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Becky’s fingers tightened around the steering wheel of the rented Suburban as they rolled past the wrought iron gates of Delta Kappa Epsilon. The letters still gleamed gold against the brick arch, though the paint had chipped in places like old scars. Twenty-two years since she’d last crossed this threshold in a pleated skirt and a too-tight tank top, and the air inside the car still felt thick with the same reckless electricity.  

Jake sat beside her, seat reclined just enough that the seatbelt cut across his chest like a loose harness. He hadn’t said much since the airport. Every mile closer to campus he’d grown quieter, thumb rubbing the worn oak paddle in his lap—the one with the faded Greek letters burned into it, the one she’d watched him sand and stain himself the week before rush, back when he still believed brotherhood meant something unbreakable. Now the paddle rested against his thigh like a relic he wasn’t sure he was worthy to carry.

She reached over and brushed her knuckles along the inside of his wrist. “Still sure?”  

He swallowed. “I’m sure I love watching you remember who you used to be.”  

The smile she gave him was slow, wicked, the same one that had made pledges drop to their knees in the basement of this very house. She killed the engine in the circular drive already crammed with Range Rovers and lifted Jeeps. Music thumped from the open windows of the mansion, bass low and sexual, the kind that settled between a woman’s legs and refused to leave.

Inside, the foyer smelled of oak and spilled bourbon and something darker—sweat, skin, the unmistakable musk of bodies already halfway undressed. Balloons in school colors drifted overhead, brushing the chandelier. Someone had strung fairy lights along the grand staircase, and beneath them, a girl in a cropped hoodie laughed while a man twice her age pressed her against the banister, hand already sliding beneath the waistband of her leggings.

Becky stepped over a discarded thong and felt Jake’s breath hitch behind her. She didn’t look back. She didn’t need to. She could feel the heat of his gaze on the sway of her hips, the way the black wrap dress clung to the weight of her breasts, the deep plunge that promised everything and gave away nothing yet.

“Rebecca fucking Monroe.”  

The voice rolled over her like aged whiskey. She turned, and there was Mason—taller than memory allowed, shoulders broader, the same crooked smile that used to make her panties soak through during chapter meetings. His hair had gone silver at the temples, but the eyes were still predator-bright. Behind him stood Tyler and Grant, flanking him the way they always had, a matched set of trouble.

Mason’s gaze dragged down her body and back up, deliberate. “Still the only woman who ever made me thank God for short skirts.”  

Tyler stepped forward first, cupped her face like he had a right, and kissed her hard, open-mouthed, no preamble. She let him. She melted into it, a soft moan rising in her throat as his tongue swept in, tasting her like he’d been starving for the flavor. Grant moved in from the side, mouth on her neck, teeth scraping the tendon that always made her shiver.

Jake stood three feet away, paddle clutched against his chest, pupils blown wide.

When they broke apart, Mason’s thumb brushed her lower lip, smearing her lipstick. “Brought us a present, I see.” His eyes flicked to Jake. “Still carrying that thing around, little brother? Thought you’d have burned it by now.”

Jake’s voice came out rough. “Some things are worth keeping.”

Grant laughed low, the sound curling around Becky’s spine. “We’ll see how long that lasts.”

They moved deeper into the house like a tide pulling her under. The formal living room had been cleared of furniture except for a low, padded bench someone had dragged in from the basement—the same bench she’d once been bent over while the entire pledge class watched. Red cups littered every surface. A girl she didn’t recognize knelt between two alumni on the couch, head bobbing slow and worshipful. No one looked twice.

Mason steered her with a hand low on her back, fingers brushing the swell of her ass. “Drink first,” he said, pressing a tumbler of something dark into her hand. She drank without tasting, eyes locked on Jake as Tyler circled him like a shark.

“Strip,” Tyler told him, casual as asking the time.

Jake’s fingers fumbled with his belt. Shirt next, then pants, until he stood in nothing but black boxer briefs already tented at the front. The paddle he set carefully on the floor, handle toward them—an offering.

Becky’s pulse thrummed between her thighs. She felt the first slick rush of arousal soak the lace between her legs.

Grant hooked two fingers in the knot of her dress and tugged. The fabric parted like theater curtains, sliding off her shoulders to pool at her feet. Underneath, she wore black lace so sheer it was almost nothing, nipples dark and peaked against the mesh, the crotch already visibly damp. The room exhaled a collective breath.

Mason stepped behind her, chest to her back, and cupped her breasts, thumbs rolling her nipples until she arched with a whimper. “Still the best tits on campus,” he murmured against her ear. “Remember sophomore year? When we tied you to the pool table and took turns until you couldn’t walk straight for a week?”

She remembered. God, she remembered every second.

Tyler dropped to his knees in front of her, hands sliding up her thighs. He didn’t ask. He hooked his fingers in the lace and ripped. The sound of tearing fabric made Jake flinch, cock jerking visibly in his briefs.

Tyler’s mouth found her pussy like he’d been dreaming of it for decades. His tongue parted her folds, lapped up the wetness already dripping down her thighs, circled her clit with merciless precision. Becky’s head fell back against Mason’s shoulder, a broken moan spilling out as Grant caught her wrists, drew them behind her back.

Silk appeared from somewhere—someone’s tie, crimson and slippery. Grant wound it around her wrists, tight enough that she felt the bite, the delicious loss of control. Her shoulders pulled back, breasts thrust forward into Mason’s rough palms.

Tyler sucked her clit hard, two fingers pushing inside her, curling, stroking that spot that made her knees buckle. She would have fallen if Mason hadn’t held her up, teeth grazing her throat.

“Look at him,” Mason growled in her ear. “Look at your husband while another man eats your pussy like it belongs to him.”

Jake’s eyes were glassy, lips parted, chest heaving. One of his hands had slipped inside his briefs, stroking himself in time with Tyler’s tongue.

Grant stepped away, returned with the paddle. He trailed the smooth wood along her stomach, down to where Tyler’s mouth worked her relentlessly. “Still got the old initiation marks?” he asked Jake, voice deceptively mild. “Or did marriage sand those away?”

Jake’s answer was a strangled sound.

Becky came hard on Tyler’s tongue, thighs clamping around his head, a sharp cry tearing from her throat. Tyler didn’t stop, just gentled his strokes, drawing the orgasm out until she sagged, trembling.

They moved her then, half-carrying her to the bench. She went willingly, body liquid and aching. Someone—Grant—pushed her down so she lay on her back, bound wrists trapped beneath her, hips at the edge. The position left her completely exposed, pussy glistening and swollen, legs spread wide.

Mason unbuckled his belt with deliberate slowness. The sound of leather sliding free made her clench around nothing. He folded it once, twice, then trailed the looped end over her nipples, down her belly, between her legs. He tapped her clit lightly, just enough sting to make her gasp.

“Count,” he said.

The first real strike landed across her inner thigh, sharp and perfect. She jolored “One,” voice shaking. Another, higher, closer to her pussy. “Two.” By five her thighs trembled, skin blooming pink, cunt dripping onto the leather beneath her.

Tyler and Grant had stripped too. Their cocks jutted heavy and flushed, Tyler thicker, Grant longer, both already leaking precum that caught the light. They stroked themselves lazily, watching Mason paint her skin with measured, precise blows until she was sobbing with need, hips rolling, begging in broken whispers.

Only then did Mason toss the belt aside. He gripped her thighs, spread her wider, and drove into her in one brutal thrust.

Becky screamed, back arching off the bench. He was huge, stretching her open, filling her so completely she felt pinned, impaled, owned. He didn’t give her time to
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