chuckle, I glanced at Amy who didn’t get
either joke. Luckily, Barb spoke up before Amy had a chance to ask
any questions.

“So are you ladies interested in joining Alpha Beta
Omega?”

“She’s not.” Amy thumbed in my direction. I was
instantly annoyed. Yeah, cheery meet-and-greets weren’t my scene,
but this was the first group of girls who actually had my
attention. I wasn’t about to tell them I thought their sorority was
a complete joke. I should have explained that to Amy. “I had to beg
her to come out with me…”

While Amy continued to assassinate my amazing
character, a small movement off to the left snatched my attention.
I fought to keep my mouth from popping open as Paige casually
brushed her finger over Danni’s nipple. Again, I quickly glanced in
Amy’s direction. She’d completely missed it, but Danni had caught
my gawk and scramble. She cocked an eyebrow at me before grazing
her teeth over her full bottom lip. I could feel the heat blush my
face red as I looked back toward Amy. She hadn’t noticed a
thing.

“You too cool for all this Greek mess?” Cleo poked
at me playfully.

“What? No. I, uh, I just didn’t think about going
through rush until she brought it up,” I replied lamely.

“We’ll be having our first open house tonight. How
about you leave us your info and we’ll give you all the details.”
Danni tapped a sign-up sheet sitting on the table.

“Okay,” Amy said instantly. I shrugged and took the
pen Cleo handed to me.

All the slots of the first page were filled so I
flipped to the next, looking for a blank line. And then the third
and fourth. On the twelfth page, there was one open slot. Something
felt off about their popularity. There hadn’t been a single girl at
their table when we walked over, but it looked like every single
freshman and sophomore girl on campus had signed up to rush ABO.
Not sure what to make of it, I gripped the pen, ready to sign my
week away. Before I could, my phone rang. I pulled out my cell and
looked at the display.

“Excuse me. I gotta take this.” I handed the pen to
Amy and tucked myself out of the way, under the shade of a nearby
tree. “Hi, Mom.”

“Hi, sweetie. I just wanted to check on you. How’s
my baby?”

“I’m fine. Amy’s trying to drag me through rush week
with her,” I said loud enough for Amy to hear, forgetting that the
girls of ABO could hear me too. Thank God they waved my comment off
as a joke before dragging Amy into more pointless conversations
about mascots and themed parties.

“Are you going to join a sorority?” Mom asked.

Keeping my voice low, I replied, “Probably not, but
I’ll keep Amy company until rush is over.”

“Aw, honey. You’re such a good friend. Oh! Toddy’s
here. He wants to talk to you.” I heard my mom tell my brother I
was joining a sorority as she handed him the phone. Not my exact
words. Linda Carmichael had a special sort of short-term Mom memory
I had grown accustomed to.

“What up, Gingey?”

“Hey, Todd.” I didn’t fight the smile that spread
across my face. My brother was twenty-three and still never turned
my mom down when she offered to cook for him in exchange for manual
labor around the house. I loved him. He made it so easy. He knew me
so well, knew that I hated my mom’s salmon cakes, her favorite
thing to make for us. He knew I secretly loved my freckles, and
although our parents were great people, it meant a lot to me that
the both of us were adopted. Todd knew exactly what it felt like to
know that your birth mother was dead, and he knew the way your
heart ached once you realized you’d finally found a real family. My
brother was my best friend.

Our dad was out of the country, lending his
surgeon’s hands to the Red Cross in a coastal region of Brazil that
had just been hit by an earthquake. He would be gone for several
weeks, and I was glad Todd was still around looking after our
mom.

“What’d she break?” I said flatly.

“Nothing. Dad got her a new DVD player, but he
didn’t install it before he left. I’m hooking it up for her.”

“You’re such a good boy.”

“That’s what she keeps telling me. So you’re joining
stuff now?”

“No. My roommate wants me to, but—”

“You should.” I didn’t bother holding in a burst of
laughter. “Easy now. Just listen. You move into the house. All
those girls are walking around in their jammies, taking showers
together, making breakfast naked. It’ll take about five point five
seconds for you to figure out which ones are muff divers and which
ones aren’t.”

I would have been eight shades of red having this
conversation with anyone else, but Todd also knew I liked girls.
He’d caught me kissing our neighbor, Kristen Lander, over the
summer. I wasn’t exactly sure whether I was bisexual or what, but
he knew I was trying to figure it out. After Paige’s little nipple
maneuver, Todd may have had a point. A sorority might be a good
place to start.

“That simple, huh?” I kicked a rock at my feet. I
could feel Amy’s eyes on me, but I wasn’t ready to rush off the
phone just yet.

“It is.”

“I don’t know yet. I could still totally like
guys.”

“Well, sister, college is a great place to find out.
It’s where I discovered my love for Sam Adams in the ongoing battle
of liquor versus beer.”

“Yeah, thanks, Todd. I gotta go. Kiss Mom for
me.”

“Will do.” Then Todd shouted, “Come here, Linda! I
got a kiss for you!” I hit end, shaking my head. I hadn’t been away
from home for very long at all, but I missed my family like crazy.
Amy, on the other hand, seemed perfectly at home with the girls of
Alpha Beta Omega.

“Sorry about that,” I said bashfully as I walked
back toward the table.

“Don’t worry about it,” Danni said sweetly. “We were
just telling Amy more about the mixer we’re going to have tonight.
You two should stop by our house around nine?” She quirked her head
in Cleo’s direction.

“Yeah, nine.”

I picked up the pen, turned to the thirteenth page,
and wrote down my information. We said our good-byes and Amy
finally agreed it was time for lunch.

“See, that wasn’t so bad, was it?” Amy handed me a
black pamphlet. On the cover of the tri-fold was the red silhouette
of a panther below the script of ABO.

“No. They seemed pretty cool.” I tucked the info
page in my bag and headed off toward the cafeteria. As we walked, I
looked back toward the Alpha Beta Omega table. The info sessions on
the quad were supposed to go until four that afternoon, but the
girls of ABO were already packing up to leave.

 


*

 


I wanted to kill Amy. All in, she’d planned to visit
six information sessions, which meant I had to stop by six sorority
houses.

The night went a little something like this: Amy and
I would walk up to the front door of any particular house. We both
wore white shirts with our fitted jeans. Amy wouldn’t let me wear
green. Giggly Girl A and her sidekick, Giggly Girl B, would greet
us at the door and quickly invite us in. Over-anxious Girl would
ask us to repeat our names and ask us our majors. Amy was
undeclared, so she’d just bite her lip and shrug. I’d explain to
everyone within earshot that there was actually a lot you could do
with a degree in exercise science. Then I would repeat exactly what
kinesiology was to the girls who had stumbled into the middle of
the conversation.

After these in-depth analyses of our true
personalities, we would be given a brief tour of the whitewashed
living room and the granite topped kitchen. We’d accept a drink and
a snack, then stand around with three dozen other prospective new
members and talk more about classes and, of course, boys. I’d met
thirty-four girls named Jessica, twenty-two named Kaitlin, sixteen
Jennifers, and a very interesting girl with one arm named Parnin,
who I suspected was admitted to a particular sorority for karma
points.

I was on upbeat overload, and if I was being honest
with myself, seriously considering giving up my quest for a female
who could be more than a friend. I’d had enough estrogen to last me
a few lifetimes. If the Alpha Beta Omega house hadn’t been our last
stop on this slow tour through hell, I would have ditched Amy the
moment I heard how much it cost to join a sorority. Screw Todd’s
advice. There were other ways to meet girls.

At the Xi O house, I had to give myself a break. Amy
was talking another Jessica’s head off about how skinny jeans
didn’t flatter anyone, and all I could think about was what time I
should meet my lab partner on Saturday. I excused myself to the
restroom, then wandered out the front door. I texted Amy, telling
her where to find me when she was ready. She showed up a few
seconds later.

“Is it that bad?” she asked, closing the door behind
her.

“Yes, it is. Do you want to hang out with these
girls? I mean, really?” If the answer was yes, I might have had to
rethink the terms of our friendship.

“So far, no, but we haven’t gotten to know them yet
and they haven’t gotten to know us.”

“Right, but why do we have to go through all this
and pay to get to know them better? I’m perfectly happy just
meeting people the normal way. You know, study groups, hanging out
at the gym, at the cafeteria, crap like that.”

“No. I know, you’re right. But, Ginge, we only get
to do this sort of thing once in our lives. Let’s just get through
this week. If you get any bids, just turn them down. I promise, if
I do end up pledging, I won’t let it affect you at all.”

“We live together. It’ll affect me.”

“Look, it’s only eight thirty, but let’s just head
over to the ABO house now and we can get the night over with.”

“Deal. And then we need to find food. Cheese and
crackers do not a meal make.”

“Deal,” Amy said with a firm nod. “Let’s go.” She
grabbed my hand and I let her drag me down the street.

 


*

 


You could spot the Alpha Beta Omega house from a
mile away because the ABO house wasn’t a house at all. It was an
enormous colonial mansion. You could have seen it from the moon.
The other houses on the Row were nice, big enough to accommodate
all their members, plenty of room for entertaining, but this place
was amazing. A wide brick path rose up the front lawn to the front
door, framed with several white columns. The brick facade stretched
for yards and yards in either direction, and it would have taken me
a few minutes to count all of the black shuttered windows that
covered the three visible floors. In the center of it all, the
seven-foot high Greek letters for Alpha Beta Omega sat molded to
the face of the vaulted porch roof.

“Wow,” Amy gasped.

“Yeah,” I said breathlessly.

“You planning on going inside?” We turned around to
see Cleo coming up the path, her arms loaded down with several
boxes of pizza.

“Yeah. Of course,” Amy replied.

I held out my hands for the boxes. “You need
help?”

“Nah. Can you just grab the door for me?”

We scampered ahead up the steps and opened the heavy
white door. The house was filled with girls, but the mood was
strangely subdued. Pop music was playing from one room, and from
another we heard an episode of the hot new 90210 coming from the TV.

“Look what I found lurking on the front lawn,” Cleo
yelled. Danni came walking into the foyer. She looked great in a
simple pair of jeans and her ABO colors.

“Hey. You’re early.”

“Yeah, we just—” I started.

“Ginger was getting bored at the Xi O house so we
just came over here,” Amy finished.

“Shut up. I wasn’t bored. I just—”

“You missed us, didn’t you?” Danni said, winking at
me.

“Something like that.” I swallowed when she took a
step closer.

Danni gently pinched my arm. “Well, come eat.”

We followed her into the kitchen where a bunch of
girls were already diving into the pizza Cleo had spread out on the
counter. There were a handful of prospective new members mingling
in with the sisters, but not as many as I’d expected. At all the
other houses I felt like a cow being packed shoulder to shoulder
into the slaughterhouse. Not at the ABO house. I could breathe,
move around, find a seat. Everything was just so casual. I wondered
for a moment if we’d missed a big crowd earlier.

After we grabbed our slices, we followed Danni into
the living room. A few would-be pledges were playing cards with a
few of the sisters at a round cherry wood table behind the huge
sectional couch. Other girls were parked around the TV. Some were
talking, answering questions, and giving out actual information
about the sorority while others were just vegging out. It
felt…normal.

Paige, the beautiful stern-faced brunette we’d met
that afternoon, was there on the couch. It turned out she was the
chapter’s vice president, a role that didn’t quite seem to fit with
her penchant for stroking other people’s nipples in public. She
made room for us on the couch before liberating a slice of
pepperoni from Danni’s plate.

“You ladies pick your house yet?” Paige asked.

“That’s it, Paige. Get right to it,” Cleo said. Amy
blushed uncontrollably, glaring at me for support.

“Oh no, don’t give me that bug-eyed look. This is
your party,” I said.

“It’s okay, Amy,” Danni said as she reached out and
touched Amy’s hand. “It would be kinda hard to keep a sorority
going if no one new wanted to be a member. Tell us where else you
guys have been looking.”

Amy swallowed nervously. “Well, we went to a few
places, but my mom was a Xi O, so—”

“Bitches,” Cleo coughed.

“They flat out told Layna over there”—Paige pointed
to a caramel skinned black girl with blond streaks in her hair who
was playing cards—“that they didn’t take her kind.”

“Wow.” Amy gasped. I bit my tongue. There was no way
we were going back there.

“You look pretty pissed about that, Ginge.” Cleo’s
eyebrow went up as she looked at me.

“My brother’s black,” I said. “We’re both adopted. I
don’t know what I would do if someone talked to him like that.”

“I knew I liked you.” Cleo chuckled, swatting my
thigh. I let her encouragement calm my rage as Amy filled them in
on the other houses we’d visited that night. In return, they gave
us their honest opinion of each sorority, pointing out legit pros
and cons and throwing in bits of gossip that would interest anyone
whether she gave a crap about rush or not.

The big-chested Asian girl, Barb, joined in halfway
through our conversation. She was the chapter president, but in a
refreshing twist, Barb didn’t walk around with that same “I can’t
wait to make you wear adult diapers to class” attitude the other
chapter presidents wore proudly.

“I’m supposed to ask,” she said, “Have you picked a
major yet?” This time the question didn’t annoy me. Barb’s tone
made me feel like she actually cared.

“I’m going for a BS in exercise science. I’m trying
to get prereqs out of the way.”

“What are you going to do with that?” Paige asked,
looking at me with the same bored expression she’d worn all
night.

“Teach gym,” Amy said.

“No,” I shot back.

“It’s okay. Heather is majoring in gym too.” I
looked in the direction Cleo nodded. A pretty girl with chestnut
brown hair greeted us as she plopped on the floor between Cleo’s
legs. Cleo leaned over and kissed her gently on the forehead.
Thoughts of how close they really were had me shifting in my
seat.

“I want to be an athletic trainer in the NFL. MU has
a good relationship with the Baltimore Ravens.” I was from
Massachusetts and admittedly a bandwagon Patriots fan.

“Oh, wow. That’s cool,” Barb said.

“I know,” I said, playfully glaring at Amy.

A while later, I excused myself on a legitimate
search for the bathroom. When I came back into the room, I noticed
immediately that the number of people had grown by one.

A stunning girl, dressed all in black, had pulled
Barb into the corner and was talking quietly in her ear. I’d never
considered whether I had a type before, but looking at this girl
with her spiky midnight black hair made me think I had one now. The
black tank top she wore showed off her perfectly toned arms and the
low-cut front showed off a generous amount of cleavage. The bright
red lipstick that would have screamed five-dollar whore on anyone
else looked amazing against her golden skin. The shade matched
perfectly with the ruby studs in her ears. The shape of her eyes,
her nose, and her high cheekbones said she had some sort of
Hispanic blood flowing through her veins. Her bright hazel eyes
that were focused directly on me said something else.

She continued to whisper to Barb, but her eyes
stayed on me. For a moment, I noticed her nostrils flaring as if
she were trying to catch a scent in the air. My face grew hot. My
stomach tingled, and I didn’t miss the fact that my underwear had
suddenly become wet. I swallowed nervously, all the while trying to
catch my breath. I’d never had that sort of reaction to anyone.

It was the perfect moment for Barb to catch me
staring. Feeling the heat of embarrassment crawl up my neck, I
scampered back over to the couch and took my seat next to Amy.

The conversation continued to flow, but I couldn’t
resist glancing back at this new mystery girl. I waited a few
seconds then pretended to fix my ponytail. When I peeked back over
my shoulder, she was gone.

“We should get going,” Amy suddenly announced. I was
a little shocked. We were having such a good time. I had to agree
though. I looked at the clock and saw that it was almost midnight.
Danni and Cleo walked us to the door and hugged us good-bye.

“Do you guys need a ride? We can get the boys to
take you.” Cleo pointed across the street to the Omega Beta Alpha
house. I hadn’t noticed, but the house where their brother
fraternity lived was just as big and breathtaking.

“No. We’re right over in Cramer. We’ll be fine,” Amy
said. I wasn’t sure I’d heard her right. I didn’t need “the boys”
to drive us anywhere, but Amy seemed like she’d been waiting her
whole teenage life to get into a car with a fraternity boy.

“Okay. Well, come back tomorrow around nine,” Danni
said. We happily agreed.

 


*

 


On the way back to the dorm, Amy explained to me how
the rest of rush would go. Every night we would narrow down our
options and skip the places we decided to drop off our list. Come
Friday, Bid Day, we would get invitations to join whichever
sorority wanted us for the next round of initiation, a round that
Amy would go through solo. I agreed to keep her company through the
rest of the week on the grounds she would actually back off after
Bid Day and we would never set foot near the Xi O house ever again.
She was more than okay with those terms.

So every night, we went to one less house, mingling
with Jessicas and Kaitlins. I went through my colorful collection
of low-cut, v-neck tees. Amy was smart and kept her mouth shut
about my wardrobe choices.

We crossed the Betas off the list when one of the
girls referred to my favorite talk show host as “a nasty fucking
dyke.” The Kappas counted us out when I actually yawned out loud
during their philanthropy presentation. The rest of the time, I
nodded and smiled, just counting down the minutes until we could
hang out with the girls of Alpha Beta Omega. Somehow, they actually
made the idea of joining a sorority, well, at least their sorority,
sound appealing. I actually listened during their more informal
info sessions and bothered to retain a few bits of history.

The sorority had been formed in 1863 as a literary
club for ladies in Washington, DC. It was one of the oldest
sororities around, but only counted twelve chapters at various
universities across the country. Maryland University was home to
the Alpha chapters of both ABO and OBA. Alpha Beta Omega had the
biggest house on the Row, but the least amount of members. Danni
told me they capped membership at thirty-six. This year they had
room for only twelve new girls. Xi O boasted a roster of one
hundred and seventy-four sisters. How did you get to know one
hundred and seventy-four girls well enough to call them
sisters?

Aside from the added bonus of small numbers, Alpha
Beta Omega didn’t charge for membership. That included the semester
dues the other sororities and fraternities required. ABO had a
collection of financially successful alumnae, and the families of
the founding members had invested millions in every chapter to
ensure the sorority attracted girls who truly wanted to belong and
not just girls who could afford to.

Their charitable hours were spent supporting Types
of Hope, a foundation that catered specifically to women and
children with HIV/AIDS. The teardrop ruby necklaces represented not
only their bonds of sisterhood, but their support for those they
pledged to help. It was hard to hate girls like that. You couldn’t
make fun of people who actually cared and actually managed to be
themselves.

I started noticing the girls of ABO around campus
more and more. By Wednesday, Amy and I were joining Cleo and Danni
for lunch and hanging around the quad with them between classes. I
knew people thought we were trying to kiss up to the chapter’s
recruitment chairs, but I sure wasn’t. I genuinely liked them. And
I still didn’t want to be in a sorority.

Even though joining Alpha Beta Omega would cost me
nothing but time, time wasn’t something I had a lot to give. I was
determined to get a 4.0 my first semester, and joining any sort of
organization that would demand so much of my nights and weekends
was something I couldn’t swing. Still, I found myself wanting to be
around Danni, Cleo, and the rest of the girls. They made us feel
welcome, and they made me feel more open to being myself.

During the hours we spent with the girls, they
seemed to become more and more comfortable being physically
affectionate with one another in front of me and Amy. In some
cases, like with Heather and Cleo, it seemed like they were just
close friends. Things were different with Danni. By the time
Thursday night rolled around, I was convinced she was sleeping with
Paige, if not Layna and Barb too.

They were always touching and kissing. Nothing so
intense that it made me feel like a sick voyeur, but just enough to
make me a little wet in the pants. Amy was as straight as could be.
She was back on the prowl as soon as she learned the Chi Nu in her
econ class had a girlfriend. I thought watching Paige feel Danni up
would have made her uncomfortable, but she barely seemed to
notice.

I found all the girls of ABO very attractive, but
that type of intimacy always made me think of the girl with the
spiky black hair. I found myself thinking about her constantly.
Constantly would have been a lot if she and I were dating. What I
was into was a tad obsessive considering we had never said a word
to each other. I ended every night we spent at the ABO house
disappointed because she never made an appearance, as if she owed
me the chance to just look at her again. I never saw her around
campus either, but her lips and caramel-green eyes were always
featured in my fantasies. And every time I pictured those eyes and
considered the possibilities of those full red lips, my body
reacted as if she were right there with me, watching me the same
intense way she had that first night of rush. I did my best to
spare Amy from the feelings this nameless girl sparked in me. Okay,
I masturbated like crazy whenever I had the room to myself, and
still every night after I was sure Amy was asleep, snoring somewhat
softly across our tiny room, I couldn’t stop myself from conjuring
up images of that gorgeous face, that amazing body, and all things
I wanted her to do to me. I tried to fight it, but eventually my
fingers would slip past whatever pajama bottoms I’d worn to bed,
into my underwear, through my short curls. The shock at just how
wet she made me faded the second my fingers passed over my clit,
all sensitive and hard.

I had to swallow heavily to choke down my gasps and
my sighs as my body rocked eagerly against my hand, aching for so
much more than a warm-up, but dreading the cool, foolish thoughts
that snuck up on me as soon as I came.

Every time it started the same way, in the same
place. I would find her back in the ABO living room, but in my
imagination, we would have the place to ourselves. No other girls,
no interruptions or pointless conversations about majors and stupid
boys. Mostly, she was silent as she beckoned me across the room
with her crooked index finger. The one night I’d driven myself
crazy, wanting more than a fantasy, my imagination forced her to
speak. She asked me my name, and even though her voice sounded
exactly like mine, it was that one thing, her just wanting to know
me, that keyed me up even more.

I would walk to her, and every time, she would kiss
me, deep and slow, letting her warm hands gently trail along my
sides, up my back, and if I was feeling secure in my squeaky dorm
mattress, around to my breasts. She’d flick at my nipples, pinch
them through thin layers of cotton until an almost shrill moan from
me made her stop. I would tease my clit as I liked to do before my
fingers moved to my opening. One of her hands would follow the same
path, spreading my wetness around. Her other hand rested at the
small of my back, holding me in place as she pulled her lips away
from mine and kissed a hot, wet path down my neck.

That was always the best moment, when I could
squeeze my eyes shut and forget about all the sights and sounds and
the stupidity of how and where we’d first laid eyes on each other
and just feel what I was doing to myself, what she was doing to
me.

I’d draw it out as long as I could. I had to be
reasonable for Amy’s sake, but I always made the best of the
imaginary minutes Hazel Eyes and I spent together. Something simple
would push me over the edge. A single intense stroke of her fingers
against the inner walls of my pussy or one forceful downward thrust
of her palm against my clit. Or like during the last time, the best
time, the way she whispered my name tripped me up in my covert
pleasure operation and had me coming in heavy, saturated pulses all
around my fingers.

I have no clue how I didn’t wake Amy up. I did moan
out loud. My bed did creak and groan under the grinding of my hips
into the shitty springs, but even if I’d come out of my hazel-eyed
stupor and seen Amy sitting straight up in her bed, staring at me
like the sicko I was, I still couldn’t get this girl out of my
mind, and the fantasies I had about her wouldn’t let me keep my
hand away from my crotch. And that was just back at the dorm. Out
on campus, I started to become a little desperate.

I wanted to see her. I wanted to know her, but short
of stalking the ABO house twenty-four hours a day, I didn’t know
how to find her. MU had a pretty big student body, so running into
someone who lived off campus and didn’t share your major or
anything resembling your schedule would have been a little much to
expect. Asking Danni or Cleo about her was an option, but I felt
foolish bringing her up, like a freshman asking a senior to
prom.

I decided once they were through with their weeks of
initiation, my pruned fingers and I would find her. If she shot me
down, I could suffer the embarrassment of rejection without Danni
or Cleo being involved. I just had to get through this silly week
of rush.

 


*

 


On Friday morning, Danni told us to be in our room
between four and seven p.m. to receive our invitations to
initiation. I wanted to get ahead in my English reading, so I
stayed in with Amy while she waited. By six o’clock, she’d already
received three floral-covered envelopes, life-changing offers,
sealed and delivered, but for some reason she didn’t seem all that
excited.

“What’s the problem?” I asked. “Three is pretty
good.”

“Yeah. I know. I was kinda hoping ABO would ask me
and not ‘cause I’m so cute. I really like them,” she said.

“You know, so do I.” I looked at the clock. “You
want to go get some dinner?” It was almost seven, and these chicks
all seemed so anxious when they came to the door, I doubted any of
them would wait this long.

“Yeah. Let me put my shoes on.”

“Don’t worry. Something tells me the ABO girls would
hang out with us even if we didn’t join.”

I pulled the door open and walked smack into
Cleo.

“Oh! Hey.”

“Ladies,” she said with a calm smile.

I was going to invite Cleo in, when I glanced at her
hands. She was holding two bright red envelopes. One for Amy. And
one for me.


Chapter Two

Amy and I dropped onto her bed and stared at our
envelopes. I turned mine over and gazed at the circle of thick
black wax pressed with the Greek symbols for Alpha Beta Omega. It
was the most beautiful presentation of stationary I’d ever
seen.

“Are you going to open it?” Amy peered up at me. She
was so excited I thought she would bounce off the bed.

“Are you?”

“Of course. Here, let’s open them together.” We tore
into the wax, and inside the envelope was a small square of black
paper. Below the crest, the day’s date, and my first, middle, and
last names, it read:

We invite you to join us in our eternal
sisterhood.

Interesting word choice, but I wasn’t surprised. Amy
told me her mother still met with her Xi O sisters twice a month,
and she was almost fifty. Joining a sorority meant you were in it
for the long haul. I read the words over again, running my finger
across the indentations the print made in the thick paper. The red
script looked gorgeous against the ebony background. Something else
was off, though.

“Do you remember filling out anything with your
middle name?” I asked.

“No, but they could get them from the housing
department or the chancellor’s office,” Amy said. “This is weird
though.”

“What? Let me see.” I grabbed the small piece of
paper from Amy’s hand. The words were exactly the same, only this
invitation had Amy’s name instead of mine. “What’s the
problem?”

“It’s a bid card. There’s supposed to be a check box
or a blank line or something, like a yes or no option so if we
decide we don’t want to go through initiation, we can check no and
send it back.”

“You think what, they aren’t giving us a
choice?”

“Or they are assuming we’re going to say yes?”

“Are we?” I asked.

“I don’t know, Ginger. Are we?” I didn’t like it,
but she had every right to give me crap about accepting the bid.
Going through initiation with the sisters of Alpha Beta Omega was
not something I wanted at all. I was glad that Amy and I had made
some new friends, but my priorities hadn’t changed. School came
first.

I should have told Amy that, right then and there,
and I would have, if it weren’t for one small problem. I thought of
the dark-haired girl with the hazel eyes and her perfect red lips
almost every time I closed my eyes. I didn’t know what role she
played in ABO, but I had a feeling it was something important. If I
went through initiation, maybe I could see her again.

I also had to consider Amy. She had a big mouth.
Having a big mouth didn’t mean she knew when, or even how to stick
up for herself. Cleo, Danni, and the rest of the girls seemed
perfectly normal, but any girl who had survived high school knew a
thing or two about mob mentality. Greek culture carried with it the
unshakable stigma of hazing. There was no way I would put up with
that kind of crap. Amy would, if she knew it meant she could
belong. Stalking Hazel Eyes and keeping tabs on my roommate were
perfectly valid reasons to at least go through initiation. I
reminded myself again, I could always quit.

“Okay,” I said confidently.

“Are you sure? You’re really going to do it?” Amy
gasped. I could hear that horrible squeal of hers aching to get
escape.

“I’m going with you, but only for two reasons. One,
I don’t want you going into this alone. We barely know these girls
and I don’t want you getting hazed.”

“Aw, Ginge.”

“And I can always quit. Which I will if this takes
up too much time. I’m serious, Amy. I need to keep my grades up
this semester. I’m not going to let any parties or canine diabetes
fun runs mess up my GPA.”

“Oh, Ginger. Thank you. Thank you. I swear this will
be fun. Thank you,” she squealed.

“Yeah, great. So what do we do now?” I flipped the
card over as if instructions had magically appeared on the
back.

“Um, we could call Danni or we could wait—” Amy was
cut off by a knock on the door. We glanced at each other then I
jumped up to answer it. Danni was standing in the hallway.

“Hey, we were just about to call you,” I said.

Her face dropped, her eyes bugging wide. “You’re not
backing out are you?”

“No, but how did you know we’d—”

“One hundred and forty-seven years and no one has
ever said no.”

“Fair enough.”

“So now what?” Amy asked over my shoulder.

Danni handed us each a garment bag. “You’ll be ready
at nine p.m. sharp. Someone will come for you.” She cocked her head
to the side and looked us over before she went on. “Camila prefers
it if you wear your hair down. Bye.” She grabbed the knob and
pulled the door closed before we could ask any questions.

I unzipped the garment bag and laid the white eyelet
dress on the bed. Well, it wasn’t exactly a dress.

“Is that a nightgown?” Amy asked.

“Yup.” There was a small red bag pinned to the
hanger. Inside was a long white ribbon. I ditched it on my bed
along with the hanger, then I held the baby-doll-style nightie up
to my body. It came about an inch or two below my crotch.

“See! This is exactly what I was talking about.
They’re going to parade us around in lingerie and then make us
screw the Omega Beta Alpha boys and tape it.”

“Shut up. They would never make us do that,” Amy
said, holding her own scrap of lace up in front of her chest. “It
is kinda kinky.”

“Yeah, kinky. Amy, I swear if pictures of me in this
thing end up on the Internet, I’m going to kill you.”

“They won’t. Hey, who’s Camila?” We’d met all
twenty-four active members of Alpha Beta Omega, but there hadn’t
been anyone named Camila.

“Oh. I don’t know.” I didn’t, but I had an idea of
who it might be.

 


*

 


Three girls on our floor had accepted their bids to
different sororities. All three of them beat Amy and me to the
shower. I let Amy go first while I got our curling irons out. In an
effort to up her overall sex appeal, Amy had brought a warehouse
worth of black lace bras and panties with her to school. Lucky for
her, we were nearly the same size and I swore by simple white
cotton. I threw her one of my bras. I drew the line at lending her
a pair of underwear. She had to settle for a light yellow pair she
usually wore on laundry day.

After I pulled on the nightie, I almost reconsidered
the bra. The tight lace of the top pushed my boobs together plenty
without the use of underwire, if only it hadn’t been
see-through.

We took turns doing each other’s hair. My red mane
was so bright that sometimes I could swear it glowed in the dark.
Thank God it was fairly straight. We both added some volume to our
locks with big, soft curls. We had no idea what to do with the
white ribbon, so I wrapped Amy’s around her head like a headband,
tying a small bow off to the side. She did the same with mine. They
didn’t say anything about shoes, so we both grabbed a pair of
flip-flops from our closets. Then we sat on our beds to wait. For
some reason, I couldn’t stop playing with my hands.

“You don’t think they’ll hit us, do you?” Amy asked.
I looked at her. I’d never seen her frightened before. I don’t
think Amy had given the idea of us getting hazed any real thought
until we actually started getting dressed. She’d been so focused on
getting a bid, on getting into parties and meeting a cute guy, that
she never considered the reality of what might happen to her if she
agreed to go through with initiation. I knew I’d made the right
choice to go with her.

“They won’t. But…”

“But what?” Amy’s eyes sprang wide.

“Nothing. They won’t hit us, and if they do we
leave, okay?”

“Okay.”

I patted Amy on the knee and then I sent texts to
Todd and my mom, telling them where we were going, just in
case.

 


*

 


At nine on the dot, there was a knock on our door. I
gave Amy a weak smile and went to open it. She hadn’t said a thing
while we waited. It freaked me out a little.

This time Paige and Cleo stood in the hallway. The
playful glint in Cleo’s eye made me feel a little bit better. I
didn’t think they would actually do anything cruel or painful to
us, but I was still a little rattled. I swallowed, trying not to
sound nervous.

“Hey. We’re ready.”

“No, you’re not.” Cleo’s tone was dry.

“But what—”

“Lose the underwear. All of it.” I cursed under my
breath as Cleo and Paige stepped into the room. Amy and I quickly
pulled off our undies and our bras. I glanced up at her.
Considering I was in the same nightie, it was clear you could
totally see my nipples, and even though I did some pretty decent
landscaping in the shower, I should have shaved my pubes all off.
Amy looked back at me and I could tell she wished she had too.

“I need your keys, your dorm cards, and your cell
phones,” Paige said. The look on her face was typically blank. Now
she looked annoyed, and I knew we needed to hurry. We grabbed our
stuff and dropped it in a black sack Paige seemed to pull out of
thin air.

“Now you’re ready. No more talking from here on
out,” Cleo said, all humor gone from her voice. She handed Paige a
white blindfold before she stepped behind me and told me to close
my eyes. The cloth wasn’t uncomfortable, just tight enough that it
would have irritated the crap out of me if I tried to open my
eyes.

“Open your hand.” Cleo’s voice was right by my ear.
I lifted my hand and felt my open palm cupped with Amy’s. She was
shaking. I was able to sneak in a quick reassuring squeeze before
we were led out the door.

 


*

 


If the sisters of Alpha Beta Omega had set out to
leave us disoriented and confused and, in Amy’s case, scared
shitless, well then, they deserved some sort of award for their
efforts.

After getting over the initial embarrassment of
everyone in the lobby seeing my nipples at full attention and
knowing that my hair color did match, floor to ceiling, I had the
pleasure of tripping down the front stairs. I almost took Amy with
me. Cleo managed to catch me before we both face planted into the
concrete. I was pretty uncomfortable from the start, but the blind
misstep had my heart thumping in my chest.

They loaded us into some sort of bus. I only knew
because we had to walk up a few steps before we were seated. Then
they took our flip-flops. A few moments later, we were moving.
Danni had told us there would be twelve new members total. I didn’t
know how many girls were with us when we got on. From the amount of
unsteady breathing and the way the air moved, I knew it had to be
at least eight or nine.

We’d been driving for a long time and it became
obvious they were driving us in circles to keep us in suspense
before they brought us back to the ABO house. At least I figured
that’s where we were going.

After an hour or so, the bus stopped and the door
hissed as it opened.

“Take the hand of the one beside you.” The tone was
formal, but I could tell it was Barb.

Amy hadn’t let go of my hand since we’d left the
dorm, so I reached to my left in a clumsy attempt to grab at the
nearest person. A soft, warm hand with thick fingers intertwined
with mine just as Barb told us to stand. We were led off the bus
slowly. Barb had probably been warned about my spill.

I tried to take in everything about my surroundings
as we walked, but I couldn’t. Amy was still shaking, and once we
were inside, we were led through several halls, each with sharp
turns.

When we finally came to a stop, our hands were
separated and then we were gently turned so we were standing
shoulder to shoulder. I could feel Amy take a few deep breaths, and
slowly, she stopped trembling. The girl to my left was taller than
me. Her arm felt like her hand, warm and soft and a little bit
doughy. When my blindfold was removed, I wanted to look to see who
it was, but what I saw in front of me told me I should wait.

It didn’t take long for my eyes to adjust to the dim
candlelight. The dark marble room around us was definitely set up
for a ceremony, but I ignored the details. I couldn’t focus on
anything but the woman standing on the other side of the wide
marble floor. The one I wanted the most, the one with the gorgeous
red lips and the beautiful hazel eyes.

There were other women standing beside her. To her
left was a tall female with white-blond hair cut sharply along her
chin and bangs trimmed bluntly across her forehead. Beyond her
stood a muscular woman with wavy brown hair down to her waist. Her
skin was pale and her eyes were big and the same deep brown color
as her hair. A short woman who looked Native American stood beside
Hazel Eyes on her right, and on her other side there was another
woman of African descent, whose hair was in perfectly shaped locks
that hung past her shoulders. The last woman was Asian, and she had
the most seductive look about her. Something about the curve of her
mouth and the way her hair was swept up in an elegant loose bun.
All six of them carried an erotic air, lustful and lethal.

I wouldn’t have noticed any of the others at all if
it weren’t for the fact that they were nearly naked. A delicate
weaving of black chain mail laced with small rubies barely covered
the spot between their legs. Each woman was beautiful in her own
way, but I couldn’t keep from staring at my Hazel Eyes.

From across the room, I could tell she was just a
little taller than me. Her red lips were just as plump and full as
I’d remembered them. Her proportions were flawless. I gazed over
her golden skin, tracing the curves of her perfectly shaped thighs
up to her full breasts tipped with dark brown nipples that were
meant to be worshiped. My heart was racing again and my palms
started to tingle. If I hadn’t been under the watchful eye of about
three dozen other people, I would have made a move to touch her, or
at least ask her her name.

A movement to her left snapped me out of my trance.
The woman with the white-blond hair stepped down from the elevated
marble rise where the six of them stood. Her eyes were bright blue
and she wore the same red lipstick as Hazel Eyes. When she spoke, a
thick Eastern European accent dripped from every disinterested
word.

“We are going to do things a little differently
tonight. You will have three chances to leave. If you decide that
you must, no one will stop you. There will be no repercussions, but
you will not speak unless you are asked. Unless you are asked
individually, you will answer as one. Is this understood?”

To my surprise, we all replied with a confident
“Yes.”

“We are not like the other organizations on campus,”
she continued, her tone unaffected. “If you choose to remain with
us through this night, you will remain with us always. Is this
understood?”

Another “Yes” filled the air. I don’t remember
mustering any effort to agree, but my voice was there joining in
the reply.

“Now is your first chance. If there are any of you
who wish to leave, please step forward.” Nobody moved. “Are we to
understand that you all wish to remain?”

Again, “Yes” echoed off the marble.

“Wonderful,” she continued. “My darling Danielle,
you may begin.” The woman turned and walked back to the platform.
When she was back with the other women, my gaze shifted to Hazel
Eyes. I nearly gasped as her eyes settled back on me. Even as Danni
began to speak, her eyes held mine.

Danni’s voice came from just behind me. I could feel
that she was standing just between Amy and me.

“My Queen. If you will allow, it is my honor to
present to you thirteen potential donors. None are without fault,
but all are pure of heart and of clean body. They will all serve
you as we and our sisters before us have served you. And when they
have completed
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