

    
        
          Curse of the Alpha Idol

        

        
        
          Abby Dickenson

        

        
          Published by Under The Rotunda Publications, 2025.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      CURSE OF THE ALPHA IDOL

    

    
      First edition. March 11, 2025.

      Copyright © 2025 Abby Dickenson.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8227194077

    

    
    
      Written by Abby Dickenson.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  



  	
	    
	      Also by Abby Dickenson

	    

      
	    
          
	      A Changed Man

          
        
          
	          A Changed Man

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Be Careful What You Wish For

          
        
          
	          Be Careful What You Wish For

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Bringing Up The Rear

          
        
          
	          Bringing Up the Rear a Straight to Gay Story

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Curse of the Alpha

          
        
          
	          Curse of the Alpha

          
        
          
	          Curse of the Rival

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Femdom University

          
        
          
	          Femdom University Bundle

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      I Belong to Her Series

          
        
          
	          I Belong to Her

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Loved From Behind

          
        
          
	          Loved From Behind: Justin and the Beginning of a New Life

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      The Backrooms

          
        
          
	          Backrooms Beauty

          
        
          
	          Backrooms Genesis

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Standalone

          
        
          
	          Dropping The Ball

          
        
          
	          Curse of the Alpha Idol

          
        
          
	          Connor's Changed

          
        
          
	          Alpha Undone

          
        
          
	          Tangled In Lace

          
        
          
	          Cursed to Crave

          
        
          
	          Transformed by Desire

          
        
          
	          Transformed by Vengeance

          
        
          
	          Blackthorn's Curse

          
        
          
	          Enchanted Curves A Halloween Transformation

          
        
          
	          Jade Unbound

          
        
          
	          Chamber of Her Making

          
        
          
	          Perfume of Desire

          
        
          
	          Pin Up: A Game of Chance and Change

          
        
          
	          Saoirse's Gold: A Leprechaun's Claim

          
        
          
	          Veils of Smoke

          
        
          
	          The Fitness App Curse

          
        
          
	          Trixie's Happy Ever After

          
        
          
	          The Inheritance Clause

          
        
          
	          Snap Trap

          
        
          
	          Deserved Curves

          
        
          
	          The Mirror of Flesh and Desire

          
        
          
	          Dressing Room Desire

          
        
          
	          Enchanted Wedding Ring

          
        
          
	          The Fertility Goddess Statue

          
        
          
	          Roommate's Revenge Spell

          
        
          
	          Bimbo Court: From Baller to Bimbo

          
        
          
	          Villa of Curves

          
        
          
	          Curves of No Return

          
        
          
	          Cursed Pages

          
        
      

      
    
    


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Also By Abby Dickenson

Chapter 1

Chapter 2

Chapter 3

Chapter 4

Chapter 5

Sign up for Abby Dickenson's Mailing List

Further Reading: Be Careful What You Wish For

Also By Abby Dickenson

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 1


[image: ]


The bass thumped through the walls of the Delta Sigma Phi house, a relentless pulse that rattled the cheap Solo cups scattered across every surface. It was a Friday night in early March, the kind of night where the air was thick with sweat, beer, and the unspoken hierarchy of college life. Luke Grayson stood in the center of it all, a 19-year-old sophomore with the kind of presence that made heads turn—whether out of admiration or annoyance, he didn’t much care. At 6’2” and built like he’d been sculpted for the soccer field, Luke carried himself with the swagger of a guy who knew he was untouchable. His Adidas Samba XLGs—pristine white despite the sticky floor—squeaked faintly as he shifted his weight, a red cup of lukewarm Natty Light dangling from his hand like a scepter.

The fraternity party was in full swing, a chaotic swirl of bodies packed into the living room. A couple of freshmen were doing a keg stand in the corner, egged on by a circle of shouting brothers, while a playlist of trap beats blared over the speakers. Luke’s soccer team sweatshirt, emblazoned with “Midwest State Strikers” in bold red letters, clung to his broad shoulders, the fabric slightly stretched from too many push-ups and protein shakes. His sweatpants hung low, casual but deliberate, showing off the taper of his athletic legs. His short, tousled bro flow—bleached blond at the tips from a summer of pickup games—was mussed just enough to look like he didn’t try, even though he’d spent ten minutes in front of the dorm mirror getting it right.

“Yo, Luke, you gonna shotgun that or just pose with it all night?” a voice called over the noise. It was Jake, a wiry junior with a vape perpetually glued to his lips, leaning against the arm of a sagging couch. A chorus of laughter followed, and Luke flashed a grin—sharp, predatory, the kind that said he was always three steps ahead.

“Bro, I’d smoke you in a race before you even popped the tab,” Luke shot back, tilting his head back to chug the beer in one smooth motion. He crushed the cup against his forehead, letting it drop to the floor with a flourish as the guys around him whooped. It was a performance, sure, but Luke lived for it. Being the alpha wasn’t just a vibe—it was a lifestyle. On the field, he was the striker who didn’t pass, the guy who’d rather take the shot himself than trust a teammate. Off it, he was the loudest laugh, the boldest move, the one who’d hook up with a sorority girl in the bathroom and swagger out like it was nothing.

Tonight, though, wasn’t just about flexing. Luke had his eyes on something bigger: a bid from Delta Sig. He’d been circling the frat since freshman year, dropping by their parties, tossing back shots with the brothers, proving he wasn’t just another jock with a ball and a dream. The soccer team was his kingdom, but a fraternity was legacy—status that stuck with you past graduation. And Delta Sig? They were the top dogs on campus, the kind of crew that threw ragers like this one and still had alumni pulling strings for cushy internships. Luke wanted in, and he wasn’t about to let some half-assed pledge process stop him.

The crowd parted slightly as Kyle strode over, a senior brother with a jawline that could cut glass and a smirk that screamed entitlement. At 6’4”, he towered over most of the room, his black Delta Sig tank top showing off arms that looked like they’d been forged in a gym. Kyle was the unofficial gatekeeper of the fraternity, the guy who decided who was worthy and who got left on the curb. Luke had been sizing him up for weeks, matching his energy drink for drink, joke for joke, never blinking first. Respect was a game, and Luke played to win.

“Grayson,” Kyle drawled, stopping a few feet away and crossing his arms. The chatter around them dulled, heads turning to catch the exchange. “You’ve been hangin’ around like you already got a bid. What’s the deal, man? You think you’re one of us just ‘cause you can kick a ball?”

Luke didn’t flinch. He stepped closer, squaring his shoulders, his grin widening. “Nah, bro, I think I’m one of you ‘cause I’m better than half the clowns you’ve already let in.” A ripple of “oohs” went through the crowd, and Jake coughed on his vape, grinning like he’d just won a bet.

Kyle’s eyes narrowed, but the corner of his mouth twitched—a tell that Luke clocked instantly. The guy was amused, maybe even impressed, but he wasn’t about to let Luke off easy. “Big talk for a sophomore,” Kyle said, his voice low and deliberate. “But talk’s cheap. You wanna prove you’re Delta Sig material, you gotta show us some balls.”

“Name it,” Luke fired back, not missing a beat. His pulse kicked up, but he kept his stance loose, his tone dripping with confidence. Whatever it was, he’d crush it. Keg stand? Done. Beer pong streak? Easy. He’d run laps around these guys if he had to.

Kyle glanced over his shoulder at the other brothers, a silent signal passing between them. Then he turned back to Luke, leaning in close enough that Luke could smell the whiskey on his breath. “Alright, hotshot. There’s a little something in the anthropology building—small idol, locked up in a display case on the second floor. Been there forever, some creepy ancient shit. You sneak in, grab it, and bring it back here by sunrise. Do that, and we’ll talk about a bid.”

Luke’s grin faltered for half a second, just long enough for Kyle to notice. The anthropology building? That was across campus, locked up tight after hours, and probably alarmed. Sneaking in wasn’t a prank—it was a felony waiting to happen. But then he caught the glint in Kyle’s eye, the challenge hanging there like a dare. Backing down wasn’t an option. Not with two dozen guys watching, not with his rep on the line. He’d seen worse—sneaking into the coach’s office to snag a playbook, boosting beers from a gas station on a dare. This was just another flex.

“Piece of cake,” Luke said, clapping Kyle on the shoulder hard enough to make it sting. “I’ll have it back here before you pussies finish your next round.” The room erupted in cheers, fists pumping, and someone shoved another beer into his hand. Luke chugged it for good measure, tossing the cup over his shoulder as he headed for the door. The cold night air hit him like a slap as he stepped outside, but it only sharpened his focus. Game on.

The walk across campus was brisk, his sneakers scuffing the pavement as he cut through the quad. Midwest State wasn’t Ivy League—more of a mid-tier party school with a decent soccer team—but the anthropology building loomed ahead like something out of a ghost story. Three stories of weathered brick, windows dark except for the faint glow of exit signs. Luke’s breath puffed in the chilly March air, his hands stuffed into the kangaroo pocket of his sweatshirt. He didn’t have a plan beyond “get in, get out,” but that was his style—wing it and win.

Up close, the building looked even less inviting. A heavy double door with a keypad lock stared him down, and a quick tug confirmed it wasn’t budging. Luke circled around, scanning for a weak spot. A basement window caught his eye—low to the ground, cracked open an inch, probably forgotten by some janitor. Perfect. He dropped to a crouch, wincing as the damp grass soaked through his sweatpants, and pried the window wider. It groaned but gave, just enough for him to squeeze through.

Inside, the air was stale, thick with the smell of old books and dust. Luke landed on a concrete floor, his sneakers squeaking as he straightened up. He flicked on his phone’s flashlight, the beam cutting through the gloom of what looked like a storage room—boxes of papers, a mop bucket, nothing fancy. A stairwell door beckoned, and he took it two steps at a time, his heart pounding now, not from fear but from the thrill. This was his element: pushing limits, breaking rules, coming out on top.

The second floor was a maze of hallways, glass cases lining the walls with artifacts no one cared about—pottery shards, arrowheads, a chipped skull with a faded label. Luke swept his light over them, hunting for the idol. He found it
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