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I used to work on a construction site with guy who had a favorite rhyme. It went “Roses are red, and ready for plucking. College girls are cute, and ready for ...” He’d always let you fill in the blank. I could do that, but I’d always substitute guys for girls.

There’s just something about a college guy, isn’t there? Sometimes a twink but sometimes not. Old enough to be legal but not always old enough to know better. The stories in this section are all set at schools, where guys can be free to get up to some mischief.

There’s certainly mischief at work in “Pledge Class.” I never belonged to a fraternity in college but I was always suspicious of those initiation rites. I had fun coming up with my own version of a hazing.

I did know some guys on the crew team in college, and I was always struck by the discrepancy between the big strapping rowers and the little guys who served as coxswains. The term always made me giggle, seeming like a combination of “cock” and the old romantic term “swain.” I thought it would be fun to pair two guys like that up, and did in “Coxed.”

“The Professor as Sex Object” has parts in it of some of my earliest writing, notes I took when I went to State College, PA to visit a high school friend while we were both in college. It was written long before I was a professor myself!

“Shower Room Fuck” is another one of my early stories, originally published in Honcho magazine. At that time I was writing it, I didn’t know much about the world beyond the confines of a high school or college campus, and that’s reflected in these youthful yet horny guys.

“Working it Out” is a very personal story, one that began without any sex at all, simply as a way to figure out how I felt about my experience in high school. As I got farther away from that time, I realized the erotic subtext in the story and teased it out.

When Greg Herren approached me about writing a story for his sex worker anthology, Rough Trade, I knew that I couldn’t write about my Honolulu detective hero, Kimo Kanapa’aka. There was just no way I could imagine getting him involved with anyone in the sex trade. But as I wrote the story, which I set in Honolulu, I found a way to bring in another character from the Mahu books, and that was a fun discovery.

I hope you find these college boys as sexy as I do.
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I joined the rest of Lambda Phi Ro’s freshman pledge class as we lined up in the living room of the frat house. There were six of us, starting with Rusty O’Brien, a linebacker on the freshman football squad, six-four, broad-shouldered and red-haired. At five-eight, skinny but fast on my feet, I was the smallest of the bunch, the pledge class’s token geek, the one they expected to help them with their homework for the next four years.

The other brothers spread themselves around the living room on chairs, sofas and the floor. For this final night of Hell Week, attendance was mandatory. Plus they all seemed to enjoy seeing pledges go through the kind of crap they’d gone through themselves.

The six of us were tired, mentally and physically. We’d been sent on scavenger hunts around the campus, yelled at, forced to clean the frat house from top to bottom, and criticized for everything from our taste in music to our choice of major. Rusty O’Brien had been ribbed for keeping a teddy bear given to him by a high school girlfriend, while the brothers had teased me for wearing boxer shorts that looked like they’d been handed down from my grandfather.

The goal of Hell Week was to break us down as individuals, and force us to learn to live with and work with each other as brothers. Just like in military training, the goal was to beat us up so much we had no choice but to rely on each other.

The pledge master was a skinny guy from New Jersey named Eddie Pratt. “For your final activity in Hell Week, we’ve got something very special lined up for you,” he said, standing in front of us, wearing jeans and a Lambda Phi Ro t-shirt. “First of all, take off your clothes. You won’t need them for this.”

We looked at each other, shifting around uncomfortably. Rusty, our unacknowledged leader, shrugged and started unbuttoning his shirt. Within minutes, all six of us were stark naked, our clothes in haphazard piles on the sofa.

I tried to pretend it was just like stripping in the locker room. I wasn’t that much of an athlete, but I did like to swim, and I was accustomed to that time before and after each meet when guys were naked together, skinning into or out of Speedos. It was late fall, and the breeze blowing in through the open windows of the frat house was cool, raising goosebumps on my skin.

There were the obligatory catcalls. “You call that a dick, Lansing?” one guy said to me. “I call it a cocktail weenie.” Everybody laughed except me; I blushed fiercely.

Another noticed that Craig Harkman had a budding hard-on. “The other guys turn you on, Harkman?” he said. “We’ll be watching out for you in the showers.”

A third razzed O’Brien for his hefty size. “Jesus, Rusty, you’ve got a promising career in porn.”

A fourth added, “Yeah, gay porn,” and the brothers all laughed.

Each of us had been assigned a big brother, and Eddie Pratt called them forward. Mine was a Chinese doper named Chuck Wei, and we hadn’t exactly bonded, though he did have some pretty good pot, which he was willing to share. Each big brother had a coil of rope. “Stick your arms out in front of you, hands together,” Pratt told us. “Your big brothers are going to tie your hands together.”

There was a solemnity to the rite, despite the fact that all six of us holding our hands out were buck naked. Somewhere down Frat Row somebody was playing rap; somebody else battled it with reggae. Outside we heard a girl laughing and a dog barking.

The Lambda Phi Ro house was on the end of Frat Row, with a high wooden fence around the back yard, giving us more privacy than any other house. Pratt led the six of us, our hands tied together, through the kitchen and out the back door. The structure in the back yard looked like a boxing ring, with waist-high inflated rubber walls, kind of like the bottom half of a kids’ bounce house. Next to the ring was a picnic table stacked with industrial sized cans of vegetable oil.

“Pledges inside the ring,” Pratt said.

We all looked at it. There was no entrance gate. “You may need the help of your big brother,” Pratt added.

Rusty O’Brien stepped up to the ring and tried to lift his right leg over the rubber wall. He miscalculated, though, and ended up flat on his ass in the grass. The brothers got a good laugh out of that.

Craig Harkman took a running leap, trying to scissor kick over the wall, but ended up going over it head first. At least he was inside. He raised his tied hands in a gesture of victory and danced around.

The big brothers stepped up. Harkman’s brother helped O’Brien’s brother, since the football player was such a hefty package. “Hey, get your hand out of my ass,” Rusty said, as the two boys lifted him up.

“Fist him,” one of the other brothers called.

Chuck Wei basically picked me up at the waist and tossed me over the side, where I landed on top of Rusty O’Brien. It was comical to watch the two of us try to stand up without using our hands, and without touching each other anywhere that might cause the brothers to laugh. It was mega sexy rubbing up against Rusty like that, both of us naked and in front of an audience. I struggled to think about math problems to keep my dick from swelling.

During the next few minutes, the big brothers managed to hoist and push the pledges over the side into the rubber pit. Fortunately the inflated floor and the walls gave when we bounced against them, so nobody broke any bones. “All right, line up again,” Pratt told us.

We lined up as ordered, facing the brothers. “Big brothers, prepare the oil.”

Each of the big brothers picked up one of the huge jugs of vegetable oil, uncapped it, and began splashing it on the pledges. Chuck yawned as he was splashing me, and most of the oil ended up on the floor, not on me. “Get them good and oiled up,” Eddie said. “They’re going to need it.”

A few minutes later, all of us naked pledges were dripping in oil. Oil had spilled on the rubber floor and the walls as well.

“Now for the blindfolds,” Pratt said. Each big brother stepped up to his pledge and tied a blindfold around our eyes.

It was a really weird sensation. With my vision shut off, I could feel my body that much more, feel the oil dripping down my chest, pooling in the crack of my ass. It felt slippery and sticky and I yearned for a good, long shower to wash it all off.

“We’re almost ready,” Pratt said. “I hope you guys are going to put on a good show for us.” The rest of the brothers laughed. “You all know what a circle jerk is, right? A bunch of guys get together and jerk off, and the first guy to spurt wins. Well, this is the Lambda Phi Ro version of a circle jerk. You can’t use your hands, but you can use anything—or anyone—to get yourself off. First guy to shoot wins.”

We all stood there dumbly for a minute. What the hell, I thought. They want a show? I’ll give them a show. I turned to face the rubber wall and started rubbing my dick against it. “Lansing goes for the wall,” one of the brothers crowed. “There’s a guy who’s accustomed to jerking himself off.”

The other brothers laughed. Meanwhile, I could feel around me that the other pledges got the same idea, knocking into each other as they struggled to get themselves up to the wall. In his typical stoner way, Chuck hadn’t tied my blindfold very well, and as I tried to fuck the wall, it came loose. Out of one side, I could see Rusty O’Brien, who appeared to be sniffing the air, moving around the fellow pledges as if he was in search of something, or someone, in particular.

Sure enough, he ended up right behind me. Raising his arms over my head and dropping them down around my neck, he got me locked in place. “Hey, what are you doing?” I asked.

“Winning.” Rusty positioned his dick against my ass and started rubbing.

It was like my whole body had turned into one big nerve ending. The combination of the blindfold, the oil, and Rusty’s dick against my ass sent vibrations going from toes to fingertips—with special emphasis on my dick.

“Woo-hoo, look at O’Brien go,” one of the brothers said, as Rusty ran his big sausage up and down my ass crack, getting it hard and lubed up.

“Jesus, who knew that dick could get any bigger,” another marveled, as Rusty’s dick swelled against my ass. Even though I was loving the feeling, I knew I had to at least pretend to fight back.

“Get off me, you big homo,” I said, trying to buck back against the football player. But I couldn’t match his size or strength, and actually my efforts just succeeded in helping his dick find my hole and plunge in.

“We have penetration!” a brother cried. Out of the corner of my blindfold, I could see him leaning down to look closely at Rusty’s dick slamming into my ass.

This wasn’t quite the way we’d rehearsed. Rusty was bigger than he’d ever been before, and he was fucking me faster, and harder, too.

I howled in pain. “You’re splitting me open!” I cried.

“Yeah, that’s what my girlfriend said last week,” another brother wisecracked.

“The man’s a fucking machine,” Pratt marveled. With his clasped hands around my neck, Rusty had me locked in place. He pistoned his ass muscles, clenching and unclenching them, as he slammed his dick up my chute.

The great thing about having a stoner for a big brother was that he couldn’t keep a secret. A couple of days before, Chuck Wei had spilled the beans about the final event of Hell Week. “They want to see who butt-fucks who,” Chuck had said. “You know, kind of like watching a dog fight. Who’s the top dog in this pledge class?”

He giggled. “It’s fucking hot, too,” he said. “Most of the brothers won’t admit it, but they get turned on watching a guy taking it up the ass. You’ll see, as soon as it’s over, everybody clears out. They all go fuck their girlfriends to prove to themselves that they’re straight.”

I got as many details about the oil challenge as I could before Chuck nodded off, and then I went directly over to Rusty’s room at the dorm where the freshman football players were housed to tell him.

I found him sprawled on his single bed, wearing only a pair of loose athletic shorts. One of his balls had fallen out the side, and he scratched it as I explained the situation. “You’re shitting me,” he said, when I finished.

“Cross my heart and hope to fry.”

I met Rusty during the first week of school. We happened to sit next to each other in Calculus I, which I’d aced in high school, and, peering over at my results on the diagnostic exam we took that first day, he saw that I knew my stuff. Within a couple of weeks we had our own little ritual going: cocks and cosines. I’d tutor him for a while, then I’d suck his dick as he finger-fucked my ass. Just before he came, he’d start stroking me, and we’d both end up happy.

He was especially happy that he aced the first test, with my help. When he decided to pledge Lambda Phi Ro, he invited me along. Since then, we’d had a lot of fun together, though the one thing he hadn’t done was fuck me. His dick was just too big.

When it comes to dicks, there are growers, and there are showers. The growers are guys like me. My dick’s pretty average, based on my informal survey of locker rooms and porn mags. When limp, it’s just a couple of inches. But when I get hard, and the blood vessels start pumping, I get up to about six and a half or seven inches.

Showers, on the other hand, are big boys, who don’t get much bigger when they stiffen up. Rusty was a shower. Even when he wasn’t excited, his dick was massive, too fat to wrap my hand all the way around and as long as a freshly-sharpened number two pencil. I knew there was no way I could get that meaty sausage up my narrow little ass chute.

“I should fuck you,” I suggested.

Rusty laughed. “I got three words for you, pal. No. Fucking. Way.” He stood up and dropped his shorts. That big fuck stick stared out at me from a thatch of reddish pubic hair. “Maybe we ought to get some practice in before the big event.”

I started to regret running immediately to Rusty with my news. “You can’t fuck me, dude,” I said, trying to reason with him. He turned his back to me as he bent over his desk drawer, looking for something.

His ass was damned near perfect. Two big round globes, with just a line of that red hair running between them. I’d licked him and tongue-fucked him and once he’d even let me fuck him, and I wanted more. “Come on, Rusty,” I said, going over to him. I put my hands on his ass and started massaging, knowing that he liked the feeling of my fingers on him.

He turned around, holding a tube of grease in his hand, which he started massaging onto his dick. “Larry, baby,” he said, leaning over to kiss me. “We all know the way it goes. I’m the football jock, you’re the math geek. I fuck you. If I let you fuck me in front of all those guys, they’d never let me forget it.”

I could have argued some more, but Rusty’s chest against mine was driving me wild, and when he began rubbing his thumb over my lips I knew I was done for. I turned around and bent over. “Just don’t do any permanent damage.”

Rusty was surprisingly gentle. He took his time, lubing my hole, finger fucking me with first one, then two digits, getting me loose. “Take a deep breath, baby,” he said, and as I did I felt the head of his big dick pressing against my hole.

That whole deep breathing thing is a crock, by the way. When a guy as big as Rusty O’Brien starts to fuck you, you can breathe all you want and it’s still going to hurt like a bastard. I felt all my nerve endings cluster around my ass, and every thrust sent waves of pain throughout my body.

“Ow! Shit, that hurts!”

But Rusty wouldn’t stop. I kept moaning, and I even started to cry. But he didn’t stop, and after a couple of minutes I started to get into it. He was going slow, being careful, and then I stopped crying and didn’t mind all those sensations back there, because they were starting to feel pretty damn good. Rusty kept up a steady patter, too. “Man, that feels good,” he said. “Your hole is so tight, Larry. Better than any pussy.”

I didn’t even have to touch myself; I came just after Rusty shot his load up my ass. And it was the most amazing orgasm, too.

Of course, we practiced a couple more times, but the frat kept us pretty busy during Hell Week, and we still had to go to class, eat, and all that other time-wasting stuff.

Our practice paid off that night in the ring. The other pledges weren’t having much success. From the corner of my blindfold, I could see that two of them didn’t even have hard-ons, and the other pair were almost listlessly rubbing their flaccid dicks against the oily rubber walls.

Rusty O’Brien grunted with every thrust up my ass, and I kept on howling and whimpering, waiting for the moment when that pain would turn into pleasure. “Lookit, Lansing’s crying,” one of the brothers said, and I realized I was. “Man, O’Brien must really be fucking him.”

The brothers of Lambda Phi Ro were enjoying the spectacle. I could see that more than a few were stroking hard dicks through jeans, and a couple even had hands down inside their waistbands. “This is better than blue movie night, because this is live and in person,” I heard one of the guys say.

Then those good feelings took over. I started to enjoy the fucking, and the audience, even bucking my ass back against Rusty a couple of times.

“Look at them go,” one of the brothers said. “Lansing must have an asshole the size of the Holland Tunnel, the way he’s swallowing O’Brien.”

“We gotta get a video camera for next year,” another brother said.

I began to pant, my breath coming in quick, shallow bursts, as I felt my whole body tense up for orgasm. I could feel that Rusty was ready too, and he howled as he backed his dick out of my ass, ready to explode. But before he could, streams of white jism spurted out of my dick. “We have a wiener!” Pratt shouted, even as Rusty’s dick exploded onto my ass.

“I won!” O’Brien shouted.

“No, you didn’t,” Pratt said. “Your fuck buddy beat you by a couple of seconds.” Everybody laughed.

The other four boys stopped what they were doing, figuring that the event was finished. “It’s not over till it’s over,” Pratt said. “I think your big brothers need to show you how it’s done.”

Rusty’s big brother, and Chuck Wei, untied us, took off our blindfolds, and helped us out of the ring. My ass felt like somebody had jammed a baseball bat up there, and I could hardly raise my leg enough to get over the rubber railing.

The big brothers of the other four boys stripped down themselves and stepped into the ring, coating themselves with vegetable oil.

“OK, boys, fuck ‘em till they come,” Pratt said. Each of the four big brothers led his charge to one side of the ring, leaned him up against the wall, and started fucking his ass, simultaneously reaching around and jerking his charge.

The two guys who didn’t have hard-ons got there fast, and then it was a race to see which of the four pairs would get off first. I sat down on the ground, but my ass hurt so much I had to roll over onto my side. Rusty sat down next to me. “Sorry if I hurt you,” he whispered, as we watched the four couples fucking.

“You’ll make it up to me,” I whispered back, and for just a moment I saw fear on the big redhead’s face.

Craig Harkman was the last guy to finish, shooting off about a thimble full of cum, and his big brother had to help him out of the ring. As Chuck had predicted, the brothers scattered as soon as the show was over, the ones who’d been watching on their way over to their girlfriends to relieve those aching hard-ons. Even the ones who’d just came probably felt the need to rub off that ass juice in some girl’s pussy.

Rusty and I hobbled back to his dorm room, where we collapsed next to each other on his narrow bed. “We made it, brother,” he whispered into my ear. “Hell Week’s over.”

I reached under Rusty’s bed for the package I had stashed there earlier in the week, pulling a huge rubber dildo out of the wrapping. It was even bigger than Rusty’s dick, and that was saying a lot.

“You’ve got it wrong, brother,” I said, pushing the beefy football jock over on his stomach and reaching for some lube for the massive dildo. “Hell Week is just starting for you.”
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Jason Fitch made me hungry. Deep down hunger, rising from the pit of my stomach, echoing in my throat, making my mouth water. He was that gorgeous: six-three, broad shoulders, shaggy brown hair, and a goofy smile.

It was the first day of tryouts for the freshman crew team, a warm, sunny day in early September. The trees along the banks of the Schuylkill River were still green and cast changing patterns on the slow-moving river. Jason and I stood in a group of about a dozen guys at the boat house, on the concrete apron that stretched out over the water, with a ramp at the far end.

All of the guys were big and strong like Jason. Except me. I was a runt compared to them. Though I am tough and wiry, I come from short people. I’m just above five-six, about a hundred twenty pounds soaking wet.

“Great, we’ve got a cox,” the coach said, pointing to me.
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