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      Though he was over an hour early, Jack Kingsway crossed the College Road onto the girls’ side of the campus, headed to McKenzie House where Mary lived. At one of the side ground-floor windows that looked into the empty administration office he stopped to check his reflection. It was approaching dusk, but there were no interior lights so he was able to comb his hair, adjust his tie, give his shave one last check. He’d engaged Mary for the evening to see a show in the town, but with an extra hour now he’d like to treat her to a Coke at the diner before the movie started.

      Up the three stone steps that led to the women’s dorm house, in through the vestibule, he went to the front desk, found it unattended so he tapped the bell on the counter to let them know there was a visitor. Before help arrived at the desk, Mary’s roommate, Hazel, descended the steps dressed as though she were heading out for the evening. He called to her.

      “Hello, Jack, how are you?” she asked as he met her at the bottom of the steps.

      “Are you girls done studying for the evening?”

      Hazel was an ascetic city girl—the opposite of Mary—always poised and smartly dressed and never seen to be impressed by anything. Her hair was pulled back from her face and held by a headband, falling in full chestnut waves to her shoulders. Below her light wool coat she wore leggings and polished shoes. She cocked her head and frowned as though she didn’t understand him and rested her leather glove palm over the carved upside down acorn that formed the newel post at the bottom of the dorm house’s staircase. “Studying, Jack? I’m afraid I don’t follow.” Only her eyebrow raised.

      “Mary said you girls were studying maths this evening.”

      “I’m afraid you’ve misunderstood, Jack. I’ve been at the library and Mary’s not in our room. I don’t know where she is.”

      “You don’t know where she is?”

      As Hazel told him she was sorry again, Ms. Haskell, McKenzie’s den mother, appeared at the stair’s landing, removing her eyeglasses and letting them hang from the chain around her neck. Two steps down, she paused and regarded him with a stern expression.

      He said, “Good evening, Ms. Hask—”

      “Your foot, Mr. Kingsway,” she said, disregarding the niceties and getting right to protocol. While talking to Hazel he’d casually rested one foot on the first stair leading up to the girls’ rooms. He whisked it back and stood straighter.

      “I’m sorry, Ms. Hask—”

      “On your way up the stairs, were you, Mr. Kingsway? Perhaps to see Mary, or are you interested in one of my other girls?”

      “Of course not, Ms. Haskell. I was only talking to Hazel, I wouldn’t want to go upstairs unescorted.”

      Ms. Haskell shook her head and pursed her lips. Her light cardigan hung open over her shoulders and she plucked at it to tighten across her bosom before descending the stairs to join them. “Of course you wouldn’t, Mr. Kingsway. Why would a randy eighteen-year-old boy want to get up to the second floor where all my young ladies sleep and shower and otherwise relax into vulnerability?”

      “I would never, Ms. Haskell. I’m only here for Mary. And Mary is the only girl for me, we’ve been steady four years now, almost five, we’re—”

      Ms. Haskell raised a hand and closed her eyes with forced patience. “I’m aware, Mr. Kingsway.”

      He said, “Hazel said Mary’s not in…”

      “Were you the one ringing my bell?”

      “Yes, ma’am.”

      “You don’t have an appointment.”

      “I do, Ms. Haskell.”

      She narrowed her eyes. “At 7 P.M., Mr. Kingsway, and unless my watch has raced ahead with the excitement of a new school year, you’re an hour early.”

      “I am, Ms. Haskell. I only wanted to see if she was done studying. I’d like to take her out to the diner before the movie.”

      She studied him a moment longer, said, “A movie.”

      “Yes, Ms. Haskell. A Star Is Born.”

      Hazel said, “May I please leave now, Ms. Haskell?”

      “Good evening, Miss Gardner,” she said without looking at her.

      “Good evening, Ms. Haskell, good evening, Jack,” Hazel said, quickly stepping across the lobby rug to the front door.

      “Bye, Hazel,” he said as she stepped out.

      They both watched her leave and were quiet a moment before he said, “Do you know where Mary went, Ms. Haskell?”

      “I do not, Mr. Kingsway,” she said, coming off the steps and walking around him to the walnut desk with the Victorian legs where he’d rung the bell. On the other side now, she stooped to retrieve a single white envelope from a shelf against the wall. She flapped it once against an open palm and studied him again without saying anything.

      He said, “Is that for Mary, Ms. Haskell?”

      “No, Mr. Kingsway. It’s from Mary. For you.” She still watched him and made no effort to present it.

      “May I have it?” He extended an open hand but she still would not pass it to him. “Please, Ms. Haskell…?”

      “Miss McConnell left this note with me to pass to you in the event she would not return in time to meet for your engagement.”

      “Where has she gone?”

      “I told you, Mr. Kingsway, I do not know—my girls are free to come and go as they choose as long as they are within McKenzie’s walls before 10 P.M. At ten-oh-one I will alert campus authorities, and should they ever choose to sneak past me a male companion I will have them expelled. Simple rules I keep uncomplicated and therefore effective by the need to not-know-everything. Perhaps your Mary has gone to the library.”

      “Would you give me her letter, please, Ms. Haskell?”

      “Mr. Kingsway, Mary is not late for her engagement, you are an hour early.”

      “You won’t give it to me, Ms. Haskell? Please, it can’t make a difference, if she tells where she’s gone perhaps I can still meet up with her.”

      Ms. Haskell’s posture didn’t change, and he feared she would stick to the rules and keep the letter until 7 P.M. Or more likely, seven-oh-one.

      “Please, Ms. Haskell…? She’s put my name on it, it’s meant for me—I can see my name in her handwriting…”

      Ms. Haskell set her eyeglasses on the middle of her nose and regarded the front of the envelope. Mary had excellent penmanship, and she’d scrawled Jack across the front with a large and elaborate J. She flapped the envelope against her palm one more time and now regarded him overtop of the eyeglasses’ frames.

      His eager hand was still extended. “Please, Ms. Haskell…”

      She breathed one long heavy inhale and then an exhale. “Good evening, Mr. Kingsway,” she said, and his heart sank. But she flapped the envelope into his palm. The kindness was unexpected.

      “Thank you, thank you so much, Ms. Haskell,” he gushed.

      The slightest smirk tugged at her tight mouth. She said, “Enjoy the movie, Mr. Kingsway. I hear Judy Garland is wonderful.”
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      Out of McKenzie House and standing on the brick path under a maple showing its first sign of surrender to autumn, he ran a finger under the sealed flap of Mary’s envelope. With shaking hands holding the single sheaf found within he was bewildered to read:

      
        
        Dearest darling Jack,

      

        

      
        I most sincerely apologize that I’m late for our evening engagement. Please hold fast, and I will be with you as soon as I am able; I’ve been so looking forward to our time together.

      

        

      
        If perhaps this letter can broach what I know will be difficult to say I must take this opportunity. Jack, my true love, my cherished husband-to-be, you told those upperclassmen No, but I know in my heart of hearts what this means to you. We will have forever together, darling, what’s one night if I’m surrendering for the sake of the man I love? It’s nothing; a useless marker, a dead symbol; our love means ten times more than the tiny thing I offer them. I’m doing it for you, my love.

      

        

      
        You and I must work as a team because we are going to have a long and wonderful life together!

      

        

      
        If there’s one thing I know, the simple thing I’m offering to those men tonight will return in value something to my future-husband a thousand times greater. And what I give them will be yours every night once we’re married.

      

        

      
        I did it because of my love for you.

      

        

      
        I don’t know how long something like this must take but I assumed an hour. But what do I know, ha ha, neither of us have any experience in this realm.

      

        

      
        What I do know is that I hope and pray I’ll find you with this letter, your arms open and ready to receive me with love because what I’ve done was all for you.

      

        

      
        Sincerely, with love,

        your Mary

      

      

      The stiff paper rattled in his hand from the tremors that coursed his body. This was impossible. She couldn’t mean it; surely he was misunderstanding her letter...

      “Oh no,” he sighed, “you crazy, crazy girl.”

      Wait!—this note was meant for him to read after 7 P.M. It was only six now, and she’d given herself an hour to perform that horrid act he’d told her he didn’t want...

      Then there was time. Time to stop this madness...
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      Now he was running as fast as his long legs would take him, hoofing it across the grassy expanse of Studdard Field, crossing the College Hill Road, and his suede bucks tapping out a staccato on the brick path that meandered the boys’ side of the campus. He had to stop her.

      While Mary was smart, she was also naïve, maybe sometimes misguided. It wasn’t her fault. Most of the men and women at the college were city-folk, but he and Mary came from the Heartland. Good homes, solid, Christian homes; ones where some of the ills of the world were kept at bay by good upbringing. Why else could she not see why he forbade it?

      It was her devotion to him that prompted this madness; it was his incessant drive to be an Omega-Man that had his sweet Mary preparing to sacrifice herself to the volcano-gods like some dime-store pulp hero’s damsel-in-distress. This was his own fault.

      Mary was a kind girl, a shy girl despite her overwhelming beauty. The youngest of six McConnell daughters, she was the baby of the family; her father pampered her, her mother shielded her. Now look what it got them. A poor young waif who didn’t see the magnitude of her choices, didn’t see how men would take advantage of her. In a small-town where everyone knew everyone, she’d grown too trusting.

      And maybe him being the doting boyfriend for four years had done her a disservice too. Perhaps it would have been better if she’d dated other boys; let her see the mind of men—let her know the darkness that worked through men she met at school or on the street every day. Then she might know that all men weren’t as kind and caring as her Jack Kingsway. His poor Mary didn’t know the louts that existed, and their treacherous ways.

      The things they would do, the things they would say, just to take advantage of the beauty of a young girl like her...
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      The three heads of house, the men who formed what was called The Trident, met Jack at Omega House four days ago, and he’d told her they requested her to attend with him. It was exciting, and she couldn’t be more proud of Jack.

      They’d dressed in the very best clothes they’d brought from Iowa. She’d gone into the village the day before the meeting and bought a new hat. She’d put it proudly on her head, arranged the veiling and clipped the pillbox in place with bobby pins. She’d even worn gloves.

      The meeting was at two in the afternoon, and they walked there together and she’d held Jack’s hand. He let it go as they approached Omega House. He was always so tense, so stiff. But she loved him and she understood how much the fraternity meant to him so she kept out of his way. The fact that he had been summoned was good news indeed. Her Jack had pledged and suffered the previous five days, endured the boys’ hazing and antics without permanent injury.

      The sun shone through the tall office windows on the second floor of the Omega’s fraternity house, lit them all in a hazy golden light. The Housemaster, the biggest of the big men on campus, sat at a leather office chair behind a huge walnut desk. Royce Lansing. Heir to the Lansing fortune; the Lansing family were barons of all kinds in various stages of the last four-hundred years in this establishing nation. From land to oil and even some smuggling. Behind and on the left of Royce, sat Teague Hazelton, another college man with powerful family connections. And the third member of the Trident, sitting on the opposite side of Royce was Sven Olufsen. No legacy to speak of (at least that she knew about), but he was imposing in his own way, just the same. Captain of the football team, nicknamed Moose, six-foot-four with a razor-sharp blonde brush cut and a handsome face. She wasn’t the one pledging Omega House, but she was just about as excited as her boyfriend that day. Her fingers had tingled inside the tips of her white cotton gloves. She sat with her legs together, chair pushed half a foot behind Jack’s, and said nothing after their introductions. The Trident went through the formalities, and Holt jotted things down acting as secretary. The whole endeavor was very official and formal, and she knew what they would offer her love. Jack was tense and tight, and refused to believe that they would accept his pledge, but she knew they would.

      Royce was dashing and confident; he commanded attention. He was tall and tanned, and Mary liked to think that he had probably summered in Long Island somewhere, maybe out in the Hamptons, one of his family’s estates out there, coming in now for the school year looking like he was out of the pages of Confidential. He had wavy blonde hair that was almost golden, cut short at the back and sides but roguishly long up top. While he talked, she couldn’t help wondering what he would look like with black sunglasses on. She wondered what kind of car he drove, too, and pictured a two-seater, a foreign convertible in red.

      After the formalities and some pleasant small talk (and she was sure they were doing it to drag out Jack’s apprehension), Teague stood up from his chair and opened the side door. She could see in the opening a half dozen young ladies sitting in the adjacent room playing cards. Without saying anything, one of them stood up and came to the door. Teague whispered in her ear, and she motioned to the table where the other girls were. Two more girls joined her, and they entered the Tridents’ office full of smiles. Royce said, “Mary, you wouldn’t mind joining the ladies while we get down to brass tacks, as they say…”

      “Certainly,” she’d said. She rose, erected her back with perfect posture, and joined the quiet girls who waited with broad but polite smiles. One held out a hand, and Mary gave it to her. They escorted her into the adjoining room.

      Gathered around the table were the ladies that she wanted to be. Ladies of the Kappa sorority, the highest of the high on campus. Campus royalty. Future wives of some of the most powerful men this country would likely know. And they looked the part. Perfect hair, perfect lipstick, perfect makeup, perfect clothing. They liked her hat. They complimented her clothes. They served her ice water that had a lemon slice in it. They served tea and offered her biscuits (which of course she refused—Kappa girls watch their figures). They tittered and laughed and got to know each other.

      Then the subject was broached.

      The young woman who’d taken her hand and escorted her into the room, was Royce’s girl, Elizabeth Waterford, from New York City. In a passing quip, one of the other girls had said they would split a biscuit, and Elizabeth had said “Kappa girls split everything.” There was tittering, and she’d known girls long enough to know there was something slithering under the surface. She raised an eyebrow and moved her chair forward to the table as they dealt her hand of cards. She’d said, “Do tell.”

      There was more tittering, and Elizabeth cocked her head with her eyes regarding her hand of cards, she arranged them the way she wanted, putting off divulging what the big secret was. When it was quiet, she cleared her throat and said, “Kappa girls share everything, just like the Omega men do.”

      And with no other words said, she knew exactly what they meant. She may be from a small town in Iowa, but she was nobody’s fool. She read books, lots of them. Some of them would get her expelled from school, and possibly a stern lecture from her father if he had the nerve to address her, given the nature of those books. It was salacious and rousing, and her stomach hiked up hard and high into her sternum, making it float like it was held aloft by butterflies.

      Elizabeth’s response brought more knowing laughter from the gathered girls. They all flicked the cards in their hands, kept their eyes down and giggled. And she was suddenly frightened. Suddenly very afraid of these intimidating girls and their wild northeastern city ways. But she would be a Kappa girl and Jack would be an Omega man...

      She said, “Tell me more...”

      They did. As soon as they sensed her interest, all their cards were laid face down on the table, drinks were poured, someone lit a cigarette. Elizabeth leaned forward speaking low and conspiratorial. “You know what I’m saying, don’t you?”

      “I think I do,” she’d told her.

      “The Omega’s are true brothers, at least at the very top. What’s one brother’s is another’s. And when it comes to The Trident—” her eyes flitted to two of the sisters at the table—“anything goes.”

      “Anything goes?”

      The girl on her left, a pretty brunette with a tame Bouffant hairstyle, gripped her arm just above the elbow and squeezed it, saying, “You know they’re going to offer Jack top spot...”

      She’d said, “The Trident?”

      Elizabeth said, “Omega loves the Kingsways. Royce said they haven’t had a Kingsway in a generation, and the charter is thirsty for him. Thirsty, Mary...”

      “What are you saying?” she’d asked.

      Elizabeth said, “They’re expanding the Trident to a Quad. A Holy Quad. They want to make Jack a top man.”

      The funniest thing had happened to her. She swooned, struggling to keep herself composed; but her bowels gurgled, and her sphincter loosened. She’d squeezed her thighs together and pushed her elbows down onto the table to stop herself from swaying. “Jack? A Quad?”

      “The Kingsway’s are a legacy.”

      “So what does this mean...?” She knew what they were saying, but she wanted to hear it in words…

      But then the door burst from the office. It was Jack, and his face was blazing red. She’d never seen him so furious. He said, “Mary, come with me.” He’d held out his hand, and since she’d never seen her man in such a state, she bolted upright. When she went to excuse herself, he stepped forward and grabbed her arm. He yanked her harshly. The last she saw of those girls, their pretty faces were falling down in shocked awe. Jack ran his hands over his hair, tugged her arm again making her totter on her toes to keep up with him. The Trident men all stood, watching Jack with subdued bewilderment. Jack said to them, “Good day,” in a harsh and guttural way, and pulled her to walk behind him. Then he stomped down the stairs with her in tow, letting her hand go as they reached the lobby. She had to trot to keep up with him as he stomped along the pathway toward Studdard Field. She’d asked him, “What is it, what’s wrong, Jack?” But she knew. She was sure she knew.

      Now the door behind her knocked. She stood up at the vanity, checking her hair one more time. “Just a minute,” she called out.

      She licked her lips, careful not to muss her lipstick. She tousled her hair, adjusted her sweater. She opened the door and one of the upperclassman brothers stepped in with her. He asked her if she was ready.

      “I am,” she said.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            5

          

        

      

    

    
      Royce had said, “Don’t be rash, Jack, there hasn’t been a Holy Quad at Omega House for decades. This is a proud moment.”

      He’d stood up so abruptly the chair had toppled over behind him. His fists clenched and released over and over and he glowered—oh, how he glowered at those three men and their devious machination. Stick it where the sun doesn’t shine his stare had told them—with his eyes, because Jack Kingsway didn’t use words like that.

      Rage had blinded him—their insinuation harsh and ludicrous and more than any man could be expected to bear—and it wasn’t until he was well away from Omega and standing in Studdard Field with Mary that his vision had cleared.

      “What is it, Jack?” she’d asked, and he’d thought How can I even explain it to my sweet Mary? How would I put in words what those men suggested?

      So he’d said, “Never mind,” and Mary had looked at him with care. Then she’d said, “Did they tell you about Holy Quad?” The rage returned, and he held her arms a little too tight, shouting, “What did they tell you? What did those girls tell you?” She’d trembled at his anger but she was cool, cooler than he’d expected.

      “They didn’t tell me anything, Jack, not in words, but I think I know why you might be so sore...”

      “I don’t even want to hear what those harlots might have put in your ears, Mary...”

      “They’re not harlots, Jack...”

      He’d held her steady then, braced her. “I don’t ever want to hear about Omega or Kappa ever again, do you hear me?”

      She’d said, “Jack, did they offer you a top spot?”

      “Yes.”

      “That’s even more than you wanted...”

      “It comes with a price, Mary.”

      “It’s all you’ve ever talked about,” she’d said, wistfully, then tried to touch his face. It angered him. He was certain those immoral girls had keened her to the ploy and there was no way his Mary would be game.

      He’d said, “Now I know why my father wasn’t Omega. He had principles.”

      “Your grandfather, your Papa who you love, he has principles, and he was an Omega.”

      That had sealed it. Mary had just insinuated his Gram, a legendary Kappa, had succumbed to their dark games. The thought that all Papa’s buddies had shared his sweet Gram when they were twenty was ridiculous—those were the guys he still played golf with today! Poor Mary, poor virgin, she couldn’t be seeing what had been implied. She had to be protected.

      “There’s to be no more talk of Omega, Mary.”

      She’d said, “Jack, you’re my man, but I want you to know that you don’t have to protect me... I would do anything for you. Did you hear me...? Any thing.”
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      The Omega House was at 122 College Way, on the edge of campus. It was a stone building, a mansion, three floors, the two front corners were turrets with black slate pointed roofs; somewhere along the way someone had mounted ravens on their posts. It was a foreboding place, the brick dark and stained black with age, the trim was painted black. For the last week a white cloth banner hung over the portico like bunting at a parade. Written in blood-red paint across it: WELCOME PLEDGES, and underneath, CLASS OF ’58

      But he wasn’t reading it tonight, running too fast, his attention focused on one thing. That front door painted a blazing, unholy red.

      He clambered up the steps, feet pounding on the stone and he banged into the door with his shoulder, hand jamming the lever. It was locked. The windows were all unlit, but he could see the flicker of candles from within. He banged on the door with his fist; he banged again when no one answered, and when no one came still, he kicked with his toe.

      Now he was cupping his hands around his face and trying to peer inside. He could see polished mahogany, arcane furniture, the Oriental rugs and velvet drapery. But there was no sign of movement inside.

      The fraternity had been on campus since 1838. A deep brotherhood with established roots that wound deep into the soil of American culture—unseen and unrecognized but for the bright pops of flowers in politics and business. His grandfather had been an Omega Man. His great grandfather and his great grandfather’s father, too. It was his legacy. It was his father that failed them. His father rejected the fraternity. And look where it got him. His mother always lamented it, even more so during the trial. One night, crying, she’d cursed him for being a quitter. Without Omega, his mother and father had moved west after college, and his father’s greatest potential was wasted at a bank branch in Iowa—oh so far from Manhattan.

      So, it had been his goal since his first day of high school to bring back the glory that belonged to the Kingsways. There was nothing he wanted more than to be an Omega Man.

      Now he was racing around the mansion counterclockwise, hands gripping the top rail of the wrought-iron fence that separated the Kingsway Ivy Garden. He hoisted himself up and kicked out a leg, jammed a heel in the gap between two posts, and pulled himself up—pushing with all his might so the tipped spears that formed the top of the row of posts wouldn’t puncture him and end his life. Then he was tossing himself over, kicking his leg away so it wouldn’t snag, and fell on his back into a dense boxwood shrubbery. The boxwood tossed him off, and he tumbled onto a brick pathway littered with fallen willow leaves.

      No time for pain, he rolled to his stomach, got on his elbows and knees, and was blasting off. He wasn’t an Omega man, but—thanks to his Papa who helped raise him once Dad went to prison—he knew some of the Omega’s secrets. And one of them was hidden under a gnarly faced gargoyle that sat perched amongst wilting red sumac, the dangling fiery leaves hanging around its face like a cowl.

      The sight of its ghoulish visage made him recoil, but he slipped his fingers inside its fanged mouth, wiggled them around until he felt steel. Now he was withdrawing a long key with the carved head of a human skull. This was the Savior’s Key, the one the highest brethren knew to use when they found themselves inebriated and past campus lockdown—they could slip back inside the fraternity (or any of the campus buildings) without waking anyone.

      Within the confine of the garden built by his great-grandfather there was a side door, a fancy one, set down three steps in an alcove at the side of the stone mansion. He slipped the key in the lock, jiggled it, opened the door. Now he was inside, finding the place silent like a tomb.

      He trotted the hallway, pitch black except for light spilling down stairs at the end of the hall. His bucks made soft sounds on the tile, and when he got to the bottom of the stairs, he mounted them carefully, head tilted up to see the landing ahead. It emerged near the kitchen on the main floor, between the living room and a hallway. Candles flickered here; fat, waxen blobs melted down on platters on the kitchen counter. But on this floor, he could hear now a flickering. A rat-a-tat-tat that he recognized.

      Now he crept the hallway, making his way to the room that was emitting the sound—and he found what he expected: a metal green box on a wheeled stand, two reels set across its spine, film scrolling from one reel to the other, a bright light projecting a lurid tale across a white cloth sheet draped in front of where the pool table rested.

      Interspersed in the room, some standing, some lucky enough to find comfortable chairs and couches, were almost two-dozen pledges. Grim-faced guys who watched the film playing out on the sheet with wide and horrified eyes. There on the screen, a buxom full-figured woman opened her legs for all the young men watching. Her lips moved but there was no sound but for the clack-clack-clack of the film projector. Written in yellow across the bottom were her words: “Do you like what you see?”

      Now a hoot emerged from the right side of the room, and it broke the spell. The men laughed and some of them clapped. One of them shouted, “Yeah, baby!”

      “Show us some more, mama,” someone else shouted to the image on the sheet. Now the lady was showing them more, opening her thighs, taking the front of her underpants and shifting them. A thick, honey-blonde bush sprouted along the open seam and someone near him made a moaning sound.

      Jack moved through them. Going around the back of the room and moving to the right, he worked his way along the outer wall. He crouched, still moving, seeing their blank faces now as they watched the naked woman on the screen. In a whispering shout, his hands cupped around his mouth, he said, “Mary...” then again, louder, “Mary!”

      Someone shushed him. There was no sign of her, she wasn’t sitting and watching with the pledges. They were all dressed casual, khakis and open-neck shirts, no ties tonight, but legs were crossed—most of them probably trying to hide their arousal.

      Now he was at the screen, his shadow cast across the woman’s exposed bush, and someone shouted at him, “Down in front!”

      He waved them off, pushed the sheet aside—he’d expected to find them behind it, Mary perhaps about to make the biggest mistake of her life... But all he found was the empty pool table with the balls scattered on it.

      “Jack?...”

      Behind him, the sheet lifted, and there was more groaning and sounds of irritation from the men trying to enjoy the stag film.

      He recognized the silhouette of a friend he’d made during the pledge hazing. “Bernie? That you?”

      Bernie said, “Jack, what are you doing down here?”

      “I’m here for Mary.”

      Bernie disregarded him, saying now with exuberance, “Jack, can you believe it? I can’t. My best friend is going to be an Omega man. Jack, you’re going to be a Trident. Or a Quad, excuse me...” Bernie closed the four steps, clapped his hands over Jack’s shoulders and looked him in the eye. “Jack, I’m proud of you. You remember the little people, you hear me?”

      He gripped Bernie’s arms above the elbow and held him firm. “Bernie—where is Mary?”

      “I don’t know—why do you think she’s here?”

      “Wait, Bernie, you said ‘down here,’ what am I doing ‘down here...’”

      “Yeah,” he said, “the ceremony’s upstairs. Shouldn’t a Quad be up there?”

      “What ceremony?”

      “I don’t know, they won’t let us lowlifes up there, it’s all hush-hush, upperclassmen brothers and VIPs only...”

      “I’ve got to go, Bernie...”

      Bernie laughed and patted his arm, saying, “Mr. Big-shot, go on up to your hoity-toity ceremony, I get it, but I’ll have you know,” he paused, hands swooping to illustrate an hourglass figure, “I heard the second feature here is of a sexy mamacita and she does it with a donkey…”
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      At the bottom of the staircase that led to the second floor, two upperclassmen stood casually, one leaning against the wall, the other against the newel post where a velvet rope hung to block the way. The two men manning admission to the second floor were second-year brothers; Reggie Hart and Matt Michelson. Matt played running back on the college football team. He was a bigger guy, arms folded over the college logo on his gray sweatshirt, one sneaker resting on the second step

      “No entry, Pledgie,” he said, “back to the stag room. What—you think the rules don’t apply to you?” He smirked, puffed his chest out and Reggie stepped forward, sneering.

      He put up his hands and said, “I’m Jack Kingsway.”

      It instantly disarmed them. Both of their chests deflating, their features dropped. Reggie said, “You’re Kingsway?”

      “Yes, I’m Jack Kingsway.”

      Matt said, “It didn’t sound to us like you were going to be here tonight, we didn’t know you were coming...”

      “Why wouldn’t I be here?” he said, his voice stiff and monotone, his ears ringing. This was urgent, everything in him screaming to get up those stairs and stop this before it was too late but knowing if he bobbled this, they would kick him out. Reggie put a hand out, Jack shook it. Reggie said, “Good man. You’re here to go upstairs?”

      “Is that where it’s happening?”

      Matt was already un-linking the hook from the brass end of the velvet rope, clearing the way for him to pass and get upstairs.

      Reggie said to Matt, “Take him up and get him in his regalia, I’ll man the gate,” then before they could leave, Reggie said, “Jack, it’s an honor to have a Kingsway inside these walls again.”

      Jack nodded to him, then began to trot the steps. Matt hustled to keep up with him. At the top of the stairs, he turned right, but Matt turned left, saying, “Your regalia, Jack. Come on,” waving him to follow him down the other end of the hall.

      Matt led him three doors down to a room that served as the study, and inside there were about two dozen suit jackets laying on couches and over chairs. There were tumblers of scotch and glasses of wine left unattended. The room was empty, but Matt was headed to a coat rack in the back where there was a purple satin robe hanging from one of the hooks. He retrieved it and brought it back to Jack, saying, “I’m sorry, there’s not a Quad robe for you yet, this is all unexpected, but you can wear these...”

      He took the fabric from him, slipped it around till he found the head hole then ran the robe over his head, shimmying it down his body, saying, “Has it already begun? Am I too late?”

      Matt said, “They won’t tell lower brothers what’s going on, but I don’t think it started yet, whatever’s happening. I think you’re in time.”

      Jack straightened the robe, and Matt presented him with the hood. He donned it, pulling it over his head and lining up the two eyeholes so he could see out. It was tall and pointed and matched in purple. Matt was tying a length of gold rope around his waist for him and knotting it at the front. “You’re all set, c’mon, let’s go,” he said.

      Now they were both hustling along the hallowed upper halls, and there was a growing tone of male singing picking up as they neared the end of the hall. Voices droned in union, maybe a dozen or more singing the Omega song. He quickened his step. Matt got ahead of him, rested his hand on the double doors that led into the library and stopped Jack there, putting a hand on his chest. He said, “Gotta be quiet, okay? Slip in the back...”

      Matt opened the door carefully and the vibrations of all those male voices bristled his hair and buzzed his cheeks with their power and camaraderie as he stepped through the narrow gap. The room was filled with singing Omega men wearing their purple robes and pointed hoods.

      He sidestepped along the edge of the wall, moving around to the right-hand side, and, as he did, he joined in singing the words of ceremonial song taught to him by his grandfather.

      
        
        
        Once a-gain in prideful union,

        In Omega we’ve collected,

        With our hearty true communion,

        We’ll honor what grows erected

      

        

      
        All our hearts are shining brighter,

        bursting with joy and pleasure,

        Brothers making burdens lighter,

        Blessing them with ample measure...

      

        

      

      He worked his way along the right, under the elaborate iron sconces that supported tall candelabras, all the wicks lit, moving below towering bookshelves—but all he could see was the purple satin backs of the fraternity brothers. When he came around the semicircle of brethren, he could see now what they had gathered around.

      Below the towering windows, and underneath the library’s huge chandelier, there were two dozen brothers in somber posture, arranged in crescents and facing the center of the library where there was usually a low table, and leather chairs and couches. It had all been pushed away and now there was a bed with a red swatch of satin fabric draped over it, hanging to the floor. Standing at the foot of that bed was his Mary looking absolutely stunning and beautiful and dressed up for the occasion. Legs in black stockings—and from his angle he could see the seams that ran up the backs—she wore a black pencil skirt and a tight, pink sweater with a white collared shirt underneath. She’d had her hair done, black tangled curls pulled back from her face and held with clips at the side of her head. She’d painted her beautiful lips in a deep burgundy. She was smiling, hands clasped together at her front with nervousness.

      He gasped, “Mary…”

      He peered over the shoulders and around the heads of the brothers ahead of him. Standing next to Mary was Omega’s Grand Unicorn, Royce Lansing, heir of the Lansing fortune, handsome, with lustrous blonde locks brushed back from his face. He wore robes too, hoodless, of course, because he was Trident. His robe had gold embroidery across the shoulders and down the chest, and around his neck was a thick gold chain suspending a gold pentagram the size of a dinner plate. His hands were clasped together in front of him as well, but where Mary was tense and anxious, Royce was relaxed and confident. Behind the bed and on either side were the other two members of the Trident. On the left, in similar gold-embroidered robe, sitting in a high-backed chair was Teague. A leopard-printed fez sat askew on his head and he wore black sunglasses; a marijuana cigarette was pinched between finger and thumb. He idly watched Mary’s back side with a smug expression. On the right  was the hulking bearlike form of Moose Olufsen, linebacker on the college Dragons. Two hundred pounds of red satin muscle slumped drowsily in a high-back chair, eyes also hidden behind big black sunglasses.
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      Mary was saying, “...and, well, I guess that’s why he changed his mind...” but Jack hadn’t heard the question to which she responded.

      Royce nodded, watching her face, head cocked with affection and appreciation as if he’d been talking with a child.

      Now Royce turned to face the gathered brethren and with his hands down but facing outward in the pose of the religious, said, “And, brethren, what do we think of young Mary?”

      There was an appreciative harrumphing from under the two dozen hoods, then came the shuffled stomping of feet that would serve as applause while they wore regalia. Jack beat his feet as well to not stand out.

      Mary pursed her lips but smiled, practically beaming.

      Royce turned his attention back to her. “That is very noble, Mary.”

      “Thank you.”

      “So you love Jack Kingsway?”

      “I do,” she said. “With all my heart. I’ve told him countless times.”

      “Well then,” Royce said, half-turning to address the gathered brothers, “I would have to say Jack Kingsway is one lucky outlaw, wouldn’t you agree?”

      More harrumphing and chuckling, more shuffled feet to announce they agreed.

      “But now, Mary, you see a problem, don’t you? Your darling love, Jack, turned his back on the council. Are you sure you’re not against his wishes?”

      “No, sir, not at all,” she said. “Why, he only made that choice to preserve me, but I told him I’m game.”

      “And what did he think of that?”

      “I think he was a little sore. He has his pride.”

      “Omega-Men are proud men, Mary. His pride is admirable. But Jack made his choice... and it was to turn his back on the Brotherhood.”

      There was a grumbling from the gathered hooded men but Royce held up a single finger to tell them to hold their judgment.

      Mary said, “All Jack has ever wanted—and I’ve known him a long time—is to be an Omega-Man.”

      “It was offered, Mary. Your Jack comes from good standing despite his father’s absence from our charter. The Kingsways run deep in our brotherly blood.”

      “He’s not turning his back on the brotherhood, I swear to you. He was only standing up for my honor as a man should...”

      “Ah,” Royce said, finding the flaw in her logic. “Jack was choosing a woman over his brothers.”

      “No, he was choosing principle...”

      Royce nodded slowly as he weighed it. Jack wanted to interject, to stride forward and end this charade, take Mary’s hand and march her out of the mansion, but these were honest words he heard from her. She’d said similar but not so frank, and he’d been armored against listening because his back was up. Mary’s opinion and ardor were heartening...

      Royce stroked his cheeks, contemplating. “The legend of Kingsways hold true. You’re right, Mary, his initial chagrin is almost admirable, but only in the context of his current acquiescence.”

      “He sent me, alright,” she said.

      “Kingsway, Kingsway,” Royce said, still thinking, strolling in front of her with his hands behind his back. “But I’m surprised he’s not here.”

      “He’s busy,” she said, “and so am I, and my Jack said this must be done at once.”

      “The timing has to be right,” Royce said.

      Mary said, “The timing is right.”

      Now Royce gestured around the room, saying to her, “Well, you can see how eager we are to have a Kingsway again—you only just called and look at the attendance. You don’t mind an audience, do you, while we make this official?”

      “If this is the way you do it...”

      “It’s an initiation, then from there we can play it by ear.”

      “I told you I was game. And... and Jack is too, of course.”

      “That’s good to hear...”

      “So game,” Mary said now, “he’s offering my virginity...”

      Royce whipped his head around to her, eyes bugging out. Moose took off his sunglasses and blinked. Holt jolted forward and lost his fez. A gasping moan rushed through the gathered brothers and Jack’s own heart seized like rusted gears in the creaky cage of his tightening chest.

      Royce said, “He’s what?”

      Mary said, “My cherry. He said he made his point about principles and now to prove he’s an Omega man he’s giving up my cherry.”

      Royce staggered, looked like he wanted to find a seat, but he stayed on his feet. “Ch-cherry...?”

      “Yes, sir.”

      “But that’s his. You’re his girl...”

      “He’s an Omega man, my cherry is his brothers’”

      “Oh, wow, man,” Holt exhaled and rubbed his forehead, leaning forward farther like he felt faint.

      “He said that? But you...? Don’t you want him to be your first?”

      “To celebrate our love? To commemorate... what? My virginity is Jack’s. And Jack will do with it what he will. I surrender to him completely. I honor his decision. If he chooses to make me a woman this way, I trust him completely. His father turned his back on Omega and Jack’s mother said if he’d stayed Omega he’d never’ve gone to prison for embezzlement. Nor worked at a bank in Iowa. Can’t you see now?: My Jack Kingsway is Omega to the core.”

      “Kingsway,” Royce breathed with admiration.

      The crowd felt it too. A wash of palpable disbelief wormed through the gathered men. Jack could feel them considering whether they were Omega enough in the face of Mary’s fictional representation of Jack Kingsway. No one was so Omega; Mary was spinning dreadful lies. And yet his bucks stayed on the floor.

      “You and Jack...” Royce stepped closer to her again, studying her face, “you’ve never...?”

      “No. Not even first base.”

      “How can he stand it?—look at you...”

      “He’s a man of discipline.”

      “I’ll say,” Moose said, leaning forward like Holt now and licking his lips.

      “And you don’t have desires?”

      Mary’s happy face fell to solemn now. She wavered, like she might not want to be truthful.

      She had Jack on pins and needles, wanting to hear what she thought, dying to know her desires; he leaned far forward, balancing on his toes.

      She shrugged, said, “Sometimes I wish he’d have made his move...”

      Jack fell forward but grabbed a brother for support. The man held him up, but turned back to the show, riveted.
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      Royce said, “You’d like it if Jack was a little more aggressive with you.”

      “Not a masher, but I can’t help wanting him. It’s only natural...”

      “It is natural,” he said. “Why don’t you have a seat on the edge of the bed...” He gestured with a hand. She looked behind her, sat down gracefully, knees together. Royce tucked his robes behind his legs and sat down beside her. He said, “Have you been in the backseat of a car with him before?”

      “I have.”

      “With other boys or just Jack?”

      “Other boys, too...”

      The hooded men emitted a ghostly Ooohhh sound at the prospect of a girl with low morals. Jack bristled, his fingers tingling.

      Mary smiled, then touched her blushing cheeks with her fingertips. She said, “Not like that.”

      “Just kissing?”

      “A little kissing, yes.”

      “Is Jack a good kisser?” Royce reached to touch her hair, to feel its softness in his hand. Jack stepped forward, pushing between two bigger brothers, two hands ahead of him pointed like shovels. He bustled through, and they tried to stop him but let him pass after a struggle. No one wanted to make a scene in the midst of this grand and glorious spectacle: they had an innocent girl on the bed after all and all signs pointed to something terrible happening...

      He pushed between two other brothers, one hand ahead of him, somebody holding his other elbow. “Stop it,” somebody whispered behind him. He tugged his sleeve out of the man’s grasp and tried to push between the two brothers again. Royce was still handling Mary’s hair and a red rage was roiling up inside him. He was going to break Royce’s arm.

      Mary said, “I only like kissing Jack.”

      “So he’s a good kisser?”

      Someone tugged at his arm again, but he stopped, waiting to hear.

      She smiled bashfully and said, “Jack is a good kisser.”

      Royce mimed for the gathered brothers now, turning to them, wiggling his eyebrows and manipulating an imaginary cigar like he was Groucho Marx, saying, “Does he get your motor running?”

      Now Mary fully blushed, covered her face for a moment with both hands but took them away, inhaled deep then said, “He sure does.”

      “But he doesn’t do anything about your motor, does he?” Royce asked, and now used the first two fingers of his right hand to begin walking from her knee up to the hem of her skirt with slow and deliberate steps. Mary watched Royce’s hand work its way higher up her leg. Jack’s anger returned, and his hands turned to fists.

      She said softly, “He leaves me in a terrible state.”

      “Gentleman Jack,” Royce said, and lifted his walking fingers off her legs and folded them in his lap. He was silent a moment watching bashful Mary before he said, “Your motor just needs a little oil. Did you want your motor oiled?”

      There was some husky chuckling from the hooded men. Mary said, “I guess it does at that.”

      Royce held out his hand palm up waiting for Mary to put hers in it. He said, “Are you frightened, Mary?”

      “No. Not frightened. I guess a little fearful...”

      Royce said, “You just let me know how you feel. I think we see the beginning signs of a noble Kappa woman.”

      She tilted her eyes up to look at Royce. “Do you think so?”

      Royce said, “The story of Jack and Mary is the grandest brotherly story I’ve heard told in my four years here. And I’ve read through some of the accounts in the charter. You two are a special case.”

      “Special why?”

      “Promise.” Now he reached up and rubbed a finger on her cheek and she tilted her chin downward. He said, “I see a lot of promise in young Mary McConnell.”

      “And Jack Kingsway,” she said.
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      Royce showed a victory sign to the gathered men, pointed it downward like the prongs of a fork on a dinner plate, setting them on Mary’s knee and walking those two fingers up her thigh again. He made soft clicking sound effects for her, watching her face the whole time. Mary watched his fingers. One of the brothers tittered, then stopped abruptly when someone elbowed him.

      Tick-tick-tick the feet-fingers said as Royce walked them up to touch the hem of her skirt. Now he rested the flat of his palm over the top of her thigh, his fingertips curling to touch the inside. Mary’s thighs shifted. She gave him better access. His hand slipped a little below her skirt, his thumb hidden underneath it.

      Royce said, “Show me how you kiss Jack.”

      Jack wedged two hands between the brothers in front of him, pried them apart and stepped between. One of them grabbed him roughly, and he whisked his arm away from the man and spun around. He hissed, “I’m Kingsway.” The man’s shocked eyes grew wide in the eyeholes of his purple hood, and he let Jack go.

      The man whispered, “You’re Kingsway?...”

      “Let me through,” he said.

      And when he went to pass between the final two brothers, the man who’d grabbed his arm now aided him, stepping forward and tapping one of the brothers on the shoulder. Both brothers turned, and the man whispered, “It’s the pledge. The Quad. It’s Kingsway,” nodding his hood sideways toward Jack.

      Without saying a thing, they separated and gave him pass. Jack strode between them and stood now at the front of the ring, facing the foot of the bed and close to the right-hand side. He’d intended to step through, march over and thump Royce in the mouth. He would grab Mary, lift her to her feet and take her back to McKenzie House and tell Ms. Haskell she needs to keep a better eye on her girls especially this devious little slut. Now he was frozen. He had the best seat in the house, and he was watching what was happening. Mary was going to show Royce what it was like to be kissed by Jack. He wanted to know what she thought...

      But Mary said, “I’d rather not.”

      Royce said, “Uh-oh. Have you changed your mind?” His hand slipped out from under her skirt.

      She said, “No. Not at all. But there’s nothing in the rules about kissing.”

      “You just don’t want to be kissed,” he said with a sly smile.

      “I only kiss Jack,” she said.

      Royce said, “Jack and Mary, full of surprises,” he said. He slapped his hands on his knees, pleased for some reason. He said, “You want to keep a little something for your man…”

      “I do,” she said.

      Royce reached to her face and stroked her cheek again, said, “I like that.”

      Mary said, “But everything else—”

      “Is up for grabs?” Royce said and made clawed hands around her breasts without touching them. Mary smiled and didn’t back away, in fact she arched her back as if she wanted him to touch her breasts.

      Royce inched a little closer so their hips touched, his legs were apart now, and the opening of the robe showed the inside of one of his legs. It was bare from the knee down and he wore velvet house slippers. There was a good chance there was nothing on under the robe at all.

      Jack’s hands worked into fists again, his palms sweaty, his fingernails digging grooves into the clammy flesh. He wanted to stop this, but he wanted to see just a little more.

      Royce came in close as if they would kiss but he kept his mouth closed. He was watching Mary’s face, his eyes flicking up to look into her eyes. Mary moved her face closer as if she would kiss but also kept her mouth closed. Royce’s hand fell on her thigh and she opened her legs just enough to let his fingers pass but not enough for the men to see up her skirt.

      Now very close to Mary’s face, Royce said, “You and Jack like to make out in the back seat of cars?”

      She whispered, “We did. Back in Iowa.”

      “Ever do it in a tractor?”

      Mary smiled and bit her lower lip. “No, we’ve never kissed in a tractor. We don’t even have a tractor.”

      There was chuckling from behind Jack.

      “Does Jack put his hand on your knee?” Royce asked.

      “He did one time,” she said, and her legs parted a little more. Jack, and any brother who was standing behind him, could see now where her stocking ended. Mid-thigh, the thick black band held up by a garter. Royce’s thumb was stroking the bare flesh of Mary’s inner thigh.

      His brain propelled him into action, telling him to stride the three steps it would take and knock this guy’s block off. But he was frozen. There had been changes in his own pants. A stiffening; what he had down there pressing out against the cotton material of his chinos. Thankfully hidden behind the flowing satin robe…

      “And you tell me,” Royce said, “Jack has never touched this beautiful set of boobs?”

      Mary shook her head.

      Royce’s fingers began walking up the front of her skirt now, up her sweater… Mary tightened her tummy and sat straighter, thrusting her breasts out. She was a thin girl with a big set, and while Jack was respectful and a gentleman, he couldn’t say that he’d never noticed. He thought about them an awful lot…

      But it was Royce who would touch them.

      Those walking fingers went between the pointed cones of Mary’s pushed out breasts, coming up to her collar. Mary was affected; her lips were parted, and she breathed heavy.

      Royce said, “You wanted him to touch you?”

      She nodded slightly, her chin going up and down in rapid movements.

      “Like this?...” Now Royce cupped her left breast, thumb stroking circles over its point. Mary swooned, her eyes rolling back and her body slouching. Royce took a moment to cup then coddle and lift her breast.

      “Great tits like that and your Jack can keep his hands off? He must be some man of discipline...”

      “Too much discipline,” she whispered almost inaudibly.

      “Poor Mary wanted it all this time and Jack hasn’t been giving it to her...”

      Mary’s legs opened again, and there was movement in the crowd, satin shoulders rubbing against satin shoulders as everyone leaned to the left, leaned forward, all of them trying to get a look up her skirt.

      “All right, Mary, you can keep your kisses to yourself but I’m going to kiss you. Kiss your neck, kiss your ears...”

      Mary met his eyes, pouting lips working around. “That would be all right,” she said in a soft voice.

      Another wavering Ooohhh worked through the gathered men and Jack looked around to see what inspired their lowing. Everyone’s gaze remained on the couple on the bed. When he looked back he realized. Mary was puzzled, too, watching the gathered brothers with a cautious smile. She hadn’t caught on yet, but Royce alerted her, using the tip of an index finger to draw light circles around each of her nipples. They’d hardened and pressed out the front of her pink sweater.

      “Oh,” she laughed and covered their impressions with her hands, saying, “I was wondering what was so exciting... it’s just kissing.”

      The crowd chuckled and Royce said, “No, Mary, show them, don’t cover up.”

      Mary moved her hands away and looked down at her own chest then arched her back to show them off.

      “Good, Mary,” Royce said, getting his own look, “show the brothers your beautiful body.”

      Mary did, oscillating her well-presented bosom so all the college men could get a good look. Mary had large, full breasts, and he thought about them all the time. He never made the move to touch them because he wanted to show her respect. If she’d only told him how strongly she felt...
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      Royce leaned closer, put his hand on Mary’s thigh again. Mary opened her legs to accommodate him once more. Now Royce was getting closer, and Mary hunched her shoulders up and began to snicker with tense anticipation. Royce was smiling too, saying, “You can relax, Mary, Royce isn’t going to hurt you…” He worked his face underneath her tumbling blocks of raven hair and began to breathe against the side of her neck. Mary let out a woo sound and shivered. All the men laughed. When they laughed, she raised her eyes to look at them watching her. She made a funny grimace then put her hands on her breasts and squeezed them, indicating her nipples had grown harder. The men chuckled more.

      Royce kissed her finally, took some of the flesh along the side of her neck and suckled. He kissed his way up to her ear and took in her lobe. Mary’s eyes went wide but unseeing, like she was swooning. Royce’s hand went higher up her thigh, up the flat of her stomach, making Mary jerk. Now his hand was under her sweater and Jack’s fists shook.

      Royce whispered, “This is what you wanted Jack to do?”

      “For a long time,” she said.

      “Tell me if you like it,” he said, and the shape of his hand moved underneath her sweater, working up to cup her breast again. Jack watched the points of his knuckles dance against the fabric as he felt Mary’s breast over her shirt and bra. “How’s that?”

      “It’s nice,” she said softly after taking a moment to answer.

      “It sure does,” Royce said.

      Then he worked on her neck again, his face disappearing under her hair, his hand moving under the sweater. After a long while watching him do that, watching Mary’s face show she clearly enjoyed this other man’s attention, there was more shifting and muttering amongst the gathered brethren. Jack’s eyes flitted around, looking to see what was happening, worried now for some strange reason that he would see the library doors open and one young brother leading in a donkey by its reins.

      But now it was clear what was the hubbub.

      Royce’s penis was visible. The robe was split up the front and tied around the waist with a sash and gold rope. As his knees parted, so did the gap. Royce’s handsome endowment levitated a few inches off the bed, drowsy but interested, growing hard. Now that was all Jack could watch. Watch this other man’s arousal over his woman. Watch what his woman did to the thing between this other man’s legs. In a few minutes, the long, fleshy club rose to stand upright, bobbing with Royce’s quickening heartbeat, lengthening, curving upward, sticking straight up for everyone to see, it’s point extending past the sash tied around his waist. It was a big one. Much bigger than Jack’s own, though Jack had nothing to complain about. Royce’s was longer, thick at the base, then growing to a tapered but robust glans that looked eager to find Mary’s insides.

      As the gathered brothers watched, their reaction changed from tittering chuckles to excited anticipation. As waves of rolling, hushed murmurs worked through the men, Mary’s eyes fluttered, grew from unfocused to focused as she watched them all. She smiled again, thinking the sound was for her, acting bashful. Something tipped her off because she followed their gaze—and there she was sitting hip-to-hip with Royce and now looking down and seeing another man’s erection.

      She made a shocked face, her hands rushed to cover her mouth and her eyes went wide. Oh, my goodness, she tried to say, but the sound disappeared behind her palms.

      Royce slunk away from her with a sly grin. He watched her face as she took in his arousal. Now he looked down at it too, saying, “Oh, am I showing?”

      “You surely are,” Mary sighed, then chuckled. Her hands came away from her face and she chewed on her lower lip, eyes glued to what stuck up from between Royce’s legs. She curled her hands into awkward balls and folded them in her lap.

      Royce flexed his erection now, made it bounce. Mary’s head shook with shock, and she giggled again and had to cover her face.

      He asked her, “Do you like it?”

      Mary said, “I don’t know...”

      She put her hands down again, and Jack watched them try to slip higher underneath her sleeve as if they were hiding.

      Royce said, “Don’t tell me you’ve never seen one before.”

      Mary shook her head no—then corrected herself. “I saw some pictures once, but they weren’t like that. And, you know, little boy babies…”

      “They don’t count.”

      Mary shook her head no, said, “You definitely aren’t a baby.”

      Royce smiled, studied her profile. He said, “Why don’t you touch it...”

      There was more shuffling in the crowd, Mary broke her spell finally, shaking her head and looking up at all the men watching her. She was still chewing her lower lip. Now she said to the crowd, “Should I?”

      There was chuckling from the brothers, and Royce said, “Why don’t you put your hand on it...” He made it bounce again.

      Mary inhaled a deep breath, preparing herself. Then she straightened one arm, tugged on her sleeve to pull it partway up her forearm. Slowly, her hand moved from her side to his side. Palm outstretched, fingers extended, she moved it very near Royce’s spear.

      Royce urged her: “Go on and do it now, Mary.”

      “I’m going to,” she said.

      This was the point where Jack should have seen enough, and yet he hadn’t. He wanted to see what she would do next—and though he was a man of principles, he was surprised that it wasn’t to see how bad she could be, but to see what she would look like holding a penis...

      Mary rested her palm on the underside middle of Royce’s cock. Her fingers gradually curled; her thumb came around to hold it in a loose grip.

      Royce said, “What do you think?”

      “It’s hard…”

      “That’s you doing that.”

      “I know,” she said and smirked.

      “What else?”

      “It’s a lot bigger than I thought it would be.”

      “Did you think of mine?”

      “In general,” she said. “I only think of Jack’s.”

      “He’s never shown his to you?”

      She shook her head no, eyes glued to where her hand gripped him. She stroked a little, going up and down his length. She said, “It’s really hard. And warm...”

      Royce said, “Stroke it a little more and see what happens.”

      There was quick chuckling amongst the gathered men. She rolled her eyes and said, “I know what happens, Royce.”

      Royce laughed too, leaning back to put his hands behind him, making his penis protrude even further. It looked so big in Mary’s small hand. He said, “Don’t forget my balls.”

      More chuckling, shoulders bumping against Jack’s. Mary didn’t say anything, but her hand slipped down to the base of his penis, disappeared between his legs, cupped and lifted Royce’s testicles.

      “That feels good,” he told her.

      “Does it?”

      “It sure does,” he said.

      “They’re bigger than I thought, too.”

      “You’re making them swell,” Royce said.

      Mary made a joke in Royce’s Groucho Marx voice: “I think they were probably already pretty swell.” Jack’s eyes went wide and his heart pounded.

      Royce enjoyed it, said, “Not as swell as you...” and brushed her cheek with his knuckle.

      Mary giggled, lifted her shoulder because his touch tickled her and let his balls go. Now she was sitting again with her hands folded in her lap, head tilted down to look at Royce’s arousal.

      Royce said, “Well, you’ve seen what I got, how about you show us all what you’ve got...”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            12

          

        

      

    

    
      Mary stroked her hands up and down her stocking thighs with anxiousness. A hope leapt up inside Jack that this would be where she came to her senses. But when she smiled, then stood, there was still no disappointment in him—just restored excitement and curiosity. What would Mary do next? And if she were to want to show a little of what she was blessed with, he wanted to see as well...

      Some of her confidence waned, and she faltered now, showing bashful Mary and hiding her face away from them all. Royce offered more words of encouragement. Mary said, “I didn’t know I was going to have such an audience.”

      Royce said, “We don’t usually do it up like this,” gesturing at the gathered brethren, “but after you called, the mood in the house became quite celebratory.”

      “I guess,” Mary said, running a stray lock behind her shoulder, “I ought to be flattered.” She smiled and cocked a hip for the brothers.

      “Attendance would be higher, believe me, but we excluded the riffraff. This is a prestigious Omega gathering, but, honey, if you’d let us, we could charge admission and I bet with the proceeds we could buy you a Cadillac.”

      Teague took a long drag on his marijuana cigarette, exhaled, and through a plume of smoke said to Mary, “Baby, what color you like?”

      Mary’s hands rubbed the sides of her legs as she actually considered it. “Red, I think,” she said, then added, “But there’s enough boys here already, and I’m a little shy.”

      “Not too shy you’re gonna reneg on us, I hope,” Moose said.

      Mary looked over her shoulder at him and said, “I told you I’m game.”

      “Let’s see how game you are,” Royce said.

      “I’m game,” Mary muttered, shifting her eyes around the three council members. She was wasting time; she wasn’t going to do it. This was where it was over, and Jack was relieved.

      His weight shifted forward, toes flexing, ready to extend a foot out so he could close the distance between him and Mary and end this nonsense. She’d said wonderful things, and her heart was in the right place, but it was over now...

      Only Mary’s right hand tugged on her skirt and lifted it higher. She flashed Royce her bare leg above her stocking. It made Jack freeze. Maybe she would show them. Maybe she would show them all. And Jack wanted to see...

      “Hubba, hubba,” Royce said then bounced his eyebrows, watching her leg to see if she would flash him again. Only this time, Mary crossed her arms in front of her and pulled up her sweater then flung it on the bed behind Royce. He reached back and gathered it, brought it to his face to breathe it in. “Chanel?” he asked.

      Mary ignored him, but she was watching his reaction. Smiling like she enjoyed his attention. Her fingers began working at the buttons of her shirt, un-tucking it so it hung down over her skirt. She undid it, but kept it gripped closed in two fists.

      “Let’s see them, you tease,” Royce said.

      Standing in one spot, she shuffled around and turned her back to the brethren. Jack watched as she flapped open her shirt and showed Royce her breasts in their bra. Royce reared back like she’d shone a bright flashlight in his face. His eyes went wide, and a big smile creased his face. “Look at those puppies,” he said.

      Mary said, “You like them?” and closed her shirt again.

      “Show the brothers,” Royce said.

      Mary did that funny in-place shuffle again, turned to face all of them in their hoods, eyes up and confident. There was a tension amongst the brothers, and in Jack, too, his mouth had gone dry and his hands cold. He wanted her to open that damn shirt.

      She did, yanking it open and dipping at the knees, shaking her shoulders. Her breasts looked huge and pointed in her black lacy push-up bra. The soft flesh curled in their cups shook with her movements. Somebody wolf-whistled, somebody else made a whooping exclamation of appreciation.

      Now Mary turned and showed Moose and Teague. Then with her hands behind her, she worked the shirt down her arms, pulled them out of the sleeves. She stood before them in her skirt and bra.

      There was groaning and moaning around him, somebody nudged his arm. That was his Mary up there, taking everyone’s attention. This was the most lurid thing imaginable, something a gentleman should stop...

      Royce set forward now, his hand moving. Mary faced the crowd, and her skirt tugged as Royce jerked on her zipper. She swatted his hand away, turned to face him, and her pretty hand folded up and drew down the zipper so all the boys could see. She shimmied side-to-side, letting gravity take her skirt down to the floor. There were cheers amongst the brothers. More groaning. Here was a beautiful woman in their dorm house, wearing only a black bra, black undergarments, black garter and thigh-high stockings. Her legs were long and shapely in her pointed shoes. Jack’s own heart fluttered with excitement. That was his. That was his woman…

      Royce’s smile had gone and his eyes worked up and down Mary with appreciation. Almost dumbly, he murmured, “You are one beautiful woman.

      He sat with his legs open and his hands outstretched behind him, his robe split with the prong of his long penis sticking up against his stomach. Mary was facing him, Mary was seeing it. Jack’s skin crawled, his jaw flexed, his teeth grinding against each other. But he still didn’t move. Still didn’t step forward to stop this crazy girl…

      Moose said, “Enough teasing, show us those bazooms.”

      Nervous chuckles went through the hooded brothers. There was a lot of shifting in place as the men anticipated seeing real live bare breasts.

      Teague had dabbed out his reefer in an ashtray, returned his fez on his head to the opposite side now, stood up and came to sit on the side of the bed. He wanted to get a good look.

      Mary’s hands were working again behind her back, arms folded up, fingers unhooking her bra snaps. Jack could see a three-quarter view, could see the sag of her womanly bosom as the bra released its hold. Her breasts dropped, still in their bra, her straps dangled down her arms. She cupped her breasts with her hands, leaned forward, then drew the bra away…

      Royce’s eyes went wide, and he feigned a swoon, falling back onto the bed, his big dick wagging up in the air.

      Teague scooted forward, saying, “Royce?… Royce?… Can you hear me, brother? Lordy, Mary, I think we’ve lost him...”

      Everyone laughed, even Mary, whose pretty hands now cupped and coddled her huge breasts. Teague licked his lips and watched her as he pretended to fan the unconscious Royce. Royce’s eyes fluttered, and he sat up, looked at Mary’s bare breasts—and she flashed them, moving her hands away. Royce fainted again, collapsed on the bed. Moose laughed and clapped his hands, said, “Somebody get the smelling salts.”

      Mary chuckled, and Jack watched her narrow back shake. Bashful Mary was pretty confident with the men now, and while part of him hated it, another part of him was profoundly excited by it.

      Royce pretended to come-to again, sitting up now. Mary asked him if he was all right.

      “Better than all right,” he said beaming now and staring point-blank at her exposed breasts. Teague’s hand was folded inside his robe, he withdrew a small cylindrical object and passed it to Royce. Royce palmed it, his thumb working over its shape.

      With a quick flick, a jet blade shot out from the grip. The cheek of the blade gleamed in the library light. He sneered at Mary. “Why don’t you come a little closer,” he said.
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      Mary asked him, “What are you going to do?”

      “Turn around and show us that beautiful bottom,” Royce said.

      Mary turned around now in place, and there was an audible gasp from the crowd as they saw her big, naked breasts sway. They were perfect, teardrop shaped; huge and smooth and round. Her nipples were cheery, pink fifty-cent pieces tipped with growing buds. Jack heard a groan and his knees went weak. As his body dipped, he realized it was him that had made the noise. “Oh, my goodness,” he said. That had been on his arm for four years and he’d never taken a peek inside her sweater before. Look at all he’d been missing… And she’d wanted him to…

      She faced the boys now, swaying her bottom for Royce behind her. She made a comical face, a confident sort of theatrical thing she was doing that reminded him of girls he’d seen doing their USO shows in the newsreels before a movie. Acting sassy yet innocent, and behind those eyes you knew there was a lot more going on. A girl who knew her effect…

      There was a flash of the blade, and it slipped up the side of her thigh, the point plucking underneath the narrow of her undergarment. He flicked it outward and the sharp blade sliced the material in two. He split it halfway up its height.

      “Hey!” she said.

      Royce said, “Don’t worry, baby, we’ll get you new ones,” and there she was again, putting on some sexy act, making faces like Brigitte Bardot.

      He flicked the blade again, split her underpants right up to the waist. They made a snapping sound and then sagged, caught still between her thighs. Royce held out the other side of her panties and sawed the switchblade through the fabric.

      “Ready?” he asked her.

      “I’m ready,” she said, giving the crowd a bashful smile. Royce let the fabric go and her underpants fell forward exposing her bare stomach—but as the thing between her legs that all the men ached to see was about to be revealed, she pushed her hands down to cover herself. She wiggled her hips playfully.

      Royce grabbed the back half of her underpants and yanked them like a magician clearing a table. They flossed between her thighs and she made a funny yelping sound, giving a brisk inhale. The crowd laughed.

      Moose said, “You going to show us first?”

      Royce said, “I like what I’m seeing already,” in that Groucho Marx voice, his eyes shooting at her bare ass. Mary giggled, and shuffled in place, turning around, all her sweet, soft, womanly flesh swaying and bouncing. Her ass cheeks were perfect globes, and they lifted and fell and shook as she moved. More groans, sighs, and gasps as the men saw her bare ass now. She wiggled it for them and a guy three down on Jack’s left fell forward as if he went weak in the knees, too.

      Teague, sitting behind Royce, said, “How about you show us that little kitty cat?”

      Jack couldn’t see Mary’s face but heard her distinctly make a meow sound, and it turned his stomach over. Where had his bashful, innocent Mary gone?

      Then in a quick flash her two open hands were up at her shoulders, palms facing Royce. She’d just flashed her front-side to him, and Teague, and Moose. Royce slapped a hand over his heart, made another swooning face. “You’re about the most beautiful girl I’ve ever seen,” he said.

      Mary said, “Hey, your thing is leaking.”

      Royce looked down at his erection. There was a clear trickle running down the shaft from the tip. He looked at it, looked at her, looked at it again, then looked at her. “That’s you doing that, too.”

      “What is that?”

      “That, my dear Mary, is called excitement.”

      “That’s me doing that?”

      “That’s what happens when a girl’s too beautiful.”

      “Oh, go on,” she said.

      He said, “You’ve never seen that before, I guess...”

      She shook her head no, and her raven hair bounced on her shoulders and down her back. She looked incredible from behind, but he was aching to see her from the front. That was his; that was his alone. But, what’s yours is mine when you were a top Omega Man…

      “You know the best part?” Royce asked her.

      “No.”

      “It tastes like candy…”
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      Mary looked over her shoulder at the brethren with an expression that said Is this guy serious?

      There was restrained chuckling and grunting from under the hoods. And Royce didn’t even have to ask her to do what he wanted: Mary kept her knees together but gave a sexy sashay that sent her backside weaving back and forth, drawing groans again from under the hoods, working her way to stand between Royce’s open thighs.

      Royce was watching her face, and he said, “You’ve always wondered what it was like to put your mouth on a man…”

      Mary shrugged her shoulders.

      Royce said, “Why don’t you get on your knees and I’ll show you how you do it...”

      Jack watched with horror as Mary squatted down, showing off how narrow her waist was in proportion to her wide, perfect bottom. When she was down on her heels, she leaned forward onto her knees. Her hands touched the insides of Royce’s thighs. That big, long dick stuck straight up in front of her face, and though he couldn’t see her eyes, Jack knew they would be glued to it.

      Mary asked, “What do I do?”

      Royce said, “Use your lips, give it a kiss first.”

      “Where?” Her chin tilted upward as she looked to his face.

      “Anywhere,” Royce answered, drawing chuckles from the brothers.

      Mary tilted her head to the side, and now Jack could see her cheek, her lips, her long eyelashes. Hair flicked over her shoulder, she ran her palms up and down the insides of Royce’s bare thighs. With heart-twisting slowness, her mouth moved closer and closer to the underside of the House Master’s erection; she licked her lipstick lips on the way, then mushed a kiss on the belly of his penis, leaving a burgundy smudge.

      Royce watched her do it, and feeling her lips against his skin, he encouraged her, saying, “That’s it, that’s nice...”

      It wasn’t terrible for her, so she gave it another kiss, a little higher, making a wet, mouth noise.

      “That’s good,” Royce said, then used his thumb to press his cock downward. Mary’s head moved back, watching the long, curved monstrosity rise, point straight up, then aim it’s wet and sightless eye toward her. Royce said, “Put it in that pretty mouth.”

      As Mary contemplated putting another man’s penis in her mouth, that fiery urge to intervene worked through Jack again. His jaw muscles flexed and jumped, and he scowled fiercely underneath the hood. That shining thread still ran down Royce’s shaft, the hole set in its plump head smeared wet. He knew what that stuff was. There was no way his Mary would put one in her mouth, especially when it was leaking...

      But as his toes curled inside his bucks, a rising anger was welcomed. If Mary did, then she was a slut. A low-life. It felt wild and powerful to stare hatred into someone he loved—and with the pounding erection in his pants and throbbing ache in his balls, a deep, scary fraction of his mind urged her to slip her lips over that thing. The erotic rage would race his system and his arms were open to it; his blood was already pumping in him like jet fuel and he liked it.

      Mary’s mouth drew closer, her lips pouted. As they came a breath away from the tip of Royce’s cock, they parted and Jack watched her pink tongue slip past the soft burgundy ring of her lips, the slick surface caress below another man’s cock head, his clear stream surely tasted by her; and her head continued forward, lips surrounding Royce’s turgid column, spreading wider and wider the deeper she sank his member in her mouth.

      Royce’s head fell back, this time in honest fainting, eyes fluttering, and Jack wondered just how good it felt for Mary to suck on your cock. His stomach tightened to a steely knot that had him hunching forward.

      Slowly she drew her head back, leaving a lipstick ring halfway down his penis, drew her lips to a point and gave the Grand Unicorn a soft kiss on the hole of his penis.

      “Mary, Mary,” Royce groaned weakly.

      She said, “It doesn’t taste at all like candy.”

      “You don’t think it does?”

      “I knew it wouldn’t.”

      “What does it taste like?”

      “Salty. The ocean.”

      “You like it?”

      She smiled so wide her eyes scrunched and Royce laughed heartily, stomach bouncing, erection wagging in Mary’s face. He said, “You’re going to do this for Jack?”

      “If he’ll let me.”

      Jack’s fists tightened, and a knuckle popped. Fat chance, you tramp.

      Royce said, “You’re going to make him a happy man.”

      “I’ve wanted to. When he’s ready, I’ll show him.”

      “His brothers can train you, teach you all the dark arts, and when it’s time—”

      “I’ll show him I can cook.”

      “Baby, you’re going to make him flip.”

      And with that Mary took his cock in her mouth again, her head bobbing forward and back as her mouth stroked on it leaving it shining with her saliva.
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      While Mary’s head moved in Royce’s lap, he made sleepy, lustful faces, hooped his necklace and pentagram over his head and set them on the bed. He untied the knotted ropes and sash around his waist and pulled his arms out of the robe. He was naked underneath. Now he sat with his legs open, red satin robes pooled out underneath him, red satin on red satin.

      “Use your hands, too,” he told Mary, reaching forward and stroking her hair. She nodded with his penis in her mouth.

      She pulled her pouted lips back till they encompassed only the corpulent bulb, then formed a loose grip around the base of his shaft with one hand.

      Royce told her, “Do them together, your fist against your lips.” And she did.

      Then she was bobbing again, her long, bouncing, black hair shaking as her mouth and hand stroked up and down Royce’s erection. Royce leaned back and enjoyed it, sometimes looking at the chandelier hanging above the bed, other times with his eyes closed. The whole time his face worked around in grimaces of pleasure. His knees began to work in and out, and Jack’s insides blazed with rage, and hot fire, and sex. Ten-thousand things raced through his mind. They were murder, they were revenge, they were justice, vindication... all intertwined with the profoundest feelings of lust he’d ever had in his life. All in one thick, corded strap.

      Royce was stopping now, putting his hand on her cheek, getting her attention. They looked at each other, and Royce said, “That’s very good, very good, come up and sit with me.”

      Mary nodded, pulled her lips off him, used her hand a little and watched the way it moved in her grip. Royce leaned forward to take her arms and helped her to come sit next to him. Now she was turned around and in the moment before she sat, Jack reeled at the erotic sight of the tangled thatch of pubic hair between his girl’s legs. His knees dipped again.

      Mary sat next to Royce and said, “Did I do it all right?”

      “You did it great, baby. If that was your first time, when we’re through with you, you’re going to curl Jack’s toes up like potato bugs.”

      That made Mary smile, and she traced hair away from her face saying, “I’d like that. I’d really like that.”

      “You want to do good for him, don’t you?”

      “I love him,” she said.

      Royce genuinely seemed to like what she said, and he nodded once, and stroked her cheek. But now his hand was lowering, resting on her collarbone. A strange man—a stranger to him and Mary—laid his hand over her chest, and Jack watched it slide down, and Mary’s eyes grow wide.

      Royce said, “No one’s ever touched you before?”

      She shook her head no. His hand cupped a bare breast now and Mary sighed. Her shoulders jumped then slumped, and her big, perfect breasts shook, even the one cupped in Royce’s hand.

      He said, “You’ve got the nicest set. Is that okay for me to say it?”

      “It is,” she said.

      “Nicer than any of the other Kappa girls,” he said, then looked around behind her at Teague and then over to Moose. They nodded. The room was quiet, all the men watching their housemaster fondle the pledge’s woman’s breast. He took both of them in his hands, used his thumbs to arouse her nipples, cupped them, tested their weight and softness, smoothed underneath them and over her ribs then back up again to make them sway. Mary loved it, her head tilting back at times, and her mouth hanging open. Her eyes, when they weren’t closed, were hazy with lust.

      Royce’s hand slipped lower, coming down to toy with her bellybutton. He rolled circles with his thumb, the tips of his fingers tracing into the top fringe of her pubic hair. He said, “Why don’t you open those legs up for us...”

      Mary’s eyes fluttered open, and she bit her lower lip. But slowly her knees came apart. She took her time getting her legs open, but they opened—all the way. Thin knees pointed out, still wearing her shoes and her garters and stockings, Mary showed all the gathered men that most private thing a woman had.

      Royce moved four fingers down through her patch, ruffled it, then rested on the inside of her thigh. He looked at the gathered brothers to see what they thought of what Mary had. Now he looked down to see for himself. Mary had closed her eyes, exposing herself to them all, but distancing herself from the situation, closing herself off.

      Jack studied what she had. A pretty thing, but a frightening looking thing, scary; black scraggly hair and a twist of dark flesh that looked so shocking against the pale, smooth insides of her thighs. Mary was a beautiful girl and the thing between her legs was disparate. And yet he was drawn to it, aroused by it to the grandest of scale. Instead of his knees dipping now, he suddenly felt like he was floating and his feet were coming off the floor. He felt weightless and airy. All those times they’d been necking, and that thing was down there, and she’d wanted him to touch it, wanted more…
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      Royce took two fingers and stroked that dark mouth. Up and down they went, two fingers bound together, working her opening over in the quiet room. Someone groaned, someone else chuckled nervously. The same guy who’d fallen forward in a faint before, did it again. A brother’s hand snatched him back and stood him upright.

      Now Royce’s fingers separated, forming a V. He’d opened her, opened those lips and showed the bright, vibrant pink of her hungry insides. Jack’s weightlessness crashed and his knees were dipping again. His hamstrings gave loose, and he almost squatted down on his heels. Someone grabbed him from behind, and he leaned back against them as they stood him up. He was woozy, dizzy; the room skewed left then right then left again. He put his hand over his heart because he was sure he was having an attack of some kind. Mary’s mouth hung open now, eyes still closed off, but her breath coming in pants. Her perfect breasts swayed from side to side and her nipples looked like rocks.

      “What do you think of that?” Royce asked, but she couldn’t answer. She’d never been touched before and what was happening was overloading her systems.

      The anger and rage he felt did a backflip, and he felt suddenly sympathetic to her. He’d been suffering his own wild emotions watching this, and she was feeling the same right now, overwhelmed by it, he was sure.

      “Hey, baby,” Royce said, two fingers stroking again, even slipping inside her a little. It brought Mary’s legs closer together. He said, “You ready?”

      Mary’s legs sealed together and Royce withdrew his hand and rested it over her thigh. Jack saw two fingers shining wet. Mary’s eyes fluttered, she tilted her chin down so she wouldn’t have to look at the men watching. But she nodded, turned her chin toward Royce. She looked him up and down, looking at that thing between his legs, the scrunched up skin of his tight belly and his tanned chest. She said, “You have a really nice body.”

      Royce said, “You want to touch me?”

      Mary leaned to him, she put her hand over his sternum. Then she swooped around his chest, felt him, squeezed his shoulders. Royce watched her face while she did. Sometimes she looked in his eyes and other times she looked down at her hand and other times she would look at his penis. And then their faces came close together and Mary presented her lips, but before Royce could kiss them she turned her cheek away and he kissed her neck again. Her hand went down between his legs, her clumsy fingers seeking out the column that stood up in his lap. She closed around it, began to stroke it up and down.

      Royce said, “I think it’s time.”

      Their two cheeks were together, the two of them combined in an embrace; Mary said, “Okay.”

      Royce touched her shoulders, looked in her eyes as he lay her on her back. Mary shimmied herself farther up the bed until her heels rested on the mattress. Royce stood now, motioned to Teague who was fumbling inside his robe again. He said, “Prophylactics, if you will.” Teague tossed him a square packet and Royce caught it, tore it open. He withdrew a condom, placed it over the head of his penis and stroked it down. Teague set a squeeze tube next to Mary, and she looked at it while she pushed her shoes off. “What’s that?”

      Royce took it now, said, “Spermicidal lubricant. We don’t want any Omega babies yet, do we?”

      Mary smiled, and her hands came up to hold her breasts as she writhed on the bed. She said, “Not yet.”

      Royce squirted the spermicide on the end of the condom and said, “You want Jack’s baby?”

      Mary nodded, said, “As soon as we’re married.”

      Royce got on his knees on the bed now and was touching her legs. He said, “You sure you’re ready?”

      “I’ve been ready a long time.”

      “And this is your cherry?”

      She nodded.

      “And you don’t want Jack to have it?”

      “It was there for the taking for years.”

      “Well, it’s an honor as his brother to do this for him, and an honor that he would give it.”

      Jack stepped forward. He was going to go ahead, push Royce aside and do the deed himself. He would do it right in front of them all, take what was his. But he wobbled, fell to the side. Someone propped him up again from behind. Someone else clapped him on the back. And then once one person had clapped him, other hands were reaching and touching him, too. Squeezing his arm, stroking his neck, and patting his back. He thought at first they were trying to restrain him. Hold him back while the Grand Unicorn did the deed, but now he saw it was camaraderie. It was support. They knew what he was going through and were bolstering him.

      The room was hazy and his eyes narrowed. His heart was hammering in his chest. And if he thought that he was going to be able to go over there and do it in front of all these guys he realized he couldn’t. So he let himself be held, watched as Royce climbed over top of Mary and she received him. She extended her arms to him and they circled around Royce’s back as he lowered over her. Her knees poked up on either side of Royce’s waist, her woman’s opening exposed and ready to receive. Jack’s knees dipped again and a brother on either side of him hooked elbows and forearms under his armpits and got him to his feet again. Mary’s knees worked in and out in anticipation for having the first man inside her. She was looking at Royce’s eyes and nodding her chin. She reminded Royce: “This is for Jack.”

      Royce said, “All hail Jack,” and his hand went between them. Jack could see where their two sexes would join as Royce angled that long penis so the point pressed into Mary’s hairy opening. Mary made a funny gasping sound.

      The wobbly brother three down on the left fell to his knees now before anyone could help him. His hood slumped forward and bent to the side. Another brother stepped forward and brought the woozy man to stand.

      The tip of Royce began to sink inside Mary’s slit. The glans disappeared, the beginning of his shaft sucked inside her. Mary made a crying sound and tapped her hands on Royce’s shoulders.

      “You okay?” he asked her.

      “Go slow,” she told him.

      He said, “I think it might be better if I go quick.”

      “At first,” she said, “maybe...”

      “It hurts?”

      “I’m worried it will…”

      “I’ll be gentle,” he told her. He withdrew a little and pushed himself in again, this time sinking in barely past the length of a hand and Mary let out a whimper.

      “Okay?” he asked her.

      “Do it,” she said through a pretty grimace.

      Then Royce’s thighs flexed and the cheeks of his ass lifted and closed. He jabbed himself inside her quick and she let out a yelp. He’d broken her hymen. It was done.
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      Royce’s bare ass rose and fell and Jack swooned knowing this other man’s erect penis would be stabbing in and out of Mary. His girl made plaintive cries, squeezed her thighs around Royce’s slim hips.

      “Did it hurt?” Royce asked her and stopped.

      She made a soft moan, then said, “Please, go slow.”

      Royce caressed one side of her face. “Does it feel good?”

      She waited a moment, unsure, before saying, “It feels really good.”

      “Doesn’t it?” Royce said, and it made Mary smile.

      “Keep going, but do it slow,” Mary whispered to him.

      Royce was good to her, drawing back and pushing forward, almost too slow. It was glacial. Mary made soft ululations with each renewed penetration. Her knees rose on either side of Royce and her stocking feet curled Royce’s legs and stroked the backs of his thighs.

      “A little quicker now, please,” she said.

      Royce’s hips doubled their speed and then there was a crackle now, wet and rubbery. Mary’s moans came higher. Her hands curved around Royce’s waist and stroked at his sides. It trebled the speed of Royce’s hips and got the bed rocking. Mary made high whimpers of pleasure and Royce began grunting. Jack sagged against the support of his brothers, and more hands enjoined to help him stand. His limbs had gone watery.

      Mary’s squeaks and grunts came faster and faster and her legs writhed around Royce. “Oh God, oh God,” she cried, “oh, what’s happening? Oh, God, oh, faster, oh…”

      Royce’s arms went straight, and he lifted over her, his cock thrusting in and out of her and he made wild sounds, too, watching Mary’s face twist and contort below him. His body bucked hard and fast, erratic, his hair fell forward and hung down and his body began to shine with a sweat.

      “Faster! Oh, faster! Oh!”

      Royce couldn’t even keep up with her, she humped back, her hands went to claws and rent red furrows along Royce’s tan back. Then she howled and shrieked, clung herself to him and babbled sounds like a devil’s witch. Royce stiffened and shook and trembled. Mary hugged her face to his chest tight, and the housemaster bellowed and roared. His ass flexed and released, his hips bucked into her, held, relaxed, and his roars turned to growls. He collapsed on her, heavy, pinning her to the bed.

      Their two young, naked bodies lay still on the bed, flushed red and slick with sweat, both of them heaving fast breath and moaning.

      When Royce had the strength to lift his head, he looked in Mary’s eyes so long she finally had to ask him why.

      “Oh,” he breathed, “oh, Mary, if Jack wasn’t my honored brother, I do believe I would fall madly in love with you.”

      “Oh, hogwash,” Mary laughed and turned her smiling face away. Her cheeks were bright and flush, her eyes sparkled with dazzling wet.

      “I have new respect for my brother,” he groaned.

      Mary’s eyes returned to his and her hands caressed his waist again. “Is it over? Is that it?”

      Royce exhaled. “That’s it,” he said, and withdrew his erection from her with a slick wet sound. Mary whimpered again. He fell next to her and Mary lay on her back with her legs open, showing all the boys her open womanhood. The brother three down on the left fell fully forward, and no one was quick enough to stop him this time. He went down with a hard thump that made a vase rattle on a nearby table. Someone chuckled in sympathetic humor, and three brothers rushed to bring him to his feet. Groans and heavy breathing pervaded from the gathered hooded men. The room had gone damp from heavy male respiration and even under the hood Jack could smell a funk. That was Mary’s smell.

      Her pretty hand gathered over her hairy opening, covering and caressing, and she asked Royce, “What happened to me?”

      “What do you mean?”

      “What happened? I went… It was like my brain and my heart did backflips.”

      “I don’t know,” he said, still panting through his open mouth.

      Mary closed her thighs around one hand and her other moved to touch Royce’s stomach; her eyes were glued to his still-hard penis. She touched a finger to the rubber and traced around the tip. “It’s all in there?” she said.

      Royce gripped his cock tight at the base and scrolled the prophylactic up, squeezing as he went. He held the used rubber up by its open mouth and it dangled like a pendulum, the tip heavy with the prior content of his testicles. Jack’s knees were snipped, and he fell. Brothers on either side helped him lower to a crouch. Someone rubbed a circle on his back, someone else squeezed his shoulder. He gripped the sleeves of their robes, thanked them, and pulled himself to stand.

      “All in there,” Royce said, and Mary steadied the swinging, pinched the glop gathered in the tip and squeezed it between thumb and forefinger, curious.

      “What do you think, Mary,” Royce asked now, “do you like fornicating?”

      She smiled, still eyeing the gathered contents in the rubber. “I like it a lot,” she whispered, and it got all the men laughing though the sound was woozy like the oxygen in the room had depleted.

      “Huzzah!” Teague exclaimed and stood. “Great news, indeed,” he said and batted at Royce’s knee. The housemaster kissed the top of Mary’s head and scooted higher up the bed so Teague could sit next to her.

      Mary sat up as though she were eager, still with that glassy liveliness in her eyes. She got hip-to-hip with Teague and her hand stroked up the satin of his leg and disappeared under the split. Her fist danced under the shine of the material, handling whatever was between the man’s legs.

      “Wow, you’ve got a fat one,” she said, and Jack was glad again for the support of his brothers as his knees lost their lock.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            18

          

        

      

    

    
      Teague’s face came closer to Mary’s as her hand jerked up and down under his robe. He said, “I sure would like to kiss those lips...”

      She smiled slyly, said, “They’re only for Jack’s lips.”

      “But you’ll use them for other things...”

      Another groaning Ooohhh wavered through the gathered men though it had lost its earlier fervor. Some of the brethren swayed and Jack wondered if they were all as hard as he was right now. He imagined they must be.

      Mary wasn’t quick to catch on, turning to the hooded spectators speculatively, hand still stroking. “Oh,” she gasped, as she caught on finally.

      A chant began. “Use your lips, use your lips, use your lips…” Jack found himself joining in though his voice was constricted.

      His girl loved the attention and performed for them, tracing a finger along the flap of Teague’s robe, pulling away one side, then the other, revealing the brother’s very large and hairy balls. Mary studied them, laughed as the touch of her finger made them squirm. She shimmied the robe’s opening up higher, slowly revealing Teague’s erection. It was thick, smooth, dark brown. Fortunately, not as long as Jack’s own, but Mary was right; he had a fat one.

      Her face lowered in Teague’s lap and she gave the tip of it a kiss. Teague ran the hair away from her face so the brothers could see and opened his legs wider. “It might be too big,” she said, regarding it.

      “You can try,” Teague said.

      “I can try,” she said and smiled, then sunk her mouth over the end. It stretched her lips wide, but she didn’t complain. Her head bobbed up and down and she closed her eyes.

      “Oh, God,” the brother next to Jack laughed, one arm under Jack’s armpit, the other hand going to the top of his head in an expression of bewildered admiring and crushing back the hood’s point. “Kingsway, your Mary is… Oh, God…”

      Her stocking legs stayed slightly parted; they could see her bush but not that dark slit that opened to the bright of her canal. Her perfect breasts were squashed by her arm that reached so her hand could cup Teague’s oversized scrotum.

      His girl didn’t let up; she kept her mouth wrapped on him, slipping up and down, her fingertips played with his base and sometimes she would squeeze his testicles. Royce stood and came around, naked, stood at the foot of the bed to watch. He shook his head, too, like he couldn’t believe Mary’s eagerness. She’d told them she was game. A strange and befuddling pride rose up in him. His woman so powerful she had all the brothers wrapt, all of them practically worshiping her; the envy was palpable. All these anointed upperclassmen only wished they could be Trident, or now, Holy Quad. But Jack was. Jack was Quad. And Mary was his. His brothers’ women would be his if he wanted. But why would he when this sexual beauty who was doing this for him was his?

      Royce squatted so his face was level with the action. He made more sounds of appreciation as Mary continued to pleasure Teague with her mouth. He said, “Hey, Mary?” and she slowed, opened her eyes and watched Royce but kept her mouth connected. “Brother Teague isn’t able to wear prophylactics.”

      “They bother my skin,” Teague grunted, eyes closed, face turned up to the chandelier.

      Royce said, “So, Mary, you’re just going to keep going until he’s finished, is that okay?”

      Mary nodded; Teague’s erection almost slipped out of her mouth but she steadied it with her hand.

      Royce continued, “And—now, it’s up to you, and you can ask my girl Elizabeth if I’m lying—Kappa girls swallow.”

      She nodded again, closed her eyes and her head bobbed up and down with renewed fervor. Soon she had Teague squirming, his hips wriggling, moving up and down. Saliva spilled down his shaft and pooled around his big brown balls and over her fingers.

      Someone moved through the crowd behind him, nudging his way to get close, put his hand on his back. “You Kingsway?” the brother asked.

      “Yes.”

      The man squeezed his neck, said, “Kingsway, you… are… a… god…”

      “Uh-huh,” he grunted, watching the girl he loved doing something vile, but doing it for love and devotion, doing it for him, and it wasn’t vile—not if he were honest about its effect—if it were vile, what did it say about the painful arousal pressing out his pants right now? What about the primal ache he had for her right now? The swelling not just of his erection but his testicles, and the hard knot of his prostate, the throbbing need in his stomach right now to be an Omega Man and put his Omega cock inside that beautiful creature.

      Teague made a strangled sound, and, with his hands planted on the mattress, his bottom lifted up and his face contorted. Mary’s lips stayed stretched by his width and she made a grimace and snorted through her nose. She clutched at the man’s thighs, and his testicles rolled around in their sack and climbed high to hug his shaft. His body tightened and shook and he seized much like Royce did, and Jack wanted to know that feeling—his Kingsway penis throbbed with need for his Mary.

      Teague groaned and fell back flat.

      Mary let his penis slip from her mouth, leaving it gleaming in the chandelier’s light, and pursed her lips, kept a hand below her chin, face serious but trying not to smile. Breath heaved from her a few times but finally she swallowed. Groans and chuckling from the men gradually turned to applause. Mary blushed and turned away, waving her hand at them and laughing. The brother squeezing Jack’s neck said, “Kingsway, you’re crazy if you don’t marry that girl tomorrow.”

      His answer was drowned out by the applause fading, being replaced by a lowing chant that sounded like angry cows. “Moose, Moose, Moose, Moose, Moose…”
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      The big football player rose from his throne-like chair, the sturdy thing creaking with his shifting weight. The chanting dissipated to sounds of approval and some applause. Mary’s face changed, and it bothered Jack. Her face tightened with anticipation, smiling, mouth forming an O shape. She scooted closer to the edge of the bed and put her feet on the floor, eyes turned up to Sven’s face. He moved between Jack and Mary, eclipsing her with his size, and Jack had to shift to the side to see his girl’s face. His brothers moved to accommodate him, but a voice near his ears said, “I hope he leaves her tight enough for you.”

      “What do you mean?” he hissed.

      Sven’s robe was untied, the sash and rope falling away, the flaps opening, the satin slipping down his shoulders, off his back and billowing to the floor.

      Mary’s expression widened to its furthest, stretched in shock. She gasped. Her eyes went up and down the athlete’s body then lingered between his legs. From the back, the man was gargantuan around the shoulders, with a thick neck and arms but a small waist and narrow ass.

      Mary laughed in quick chokes. “Oh, my God. What. Is. That?” she said, eyes glued to his crotch. Jack struggled to get to the side and see, but too many brothers were in the way.

      Royce said, “Something tells me Mary likes what she sees.”

      Teague was covering his robe over his crotch, tucking his penis under the satin, saying to Royce, “Maybe as much as your Elizabeth.”

      “Nobody likes a wiseacre, Teague, my boy,” Royce said, and they both laughed but returned to watch Mary’s reaction.

      Teague closed his sash, elbowed Mary and said, “You can see why Moose goes last.”

      Moose stood naked before her, hands on his hips like Superman.

      Royce said, “Well, Mary, one last go around? You see the Moose’s equipment—you still game?”

      Mary made all kinds of faces, funny ones, eyes still glued to whatever it was between Olufsen’s legs.

      She turned her eyes up to Moose at last and said, “Please, tell me rubbers don’t bother your skin.”

      It brought great guffaws from the crowd, Royce and Teague, too, even Moose’s muscular back shook with laughter; Jack swore he could see the shadow of something huge between the man’s legs.

      Royce said, “Mary wants more than her mouth on that and there’s few Kappas who would argue—they just shriek and run away. But don’t worry, Mary, Moose wears rubbers just fine—‘course we have to mail order them from Spain where they’re smuggled in on riverboats from the darkest heart of Africa.”

      Mary sighed, said, “He could use a trash bag,” and Jack watched his girl’s pretty stocking foot reach out and stroke up the inside of Moose’s knee.

      His eyelashes fluttered, his heart did two abrupt jumping jacks, and the world went black. This time he fell.
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      Smelling salts revived him, and he jolted and kicked out one leg. Hands helped him to stand, and a brother said, “Stay up, Kingsway, dammit, these men need to look up to you.”

      “I’m fine,” he said, “I’m fine,” and pushed away their help. He shook his head, trying to get his eyes focused again. Then regretted it.

      Mary had scooted up the bed and lay seductively, her big beautiful breasts spilling off her narrow chest, her stocking legs open and receptive, and Moose had pursued her, walking on the mattress on his knees. Once he was over Mary, he dropped over top of her and Jack saw his tool from behind. Below his muscular ass his scrotum hung, and then dangling down to rest on Mary’s stomach was a penis that looked like a pale club; longer than Royce’s and thicker than Teague’s. But Mary’s hands didn’t go to it right away, instead she was running her palms over his muscle, feeling his chest, his broad back, coming down and caressing his narrow waist. Moose nuzzled his mouth into her collar and sucked on her neck, making her moan.

      Now her hand closed around his cock and she groaned another “Oh, my God, oh no,” and stroked it and coddled it. Her hand wouldn’t close around it. “You’re a monster,” she said as he made a loud sucking noise below her ear.

      Moose rose up then, on his knees and patting her thigh, “Turn around,” he said.

      “Around?”

      Teague handed Moose a square prophylactic package, and he tore it open. “Around,” Moose said, “on your elbows and knees.”

      “Like animals?” Mary said, but not offended—excited.

      “She’s game, Kingsway, she’s game,” a brother said and nudged him from behind. “How can one guy get so lucky?”

      Someone else said, “It’s not luck—he’s a Kingsway.”

      Mary waited, complying and getting on her knees and elbows, and watching Moose stretch a rubber onto his monstrous erection. She sucked her lower lip and tented her brows nervously.

      Moose angled her sideways on the bed, guiding her with his huge hands on her hips. Mary’s beautiful breasts swayed, but now Jack could fully see the thing Moose was going to put inside her. His knees dipped, but he righted himself and clenched his jaw. The condom only rolled down half its length, and the rubber stretched to a tense shine by his girth. Moose gripped it and stroked the huge head through Mary’s bush and she made a hungry moan.

      She sighed, “Remember, go slow, I like it sl—”

      Moose sunk it inside her and she cried out. Pain and curious pleasure—her back bowed, and she turned her chin up. He pulled it out and pushed it in again, and it brought that sound from her once more.

      “Oh, God, it’s so big, oh, mm, slow…”

      All the muscles in Moose’s arms and shoulders bulged and flexed, and he rolled his stomach in and out, his hips pushing and pulling in contracted lines.

      “Oh, wow, oh, mm, that’s, oh, God, like that…”

      Moose planted a hand across the center of her upper back and gave her more of what she wanted.

      “That’s so good, God, you’re good, oh, so big, mm, let’s do it face to… mm, face, ah, I want to touch, oh, touch your, mm, bod-body…”

      Teague watched, sitting close, eyes lusty. He said, “Moose’s girl won’t let him. Dog style only with other girls…”

      “Oh, mm, oh, what a bitch,” Mary panted.

      Moose laughed and caressed her back.

      “Faster, oh, a little faster…”

      Mary guided Moose, telling him what she wanted and the other members of the Quad studied her as she was fucked like she was a fascinating specimen. She guided Moose to a fast pace she liked, her breath coming quick and loud and her hands gathered up satin and clenched it, “Like that, oh,” she begged, “don’t stop, oh, it’s going to happen again, oh, please, yes, yes, yes…”

      She suddenly shrieked and bucked and Moose let his grip go, stopped his stroke.

      “Oh, don’t you stop,” she yelled, “don’t stop, don’t stop, keep going,” she reached behind and swatted at his hip. Moose looked startled, grabbed her narrow waist and began pounding into her again.

      “Yes, yes, yes,” she cried, “oh, faster, mm, not deep, mm, yes, like that, yeah, don’t stop…”

      Jack watched her, his hands coming up to press at his temples. She was a wildcat, her shrieks and passionate cries were overload on his ears. His penis spewed excitement and he could feel it trickling down his leg. Mary was too much. Some of the men had to sit down on the floor, she made them lightheaded. One on the right was masturbating under his robe. Teague and Royce watched with eyes wide and disbelieving. Moose would do whatever Mary asked.

      “Faster! Faster!” she shrieked.

      Moose pounded her harder.

      “Deep! Deep!”

      The bed bounced and rattled, shaking the two men sitting and watching, rocking them from side-to-side, Mary’s beautiful flesh swayed and jostled, Moose’s thrusts sending tremors that rippled through her taut softness. Moose bulged with muscle, shone with sweat, veins rose in his arms and neck.

      “Faster! Ah, deep! Deeper!”

      “Shit!” Moose grunted, watching between them where his cock split Mary in two.

      Royce looked, as well, said, “His condom broke!”

      Mary shouted, “Don’t stop! Don’t stop!”

      Moose still fucked hard against her, squeezed her waist, and his eyes looked to the other two in a pleading What do I do? expression.

      “Don’t you dare stop!” Mary cried, sensing the big man slowing, “don’t!” Now her body bucked against him harder than he thrusted, and she mewled and cried with wild pleasure. Moose jolted, grunted, roared, folded over her back and pushed himself into her as deep as he would go and Mary grabbed the man’s hand and moved it to clutch her breast, her hand over top of his.

      The two of them panted and heaved, and Mary’s face was hidden in her hair and the satin. No one said a thing for a long while, a whole room of men just watching two lovers in position and breathing heavy.

      At long last, Mary sighed, “Okay…”

      Moose pushed himself up like he was exhausted. He pulled his massive manhood out of her and the tattered remains of the rubber dangled around his balls. A thick white goop belched from her opening and drizzled to the bedding.

      Teague touched her shoulder. “Mary, his condom…” His tone was reverential.

      “It’s okay,” she whispered into the bed. “I think it’s okay…”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            21

          

        

      

    

    
      While Mary gathered herself, and the three men who had fucked her watched with concern, Jack was mesmerized by the sight of his woman. Specifically, that tangled thatch of thorns between her legs; that frightening woman’s place. It wasn’t so scary now; it wasn’t so foreboding. It was a place of pleasure; for Mary and also for him. Or any other man she allowed. With her rump up in the air, he watched that steady drip of pearls, Moose’s man seed, collect then fall from her bush. Two days ago he would have murdered all four of them at the mere notion of this event he’d witnessed, now he wanted to join them. His heart rate was steadied, but it pounded him with force.

      Royce climbed up naked next to her, caressed her back and ass and guided her to her knees. “You are all right?”

      She licked her lips, smiled, met his gaze then ran her raven hair back from her face. “Peachy,” she said.

      The brethren made sounds of approval and a few tried to get a round of applause going again.

      “We take care of Kappa girls,” Royce said, “what do you need? What does a girl do now? A douche? Do you do douche? Does that work?”

      Mary said, “I chose my day carefully. Condoms are needed, but I keep track of my days. Kappa girls are smart girls.”

      Royce squeezed her shoulders, said, “Oh, Mary, you are to die for. No wonder Jack wanted you all to himself. Thank God the man came to his senses.”

      “Jack knows the way the world works. He’s the smartest and strongest man I know.”

      Royce’s hands moved down to cup and heft her breasts. He said, “Well, what are you doing later, sweetheart? Let’s blow off for the night, hit the town.” Teague bounced his eyebrows in eager agreement.

      “I’m afraid I’m with my man tonight. I have a date with Jack I’ve been looking forward to all week.”

      The surrounding men chuckled knowingly and one hand on his back pushed him a step forward.

      “He’s a lucky old dog,” Royce said, letting the softness of her bosom down. “We’re going to have to get you out to the Hamptons.”

      “I’d love to.”

      “It gets wild,” he said, narrowing his eyes on her, “but something tells me you’ll teach us all a thing or two.”

      “Hang onto your socks, boys.”

      Royce backed off the bed, shaking his head and smiling in admiration and Mary didn’t look away. At the foot of the bed, he turned to face the crowd, his long, half-hard member dangling downward. To the gathered brethren, he said, “Gentlemen, that almost concludes the afternoon’s schedule and I’m glad you were all able to attend.”

      The brethren chuckled and nodded, the ones still able to stand stomped and shuffled their feet.

      “There is however one more matter to deal with…”

      Now he glanced over his shoulder at Teague who nodded solemnly. Moose did as well, backing off the side of the bed and moving behind the bed. His huge penis bounced between his thighs. At shelving on the back wall he brought down an ornate box carved in mahogany. The crowd shuffled and groaned, brothers helped the sitting to stand and all of them were back on their feet, though many’s posture was stooped to hide painful erections. Moose returned to the bed with the box held at his waist between both hands. Mary watched, curious of the box but her eyes lowered to the menacing manhood hanging below. She reached up to grip it, wrapping her hand, and the weight of her arm stretched it downward.

      Royce approached, saying, “Beautiful Mary, our newest Kappa girl, and a cherished one at that…” He twisted the latch on the box and opened the lid. The inside was cushioned red velvet and sitting atop was a sparkling tiara in silver and diamonds.

      “What is it?” Mary said, still yanking on Moose’s penis, her eyes watching now as Royce removed the tiara, held gracefully between two hands, turning then to set it on her. Mary dipped her head forward, Royce placed it on her head, threading the arms through her thick black hair.

      “Mary McConnell, of Jack Kingsway, the Western point of Omega’s Holy Quad, a new woman of the House... the top guard of this fraternity are bestowing early award to the girl that will capture the hearts of all the men and women of our elite society. We of the Quad—and I’m sure brother Kingsway would agree—are naming you Miss Kappa-O 1954. A high honor and done with eager sureness for you are a Kappa-O through and through.”

      Mary let Moose’s cock go to touch the tiara in her hair. “What’s a Kappa-O?”

      Teague, over her shoulder, said, “Kappa-O is…” And he held up a finger to his lips and made a shushing sound.

      “Secret-secret-secret,” Royce said, “and highest of the high.”

      Applause began around the room, and soon feet stomped as well. Royce backed away, nodding to the brethren and gesturing his hand out toward her, introducing her to them as Miss Kappa-O 1954, saying, “Yes, men, a standing ovation,” but his voice was thinned in the din of male appreciation.

      Moose took Mary’s hand, dwarfing it, and helped her to stand. She rose gracefully, confident yet bashful, a vision of perfection. Her large breasts swayed, her nipples erect still, her long stocking legs came together at the knees and she curtsied, gave them a wave like the young queen, looking much like she did back in their hometown in Iowa when she was the Corn Princess, only now radiating power and dark sexuality. She could make any man in this room kneel and kiss her toes. The applause and stomps grew louder, and her smile widened; she turned to wave and smile to all the brothers not wanting to miss anyone. A hand on Jack’s back pushed him to step forward again, and this time he took two more to stand before Mary and the three other points of the Quad.

      Royce smiled, then glared with temporary patience, as though this hooded brother had but a moment to present the reason he stepped forward. Head dipped forward, he yanked away his satin hood, stood straight and smoothed his hair back from his face.

      Royce laughed and grabbed Jack’s shoulders and Moose and Teague clapped with enjoyment at this unexpected theatrical reveal. But Mary yelped and jumped and that happiness evaporated, twisted away by shock and shame. Looking frantically around herself, she gathered up the satin on the bed and covered her nudity.

      “Jack, Jack, Jack,” Royce said, “Lord Kingsway himself, what an honor for you to be here—I was disheartened when Mary came alone.”

      Jack nodded to them. Moose shook his hand and Teague, still on the bed, made respected bowing gestures over and over again, bending at the hips with his hands held up by his head. Tears filled Mary’s eyes and her mouth opened and closed like a fish. He could see the tremble in her hands where they clutched the satin. “Ja-ack…?” she whimpered.

      Jack said to Royce, “I know my effect on Mary, and you wouldn’t have met the real girl if she’d known I was here.”

      Mary gasped, “You… saw? You… you watched?”

      Still speaking to Royce, he said, “But she surprised even me.”

      “Oh, God,” she said, crumpling, dipping at the knees as he’d done a dozen times in the last hour watching her sleep with the other men.

      Royce clapped him on the upper arms, “Jack, you are an Omega legend and it’s only been a half a day. I can’t wait to see what you’ll do.”

      “Thank you,” he said, nodding to them all. “But if you will…” He gestured toward the back of the room where the double doors were. “I’d like some time alone with my Mary…”

      Ooohhh, the brothers roared, thinking their dirty thoughts and then breaking out laughing. Royce clapped his hands angrily to get their attention. “Hey! Men, that’s enough. You heard the man; Kingsway is Quad, now get out of here—there’s stag in the den, whiskey in the punch, cards in the parlor, and Watson’s going to the bus stop to pick up some real live strippers from Newark.”

      The brothers cheered and celebrated, clapping each other, punching arms, slapping backs and filing out of the room. Moose and Royce got their robes back on, Teague said to Mary, “It was an honor, Mary,” but she was frozen with fear and didn’t even hear him.

      Royce was tying the rope around his middle, head down, saying, “Jack, you around for a meeting tomorrow?—say 5 P.M.? We’ll do dinner.”

      “I’ll be here,” he said, studying Mary who withered under his gaze.

      “All right, gang,” Royce said now, addressing the both of them. “Next Friday, pack your things, we’ll all go to Cosgrove Hall, the home we have out in Montauk. It’s not summer, but there’s plenty to do indoors.”

      Jack’s eyes never left his girl. He said, “Mary…?”

      She turned her chin up, dimpled with fright. She looked from him to Royce, her eyes showing the first dash of hope. She said to him, “We’re free that weekend, Jack.”

      Jack said, “We’ll be there, Royce.”

      Royce got close to him, said, “Good. It’s a great time. And my Elizabeth has been asking questions about you.”

      “We’ll be there.”

      “Mary,” he said now, “you’re a woman for the ages.” He took her hand still shrouded in her cowl of satin and kissed it. “Ciao, Bella.”

      Moose and Teague stood waiting for them, and the three of them left together.

      Mary cowered before him, alone now, just the two of them.
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      Jack stared her down till she was the first to speak.

      She said, “How did you know?”

      “You told me.”

      “My note? But…”

      He held up a hand to indicate she was done speaking. “I have my methods, Mary.”

      “Jack, please, I know… It’s—”

      “No,” he said.

      “Jack, you’re my everyth—”

      “No, Mary.”

      She watched him in silence as he untied the middle of his robe and pulled it off then removed his jacket and tossed it to the bed.

      “I’m sorry, Jack. I’m so sorry…”

      He could see her knees trembling below the gathered satin. “You disobeyed me, Mary.”

      “You were… were…”

      “What…? I was what? Wrong?”

      “You weren’t seeing clearly…”

      “So you went against my wishes?”

      “You were, Jack—you were going against your own wishes.”

      “You know my wishes better than I?”

      She nodded. He came very close to her, could smell her perfume, her sweat, her… sex. He growled next to her ear, “You still went against me.”

      “I’m so sorry,” she whispered.

      His hands went over hers and his thumbs pried away the grip she held on the satin sheet. He traced it off her shoulders, and it fell to the floor, stirring up more of her rich Mary fragrance. She cupped her hands over her breasts.

      “Take your hands away.”

      She did, and he watched, up close, how the skin of her nipples condensed as they grew away from her body.

      He said, “A woman who disobeys her man must be punished. Would you agree?”

      “What are you going to do to me?” she whimpered.

      He walked around her, looking her over, then sat on the edge of the bare mattress. “Get over my knee,” he said and rolled his sleeves up to the elbow.

      “Jack, it’s madness,” she said and there was a glimmer in her eye.

      “No more mad than what you made me endure, now get over my knee before my patience runs thin.” He patted his thigh.

      “Jack, ha, Ja-hack,” she protested, but his little wildcat was already dipping and moving into place. “I only did it for you,” she said and curled her tummy over his thigh.

      He shifted and adjusted, his erection trapped in the confines of his pressed chinos. When his hand made a feathery circle over her bare bottom, she gasped a high and fragile Oh sound and wiggled for him. But it was that power he’d witnessed in her seeking to control him, to reduce him to his knees where he would be expected to kiss her toes. His hand flashed back and struck forward with a snap like electricity—the sound echoed tenfold like a flock of fragile birds around the library’s high ceiling. She yelped and dug her nails into his leg. The flesh of her ass shook and rolled in beautiful waves, encouraging his hand to spank her again and again till it stung like the skin was stretched tight and Mary’s white ass showed red ghost hands of discipline.

      “You need a strong man, Mary,” he said.

      “I do,” she gasped.

      His hand stilled on the curve of her rump and he began to caress it. Soon the pads of his fingers found the heat of her crack, then sunk lower till they were tickled with the tangled pelt of her sopping sex. It wasn’t all Moose’s ejaculate seeping from her, Mary sweated her own womanly lubricant.

      This was the first woman he’d ever touched and the yielding hot flesh under his hand got his stomach fluttering—he stifled a groan. He stroked her up and down, let his finger slip inside her, reeled at her hungry mouth and how it sucked and tugged on him, hungry for deeper penetration.

      Things were urgent between his legs, and as one hand teased at his Mary’s most intimate place, the other fumbled with his belt. She felt him, knew what he was doing, and she scrambled to her knees, wormed her way between his open thighs. Her hands took over, getting his zipper down and opening the fly of his boxers, her frantic grip reaching in and pulling out his steely manhood. She sighed when she saw it, her eyes rolled with lust and she made a girlish little sound in her throat.

      What he had was thicker than Royce’s, longer than Teague’s, but they were all dwarfed by Moose. Mary loved it, he could see it before she even said, “Jack, it’s glorious, it’s… glorious,” and as her fingers teased and squeezed, a clear stream poured anew from his tip and Mary aimed his erection downward and sunk him in her mouth.

      The feel of his length slipping into the warm wet of her mouth had him falling back as a hot sheet of pleasure fell over him. Glorious! Glorious, indeed! “Oh, Mary,” he sighed, then righted himself, sitting and watching the back of her raven head bobbing in his lap. Pressure built in his core, a swelling balloon expanding below his stomach, threatening to burst a firework of wet pleasure in Mary’s mouth—so he guided her up.

      With her head held in both his hands, she watched him anxiously, licking her swollen lips, eyes quivering. He asked her, “Does it taste like the ocean?”

      She winced and tried to pull away, but he held her firm. “Oh, Jack, don’t, oh, I’m terrible…”

      “No,” he said.

      “I’m so ashamed…”

      “You’re a dirty, dirty girl…”

      She whimpered again, her body sagged against the inside of his thighs. “Jack, no, tell me, please… Do you hate me…?”

      He smiled and traced his thumbs on the contours of her perfect face. He shook his head no.

      “No? For real, Jack?”

      He nodded.

      “But I’m dirty…”

      “Yes…”

      “Do you think… Do you think I’m unworthy… Do you think I’m… I’m a whore?”

      “Do I love my Gram?”

      “What?”

      “My grandma. Do I love her?”

      She furrowed her brow. “Yes.”

      “At my grandparents house, in Papa’s library, sitting on a pedestal, three shelves up where the morning sunlight falls, there is a band of silver and diamonds…” His fingers traced the shapes of the tiara nestled in her hair. “Engraved on this band is the phrase Miss Kappa-O 1905. Do I love my grandma?”

      Her face scrunched, her chin dimpled, and her eyes twitched. “But she’s… she’s your grandma.”

      “Papa and Gram have been inseparable since college and I would fight to the death any man who called her a whore.”

      She shied away. “Jack…”

      “Get up here on the bed—and keep that beautiful tiara on.”

      He helped her up and lay her on the bed. With Mary on her back, he explored her body, touching every bit of her. The whole time she kept her eyes on his. His hand found her pubic bush, and he raked his fingers through it. “Open your legs wider for me, Mary.” She complied, and he slipped two fingers inside her; she gasped and struggled to keep her eyes focused on his.

      In the softest, sweetest voice, she whispered, “You don’t hate me, Jack, please, tell me if you don’t…”

      “Mary, it’s safe to say I love you and I’ve loved you for a long time—but I never knew I could want a woman so bad. You make me ache for you.”

      “Oh, Jack,” she cried, “I love you. I love you, too.” She caressed his cheek.

      With the wet and slippery pads of his fingers, he traced a slick line upward from her sex, went around her navel, between her breasts, and sunk them between her lips. She sucked him. He said, “That’s sperm on your fingers, Mary. Another man’s sperm.” She whimpered while she suckled. “You know what that means?”

      She hummed No around his fingers. He withdrew them, watched her face as she stared at him expectantly.

      “It means, Mary,” he said, “that I’m going to make love to you now and I’m going to come inside you.”

      She gasped with excitement and began to squirm.

      “Do you understand?” he asked.

      “I want you so bad, Jack.” Her hands had come to her chest and now she coddled her own breasts. He rose to his knees and removed his shirt and tie and kicked off his pants. The whole while Mary writhed with horny, eager energy.

      He said, “Those men left you unsated?”

      “You’re the one I want, Jack.”

      Hand on each of her knees, he opened her legs wide and lowered over her. “You’re mine, do you hear me?”

      “I hear you, Jack. I love you.”

      “I own you, Mary McConnell, I own every square inch of this beautiful body.” He aimed his tip against her slit, felt its tangle of hair, its wet and glorious heat. He pushed himself inside her. She was tight but so wet. And now he was no longer a virgin.

      Mary clutched his arms, dug nails in them. She whined and arched her back to his penetration, cried out, “Yes!”

      “You only sleep with the Quad…”

      “Oh!”

      “And only when I’m there.” He withdrew and plunged deeper. She was heaven around his hardness. Her pussy squelched around him and wet seeped.

      “Yes, Jack, yes, oh…”

      “And if you make me go last again, make me use another man’s sperm as lubricant I swear a spanking will you be your lightest humiliation…”

      She clutched him tighter and began to tremble. “God, I love you, Jack, you’re my man, you’re my man…”

      “We’re going to own this school, Mary…”

      “We are, Jack, we are…”

      Now he gathered her hands in his and stretched them above her head as his hips speared his hardest erection in and out of her. She panted and groaned but looked in his eyes; her big breasts swayed on her chest.

      “Kiss me, Jack, kiss me…”

      They made love like that, passionately, hands intertwined, mouths locked, hips pumping in unison. Soon she grunted and cried, locked tight against him, then wailed like a banshee—louder than the other men had made her cry. It was too much to bear. Everything he’d seen, his newfound lust, his love of domination, his bad girl’s need of domination, the feel of her naked body against his, her tightness, her wetness… He roared like a lion when he came inside her without even the smallest measure of regret. It shot from him with shocking force and volume, jet after jet tightening and pulsing his cock. His orgasm lasted minutes and his seed overflowed their connection and spilled down her seams. Mary urged him, commended him, scratched his back and that hairy slit below had a grip on him that milked and massaged his manhood.

      Still connected, still deep inside her, they kissed again, passionately and lovingly. When he let her go at last, she held his hand, and he kneeled between her thighs admiring his man’s work. He’d left her engorged and shining, sweat and semen beaded her snatch, a thick trail of his seed spilled from her. His bad, bad girl lay there with her legs open and let him look as long as he wanted.

      He said, “If you’re pregnant, at least the baby will be an Omega. And there’s a fifty percent chance it’s mine. I’d raise that child with you.”

      She pulled him back down to lay with her. “I won’t be pregnant, Jack.”

      “You’re sure?”

      “Practically positive.”

      He kissed her lips, stroked her hip. They lay and looked in each other’s eyes and he wondered how she could be like this and he’d never known. She’d hid it from him out of respect for his own prudishness. And now that useless purity had been dashed away, a bright line shone on it and extinguishing the shadows—he feared he might be worse than her.

      While he looked in her eyes with honest love, he was scheming all the wild and terrible things he was going to do to her body. They were perfect for each other.
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      “You’re something else,” he said and smiled finally. Her eyes lit up, and she smiled, too. He slapped her haunch, sat up and pulled his shirt on.

      She watched him, puzzled. “We’re not staying here?” she said, still laying on the bed.

      “We’re going to the movie.”

      “Jack, maybe… maybe we could ask them if it’s all right to stay here a little longer.”

      He threaded his tie around his collar and looped the beginning of a knot, saying, “Ask them, Mary? You’re talking to a Quad. I get anything I want.” He regarded her over his shoulder, bursting with pride at the admiration on her face. “Now get your clothes on. We’re going to the movie because I told your den mother that’s where I was taking you, and Jack Kingsway does what he says.”

      “Yes, Jack,” she said breathlessly, slipping off the bed and gathering her clothes.

      He slapped her ass over the handprints he’d already left, stood up and got close behind her, whispered, “Don’t you dare wear your underpants, though. We’re sitting in the back row.”

      She gasped and trembled. “The back… back row, Jack?”

      From behind, he slipped his hand through the crack of her ass and along her undercarriage. He slid two fingers inside her and felt her body weight slump against him. “And you’re going to soak the seat with the sperm you let Omega men put inside your dirty hole.” He watched the expression his words gave her, his stomach and balls thrilling, his heart filling with love.

      “Are you going to do terrible things to me, Jack?”

      “Awful things, Mary. So dirty you’re going to wish you’d never started with me.”

      “I hope you make me regret this day,” she said, meeting his eyes, her soft breath on his cheek.

      He held out his hand to her, and she plopped hers in it. He squeezed her little fingers between his and kissed her knuckles. “Get dressed. I hear Judy Garland is wonderful, so it’s a pity, Mary, you won’t see a minute of the movie.”
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