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The football player whose big dick I’d been sucking for the past ten minutes suddenly held the back of my head with both hands. I knew what was coming. Specifically, he was cumming, if I may introduce that play on words. 

Moments later, he moaned and held my hair tightly and his cock pulsed between my lips, and I felt his load fill my mouth, fill my throat, cover my tongue. It was salty and musky, similar to the previous loads I had swallowed that night, but distinct in a way I’d find difficult to describe. A few of the upperclassmen I had pleasured had chosen to cum on me rather than in me, and my face, hair and bare chest were still adorned with pearlescent remnants of those previous loads. I had lost count of how many cocks I had sucked that night; this was either the sixth or the seventh. They were the first cocks I’d ever sucked in my life, and already I’d lost track, lost an accurate reckoning of the parade of man meat getting shoved down my throat. 

He stepped back, and I stared dutifully up into his eyes. He was shirtless, hairless, absolutely ripped, with a handsome face and perfectly windswept coiffed hair that belonged on the cover of a romance novel. He was beautiful, I decided just then. His jeans were around his ankles, limiting the length of his step. He was still close enough to me to slap me across the face with his softening cock, which he did with an audible SMACK. 

“Good work, slut,” he said. “You’re gonna fit right in around here. Goddamn, you’re hard as a rock. I can tell you actually enjoy this.”

He was right. In spite of myself, I was enjoying it. 

My name is Nate Lewis. I am a freshman at my university, a big party school with Division I sports teams that regularly contend for national titles. I decided to pledge for Phi Upsilon Fraternity, which is absolutely our university’s ticket to the big time—every major party, every important social event, everything you could ever want to be a part of your college experience was unlocked if you were in Phi Upsilon. Ninety percent of the most popular, socially influential men on campus were in this frat, from athletes, to actors and performers, to prodigy scientists and engineers. They had the hottest girlfriends, the most money, and the best job opportunities after college. It was basically a universal skeleton key to everything you wanted in life. 

I had not known when I pledged that the freshmen served as concubines for the upperclassmen. 

They had all done it, apparently; the present upperclassmen had been concubines for their group of upperclassmen, as they had done for those before them, and so on. Somehow, they’d kept the secret. I cannot begin to imagine the social ostracization that would befall anyone who dared break the code of silence around Phi Upsilon concubinage. They might just disappear that poor hapless fool down a well, and then give everyone the Men in Black amnesia ray treatment. I am sure they had their ways. It didn’t stay a secret for generations by accident. 

Part of it was simply being a part of such an elite social group. We were told, correctly I suppose, how lucky we were to even be considered for such an honor. That we would probably end up rich, potentially famous, having everything we ever wanted, just by virtue of being in this fraternity. It was a kingmaking organization, a springboard to success and power. All you had to do was, essentially, go gay for pay one weekend a month. 

That’s right. It was a big enough fraternity that you only had to work one weekend ‘shift’ a month. Not really so bad, in the grand scheme of things. Who wouldn’t suck a little cock in the face of such grand rewards, with such an overflowing pot of gold at the end of the rainbow? 

Okay, suck a little cock is an understatement. We’d be sucking a lot of cock. 

It was a strange dynamic. Every member of the frat would swear aloud that he wasn’t gay, might be mildly offended by the suggestion. It was possible, I suppose, that they weren’t, though it’d be surprising if none of them were. It turns out, and this will perhaps not surprise you, that college frat boys are the horniest demographic on the entire planet. To an extent, a mouth is a mouth, and a blowjob was a blowjob. We were there for if their girlfriends were out of town, or not in the mood, or if they just needed a quickie. We were there at the drop of a hat, available for any full upperclassmen member of the frat, whenever they wanted us, as long as weren’t currently in use by a different member. 

Besides the general absurdly high level of horniness among our members, there was also a power dynamic at play. Humiliation and showing your underlings who was boss had always been a part of frat life, and this was, in a sense, no different. Power dynamics had been a part of sex for longer than any binary model of hetero-homo sexuality had ever been. Maybe it was something that the Ancient Romans had correct. Sex was sex, in a sense. When you needed to get off, it always, always, always felt better to do it with somebody else than it felt to do it solo. 

Before that night, I had not thought I’d had a gay bone in my body. I was nervous about sucking cock, about being used by the upperclassmen of Phi Upsilon. But I certainly wanted all the rewards that membership would eventually bring me. I thought I could get through just about anything to get to that pot of gold at the end of the rainbow. But that football player who I had just sucked off had been exactly right. I had found myself enjoying it. I was naked, on my knees, covered in other men’s cum, about a pint of jizz in my stomach, and I was rock-fucking-hard. I was hornier than I had maybe ever been, in all my nineteen years. 

For supposedly not being gay, the upperclassmen members of Phi Upsilon had certainly selected a certain type as their pledges, and all their present members for that matter. Put simply, they were all pretty boys. Pretty femme-looking, including me. To a man, they’d all make for easy transgender transitions, if they’d chosen to do so. Maybe not the big buff athletes, but me and others like me, scrawny pretty-boy twinky femboy types. I had not exactly cultivated that look throughout my life, but yeah, I was a cute little pretty boy who would have easily passed for an attractive woman. My body was lithe and muscular, I was very short, my long black hair was naturally luxurious, my eyelashes were long, my cheekbones were high and my lips were full and pouty. I owed my diminutive stature and somewhat feminine features to my Japanese mother, I supposed. Apart from my cock and lack of tits, I could have passed for a woman. My hips were even a little bit wider than they ought to have been, my butt and thighs just a little too prominent. Apparently, I sucked cock as well as any woman, judging from the reactions of the men I had served so far that night. 

Human sexuality was more complex than simply being hetero or homo. People were more complicated than that. It seemed that I was certainly more complicated than that. I still suspected I’d eventually end up with a woman, even as I was enjoying my college experience of sucking cock for social rewards. 

In the meantime, there were more cocks to take care of. 

The football player whose name I did not know pulled up his pants and left the dorm room. I also did not know whose dorm room it was; I knew only that I was in the center of it, naked, on my knees, taking care of whomever happened to pass through that door. 

I did not have long to wait. The previous man was gone, and the next was in right behind him, as if there were a line waiting outside. I would not be surprised if there were. 

This new man was beautiful as well, which, if he was in this fraternity, then of course he was beautiful. I took it as a compliment that they would admit me, given how attractive the median member of this fraternity tended to be. 

Never before this night had I ever described another man as beautiful, not even in my thoughts. But sucking cock had brought that out of me, I supposed. 

This new man was more than beautiful, I realized. He was godlike. Like the man before him, this man was topless, about six-foot-three, and absolutely ripped-to-shreds muscular. He wore a silver cross around his neck that sat between his muscular, powerful pecs. Perfectly styled sun-gold hair framed storm-blue eyes that held both mirth and lust. His jaw was square and resolute, anchoring a face made for ancient statues. As he walked his muscles rippled like chiseled marble, heroic and effortless, each step seeming to echo with the gravity of the Olympic Gods. 

And I was going to get to suck his cock. 

Suddenly, I realized I recognized him. It was Jason Brandt. 

Star quarterback of our potential national champion football team, big man on campus, national celebrity superstar, his beautiful face and body gracing the cover of various magazines and websites and newspapers. His family was already rich, Texas oil money if I remembered correctly. He was already a gazillionaire, and would be a couple times over once he went to the NFL. 

He was a member of my fraternity. 

Rather, I was a member of his fraternity. 

And I was going to get to suck his cock. 

Hi. My name is Nate Lewis, I had thought myself heterosexual my entire life in spite of being a petite, slight-of-build little twink-looking femboy, and I was about to suck the cock of one of the world’s greatest alpha men. 

“So, you’re the big new dicksucking star,” Jason said, in a golden baritone. “All the boys
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