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​​Three Little Lambs
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Larry Leavis walked past the Lambda Lambda Lambda table at rush week three times before he got the nerve up to stop and pick up a brochure. There were two guys behind the table, a gorgeous blond preppy in an Izod shirt and plaid Bermuda shorts and a Chinese guy with straight black hair and skin so smooth Larry wanted to reach out and touch it. They were busy talking to a buff Jamaican guy with dreadlocks, so Larry stood there awkwardly, looking at the pictures of the guys studying, playing touch football, or hanging around the living room of the frat house.

They were all too handsome, he thought. Nobody at the Three Lambs would ever even look at him. He’d always been a scrawny beanpole, taller than everyone else in his class, and though he’d begun to fill out in college, he still thought of himself as skinny and awkward.

He stuffed the brochure in his pocket and turned away. “Hey, wait,” the preppy guy said, breaking away from his conversation. “I’m Fitz. You interested in Three Lambs?”

Larry looked down at the table and mumbled, “Yeah.”

Fitz stuck his hand out. “What’s your name?”

Fitz’s hand was cool and his grip was strong. Larry felt a flutter at the pit of his stomach. “Larry,” he said. “Larry Leavis.”

“Cool. We’re a new frat—this is our first rush. The house opened last year with just a half-dozen guys, though we’ve got room in the house for twelve.” He opened another copy of the flyer and pointed at the modern-style house. “An anonymous gay benefactor bought the land and paid for the construction, to create a support network for GLBT students at FU.”

Florida University was a branch of the state university system in southwest Miami. Larry had felt swallowed up by the huge student body. He hadn’t made many friends, just focused on studying and getting good grades. When he had free time he ran along the track at the football stadium or worked out in the gym.

He smiled. “It looks nice.”

“You’ve got a great smile,” Fitz said. “You should smile more.”

Larry felt himself blushing. “Is everybody in the frat—you know—gay?”

Fitz nodded. “That’s the idea. It’s a safe zone, where you can be who you want to be without worrying about bullying or name-calling. It’s like, really important, you know?”

Larry couldn’t imagine anyone bullying Fitz or calling him any name other than some romantic endearment. His polo shirt clung to his chest like a second skin, and he was as handsome as a male model. “We’re having a get-together tonight,” Fitz said. “At the house, at eight. Why don’t you come over?”

“OK,” Larry said shyly. He looked at his watch. “Shit, I’ve got to get to class.”

Fitz took his hand again, and Larry’s heart fluttered. “I hope we’ll see you tonight.”

Larry’s heart raced as he took back his hand. “Sure, yeah.” He turned and rushed down the sidewalk toward the math building, only then realizing then that his dick was tenting his shorts like a flagpole. Oh god, had Fitz seen that? How embarrassing. He couldn’t remember popping a boner like that in public since the time he snuck into an X-rated bookstore in downtown Miami when he was a high school junior. He swung his backpack in front of him and tried to concentrate on math problems.

The Three Lambs house was just off campus, a couple of blocks from the freshman dorm, and Larry walked over there a few minutes before eight, his heart pounding. He’d never been to any kind of meeting of gay kids before; hell, he hadn’t even come out to himself until he was at FU. At eighteen, he was still a virgin in every sense of the word—the only time he’d ever been naked with anyone else had been in gym class, and then he’d been so focused on not popping a boner that he’d been scared to look around him.

His hand shook as he pressed the doorbell. A moment later the door popped open and the Chinese guy said, “Hey, come on in. You’re Larry, right? I’m Chuck. Everybody’s in the living room.” He pulled Larry in for a hug, and as the slim boy’s body pressed against his, Larry popped another boner and his heart began to race.

Larry was reeling. It was the first time anyone had ever hugged him other than aunts or uncles. Certainly the first time any guy as cute as Chuck had done so. He followed Chuck numbly into the living room, where a half-dozen guys were standing around talking. “What do you want to drink?” Chuck asked. “We’ve got Coke, Mountain Dew, Red Bull. I think we’ve even got some lemonade if you’re, like, totally not into caffeine.”

“Coke is good,” Larry said, fumbling for the words. He couldn’t believe he was in a room full of gay guys just like himself. It was awesome.

Well, they weren’t all just like himself. They were all kinds of good-looking, from the total buffness of a guy who looked like he played football to the slim, wiry Chuck, to that Jamaican guy he’d seen at the table.

Chuck introduced him around, but Larry was too nervous and too conscious of his stiff dick to pay much attention to names. The football player was the last to be introduced, and Larry forced himself to repeat the guy’s name. “Hi, Ryan,” he said.

“Hey.” Ryan leaned so close Larry could feel the guy’s five o’clock shadow brushing against his ear. “Don’t worry about popping wood, dude. We’re all in the same boat.”

Larry recoiled in shock, then looked down at Ryan’s crotch. Sure enough, his dick was pressing against his jeans. Ryan saw him look, then look back up. He laughed, and for the first time Larry felt comfortable.

Chuck and Fitz talked about the frat’s activities. They studied together, helping each other out with tough subjects. They played flag football and did volunteer work at an AIDS hospice. “But mostly we’re focused on school,” Fitz said.

“What about—you know,” Ryan asked.

“What?” Fitz asked.

Ryan blushed, and Larry felt like he had to help the guy out. “I think he means sex,” he said.

The possible pledges giggled nervously. “We’re a very sex-positive house,” Fitz said. “You want to have sex? Feel free. Just respect the other guys. Keep it in your room and clean up after yourself and your partner.” He reached over and took Chuck’s hand. “Chuck and I are a couple, but our relationship is open. You can do whatever works for you, without any judgment.”

The meeting broke up a little later, everyone getting information about pledge week activities. Larry felt all the soda coursing through him and asked if he could use the bathroom before he walked back to the dorm.

By the time he was finished the other guys had left; only Chuck and Fitz remained. “So what do you think?” Fitz asked. “You want to join us?”

“I’ve never, um.” He meant to say never thought about a gay frat but instead said, “I’ve never actually had sex.”

“Wow,” Fitz said. “A good-looking guy like you? Were you really closeted in high school?”

“I’m not, like, cute or anything,” Larry said. “I mean, there were other gay kids in school but they wouldn’t look at me.”

“They just didn’t know what to look for.” Fitz reached over and squeezed Larry’s bicep. “You’re strong, dude.” He ran his hand over Larry’s chest, and Larry thought he might faint from the pleasure. “Buff chest, too.”

“And you’ve got a totally cute bubble butt,” Chuck said, coming up behind him. He cupped Larry’s ass, and Larry let out a big sigh. His dick was so hard he thought it was going to burst through his pants at any minute.

He was so focused on Chuck’s hand on his ass that he didn’t realize Fitz was leaning in to kiss him until the blond’s face was right up against his. He didn’t even get time to wet his lips before Fitz was kissing him, soft lips pressing against his. Fitz’s tongue penetrated his mouth as the blond wrapped his arms around Larry. He smelled like sweat and a lemon cologne.

It was all so overwhelming. Behind him, Chuck was kissing the nape of his neck, his hand still cupping Larry’s ass. He didn’t even have his clothes off yet and already sex was better than anything he had imagined.

Fitz backed away, and Larry wanted only to pull him close again. “Are you cool with this, dude?” Fitz asked. “We don’t want to make you do anything you don’t want to do.”

Larry almost laughed. “Are you kidding? You guys are both, like, so...” He couldn’t even finish the sentence.

“You’re pretty so yourself,” Fitz said. “Come on. Let us show you our room.”

Fitz took his left hand, and Chuck took his right, and they walked across the living room to a hallway, and then into a big bedroom with a king-sized bed, two desks and two dressers. “Nuestra casa,” Fitz said. “Bienvenidos.”

“Fitz is taking Spanish this term,” Chuck said.

Fitz began kissing Larry again, as he slowly unbuttoned Larry’s shirt. Chuck squatted down and ran his hand over the crotch of Larry’s jeans. Larry shivered, closed his eyes, and gave himself up to the pleasure.

As Fitz slipped Larry’s shirt off, exposing his buff, hairless chest, Chuck began unbuttoning Larry’s jeans. Larry and Fitz were still kissing, and Larry’s dick was harder than it had ever been before. He felt like he was going to explode at any minute.

Fitz kissed his way down Larry’s chin, to his neck, and then his right nipple. God, Fitz was sucking his nipple, then nibbling at it. It was like an electric current ran direct from there to his dick. He was so overwhelmed that as soon as his dick was out in the air, one of Chuck’s smooth hands wrapped around it, he shot off, the cum arcing out of his dick like a rainbow.

Larry blushed furiously as Chuck and Fitz both laughed. “Dude, that’s like a record,” Chuck said. “Fastest cum ever.”

“And farthest shot,” Fitz said. “Look how far it went.”

“I’m s-s-s-sorry,” Larry stammered.

“For what, dude?” Fitz asked, as Chuck swirled his tongue around the tip of Larry’s dick, licking away the last drops of cum.

“For, you know, cumming so fast.”

“Dude, we’re only getting started.” Fitz bit down on Larry’s nipple.

Larry shivered and inhaled, throwing his head back, and he felt his dick start to stiffen again. Maybe Fitz was right.

In short order, the three of them were naked, lying on the king-sized bed. Chuck lay on his back, and Fitz positioned Larry so he could suck the Chinese boy’s dick. Larry had never sucked a dick before but he found it came naturally—he just opened his mouth and chowed down.

Meanwhile, Fitz had positioned his ass at Chuck’s mouth, and Chuck was rimming him noisily. His stiff dick, surmounting a bush of dark blond pubic hair, wagged in front of Larry as he sucked Chuck. Larry reached up and grabbed in, jerking the blond with his own precum. Fitz groaned. “Oh, yeah, that feels so good.”

As he got more accustomed to the idea of having a dick in his mouth, Larry began experimenting, sucking just the head of Chuck’s dick, then licking up and down the shaft, even rubbing his chin against it. His five o’clock shadow made Chuck groan and squirm.

He felt Chuck’s dick stiffen in his mouth and suddenly his throat was filled with hot, salty cum. He coughed and pulled back. “Sorry, dude,” Chuck said, stopping his rim job on Fitz’s ass. “Should have given you some warning.”

“It’s OK,” Larry said, between coughs.

Fitz reached over to the table next to the bed and pulled a condom in a neon green package out of the drawer. He tossed it to Larry. “Suit up, dude. Chuck’s got my ass nice and wet for you.”

Larry’s mouth dropped open. The gorgeous blond wanted Larry to fuck him? Fitz’s hair was matted to his head with sweat. He pulled off Chuck and positioned himself doggy style on the bed, presenting his ass to Larry.

“I don’t...” Larry began.

“Oh, right.” Chuck scrambled off the bed and came over to Larry. He took the condom package from Larry’s hand and tore it open. Then he squatted down in front of Larry. He licked Larry’s dick, then pulled the condom down over it.

The sensation was uncomfortably tight, but he was so excited about getting to fuck his first ass that it didn’t matter. Chuck pushed and tugged him so that he was positioned in front of Fitz’s ass, even pulling apart the blond’s ass cheeks so Larry could slide right in. “Go on, go for it, dude,” Chuck said. “He wants it. Don’t you, Fitz?”

“Fuck my ass, pledge,” Fitz said. “That’s an order.”

Larry rammed his dick into Fitz’s ass, and the blond boy yelped. “Oh, fuck! Slam that dick into me, man.”

Larry obliged. Chuck got behind him and began licking and fingering Larry’s ass as Larry plowed his dick up Fitz’s chute. All three of them were sweaty by then, and Larry kept losing his grip on Fitz’s ass cheeks. He felt like he was a cowboy up on a bucking bronco as he slammed his dick into Fitz over and over again.

He felt Chuck’s finger behind him, snaking up his tunnel and scraping his prostate, and he lost it. Just totally went apeshit, howling like a mad monkey, his dick spurting into the condom. As soon as the orgasm passed, he slumped against Fitz, who collapsed to the bed. All three of them were tangled up together in the sticky, sweaty sheets.

Fitz’s dick was still stiff, and Larry realized he hadn’t cum yet. Fitz hoisted himself up on the bed, so that both Larry and Chuck were level with his dick. Chuck leaned in and started to suck—then backed off. “Your turn, dude,” he said.

Larry looked at him. “OK.” He leaned in and started to suck the tip of Fitz’s dick. Then Chuck attacked his boyfriend’s balls, licking and sucking them, as Fitz moaned with pleasure. It was wild, being nose to nose with Chuck as both of them ministered to Fitz. Every now and then Chuck would pull off Fitz’s balls and kiss Larry, both of them rubbing their heads against Fitz’s flat belly.

Fitz started moaning and pleading to be finished off, bucking his hips against their mouths, and then with a yelp he spurted down Larry’s throat.

This time Larry was ready, and he sucked every bit of cum from Fitz’s softening dick. Then he sprawled on his back next to Fitz, Chuck on the other side. “This was...” He stopped, searching for the right word. “Awesome.”

“Yeah, it was, wasn’t it?” Fitz said, still panting. “So, have we convinced you to join Three Lambs?”

“It’s not all fun and games, though, dude,” Chuck said, leaning up on his elbow. “We study, we belong to clubs, we do volunteer work. All that stuff we said in the meeting.”

“As long as we get to sleep sometimes,” Larry said. “I am totally wiped.”

“Snooze on, dude,” Chuck said, and the three of them nestled in the big bed and went off to dreamland together.
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​​Security Guard
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The party for the swim team was winding down, and the girl from Wally’s econ class was trying to get too friendly with him. Most of the guys on the team knew he was gay, knew he lived at the Three Lambs frat house, but that word hadn’t spread to the girls and groupies who hung around the team. And Mindy just wouldn’t let up. When she started stroking his thigh he knew he had to get moving.

He should never have had that third beer, he thought. Or at least he should have stopped at the bathroom before setting out for home. But he was afraid if that if he did, Mindy would be waiting outside for him. So instead he took off down the stairs and out the front door of the dorm, not looking back.

He jogged across the darkened campus, his bladder ready to burst. But it was another ten minutes to the frat house, and he had to pee wicked bad. He looked around. This part of the campus, between the physics and chemistry buildings, was empty. What the hell. He pulled up short beside a palm tree, opened his zipper and pulled his dick out.

The relief was amazing. His urine flew out in a perfect arc, probably destroying the pretty red and white flowers planted around the tree’s base, but he didn’t care. Then suddenly a bright light clicked on, focused on his dick and the liquid arc.

“What the fuck?” He looked up toward the source of the light.

“You know pissing in public is against the law, don’t you?” a harsh voice said.

Wally shielded his eyes, trying to see beyond the light. His bladder finally emptied and he started to put away his dick, but the voice said, “Hands behind your head. Interlace your fingers.”

“But...”

“No buts, asswipe. Do as I say.”

Wally did. 

The security guard lowered his light and Wally finally got a good look at him. He was a muscular white guy of about thirty, with a shaved head and a tattoo on his neck just visible above the collar of his white uniform shirt. He wore khaki cargo pants and a belt laden with equipment.

“Spread your legs,” the guard said.

Wally complied. “Can’t have students flouting the law,” the guard said, running his hands along the sides of Wally’s shorts, over his butt, then around the front, caressing the inside of Wally’s thighs.

To his mortification, his dick reacted to the man’s touch, springing into a hard-on.

“Just as I thought,” the guard said. “Only a faggot would pull his dick out in public.”

“Don’t they give you guys any sensitivity training?” Wally said. “Faggot’s not a nice word to use. Gay. Homosexual. Those are the right words.”

The guard flicked his index finger at Wally’s stiff dick and it bounced up and down. The sharp touch of the man’s nail against the sensitive skin sent tremors through Wally’s body.

“Yeah, you like that, don’t you?” The guard said, his face right up against Wally’s.

Wally’s hands were still interlaced behind his head. He began to lower them and the guard said, “Maintain your position. I’m not done with you yet.”

“You’re some kind of nut.” Wally dropped his hands to his sides and rubbed them together.

Like lightning, the guard had a pair of handcuffs off his belt and wrapped around Wally’s wrists.

“What the fuck?”

“Told you. I’m not done with you yet.”

“You can’t do this.”

“Sure I can. Watch me.”

He reached out and grabbed Wally’s hard on and squeezed. Wally yelped in pain. “Hey, stop that!”

“Sir. Say, stop that, sir.”

Wally thought about it for a half-second. Was he going to give into this sick fuck’s games? Then the guard squeezed again, and Wally said, “Stop that, sir.”

“Please.”

“Please, stop that, sir. It hurts.”

The guard released his grip. “I think we’re going to get along fine, buddy. But I’m going to have to take you in for some more interrogation and potential discipline.”

“Take me in? Where?”

“You just start walking,” the guard said, “I’ll be right behind you.”

“But what about my...”

“Oh, that,” the guard said. “Hold your position.”

Wally stood there as the guard spit into his hand, then reached out and grabbed Wally’s dick. As Wally stood there, stock still, the guard began jerking him with smooth, slow strokes. Then he stuck two fingers of his other hand under Wally’s dick, through his shorts, to tickle him behind the balls.

Wally began panting, the orgasm building up in his guts, and it only took about a minute for him to spurt off. The guard pulled a tissue from his pocket, used it to wipe the cum from Wally’s dick. He tossed the dirty tissue into the flower bed, then pushed Wally’s dick back into his pants and zipped him up.

“Isn’t that littering?” Wally asked.

“Who gives a fuck?” the guard said. “Now start walking. The security office is on the ground floor of Harrison Hall.”

Wally had no idea what was going on, but he had to admit he was excited. Nobody had ever treated him the way the guard had, turning bullying into sex in the blink of an eye. As he walked he remembered all the guys who had teased him in high school, the ones who had called him a faggot and pushed him into lockers. What if one of those incidents had turned into something like this?

He started to get hard again as they approached the administration building, Harrison Hall. The guard directed him around the side, to an entrance Wally had never noticed, which led into the security department. “Can you take these handcuffs off?” Wally asked. “I promise I’ll be
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