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The house was quiet for once. Not silent — a frat house is never really silent — but muted, like the whole place was hungover from the party earlier. Empty beer cans littered the coffee table, half-full red cups balanced on the couch arms, and the faint bass of somebody’s playlist thumped low through the wall upstairs.

It was 2 a.m., and just a handful of us were still awake. The six of us sprawled across the living room, half-baked and lazy, smoke hanging heavy in the air. Eric and Mark sat cross-legged on the rug, passing a joint back and forth, while Chris slouched in an armchair, eyes glassy and half-shut. Tyler and I shared the couch, feet propped on the table, watching the haze swirl in the lamplight.

The joint made its way around again, everyone exhaling clouds that curled and mixed until the room felt slow, sticky, unreal. Conversation had dwindled into half-thoughts and dumb jokes — the kind that seemed brilliant when you were high.

“Okay, real talk,” Chris said suddenly, his voice cutting through the lull. He squinted through the smoke at the rest of us, a crooked grin tugging his lips. “Who actually jerked off in the upstairs shower?”

The room broke into laughter. Mark doubled over, coughing from the hit he’d just taken, while Tyler groaned and buried his face in his hands.

“What the fuck, bro?” Tyler said, muffled through his palms. “What kind of question is that?”

“Truth,” Chris smirked, holding up his beer like a mic. “Answer it.”

Nobody fessed up, but the laughter stuck, lingering even as the joint kept moving. The idea settled into the haze, sticky and irresistible.

“Alright, my turn,” Tyler said, exhaling a stream of smoke toward the ceiling. His grin was lazy but sharp. “Truth: which one of you assholes actually hooked up with a sister at Delta Phi and lied about it?”

More groans, more laughter. Eric flipped him off, Mark turned red, and for a moment the room buzzed with mock outrage.

By the time it circled back to Eric, his grin had sharpened into something wicked. He flicked ash into an empty cup, eyes glinting. “Truth’s boring. Let’s make it official.”

He leaned forward, voice low but carrying in the smoke-thick air. “Truth or dare.”

Nobody argued. Nobody ever did. The weed had smoothed out our edges, made every suggestion sound like gospel. And in that haze, the rules of the night were about to shift.

At first, the dares were harmless — stupid, easy, the kind of shit you did just to keep the laughter rolling.

Chris had to chug what was left of every half-empty cup on the table, grimacing through the mix of warm beer and flat soda as we howled at his gagging face. Tyler got dared to shotgun a beer in under ten seconds — he made it to eight, foam dripping down his chin while Mark clapped like it was a world record.

When it came around to me, Eric grinned wide. “Dare,” I said, already bracing for it.

“Go get the paddle,” he shot back.

Groans circled the room, but I dragged myself upstairs anyway. The big wooden frat paddle hung on the wall outside the chapter room — heavy, polished, and intimidating as hell. I carried it back down like a trophy, slamming it onto the coffee table hard enough to rattle the empty beer cans.

The guys hollered, the smoke thick with laughter.

“Alright, new rule,” Eric said, picking up the paddle and weighing it in his hand. His grin was wicked. “If you get dared, you better be ready to take your licks. Or give them.”

He swung the paddle lightly through the air, the sound of the wood cutting clean. Then he pointed it at Mark. “Dare you to bend over. Five swats.”

The room cracked up, half in disbelief, half in anticipation.

“Fuck you,” Mark groaned, but he was already laughing as he dragged himself to his feet. He braced his hands on the arm of the couch, ass sticking out like he was ready for it.

Eric lined up, the paddle raised. The first smack landed with a loud crack, echoing through the room. Mark yelped, staggering forward, and everyone roared with laughter.

“Two!” Eric shouted, laying it down harder this time.

By the fifth, Mark was red-faced and cursing, rubbing his ass while the rest of us doubled over in smoke-hazy laughter. The paddle slammed back onto the table, the game officially upgraded.

The laughter still echoed after Mark’s spanking, the paddle sitting heavy on the table like it was daring us to go further. The joint had burned down to a roach, beer foam clung to the rims of cups, and the room was buzzing — half with weed, half with adrenaline.

Eric leaned back against the couch, that sly grin plastered across his face. “Alright, Tyler. Truth or dare?”

Tyler exhaled slow, smoke curling from his lips. “Dare.”

Eric didn’t hesitate. He pointed the paddle toward the armchair where Chris was sprawled. “Kiss him.”

The room erupted — howls, whistles, someone pounding their fist against the table. The sudden shift had my pulse spiking, heat rushing through me as all eyes locked on Tyler.

Tyler’s smirk faltered. “You serious?”

OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
FRAT
DYVIN

AFTER DARK

eeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeee

ALEXANDER
GRANT





