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INTRODUCTION


What happens when you take a plethora of college-aged boys and stick them in a house to live under one roof to drink, party and anything else your dirty mind can conjure up? A damn good start is what.

As I read over these hot new stories of pledge erotica, it took me back to my days of being a twentysomething, when I used school and studying as an excuse to be lazy, when student was scribbled in a box when being asked what one’s occupation was on a job application. I’ve been out of school for nine years now but having the luxury of living in a college town where there’s never a shortage of smoking-hot college boys, I am constantly reminded of what I’m missing, especially during rush week when an all-new crop of twinks set out to pledge their chosen frat.

Ah, I love the smell of fresh pledge meat in the morning. It makes me think about this blond frat boy I knew back in college. Mike was his name. It all started at this party he invited me to. Mike was my friend/fuckbuddy. We would mess around whenever his girl was out of town or hanging out with her home  girls. She didn’t have a clue. When she went to DC to complete her internship, Mike and I acted like fools. I think he fucked me in every corner and crevice of his tiny apartment. He was constantly blowing up my cell in need of some “sexual healing” as the late great Marvin Gaye once sang. Because Mike belonged to a frat, I was able to get into some of the best parties thrown by some of the best frats that housed the hottest brothers. On one particular night Mike dragged me to what he deemed one of the best parties that had gone down in collegiate history. I needed to stay home and study for a test, but Mike assured me that I wouldn’t regret attending. It was hard to say no to his young blue eyes. The fraternity that was throwing the party was one of the most sexually infamous houses on the campus. Mike told me that it would be running over with hot guys, from randy, punch-drunk athletes to other studs from nearby frats. Mike was right. And when I got to the party, sure enough, it was like I had died and gone to frat-boy heaven. I had never seen so much sweaty flesh and swinging erections.

While most of the partying was going on downstairs at the pool, I knew the real partying was happening in the upstairs bedrooms. Most of the rooms were locked and I would have given anything to have been a fly on the wall to know who was fucking and sucking who. I kept trying doors until I got to the last room at the end of the corridor where I heard the muffled sounds of sex behind its walls. I hoped I would gain access and sure enough, eureka! It was a frat-boy orgy in the making. I watched until my dick grew hard. There had to be ten to twelve guys in the room sucking and fucking each other. It all looked like something from a hot gay porn flick. One of the brothers demanded that I shut the door. I made out Mike’s face in the crowd of men who frantically waved me in to join the frisky bunch. Before I could say assholes and elbows I found myself  getting plowed from both ends. And to think that I hesitated. By the time I rolled out of the “real” party, the one downstairs was veering into lukewarm mode. I walked back to my apartment that night sticky with sweat and with cum on my breath.

It’s memories of that tawdry semester that birthed the idea of the book you, faithful reader, hold in your hand. The writers in these pages have brought you the best in gay erotic frat-fucking.

Hot, sweaty sex ensues between a pledge and his handsome professor in Heidi Champa’s “Caught Red-Handed.” Ryan Field shows us that pledge sex is the best sex in “It’s Not Hazing, It’s Brotherhood.” There’s some major heat to the seat action going on in Logan Zachary’s “Spank You, Sir, May I Have Another?” The lines of gay and straight get blurred in Pepper Espinoza’s, “On Restriction.” Barry Lowe has got something for the most loyal of butt connoisseurs in “Spin the Bottom.” Two young pledges are put through a series of seedy challenges in Eric Del Carlo’s “Pecking Order.” Gregory L. Norris amazes with “Heaven Week.” Michael Bracken proves that you have to “give” some head to get ahead in “What a Rush.” There’s nothing like a good “hard” lesson in T. R. Verten’s “Through a Jagged Hole in a Thin Wall.” A dildo brings two buddies closer in Jay Starre’s “Best Buddies.” It’s frat-fucking at its best in Landon Dixon’s “Heavenly Hell Week.” Troy Storm will keep you wanting more in “Dumb Fuck.” Newcomer Rafaelito V. Sy turns up the heat in “No Turning Back,” while T. Hitman sizzles on the page in “Trick or Treat, Smell My Feet,” and veteran erotica scribe Rob Rosen returns with “Legacy.”

I hope these stories of passionate pledging will inspire you to do some comradely bonding of your own.
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DUMB FUCK

Troy Storm


Oh, for god’s sake, Semanski, if you tell your pledge master you can be fucked in the ass until the fucking cows give butter, then you can’t logically expect him not to turn every fucking horny member of the fraternity loose on your gaping butthole! Much less your fellow pimply-faced sex-crazed pledges! Oh, shit.” The Faculty Fraternity Pledge Initiation Advisor dropped his head into his hand. “Arborville, clean that up.”

The junior classman assigned to tape the investigations of fraternity hazing irregularities nodded sagely. “Totally, Mr. Dayner.” The kid was noted for doing the most amazing things with his laptop and had more than once saved Dayner’s very verbose and profane ass. Dayner was convinced the kid was headed for a singularly satisfying career with the C.I.A.

His attention was drawn back to the sniveling, buggered pledge. “But I didn’t know it was going to hurt so fu—so much, later, Mr. Dayner.”

The freshman’s watery blues struck a slight cause for  sympathy from the sorely put-upon Faculty Fraternity Pledge Initiation Advisor, but not by much. Dayner rolled his own cold orbs. “Jesus, Semanski, don’t tell me that butt of yours was a virgin hole? How could you be such a total dumb fuck?”

He knew damn well how desperate pledges were to make the grade with this fraternity. Animal House had nothing on its rep. Party time and sexcapades were the interfraternal hashtags. If you didn’t get laid at least twice a week, you weren’t considered man enough to hack the fun times.

“I checked all those gay websites,” the miserable pledge muttered. “Gay guys are always getting boned. It didn’t seem so bad. What’s-his-name took it okay in that fight movie.”

“Gay fucking guys live to be plugged in the rear, Semanski! And it was a movie! Movie stars don’t get poled! At least not on camera! Think, for god’s sake! YouTube? Duh!” Dayner let out an exhausted sigh. “Crap. Arborville?”

The young man hovering over the recording laptop grinned. “We may have to do a little extra dubbing on that one, Mr. D.”

Dayner shook his head. His powerful, muscular frame hoisted itself to emerge from behind his desk and pace the small office. “The doc says you’ll be fine, Semanski. I’ll tell Proctor to keep the guys off you for the rest of the initiation period.” It was the fraternity Pledge Captain’s ass he should have been verbally searing, he thought morosely. Proctor was going to be his fucking nemesis before this season’s pledge initiation period was over, and, god help the whole campus, they still had another three weeks for it to run.

“Look, kid,” Daynor said, slapping the young man companionably on his broad shoulder, “you did right by not making this a big mother deal. I appreciate that. Our beloved alma mater appreciates that. You went to the doc. You didn’t make a fuss. The doc gives me a discreet little call. You and I, we had this  discreet little talk. In a while your ass is gonna be beautiful again, if not its old virgin self. You’re moving right along, Semanski. The fraternity is not going to get a reprimand. I’m sure your guys will look kindly on how delicately you handled the whole situation. We all thank you.” Dayner stuck out his big hand.

The kid was almost in full flow mode. “You’re not gonna…? Oh, jeez, Mr. Dayner, you’re as awesome as some of the guys… I mean…” He bit his full lower lip as he grabbed the faculty advisor’s hand and pumped it vigorously.

The kid was a juicy pile of muscle-bound hormones, Dayner had to admit. If he had leaned that way, he could see why the frat dudes had leapt at the slightest sign the kid’s ass was theirs to lock and load. He imagined the creamy pucker beckoning and felt a slight twinge in the nether regions himself. Damn, he needed to get laid. All this gushing freshman testosterone sucking up his nostrils was beginning to fry the sex centers of his brain.

Proctor was the asshole whose butt needed creaming, he groused to himself as he ushered the grateful, babbling Semanski from the office and hitched a thumb for Arborville to pack up his equipment and get the hell out.

Proctor was what, a junior now, like Dayner’s techie demon, and getting too damn fucking sure of himself. It was his job to keep his frat guys in line. He and the frat advisor had had a couple of previous run-ins at pledge time. What the fuck was it last year with charging the pledges to fuck a dozen willing cheerleaders within twenty-four hours? How many freshman dicks had almost dropped off? How many gay dudes had suddenly come down with mono?

Dayner shut the door, having given the departing Arborville an appreciative shrug, and dropped into the well-worn office chair behind his desk.

He slapped his ancient corded mouse on the scarred tabletop and the seasons-old university-supplied computer struggled to life. Dayner leaned in and clicked through to the student roster. Yeah, it was time for him and the junior Pledge Captain to have another little man-to-kid tête-à-tête about freshman buttholes. His dick twitched again. He spread his muscular thighs and readjusted his thickening bone, grateful to note the ever-exhausting fight for the rights of dumbass, oversexed freshmen male-chiles had not totally shrunken his manly assets. He definitely needed some pussy. And soon.

 



“Sorry, sir, but I will not take that responsibility.”

Within the hour Proctor had appeared at the Faculty Advisor’s door and now sat across from him, the junior’s lean frame rigid with indignation. “We ask our pledges direct questions in order to guide our pledging trials and expect the answers to be truthful. How are we to proceed otherwise?”

Dayner cut his eyes toward the laptop pointed at Proctor. The kid was even better looking than he had been a couple of years ago, even with his grim, determined look. He had really manned up lately. Not that he was unmanly to begin with, but he had fleshed out, settled into his frame and seemed more solid. More…resistant. More assured. Dayner liked the kid’s assurance. Strip him and he bet the kid was a hot little mother…uh…

Shutting the laptop with finality, the faculty advisor cut the recording. He shrugged at the Pledge Captain’s questioning frown.

“I’m not good with these things and my tech guy is in class. They’ll just have to take our word for what’s said here.” He moved to sit on the front of the desk, arms crossed, looking down at Proctor, who looked even better from this perspective. Extremely…approachable.

Dayner, what the hell is going on in your sick little mind? Or rather, your very healthy big body?

“But if the dumb-fuck kid said he could be butt-fucked with no problem, why did you turn the whole fraternity loose on him? Surely by now, you guys must have had enough experience with anal action to know there are limits to what a man should be able to handle.”

“I didn’t.” Proctor shifted under Dayner’s steady gaze. “He did. Turn everybody loose on his ass. After the first couple of guys, the word got out and when the brothers started appearing and started to line up he insisted he could take on the whole frat. I tried to stop him, but, sir, have you seen that ass? It’s very, very, uh, tempting.” He sighed. “I admit, I should have known better, but we do have a couple of brothers who are noted for being particularly adept at anal—although they don’t take on the whole frat at once—and Sammy seemed to be having such a fine time, and the brothers were so, um, satisfied, and cheering each other and Sammy on. It was great discovering an enthusiastic pledge that was willing to give so much to be a full-fledged member of our brotherhood. I let my enthusiasm run away with me.”

His furtive look settled on Dayner’s crotch for a brief few seconds, and then quickly shifted. “Sammy has taken responsibility for his actions and I will take responsibility for him.” He sat up, his clear blues honed in on the advisor. “Discipline me. Not the fraternity. None of our men did anything out of line—that seemed out of line at the time,” he qualified.

Dayner uncrossed his ankles and spread his legs, thinking, settling his ass more firmly onto the edge of the desk as Proctor’s gaze drifted down the advisor’s well-maintained body. Dayner warmed.

“Did you fuck him?”

“No,” the Pledge Captain answered firmly. “I’m not into sloppy seconds. Or, more accurately, sloppy twenty-two seconds. I’m glad he’s going to be okay.”

“How did you hear that?”

“I called him as soon as you called me. That was the only incident that you could possibly be questioning. I wanted to hear how he was doing. I had no idea he had gone to get checked out. Poor guy. He’s really a sweet kid. He’ll make a fine member.”

“Yeah, I hear he’s got one of those, too.”

The handsome Pledge Captain glanced up from under dark lashes, a small smile spreading his full lips. He took a long moment to lock on to the advisor’s eyes, before his look fell slowly back down to settle on Dayner’s burgeoning crotch. “Some of the guys were blowing him while he was being fucked,” he told the thickening mound. “He seemed to really get off on that.” He looked up, his broad shoulders lifting. “But then, who wouldn’t? Kid shoots like a fucking fire hose. He’ll be a great asset.” He chuckled comfortably, settling back in his chair to scrutinize Dayner’s impassive face, his eyes traveling over the advisor’s stubbled jaw and slightly parted dry lips. Again, a look. Longer. “Is there anything in particular you’d like me to do, sir, to make amends? I’m willing to go the whole nine yards.”

“More like inches than yards,” Dayner muttered, taking a deep breath before continuing aloud. “What would you like to do, Proctor? What do you think I should ask as punishment?”

The young man slowly leaned forward, getting leverage to stand, his face brushing the faculty member’s now-pronounced bulge as he rose between Dayner’s spread thighs, his face inches from the older man’s. His heat washed over Dayner’s already warmed torso. “Well, sir,” he said, his voice low and his breath hot against the advisor’s face, “in the spirit of the incident,  perhaps something of a sexual nature.” His hips settled against Dayner’s crotch, pressing firmly against the advisor’s bone. Both men were rock hard.

“Jesus, Proctor! Are you coming on to me?” Dayner’s low voice was stern and gruff. His muscular body tensed, but he remained solidly planted.

“Yes, sir, I am.” Proctor trailed a hand up to the advisor’s cleanly shaped chest. “Since your recent breakup, I imagine you’re not getting much these days and if I could help relieve that strain, perhaps you might look at the fraternity’s infraction a bit more objectively.” His hand began to circle over the sharply defined planes of the stretched polo shirt.

Dayner’s breath was sucked in sharply. “Damn, man…” His hips arched up to drive his boner into the Pledge Captain’s packed crotch.

“I give a great mouth massage…sir. A fantastic blow job.” His moist lips pronounced the words carefully as his hand rode firmly over Dayner’s pecs, then down his solid abs, and settled at his belt buckle. The junior’s chiseled body followed. He knelt in front of the advisor, found the zipper tab and drove it down over the formidable bulge.

“Not here in my fucking office. This is too damn cool,” the faculty advisor grinned broadly. “You know if we get caught, it’s both our asses.”

“Well, I know my ass. Let’s see what the big butch hairy dude’s is like.” Roughly, the kid grabbed the waistbands of Dayner’s slacks and jockeys and yanked them down. Dayner chortled as the cool air washed over his ass. His dick sprang up, slinging precum in the kid’s face.

“Jesus, you’re a big mother,” Proctor grinned, licking the engorged head. His lips ringed the throbbing stalk and devoured it.

Dayner gasped as the young man’s open throat encased him completely. Proctor’s nose drove into his pubes. “Holy shit!” The advisor’s big hands clamped onto the edge of the desk as his entire body stiffened, desperately fighting to lock his cum into his big balls.

“Mmmm,” Proctor hummed, his head pounding up and down the throbbing column of straining flesh as his hands roughed up the solid mounds of meaty buttcheeks.

“Holy…holy…” Dayner’s legs began to thrash as his body fought to climb higher, his arching hips driving his meat deeper into the kid’s already crammed throat. His big hands clamped the kid’s head, driving him down onto his dick. Jesus, he couldn’t be blowing his load so damn soon! He was so friggin’ hot! Please, just a little while longer while this magnificent mouth masticated his meat!

Proctor’s throat stretched wide as Dayner, with a gritted-teeth roar, shot his load straight down the kid’s gullet, his jerking hips punctuating the hot stream of creamy blasts that followed.

The cum smoothly disappeared into the kid’s guts, each swallowing clutch of Proctor’s throat muscles milking Dayner’s dick dryer and dryer. Finally, the big dude’s nuts were empty, his rock-hard body rubberized, his legs barely able to hold himself up. Rivers of sweat poured down his raw ass.

Proctor grabbed Dayner’s low hangers and pulling his face up, his firm lips stripped the throbbing meat of Dayner’s drained dick. He paused to suck out the last bit of jism.

“Jeez, Mr. Dayner, you shoot more juice than Sammy and he almost gags me. Man,” he chortled, “your stuff goes down like fucking honey.”

The faculty advisor grabbed the young student and mashed his mouth against the startled young man’s open lips. Their  tongues instantly tangled as they ate each other’s faces.

“Damn, Proctor, I want your fucking ass, I want to suck on your tits until you scream for mercy, I want to suck your dick until my teeth drop out.” He crushed the young body firmly against his pounding chest, his head thrown back. “I’ve never shot my load so quick. I’ve never shot such a fucking load!”

“Quickly.” Proctor’s face was mashed against the sweat-soaked shirt.

Dayner shoved the Pledge Captain back to take a look at the grinning young man, not a drop of cum anywhere. “Good idea.” He yanked the young man forward, re-clamping his mouth to the spread lips.

They chewed and tongued, locked together as Dayner’s big hands found the kid’s jeans, split them and dug for Proctor’s meat. The throbbing greasy stalk was a solid handful. Dayner dropped and was on it.

Proctor squealed as the older man’s mouth instantly vacuumed his seed out of his nuts. He climbed, gasping, onto the advisor’s broad shoulders, ejaculating jets of jism into the man’s sucking maw. Dayner’s hands were all over his smooth bared ass, molding the mounds, caressing the cheeks, his big fingers stroking the puckered butt-button.

As the Pledge Captain’s jerking, thrashing body began to calm, his nuts drained, Dayner rammed a finger up the kid’s ass and a final explosive glob of clotted cream belched into the advisor’s throat.

Proctor collapsed over the squatting man, still suctioned to his drained dick. They both tumbled onto the wooden floor in a tangle of half-clothed, feet-entangled bodies. Dayner dragged the exhausted Proctor onto his chest and smirked into the top of his cropped head, his finger still firmly drilled up the kid’s pliant butthole.

“You wanna give me a facial every morning?” he growled. “My old girlfriend says I’m too damn dry and rough in the morning. I could use the moisturizer.”

Proctor snuggled against the still-thumping chest, his hand inside the rumpled shirt roughly massaging Dayner’s fingertip-sized nipples. “So long as you let me also moisturize that growly morning throat. We don’t want you scaring the sleepy young studs.”

“I get sleepy in the afternoon. You think you could stop by to give me a little wake-up injection? Ram a young, hard dick up the old man’s ass to keep him alert?”

“And then you could fuck me so I wouldn’t fall heir to the same syndrome,” the young Pledge Captain suggested brightly.

The two men fell silent, assessing the time frame, their hands slowly exploring each other’s bared flesh.

“Damn,” Proctor muttered. “I’ve got a hell of a lot of duties at the frat at night.”

“Yeah,” Dayner nodded, “gotta keep up the good works.”

“Maybe…maybe if it’s not too late for the old dude, I could drop by after my good works at the frat and spread a few more good works?”

“Sounds like a plan,” Dayner grinned. “You might even bring over a particularly responsive pledge and we could check out what progress they’re making in becoming full-fledged brothers.”

Proctor jumped up, his half-hard dick stringing post-ejaculate that Dayner caught with his fist and tongued off his palm.

“Sammy is hot for you, too, Mr. D.! He would love to have you bone him.”

“Sure, I’ll be glad to ream the cute dumb fuck back to health. Bring him on.”
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“How did it go, sir,” Semanski asked the Pledge Captain who had just blown a load up his butt and was now sprawled over his naked back. “As you hoped?”

“Better, Sammy.” Proctor roused himself to gnaw on the young man’s earlobe. “He was ready. I ought to send that broad that dumped him a bunch of flowers.”

“So I did good, huh, sir?” Semanski pressed his advantage, firmly tightening his sphincter muscles to snugly grip the Pledge Captain’s drained honker.

Proctor kissed the furry young cheek. “You did swell, you dumb-fuck pledge, thanks for coming up with the plan. I’ve had the hots for that dude for a couple of years and you pulled it off. Got me right in there. We’re gonna be sucking and fucking at least twice a day from here on out. I’m even thinking about hanging around for my master’s.” He nipped the nape of Semanski’s neck. “He asked about your butt. I told him you were more than willing.”

“Gee, sir. You’d share?”

“Wait’ll you see that dick, Sammy. You two could cum down the whole frat house. There’s enough for everybody. And by the way…” He stretched to kiss the teary eyes; his re-firmed dick driving deeper into the young man’s clutching butthole. “Welcome to the brotherhood. You’re the first. You made the cut.”

“You smart-assed little dumb fuck,” Semanski added happily.






LEGACY

Rob Rosen


The quandary followed me to college; preceded me, in fact, by forty-odd years. Because my father was a Lambda Nu, as was his father before him. Meaning, I had very little say in the matter of pledging. They were paying my way—paving my way, so to speak—and so it was either pledge or else. And the or else wasn’t an option.

And so on a warm, late summer evening, dressed in my best slacks and short-sleeved button-down, I waited at the top of the driveway, staring at the well-lit, antebellum-style house with white columns sparkling beneath the floodlights. Twenty other freshmen stood on either side of me, more groups just like mine standing in front of every house on the row, all waiting to rush.

Except, suffice it to say, this was the only house I’d be visiting.

And then the horn blared, my heart leaping to my throat, as the bunch of us finally made our way down. The house was  a symphony of shouting and cheering brothers, the group of freshmen all quiet, lambs to the slaughter. Me especially. Poor little lamb.

Little queer lamb that is. Hence the quandary.

It was hard enough, emphasis on the hard, being closeted in high school. What would four years in a fraternity be like?

Still, it was easy to get caught up in rush, in the whole über-testosterone of it all. Plus, and this was a big old plus, they were already expecting me, eagerly waiting to meet me as soon as I walked in.

“Matt!” said Steve, the president of the fraternity, all smiles and hearty handshakes. “We’ve been looking forward to meeting you.” I locked eyes with him, his steely blue; he was super handsome, athletic, with a five o’clock shadow that probably started sprouting just after he shaved. The pleasure’s all mine, I thought, belly suddenly gurgling.

I blushed, at his comment, at his eagerness to meet me, at his sweaty hand in mine. “Um, you have?”

He nodded as three more brothers joined in, all of them grinning, patting my back like I’d just scored the winning touchdown. “Sure,” Steve said. “A double legacy is a rare thing.”

I tilted my head. “Legacy?” I asked, the word new to me. Still, I figured out quickly enough what he was implying. “Oh, because my father was a brother here?”

“And your grandfather, too,” he replied. “Like I said, pretty rare.”

More brothers joined the fray, each one handing me off to a new group, all of them already knowing who I was. What I was. At least the legacy part. The gay thing, well, I suppose I hid that well enough. But for how long? That was the million-dollar question.

In any case, the hour flew by and the next group of freshmen  was already lined up at the top of the driveway. Steve stopped me at the door as I was getting ready to leave. “Nice to have met you, Matt,” he said, the smile frozen to his face. “Hope to see you back here at the end of rush, okay?”

I merely nodded and hightailed it out of there. All those hot dudes were making my head swim and my slacks get tight around the crotch. Four years? I thought. How will I ever make it through?


And, yet, I had little choice. Pay or play, as my dad implied. And so I played. And pledged, the very next week, the beer flowing like the Mississippi, fast and furious. Gone were the slacks and button-downs, everyone in ripped shorts and torn sweats instead, and tank tops that did little to keep nipples covered, or, for that matter, Steve’s thick matting of chest hair.

“Matt!” he hollered upon seeing me, mitt of a hand grabbing my shoulder, the smell of beer wafting off of him. “Congrats, dude!”

He handed me a mega-cup, the froth spilling over the edge. I took a swig and burped. “Glad to be here,” I replied, honestly meaning it. Because it was easy to get swept up in the moment, in the camaraderie, in that special feeling of brotherhood that both my father and grandfather had told me about.

“Damned straight,” he added, patting my shoulder, the word swirling around my brain as I downed half the cup. Straight. Lord help me.


In any case, the beer, like that mighty Mississippi, kept right on flowing, until I got too drunk to care. Heck, it even drowned out the horniness. Almost. Because, come on, a house full of hot drunk dudes was a lot to handle for a randy teenager like myself. And Steve was the hardest to ignore out of all of them. And not because he was the drunkest. No, there was something else there, something setting my bells and whistles off, causing  the steam to build up despite the vast quantities of alcohol that tried and failed to tamp it on down.

“Hey, Matt,” he said, hours into our drunken revelry, his words slurring just a bit, eyes barely focusing now, his hand ever-present on my shoulder. “Come ’ere, I want to show you somethin’.”

I smiled, teetering just a bit now. “Where to, Steve?” I asked.

“My room,” he said, already leading me down a crowded hallway. “Got somethin’ neat for you to see.”

My cock swelled at the thought. Your room? Alone? In any case, I had little to say in the matter. Steve was twenty pounds heavier than me, and all of it muscle. Meaning, I was heading to his room. And then entering a few minutes later, the door quickly closed behind us, the sound of the party instantly muted behind thick wood. And speaking of thick wood, I tried to cover my own up by sitting down and crossing my legs. “What did you want to show me?” I asked, staring up at him, the words coming out all squeaky.

He snapped his fingers and then dropped to his knees, to pull something out from beneath the futon I was sitting on. I stared at his ass, the hairy crack coming teasingly into view as he searched for whatever it was that he wanted me to see. “Here it is!” he said, turning around, sitting on the floor now, a book being handed my way, thin and age-worn, the leather binding barely still intact.

I took it and read the cover. “Lambda Nu. Nineteen-sixty-nine.” I looked back at him, at the smile that was still wide on his handsome, stubble face. “What’s this?”

He nodded and pointed at it. “Fraternity album. We make one every year. That’s your dad’s senior year.” He hiccuped, the smile growing brighter. “My dad’s, too.”

I smiled back. “You’re a legacy like me?”

He nodded. “Yup. Pretty cool, huh?”

In fact, it was. Mainly because I’d never seen pictures of my dad before he married my mom or when he wasn’t a baby. And so I flipped open the book, just as Steve got up and then promptly sat down next to me, hairy leg to hairy leg. I gulped and tried to ignore the contact, the flesh on flesh, the hair tickling my knee.

And then there he was, unmistakable. Me with long hair, flashing a peace sign, all in black-and-white.

“Holy fuck,” said Steve. “That your dad?”

I nodded and grinned. “Hard to believe.” Especially out of his standard Brooks Brother’s suits and monochromatic ties. Times, it seemed, really had changed, and him right along with them.

Steve turned his head my way. “That’s my dad standing next to him!”

I looked back down at the book. In fact, the guy next to my dad was a dead ringer for the guy sitting next to me. Except maybe that Steve was even more stunning. In any case, I kept flipping through the book, pictures of my dad sprinkled throughout, playing sports, drinking beer, mugging for the camera, and almost always with Steve’s dad right next to him, usually shoulder to shoulder, almost always somehow touching. “Guess they were good friends,” I commented.

Steve nodded and burped, loudly, the smell of beer pervasive. “Best friends, by the looks of things.” He chuckled, the sound deep and resonating. “Twenty years ago, they were probably sitting in this very room, or nearby at least, drinking beer and getting drunk, just like us.”

“Nineteen-sixty-nine,” I said. “Or high rather than drunk, more than likely.” As odd a thought as that sounded. Then again, after seeing all the pictures, I guessed I had my dad wrong all  this time, so what was one more surprise? “And now their sons are doing the same thing.”

Then the room got strangely quiet, the only noise that of the party still going on strong outside. “Uh, maybe not the same thing, dude,” he eventually said.

I scratched my chin. “What’s that supposed to mean?” I looked his way, his face a mere few inches from my own, eyes a startling blue, if not just a tad bit bleary.

He opened the book again and pointed at his dad. “Gus, my pops, he’s, uh…he came, uh…he came out about ten years ago.”

My stomach lurched, the booze suddenly rising up in my belly. “Out?” I managed.

Steve nodded, again turning my way, chest suddenly rising and falling. “Gay,” he said.

“Gay?” I repeated. “Your dad is gay?”

The nod repeated, his eyes never leaving mine. “And the two of them look, well, awfully close in this here book.”

I fell back on the futon, my eyes shut tight. This wasn’t yet another surprise that I could handle. Hippy dad, sure. Gay dad, no way. Still, I had to laugh. “Wonder what else they were doing in this room twenty years ago.” Only, there wasn’t an answer. All I could hear was his heavy breathing and the sound of the party from the hallway. When I popped my eyes open, Steve was still staring my way. “What?” I asked.

He shook his head and grinned. “Apple doesn’t fall too far from the tree, dude.”

My heart rate suddenly picked up speed. “Which apple?” And then it galloped through a furlong as he placed his hand on my knee.

“Same apple, dude. Same tree.”

I gulped. “No fucking way.”

He nodded, his hand inching up, fingers working their way up inside my shorts. “Way.”

“But you’re the president of the fraternity,” I said, watching his hand disappear before feeling it come to rest on my burgeoning stiffy.

“This means, as a pledge, you need to do whatever I tell you to do, dude.” Suddenly, he sounded a whole lot more sober. His hand squeezed my package as a million butterflies set wing inside my belly.

I looked up at him and nodded, then gulped. “Such as?”

His hand slid out of my shorts before he stood up, wobbling just a bit as he stared down at me. “You’re sweating,” he said, the grin returning. “Is it hot in here or what?”
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