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​ Pam was up to
something.

What she was up to exactly I couldn’t say
but judging from the mischievous, partly crazed look in her eyes in
those days leading up to the incident, I knew it
couldn’t be good. In a way it was all my fault, or at least that’s
what Pam would tell me later…I don’t know how true that is, but I
definitely came to accept it as such.

I first noticed something was up when I saw
her outside the Fine Arts Department talking with Donte and Kamal.
Pam was giggling and laughing, a disconcerting sight to be sure
considering those two assholes had bullied me throughout most of
high school and well into my first two years at college. Pam knew I
hated those guys. So why was she flirting with them?

“I saw you today,” I said moodily back in my
dorm room later that day. “Talking with Tweedledee and Tweedledumb.
Looked like you were having a high old time with them.”

“Seriously, Sam?” Pam rolled her big blue
eyes in a circle. “What - I’m not allowed to talk to members of the
opposite sex anymore?”

“More like members of the enemy,” I shook my
head. “You know how awful those guys have been to me for
years. Swirlies in the girl’s bathroom…getting pantsed in front
of the entire senior class…telling everyone in the dorms that I’m a
secret sissy and a closet fag…how could you show guys like that
any kindness at all? I mean, you were practically drooling
on them, Pam!”

“Someone sounds a little insecure,” she
sighed. “Might this have something to do with your problem in
the bedroom as of late? We’re learning about projecting
in my Intro to Psych class right now and I have to say, this sounds
an awful lot like that.”

“Why do you have to bring my anxiety into
this? You know I’m working on it…”

Pam stared at me with that calculating look
again, the one where I couldn’t read what she was thinking but also
wasn’t sure if I wanted to. She looked gorgeous that day, her messy
blonde hair falling well past her shoulders and draping across her
tanned cleavage. She wore a tight white tank top that did a poor
job of keeping her double-ds in place - her hard, wide nipples were
easily visible through the shirt.

“You’ve been working on it for a while,” Pam
took my hand and squeezed. “I think it might be time we come up
with some more creative solutions to your…er…problem…”

“It’s just nerves, Pam. I told you that!
It’s called performance anxiety and lots of guys get it. I just
need to remember to breathe and be present and it will fix itself.
I need you to be patient, OK?”

“We haven’t fucked in months, Sam!” Pam
whined. “And I mean look, you’re an attractive guy…but a girl like
me is only going to wait around so long. I’m young, baby. I want to
feel it now.”

“And I want you to feel it…”

“Then make me, baby…before I make
you.”

I gazed into her crystal blue eyes trying to
decipher what that might mean. Before I could come to an answer,
she kissed me. Her tender, seductive mouth met mine and I melted
into her. My nervous hands found her demanding breasts and I could
feel her nipples pressing into my palms through the tank top.

“Fuck me, baby,” she whispered. “Take me
right here…just fuck me already…”

“I need to grab a condom -

“Screw the condom, Sam,” Pam moaned. “Just
put it inside me…I need to feel you…”


Pam pulled at my belt with urgency, tossing
it aside and using both hands to shuffle my shorts down to my
ankles. I looked down and saw my flailing, half-erect penis raise
its pink head. A second later and it was swallowed in Pam’s
grip.

“Almost,” she moaned, “your almost there
baby…come on, get it hard for me, Sam…get your cock nice and hard
for me…fuck me…”

I tried to relax, but the shame of my size
in her hand seeped into my mind like poison. It was too
small. And no matter what Pam tried to tell me, or how she
tried to console me, I knew it was a fact. It wasn’t so much the
length that got to me, five inches was enough to please a woman or
so I’d been told…but my dick was skinny, too. Far too skinny. And
the way her fingers wrapped around it so easily caused me to
falter.

“I’m sorry…” I cried. “I don’t know…I…”

“Oh Sam,” she sighed, dropping my limp worm.
“There’s always next time, I guess…”

When she didn’t make a big deal out of it, I
knew things were coming to a head. Pam always pitched a fit
when it happened- my “performance problem” …she always made me feel
like shit about it. But for her to just let it go so quickly, to
grow quiet and then leave my dorm room without a kiss goodbye…that
hurt worse than her snide insults.

I didn’t see her for two days and she’d
barely answered any of my texts. I was starting to worry that we
were done for, relationship finished…when she called me late Friday
night around 11.

“Hey where are you, baby?” Pam’s voce was
urgent and secretive. It put a knot in my stomach immediately. “Can
you meet me over at The Crossings? Room 302?”

“The Crossings?” I asked, confused. “Why
there? Can’t I just meet you at your dorm?”

“Look Sam, it’s important you meet me
here, OK?”

“You’re already there? What are you doing
over -

Laughter in the background. On Pam’s
end. It was vaguely familiar, haunting even. I knew who lived at
The Crossings because I’d seen them there before, and I knew that
awful, heckling laugh…but I was eager to see Pam and try to undo
the damage that had been done, so I agreed to meet her at the dorms
right away.

The Crossings were way across campus, and
that particular dormitory was known for its wild parties and
nefarious characters. The students that lived there were hardly
ever in class, and when they did show up, they looked hungover. By
the time I arrived to the three-story building, the courtyard in
the center was already alight with young twenty somethings drinking
and dancing to loud, bass heavy music.

I passed unnoticed up the stairs and came to
the third level. Before I could even knock on room 302 the door
swung inwards, and a heavy cloud of floral pot smoke came billowing
out. There in the doorway was my lifelong bully and sworn enemy,
Kamal. He had no shirt on, only a pair of sagging black jeans that
showed off his striped blue boxers beneath. He had a handful of
messy dreads on top of his head, and a brown blunt stuck between
his sneering lips.

“Well if it ain’t Sam the Clam,” Kamal
chuckled. “Looking for Pam?”

For a moment I was speechless and confused.
Why had she told me to meet her here…and what was she doing with
them?”

“Cat got your tongue, Sammy?” Kamal grinned.
“Come on in, buddy…we was just finna’ fire up another
blunt.”

Kamal turned and walked back into the dorm
room, leaving the door open for me to follow. I almost turned and
ran right then, and to this day part of me wishes I had.

But instead, I followed Kamal into the dimly
lit, smoke-filled dormitory.

Donte sat shirtless in a chair at his desk,
a plate of green cannabis splayed out before him. He flashed a
white, toothy grin when he saw me, and my stomach rolled over. I’d
seen that grin before, usually right before something awful
happened.

“What’s good lil’ Sam?” Donte said, friendly
enough. “Been a minute since I seen yo’ sorry ass!”

I didn’t answer. There was a set of bunk
beds along the far wall, an ocean of discarded laundry and books
between me and the girl sitting on the bottom mattress. She hadn’t
noticed me yet, her eyes glued to her phone screen.

“Pam?” my voice shook. “What is this? What’s
going on?”

When her cobalt blue eyes looked up and saw
me she grinned ear to ear. The whites of her eyes were tinged with
red, and I could tell she’d been smoking weed…been getting high
with them.

“Sam!” Pam said sultry. “There you are baby,
we’ve been waiting for you!”

“We?” I asked. “Whose ‘we’?”

Kamal came from behind and put a hand on my
shoulder. His grip was firm, his fingertips rough against the skin
of my bicep. “Been waiting for you to show up, Sam the Clam,” he
chuckled. “Yo’ fine ass girlfriend been filling us in on some of
yall’s relationship troubles…me and Donte been giving
her some advice.”

“Is that what you call it?” Donte said with
a grin. “Advice?”

I looked around the messy door room. Donte
and Kamal were both half naked, their chiseled frames the product
of having played rugby throughout high school and college. The look
on their faces said they knew something I didn’t, and suddenly I
felt like I was in ninth grade again, just waiting to have my face
forced into a toilet for a good old fashioned swirly.

“What relationship problems?” I asked,
staring directly at Pam. “I’m sorry, Pam. I’m a little confused.
Why are we here? Why are you talking to them about
us?

Donte laughed heartily behind me, that same
awful mirth I’d heard over the phone when Pam called me earlier.
Pam looked down at her feet and then back up at me, biting her
bottom lip. She was wearing a black skirt that barely made it
halfway down her creamy thighs and a flowery blouse that dipped at
the chest and showed off her ample cleavage.

“They offered to help you, baby,” Pam said
quietly. “With your problem…you know…your issue…”

I felt the hot sting of embarrassment
creeping into my face.

“She talking bout yo’ limp dick, Clam,”
Kamal blurted out. “Told Donte and I all about how you can’t get it
up for her…for this fine piece of ass? Goddamn son, only one
explanation for why you ain’t tap that ass yet!”

Donte’s low, booming laughter filled the
room. Kamal joined him. I could sense the two black giants moving
around behind me, just as they’d done since I was teenager right
before one of their many varied attacks. I however did not move. I
was stunned in humiliation, staring disbelieving at Pam.

“How could you?” I managed, but it was
barely audible over the laughter of the black bullies.

Pam got up from the bed and approached me.
She tried to take my hand in hers, but I pulled back. Her makeup
was on point, it looked an awful lot like something she might wear
on one of our date nights- heavy red lipstick and green eyeshadow,
dark eyeliner and rosy blush.

“They’re going to help you, baby,” Pam said,
high as a kite and not letting my obvious hurt feelings have an
impact on her. “They’ll help you if you just let them,
Sam.”

“Help me?” I swallowed the lump in my
throat. “Help me how? I told you this was a private matter
between you and me! Why would you involve the two people I
hate most in this world!”

“Goddamn bruh,” Donte said in my ear
and suddenly I realized he was much closer to me than I’d thought.
“Why you gotta be so rude?”

A set of unconscionably strong hands came to
my sides- my ribcage to be exact. The long bony fingers tightened,
gripping me, holding me still. My breath caught in my throat.

“Let go of me,” I said as firmly as I could,
frozen where I stood and still staring into Pam’s wide-brimmed
gaze.

“Let them help you,” Pam said again,
sleepy-eyed.

“Only one reason you can’t get yah little
dick hard for that bitch,” Kamal’s vicious whisper hot on my
neck, “you must prefer dick to tits…gettin’ it in the
ass instead of tappin’ one yah own damn self…”

The horror of what was happening donned on
me. I was speechless.

“Is it true, baby?” Pam asked me innocently.
“Do you think you’re…a fag? Is that why you can’t get hard for
me?”

I opened my mouth to answer, nothing
came.

“We finna’ to find out!” Donte barked, right
before they wrestled me to the dirty dorm room floor.

“WHOA!” I screamed, flailing and kicking
fruitlessly. Kamal and Donte possessed a strength I couldn’t
possibly counter, and in many ways, I didn’t want to.

Pinned to the floor, Donte’s bear paws
planted against my chest and stomach, I watched as Kamal tore my
khaki shorts from my waist and maneuvered them over my white
sneakers. All I had on now was a gray t-shirt
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