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Chapter 1



All of us pledges, about ten in total, were standing in a group in the backyard of the Alpha Theta Alpha frat house. We were keeping to ourselves, packed into a tight bunch—like prey on the African plains group together when the lions start circling. And we were waiting for whatever hell was going to be unleashed on us by the frat brothers. It was the first weekend of what would be weeks of torture for those that decided to stick around.

The few Alpha brothers who were out there with us were drinking beer from red plastic cups, most of them wearing similar outfits—polo shirts and flip flops—as if it were some kind of uniform, and in stark contrast to my clothes—skinny jeans and a tight black shirt.

To say I didn’t fit in here would be the understatement of the century. The truth was, I had absolutely no interest in becoming a member of the historic fraternity, Alpha Theta Alpha. But I’d made a promise to a dying man and I intended to keep it.

When my father was alive, we got along okay. I know he was disappointed when I showed no interest in the sports he seemed to love so much, or hunting or fishing or any of the other so-called “manly” hobbies he had. But he didn’t let it get in the way of our relationship. He loved me for the weirdo I was, at least tried to show some understanding when I became obsessed with writing poetry in high school, telling me I could probably pick up a lot of girls with it. And for my part, I went along on the 5am trips to the woods with rifles, waiting in a tiny camouflaged hut for some unfortunate deer with big antlers to happen by. When it was my turn to shoot, I would always miss on purpose; I think he knew what I was doing, but he was just happy I was there.

So last year when he got cancer of the pancreas, and it ate up his body faster than any of us thought would be possible, and the day before he died, as I was sitting next to him in his hospice room and he was doped up on morphine and generally in a good mood when he was actually able to stay awake, asking me to read him some of my latest poems, nodding along, making comments on the lines he enjoyed, until he at some point got a far away look in his eye before telling me to come closer.

“I hope I’ve done right by you boy,” he said, his voice scratchy and weak, not at all the way I knew him growing up.

“Are you kidding? I couldn’t have asked for a better dad,” I said, trying to hold back the tears.

That’s when he asked me for a favor. He explained how he was worried that since he was leaving, I wouldn’t have anyone to guide me as I started my life as an adult. And he knew that fraternities probably weren’t my thing, but it would mean the world to him if I pledged at his old fraternity, Alpha Theta Alpha. He told me he’d made life-long friends who later turned into valuable business connections. And besides that, he had a whole lot of fun.

“I’m not asking you to join the frat,” he said. “All I’m asking is to give it a chance. Pledge with them, go through the first weekend, see if it’s something you might be interested in. You never know. It could change your life. Can you do that?”

“Sure, dad. No problem. I promise.”

The next day he breathed out for the last time and a great man left an unfair world.

So here I was, in the Alpha backyard with a group of guys, my fellow pledge mates, people who would do anything to make it into the frat. And I’m here for another reason altogether. Because I made a promise that I fully intended to keep.

The back door to the frat house swung open, and a red-headed brother with a scowl on his face so intense it looked like he may have been born with it came storming out into the backyard.

“Form a line maggots,” he screamed. I could see the spit flying from his mouth as we pledges organized ourselves into a line.

He walked down the row, staring each one of us in the eye, looking at us like we’d personally insulted his mother and he was considering how he would retaliate.

“So you bunch of pussies want to be Alphas? Well, get ready for the worst weekend of your life.”

I could see the other brothers behind him looking on, cracking up. And I was doing my best to not laugh too. This guy was really over the top.

“Allow me to introduce myself,” he said. “My name is Chad. That is the name my mother gave me but it is not the way you will address me unless you maggots somehow make it through this and get the right to think of me as your brother. From now on, you will refer to me or any of the other brothers you see here as sir. Is that clear?”

Some of the pledges were nodding their heads.

“Is that clear?” Chad screamed, his face turning a deep shade of red that almost matched his hair.

The pledges responded with a chorus of, “Yes, sir!”

“I can’t hear you pussies!”

“Yes, sir!” We responded immediately. I’d begun to wonder if I hadn’t in fact woke up from sleeping last night and I was now stuck in some weird dream because this was not like I’d expected things would go. It was more like Army boot camp than it was pledging for a frat.

“Your names are pledge, or pussy, or maggot,” Chad continued, smirking as if he derived a great deal of joy from renaming us all in one fell swoop.

He continued his speech while he stalked up and down the line of us. “The University, in their infinite wisdom, has very strict rules regarding what we can and cannot do to your pussies. They think that they know better than us how we should determine who is fit for membership in our time-honored brotherhood. Well. I think that’s bullshit. Do you agree?”

“Yes, sir!”

I was really trying hard not to laugh now. The only thing I could think of was the scene from the movie Full Metal Jacket with the drill sergeant screaming at the Marine recruits. But I was managing to hold it together so far.

“The University says that hazing has gotten out of control, that we can’t haze you precious little snowflakes. So we don’t do hazing here. If anybody asks you if you were hazed you damn well better reply in the negative. Is that clear?”

“Yes, sir!”

“Here at Alpha Theta Alpha, we don’t do hazing. We do character building. So in that vein, each of your pussies will have a brother assigned to you for the weekend. The brother will be responsible for building your character and determining the extent of your loyalty to the Alphas.

“Let me be clear. You will do anything and everything the brother asks of you. To refuse a request to a brother is like refusing a request to the Alphas. And if you do that, you are by definition not loyal and you will be asked to go. This weekend, you will not leave the side of your brother. If he takes a shit, you will be right there handing him squares of toilet paper. If he fucks his girl, you will be waiting patiently for him to finish so you can clean up the mess. If he wants to fuck your girl, you will offer to take her dirty little panties off to make it easier for him. And when he passes out after he nuts inside her, you will lay on the floor next to his bed, waiting for his next instruction. You will be at his beck and call.

“I hope you maggots are getting the picture. If you can’t handle this easy assignment, then we Alphas can only assume that you don’t have what it takes to be one of us. If you can make it through this first weekend, then you’ve made the first small step toward maybe, possibly becoming one of us. If you don’t think you have what it takes to make it through this weekend you should just drop out now. Is anybody feeling like they want to quit yet?”

He looked us over. Nobody responded. He walked down the line, then for some reason decided to stop in front of me.

“What are you looking at pussy?” He screamed in my face. A spray of his saliva landed on my mouth.

“Nothing, sir,” I said.

“Why do you wear your hair like a girl, pussy?” He raked his fingers through my long hair.

“I don’t know, sir.”

“What is your name pussy?”

“My name is Danny, sir.”

“Wrong! Your name is pledge. Or pussy. Or maggot. Were you not listening pussy?”

“I was listening, sir.”

“Drop down and give me fifty pushups.”

I immediately fell to the ground, happy to have my face hidden because I knew if he’d kept screaming at me like that I would have cracked into a fit of uncontrollable laughter. As I started struggling through he pushups, and Chad told the other pledges to count them down, I resolved right then that I would make it through the weekend no matter what. For one, I told my dad I would it give an honest shot, and two, there was no way I was going to let this Chad guy think I wasn’t man enough to make it through his stupid little ritual.

My arms started to give out when I made it to twenty-one pushups. I really tried for the next one but I couldn’t get there.

“You disgust me, pussy,” Chad said. “Get up.”

Chad moved on to harass another guy at the end of the line. I whispered to the pledge next to me, “What crawled up his butt?”

He whispered back, “I heard his girlfriend broke up with him today, and he’s pissed. I wouldn’t get on his bad side if I were you.”

“Now,” Chad said, “each of you will be chosen by a brother. Don’t forget what I said. You will do everything he asks of you or you’re out.”

Chad came straight for me, got close to my ear, and said in a low voice, “You’re mine pussy.”

Okay, game on Chad, I thought.

Another brother took the lead then, and had us drag a bunch of full kegs into a line, each of them with a white plastic chair next to it. Then the brothers sat down in the chairs next to the kegs and he explained to us the first character building exercise. He told us we would each fill up a pitcher of beer from the keg, run to the other side of the yard, do three laps around the stripper pole, without spilling a drop of beer, then come back and serve it directly into the mouth of our assigned brother. And if you spill any beer, you have to start over. The last team to finish has to clean the whole house.

I’d looked around the house a bit before we came into the backyard and that truly was a punishment. But I was quick in general though not terribly coordinated and I thought I had a pretty good chance of not finishing last.

“But one more thing,” the brother said. “You’re going to do it blindfolded.”

Well, that complicated things.

The brother dumped out a plastic grocery bag filled with strips of black cloth onto the ground. Each of us pledges retrieved a blindfold from the heap. I was having trouble getting mine tied to the point where Chad became impatient and took it from me. As he tied it around my head, knotting it so tightly that I could feel it cutting into my skin, I wondered if they just had these blindfolds on hand or if they’d made a special trip to get them. Was blindfolding a regular activity at the Alpha Theta Alpha house?

I didn’t have time to continue this line of thought because the contest was about to begin. Chad thrust an empty pitcher of beer into my hand, and dragged me by the arm over to a keg, placing my hand on the pump. “You better not fuck this up,” he said. “I want to win.”

I thought about telling him he should have considered that before choosing me as his pledge, but quickly thought better of it, remembering what my fellow pledge told me about Chad’s recent romantic mishap and the warning about not getting on his bad side. So, I resolved to do my best in this odd fraternal ritual, and if I couldn’t win I would at least not come in last place. If we did lose, I was certain I wouldn’t get any help from Chad in cleaning up the filthy house. It was more out of a sense of laziness than anything else because despite my father’s best efforts he’d never been able to instill in me any sense of competitiveness when it came to sports. I was always more interested in getting to know my team mates on a personal level than I was in winning games, which ironically made it harder to get to know them because they were in a constant state of displeasure with my performance. I also wasn’t particularly motivated by the vague warning of avoiding the bad side of Chad. From what I’d observed so far, he didn’t seem to have any good side to speak of, so avoiding his bad side would be next to impossible. And I had a bit of a masochist streak running through me. Growing up I’d prided myself on being able to take any punishment given to me with a smile on my face, much to the chagrin of the adults in my life. Not that I was a particularly bad kid, though there was more than one occasion where I’d purposely got myself into trouble just as a personal test of my will, to see what level of punishment I could deal with and still keep my general happy demeanor in tact. And so it was, I discovered from an early age that I could cope with almost any amount of displeasure, even to the point where I found pleasure in discomfort, if that makes any sense.

A whistle was blown to mark the start of the character building activity. As I fumbled in the dark, trying to fill my pitcher, but finding that there was barely any beer coming out, I heard Chad from behind me, “You have to pump it dumbass.”

I did as he directed and soon the beer was flowing out. One of the other brothers reminded us, “If you spill any you have to start over.”

“How are we doing?” I asked Chad.

“Four other pussies have already filled their pitchers and are headed for the stripper pole.” For some reason the urgency in his voice put a fire under me and I wanted to catch up with them, even overtake them if possible.

I had my index finger stuck into the top edge of the pitcher so that I would feel when the beer was near the top. When I felt the lukewarm beer touch the tip of my finger I let the tap fall down and turned myself in the direction I thought the stripper pole was located.

“Am I pointed the right way?” I asked.

“Pretty much.”

“I need to be exact. Which way should I turn and by how much?”

“Goddamn you pussy. If we lose this…”

“Which way and how much? How many degrees?”

“Fifteen degrees to your left. You’re in last place now.”

I turned what I thought to be fifteen degrees and asked him again if I was straight. He said to turn a little more, and I could hear in his voice that he was already preparing for our impending loss.

“Now?” I said.

“Yeah, you’re straight.” All enthusiasm was gone from his voice.

“Yell out to me when I get to the pole,” I said, and with my free hand stretched out in front, I ran forward as fast as I could. I hadn’t even traveled fifteen feet when my hand hit the back of one of my pledges. I could hear him cuss as he fell down, spilling the beer. For a moment I felt bad that I’d tripped up my comrade but since this was meant to be a character building exercise I imagined I’d probably helped him somewhat in that regard. It also meant I was no longer in immediate danger of finishing last, so I slowed my pace slightly to keep from sloshing the beer out of the pitcher.

When I judged that I must be nearing the pole, I heard Chad’s voice call out. “You’re almost there,” he yelled. “Get ready to turn.”

A moment later, my hand made contact with the greasy pole. What the grease came from I did not know, nor did I have time to ponder, because as I made the turn and started coming back, Chad urged me on, saying I was in second place now. He kept talking to me so that I could follow the sound of his voice and as I got closer and closer the urge built in me to try to win the thing. Perhaps if we won, Chad might come out of his girlfriend funk. Not that I cared so much for my sake but I did hate seeing people suffer unnecessarily.

Once I reached him safely, having not spilled a drop, there was just one thing left to finish the task. I had to pour all the beer directly into Chad’s mouth. I’d be lying if I said I wasn’t excited about the possibility of winning, now that I’d made the improbable trip to the stripper pole and back so quickly. It was almost like a miracle. I could feel that luck was on our side then and it seemed like an inevitability that we would win this thing.

And so with dreams of frat house glory in my mind, I reached out with my free hand and found Chad’s open mouth.

“Don’t put your fingers in my mouth goddamnit. Just pour the damn beer.”

“Sorry,” I said, tipping the pitcher up slightly where I judged it would go safely into his gullet.

As I started pouring I could hear Chad swallowing. Things were going smoothly, but I didn’t think we’d be able to win at this pace so I poured it a little faster.

Maybe I misjudged how fast I was pouring because I soon heard a gurgling noise like Chad was trying to talk to me. I don’t know exactly what happened but all of the sudden he was choking. I tried to stop pouring so he could catch his breath, even though that surely meant we wouldn’t win, but as I was, he kicked his foot out which hit me squarely in the shin. It didn’t particularly hurt so much as it surprised me. But the surprise was enough to make me lose my balance and before I could catch it the pitcher of beer was turning over, spilling the last half.

I could hear the brother’s laughing but Chad wasn’t saying anything.

“What happened?” I said.

No response.

I lifted the edge of the blind fold up to see what was going on and when I did I saw why everyone was laughing.

I’d poured the rest of the pitcher out onto Chad’s head, drenching from head to toe. And he was pissed.


Chapter 2



After the mishap regarding the beer, with all the other brothers laughing at him (and even some of the braver pledges) Chad was beyond pissed. His face went even redder than it was before.

He brought me up to his room and I stood there while he paced around, cussing everything. Then he stripped out of his beer-drenched shirt, threw it at the wall, then punched the same place.

Finally he settled down enough to be able to speak and he said, “You are such a fucking idiot.”

“Sorry,” I said. “I didn’t mean to. I was just trying to win. I thought you were drinking it fast enough.”

“I was drinking fast enough. Don’t ever question my beer drinking skills. Nobody drinks beer faster than me. You just dumped it on my head.”

That wasn’t how I remembered it though to be fair I was blindfolded so maybe he was right. But it was over and there was nothing to be done about it now.

“Should I start cleaning the house?” I said.

Chad made a frustrated grunting noise then kicked at a pink duffle bag on the floor. Its contents spilled out onto the dingy carpet: some girls clothes, underwear, bra, bathroom stuff, makeup.

“Is that your girlfriend’s stuff?” I asked, regretting it as soon as I did because his expression turned to a mix of anger and sadness.

“That bitch. I can’t believe she broke up with me. With me! You don’t dump the president of the Alphas. What the fuck was she thinking?”

“These things happen,” I said. The words didn’t mean much but it felt like I should say something. The guy, though a dick, was obviously hurting. And I knew what it felt like to lose someone you cared about. It sucked. Hard.

He folded his arms across his chest and looked at me. “Why are you even here? Do you even want to be an Alpha?”

I shrugged, not really wanting to go into the whole story about my dad.

“Whatever,” he said. “I don’t think you’ll last through the weekend, anyway. I’ll make sure of that. Are you sure you don’t want to just quit right now, save us both the trouble?”

As I said before, I had an abnormally high threshold for discomfort, and I took this as something of a challenge at this point. And maybe I’d learn some things in the process. Probably not, but you never know. “I’m not quitting,” I told him.

“We’ll see. You have to do every single thing I tell you. You understand that right?”

“I get it.”

“Okay, start by throwing this bitch’s stuff out. She probably wants it but fuck her.”

Getting down on my hands and knees, I started to gather the girl’s stuff. There was a pretty nice electric toothbrush in there. Probably cost a hundred bucks. “Even this?” I asked, holding it up to him.

“Yes, dipshit. All of it.” He paused, thinking for a moment. “No, that I want you to clean my room with.” He started laughing. “Yeah, scrub every inch of this place, especially the bathroom. Then I’ll give it back to her. Oh man. This is gonna be so good. What else is in there?”

He nudged the pile of clothes with his foot, rooting around for anything else he could use to piss her off, and by extension, punish me with I suppose.

Scooping up a pair of her panties, he looked to me, then back at the pink thong underwear. “Put these on,” he said. “And that bra. Then I’ll give them back to her. Tell her I washed them for her.” He seemed pretty pleased with himself. I had to hand it to him, he was killing two birds with one stone. But he’d have to do a lot more than make me wear ladies’ underwear before I’d say uncle.

So I took the underwear and bra and headed for the small bathroom attached to his room.

“Where are you going?” he said, snatching his ex-girlfriend’s unmentionables out of my hand.

“To change?”

“I didn’t tell you to go in the bathroom to do it. Did I? You don’t leave my sight unless I say. Were you even listening earlier?”

“Sorry, I just didn’t think you’d want to see me get naked.”

“I don’t. That’s gay. But this is for your own good. It builds character. And loyalty. So strip.”

It didn’t make a whole lot of sense to me, and I imagined it didn’t even make sense to him. Probably much of his life was spent in a state of confusion.

But the man said jump, so it was my job to jump. I stripped out of my shirt, kicked my shoes off, and pulled my pants down.

He examined my white cotton briefs with an initial look of disbelief that soon morphed into uncontrollable giggling. “Tighty whities? Are you serious?”

I thought he might fall on the floor he was laughing so hard.

“They’re comfortable,” I said. It wasn’t the first time someone had made fun of my preferred underwear and I was used to it, not caring one bit.

“Oh my God. You’re a trip, pussy.”

I pulled them down too and stood there naked for a moment, not bothering to cover myself, waiting for him to hand me my new costume.

“You weren’t really blessed in the size department were you?” He was looking at my cock.

I looked down at: a bit shriveled at the moment. “It gets the job done.”

“Yeah? You fuck a lot of girls?”

I shrugged.

“I get tons of pussy. More pussy than you could ever dream of.”

He threw the panties to me and I pulled them on.

They were a bit snug in the front and it would take some getting used to having the thin strip of cloth riding up my crack, but the material was nice and soft.

“They fit you pretty good, don’t they? I think there’s a razor in there, too. I want you to shave your legs and your junk and everything. No point in half-assing this is there?”

He handed me the bra.

It took me a while to figure out how to get the clasp together but I finally got it on.

Chad whistled at me. “Not bad, maggot. Not bad. You should stuff that bra with some toilet paper though. You look like a girl that hasn’t hit puberty yet with that flat chest.”

I looked myself over in the dirty mirror above his dresser. It was weird to see myself in women’s underwear but also kind of turning me on. I felt sexy in a way. And Chad telling me what to do was also turning me on somehow, knowing that I had to follow his every order. I never would have guessed I would like what was happening, but I did. Which was ironic because I think that’s the opposite of what Chad was going for. He wanted to humiliate me. But neither he nor I had anticipated that I would actually enjoy it. The front of my panties started to tighten as my cock started to get hard.

Chad came up behind me and grabbed both my wrists, put them behind my back.

“My girlfriend used to love it when I did this to her. That slut. She was into some kinky shit you know. Loved it when I fucked her in the ass. You ever been fucked in the ass?”

I shook my head.

“I don’t see the appeal. But she couldn’t get enough of it. It was pretty tight though. I didn’t mind it.”

Chad pushed my upper body forward. “Stick your ass out.”

I did like he said. He still had my arms pinned behind my back making it a bit uncomfortable. I secretly wanted him to pull on them harder.

“You know what else she liked? Spanking. Kinky, right? She loved that shit. Always telling me to hit her harder. When we were finished her ass cheeks would be bright red. But she loved it. That slut.”

He slapped his hand to my ass, not too hard, and grabbed it, pulling the flesh into his fingers, squeezing tight. “How is it,” he said, “that you don’t have any hair on your ass?”

“Don’t know,” I said.

“You shave your ass. Is that it?”

“No. I was just born like that I guess.”

“It’s weird. You know your ass looks a lot like hers. That girl had a nice butt. She knew it too. Showed it off every chance she got. That slut. Maybe that’s why she always wanted me to fuck her there, ‘cause she knew it was her best asset.”

He spanked me again, harder this time. “Get it?” he said. “Asset!” he said, cracking up.

“Yeah, your ass is just like hers.” He spanked me on the other cheek, hard enough to make me gasp this time. “Maybe I should fuck you in the ass, pussy. What do you think about that? You know you can’t say no to anything I ask, or else you’re out.”

His hand squeezed my butt, spreading my cheeks apart. Then he let go of my arms and latched onto my hips, pulled me back into him. I swear I could feel his hard dick pushing into me. Was he actually going to try to fuck me? And more importantly, was I going to let him?

At that moment, I was actually kind of into it in some weird way. My rock-hard dick pressed into the thin fabric of his girlfriend’s panties and as his insistent thrusts pushed me forward, I was actually entertaining the idea.

But then he broke away. “Nah. I don’t want to give you the satisfaction. You’d probably like it too much wouldn’t you?”

He was turning away from me, obviously trying to hide the arousal that created a tent in the front of his pants. I did the same, but I didn’t have as easy of a time because what I was wearing didn’t leave much of anything to the imagination.

“Get that toothbrush,” he said, “and start cleaning. I want this place to sparkle.”

Chad sat down at his desk and started playing a computer game. The beeps and boops coming from the speakers seemed to soothe him. What an odd character. There was a half-empty bottle of vodka next to his monitor that he began to sip from.

I found the toothbrush and went to work on his room, cleaning every surface I could find. When I got to the bathroom, I realized I had to pee, so I closed the door and was about to relieve myself when I heard Chad yell at me.

“What the hell are you doing?” The door swung open violently and he was standing there, chest heaving, staring hard at me with my dick in my hand. “What the fuck are you doing?” he said.

“Umm. Peeing?”

“You’re not supposed to leave my sight unless I tell you. Jesus, you’re the dumbest pledge I’ve ever had. You have to ask me before you do anything.”

“Sorry,” I said. “I wasn’t thinking.”

He shook his head. “You’re really trying to make this hard on me, aren’t you?” He sighed. “Put your little pecker away and grab the wall. I have to discipline you.”

I stuffed my dick back into my panties and turned to put my palms on the wall, sticking my butt out. “Like this?” I said, looking over my shoulder at him, really getting into the role now.

He didn’t answer but put his left hand on my lower back. I turned my head to look at the wall, getting ready for the smack.

It came hard, catching me by surprise. The sound of his hand hitting my bare ass echoed through the small bathroom. Then he hit me again, harder this time. A sound came out of my mouth that was halfway between pain and pleasure. My ass stung. Before I could get ready for the next one, he spanked me again then spun me around. With his finger in my face, he said, “You have to learn to listen to me.”

“Yes, sir,” I said, out of breath.

“You can pee now,” he said.

I was waiting for him to go out of the room but he wasn’t making any motion to do and it finally dawned on me that he intended to stand there while I pissed. Okay, no problem. Turning towards the toilet, I pulled my dick out. It was semi-hard again.

“Not like that, maggot,” he said. “Sitting down, like a girl.”

I turned around and pulled my panties down to my knees as I sat on the toilet.

He stared at me, and I wanted to look at him but I kept looking off to the side after I judged our eyes had been in contact for too long. It went on like that until we finally heard the sound of my stream hitting the water. There was a smirk on his face as he watched and I couldn’t help but notice the outline of his cock in his pants. I wasn’t sure who was enjoying this more. When I finished, I was about to stand up but he stopped me with his hand on my shoulder.

“Don’t forget to wipe. Jesus, who potty trained you?”

I tore off a piece of toilet paper and wiped the tip of my penis, then dropped it into the bowl.

“That’s better,” he said. “Now put on some of her clothes and go clean the rest of the house.”

[image: ]

When I got back from cleaning up the house I was exhausted. It was a fucking mess. And all the brothers were cat-calling me the whole time, loving the short skirt and tank top I was wearing, telling each other that Chad was such a sicko for making me dress like that, but obviously enjoying it at the same time. I’d never had my ass pinched so many times in my life.

I knocked on the door to Chad’s room but there wasn’t any answer. Three times I knocked and waited before I finally decided to just go in. I found him lying on the bed in his boxers, snoring, the bottle of vodka empty on the floor next to the bed.

I considered just leaving then. Changing back into my clothes and saying adios to all this weird shit that was developing. But no. I told myself I’d make it through the weekend so that’s what I’d do. Besides, what was the harm in having a little fun with it? After I brushed my teeth, I came back into the room and Chad was awake, sitting up, looking at me.

“Oh,” I said. “Sorry I woke you up.”

“Whatever,” he said. “Did you finish cleaning?” His words slurred as he spoke.

I nodded.

“Good. Listen, I’m feeling charitable. Normally I would make you sleep down on the floor but since you cleaned everything so good, I’m going to let you sleep up here with me.”

“Thanks,” I said.

He made room in the bed for me as I stripped down to my panties, then climbed in next to him, turning my back towards him.

“Besides,” he said, putting his arm over me, moving closer so that he was spooning me. “I need somebody to cuddle now that the bitch is gone.”

I could feel his erection pressing into me, and his warm breath at my ear.

He traced his fingers down the length of my arm, grabbed my wrist. With his fingers clamped down hard on my arm, he pulled my hand back behind him and put it on his hard-on.

I squeezed it, and he groaned in my ear. He pulled his underwear down and I grabbed his flesh, slowly stroking it up and down.

His body pressed tight against mine, he moaned into my ear again, softly thrusting his hips against my hand.

As I stroked him faster, his breathing intensified. He bit my neck hard, and grabbed my hips, then all at once I felt his whole body tighten before he grunted and I felt his hot, sticky cum all over my back.

Without saying a word, he rolled over and within a minute he was snoring again. I got up and found a towel to wipe his jizz off of me, then got back into the bed, and went to sleep.


Chapter 3



When I woke in the morning, Chad was already up. I could hear the shower running and him singing in a voice that could only be described as exuberant. My morning wood pushed awkwardly against my panties. While I waited for Chad to finish, I went through the rest of his girlfriend’s stuff and found a fresh pair of underwear and some shorts and a t-shirt.

The water in the shower went off and Chad came out a little later, buck naked, drying his hair. His body was all muscles, not much fat on him. It was obvious he really took care of himself. And he had quite the package. I noticed last night when I was jerking him off but seeing it now, it was a specimen. I wondered if he was going to mention the hand job. Or maybe he was too drunk to remember.

“Good morning, pledge,” he said. He called me pledge? That was a step up from the usual pussy or maggot, I decided. “Sleep well?”

“Not bad,” I said. “You mind if I take a shower?” I held up the new clothes I found and was planning to put on.

He smirked. “Go right ahead. I don’t want you stinking up the place. But don’t forget to shave your legs and shit. Don’t take too long. I have a bunch of shit to do today.”

So I took the clothes and her toiletries bag with me to the bathroom, leaving the door open so that Chad wouldn’t throw a fit again. Though the thought did cross my mind to purposely piss him off to see if he could spank me harder. As I waited for the water to heat up and I stripped down, I caught Chad looking at me out of the corner of my eye.

Once the water was warm, I got in and quickly bathed myself then went to work on shaving my legs, my junk, and my armpits. It took forever. When I finally finished, I got out and toweled myself off, changed into the fresh clothes, stuffed my bra, then I found some eye liner in her makeup bag and carefully applied it.

Chad’s mouth about dropped open when I came out. “Jesus, pledge. You look just like a damn girl. That’s wild.”

I could feel my face flushing at the near compliment. And actually, I kind of like dressing up like this.

Chad said he wanted to run some errands, and as we made our way through the frat house, several dudes commented on my ass, and one guy even slapped it. Chad whirled on him. “Hands off, bitch,” he said. “This is my pledge.” The outburst was met by laughter and Chad grinned, taking it in stride. I couldn’t tell if all this homo-eroticism going on was just a joke, or if there was something to it. A bunch of horny dudes living together, getting drunk all the time, playing grab ass had to bring with it a certain amount of gayness. I mean, sexuality is a spectrum right? What happened in Chad’s bed last night was evidence of that.

After we got a quick bite to eat, we went to the grocery store. Chad had me push the cart around behind him and as he read off the list he had making me grab everything as he called it out.

Then we went to the mall and the same kind of thing happened again. He had me follow him around, asking my opinion on different clothes he was looking at. I did my best to tell him what I thought, but my sense of fashion was quite a bit different from his. I did notice quite a few looks from men though. Sexual looks. It was like they didn’t even realize I wasn’t a girl.

After the mall, we went to the gym. He seemed to really get a kick out of telling me what to do and just having me watch him do stuff. I decided he was just kind of lonely and enjoyed the company more than the power trip—although he definitely liked that part of it too. And of course, I was kind into it myself, given my affinity for punishment. It definitely wasn’t what I expected when I first came to the frat house and almost certainly not what my father was expecting I would get out of it.

Finally, we were done with the errands and we went back to the house where Chad showered again and then laid down on the bed in his boxers for a nap. I wasn’t sure what to do with myself and he didn’t give me any instructions, so I just laid there next to him, staring at the ceiling.

That night we had another group activity. They had all of us pledges in a group in the backyard again. I was the only one dressed as a girl but some of the other pledges looked down right exhausted. It seemed like maybe I didn’t have it so bad in comparison.

Chad announced to us that we were going to have another team building/trust exercise. He made sure to tell us this definitely wasn’t hazing and if any of us weren’t comfortable with it, then we were absolutely free to go. He brought out the same blindfolds from the night before and explained that this was a guessing game. What was the obsession with not letting us see what we were doing? Each pledge would be blindfolded, his brother would put something in his mouth, and then he was supposed to guess what it was. And the pledge wasn’t under any circumstances allowed to take whatever was in his mouth out unless his brother told him to.

They had us all lined up, and on our knees. I was at the end of the line and they started on the opposite side.

I could hear the first pledge being ordered to open his mouth by his brother. Then silence which I figured meant the brother was putting something in his mouth, and then the brother asked him what it was. With his mouth full the pledge said his guess, “Rum?” He was right. Then his brother told him to swallow it.

That was pretty easy I thought. The next one didn’t have it as easy. He guessed correctly, that it was spoiled milk, but his brother made him sit there with the milk in his mouth while everyone laughed. I could hear the pledge making retching sounds while he tried to hold his lips closed, breathing through his nose without vomiting. Finally, the brother told him to swallow it. By the sound if it, I think he tried to swallow but then it came up immediately.

They went down the line like that. One guy had a rock, another guy had a cucumber, which the brothers thought was especially hilarious although thankfully they didn’t make the pledge try to swallow it. The whole time I could hear Chad making comments that everything they were doing was too easy. It made me wonder just what he had in store for me.

And finally, it was my turn.

I felt a hand on my head, then Chad’s voice said, “Open your mouth pledge.”

I opened and waited. Then I heard someone say, “Oh shit,” followed by laughter. Someone else said, “No way, dude. Are you serious?”

Then something was in my mouth. It didn’t take long for me to realize what it was.

Chad’s cock.

I could feel it hardening against my tongue as he rested it there until it was fully hard and almost all the way in.

“What’s that pledge?” Chad said.

“A dick,” I managed to say, although the words came out muffled.

“That’s right!” Chad said. He held my head in place. There was more laughter as Chad started to move my head back and forth on his cock. I couldn’t believe he was actually doing this and even more, I couldn’t believe that the rest of the brothers seem to think it was hilarious.

As he picked up the pace, fucking my mouth harder, pushing in as far as he could so that the tip of his cock went into my throat, I did my best to just keep myself from gagging. He reached down and grabbed my stuffed bra as I sucked on his cock. I could hear him grunting and breathing hard over the sounds of laughter coming from everyone else.

I put my hands on his legs to steady myself. The hard muscles in his legs tensed with every thrust of his hips. Then he made one final push and I tasted his cum splashing against my throat. It was warm and salty. When he was finished, he pulled out and said, “What’s in your mouth now, pledge?”

I answered, “Your sperm, sir,” careful not to let any spill out.

“You got it. Now swallow it.”

I took a big gulp, and swallowed the whole load in one go, then stuck my tongue out for him to see that I’d done exactly what he said.


Chapter 4



When it was over, I took off my blindfold to find most everyone staring at me with a mix of pity and disgust. Chad stormed off. Then there was the squeal of tires gripping the asphalt as his car raced away from the house.

I got up off my knees, dusted them off, and calmly went up to Chad’s room. As I brushed my teeth, I looked at myself in the mirror, not recognizing the reflection. Yes, I was embarrassed, but also turned on by the way Chad used me in front of everyone, by the way he put his cock in my mouth and had his way with me. It was something I’d never done before and I wasn’t sure how to feel about it. On the one hand, it was creepy and weird, but on the other hand, it was totally hot.

I laid down on his bed, wondering if he’d show back up soon, and what I’d say to him if he did. Shouldn’t I just leave now? I did say I would last the weekend and I wasn’t one to just quit on something. While my brain went through the events that had led me up to this point I eventually drifted off to sleep.

When I woke, it took me a moment to remember where I was. There was a deep baseline of house music shaking the whole house and then I remembered there was supposed to be a party tonight.

I wasn’t really in the mood for partying and Chad hadn’t given me any instructions on whether I should go but I figured I should at least show my face. And I wanted to talk to Chad about what happened earlier. It seemed like he was a bit embarrassed about it. But the more I thought about it, the more I wanted to see how far he’d go in that direction.

In the bathroom, I checked my eye liner, and added some lipstick before I made my way down to the party.

The stairs were lined with drunk people. Lots of girls paired off with the frat brothers. I saw one of my fellow pledges standing by himself next to the keg and as I made my way over to him I couldn’t help but notice the sideways glances and whispers. No doubt word had gotten around about what happened earlier.

“Hey,” I said to the pledge. “Have you seen, Chad?”

He pointed off to the other side of the room. Chad was talking to a girl and it looked like they were arguing.

“I think that’s his ex-girlfriend,” the pledge said. “Dude, are you alright?”

“Me? I’m fine.”

“I can’t believe Chad did that to you. That’s way over the line. I heard some of the brother’s talking about kicking him out or disciplining him or something. They’re worried you’re going to sue I think.”

I laughed. “I knew what I was signing up for.”

“Yeah, but that was fucked up. I can’t believe you’re still here.”

“I promised myself I’d at least stay the weekend no matter what happened so that’s what I’m going to do.”

“There’s no shame in leaving. Several other guys already left and they didn’t have to do anything like you did. I mean look at you. You’re dressed like a girl.”

I looked down at myself then shrugged. “I look hot though, don’t I?”

We heard some yelling and looked over in time to see Chad’s ex-girlfriend slap him then walk away. She passed by us and as she did, she looked at me. “Are those my clothes?” She didn’t wait for an answer before rolling her eyes and leaving the party.

Chad went into the bathroom and slammed the door.

I excused myself and walked over there, knocking on the door. “Chad? Are you okay?”

“Go away,” he said.

I opened the door and went in, closing it behind me.

“What are you doing?” he said.

“You told me not to leave your sight.”

“Yeah, well I think that’s over now. You’re free.”

“Maybe I don’t want to be free,” I said.

He looked me in the eyes. I couldn’t read his expression. It was totally blank.

Then he leaned forward and kissed me, pulling me into him. The kiss was hard and fast, aggressive. His eyes were determined and I could see the desire in them. I let him have me.

His hands locked onto my wrists. As he pulled my hand to his crotch, he bit my lip and I moaned at the painful sensation.

“You want me to fuck you?” he said, his voice a growly whisper.

“I want you to do whatever you want with me. I’m your pledge. You can have your way with me.” I felt myself completely let go, giving my body over to him—no reservations, no holding back.

He kissed me again, sending sparks behind my eyes. My body buzzed with anticipation. His hands went behind my neck, then laced into the back of my hair, gripping it tight, pulling me closer.

“Do you want to fuck me?” I said against his open mouth, nearly out of breath.

He answered by kissing me harder, pushing his tongue deep into my mouth. And I knew then that I wanted him to fuck me.

My fingers—shaking ever so slightly—fumbled with his pants until I finally got them open. I snaked my hand into his underwear, found his hard cock and started rubbing him. The sound of the party outside roared on, and I imagined everyone out there oblivious to what was happening in the small bathroom.

Chad pulled his pants all the way down then turned me around, yanking at my shorts until they were at my ankles. Then our skin touched I could feel his engorged cock rubbing against the back of my panties as his hands traced down the outline of my thin back. One of his hands snatched me by the waist, pulling my hips back, the other pushed my torso forward onto the sink. The way he handled me—aggressive, holding nothing back—unlocked something inside me. It felt so right and I wanted it more than I’d wanted anything before in my life. No, it was more than want; it was need. We were locked together at this moment in time. Just him and me and nobody else in the world mattered at that point.

I could see his face in the mirror—all lust and want and instinct—as he ripped my panties down. Then the head of his cock was at my entrance, teasing me. My body shuddered as I pressed my ass back towards him, begging him to put it in. I’d never done something like this in such a public place and I was afraid someone would burst in, catch us. But that feeling of fear mixed with my need to have him use me and the combination had my heart going ninety miles an hour.

A moan escaped my mouth as Chad inched his tip inside me. Looking back over my shoulder, his face was concentrated at my ass. Both of his hands latched onto my thin waist—gripping, squeezing, holding me in place.

With short, quick thrusts, he pushed that beautiful cock of his farther into my virgin ass.

“Oh my God,” I panted. My face was pressed up against the mirror and I could see the tension built up there, begging to be released.

His hands drew me closer. My hips were involuntarily moving away from him, from that mammoth tool he was somehow fitting inside me. Fuck, I couldn’t believe this was happening. Me? Getting fucked in the bathroom of a frat house, and loving every delicious, anxious moment of it.

I could feel his fingers dig into my hips as I struggled to relax my opening to let more of his rock hard cock in. My own erection throbbed in front of me, but all my attention was focused on taking all of him.

He pressed farther in, using those quick strokes to penetrate me. It felt like he was splitting me open and I could feel an orgasm begin to build like a volcano threatening to erupt, like it had just begun to spit smoke and lava, warning of the eventual power it would unleash.

My breathing was coming in short bursts to match the staccato, insistent movements of his manhood.

“Fuck me, Chad,” I said. “I want all of it.”

This was the most turned on I’d ever felt in my life. My cock was so hard, just a light breeze would send me over the edge. I wanted to feel what it was like to have all of him in me, to give myself all the way over to him. Pushing my hips back towards him, I could feel my asshole clenching around him, willing him deeper, stretching me out. It felt so right.

All the tiny nerve endings in my ass were singing with pleasure. How could I have been missing out on this feeling for so long? And how did it take coming to a frat house and becoming a pledge to Chad to find out about it?

Chad pulled out of me, spanked my ass. I could feel my legs trembling, my knees threatened to give out. He teased my entrance, an evil grin plastered to his face. Reaching back, I spread my cheeks wide, letting him know what I wanted.

“Please, Chad. Put it back in,” I said.

“If you say so,” he said.

Then all at once, he impaled me with his steel cock. I screamed with desire as he pinned me against the sink, pulling out then slamming in again to my eager asshole. My whole body spasmed as I felt the volcano getting closer to blowing.

Our bodies locked tight together, moving in unison. In the mirror, I could see the pleasure spreading across his concentrated face. His eyebrows furrowed, and his teeth bit into his bottom lip as he plunged into me over and over and over, going faster and faster, bringing himself all the way out, before diving in deeper and deeper than I ever could have imagined.

All the air left me as an orgasm—the strongest one of my life—erupted from deep inside me. Whatever he was doing to my ass had a powerful effect. My dick exploded with long streams of cum that splattered against my chest and into the white porcelain sink. I heard someone screaming, only to realize that it was me, getting fucked harder than I thought was possible.

Then Chad groaned, practically roared, dug his nails into the soft flesh at my hips. I felt his dick spasm, followed soon after by warm spurts shooting deep inside me. Waves and waves of it came until he was finally finished. His body—chest heaving and gasping for air—came forward to lean against my back. Our eyes met in the mirror. A devilish grin slowly spread across his face. I grinned back at him.

“I just came inside your tight little ass.”

“I know,” I said. “And I loved it.”

After we cleaned ourselves off, we left the bathroom, and ignoring the rest of the party, we went up to Chad’s room, shut the door to the world, and played with each other until we were too exhausted to keep going.


Chapter 5



We woke up the next morning in Chad’s bed, a tangle of bare arms and limbs, our naked bodies wrapped around each other.

I opened my eyes to find Chad looking at me.

“Hey,” he said.

“Hi.”

“How are you feeling?” he asked.

“I’m fine. A little hung over. You?”

“I’m good,” he said. “About last night…” He seemed to be searching for the right words. Finally he said, “Are you okay with what happened?”

“Totally,” I said. “It was an experience. I’ve never done anything like that before. Something about you ordering me around… I don’t know. I just couldn’t get enough of it.”

“I’ve definitely never done anything like that before either. Can you tell me something?”

“Sure.”

“Why are you here? You’re not exactly the typical guy that joins up with a frat.”

“It’s kind of a long story.”

“Lay it on me. I don’t have anywhere to be.”

Then I told him all about my dad. About how I grew up and about how despite our obvious differences that I had a deep love and respect for the man. Chad hung on every word that came out of my mouth, and by the time I finished I felt like we knew each other as well as two near strangers could.

He wrapped his arms around me, hugging me into his chest. “If you want to be in the frat, I’ll definitely sponsor you,” he said. “I mean there’s still a few weeks to go but you’re my pledge and I have the most say about it.”

“Thanks,” I said. “But I just came here to fulfill a promise. I already learned more about myself than I thought possible.”

“Yeah, I figured you would say that.”

“But,” I said. “I wouldn’t mind seeing you again. Maybe you could order me around some.”

Chad grinned, his whole face lighting up. “I think we can arrange something. You can start by cooking me breakfast.” He gave me a hard smack on the butt.

“Yes, sir,” I said, smiling.
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