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PHIL I stopped listening to him a couple of
minutes ago. It doesn’t matter. He just wants someone to listen to
him drivel on and on.

He won’t notice, either, that all I do is smile and
nod, my eyes as wide open as I can make them without worrying about
them popping out, and all I am saying is “oh” or “really” with the
right, interested inflection when I can tell by his tone that some
noise from me is required for him to keep talking. He’s probably
the most conceited and self-absorbed alumnus I’ve met, and that is
saying something, since I’ve never met any alumnus who isn’t a
boring drone who stays involved with the house because they think
it was the best time of their life, and being active in the alumni
association somehow makes them still a part of the brotherhood.

I prefer the ones who just write a check when they
get a fundraising letter and never come around.

I mean, I get it. When you’re putting in sixty hours
a week at some high-stress job and then coming home to a bunch of
spoiled kids and a trophy wife who spends all your money faster
than you can make it and your own mortality is staring you in the
eye, you miss your days in college living at the Beta Kappa house
when you didn’t have an asshole boss and your phone wasn’t blowing
up all the time with needy asshole clients who act like you’re
their own personal slave and all you had to do was show up for
class and study every once in a while and you spent most of the
rest of your time drinking and smoking pot and snorting coke and
fucking every girl you could get so wasted she couldn’t say no or
stop you from taking their clothes off and doing what you wanted.
How many times have I had to listen to some alumnus whose body has
gone to seed, who’s gone bald, and whose best days are long behind
him relive the debaucheries of his youth, getting that sad faraway
look in his eyes as he thinks back fondly to that time before he
had to be at the office all day only to come home to some bitch of
a wife and deal with assholes all the fucking time, remembering
when they didn’t have to deal with all the horseshit they have to
put up with to get the damned paycheck to keep up the front that
they’re living the American fucking dream?

It’s pathetic, really.

It’s just another reason I am glad I am gay.

Take Rubin Monterro, for example. He’s the classic
example of the Beta Kappa alumnus. He’s got a glass of the
expensive Scotch I keep in the president’s office for when the rich
bastards come by to play big shot and make me grovel for donation
money. Rubin is not just any alumnus, he’s president of the damned
alumni association for our chapter, and he’s driven all the way up
here to San Felice from Beverly Hills for something. He usually
comes up once a month to check on things, hang out, drink some
Scotch, and ogle some of the Little Sisters or sorority girls—he
especially likes to drive up during Little Sister Rush week.

His monthly visit—and I do consider it to be the
same fucking thing as a period—was just last week, so I wasn’t
expecting him today. He caught me off guard when he called this
morning and said he was heading up for a visit. I’ve been waiting
now for twenty minutes for him to get to the point. He wants
something, something is up—I don’t know which, but it’s fucking
irritating as hell that he won’t just get to the goddamned
point.

My cheeks are starting to ache from the phony
smile.

It’s ironic, though—calling him was on my to-do list
for today. Well, he was about four numbers down on the list of
people I was going to call, but since he’s here I might as well ask
him first. He always makes me sweat for the money. He always writes
the check, but he likes to make me feel like a whore before he
does.

That’s why he’s the last one I will call out of the
five I can always count on for an emergency donation.

This time will be different because he wants
something from me, from the house. This isn’t a social call.

I just have to wait for him to get to the point.

He will eventually, if I should live so long.

And when I know what he wants—I’ll ask for the
money.

It’s all part of the game the chapter president has
to play: Suck Up to the Alumni.

It’s a small price to pay for the perks of being
president.

I let my mind wander a bit as he keeps talking,
gesturing, the Scotch swirling around inside the glass. I notice
the bottle of Scotch sitting on my desk is about half-empty, so I
make a mental note to give Joe Altamura a call. He’s an alumnus,
too, and owns a string of liquor stores up and down the California
coast, from Eureka down to San Diego. San Felice has two of them,
one near the campus and the other up in the hills where the rich
people live. Joe always gives us kegs at cost and will donate cases
of the good stuff we need to keep on hand for when some alumnus
like Rubin comes by that I’ll have to schmooze and suck up to and
work for a donation.

Joe gets it. He was president when he was an
undergraduate. He remembers what dicks alumni can be.

Even though they know the chapter isn’t swimming in
cash at the best of times, we can’t give any of our distinguished
and respected alumni cheap booze before asking them for money.

I never ask Joe for money. Free liquor and cheap
kegs are more than enough.

Sometimes he’ll send us a check without being asked.
He gets it.

Rubin doesn’t get it. He was never chapter
president. It’s not hard to guess why, either.

He was probably a douchebag then, too.

Let me make a game out of this. So, what’s the
over / under for him getting to the damned point?

I look at him. At least another five minutes.

Rubin Monterro is a big-deal entertainment lawyer.
At least, he thinks he is. And like every lawyer I’ve ever met, he
loves an audience. He knows, as chapter president, I have to listen
to the alumni association president as long as he wants me to,
which makes me loathe him even more. Now he’s dropping names of his
big important clients. Every time he drops a name I look
appropriately impressed and say “wow” and “cool” when he stops to
breathe.

I fucking hate playing games. But that’s what I
signed up for when I ran for president.

And I am good at playing games.

That’s how I got elected in the first fucking
place.

Middle-class boys from Santa Rosa don’t get elected
president of Gamma Rho chapter of Beta Kappa fraternity at the
University of California–San Felice without being good at playing
games.

“You have such an interesting life, Brother Rubin,”
I say in my sincerest voice when he takes a drink. “All those
celebrities!”

“They’re just people, Phil,” he says with a wink.
“Neurotic, crazy people with a lot of talent and money, but
still—people.”

I laugh, because he wants me to.

He holds his glass out, and I splash some more
Scotch into it.

I know more about Rubin Monterro than his current
wife probably does—and for the record, she is the second Mrs.
Monterro, former Heather Brady, Playboy centerfold and
aspiring starlet who appeared in slasher movies and was usually
killed after showing her enormous, not-enhanced-by-a-surgeon
breasts. The first Mrs. Monterro’s name was Lisabeth. She has
custody of their two children and lives in Malibu. She came from
money, of course, helped Rubin get a leg up in the business.

The divorce was her idea. She now has a live-in
lesbian lover who still works as a tennis pro.

Rubin’s parents were immigrants from Mexico who
scrimped and saved for him to go to college. He was a scholarship
student here and had to work all the way through college. I’ve
never quite figured out how he wound up as a brother of Beta Kappa.
It may have been a diversity thing—when I look at the chapter
composites from when he was a brother here, he was the only
Hispanic face and there was a black brother, too. He went from here
to Stanford Law and used his fraternity connections to get a job
with a big entertainment law firm. He made partner in five years
and is now the managing partner.

And he’s president of the alumni association.

I look at him and wonder what it was like for him
when he was a brother here, working when all his lily-white spoiled
rich-boy brothers had trust funds and credit cards and never had to
worry about where the next six-pack was coming from.

I sometimes wonder if that’s why he’s such a dick as
a president of the alumni, if he’s somehow trying to get even with
the brothers who treated him like the help when he was an
undergrad.

I’ve done my homework on him, but he hasn’t done his
on me.

I know that he has three brothers and two sisters,
all of them blue collar. I know he helps them out financially but
they aren’t welcome at his home in the Hollywood Hills—there aren’t
family holiday parties there, and his kids don’t mix with their
cousins. All of those nieces and nephews are blue collar, too.

I wish I could just tell him that I’m not some
spoiled rich kid, too.

But that’s not the game we’re playing.

He wouldn’t appreciate me knowing about his
background any more than he’d respect me for mine.

If anything, he’d hate me for it, make my life a
living hell.

And I need him to write us a check for a new
air-conditioning system because the current one was installed back
during the Reagan years when Rubin was an undergraduate and it’s
starting to go on the blink, and the hot Latino guy who came by to
check on it on Monday said it was on its last legs and could go at
any moment and it’s fucking July in San Felice.

The a / c guy was hot.

I definitely need to get laid tonight.

I tune Rubin back in just in time for some more
name-dropping about who he had lunch with last week and who he’s
going to see at the party he’s going to at “George’s”—I guess I’m
supposed to assume he means Clooney and make the appropriate awed
noise, because name-dropping assholes like Rubin Monterro always
assume that everyone is as awed by A-list celebrity names.

It’s all I can do not to yawn. I don’t give a rat’s
ass about celebrities.

Unless they’re writing me a check, I don’t want to
hear it.

I just want him to get to the point so I can ask him
to write the check and send him back on his merry way to LA.

The sooner the better. I glance over at the clock.
Joey will be back from the pool in about twenty minutes.

His dick is always hard when he’s finished with
practice.

There’s no bigger crime than wasting a big hard
dick.

I don’t like to commit crimes.

Rubin is still talking.

“Come on, come on,” I say to myself.

We do have the money to pay for the new
air-conditioning system, but the house’s cash flow is always hit
and miss during the summer, and I’d rather get an alumnus to write
a check to pay for it. There’s barely enough money in the checking
account to pay for the kegs for the Baby Bash party next week. If I
ask Dr. Strickland to authorize a cash transfer from our reserves
to pay for the air-conditioning system, he’ll make me cancel the
party. And he sure as hell won’t transfer money from the reserve
fund to pay for a party.

Asshole. I glance at Rubin. I wonder if Rubin feels
about Dr. Strickland the way I do? Maybe we could get him replaced
as comptroller…

Which means sucking up to Rubin even harder.

The party has to happen. It’s a tradition. We’ve
been throwing it for over thirty years.

Canceling the party is not how I want to start my
presidency.

Get to the point, get to the point, get to the
point.

He needs something from me—if he would just get to
the fucking point already.

As he keeps blathering on, I wonder what he looks
like naked.

He looks good now, but he was stunning in the
composites, even with college-boy acne and bad 80s hair. He’s
wearing a tailored suit and he doesn’t have a paunch, but I’ve
never seen him in jeans or a T-shirt. His shoulders are pretty
broad and his waist isn’t small, but his shoulders are definitely
wider. He’s a Hollywood player, though, so he probably goes to a
trainer three times a week and gets a weekly massage and probably
plays cutthroat tennis on the weekends. I bet he took lessons for
years, too—he didn’t learn how to play tennis in the barrio. He’s
smart, always has been smart, and did what he had to do to reinvent
himself.

You’d never know now he came from nothing just by
looking at him.

You got to respect that.

Even if he is an asshole.

I glance down at his legs. The pants are tight in
the legs, and the legs are pretty thick and hard. His shirt hugs
nice pecs. He shouldn’t wear his hair slicked back the way he does,
though—it makes him look like a gangster, like he’s Mafia or
something. Maybe that’s the look he’s going for, something from
The Godfather or Goodfellas or one of those other old
movies people his age get hard over, spaghetti operas. He’s still
handsome, too. Not quite the looker he was when he was in college—I
bet the girls used to drop their pants for him all the time.

He probably still gets a lot of action.

He’s shifting uncomfortably and takes another big
drink.

Here it comes, at long last.

Finally.

I give him my undivided attention.

“And so my nephew is transferring here,” he says. He
mops sweat off his forehead.

That’s it? His nephew?

I scan my memory. He has several nieces and nephews.
I wonder which one it is.

I try not to laugh, or even smile.

He drove all the way up from LA to tell me his
nephew is enrolling here?

His nephew must be a total loser.

“And he’s going to pledge Beta Kappa, of course,” I
reply smoothly, which I know is what he wants to hear. “He does
want to pledge, doesn’t he?”

Alumni are even more generous with their money when
a relative is living in the house.

And Rubin is the only Monterro with money.

“Well, I want him to, but he’s—he’s not really sold
on the whole fraternity experience.” Rubin Monterro looks
uncomfortable now. “I’ve talked to him about it, of course.”

I somehow manage to keep my face impassive, but I
want to laugh in his face.

Oh, yeah, the nephew is totally some kind of
dork or troll, a complete loser.

Rubin thinks we won’t give him a bid even though
he’s a legacy, which pretty much makes the bid a formality.

“I’ll send him a friend request on Facebook,” I say,
reaching for the bottle to pour more Scotch in his glass.

“He isn’t on Facebook.”

That stops me. I don’t even know what to say to
that. I steal a glance at Rubin. His forehead is wet with sweat
now, even though I have the air conditioner on high.

We are sitting in the president’s office, which has
a window unit as well as the central air. Since the central air has
been on the blink I turned on the window unit, and it’s cold. I’m
wearing a Beta Kappa T-shirt and a pair of jeans and am kind of
wishing I’d put on a sweater. I wonder if I can go into my suite
and get one.

“He’s not?” I say finally.

“He—he isn’t on social media.”

Everyone is on social media. Something must be
seriously wrong with him.

I resist the urge to ask if he eats paste. Instead,
I put the cap back on the bottle and say noncommittally, “He
isn’t?” I smile. “Good for him. Social media can be such a time
suck.”

I’m making myself nauseous.

Rubin gives me a weird look and wipes his forehead
again with his sleeve. “I know, I know, it’s weird, I have kids,
you know.” He exhales and pulls out his cell phone. He fiddles with
it for a moment, then turns it around so I can see the screen.
“That’s him. Ricky.”

What the hell? He’s fucking gorgeous.

I take the phone from him and look at it more
closely.

Yes, he is model-gorgeous.

He’s smiling in the picture, wearing a sleeveless
dark blue soccer-style jersey with a gold stripe just below his
pecs. His arms are muscular and defined, a thick vein running down
from the shoulders along the biceps. His skin is dark, like
Rubin’s, but it glows in the sunlight. He has thick eyebrows and a
strong nose, perfectly straight white teeth, thick lips, deep
dimples carved into his cheeks, almond-shaped warm brown eyes. The
soccer shirt is tight enough to show the ridges in his stomach.

He plays soccer, I think, unable to take my eyes off
his face. That means he has amazing legs and a perfect ass.

Dear God.

So, what is wrong with him? It must be bad.

Rubin takes the phone away and tucks it back into
his jacket pocket. “His name is Ricardo, we call him Ricky.” He
clears his throat again. “My brother…” He stops talking, makes a
face, continues. “He married a girl from Mexico. She’s very devout,
very Catholic, goes to Mass every day. He is their youngest, they
have two older kids, not very ambitious, no desire for college. He
was the last one, you know, and it was a difficult birth…she had to
have a hysterectomy after…”

Why is he telling me all this?

“And she got more religious, she shouldn’t have ever
gotten married, she wanted to be a nun but she fell in love with my
brother, and Carmela, she well, well…she kind of pushed him to be a
priest.”

“A priest?” I raise my eyebrows politely, but it
seriously is taking all my self-control to not burst into
laughter.

He nods. “Like I said, Carmela…she’s very religious.
She practically lives at Mass, always saying her rosary…she wasn’t
much of a mother to those kids.” He hesitates. This is a lot of
personal shit he’s dumping on me. He’s probably wondering how much
more he should tell me.

I am so getting that check out of him.

“She wanted one of her kids…she always wanted one of
the kids to go into the church, like that was some kind of extra
credit or something she’d get in heaven.” He rolls his eyes. “My
mother was religious, but not crazy like Carmela. My mother thinks
Carmela is crazy.”

I mentally add another thousand to the check.

“Ricky was always a sweet kid, and my brother…my
brother wasn’t as involved with Ricky as he should have been.” He
scratches his head. “She always pushed Ricky toward the priesthood.
And Ricky seemed to really, you know, want it.”

“But not anymore?”

“He’s been at Notre Dame the last two years,
preparatory to entering the seminary.” His face darkens. “He’s
smart, had some scholarships, but I was helping pay the rest for
him, and Notre Dame isn’t cheap.”

“That’s very generous of you, Brother Rubin.”

He flushes even darker. “I’ll keep paying for his
schooling, of course, but now—now he’s decided he doesn’t want to
be a priest anymore and he wants to come to school here—he’d
already put in the transfer and got accepted before he told us.” He
looks grim. “On the one hand, I have to admire his determination.”
He twists the ring on his right hand. It’s a Beta Kappa ring. I’ve
never seen him wear it before. “But I think he should have talked
to me about all this first.”

Of course you do, since you’re paying the bills.

“So, he doesn’t want to be a priest anymore?” I find
Ricky’s dilemma mildly interesting. I’ve never met anyone with a
deep religious faith, at least not to my knowledge. Then again, he
was probably quite boring. “Lost his calling?”

Rubin is uncomfortable, which is a much more
interesting twist to me than his nephew’s supposed loss of faith.
He shifts in the chair, takes another drink of the expensive
Scotch, clears his throat, won’t look me in the eye. Finally, he
manages to say, so quietly I can barely make out the words, “He’s
gay.”

You homophobic bastard.

“Beta Kappa takes our commitment to pledging
standards very seriously, Brother Rubin,” I say in my most
self-righteous voice. “And of course, the university’s diversity
commitment—”

“Oh, yes, your generation and all that PC bullshit.”
He waved his hand in a dismissive way.

Because he’s not Latino.

He goes on, “I know we pay lip service to that
idiocy, but you and me—we know how things really work, don’t we? I
don’t want Ricky to getting blackballed because he’s, you know, a
homosexual.” He lowers his voice as he says the word, like
he’s ashamed.

Because, of course, he is ashamed his precious
nephew is gay.

I bite my lower lip, trying to keep my own temper
under control.

I want to tell dear Brother Rubin, president of the
alumni association, that I’m actually a red-blooded get down
on my knees so much I have callouses on them cocksucker.

I’m kind of surprised he doesn’t know.

Which makes me wonder if any of the alumni know, or
if they just pretend that the whole diversity movement of the
university, all the progress we’ve made here at the house, is all
just for show and something we wink at, pretend like we’re
complying and not really doing anything to comply?

But saying something to him now won’t do any
good.

We need that damned check from him.

It’s pretty fucking galling.

Then again, did any of my predecessors ever report
to the alumni that we actually have ten openly gay brothers in the
house? There’s bound to be some homophobia in the alumni
association. Probably some racists, too.

We have a couple of Latino brothers, some Asians, an
African American…

I glance over at the framed composite of last year’s
active brothers.

There’s an awful lot of white faces.

If they didn’t know about the gay brothers…it would
be easy to look at that composite and think…

“I can assure you, Brother Rubin, that I will make
sure that Ricky will be welcomed into the chapter with open arms,”
I say with a big smile on my face, making a mental note to make
sure we actively recruit pledges of color during Fall Rush. “Does
he know yet what he’s going to major in?”

“Physical education.” He couldn’t sound more
contemptuous if he said he was going to be a gardener. “He wants to
be a soccer coach. He would have been a teacher at a Jesuit school
had his homosexuality…”

It’s amazing how uncomfortable he is just saying the
word.

He takes another gulp of the Scotch. The glass is
now empty, but I don’t move to refill it again. “Ricky’s a good
boy, Phil. He’s honest. He couldn’t, in good conscience, serve the
Church with the kind of desires he has…He was sinning in his heart,
if not in his body, he said, and so he couldn’t devote his life to
God.” He gets up and walks over to the air conditioner. He pats the
top of the window unit. “I’m very glad to hear it, Phil. It means a
lot to me that I can count on you to take care of Ricky.”

You have no idea, Brother Rubin.

“Yes.” I stand up. “Ricky is in very good hands
here, Brother Rubin.”

“I understand there’s some issue with the
air-conditioning system?”

I nod. “It needs to be replaced.”

“It’s a wonder it’s lasted this long.” He sits back
down and takes his checkbook out of a pocket inside his jacket. “It
was installed when I was a JA.”

“Thank you, Brother Rubin.”

“I’m counting on you, Phil.”

“Ten thousand should cover it,” I say. The quote was
for five thousand, but why shouldn’t Brother Rubin pay for the
party as well?

Homophobic asshole.

He tears off the check and places it on my desk.
“I’d like for him to move into the house for the summer and live
here during the pledge semester.” He hesitates. “I want him to get
the full benefit of the pledging experience, but…don’t let the
brothers be hard on him, okay? I can count on you?” He starts
writing another check. “How much is the rent for the summer and the
fall semester?”

I tell him and put both checks in the drawer where I
keep the checkbook. “You can always count on me, Brother Rubin.” We
give each other the secret fraternity handshake, and I wish him a
safe drive back to Los Angeles.

And once he shuts the door behind him, I smile.

I’ll make sure we take very good care of your
nephew, Brother Rubin.

And I know the perfect guy for the job.

 


 


BRANDON He runs out to the end of the
springboard, muscles rippling beneath tanned skin, and bounces once
on the end. He catapults up into the air, his muscles all tensed,
his toes pointed, and presses his face to his knees and rotates
several times at the peak of the leap. I watch, again amazed at the
perfection the human body can attain, the beauty of the perfect
lines he forms, his tight white bikini clinging to his hard,
muscular ass like a second skin. His rotations complete, he
straightens out into the air and knifes cleanly into the blue water
of the pool with barely a splash.

“Bravo!” I call when his head pops up out of the
water, his hair slicked back against his scalp, a broad smile on
his face as he swims to the side of the pool.

It’s the least I can do, since I’m not going to fuck
him again.

No matter how much he begs.

And he will beg.

They always do.

I check him out again as he climbs out of the pool,
water beading up on his skin and streaming down from his crotch as
he shakes his head, sending drops flying as the wet curls unstick
from his head and spring back like coils. He’s handsome, no
question about that—I’m sure the co-eds at Stanford can’t drop
their panties fast enough when he smiles at them. His skin is
tanned very dark and the skin is smooth everywhere, no telltale
hairs anywhere besides the ones poking out at the top of his almost
obscenely low-cut bikini that doesn’t hide the cleft between his
ass cheeks in the back. Those dishwater blond curls that probably
turn into ringlets, those long, deep, soulful almond-shaped green
eyes…when he’s finished diving, he should try to model.

The body is good enough for gay porn, but the dick
leaves a lot to be desired.

The water in the pool might be cold, but it isn’t
that cold.

I slide my sunglasses back up my sweaty nose and
reach for my poor margarita, melting in the afternoon heat. I take
a sip. I have a bit of a buzz from the joint I smoked about half an
hour earlier, and the tequila is keeping that edge going.

I’m in that almost perfect state of just buzzed
enough to enjoy it.

And what is about to come.

He stands at the foot of my lounger, the tight Lycra
hugging his package.

So beautiful.

Pity he’s such a boring fuck.

He sits down on the edge of my lounger, dripping
water onto my legs, and places one of his hands on my right calf,
smiling at me. He’s pretty, really pretty, but like so many other
pretty “straight” boys, he’s a boring fuck. He just missed the US
national diving team at the trials a few months ago, and he’s the
diving star of Stanford. He’s pretty boring about that, too. How
many times have I heard about how he would have made the team if he
hadn’t blown the last dive?

I swear half the time I put my dick in his mouth to
shut him up.

I’ve already fucked him a few times, but really, all
he does is lie there and look pretty. Because that’s all he’s ever
had to do. I’m sure all of his life pathetic girls have been so
thrilled and honored to be with him that they are more than happy
to suck his little dick until he shoots a load or fucks them.

I’d bet my next semester’s tuition that Jaden
Strauss has never given a woman an orgasm.

He wants me to fuck him.

He’s got that look on his face, and his dick is
getting hard.

Hard to hide that in a Speedo, even with a dick as
little as that.

I’m a little buzzed, and a little horny, so why
not?

His parents aren’t home, and who cares if the
housekeeper sees?

I take his hand and put it on my dick. “You want me,
don’t you?”

He licks his lower lip and nods.

“Go get the lube and a condom.” I reach for the
margarita. “And be naked when you come back out, lubed and ready to
get fucked.”

He bends over and kisses my dick through my bikini.
I’m getting hard.

If only he could suck a dick worth a shit, I’d just
let him blow me. It takes a lot less effort.

Little does he know this will be the last time.

“I’ll be right back.” He barely breathes the words
out as he stands up, muscles rippling with every movement.

I knew he was a closet case when I met him. I only
went to that party because I was bored. I’m still bored, really. Is
there anything worse than the San Joaquin Valley in the summer? It
must be a hundred and twenty degrees today. But visiting my aunt
here in the international hotspot of Polk (that’s sarcasm, if
you’re wondering) for a week or two is required by my mother, and
it keeps the credit cards from getting cut off. She doesn’t ask a
lot from me—she’s been a hands-off mother for as long as I can
remember—and two weeks in this overheated hell is more than
enough.

Even if I didn’t need to get away from
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