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Jason deserved to be punished. Lying there on his bed, he knew it, for he'd knowingly broken the rules of Alpha Beta Gamma. As he'd learned during his hazing, this fraternity didn't mess around; ordeals were strictly old-school in nature, albeit often rather imaginative in execution. It was a cruel position the leaders had put him in.

Kent, the rough-voiced drill-sergeant type whom Jason remembered so well from initiation night, had been the one to tell him how punishment worked here.

“You pick your poison,” he'd said, as Jason struggled to keep his gaze level with Kent's, rather than letting it roam the length of that hard, lean body. Jason had scarcely even needed to undress Kent with his eyes at all to discern the outlines of his muscles through that tight T-shirt.

“So I can choose whatever I want?” Jason had asked, returning his attention to the conversation.

“Yes. But be careful, pretty boy,” Kent had said with a note of gruffness. “Don't go too easy on yourself.”

Jason still didn't think that was likely, not with the memories of his hazing still fresh in his mind. While he often called up mainstream hetero porn on his laptop—as a precaution against nosy roommates—what Jason was really thinking of was being roughly blindfolded and forced to stand still as countless male hands ripped his clothes off.

He remembered running sight unseen through the gauntlet of paddles, feeling the force of the vicious blows reverberate all the way from his glutes to the tip of his hard cock. They'd tied him up in a position used for torture since ancient times, and then, with his bare ass in the air, they'd—

But Kent hadn't been patient enough to let Jason go off into a personal reverie for long. “You with me, scrub?” he'd asked suspiciously.

Jason had nodded.

“Good. As I was saying, if we don't like what you choose, then it's our choice. You can take it, or you can take your pansy ass right out that front door. Remember, everything is completely voluntary here.”

“Got it,” Jason had replied, and after staring him down a moment, Kent had left. This had put Jason exactly where he was now, a day later—still pondering, still remembering, still undecided as to how much “punishment” he could ask for without making his fraternity brothers suspicious.

No one in the fraternity had said anything about the night they'd filled Jason's holes and rubbed him off, as though their swift return to comparing all the hot girls they knew could erase the fact that they'd willingly fucked another man. Jason had wisely kept his mouth shut, yet he also kept alive the memories of what had happened when he let his mouth fall open with these men.

But this time around, Jason couldn't simply passively accept his fate. He had decisions to make if he wanted to play this right.

Indeed, he had a heroic undertaking before him, threading his way between Scylla and Charybdis with certain doom on either side. Going too easy in choosing his punishment meant risking the wrath of his elders and then exile, whereas asking for the punishment he really wanted would instantly arouse the suspicion that he secretly enjoyed this sort of thing. There, again, he'd find wrath and exile.

Somewhere, too, in the mash-up of lore that was Jason's personal mythology, there were seductive sirens—provided that sirens could come in male form rather than female, of course. He was sorely tempted to let himself be drawn in by the call of the perfect bodies around him, even if it meant the ruin of all he'd worked so diligently to achieve. To give up his hard-earned place in the fraternity, the thin mask that enabled him to blend in with the others, all for one night of debauched pleasure tempted him deeply, and yet he knew now was not yet the time for such abandon.

A knock on the open door startled Jason. “Come in,” he called vaguely, but the sound of footsteps entering overlapped his invitation. By the time Jason swung his legs around and sat on the edge of the bed to greet his impatient visitor, the man had crossed the room to stand directly in front of Jason.

“Stand up. Kent wants you in his room,” ordered the tall, dark man before him.

Jason ignored the skip of his heartbeat at the phrase, “Kent wants you in his room.” He knew it meant nothing—Kent's room was merely where the elders held any meetings too private for the common room. Focusing again on the present, Jason realized he recognized the face before him and, smiling more in trepidation than friendship, ventured a name as he stood. “Gabe, right?”

“It's Gary,” the man corrected Jason disdainfully, not softening a bit.

“Sorry. I meant Gary. I've got it now,” Jason said nervously.

“No more talking. Come,” commanded Gary, and Jason's cock twitched as though trying to fulfill the unintentionally sexual request—“Come.”
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The elders—the college seniors whose four years in the fraternity had earned them the right to judge newcomers like Jason—stood arrayed in a semicircle. All in all, there were seven of them, and most were still strangers to Jason. The only names he knew for sure were Kent's and Gary's.

“Step forward,” Kent said firmly from his position of honor in the center of the arc.

As Gary joined his place at Kent's right hand, Jason stepped out of the dim shadow cast by the open door. Another man shut it behind him and turned the thumb-latch on the knob, for privacy.

“Closer,” Kent said as the crescent reformed around Jason.

Jason took a breath and ventured a large step right into the pool of light from the window. Squinting against the afternoon sun beaming directly at his eyes, Jason tried to adjust. He didn't even attempt to relax enough to calm his fluttering pulse; that was clearly a lost cause.

Willing his extremely erect dick to go limp again was equally fruitless. Jason could only hope that the bright light shining right at him would sear away any telltale shadows at his crotch, flattening the undeniable shapes there into obscurity.

“What was your crime?” Kent asked coolly.

Jason knew better than to argue over the harsh language. “My crime was to break the Code of Alpha Beta Gamma fraternity,” he replied promptly. He tried to look neither too proud nor too weak, seeking Kent's eyes against the glare of the sun.

“Good,” Kent said neutrally, though Jason couldn't see enough of Kent's face to make out his expression. “And which law of the Code did you break?”

“Confidentiality,” Jason said at once. “I wrote about the initiation on my Facebook page,” he confessed.

“Do you have anything to say in your defense?” Gary interjected before Kent could continue. Jason wondered if Gary was meant to play “good cop” in this questioning, then quickly let the thought go.

Did he have anything to say in his own defense? Of course he did. He could explain that he hadn't known just how far the “law” of confidentiality was meant to extend. He could say that all his Facebook friends were far away back in rural Iowa anyway, and thus posed no threat to the fraternity. He could point out that really he'd only referred to the initiation in the vaguest possible terms—after all, there were many reasons why one might have a sore ass.

He said none of this. They wouldn't take it right, and he could sense that this wasn't really about what he'd done anyway. This was about the blood-lust pouring from the men, almost tangible in the musk of their sweat. This was about their desire to punish him, if only because he was a bit odd in ways they couldn't quite put their finger on. This was about hearing him cry out in a raw, primal release of pain and pleasure.

Jason licked his dry lips, knowing now was hardly an appropriate moment to pull his chapstick out of his pocket. “I have nothing to say in my defense,” he replied.

“Alright,” said Kent. “Then tell us, if you would, what your punishment will be,” he continued, a slightly mocking tone creeping into his voice. Jason didn't mind; in fact, he almost enjoyed the subtle reminder of Kent's superiority, of his own low status.

It was time for what Jason could only hope were the magic words that would unlock access to his deepest sexual desires. “I want you to initiate me again,” he declared.

When only a surprised silence followed, he continued with his rationale: “Obviously, I didn't take the whole thing seriously enough the first time—otherwise I wouldn't have willingly broken the Code, right?”

Only an uneasy pause followed, so Jason continued. “This time around, I promise I'll try to do better. After all, if I fail again, you'll kick me out—and then I'd have to initiate all over again next year if I want back in. So I figure this just makes sense,” he concluded, hoping against hope that they'd take the bait and do to him all the horrible, wonderful things they'd done before.

“It doesn't work like that,” snapped Kent after a pause. “You don't get to go back and try again.”

Jason's heart sank. He could hear Gary murmuring to Kent for a moment, but he couldn't make out the words. Kent grunted assent to Gary.

Then, in a softer tone, Kent went on. “However, I do think a physical ordeal is in order here. Normally, we'd just put you on kitchen duty for a week if you couldn't come up with something good to punish yourself.”

Jason deflated a little. Kitchen duty? That wasn't the punishment he had hoped for.

“But,” said Kent, and Jason's outlook lifted with that one little word, “in your case, I think we can work out something...special.”

Kent came toward Jason with slow, deliberate steps, somehow managing to make the soft squeak of his sneakers on the wooden floor seem as ominous as any click of a boot-heel. He circled Jason so closely Jason could smell his shampoo, some unknown perfumer's idea of an “ocean breeze” fragrance clinging to Kent's light-brown waves.

Once Kent had completed one full circuit, leaving the fine hairs on Jason's neck still tingling at the roots from the rush of Kent's hot breath, the arrogant young man spoke. “Men, bring the tarp.”
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An immediate flurry of activity followed in which the circle dispersed to bring not just a tarp, but also many other objects from all the secret corners of the room and from Kent's generously sized walk-in closet. Jason stood stock-still until a short but burly black man growled at him to move out of the way. Only a few seconds passed with Jason standing aside, looking on in awe at the scene being set before him before unseen hands whipped a blindfold over his eyes from behind—just like during his initiation.

“Remember,” came Kent's voice from somewhere ahead and to the left of him, approaching slowly, “you asked for this. Still, if you show the slightest resistance or say no, we gotta stop. Whatever happens is completely voluntary, and we're all over eighteen here. No more crying about it on Facebook. Got it?”

“Got it,” Jason confirmed.

“Good,” Kent muttered. Jason could tell Kent was quite close to him by then, but he was unprepared for Kent's large hand to slide around and cup the back of his head. For a brief, confused moment, he wondered if Kent meant to kiss him, but then firmly, gently, Kent pressed Jason's head downward with one hand. The sound of a zipper being undone followed.

Jason let the motion of his head continue willingly, but his balance was uncertain. He could feel the edge of the bed behind his calves as he swayed backward, but Kent didn't seem inclined to pull him























d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
A Punishment

I’ .M y






d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





