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Chapter I

 Thou Shall Not be Late for Dinner



The room was dark, lit only by a few
flickering candles. Half a dozen young women sat around, eagerly
awaiting the coming show. In the center, hanging by her wrists from
an overhead beam, was another young woman. The ropes cut into her
wrists as they took all her weight, and her toes were a good foot
off the floor. Her naked skin and soft curves glowed in the
candlelight that also highlighted her blonde hair. With head bowed
and partly hidden behind the long golden locks that also hid her
breasts, the woman awaited the coming show but not with the
anticipation of the others.

“You are guilty of having
been late for dinner,” came a stern female voice from behind her.
“Do you deny it?”

“No,” she said
weakly.

“And do you accept your
punishment?”

“I was delayed by traffic,”
she pleaded.

“No excuse. Plus
one.”

“But it was not my
fault...” she whined.

“Plus two. A sister does
not offer pitiful excuses when she had broken the rules. She
accepts her punishment. Do you have anything more to
say?”

“No,” came in a
whimper.

“Then the punishment shall
be executed.”

The naked woman braced herself for the pain
she knew was coming. But the woman behind her, being more than a
little sadistic, did not deliver it immediately, instead letting
her stew in the anticipation of pain. Almost a full minute passed
before she swung the wooden paddle.

The blonde cried loudly as the wood impacted
with her bare ass. Her body jerked forward and her legs did a
little dance on the air from the intensity of the pain exploding in
her behind. That paddle was swung with all the strength the woman
holding it could manage. The smacking sound filled the room. Those
girls watching sucked in breath. They knew just how much that was
hurting their sister.

“One,” spoke the paddler. A
second swat came immediately, although “swat” was too mild a term
for the harsh impact of wood on bare flesh. “Two.”

When the count reached five, the hanging
girl was sobbing, tears racing down her cheeks to fall upon her
breasts. Normally the punishment would have stopped at that point.
Her bottom was a glowing red and burned like it was on fire. But
two more strokes had been added and she had no choice up to hang
there and endure.

Six and seven were no lighter than the first
five, even though the paddler’s arms were growing tired. After the
last, she put the paddle down and stood there, listening to the
sobs almost as if she were listening to classical music. The others
in the room were silent also, listening to and feeling the girl’s
suffering. They had often been the ones hanging, forced to endure
that or similar punishment. And would undoubtedly do so again in
the future.

Finally, the woman who had delivered all
that pain stepped up to the hanging girl and reached up to squeeze
her breasts gently. She teased the rigid nipples lovingly. The
other girls rose and came forward. Their hands stroked the soft
flesh with gently, loving caresses. No part of her body escaped
their attention. Soon the moans of pain transformed into moans of
pleasure as her body responded to this very different stimulation.
Two of her sisters took hold of her legs and spread them widely,
while another placed a chair under her. She sat on that chair so
that her head would be just the right height to employ the arts of
Lesbos on the sex made so available. The punished girl shivered all
over and moaned louder. The velvet touch of that tongue against her
clit was like an electrical shock racing into her. A good electric
shock, to be sure.

It was not long before the girl was
trembling all over and those holding her legs had difficulty
keeping them apart. The girl was trying to curl up into a ball, a
natural reaction to an intense orgasm.

But even then the caresses did not stop. Nor
did the licking and sucking of her sex. When the first girl tired,
another took her place on the chair so that the tongue lashing
would continue without diminishment. The poor/lucky girl was driven
helplessly into more orgasms. Just as when she was hurting, these
sisters had many times felt the same ecstasy she was feeling. And
they were happy for her.

The ordeal went on for quite a while until
her body hung limp, too exhausted for another burst of pleasure.
They let her down and covered her with a blanket to allow her
recover.

Just an ordinary evening at Sigma Epsilon
Chi.


Chapter II

 First Meeting of the Pledge Class



“Welcome to Sigma Epsilon
Chi, the most exclusive and most unique sorority on this campus or
any other.”

The speaker was Monique von Pelt, the
president of Sigma Epsilon Chi, which, as she said, was the most
exclusive, hard-to-get-into sorority around. It also had the
reputation of being the most secretive and, if even half the rumors
are true, the wildest and sexiest sorority in the world. Behind
her, on the wall, was a large wooden plank with the Greek letters
of the sorority carved into it. Very few in the audience missed the
fact that Sigma Epsilon Chi looked much like SEX when spelled out
in Greek.

Monique pushed back her mid-back length
golden hair and smiled at the group of young females standing
before her. From her elevated position on the podium, she could see
most of their faces. Her smile was not just because it was
expected, it was mainly because she was faced with so many
delicious, young, and sexy females. She really wanted to lick her
lips in anticipation of future delights, but had to content herself
with smiling. There were a few who would not measure up to the high
standards of Sigma Epsilon Chi, but they would soon be weeded out.
In fact, a number of prospective pledges had already been turned
aside. Politely, to be sure, but kept from joining this elite group
who would form the basis of the pledge class for that year. A few
borderline cases were allowed in, but the rigid and exhaustive
initiation process would remove those who did not please the
actives.

“This evening’s dinner is
the start of pledge week. As you probably know, this week is also
called ‘Hell Week’. Classes at the university will not begin for
two more weeks, so you won’t have to worry about this interfering
with your studies. During this week, you will be introduced to the
Sigma Epsilon Chi lifestyle, which I will assure you is the most
exciting and intense of any sorority anywhere. Once you are in
Sigma Epsilon Chi, you will have a close relationship with your
sisters. Very close. Friendships are formed here that will last a
lifetime and go far beyond the walls of the University.”

She paused to glance to her right where the
other officers of that sorority were standing. Turning back to the
audience of twenty-two prospects, she became more serious. “During
this week, you will also be tested. This is to determine if you are
a close fit with the Sigma Epsilon Chi life. As I said, we are
exclusive. Only those who wish to share their lives with ours for
the next four years will pass these tests.”

Pausing again, she smiled broadly at the
eager faces turned to her. “That testing will begin right now. All
of you... remove your blouses and bras. I want none of you to have
any covering above your waist.”

The group was silent for a few seconds, the
normal response of a pledge class to that announcement. Then one
woman in the front row pulled off her tee shirt. That was all she
had to do; there was no bra underneath because none was needed to
hold up those firm, young breasts. Others began to unbutton blouses
or pulled up shirts. The few who had worn dresses to the meeting
looked around, puzzled as to what to do. A tall, very athletic
woman reached behind her back, pulled down the zipper of her light
summer dress and then lowered it until she could step out of it.
After removing her bra, she was left with only a pair of black lace
panties and shoes. The others who had on dresses watched her
standing there proudly, showing of her muscular body, then began
taking off their own dresses.

Monique was happy to see that only two of
the group walked out. Probably had flat, sagging breasts that they
were ashamed to show, she figured. Or they were prudes. Either way,
it was good riddance to them. In a couple of minutes she was faced
with forty breasts and just had to smile. All of them were nice!
They ranged in size from fair to gigantic, but all were firm as
only the young can be and pleasing to gaze upon.

“In our house, we are very
informal and, as I said, a close group of sisters. Seeing each
other naked is nothing unusual. Besides, you all have very pleasing
bodies. You should be proud of them!”

A few still did not smile at her words and
looked around uneasily. Monique noted which ones those were, as did
the other officers. They would pay particular attention to those
three. No, make it four. There was one girl who was smiling but
also had folded her arms across the breasts. Not exactly a Sigma
Epsilon Chi attitude. They would either come around or be washed
out. The initiation week would assure that. It was called “Hell
Week” for a very good reason. Monique smiled again. Hell Week was
always such fun!

“I will now introduce you
to our House Mother, Sandra Butler. She has a few words to say to
you.”

Sandra stepped forward and took the podium.
“Welcome, all,” she began, smiling at all the faces turned towards
her. She was, truth be known, really looking at the interesting
array of mammary glands. And damned near salivating. After greeting
them, she went on to explain some of the rules of the sorority,
pretty much the same as any other sorority, save for the emphasis
on strict discipline when needed. “But I’m sure you will all be
well-behaved young ladies and discipline will seldom be
needed.”

The irony in her words almost made a couple
of the officers snicker, but they held it in. Discipline was a way
of life in that house, but these fresh girls had yet to find that
out.

She then introduced the other officers and
announced that dinner would be served in the dining room. A couple
of the girls began to put their blouses back on, but Sandra halted
that with a sharp, “No! None of that. As sister Monique said, you
should all be proud of your bodies. All Sigma Epsilon Chi sisters
are happy to show off what makes them special.”

Thus it was that twenty bare-chested young
women marched into the dining room, carrying various pieces of
clothing with them but not on them. The actives were already
seated, a few drinking wine as they awaited the pledge class. All
of the actives were wearing tight hot pants and high heeled shoes,
nothing else. And it must be said that the twenty-two active
members made a fine display themselves, good enough to grace the
centerfold of any men’s magazine. Dinner was, as it always was at
that sorority house, fine food including wine. The fact that most
of the women were under the age for drinking alcohol in that state
was ignored. This was, after all, a private sorority, not a public
meeting.

The wine flowed, the food was excellent, and
the partial nudity of the actives made the pledges feel more
comfortable. It was noted by the president and most of the actives
that some of the pledges were looking with interest not only at the
breasts of their sister pledges but at the actives as well. Those
glances and faint smiles gave a good indicator of which pledges fit
in with the Sigma Epsilon Chi mentality.


Chapter III

 Night One


Since this was an early dinner, after the
desserts the evening was still young and the Hell Week activities
would begin. Monique stood up, tapped her wine glass with a spoon
and waited until all the pledges were paying attention.

“As you know, Pledge Week
is a chance for you to come to know Sigma Epsilon Chi, but it is
also a chance for the actives to get to know you. We are very
exclusive in this sorority. I expect that at least half of you will
not be invited to join. We will take in only those young women who
uphold the ideals Sigma Epsilon Chi stands for. And among those
ideals, foremost is the very strong bond of sisterhood we all feel
for each other. You will come to understand that bond during this
week. And I hope each of you will also come to share in
it.”

She paused to look around at the attentive
faces turned her way. Some showed apprehension, some eagerness, but
none appeared ready to quit. At least not right then. After some of
Hell Week’s activities, a few might be much less eager to join. In
fact, there are always a few who flee from the Sigma Epsilon Chi
lifestyle. But enough will be more than eager to become part of the
most unique sorority on campus, and assure enough fresh bodies to
replace those graduated only two months before.

“During the next seven days
and nights, you will be tested. Sometimes even pushed to your
limits in some ways. Only the best of you will win through and
become sisters. Only those of strong bodies and minds will come to
share in the love and comradely of this house.”

For a while she went on in the same vein,
making it clear that each girl will have to work hard to become a
member and that some will not make the grade. With the skill of a
natural orator, she soon had each of them eager to begin the trials
of Hell Week. When she felt they were properly motivated, she
switched to the second test.

“You will be shown to the
pledge room where you will spend your time when not engaging in
what we call the “trials”. One at a time, you will be brought down
to the meeting room and given your first challenge.” She could not
help but smile at that thought. She, after all, knew what that
challenge was.

A handful of the actives stood and helped to
escort the pledges to the big dorm room where the pledge class was
housed. For the first year of their membership in Sigma Epsilon
Chi, they would all live in that dorm room. After that, if they
became actives, they would share the two-girl rooms that
constituted the bulk of the sorority house. Unlike military
barracks, this room did not have double bunk beds. Each girl had a
separate bed. And there was a large area of desks for studying, as
well as a large and rather fancy bathroom with showers. What only a
couple of the girls noticed was that the beds were made of steel
tubing with the headboard and the footboard projecting up. Not very
aesthetically pleasing, but, as they would come to find out, those
steel tube made a quite solid framework for binding a woman to the
bed in any number of positions.

Each bed area had a small dresser and closet
for clothing and such. The pledges were allowed to choose their own
beds. Since there were no dividers or partitions, all the beds were
in view of one another. It really made little difference which one
a girl picked.

They were allowed ten minutes to unpack
their suitcases and put away their items. A couple showed signs of
wanting to replace their tops, but were informed by the actives
that they would be required to remain topless, so get used to it.
It was even hinted that this would be their status for the rest of
Hell Week. Most of them shrugged and continued putting things in
the drawers.

“All of you follow me,”
Monique curtly told them and then walked out, leaving them with no
choice but to follow the president to an unknown fate.

The main meeting room, called the Chapter
Room, was in the basement. It was quite large, and filled with an
assortment of chairs and sofas – enough to make all actives – and a
few guests – comfortable. The pledges filed in, along with half a
dozen actives. All found seats. There were a few actives in with
them, and that put a dampener on the speculations they might have
engaged in were they alone.

Monique consulted a clipboard and called for
attention. “You will all stay in this room until called,” she
informed. “Nancy Slattenbeck!” she called out and Nancy, a cute
little brunette with a fine, slender figure, stepped forward and
raised her hand.

The first victim of the actives’ Hell Week
harassment was nervous as she was led to another room also in the
basement. She kept telling herself that sorority hazing was not
like it was in prior days. They really wouldn’t paddle her bottom
or do unpleasant and even painful things to her.

Would they?

There was still a little doubt as to what
they might do to her, mixed in with a fear that she might not be
good enough to make the grade and be invited to join this exclusive
sorority.

The room she was led into was nothing
sinister, just a small room with a few chairs and carpet and a
dresser. The lighting was dim, provided by only a couple indirect
lights, so she missed some of the little modifications they had
made to turn that simple room into one of their playrooms. Like the
metal rings screwed into the walls at various heights from floor
level up to above head height. Or the rings set into the two beams
that crossed the ceiling. She would learn about those modifications
later during Hell Week.

There were two actives already in the room,
plus the two who brought her there, meaning she was outnumbered
four to one. One of those awaiting her immediately caught her
attention. The girl was wearing a lycra bodysuit that fit so
tightly it seemed to have been painted on. From the neck down to
the ankles the black, stretchable fabric clung to her body, leaving
nothing to the imagination concerning her physique. Were one to
look closely, it would even be evident that this young woman had
shaved off her pubic patch, it was that tight.

One of the actives guided Nancy to the
center of the room, then left her there while Monique went to sit
on a chair so plush and large as to almost be a throne. That was
the President’s chair.

The others also sat down, except for the one
wearing that shiny black bodysuit. She went to the dresser and
picked up a coil of white cotton clothesline lying thereon. She
went to Nancy and held out the rope to her. “Tie me up,” she
said.

Nancy looked around, her eyes finally
resting on the sister in the President’s chair. That person offered
no help or advice, but she did smile.

“There’s more rope on the
dresser. Use as much as you want,” the body-suited girl said, still
holding out the first coil. “My name’s Dawn, by the way.” She
waited until Nancy finally took the rope from her. She looked down
at the rope in her hands in confusion.

“We wish to see if you are
skilled enough to bind Dawn well enough so that she cannot free
herself,” Monique said as she made a steeple of her fingers and
looked over them. “There are times at Sigma Epsilon Chi when one of
our members has to be punished. That can take many forms, but most
of them involve the member to be punished being tied up. Sometimes
the punishment itself is simply to remain bound for a period of
time. I’m sure you can understand that it would be necessary then
for the punishee to be restrained to such a degree that she would
be totally incapable of escaping.

“We want to see if you are
adept at binding another woman,” she concluded.

“Are you serious?” asked
Nancy in a bewildered voice.

“Completely.”

Looking down at the rope, then up to the
girl standing before her, awaiting her binding, she frowned. But
she began to uncoil the rope until most of the twenty feet of it
was stretched out on the carpet.

Dawn obligingly turned around and placed her
hands behind her with the wrists crossed. Nancy began wrapping the
rope around those wrists, but it was immediately obvious to those
watching that she had never done this before.

“Don’t be afraid of making
it too tight,” Dawn said over her shoulder. “The important part is
that I be unable to free myself. Comfort is of no
concern.”

Nancy paused in her wrapping as she
considered that statement. This was quite unexpected – yet it was
exciting to the freshman college student. She was very aware of how
shapely and downright sexy this Dawn was, and she could not deny
that she felt an attraction to the girl. She unwrapped the rope and
began again, this time far tighter.

When the rope was completely wrapped, she
tied a knot with the end and stood back.

“Take some more rope and
bind my ankles,” Dawn told her, nodding to the extra rope on the
dresser. “Remember, you want to make me totally
helpless.”

What kind of test this really was left Nancy
still uncertain as to how she should approach it. If she tied the
ropes so tightly that Dawn was in pain, would they consider that a
negative? On the other hand, if she tied up Dawn in such a way that
the girl could get free, would also be considered a minute of
negative? This was confusing the poor pledge.

Dawn walked over and sat down on one of the
chairs, placed her legs together and held them out for Nancy to
work on. Nancy wrapped the rope around the ankles, tied as tightly
as she felt advisable. When she had tied the final knot, she looked
up back to Monique with a question on her face.

“Dawn will now attempt to
escape from the rope put on her.” Monique was smiling as she said
that. She knew that it would not take Dawn very long to get free
from the poorly tied ropes.

Indeed, less than a minute passed and Dawn
was standing there holding the ropes in her hand and totally free.
Nancy frowned again, certain that she had not passed the test.

“Now comes the second part
of the test,” Monique informed. “Dawn will now tie you up. This is,
of course, so that we can see if you have any skills at freeing
yourself from rope bondage, an equally important skill.” She was
smiling because she knew it was not Nancy’s escape artist skills
being tested, but how she reacted to being made
helpless.

“Of course,” Monique
continued, “were she wearing a dress for this little test, it might
get in the way. So Dawn was considerate enough to dress in such a
way that there was no clothing to interfere. It’s only fair that
you do the same. Take off those jeans.”

Looking as if she might protest, Nancy
glanced between Monique and Dawn as if unsure if this was really
happening. In a twisted sort of way, it seemed only logical that,
since Dawn had let her be bound, she should allow Dawn to do the
same to her. Besides, in a strange way this whole scene was making
Nancy breathe a little faster and sending tingles down her spine.
Without thinking about it, she reached down to remove her jeans.
Without being told to, she also pulled off her shoes, leaving her
standing there in just a lacy pair of black panties. Again without
thinking about it, she turned her back to Dawn and put her arms
behind herself with the wrists crossed, just as Dawn had done.

She felt the ropes being wrapped around her
wrist and knew that, when finished, these would be much tighter
than what she had done on Dawn. She was, of course, absolutely
correct. The ropes were tight, but not painfully so. It was obvious
that Dawn knew what she was doing. The ropes were wrapped first one
way around the wrists and then at right angles to that, securing
her hands far better than she had done to Dawn. If she had been
paying attention, she would have noted that Dawn tried a total of
three knots, and all of them up on top where the fingers could not
possibly reach them. She was guided with a firm hand to the same
chair that Dawn had sat on and pushed down to the seat. Her ankles
were then bound together, equally as tightly as the wrists, and
cinched down with several extra wrappings of rope around the main
ones. Again three knots were tied to make it very difficult and
probably impossible for Nancy to work free.

Nancy looked up to see that Monique and the
other three girls were all looking at her expectantly. She began to
tug at her wrists, hoping that by some miracle she might be able to
work her way free. Although Nancy had been tied up a couple of
times during childhood games, those were quite a bit different than
this occasion. Deep inside, she knew that she would not be working
those ropes off.

She tried to twist her hands around and work
her fingers up to where the knots were. But they simply could not
reach; Dawn really did know what she was doing. After several
minutes of wasted effort, Nancy switched to trying to wiggle her
feet out of the ropes binding her ankles. That effort was no more
successful than her attempt to free her wrists had been. After
several minutes of trying, she was no closer to being free than she
had been at the start.

Nancy felt the disappointment at her failure
to escape, hoping very much that it would not prevent her from
joining the sorority. They really would not disqualify her simply
because she had been unable to escape from being tied up. That
would be illogical. Besides, she had the feeling that Dawn was some
kind of expert with the ropes. Not fair, yet she feared that just
might be the case.

Nancy herself had not quite been aware of
it, but the others, being more attuned to such things, could see
that this girl was definitely becoming excited by the helplessness
she felt. The flush on her neck, the heavier breathing that was not
totally accounted for by the physical effort, and, mostly, the
rigid state of her bare nipples. There was no question in the
active’s minds that this pledge was being turned on. All three of
them smiled; this was just a reaction they wanted.

Dawn went over to Nancy and removed the
ropes from her ankles. And then one of the other two girls took
Nancy by the arm, pulled her up from the chair, and escorted her
towards the door. Nancy looked back at Monique, her immediate
reaction being to ask why her hands were still tied. That would
have been a reasonable thing to say, but Nancy remained silent.
There was something about being almost totally naked and bound and
being led away to some unknown fate that was generating heat
between her legs. The girl who was leading her by the bare arm with
a nice-looking girl, on the slender side but very pretty and sexy,
to be sure. In the corridor outside the room, Nancy wanted to ask a
girl where they were taking her, but kept silent. It somehow did
not seem proper for her to ask questions, and certainly not to
protest. This little scene with the ropes, although unexpected, was
somehow making her feel submissive, as well as excited.

Nancy had only experienced a couple of brief
lesbian encounters during high school, and she had to wonder if her
knowledge of the subject
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