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INITIATION

Jacob got roped into trying out for Kappa Delta Pi, the most revered fraternity on campus. Though it isn’t long before Jacob finds himself determined to make it into the frat, after learning that girls desperately want to get with Kappa boys.

But the fraternity initiation isn’t so easy: the Kappa seniors have given Jacob twelve hours to get lewd photos off of his stepsister’s phone. But Jacob’s stepsister is out of town and nowhere to be found, so Jacob is going to have to improvise, and he’s got a closet full of her clothes, shoes, and makeup to make it happen.


CHAPTER I

Jacob never really thought he could get into Kappa Delta Pi, and the only reason he tried was because his friend Louis was trying out and didn’t want to go through the initiation process alone.

Jacob was half-hoping that he would be eliminated on the first day, along with the other thirty hopeful students who would be eliminated on day one. Each year, one hundred students tried out for the famed fraternity, but they only accepted five applicants at the end of initiation week. But when that first day ended, and Jacob somehow managed to endure all of the stupid games, he found himself wondering if he could make the cut and become a member of the campus’ most sought-after group of young men.

It helped that the first day was mostly just drinking games, and Jacob had always been able to handle his liquor despite his small frame. At one party, he drank a whole six-pack, took four shots of whiskey, and then he finished off the night by downing half a bottle of vodka. He woke up the next morning with a mild headache and nothing else, earning him the nickname: Little Tank.

But Jacob knew that handling his booze wasn’t going to be enough to get him through initiation week. He still had to survive six days of what the Kappa Delta Pi seniors called “torture”.

Day two was a ‘Fear Factor’ style endurance contest. All of the Kappa hopefuls were assigned different tasks while the Kappa guys all had a barbecue. Jacob’s task was to barbecue the burgers while he stood in a tub full of snakes. But it was nothing for Jacob as he wasn’t afraid of snakes and he happened to know for a fact that the snakes in that tub were harmless—they sold them at the pet store by his house. He was just happy he wasn’t the young man who had to eat a burger full of live bugs—that guy didn’t advance to the third day.

As Jacob went to sleep on that second night, he couldn’t help but wonder if there was a point to any of the frat’s nonsense. How are these contests supposed to pick the best people? They’d already weaned out all of the particularly smart guys. Most of the serious athletes were out, too. Now, there were just twenty guys left, none of whom were particularly good at anything besides weird endurance games that they would never play again in their lives. So what was the point?

When Jacob left his dorm on that third morning, he found himself being congratulated by everyone—people who lived on his floor and people he’d never seen before in his life. He still had five days of initiation left and he was already a bit of a celebrity, like a contestant who made it through the initial audition of American Idol. He already had a little fan club—everyone wanted to live on the same floor as a Kappa Delta Pi member.

“If you get into Kappa, do you want to go out on a date?” a little blonde girl asked him as he sauntered over to the little café across the street for some late-morning breakfast. He’d never seen the little blonde in his life, but she was cute. She had big fake eyelashes that went well with her padded push-up bra.

Jacob shrugged his shoulders. He didn’t know the girl, so why would he date her—regardless of whether he was in a fraternity or not?

The girl followed him to the café and then she followed him back to his dorm room, talking his ear off the whole way. She mentioned something about how girls with Kappa boyfriends have a better chance of making it into the better sororities. “I’ll think about it,” Jacob said. “But I really don’t know you.”

She stared at him with sadness glowing in her eyes. “What if I give you a blowjob?” she said.

“A what?” Jacob said, taken aback.

“I’ll suck your dick if you consider me to be your girlfriend. Right now. You’re not busy, are you?”

“Um, no,” Jacob said, his heart stuttering.

The little blonde was a good-looking girl, and Jacob had never in his life been propositioned by a good-looking girl, or even an average looking girl for that matter. He’d slept with two girls in his life, and he had to work his ass off both times just to get them into the bedroom—and then there was a whole lot more work to get them to put out. But this girl was offering herself without any guarantees.

So Jacob let her into his dorm room and he closed the door. It was only a few seconds before she was on her knees, undoing his belt, unzipping his fly, and fishing out his cock. And it was only a few seconds more before his cock was in her mouth. She made a lot of noise while she sucked him off, like a starving person eating for the first time in two weeks. But somehow the little grunts and lip smacking made the act hotter. She had him erect in a matter of thirty seconds, at the very most.

He stumbled back and sat down on the edge of his bed. He couldn’t believe what was happening. Maybe trying out for this fraternity wasn’t such a bad idea after all. And what kind of treatment would he get if actually made it into the fraternity? There were twenty guys left and five would end up in the coveted group—so it wasn’t out of the question to think that he could make it in—a 25% chance, which would only go up every day he was still in the contest.

The little blonde was looking up into his eyes. Her eyes were wide and glowing. She had his entire erection shoved into her mouth. Dribbles of saliva ran down from the corner of her lips. She mumbled something that Jacob couldn’t understand. “What’s that?” he asked.

She leaned back, slipping his cock out from her mouth. Saliva dripped onto the floor. “I asked if you think I could be your girlfriend now—assuming you make Kappa,” she said.

Jacob shook his head. “I told you that I don’t really know. But I’ll happily get to know you and I’ll certainly consider the possibility.”

The girl looked devastated, as if she was just told that she wasn’t sucking his cock well enough. So she shoved it back into her mouth and she continued to suck, this time bobbing her head faster and pressing her lips firmer. Her grunts were louder and her slurping was wetter. Then she suddenly spat his cock out. “Fuck it,” she said. “Just fuck my pussy. You can even come in me if you want.”

She got up and threw her body onto his bed, stomach first. She held her arms out, frontwards, and waited for him to do the rest. He looked around the room, wondering if he should really go ahead with fucking her. He hardly knew her. As far as he knew, she was part of his initiation—some temptation sent to him to test him. Or maybe she really was just some crazy woman who really wanted to be connected to the famed fraternity.

Jacob didn’t really care if she was part of the initiation because he really didn’t care whether or not he ended up making it into the fraternity. So he stood up and pulled the pretty blonde’s panties down to her ankles. He flipped up her skirt and slapped her on her jiggly butt cheeks. She swayed her bum gently, teasing him and inviting him in. He spread her cheeks and took a good look at her tight butthole and her damp pussy. She looked back at him. “If you put it in my ass, that’s fine, but then we’re going out,” she said.

He took another look at her asshole. He’d never stuck his cock into an asshole before, but he’d always fantasized about plugging some hot chick’s butt. But he wasn’t sure he wanted to commit to the girl’s proposition. He still knew nothing about her—he didn’t even know her name. So he lined the tip of his cock up with her pussy and he pressed it into her. She became tense, letting out a sharp moan. She was tight but she was wet enough that there was almost no resistance. He started pumping her. “Please just don’t come in my hair,” she said, and then she started to moan. Jacob wasn’t sure if the moaning was real or just part of her proposition. He didn’t really care.

He pumped her hard and raw for five minutes and then he pulled out and came all over her tush. He wanted to come inside of her, like she offered, but he wasn’t sure if she was on birth control—and she seemed crazy enough to lie about it, so she could use a pregnancy to get a bit closer to that fraternity.

After she left his dorm that afternoon, Jacob never saw her again—which was probably for the best. He went and had a quick shower, which left him just enough time to get dressed for his third day of initiation. On his way out the door, he received a text message from his stepsister. “Mom and dad want you to come for dinner tonight. Will you be there or are you too busy with your stupid frat thing?” she asked.

“I’m probably too busy,” Jacob replied. Even if he were to be eliminated, he didn’t want to make the forty-five minutes drive, just so he could watch his parents bicker while his stepsister texted her friends.

“Then you tell them,” his stepsister replied. Jacob slipped his phone into his pocket and shook his head. He didn’t have time to deal with family drama—he was already running late for his third day of initiation.


CHAPTER II

When Louis arrived at the Kappa Delta Pi house, he had no idea what to expect—but he knew it was going to be hell. He’d already been dragged through hell and back, so he wasn’t sure how they could make it any worse. He was just happy that he was still in the running, even with all of his cuts and bruises. He hadn’t slept at all that night—as he lay in bed, he was certain he could still feel the bugs crawling on his body. And he still had that throbbing headache from that day of heavy drinking, which was almost forty-eight hours ago now.

But he was determined to make it into the fraternity, no matter what they made him do. He needed that coveted title on his resume. His uncle once told him that many major companies will hire applicants just because of they had that Kappa Delta Pi line on their resumes.

Louis was the first to arrive at the Kappa house—a large white mansion on the edge of the campus. The monogram Greek letters were massive and painted the same white as the rest of the house—which made the whole place look like some sort of Ancient Greek castle. The gardener was out on the front lawn, pruning the mighty green bushes that had probably been there for at least seventy years. He’d done a fantastic job of cleaning up the giant mess made the day before: buckets of bugs and snakes and spiders being poured and thrown all over the place—not to mention all of the beer cans of the people who came to watch the humiliation unfold. Now, Louis wasn’t even sure if any of it had actually happened or not.

Roger, one of the senior frat members, stepped out from the house. He wasn’t wearing his shirt, even though it wasn’t terribly warm out—but he liked to show off his gym-toned muscles. He made a big stretch with both of his arms, as if he’d just gotten out of bed, and then he let out a long, satisfied sigh. He looked around with a big smile and then his gaze landed on Louis. “Good morning, pledge,” he said with that big grin. “Ready for another day of fun?”

Louis did his best not to squirm. He did his best to remain upright with good posture. He even did his best to keep his chest puffed out. He knew that he had to make the Kappa members like him. He could ace all of the challenges they threw at him, but at the end of the day, if they didn’t like him, he wouldn’t make the cut. The initiation was more of a traditional formality, and a way to wean out the people who weren’t serious about making it into the fraternity. “I can’t wait,” Louis said, forcing his more genuine smile.

“Good. It’s going to be a good one. We’ve been up all night getting ready for it.” He looked at Louis with a big grin. That grin terrified Louis, making his bones feel cold. There was more to that grin than just, ‘I can’t wait to torture you.’ That grin seemed to suggest that Roger knew all of Louis’s deepest, darkest secrets. Louis tried to swallow the lump in his throat without faltering.

More pledges showed up. They all got into a line on the front lawn, as they did every afternoon before the insanity started. Louis looked around, trying to see if Jacob was in the line. He wasn’t—not yet. He was late—always late. Louis tried not to let the thought of Jacob’s lateness get to him, but it was difficult. It wasn’t fair. Jacob only tried out as a joke and now he was one of the final twenty contenders. He was always showing up late and he made no effort to memorize the Kappa slogans or the history of the fraternity. Why were they not throwing him out? Everyone else in that line could shout the fraternity’s inception date on command. Jacob probably didn’t even know the inception decade—hell, he probably didn’t even know the correct century.

Louis looked at his watch. It was 1:00 PM—start time. But Jacob still wasn’t there. He found himself grinning, hoping three lates in a row would mean certain expulsion, meaning he would only have eighteen men as competition instead of nineteen. “Who are we missing?” Roger asked, looking up and down the line. Louis wanted to shout out Jacob’s name, but he didn’t want to seem like some desperate snitch. He kept his mouth shut.

“Sorry I’m late,” Jacob’s voice said. He dropped his bag on the sidewalk and walked up to the line. Louis carefully checked his watch again. Now it was 1:08 PM—eight minutes late. It was more than enough to end Jacob’s pledge status—but once again, the Kappa guys let it slide.

“No worries. Let’s get started. We have a special guest with us today,” Roger said, stepping aside from the large white doorway. A short Asian man stepped out. He looked tired, with bags under his eyes. He raised a hand as a small wave. “This is Randy,” Roger said. “He is one of the heads of the computer science department. He knows computers better than anyone on this campus. And he’s also part of the ethical hacking club—though I suppose what we had him do last night wouldn’t exactly qualify for ‘ethical’ hacking.”

Roger’s grin grew larger. He scanned the faces of the pledges. A small crowd was already starting to form on the sidewalk: students curious to see who would be advancing to the next day. They all had their favourites, as if the pledges were baseball teams. Louis took a deep breath and tried to remain focussed. His head was still throbbing, even though he drank twenty glasses of water the day before. He had a feeling he was going to be stuck with this hangover for the next week, at least.

“Randy hacked all of you—but don’t you think about suing him. You all gave him your consent when you signed that permission form on Day One. You all read that fifteen page legal document, right?” He laughed. “So now, we know all of your dirtiest secrets.”

Louis’s gut turned. He was tempted to look away when Roger’s gaze fell on him—but somehow he managed to continued looking at Roger, and somehow he managed not to stumble.

“You’re probably wondering what that means. Well, it’s quite simple. We read your e-mails and your Facebook chat histories. We looked through your browser history. We even looked through your private browsing history—apparently you can do that—who even knew? We got so much dirt on all of you. Hell, we even found some things that we considered taking to the police. There are some serious creeps in this line-up today.” His gaze fell back on Louis. This time Louis darted his eyes away—he couldn’t help it. A ringing started tormenting Louis’s ears. He strained to continue listening, but the stress from the week was starting to get to him.

“That’s not legal!” one of the pledges shouted. Everyone looked over at him as he stepped back. “Even if we signed a consent form—you don’t have the right to look through people’s private lives like that! My dad’s a lawyer and I’m going to get him to sue your ass!” His face was red and there was a vein pulsing on his forehead, which Louis could see from halfway across the large property.

“Tell your dad and we’ll tell everyone here what kind of sites you like to visit on your Tor browser,” Roger said, still with that big, calm grin.

The angry pledge suddenly became silent. His face became white as his lips slowly parted. His jaw trembled, but no words came out from his mouth.

“You’re out. Run along now,” Roger said, waving his hand.

He stumbled back and then he started running away, as if a motorcycle gang was chasing him. He never came back. Now there were only nineteen pledges remaining—four more to be eliminated today. Louis wasn’t going to be one of them, even though he was absolutely terrified of what Roger and the other Kappa members knew about him.

“You all will be receiving your daily duties in private today,” Roger said. “We’ll call you in one at a time, and you have until tonight at midnight to complete your tasks. Understood?”

Everyone nodded. Louis felt like he could hear everyone’s collective hearts pounding against their collective ribcages.

“Good. Terrance, we’ll start with you. Come on in. Everyone else, just keep standing in line.” Terrance was slow to go inside. His hands were trembling. He put them behind his back, hiding them from Roger, but not from the eighteen pledges standing in a line on that beautiful green lawn. Ten minutes passed before Terrance emerged from the frat house, his face pale. He ran off down the street to carry out his task. Someone in the sidewalk audience shouted, “What are they making you do?” But Terrance didn’t answer. He just kept running, as if he needed every second if he was going to complete his task on time.


CHAPTER III

When Jacob looked down that line of anxious pledges, he was surprised. They all looked terrified. Their faces were white and their gazes were inward. One guy’s jaw was literally trembling, and another guy was literally dripping beads of sweat. What were they afraid of? Did they really have secrets that were so terrible?

Jacob didn’t feel worried at all. He tried to think of the worst thing he’d ever done. He snuck into the girl’s bathroom in high school and got suspended, but everyone already knew that. He had a thing for lesbian porn, but he didn’t really care if anyone knew it. It’s not like he was watching scat porn, or snuff films. And is that what these other guys were watching behind closed doors? Is that why they were so frightened?

And why was Louis so scared? What had he ever done that he was afraid of people knowing? Jacob shrugged his shoulders and looked away from his fellow pledges. He didn’t want to know what they’d been up to. Jacob liked to think that he still had most of his innocence intact, and he wanted to keep it that way.

He was called in fourth, after three terrified pledges. When he walked inside, all of the Kappa seniors were sitting on one side of a long table, as if they were recreating The Last Supper. They all looked at Jacob with big grins. Jacob looked around at the pictures on the walls. Most of the pictures were of guys dressed in football gear. Under each picture was a plaque with the athlete’s name. There were a few basketball players mixed into the collection, but it was a picture of a black guy with a big afro holding a table tennis paddle that caught Jacob’s attention. He looked extremely serious in the picture, which made Jacob chuckle. The plaque read ‘Jerold Jones, 1981’.

There was an empty, seat, which Jacob figured was for him. He took it. “You need to ask permission to sit,” one of the seniors said.

“Oh sorry,” Jacob said without getting up. “Mind if I sit?”

One of the seniors laughed. The others all looked at one another as if they weren’t sure what to make of Jacob—a guy who had made the top twenty without giving a damn.

“Our team spent almost three hours just on you last night, trying to find dirt on you,” Roger said. “Your passwords apparently were easy to crack, but there wasn’t much to find.”

“You’re either very good at hiding your tracks with VPNs and encryption, or you’ve got a squeaky clean record,” Randy said. He still looked exhausted, still waiting to be released for a nap.

“The latter,” Jacob said. “I don’t know piss about computers. I don’t even know what a VPN is.”

The guys all looked at one another again. “Well, we did discover one interesting fact about you. You’ve got a stepsister.”

“Is that interesting?” Jacob asked.

“You don’t just have a stepsister, you’ve got a 10/10 bombshell of a stepsister. In fact, we all agreed that she is so hot, we ended up spending another few hours last night trying to find sexy pictures of her,” said Roger.

“She definitely has sexy pictures—she sent one via SnapChat to a guy last week—we managed to hack his account,” Randy said. “But we weren’t able to hack your sister’s phone to see more for ourselves. Apple’s encryption is too strong, and your sister uses a thumb-print password—so it’s nearly impossible for us to hack her phone remotely.”

“I don’t really know what any of that means.”

“It means,” Roger said. “Your task for the day is to get onto your sister’s phone and get us her raciest photos—for our enjoyment only, of course. The photos won’t leave these holy walls. In fact, we will probably delete them as soon as we see them, just to be extra safe.”

“You want me to steal my stepsister’s phone?” Jacob asked.

“No. Just go onto your sister’s phone and send yourself her photos. And then you can send them to us.”

“My stepsister lives in a different city.”

“Your stepsister lives in Cassidy, with your parents. You’ve got ten hours, which should be plenty of time to get to her phone, no? Cassidy isn’t even a whole hour away, if I’m not mistaken.”

Jacob felt a cool breeze tickle his spine. He looked at the Kappa seniors and thought they looked like a bunch of pathetic losers: all sitting there, acting like royalty, as if getting into some stupid fraternity actually meant something. “Yeah, I’m not doing that,” Jacob said.

Jacob wasn’t necessarily morally opposed to the task. He wasn’t close to his stepsister, and he’d always been curious to see her naked. She had only moved in one year before Jacob moved out, a couple of years after Jacob’s biological parents split up. It even seemed weird to call her his stepsister, even though that’s what she always called herself. It was especially weird because he’d known her from high school before she moved in, so it was hard not to just see her as anything but a classmate.

“If you don’t do it, you won’t make it into Kappa Delta Pi,” Roger said, raising an eyebrow.

“Okay,” Jacob said, looking down the line of pathetic losers.

“Well, you’ve got until midnight. The choice is yours. Now run along. Just know that this might be the last time you ever step foot in this frat house again.”

Jacob shrugged his shoulders and then he turned to leave. He wasn’t interested in playing their stupid game. There was nothing in it for him. He knew that it wasn’t true what Louis was always saying: being in Kappa wouldn’t help getting a job after school. No business would be stupid enough to hire employees based on which fraternities they went to.

So instead of heading to Cassidy, where his stepsister and parents lived, Jacob started towards his dorm. The crazy ride was over—he was no longer a pledge for Kappa Delta Pi.

As he approached his building’s main entrance, two young women hopped up next to him. One was a brunette and one was a blonde. The brunette was stunning, with glowing eyes and adorable freckles. The blonde wasn’t bad either, but it was hard not to stare at the brunette. “Aren’t you trying out for Kappa?” the brunette asked.

“Um, yeah,” Jacob said.

“Oh my God, that’s so hot. You’re, like, one of the finalists, right? Like, you might actually make it into the frat?”

Jacob shrugged his shoulders. “I guess so,” he said.

“Do you want to fuck?” the blonde asked.

Jacob’s heart skipped a beat. He’d already fucked a girl that morning, and now there were more girls throwing themselves at him? “Uh, what?” he said.

“It would be fun—a little three-way. And then maybe you could take us to a Kappa party—I mean, like, if you get in, or whatever,” said the brunette.

“You want to have a three-way with me so that I might take you to a party?”

The girls both smiled and nodded. And Jacob didn’t pass up the opportunity. Of course he didn’t tell them that he was dropping out of the race. He took them up to his dorm room and then he got them undressed. He watched them kiss one another for a few minutes, and then he got to take turns kissing them. The brunette had the softer lips, but her tits were much smaller. So Jacob kissed the brunette while he fondled the blonde’s rack.

The blonde took one of Jacob’s hands and brought it down between her legs. She pushed his hand down until he started rubbing her pussy. Then the brunette took his other hand and pressed it between her legs. She had a bit of pubic hair, which felt soft and nice against the palm of his hand. The brunette moaned—the gentle sound alone was enough to make Jacob rock hard.

Both girls saw his erection and the immediately sunk to their knees. They started taking turns sucking him off. The brunette was timid with the cock, but the blonde had no problem plunging the whole thing down her throat. She gagged a bit but it didn’t stop her from sucking him off.

Jacob waved the brunette over and then he motioned for her to sit on his face so he could eat her own. He gave her clit a few licks and then a wave of fluids splashed his face. She perked up. “I’m so sorry. That’s never happened before. Well, it happened once when I was playing with a toy… No wait, it happened twice. But still, I’m so sorry.” Jacob didn’t mind. He thought it was hot. He started licking her clit again, hoping she would squirt some more warm fluid on his face.

And then he felt the tight, wet pressure of a pussy sucking around his cock. He looked down to see the blonde mounting him, bareback. She sunk down low and then immediately started bouncing. Then the brunette sat down on his face again, so he continued to lick, blinded by her soft butt cheeks. And finally, she squirted again as she grinded her snatch against his lips.

He grunted when he was about to come. He warned the girls once the pussy was off of his face. Then they both scrambled down so their faces were in place and ready for his cumshot. He tried sitting up, but the brunette was sitting on his chest now, bent over to try and get more of his hot load than her blonde friend. He clenched and squirmed and then he felt himself unloading. It wasn’t until a minute later that he saw the damage: the faces of both girls were coated with white goo. “That was fun!” the brunette said with a big smile as she licked the cum off of her lips. The blonde licked the rest of the cum off of the brunette’s face while Jacob watched with glowing eyes.

And he realized that he had to be in Kappa Delta Pi. He still had four years left of college—and he couldn’t imagine letting those years slip by without this kind of sexual attention.

He looked at his watch. It was already 6:00 PM. He’d been fucking the girls for nearly four hours. He sprung up and started getting dressed. He only had six hours to get to his stepsister so he could get her photos and send them off to Roger and the other seniors.


CHAPTER IV

Louis found himself sitting in his dorm room, staring blankly at the wall, wishing he had never signed up for the stupid fraternity. It wasn’t worth it. Even if he managed to make it past this round and the next four rounds after it, it still wouldn’t be worth it. The bugs were one thing, and the alcohol was one thing, but this newest task was a whole different thing entirely. Even if he didn’t go through with it, then he still had to live with the shame, knowing the most popular group of guys on campus knew his secret.

But now his secret was out. All of the guys knew it, and everyone who would win their spot in the Kappa Delta Pi fraternity would soon know it too. So there was no sense in not trying. He no longer had anything to lose—though his task seemed more or less impossible.

He had to go out and find a trans woman, have sex with her, and film it—and he only had six hours left to accomplish that goal. He had no idea where to start. He wasn’t even sure if he’d ever seen a trans woman outside of the Internet before—so even if he could find one, how was he going to convince her to sleep with him? And how was he going to convince her to let him film it? And what if he couldn’t go through with it? What if he saw her cock and froze up?

Louis had only ever been with one girl before, and even that was a stressful scenario. He couldn’t imaging being with a transgender, seeing a cock inches from his face. Even if he just flipped her over and stuck it in her ass—he would still know there was a cock dangling on the other side… What if he couldn’t come? It didn’t matter if he came or not—the task was to film sex. No one ever said anything about finishing…

He liked watching tranny porn—it was his go-to masturbation material. And it was a secret he’d kept hidden for many years, but it wasn’t entirely a secret anymore. He’d always gotten off to images of beautiful women with big, hard cocks. He especially loved videos where the trannies were on top, getting reach-arounds from their male dates. He never liked the videos where the guys were on top—they always made weird, uncomfortable faces. His favourite videos were when there were two trannies sucking each other off—but he’d always suspected the reality would be different. He’d always suspected touching a cock in real life would be much different than looking at one on a computer screen.

There were probably smells—manly smells that can’t be eliminated by hormones. Louis wasn’t sure how he would be able to look at a real life shemale and not imagine what she looked like before the surgeries and hormone replacement therapy. He liked his perfect porno fantasy and he didn’t want to ruin it with gross, smelly reality. But he had no choice; the clock was ticking and she still had no idea where to start.

He remembered the ads on the side of the pornography websites that said things like, ‘Want to fuck a real tranny? Join our site now and find the hottest local trannies!’ He always assumed they were just scams and click bait, but he was desperate. So he went and found one of those ads and clicked on it. He signed up for one of the websites, even paying the 10$ fee with his credit card. He quickly made a profile and then started scanning through local profiles. They all seemed fake, but he messaged a few of them anyway, paying 5$ per message. Within the next hour, he received a few responses. Louis got right to the point with the girls.

“I want to have sex tonight, and I want to film it. No one will see the footage—I promise.” But the trans girls he was talking to didn’t give him a straight response. They just wanted to continue talking, at 5$ per message. Louis realized he was being scammed, so he closed the website and tried not to think of the fact he’d just spent over fifty dollars messaging fake trannies.

But what else could he do? How was he supposed to accomplish his task? The only solution he could think of was to beg a gay male friend to dress up like a girl and go along with it—but then Louis would have to have gay sex with a guy dressed as a woman But how was that any different from having sex with a tranny? Was a tranny not just a gay man dressed as a woman?

Louis couldn’t bare the thought. He sunk back down onto his bed and stared up at the ceiling. He’d endured the liquor and the bugs and the humiliation for nothing.

He found himself on Facebook, looking through his friends’ feeds, mostly just so he could keep his mind off of the humiliating end to his initiation. And then he noticed an ad on the side of the screen—a new ad, based on his most recent search history (which was done without private browsing, seeing as private browsing was apparently useless). The ad was for a new gay bar down the street. “Come on down for karaoke night!”

Louis’s heart skipped a beat. In the picture was a group of three people with their arms over each other’s shoulders. Two of the people were obviously gay men, and the third person was a girl with the slight bulge of an Adam’s apple: a transgender. Louis perked up. Maybe he could go down to the new gay bar and find himself a transgender date for the night. But how would he convince her to let him film them fucking? That probably wouldn’t happen.

So Louis set up his webcam on his computer, and he set it to record. He had to delete half of the files on his computer, knowing the all-night recording would probably be a massive file. He started the recording before leaving the house. He dimmed the brightness of his screen so that it appeared black, so that his date wouldn’t see herself being recorded. And then he grabbed his coat and headed for the gay bar with nothing to lose and everything to gain.


CHAPTER V

Jacob’s trip to his parents’ house did not go smoothly. First, he forgot his wallet and didn’t realize until he was thirty minutes from his house. His car was out of gas and none of the customers at the gas station would give him a pity five bucks so he could loop back and grab his wallet, so he could fill up again closer to his house. So he had to leave his car at the gas station and hop on a bus. It was almost two hours before he returned to that gas station with his wallet. The sun had already gone down.

His trip kept getting worse. He knew he didn’t have long—he still wasn’t sure how he was going to get onto his stepsister’s phone. So he pressed his foot hard onto the gas pedal and ten minutes later, he found himself pulled over on the side of the highway with flashing red and blue lights behind him. The cop took nearly fifteen minutes just to get out of the car, and another fifteen minutes to give Jacob a stern talking to. “Yeah, yeah, just give me the ticket,” Jacob said, waving his hand at the cop, motioning for the ticket.

His hurried attitude did not impress the officer. “You know we can impound your car, because you were going more than forty kilometres per hour over the speed limit, right?”

“No you can’t,” Jacob said, calling the officer out on his bluff. And then Jacob found himself standing on the side of the road as a tow truck pulled up to haul off his car. He ended up hitchhiking the last fifty kilometres to Cassidy, but it took over an hour to get a ride, and the truck that picked him up ended up making two stops: once to the use the bathroom and once to buy a chocolate bar from a gas station. Each stop took nearly twenty minutes, though Jacob had no idea why. When he finally got to his parents house in Cassidy, it was 10:00 PM.

Jacob ran up to the front door. He didn’t bother ringing the doorbell. He knew his parents always kept the doors unlocked. The lights in the house were already off. Jacob went straight towards his sister’s bedroom, but his sister wasn’t in the room. The bed was nicely made. So Jacob ran to his parents’ room. He knew he was going to give them a scare when he ran into the room, but he was running low on time and didn’t have any other choice. He threw their bedroom door open and said, “Mom, where’s Michelle? Why isn’t she in her room?”

But his parents’ bedroom was empty too. No one was home. Jacob tried calling his sister, but she didn’t pick up. So he tried calling his parents. He got through to his mother. “Where is everyone?”

“Your father and I are spending the night in the city. We were going to put on dinner, but you were all too busy, so we decided to go into the city and have a date night. Do you want to talk to your stepfather?”

“No, mom. Where’s Michelle? Is she with you?”

“Michelle is out with friends tonight. She said she wouldn’t be home until the morning. Why do you sound so out of breath? What’s going on with you?”

“I can’t explain right now, mom. Good night.” Jacob hung up the phone and looked at his watch. Now it was 10:30 PM. He only had an hour and a half to get lewd photos off of his stepsister to send to Roger and the Kappa guys.

He tried messaging Michelle on Facebook, but he had no luck. He tried messaging a few of Michelle’s friends—the only few he knew. But none of them answered either, except for one who said, “I haven’t talked to Michelle in three years.” Jacob’s heart was pounding. He paced his parents’ house and tried to think of a plan. He found himself in Michelle’s room, hoping desperately to find something hidden in her drawers. Maybe she had an old phone with old pictures on it, or maybe she had some sexy Polaroid photos kicking around. Jacob did find an old phone, but it was dead. He spent another ten minutes tracking down the charger for it, but the charger wouldn’t bring it back to life. It had probably died by drowning in a nightclub toilet.

But Jacob did find a few particular items, which gave him a crazy idea. In her closet he found a wig—the wig Michelle wore for three months after she cut her hair short and immediately regretted it. It was long and dyed a strawberry blonde colour. He also found a drawer full of sexy lingerie: lots of lace and satin and frills and straps. There were fresh razors in the bathroom, and Jacob even found a spare pair of Michelle’s glasses—the same exact style she always wore, with big black frames.

Jacob didn’t have much time left, so he got started right away. He ran a tub full of warm water and got himself undressed. He only spent ten minutes getting his legs and crotch area shaved smooth. He felt like a complete dunce doing it, but he was desperate. He even used a fresh razor to get a close shave on his face, even though his facial hair was thin and blonde. In the bathroom he found a little jar of red nail polish—the same shade Michelle had always used to paint her nails. So he quickly did his fingers and he didn’t bother with his toes.

Then he started to squeeze his body into Michelle’s lingerie. Roger said that he wanted sexy photos—he didn’t say anything about nude photos. Michelle didn’t have much of a rack, so a couple of socks were enough to create a realistic bust. Jacob was able to use the wig to cover most of his face, but to be safe, he used a bit of Michelle’s makeup—some lip gloss, a bit of blush, and some eyeliner. He didn’t plan on getting his eyes in any of the shots, or even his lips for that matter, but he wanted to be safe.

He looked in the mirror and cracked a grin. He looked a bit like Michelle—almost like they could be biological siblings. He didn’t look like her twin by any means, but as long as he kept most of his face out of the shots, he knew he would be fine. He stared at himself for a few minutes, until he heard the living room clock chime—it was 11:30 PM.

So he migrated back to Michelle’s bedroom and he used her full-length mirror as his canvas. He posed his body and snapped dozens of shots. He only planned on using a couple, but he wanted to get as much material as possible to work with. It was 11:45 PM when he was satisfied with his selection of photos. He sent them off to Roger. His heart was pounding. After the photos were sent, he found himself staring closely at each one, trying to make sure there were no obvious signs that he was the one in the photos. The last thing he wanted was for there to be his face in some window reflection. But the photos seemed relatively safe. And they really did look like pictures of a chick posing in lingerie. Jacob smiled—at least that was one benefit of having a petite frame…


CHAPTER VI

It was 11:15 when Louis stumbled back into his dorm room with his date under his arm. He was drunk and so was she—but he wasn’t drunk enough that he would forget what he’d done in the morning.

The trans girl he picked up was convincing—at least she was convincing after a few shots, a couple glasses of champagne, and a few pints of beer. She had long hair and a thin body. From behind, Louis couldn’t tell the difference. Even from the front, she wasn’t bad when her head was tilted down to hide her large Adam’s apple. She had big eyes and dark eyelashes, which were probably fake—but Louis didn’t have time to be picky. He only had forty-five minutes to fuck her and get the footage sent off to Roger. He knew it would probably take ten or fifteen minutes just to save and export the footage once it was recorded, and another few minutes to travel across the Internet to Roger—so he really only had about twenty minutes to stuff his tranny date.

Thankfully, she was eager to start as soon as they were behind the closed door of Louis’s dorm room. She threw herself at him and started sucking on his lips. She wasn’t a gentle lover, but at least her lips were soft. She moaned softly as they kissed. She had a deeper moan than Louis would have liked. Her voice in general was deep, as if she wasn’t putting much effort into sounding feminine. She’d told Louis at the bar that she’d only been taking hormones for six weeks, and that her voice would only get more feminine as the weeks went by.

But with plenty of liquor in his system, Louis found her deeper voice to be strangely arousing. He wanted to hear it while they were making out. “Tell me how badly you want to suck my cock,” he said.

“I want to suck your cock so badly, baby,” she said.

“Say it like you mean it.”

“I want your fucking cock so badly,” she said. He smiled. He loved hearing that voice—it wasn’t overly masculine but it was obviously not feminine either.

Louis looked down and saw the bulge of her erection against her skirt. “Oops,” she said, reaching down under her skirt. “She popped loose.” She slipped her cock back into her little thong. Now the bulge was gone, but Louis knew it was still there.

His heart was pounding mercilessly. He tried to take a breath in, but his lungs were frozen stiff, so he was only able to breathe in shallow, short breaths. He looked back down at her skirt and found himself picturing her cock. He wondered if she shaved her pubic hair or if she had a bit of fuzz down there. When he looked back up, his trans date was staring him in the eyes. She had a big drunken smirk on her face. “Do you want to play with it?” she asked with that voice that made Louis so nervous and crazy at the same time.

“Really?” he said, his voice cracking.

“Go ahead,” she said.

Louis looked back down as she rose up her skirt, showing off the big bulge in her thong. There was plenty of flesh billowing out from that thin strip of fabric: the sides of her testicles and the edges of her long shaft. Louis reached down slowly, slipping his fingers over the whole package. It was warm and he could feel it throbbing. His heart skipped a beat and he let a strange sound out from his lips that was something like a whimper. He started to rub her package, rubbing harder and harder. Then he remembered that he was on a time limit. He looked over at the alarm clock at his bedside. It was 11:30 PM.

“Can I fuck you in the ass?” he said.

“Yeah darling, we’ll get there. Don’t worry.”

“No, I want to do it now. Get on my bed, on your stomach,” Louis said. His heart started pounding even harder, which he didn’t realize was possible. He stared his trans date in the eyes and watched as her smirk grew large.

“Okay,” she said. “You just can’t wait, huh?”

“No,” he said. But he was terrified. He wished he could wait and spend some extra time building up the courage he needed—though he knew that courage would probably never come. His hands were trembling and his legs were beginning to feel numb and weak. He kept looking over at the clock, wondering if he was going to have enough time. What if he couldn’t come right away?

He had an idea. While his date was getting comfortable on her stomach, he pulled out his phone. He quickly turned the volume off of his phone and then he dialled Roger via FaceTime. He flipped his camera around so it was recording out the back of his phone. He didn’t have time to save and export video files. He needed a faster solution.

Roger answered the FaceTime. Louis saw his lips moving but the volume was muted. So Louis just quickly pointed the camera at his laptop’s webcam, with its small glowing red light, and then he propped the phone up on his desk, so it was aimed at his date. Then, he went to join his date on the bed.

He undressed quickly. He was already erect. He felt terribly exposed and vulnerable, not sure how many Kappa members were huddled around Roger’s phone, watching. He climbed up onto the bed and he flipped up his mostly-feminine date’s skirt, exposing her round tush. Then he yanked down her little thong. He spread her perfect cheeks and he spat into her asshole, giving himself some lubricant. He didn’t have time earlier to pick any lubricant or even any condoms up from the store on his way to the gay bar. Spit would do just fine.

He started pushing his cock into his well-hung date. She was tight, but she didn’t clench. She knew how to remain relaxed while he penetrated her—this probably wasn’t her first stuffing. He sunk deeper and deeper and deeper. She started moaning louder and louder, still with that slightly deep moan.

It occurred to Louis that it wasn’t obvious that his date was a transgender, as she was laying on her stomach with her cock nestled into his bed sheets. So he gently rolled her onto her side without pulling his cock out from her ass. He tried not to look into that little lens that was watching his every move as he reached around and slipped his fingers around her cock, showing his audience that he was indeed accomplishing his task.

He looked over at the clock. It was 11:55 PM now. He’d finished his task just in time. No one said he had to climax before midnight—he just had to have sex with a trans chick, which was exactly what he was doing. So with a wave of relief washing over him, he started to pump his trans date with his long shaft. She grunted with each penetration. He could hear the big grin on her face as she began to moan. He watched closely as she reached down and started rubbing the tip of her cock as if it was her clit. “Oh yeah, baby. Make me come,” she said, her body bouncing to the rhythm of his thrusting.

Louis ran his fingers up and down his date’s smooth legs. She felt surprisingly feminine, and he found himself wondering if it was just because her hair was shaved off, or if it had something to do with the hormones she’d been taking for six weeks. Would six weeks of HRT have any noticeable effects? Was Louis just caressing a man with long hair and makeup? He tried not to think about it.

She caught his hand and brought it around to her cock. She curled his fingers around her girth and then she got him stroking. She let go and he continued the motions. He shut his eyes tight, knowing Roger at the other Kappa guys were currently watching as Louis stroked off a cock. Was it worth it? Would it be enough to get Louis through to the next round?

If everyone satisfied their tasks, then four people would still be eliminated—it would be up to the Kappa Delta Pi seniors to decide who was worthy of making the cut. So picking up a tranny at a gay bar and fucking her in the ass while jerking her off might not be enough to get Louis through to the fourth day of initiation. But again, he tried not to think about that. All he could do was remain positive and hope that this would all be worth it—not that fucking the well-hung shemale was torture. It was quite the opposite; for years, Louis had fantasized about nailing a beautiful trans girl. He’d always wanted to feel the inside of a T-girl’s anus, and he’d always wanted to stroke a tranny’s long cock. Now his fantasy wasn’t just a fantasy—it was a very real reality.

“Oh my God, you’re going to make me come. I think I’m going to come. Oh God, I’m coming,” his date said. She groaned and squirmed. “Don’t stop. Right there. Oh God, that feels good. I think I’m coming.”

Louis strained to look over her shoulder. He didn’t want to miss her epic finale. He watched her cock as it twitched and bloated, and then he watched as it spewed warm cum all over his bed sheets. He didn’t mind; he had a spare set under the bed. The sight was mesmerizing and incredibly arousing. Louis’s body shuddered and he clenched hard, but there was nothing he could do to stop his orgasm from overpowering his body. He groaned and unloaded deep inside of his transgender date. She gasped and clutched at the cum-soaked bed sheets. He made sure his whole cock was buried inside of her as he came. And then he pulled out and watched with glowing eyes as cum billowed out from her perfect tush.


CHAPTER VII

It was 1:00 AM when Jacob received a text message from Roger, letting him know that he made the cut—he would be advancing to the fourth day of the Kappa Delta Pi initiation process. Only fifteen competitors remained—at least that’s what Jacob though, until he showed up a the Kappa mansion the next day, and saw that there were only nine people standing in front of the house—ten once Jacob took his stand next to Louis.

“So you’re still in, huh?” Louis asked.

“Still in to fight another day,” Jacob said with a smirk. He tried to remain cool and calm, so he wouldn’t look suspicious. He knew that he’d cheated in order to advance through to the fourth round, but he didn’t need anyone to know that—even Louis, his best friend. Louis was so obsessed with making it into Kappa Delta Pi that he probably wouldn’t hesitate to toss Jacob under the bus if it meant only have to beat four more pledges instead of five.

Roger came out from the mansion wearing nothing but a white housecoat. He looked tired. He held a steaming mug of coffee in his hand. “We had a late night last night, getting ready for round four of your initiation,” he said. “Our third round turned out to be more difficult than we thought. Only ten of you were actually able to complete your assigned tasks. But we’ve still got four days left of initiation—four days to really see if you’re serious about becoming a Kappa Delta Pi member.”

Jacob found himself feeling nervous, his heart pounding as he awaited the day’s challenge. He tried to control his breathing and he tried to keep his hands hidden behind his back, so no one would see them trembling. He couldn’t believe it—he was actually anxious about the initiation. He was actually starting to care whether or not he got into the fraternity. And how could he not care, after all he’d been through? He still hadn’t gone to sleep since taking those photos. He had to hitchhike his way back into town and then he had to make it to the impound lot to retrieve his car, but not before going to the police station to pay his ticket. And then he needed to shower and get ready for the day. By the time he had a set of clean clothes on his body, it was 11:30 AM, and it was time to start meandering down to the Kappa Delta Pi house.

“Today, only two of you will be eliminated. But don’t think that’s an opportunity to slack off. It’s still not going to be easy.”

Everyone looked around at one another, eyeing up the competition.

“Today’s challenge will be a quick challenge—it shouldn’t take you very long at all. In one hour, the Bulldogs kick off against the Hornets. The stadium is probably already starting to fill out. As soon as that ball is kicked into the air, the race will begin. You have to complete a full lap—all of you—around the field, end to end. If you get tackled by security before you make the full lap, then you’re out. If none of you get tackled, then the last two across that end zone line are out. Oh, and you’ll all be butt-naked.” Roger grinned. “We’ve got a friend letting us in through the access gate at kick-off. So if you’re late, that’s your problem. We can’t sit around and wait.” He looked down and checked his watch. “I trust you all know how to get to the stadium, so I’ll see you all there in… fifty-six minutes.” Roger turned and went back into the mansion.

The pledges all breathed as a wave of relief washed over all of them—all of them but Jacob. Jacob’s body was shaved smooth. His pubic hair was still shaved into a ridiculous little heart—he hadn’t had time to shave it off completely since leaving his parents’ house. Surely someone would notice—surely one of the Kappa seniors would recognize his smooth legs and perky tush…

He tried to think of a solution, but nothing came to mind. They had to be naked—did that mean he couldn’t cover his body with body paint? He couldn’t risk it… If all of the pledges crossed the line, then body paint might end up being what gets him eliminated. But what else could he do, besides hope no one notices his smooth legs or his mane of pubic hair shaved into a heart? That was all he could do… He didn’t even have time to run back to his dorm room to shave away that damned heart and make it to the stadium in time. The other pledges were already on their way to the stadium. So Jacob was just going to have to hope…

Jacob followed the others. It was a good thirty-minute walk to the stadium. When he got there, the Kappa seniors were already standing by that large access gate—the gate that was designed to let emergency vehicles onto the field and not naked pledges. Someone was making a speech on the field. The football fans all clapped when the speech was done—and it sounded like there were a lot of people in the stands, not that Jacob cared so much about the people in the stands, even though he probably knew at least a few of them. He’d ended up naked and drunk at parties before, so this wasn’t exactly new territory. It was the Kappa seniors he was worried about.

Some of the other pledges were already stripped down to the their underwear, ready to take the rest off so they could start their sprint. Someone on the field started singing the national anthem. A minute later, the crowd cheered. “Get to your seats everyone! There is just one minute ‘till kick off!” said the announcer. The pledges all slipped their underwear down to their ankles. Everyone was naked except for Jacob, who was trying to gain control of his trembling body.

He took a deep breath and pulled his shirt off. He’d shaved the tiny blonde hairs off of his chest the night before, but he didn’t expect anyone to notice that. He turned his back to the row of eager Kappa seniors before bending over to pull down his pants. He pulled them down slowly, biting down hard on his tongue. “You can do this,” he whispered to himself. He saw that damned heart of pubic hair. The crowd cheered and a loud horn honked. The ball had been kicked. Roger’s stadium connection threw the access door open wide and the pledges all started running—everyone except for Jacob, who still had his pants around his ankles.

“Socks too, pledge,” one of the seniors said. Everyone was getting a massive head start. Jacob bent over and awkwardly pulled his socks off of his feet. The naked pledges were already at the twenty-yard line when Jacob started running. As his bare feet touched the grass, he saw the group of security guards running onto the field. They were fast, trained to catch streakers. Jacob bit down harder on his tongue and ran as fast as he possibly could. He managed to get within ten yards of the rest of the group before they reached the first end zone—the halfway point.

The security guards fanned wide. The streakers split in different directions to avoid the guards, knowing the whole game was over if they got tackled. Jacob didn’t look back but he could hear one of the guards running closely behind him, his heavy boots stomping the football field grass. Jacob closed his eyes momentarily as he tried to will a bit more speed into his run. Somehow, he managed to get a small burst of speed out of nothing.

About eight yards ahead of him, one of the pledges was taken down hard to the grass. Two security guards piled onto the young man, holding him down. Jacob turned hard to stay clear of the dog pile, but there were still guards in every direction. The crowd was cheering and laughing, though Jacob wasn’t sure if they were cheering for the streakers or the security guards.

Jacob looked up at the Jumbotron, just as it showed a nice close-up of him. His cock was flapping from side to side, hitting his thighs. And that pubic hair heart was obvious to anyone looking. He reached down and covered his cock with his hand, throwing off some of his momentum. He was reaching the centre of the field now—three-quarters through his run. He was tired and short on breath, but he kept sprinting. He looked down from the Jumbotron and saw a security guard diving right towards him. He shut his eyes and winced his head away, in an attempt reduce the impact of the tackle. And then he jumped out of instinct, and when he opened his eyes he saw that he was jumping over the diving security guards. He felt the guard’s back graze the bottom of his foot before he landed and continued his sprint towards that open gate.

The other pledges were already running through the gate. In avoiding the security guards, Jacob had fallen far behind. He was the last one through the gate. “Fuck,” he muttered under his breath as Roger’s connection closed the gate behind him. Jacob fell to the ground and started panting for air. He wasn’t in bad shape, but he certainly wasn’t in good enough shape to do much more than a full sprint around an entire football field.

“I guess we’ll see you all tomorrow then,” Roger said.

Jacob looked up and looked around, realizing there were only eight young naked men panting for air behind that football stadium. He looked back at the Jumbotron, which was showing two of the pledges being hauled off by the security guards. Jacob had narrowly managed to advance.


CHAPTER VIII

Louis was starting to get used to feeling humiliated. Of course it was a picture of him on the front page of the sports section the next morning, with the headline: ‘Streakers Disrespect Military Support Day at Bulldogs Game.’ They censored his cock in the photo, but they didn’t bother censoring his face. Shortly after seeing the page in the paper, he received a call from his angry mother. “What the hell has gotten into you?” And after he hung up the phone on his mom, he received a few more calls from outraged family members. They didn’t understand when he told them it was for Kappa Delta Pi initiation.

But the awkward picture in the newspaper didn’t seem nearly as embarrassing as the live-streamed sex Louis had with the transgender from the gay bar.

The police came to his dorm room around 9:30 AM. They gave him a stern talking to and then they left him with a warning. “Do it again and it’ll go on your permanent record,” the officer told him. “You’ll be registered as a sex offender. Do you know what that means? You realize your face will be on every sex offender website, all over the country, right?” Louis was thankful for the warning.

But he wasn’t in the clear yet. There were still three initiation challenges left, and Louis had a feeling they were only going to get more and more intense. Though there were only eight contenders left, and five would make the cut, which meant that Louis had a better chance of making Kappa Delta Pi than he had of not making it, which made him smile. But he knew he wasn’t in the clear yet—there were still three eliminations left to be made.

But even if he didn’t make the cut, he already felt accomplished. He was already in the 8th percentile. Never in his life had he ever been beaten 92% of his competitors, so it was hard not to grin as he made his way from his dorm housing to the Kappa Delta Pi mansion.

He was surprised to see Jacob standing in front of the house. For once, Jacob wasn’t running late. It was as if he actually wanted to make the fraternity. “So it looks like we actually might make it, huh?” Louis said as he took his stand next to his friend.

“Maybe. Don’t get too cocky yet. If they throw another drinking game in, you’re toast,” said Jacob with a big confident grin. And Louis knew he was right—his head was still throbbing from that first day of drinking. The thought of drinking another sip of liquor made his stomach turn—and it was a fraternity tryout after all—there would likely be more booze filled challenges.

And there was, that afternoon. Thankfully, Louis ended up squeaking through with a lucky break, as one of the pledges was arrested in the middle of the keg stand competition. The police arrived and went straight up to him. “Duncan Fillmore?” the officer asked.

“Yeah?” said the pledge.

“You’re under arrest for indecent exposure.” They cuffed him and hauled him off. The rest of the pledges were let off with warnings, but apparently Duncan Fillmore had previous offenses and had used up all of his warnings. He had to spend the night in jail and then his face ended up on all of the sex offender websites. And Louis ended up getting hammered for nothing.

After Louis finished his keg stand, he noticed a familiar face watching from the crowd that had gathered on the sidewalk: the trans chick from the gay bar. She was wearing a white dress and white gladiator sandals. She waved and smiled at Louis, and Louis waved and smiled back. A few of the audience members stared at the trans girl and then at Louis, but Louis didn’t care. No humiliation could top what he’d already been through—so who cares if people knew he fancied traps? The liquor also helped his carefree attitude.

He took the trap back to his dorm again, and this time they made love properly, with plenty of foreplay and no cameras recording. Louis got his pretty trans admirer up against the wall and then he rammed her asshole until she made a white creamy mess of his dorm room wall. He pulled his cock out from her tight tush and he came all over her butt cheeks. Then he let her stay the night. It was around midnight when he found himself sinking under the covers to satisfy a new curiosity. He pulled down her little panties and he caught himself sucking her cock. He got her hard in his mouth and then he kept sucking, determined to get her off. It took twenty-five minutes, and the muscles of his mouth were exhausted by the end, but he managed to get her off. He swallowed her whole load and then cuddled back up against her body and went back to sleep.

When he woke up the next morning with a sober mind and a whole new throbbing headache, he realized he was just two challenges away from being part of Kappa Delta Pi. The excitement almost overpowered the nausea from another day of heavy drinking—almost. When he got out of bed, the nausea became so bad that he had to run to the bathroom to throw up. When he returned to his dorm room, his tranny date was standing naked in front of the mirror. She was running a brush through her hair. Her cock was dangling beautifully between her thighs. “Good morning,” she said with a smile. Her bra was on the ground, along with the pads that created the illusion of a bust. Without that bra, her chest was completely flat. Had it not been for her makeup, she probably would have looked like a smooth-shaven male. Louis wanted to be disturbed by this realization, but he couldn’t seem to muster the emotion. He was still attracted to her. He still checked his watch to see if he had enough time to pin her to the bed and make love to her one last time before he had to go resume the weeklong initiation process.

He did have enough time, so he got undressed and he threw her onto the bed, on her stomach. He spread her butt cheeks and he got his face in tight. He licked her puckering hole, sticking his tongue as deep into her body as he could. Then he flipped her over and sucked her cock for a few minutes before mounting her and plugging her little hole, which was still a bit stretched out from the day before. It didn’t take Louis long to come, even though he’d already came a few times in the past twenty-four hours.

He finished off his morning by dropping to his knees and demanding his lovely date jerk off on his face. She followed the command happily, getting every last shot onto his lips, nose, forehead, cheeks, and chin. He licked some of it up and he wiped the rest off. Then it was time to head down to find out what the second last challenge of the Kappa Delta Pi initiation would be.

Once again, Jacob was already standing in front of the mansion, ready to compete. It was crazy to think that it was very likely that one—if not both—of them would be making it into the coveted fraternity. It was even crazier to think that Louis had to drag Jacob into trying out, and now he was in the top seven.

“How are you feeling, buddy?” Jacob asked with a big grin.

“I’ve felt better,” Louis said. But surprisingly (considering how much liquor he’d consumed), Louis didn’t feel too bad. Maybe he was getting used to the heavy drinking, or maybe his excitement really was overpowering the hangover. “I’m just excited for this initiation to be done with.”

“You and me both,” Jacob said. “You and me both.”


CHAPTER IX

When Jacob heard Roger announce the day’s challenge, he nearly had a heart attack. He’d come so far and gone through so much, and now it was looking like it was all going to come to an end because he never bothered to brush up on the fraternity’s history.

Inside the Kappa Delta Pi mansion, the Kappa seniors had set up an intricate Jeopardy-esque game show set. They were inviting people in off of the streets to come and watch in the stands they had built by a crew of professionals the evening before. Seven stands were set up on the far end of the mansion lobby, before a tall board with lots of light bulbs and cards adorned with the Kappa Delta Pi insignia. Behind those cards were the questions that would be Jacob’s downfall.

While they finished setting up, Jacob quickly looked up the Wikipedia page for the fraternity. But instead of finding a page, he found a whole Wiki website. There were hundreds of pages, if not thousands. Each page had thousands of words on it. A quick scroll down a single page revealed many apparently important names and many apparently important dates.

“Okay, let’s get started!” Roger said. He was holding a microphone and wearing a sparkly purple suit, which he’d probably had made just for that occasion. The crowd cheered and then quieted down as Roger began to explain the rules. Jacob tried to listen to the rules, but they were hard to pay attention to over the ringing in his ears. He ended up zoning out, his mind swirling with anxiety. He’d beaten ninety-three students to get to that podium—he couldn’t just let it all end because he didn’t know a few stupid dates.

“Jacob?” Roger said. Jacob shook his head and looked over at Roger. Everyone was staring at Jacob. Someone in the crowd snickered.

“Yeah?” Jacob said.

“I said, the first choice is yours,” Roger said, motioning towards the board.

Jacob looked slowly over at the board. There were categories at the top of every column. He scanned the columns, hoping to see a category that he might know. One of the categories was sports, so he picked that one.

“In 1979, this Kappa Delta Pi senior threw the winning touchdown for the State Quarter Finals,” Roger said.

Everyone looked at Jacob, who had absolutely no idea. “Who is Smith?” he said.

Roger grinned. “No, I’m sorry. Smith is not correct. Can anyone steal?”

One of the pledges quickly slammed the palm of his hand down on the buzzer button and then shouted, “Martin Williams!”

“That’s correct!” Roger said, pointing at the pledge. “That’s one point on the board for Amir Bussan. Now it’s your turn to pick the category, Amir.”

Jacob’s heart was pounding. He’d gone through far too much to let everything end with some stupid trivia game. Who cares who scored some winning touchdown almost forty years ago? And why did that Amir guy know the answer?

“The Kappa Delta Pi fraternity moved to its current location in which year?”

“1998,” Amir said confidently.

There was a short silence, and then Roger shook his head. “No, I’m sorry, that’s wrong. Can anybody steal?” The contestants were all silent. And then Jacob remembered the plaque in the backyard, where he usually stood to smoke cigarettes. He’d never read the information plaque, but he’d seen the date at the top of it. “2001!” Jacob yelled after slamming his buzzer.

“That is correct!” Roger said. “One point Jacob! Jacob, it’s your turn again!”

Jacob didn’t get the next question right, but Phil, the guy who tried to steal, got it wrong and lost a point, putting him into the negatives. Jacob suddenly felt strangely confident—maybe he wasn’t the only one who knew next to nothing about the history of the fraternity. As long as there was just one person who knew even less than Jacob, then he would be fine—or if there was even one person who made a few extra mistakes and lost a few extra points; Jacob knew he would be fine as long as he didn’t gamble by trying to steal.

Amir was cleaning up, getting almost every question correct. Louis managed to get a couple, and a few of the other guys stole a point here and there, but guys were getting questions wrong more than they were getting them right. Phil was had a -3 score when there were just five cards left on the large board. Jacob was still standing with his single point, so he knew that he would survive another day as long as Phil didn’t sweep the final five questions.

Unfortunately, Phil managed to sweep the next four questions, putting him even with Jacob. They went into the last question tied, and Phil had the advantage because he got to pick the category, and he wouldn’t lose a point if he got the question wrong. So Jacob had to get the question correct, otherwise the best he could do was tie—and a tie would just send them both home and initiation week would be over a day early for everyone.

“Sports,” Phil said with big, wide eyes. Jacob could almost see Phil’s heart pounding as he leaned over his little podium.

“Kappa Delta Pi member, Jerold Jones, played which sport?” Roger asked.

Phil’s face became pale. His jaw trembled as he took a deep breath in. “Basketball,” he said without much confidence.

“I’m sorry, that’s incorrect,” Roger said.

Jacob mashed his buzzer as quickly as possible. He had to get the question right or he would be going home.

“Jacob,” Roger said. Everyone was staring at Jacob with anxious anticipation. Jacob took a deep breath and he closed his eyes, and then he remembered the hilarious picture of the black man with the afro on the wall with all of the football players and basketball players. “Ping pong,” Jacob said. “He played Ping Pong!”

“That’s correct!” Roger said.

The crowd went wild. Jacob caught himself throwing his arms into the air, overwhelmed with excitement.

“I’m sorry, Phil, but you will not be joining the Kappa Delta Pi family,” Roger said. But it was hard to hear him over all the excitement. Jacob was moving ahead—he was just one challenge away from being one of the most popular and sought after men on the whole campus.


CHAPTER X

As Louis stood on the front lawn of the Kappa Delta Pi mansion, he began to sway slightly. He was exhausted. After the trivia challenge there was a big party. Hundreds of students poured into the Kappa mansion with cases and cases of beer. Louis didn’t touch a drop of alcohol—he went home to get some rest before the final challenge. But he didn’t end up getting any rest. He was wired, his heart pounding, his hands trembling. He couldn’t believe that being a part of Kappa Delta Pi wasn’t just a possibility—it was now very likely. But there was still a very real chance that he wouldn’t make the cut, and that everything would have been for nothing.

He tried to clear his head, so he could just get a few hours of sleep, but sleep had no interest in Louis that night. He ended up laying in bed, awake, until the sun was up and he realized it just wasn’t going to happen. He just prayed that the final challenge wouldn’t be to see who could stay awake the longest.

When he came out of the shower, there were girls standing at his dorm room door. The girls didn’t know one another—they were all there on separate business, but they all wanted the same thing: Louis. They nudged one another when they realized they were all there for the same reason, and then they shouted over one another as they made their propositions. Louis had to tell them to go home until he was better rested. “I just can’t do this right now,” he said, trying to rub the sleep out from his eyes. The girls left and then one immediately came back. She let herself into Louis’s dorm room and said, “I’ll suck your cock every single day if you let me be a Kappa Girl.” Kappa Girl was what they called the Kappa Delta Pi members’ girlfriends.

“I’m not even in the fraternity yet,” Louis said.

“But you will be,” she said. “Just let me show you how good I am. I promise you’ll like it.”

“I’m sure I would like it, but I’m just very tired right now and I need to start getting ready to go.”

“Just feel my tits. I’ll come down to the Kappa house with you and then when you’re done, we’ll come back here and you can titty fuck me.” The girl did indeed have large breasts that would have been perfect for a good titty fucking. She even showed them to Louis, pulling down her top and lifting her supple tits up with both hands. She mashed them together with a big grin on her face. Louis watched in a half-trance as the large knockers jiggled. She climbed up on the bed and Louis caught himself fondling her chest with both of his hands.

And then he shook his head and removed his hands. “Just… I don’t know, come back when—if I get into the fraternity.” The girl left Louis’s dorm looking disappointed. Louis flicked the lock on his door once she was gone, so he could get ready without too many distractions. After the horny girl left, he still had an hour before he had to leave. He thought he could maybe squeeze in a nap, but once again, he wasn’t able to fall asleep.

Now, he was worried he would fall asleep in front of Roger, who was stepping out onto the front step of the mansion to announce the final challenge. Louis perked up and cleared his throat. He had to rub his eyes so they would stay open all the way.

“Six of you stand before me, and five of you will be part of the Kappa family. You should all pat yourselves on the back—you beat a lot of hungry contenders to make it here,” Roger said. He was already grinning, already revelling in the final day of his pledges’ torture. “Today, it’s going to be your job to figure out your own challenge. It’s going to be different for all of you. Each of you will go into your own room and you won’t be let out until you’ve accomplished your task.”

The remaining guys all looked over at one another with confused looks on their faces.

“And I should point out that it is possible we will have fewer than five new members this year. If, say, only three of you are able to figure out your final tasks, then only three of you will be joining the Kappa family. I hope that makes sense. So without further adieu, let’s get started. Everyone, come on into the house!”

The remaining pledges were slow to follow Roger, still confused about the task. What did he mean, they had to figure it out themselves? Was it going to be some sort of scavenger hunt, where the final clue was the actual task?

They all filtered into the grand lobby of the Kappa mansion. A group of Kappa seniors were standing in the lobby, ready to take each pledge away to their assigned rooms, so they could figure out their final task.

Louis was let into a large spare bedroom. There was a large king-sized bed against the wall and a camera set up on a tripod, aimed at the bed. The camera was turned on and it was recording. A long cable went from the camera to a small hole drilled into the wall.

As the Kappa senior shut and locked the door behind him, his heart skipped a beat. There were more doors in the room. He slowly walked around the space, opening the doors. They were all empty closets, except for one door, which led into another spare bedroom. And there was someone in the spare bedroom—a shadow moving across the wall.

“Hello?’ Louis said, and the shadow stopped moving. Louis became tense. And then some of that tension fluttered away when Jacob stepped out from a large walk-in closet. “Jacob?”

“Hey,” Jacob said. “How did you get in here?”

“There’s a door connecting our rooms.”

“Oh. Do you think they know about it?”

“I don’t know. Maybe not. Did you figure out your challenge?” Louis asked, looking around the room. He immediately noticed that there was no recording camera in Jacob’s room. “Are your closets empty, too?”

Jacob closed the closet door. “Um, no. The one is filled with clothes.” He had a wide-eyed sheepish look on his face.

“Oh. Mine are all empty.”

“Oh, weird,” Jacob said, still with that scared look. “Well, you should probably go back on your side, just in case you aren’t supposed to be over here.”

“Yeah, probably. Unless they wanted us to meet together like this,” Louis said. And then a chill crawled up his spine. “Mind if I just take a look in your closet quickly?”

“Um, I don’t see why you would want to,” Jacob said.

“Just to see,” Louis said, that chill in his spine becoming more intense. He stepped past Jacob and opened the closet door, revealing a large stockpile of women’s clothing—lingerie in particular.

Jacob let a nervous laugh slip. “Weird, right?” he said. “I wonder why all of this is here.”

Louis looked slowly into Jacob’s eyes and knew exactly what his challenge was.


CHAPTER XI

So they knew—Roger and the Kappa seniors knew those photos weren’t of Jacob’s stepsister. They knew they were of Jacob. Did they know right away or did they realize at the football stadium, when Jacob revealed his shaved legs? It didn’t matter—they knew, and now, that was all that mattered.

Now, they wanted him to get dressed up again—but for what? How would they even know if he did get dressed up? He had looked around the room and couldn’t find any hidden cameras. There was nothing to hide any cameras in, unless there was one behind the closet mirror—but Jacob was fairly certain it wasn’t a two-way mirror. He pressed his face against it and couldn’t see anything but himself.

“What’s your task? Did you figure it out?” Jacob nervously asked Louis.

“I think so,” he said. “But… I don’t think I can do it. I think this might be the end for me.”

“Why? What do they want you to do?” Jacob asked. His heart pounded.

“I—I’d rather not say. I just think it’s best that I call it quits. Maybe joining this frat was a bad idea to begin with.”

Jacob was shocked to hear the words come from Louis’s lips. Kappa Delta Pi was all Louis talked about—it was all he’d cared about for so many months. Even back when they were in high school, he would always talk about how badly he wanted to be in the coveted fraternity. “Bullshit,” Jacob said. “Just do your task. Who cares if it’s embarrassing or whatever. I’m pretty sure they want me to dress up like a girl, so how embarrassing could your task really be?”

Louis was silent for a moment, his face turning a shade of pink. “They want me to fuck you.”

Now Jacob was silent. There was suddenly a thick lump in his throat. He tried to swallow it, but failed. “W—What?” he said.

“They want you to dress up like a girl and they want me to fuck you. There’s a camera in my room—we’re supposed to do it on that bed.”

“How do you know?” Jacob asked, his heart now pounding faster than ever before.

“I just know. But at least we got this far. That’s something, right?”

Jacob’s mind was racing. He felt sick to his stomach. He was watching his friend’s dream being crushed right before his eyes. Louis looked devastated. His eyes were red and he was trying so hard to keep a smile on his face. “I mean—how bad can it be?” Jacob said, that lump growing in his throat again. “If you just do it quickly, then it won’t be so bad, right?”

“Do what quickly?” Louis asked, his face turning redder.

“I’ll close my eyes and bend over and you can just pretend I’m a girl for five minutes. Then it all doesn’t have to end here.”

“I couldn’t make you do that,” Louis said, his lips parting slightly.

“You aren’t making me. I’m volunteering. But then you’ll owe me—for the rest of your life. And you better not stick it all the way in. Now we should probably get moving, or we aren’t going to make it in time.”

Jacob’s heart was pounding so fast; he was worried he was going to have a heart attack. He tried to calm his breathing, but that didn’t seem to help. He turned and looked at the closet full of clothes. There was a wig hanging at the back of the closet, which looked just like the wig he wore in those sexy photos. “Just give me fifteen minutes to get dolled up—I’m pretty sure that’s what they want,” Jacob said. He stepped into the room and looked around. That chill in his spine was cooler than ever, but he knew he had to do it for his friend.

He started getting undressed. He had his eye on a lacy red two-piece. There was a makeup kit in the top drawer of a tall dresser. Jacob didn’t waste any time. He pulled the foundation out from the kit and started dolling himself up. He worked quickly, trying his best not to be too sloppy. He knew he wasn’t being judged on how good he was able to look, but he didn’t want to look bad for his ‘date’. The better he looked, the easier it would be for Louis.

It took about fifteen minutes before Jacob was satisfied with his look. There were details he would have liked to fix, but he knew he was in a race with four other desperate contestants. He squeezed his feet into a pair of heels and looked at himself in the mirror one last time. He smiled. He looked good—surprisingly good considering the fact he’d whipped the look up in just fifteen minutes. He was particularly taken aback by his eyes, which looked big and beautiful with a bit of mascara and a bit of eyeliner.

“Ready?” Louis said, standing nervously in the doorway.

“As ready as I’m going to be,” Jacob said, his heart aflutter.

They went together to that king-sized bed in the other room. Jacob felt his legs trembling as he stepped in front of the recording camera. He was too afraid to look into the lens, knowing there were people watching. “I guess I’ll just bend over and we can get this over with,” he said.

“You look good,” Louis said.

Jacob looked back at Louis. “What?”

“You look good. You’ve got a nice body, and a cute face,” he said, his cheeks a dark shade of red.

“Thanks, I think,” Jacob said.

“I mean it.”

Even Jacob found himself blushing, though he wasn’t sure why. He even cracked a smile, which he fought away. He took a deep breath. “Just be gentle,” he said, and then he bent over the bed, his legs trembling in his stiletto heels, which weren’t easy to stand in.

It was a few seconds before Louis was behind him. The room was silent for a minute while Louis pulled away his belt and unzipped his fly. He let his pants fall to the floor with a thud, and then he pulled down his underwear. Jacob was too afraid to look back, so he kept his gaze forward. He took another deep breath. “You can do this,” he whispered quietly to himself.

Jacob felt Louis hands grab his butt cheeks firmly. He squeezed and fondled and spread his cheeks. “What are you doing?” Jacob asked, his body becoming tense.

“I need to get myself hard,” Louis said.

“And this is doing it for you?”

“Yeah,” Louis said with a shaken exhale. He continued to fondle Jacob’s butt. He gently slipped a finger under the thin strip of lacy red fabric covering Jacob’s asshole, and then he pressed the tip of his finger into that very asshole. “Careful!” Jacob said, becoming tense again.

Louis didn’t reply. He just kept fondling. Jacob could hear him breathing louder and louder. The tension in the room was thick. Jacob tried closing his eyes and counting in an attempt to get his mind away from the fact he was about to be fucked by his best friend. And then he felt the thick warm erection sliding up between his butt cheeks—and reality sunk in: he really was about to be fucked in the ass by his best friend.


CHAPTER XII

There were no condoms in the room, but there was a small bottle of lubricant in the nightstand drawer. Louis squirted a healthy amount on his cock, and then he squirted some more between his friend’s butt cheeks. He felt awkward pressing the tip of his cock against his buddy’s tiny hole, but he was able to calm himself down by looking at Jacob on the bed.

Jacob really did look like a chick. In fact, he looked more feminine than the trans chick he’d been fucking all week. Jacob looked hot. He had the perfect figure and the best ass he’d ever seen. Even his face was amazingly impressive with a bit of eye makeup. How had Louis never noticed before?

“Ready?” Louis asked with his tip pressed against that lubed-up hole.

“I’m ready for it to be over with,” Jacob said. “Just do it.”

Louis began to press in. He couldn’t believe it was actually happening. Did Jacob really want to be in the fraternity this badly? Or was he just doing this for Louis? Jacob knew how badly Louis wanted to be in the coveted frat—was he really sacrificing everything so that Louis could realize his dream?

Louis penetrated Jacob’s asshole. Jacob clenched for a moment and then relaxed. Louis waited until his friend was ready before he sunk in any deeper. It only took a few seconds. Soon enough, Louis had half of his slick cock in his dolled up buddy’s asshole.

“You’re so tight,” Louis said.

“You’re so big,” Jacob said. It sounded like he was clenching, or trying not to moan.

“It feels good,” Louis said. He slowly started to pump his cock back and forth, in and out, feeling Jacob’s asshole stretching wider and wider. “Really good.”

“Yeah,” Jacob agreed, to Louis’s surprise. So Louis let his cock sink a little deeper. Jacob didn’t oppose, so he sunk his cock even deeper. Then, Jacob started to moan gently. He really was liking it. Louis reached down and stretched Jacob’s butt cheeks apart so he could watch his cock sliding in and out.

“Don’t stop,” Jacob moaned. He was clutching the bed sheets, his heeled legs bending as his feet reached back towards his bum.

Louis came down harder and harder, filling Jacob deeper and deeper until his pelvis was slapping against Jacob’s bum. Now Jacob was moaning loudly—groaning and squirming and clenching and trembling. He was in a state of ecstasy Louis had never witnessed before. And he found himself feeling a bit jealous.

“I think I’m going to come,” Louis said, his own voice strained.

“Come inside of me,” Jacob begged. He started pushing his butt back into Louis’s pelvis, making sure he was getting all of that cock inside of his body. “Harder. Fuck me harder.” So Louis held his friend tight and fucked him as hard as he could, pounding his ass, making his pelvis slap loudly against Jacob’s soft butt cheeks.

“This is it! I’m coming!” Louis groaned. Jacob screamed and then Louis unloaded in a series of euphoric blasts. It felt amazing. Louis trembled all over and then he stumbled back, keeping his gaze glued to Jacob’s butthole so he could watch the billowing creampie. “Holy shit,” he muttered under his breath.

The bedroom door swung open and Roger stood in the doorway with a pair of Kappa Delta Pi baseball caps. Behind him stood every member of the Kappa Delta Pi fraternity. “Congratulations to our two newest members!” Roger announced. The members all started cheering. They filtered into the room and gave Louis a firm pat on the back. One of them helped Jacob to his heeled feet. They gave him a pat on the back too. It was strange—as if they didn’t care that their newest members were naked and dripping with sweat and cum. Roger put a cap on Louis’s head and then he put a cap on Jacob’s head, over his wig. Jacob looked even cuter with the cap on.

“Tonight, we celebrate. But now, you guys need to get cleaned up. I have a feeling you’re going to have a lot of fun over the next few years. And hey, if you guys want to share a bedroom, that’s cool. How do you like this one? Is the bed okay? It’s only a king—we can have a California king put in, if you’d prefer.”

“I—I think this is fine,” Louis said. He looked over at Jacob, who was still smiling with rosy cheeks. Maybe they would share the room together. Maybe Jacob would dress up more often—or maybe he could just get dolled up all the time. Maybe he could be the first Kappa member who was also a Kappa Girl.

Louis took a quick shower and then he got dressed in the Kappa adorned suit that was laid out for him. Once he was dressed, the senior members came into his room and lifted him up. They carried him outside and announced him to the crowd of mostly women who came to see who the new Kappa members would be.

Jacob was carried out a minute later. He looked over at Louis with a big smile. “Maybe later you can help me pick out an outfit for tomorrow,” he said. “I’m thinking a skirt, but I really don’t know what would look best on me.”

Louis couldn’t stop the smile from crossing his face.

THE END
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