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I know I should have stopped things long before it got to this point.
Sophie and I were cuddling on the couch watching a show and kissing a little. It had been a whole week since we got a chance to be together. We both loved nothing more than a long, quiet night staying in, ordering in food, making popcorn, and watching shows. They made me think of possible futures with her. 
I looked down at her curled up against me and kissed the top of her head. She scrunched her fingers in the fabric of my shirt and rubbed her cheek against my chest. We didn’t need to say anything.
She brought her overnight bag with her this time. She tried to play it off as signifying nothing, but a grin played on her lips when she casually set a few things out on the bathroom counter, her toothbrush, her morning face cream. I stared from the doorway. She passed me on her way back out with widened eyes and a “who me?” look and we both laughed nervously.
“Patience though,” she said, low and privately.
“Always,” I nodded.
We were onto the fourth episode of something and I was thinking about asking her if she thought it was maybe getting about time to start thinking about heading into my room, maybe finishing up the episode on my laptop, the implication I hoped being that we might get into bed together to do that. 
But that’s when my roommate Jackson, all 6-foot-4 of rippling black athlete, came out of his room. He didn’t say anything. He just came up to Sophie, started tugging on her hand until she uncurled from my side, and she slipped her bare feet out from under herself and came up on her toes.
And then he lead her to his room. She glanced over her shoulder and shrugged at me before he shut his door. She wore the tiniest grin on her face.
I pulled back up and looked over the back of the couch behind me. I could see the overhead light go out and now only a dim light shine under his door. His music came up louder, the usual beat-heavy and dark hip-hop. I paused the movie and jutted my jaw crookedly at the wall. It was far from the first time, but every time, I clenched up hard inside.
It all began so innocuously. At first it was harmless flirting and a few racy comments, him making her laugh and blush. And then it became casual touches, him stroking her hair or tickling her.
He made her laugh and curl up and hide with embarrassment. But she also got him back with little touches of her own, tickling him, maybe, or hip-checking him in the kitchen, as though her tiny Asian five-foot-two petite frame would be more than a breeze against his thick size.
She had fun measuring how many of her hands were needed to go around his bicep, or his chest, or his thigh, him standing there or lying down across the couch, letting her go all the way around, cooing and laughing.
“Your girlfriend turns me on something mad,” he stated to me flatly one night right in front of her. He had pulled her into a hug from behind while I was cleaning up the kitchen. He had been leaning back on the counter making Sophie reach around him to put away plates and utensils, playing with her, shifting left when she reached left, right when she reached right, and he laughed at her feigned exasperation until he told her to just let me do it, and he grabbed her, pulled her against him.
His arms were as big as her waist. She hung her hands from his forearm where it reached around her chest. She squealed when he lifted his arm and dangled her from it, her legs kicking.
He turned around and lifted her like that high enough to set her down on the edge of the counter. He leaned over her until she had to fall back on her elbows and then on her back under him, her knees coming up around his head.
He lifted the hem of her top and kissed her stomach. I had to reach around him now to put away the rest of the utensils, and I tapped his hip with a wooden spoon, but he ignored me.
He pulled her top up little by little until the bottom of her bra was exposed, kissing her all the way. She just tucked her jaw in and watched, her fingers curling around his ear as though readying to clutch his face if he dared to go up any higher.
“You should tell him to stop when he gets like that, then,” she said to me once, after he carried her around fireman style, blowing raspberries on her stomach. She had been twisting and shrieking and trying to pull her top back down before it came up too high. I came to her after he dropped her on the couch, huffing and puffing.
“It’s like you enjoy it, though,” I said to her, helping her work her top back down decently.
She shrugged and grinned sheepishly. “I don’t not like it?” she said. “We’re just playing, right?”
“Is it just playing though?” I said, sitting down beside her head. I drew my finger around her face to pull strands of hair from her eyes. “He just says right out loud that you turn him on, and right in front of you too.”
She pulled her shoulders up and grimaced. “He’s just one of those kinds of guys, I guess,” she said. “Don’t I turn you on?” She scrunched her face up, played at being cute.
“I mean, I don’t mind that he likes to play around, it’s kind of fun,” I said, “but it just seems a little rough sometimes, the way he throws you around like that.”
“‘Maybe some girls like it a bit like that,” she said with another shrug.
“What do you mean by that?”
She narrowed her eyes and thought about how to say it. “You know how you were saying like at those jobs where you just get told what to do, you don’t have to think, it’s just mindless?”
“That’s different,” I said. “You don’t actually like being told what to do, or just grabbed and pushed around and made to do it, the way Jackson treats you.”
She pouted in deep thought but said nothing.
“Do you?”
About twenty minutes after he took her to his room that night, his door opened and I spun back around to face the stalled movie and look away. But I caught sight of Sophie clutching her top and bra and rushing high on her toes to the bathroom, her hand cupped under her chin. I shut my eyes as though that would help me not hear her cough and spit and rinse her mouth out.
While she was still in there, Jackson came out now in much less a rush and he sauntered to the couch, stood a moment staring at the stopped screen scratching his stomach under his pushed up tank top before starting the movie again. He reached into our popcorn bowl and scooped out a spilling handful and mashed his palm into his face.
“Actually waiting for Sophie,” I said, gesturing with my chin to the show.
“What the fuck is this?” he replied, before he sat down, mashed another fistful of falling popcorn into his face. He gave the show another two seconds before he pointed the remote and stabbed at it until a basketball game came on and he sank back in the couch and spread his knees wide and dropped his arms stretched out over the top of the back cushions.
Sophie came back from the bathroom dressed again in her shorts and sweater and tiptoed lightly past Jackson. He ducked this way and that to avoid missing a moment of action on the screen, but he took Sophie by the hips, drew her shorts down her legs, and pulled her sweater up until she raised her arms and let him take it off. She was now in only her panties and bra. He pulled her down to sit on the cushion in front of him and between his spread thighs facing the game. She leaned back.
“Sophie?” I said softly.
She rolled her head over his chest and swung her face over to mine. Her eyes were glassy, her lips were parted and her chest was rising and falling with heavy breathing.
Jackson turned to me as well just as Sophie’s eyes closed and her head pushed further back into his body, her face tilting up. “She’s so fucking hot, your girlfriend,” he said quietly to me, and he cupped both her breasts in his huge hands, rolled her nipples in his fingers through her bra, and he kissed the top of her head.
“Might have to fuck your hot little girlfriend later on, you know what?” he said, and he laughed to himself.
Sophie slapped his leg. “Unlikely,” she said to me, and she rolled her eyes.
“You said…” I began, but he cut me off.
“Just messin’ with you, bro,” he said. “I know what I said. Don’t worry, probably break her if I did anyway, ain’t that right, cute?.”
Sophie gritted her teeth at me. “Big!” she mouthed at me with her eyes large and round, and she privately measured out for me just how big with her hands and she shook her head “No” with wider eyes. 
He rolled his face back to the game. But then he pulled out the top of her panties with one hand and pushed his other hand down inside. He reacted to a missed shot in the game with a recoiled face, saying, “Ohh!”
Sophie reached up high and back, and locked her fingers around the back of his neck. Her back arched and her teeth clenched. She drew her knees up and hung her legs out wide out over his knees.
“Look at her, holy shit, bro,” he said, looking down over the top of her head at her writhing body contorting from his touches inside her panties.
Sophie rolled her head back over to me and bit her bottom lip with her eyebrows high and curving.
He spoke to me softly and in a low voice as though maybe she wouldn’t hear us talking about her. “You want to feel her? You should feel her, she’s so fucking wet right now,” he said. “Boiling too.”
I shook my head No and stared at the incomprehensible game squeaking over the floor with its random whistles and cheers.
Sophie’s hips rose and fell and curled in and out. He pushed at the waist of her panties and she pulled her body up to let him push them down and off her legs. The hip strap got caught in her toes and she kicked trying to throw them off until I leaned over and gently guided them over her feet.
“This too, Thom,” he said quietly to me and she leaned forward and chicken-winged her arms behind her back to unclasp her bra. She hunched her shoulders to let the straps fall down her arms and I reached to catch her bra before it landed on the floor.
“I did wear these for you,” she said quietly to me over Jackson’s chest with a warm smile and a shrug.
But then she yelped sharply and hung on to his wrist with both hands. I could see his knuckles between her legs. He had penetrated her with his middle finger and probably deep, too.
He suddenly got up and hung her from his arm over the cushions he’d been sitting on, and he set her back down with her head propped up against the back. He came down on his knees in front her and lifted her legs over his shoulders.
I shut my eyes, but I couldn’t not look. Through the tiniest slit in my eyelids, I watched Sophie arch deeply, push her fingers through his hair and tug on it, and curl her head so far back, she was facing the cushion behind her.
Jackson touched and kissed her folds only enough to make her gasp with urgency and chase his tongue with her hips. When he found her spot and settled into a rhythm, Sophie’s hand slapped around the cushions between us like a blind person until she found my hand, and she squeezed her fist around my thumb until her knuckles went white.
She soon clenched hard in her core, her stomach rippling. Her hair flew over her face it was rolling side to side so violently. Her abdomen pushed up into his face and dropped back down over and over, until the waves flowing through her finally subsided.
Jackson pushed himself up from the floor with a groan, walked casually to the kitchen for a glass of water, drained it and refilled it, and came back to hand it to Sophie who was still huffing and puffing beside me, her limbs flopped out in every direction.
She took the glass and he tucked her hair behind her ear.
“You better look after her,” he said to me. “This fucking girl, man, I don’t know anymore.” He went back to his room, shutting his door.
Sophie rolled over. She tried to separate her panties from her bra until I helped her, and she turned her back to me so I could clasp her bra. I zipped up the side zipper of her skirt and she settled back down beside me with the remote.
“He’s such a jerk, putting his stupid game on over our show,” she said, and she pressed play again, strained in her neck to kiss me under my jaw, and curled back into my side. “Where were we?”
“Let me go back, he played it too far forward when you were still in the bathroom.”
“You do look after me, don’t you,” she said, and she patted my stomach. I felt her body relax and sink deeper down beside mine.
We hardly got in another ten minutes before Jackson’s door was flung open again. Sophie slowly raised herself up from me and peered over the back of the couch toward him.
I turned around too. He only stood in his doorway with his hands on his hips looking back at us. “Thom, man, you know I’m going to be sorry about it, but… “
That’s all he said. Both Sophie and I stared together at him. But then Sophie carefully extracted herself from my embrace, lifted herself close enough to kiss me, and got up off the couch and went to him. He guided her past him with a tap on her ass but remained standing there facing me. I could see behind him as Sophie crawled up on this bed on her hands and knees, arranging pillows, pulling the blanket straight.
“Probably gonna keep her in here all night,” he said.
“Jackson,” I said, but he only turned around and closed the door.
I saved where we were in our show and put the game back on. Over the squeaking shoes, buzzers and whistles and crowd cheers and groans, I could hear  her high pitched cries, her low grunts, and laughter. I could hear his bed hit the wall and the slap of flesh.
I sank my face in my hands, but I knew this night was coming. Sophie was acting like she knew it was coming too.
About ten minutes after the sounds died down, my phone buzzed. It was Sophie. “G’night baby!” it said, with a heart emoji, but also the sweating, chuckling guilty emoji.
Sophie and I met up with her best friend Cali for lunch at a cool new diner.
“Hey!” Sophie said turning to me. “Why don’t we invite Cali over for our movie night tonight!”
Cali was extremely pretty. I was doing everything possible to not stare. “If you think so,” I said to her, but inside, I didn’t think it was a great idea. We liked it dark. We got close on the couch. We were under blankets.
“All three of us all squished together on the couch!” Sophie said with delight. Even Cali’s eyes sparkled. “Think you can handle two Asian hotties at the same time?” Sophie said and they both burst out laughing.
“If you want to, I guess,” I said.
“Is Jackson going to be around tonight too?” she asked me more seriously. I noticed that Cali didn’t seem unaware of the name. In fact she seemed determined to duck her face down and eat from her bowl like someone trying to demonstrate disinterest.
“I don’t track his schedule,” I said and I chuckled at the idea.
“Maybe text him and see,” she said.
“That’s kind of weird, don’t you think?”
She picked up my phone and scrolled to my contacts and sent his number to her phone. “It’s okay, Thom,” she said waving me off, and she pulled her hair around her shoulder and leaned into her phone she held up to her ear.
“He’s like six-feet-eight or something,” she said clutching at Cali’s arm.
“Six-four,” I clarified to Cali.
“Hey you!” Sophie said with a deep smile into her phone. But then she got up and stepped away from our table outside and leaned against a nearby tree to talk in private. I could hear her laugh and coo.
“How long have you two…?” Cali asked.
“Me and Sophie? Like two years…” I started, but she laughed.
“I know that! I meant Jackson!”
But Sophie came back and squeezed Cali’s forearm harder this time. “So Cali should definitely ome over for movie night, I think she should.”
“Are you sure?” Cali said to her.
They looked at each other as though transmitting subliminal messages. “Absolutely sure, but only if you really want to.”
They held lingering gazes again, both with wide, creeping grins. “Do I really want to?” Cali said.
Sophie pursed her lips and looked at me, unable to reply to her in front of me. “He’s got practice or something stupid, videos to watch?” she said, and she shrugged. “But he should be home later.”
Cali got there around eight. Sophie let her in. That was just as well, because I probably would have embarrassed myself at the door. She was in a short and tight blue dress, white sneakers, and make-up like a wedding.
Not that Sophie was out-shone. She spent two hours in the bathroom also doing make-up and was dressed up in a similarly tight white dress.
“It’s just movie night, right?” I asked Sophie, fearing I’d forgotten plans for going out.
“Just movie night,” she said lightly.
We settled into the couch, Sophie between Cali and I, which I was thankful for. In truth, I had a crush on Cali that I feared revealing in how I was always nervous around her. I often wondered what it would have been like if Cali answered the phone that day I called instead of Sophie.
But Sophie was in a different mood that night. “Look at Cali,” she said, even with the show playing on.
“Why?”
“Just look at her. I want to watch your face.”
Now I really was worried I was getting outted. Did I say something in my sleep? Did I write something she found?
Cali leaned over past Sophie and pushed her face toward mine, blinking and grinning.
“Come on,” Sophie said to me. “Just do it, okay?”
I blew my cheeks out and leaned over to face her. “Is she pretty, do you think?”
My mind raced with the correct responses to evade the trap that was being set. “Cali and you are both very good looking,” I tried.
Sophie rolled her eyes. “Is her make up nice? Are her lips nice? Is her hair nice? Do you want to kiss her?”
I cleared my throat and tried to slip back into my seat.
But Sophie pushed the back of my head to be closer to her yet. “Do you want to kiss her?” she said in a smaller, more intimate voice.
“I guess, sure, yeah, I mean, if I had to…” I tried, and Sophie leaned between our faces and sank her tongue deep in my mouth.
And then she astonished me by turning her face and pausing only a moment before kissing Cali the same way, fully on the mouth, her tongue sinking in.
Cali was not, I was startled to see, surprised, but returned the kiss.
Sophie turned back to me. “Missed your one chance, bro,” she said and she laughed. “Jackson is going to like you,” she said with glowing eyes.
The front door lock snapped and the familiar clomps and groans of Jackson coming back from practice filled the front door.
Sophie snatched up Cali’s hand and pulled her off the couch. “Speak of!” she said. They met Jackson in the kitchen where he was putting down a roasted chicken and licking his fingers off.
“So! This is Cali,” Sophie said, pushing Cali forward.
Jackson said nothing. He only leaned back against the counter, tore off another chunk of meat, and crossed his ankles.
“Cali, Cali, Cali,” he said, and he nodded and grinned that kind of grin he had. He pulled Sophie by the waist and leaned down to kiss her long and deeply. Cali was unalarmed.
“Thom!” he called over to me in the living room. I paused the show and put the remote down. He gestured to the chicken on the counter. “You want that? You have that. I’m done with it, all yours brother,” he said, and he washed his hands, dried them on his athletic shorts, and took both Sophie and Cali by the hand. He lead them through his door and pushed it closed behind him.
On came the dim light, on came the deep throbbing music.
But less than ten seconds passed before he came back out, still trailing Sophie and Cali by the hand. “Fuck these bedrooms are so small, aren’t they, Thom,” he said.
I was in the kitchen looking to where to cut the meat from the chicken and make a neat pile on a plate.
“What are we watching here?” he called out, sitting down on the middle of the couch. Sophie and Cali sat down with him, Cali in her blue dress, Sophie in her white.
I stayed in the kitchen and called back the name of the show. There was no reply, and when I looked up from the chicken, I saw from behind the couch Cali and Jackson necking.
Sophie glanced at me and eased Jackson’s arm out from around her, got out of the couch, and dashed over to me in the kitchen.
“Is this alright?” she said privately to me. She held my one hand in both of hers, pulling my arm, wrapping her fists around my fingers.
“Is what alright?”
“Out here,” she said. “I thought we’d take it to his room, but…”
“I thought you and me were going to watch shows tonight.”
“But Cali…” she said like that explained it.
“Yeah, you brought Cali. What, for Jackson?”
She laughed and rolled her eyes and snorted. She looked over her shoulder where we both saw Cali now moving into Jackson’s lap, straddled him. They were necking even harder.
“Thom,” she said sympathetically, her head tilting. “Cali is never going to be able to handle Jackson on her own, you can tell that, just look at them.”
We looked again and I nodded as though I understand now.
“Just like you couldn’t quite handle him on your own?” I said.
She pushed her shoulders up and squirmed on her feet. “Well sort of, yeah, actually,” she said. She pulled on my fingers, curled her hands around mine. “He’s very big…” She said the word like it was a secret, silently.
I pulled her deeper into the kitchen. “I thought we said you wouldn’t… him,” I said, my eyes bugging out.
“Fuck him you mean?”
“You didn’t even used to say that word.”
“We never really agreed,” she said. “We didn’t spell that out.”
“I thought it was understood.”
“Well, I didn’t think I would, either, to be honest, but…” She stomped her foot and looked back through to the living room impatiently. She threw her arms around my neck and pushed herself up on her toes. She buried her face in my neck and breathed hard in my ear. I could hear from just her breath that she was grinning widely.
“He just makes me so incredibly horny,” she said, and she came back down on her feet and tilted her face at me and shrugged helplessly.
“You know, I thought it was fun when you guys teased each other, and even when you openly flirted, but then you started playing on the couch and stuff…”
“And he started taking me to his room to suck his dick for him…”
“See? I didn’t even know that!”
She rolled her head back and pushed her hips forward, grinding herself into me. “You knew! Thom! Are you seriously saying you watched him take me to his room and you didn’t know what he wanted me to do in there?”
“I mean I figured it out when you came out…”
She laughed conspiratorially and buried her blushing face in my neck. “When I let him cum in my mouth and couldn’t swallow it all?” she said and she squealed into my neck. She pulled back. “I got better at it,” she said like it was something I should have been pleased with. “He comes a lot, it’s hard to swallow it all, okay?” she said, pleading with me to understand.
“How many times?”
She rolled her eyes and shrugged. “You should know, I know you were loving it, I could tell!” She reached down and squeezed me between my legs, teasing me.
I recoiled in my hips. “I wasn’t loving it! How could I love it?”
“Baby,” she said, now full of breath, and she pushed her hips forward, grinded herself against me side to side. “How could you not love it,” she said, feeling as well as I could how hard I become. “When your girlfriend is soaking wet thinking about your big black roommate with the enormous dick? When you know she’s trying to get her mouth around it? Stroking him off so he comes all over her face and tits?” She laughed.
And then she pushed her hand down the front of my pants and wrapped her cool palm around me. “Baby, it’s okay,” she said softly. “Some men are like Jackson, some men are like you, that’s all,” she said, pulling her hand down my length inside my shorts. She nibbled my ear and breathed heavy on me there. “It’s okay if you jerk off thinking of me in his room, taking him from behind,” she whispered. “Jackson explained so much to me.”
“I don’t do that,” I said, trying to pull away. But she gripped me harder, pulled me back to her with her free hand around my back.
“You know I like being with you, you know I just love cuddling with you. You’re my all-time favorite person. My parents love you.”
“Until Jackson comes in.”
She tilted her head over. “I mean, yeah, but it’s not like he cuddles with me or watches shows with me or walks with me… “ She entwined my fingers with hers. “Or talks with me, or makes plans with me,” she rocked her forehead over mine. “Baby, I want to be with you, you know that!” she groaned.
We both heard Cali’s voice in the other room. I twisted to look, but Sophie tried to keep my eyes on her. I only saw the top of Cali’s head and her hands reaching backward over the top of the couch, gripping it. Her knees were up. I couldn’t see Jackson.
“Is he going to fuck Cali tonight?”
Sophie grinned like someone with a secret. “I don’t know,” she said in a tiny, ashamed voice.
“I actually thought for a second you brought Cali here for, like, maybe…”
She frowned and grinned. “Maybe what?”
I shrugged and looked back through to the living room. Now it was the back and top of Jackson’s head I could see over the top of the couch, and Cali was unseen. But I heard muffled moaning.
I looked back at Sophie and shrugged. She burst out laughing but quickly stopped, biting her lips. “Oh baby, no,” she said, and her eyes curled with sympathy. “No, baby, no, but that’s sweet  that you thought that,” she said and she kissed me lightly on the lips. “I should get back to her, I don’t think that girl should be left alone with him, do you?”
“No, yeah, I don’t know.”
She turned me by the shoulders, made me face the back of the couch, and reached down the front of my pants from where she stood behind me. She cooed in my ear. “You get to watch, though, that’s something, right? Look how pretty she is.” She pulled on my cock, lightly scratched its length with her nails. “How pretty we both are. Don’t you want to see it?”
She breathed hard in my ear. “I asked Jackson if you could watch.”
“If I could watch what?”
“Cali and I.”
“When did you ask him that?”
“In his room. He said it would be too mean to you, but I told him you wanted to.”
“Sophie, why did you say that?”
She stroked me harder. “He said we should stay in his room, it would be cruel to make you watch.”
“Sophie, I don’t understand.”
“Just stay here,” she said. “You don’t have to see everything.”
She slipped her hand out of my pants, stepped back from me, and slowly took the zipper down the side of her dress.
“Sophie,” I said, “We’re going to your parents for lunch tomorrow,” I said.
“They love you so much, too,” she said, and she let her dress fall to the floor. Still stepping backward from me toward the couch, she unclasped her bra, and let it fall down her arms.
“I though we were going to…”
She shrugged with her palms up. “We still can,” she said, and she laughed and stepped out of her panties.
“This is killing me,” I said to her.
She shrugged as though helpless.
Cali stepped back from the couch facing Jackson sitting in it. She dropped her dress, unclasped her bra, pushed her panties down, and stepped out of them.
I continued to watch as now Sophie and Cali, both completely naked, began to neck standing up facing Jackson so low in the couch I couldn’t even see the top of his head.
They touched each other’s breasts, teased each other’s bodies, played in each other’s hair, and then knelt on the couch. I watched both bodies come down over Jackson below them, without seeing Jackson.
I watched when Cali’s leg appeared, straining and stretching straight up, before it came down to rest over the top of the back of the couch. I watched as Sophie’s hair tumbled over the arm of the left side of the couch. I kept watching as I saw the man’s head and shoulders rear up above the back of the couch, and first one pair of thin feminine ankles drape over his shoulders, and then another pair, then back again. I watched as the couch itself skipped on scratching feet over the floor of our living room.
I ducked down and hid under the counter when I saw Jackson stand up. I shook at the prospect of being discovered, watching, stroking. But I heard his door close and, when I felt brave enough, I peered up over the counter.
They had all retreated back into his room. I could hear his music, but also Cali and Sophie laughing, or nothing, or crying out. I went to the couch and found the cushions all over the floor, the girls clothes scattered, Jackson’s clothes lying over the couch too, and I picked things up, folded them, rearranged the cushions properly.
I went back to the kitchen and washed up plates and cleaned the remaining chicken off the bones to cover and put away in the fridge. Cali appeared at the door and crossed in front of me this time casually and at ease, completely naked, went to the bathroom and back again, shutting the door.
I bent over the counter and listened to the squeals, the laughing, the grunting. I rushed to grab things to appear to be cleaning when the door came open again. This time it was Jackson wearing nothing at all, his body beading with sweat.
He gestured with his chin at the chicken I was just then putting in the fridge, all gathered on a covered plate now, and he tore the plastic back and ate some with his fingers.
His thing hung heavy and long from his hips. “Hey, how’d your sister make out with that thing anyway?” he said.
“Thing?”
“Car accident wasn’t it?” He was picking the chicken apart, touching it all over.
“Oh yeah, that, it all settled out, car is gonna get fixed.”
“Insurance caved, right?” he said, smiling deeply and slapping me on the back.
“Yeah, they didn’t come back with anything, just put up the money.”
“Hey, I’ve been using the data a lot this month, you lemme look after the bill, okay, when it comes?”
“No, no,” I said. “We split that.”
“No seriously, just tell me the amount, I’m sure we went over, there’s extra charges for sure.”
“Okay,” I said and I put my hands up.
“You get enough of this chicken?” he said. “It’s pretty good, isn’t it. I got it from that new place, you know, up by…”
“… up by Chancellor, yeah, took forever to open.”
He laughed that deep barrel laugh. “Yeah, took forever to open, it did.”
He pulled a jug of his milk out of the fridge and stood there straight and erect, his thing big enough even I had to stare looking at it, wondering how he used it, as his throat pulled the gulps of the milk down.
We both noticed Sophie naked hugging the wall at his door. “You get back in there, now,” he said, and he turned to me and chuckled. “Fucking chicks man, am I right? They don’t understand, guys need a recovery period, am I right?” he said with another laugh, and he patted my lower stomach.
“Welp,” he said, patting his own stomach.
I saluted him and instantly regretted it.
He went back to his room, pushed open his door. Before he shut it on me, I saw his bed that was a complete mess, and Cali and Sophie too, spread over it, their bodies writhing, their hands down their fronts, cupping their breasts, rubbing their pussies.
Jackson looked over his shoulder at me and made direct eye contact, before he shrugged with a “what are you going to do?” expression and he shut the door with his foot.
It was impossible to cancel lunch the next day. Sophie assured me it would be fine.
“You look like you can hardly walk,” I said.
“Volleyball injury?” she said and she shrugged. I took her to her place so she could get changed. Showing up in night shorts and some big dude’s random tank top would not exactly impress her parents.
She came out in a traditional and cute sundress, low flats, and her hair tied back. As soon as we got to the restaurant door, Sophie dug for and found my hand and squeezed it. “Come on,” she said encouraging me.
We were greeted like we always were, her parents in love with me, her father patting my back, her mother making me sit beside her. Thus began the typical rapid-fire questions about how we were getting along, what problems might we be  having, did we need this, did we need that. Sophie held my hand and squeezed it and looked at me and blushed when her mother said something about the future being closer than anyone thinks it is.
“Do you think about that?” her mother said to her.
Sophie turned to me and grinned and bit her lip. “We were discussing important things last night, weren’t we, Thom,” she said softly.
I looked back at her and struggled to restrain my eyes from bugging out of my head. “Sure were,” I said.
She pulled our hands up causally as though to ensure her mother saw we were holding hands. “Thom was just saying how he likes my little quirks,” she said and she pushed her shoulders up and chuckled. She turned to me. “And I told him I liked his too.” She kissed my cheek. “Right honey?”
I cleared my throat and drank back some water, forgetting that it was hot, and nearly burned my throat.
“Thom,” her father raised his chin at me. “You still have that roommate?”
“Yes,” I said.
“The athlete, right?”
“That’s him,” I nodded.
Her father laughed and rolled back in his chair. Sophie slid her hand over my lap under the table, and pulled it up. She cupped her palm around my groin.
“I am surprised there is anything left in the place for you, he is so big!” He laughed some more.
They met him once when they came to pick Sophie up to visit her aunt. I tried not avoid it, but he wanted to see what two thousand dollars rent got these days.
Jackson was there, polite, charming, and easy going. But Sophie’s dad never forgot it. “Does he leave anything for you?” he said, laughing again at his own joke, the same one he’d been making since he first met Jackson. 
Sophie held her chin in her hand, her arm propped up on her elbow, and she looked at me with big innocent eyes she blinked as though to say, your problem. She grinned even as she squeezed me so hard under the table I flinched.
“He takes everything,” I said. “He leaves me nothing.”
It’s what her dad wanted to hear, and it made him laugh hard enough to choke, and her mom, laughing too, patted his back. Sophie kept smiling at me, her foot dangling her shoe beneath the table. She leaned over while her parents were distracted with the choking, dropped her arms around my neck from the side, and breathed into my ear.
“I am so fucking horny right now, follow me to the bathroom in two minutes.”
She didn’t pause for my reply, but excused herself with a polite nod like the best Asian daughter would, and quietly wove her way to the washrooms.
Her pained walking was obvious. “Are you okay, Sophie?” her dad called to her.
“You tell him, Thom,,” she said and she rolled her eyes at herself.
I looked across the table at her father. He waited with baited patience. “She’s sore,” I finally said.
“Oh?”
I cleared my throat. “Uh, volleyball injury” I added, and I excused myself, said I needed to wash up, and I sped toward the bathrooms too.
I found her behind a door in a single bathroom, and I shut the door and locked it. Sophie was frantic about peeling her panties down and off. She stuffed them in my pocket. “Don’t you dare drop these,” she said and she laughed. She pulled herself up on the counter, propped her heels on the edge and spread her knees.
“C’mon baby!” she said, and she opened her exposed folds with her fingers, sucked on her thumb, rubbed herself.
I exhaled and stared a moment before I undid my pants and pushed them down to my knees. She grasped and pulled at me and lowered her knees sideways.
Her head fell back into the mirror and she reached under her ass to stroke and rub herself. Her eyes closed and her mouth fell open. She was breathing hard. I looked down and saw her glistening more than I ever knew a girl could get.
I stroked my cock but it was already steely hard. I checked the door was locked and stepped up to the edge of the counter.
“Baby,” Sophie breathed more than said. Her long, sharp fingernail, painted pastel matte blue, lightly rubbed over her nib. “Fuck,” she exhaled like someone about to faint. Her whole body shuddered and strained.
I brought the tip of my cock to her folds and she arched deeply, clutched at her breast under her top with one hand, and bumped my cock with her other hand she was rubbing herself so frantically.
I brushed her there with my cock and she formed an “O” shape with her mouth and raised her eyebrows high up her forehead. “Baby, I’m gonna…” she whispered to me.
I rubbed myself up and down and all around her soaking folds and her body was riven with ripples and shudders.
“Now,” she said without making a sound, only mouthing it.
I thrusted forward with my hips and entered her.
But she instantly clenched her knees shut, pushed her hand into my chest, shot her eyes open and gaped her mouth at me. “What are you doing!?” she gasped.
I staggered backward confused and stunned, covering myself.
She pulled up her knees, lowered herself to the floor, and shook her head at me, her face disbelieving. She turned to fix her hair in the mirror and found me in the mirror still staggered behind her.
“I thought we agreed we were saving that?”
She turned and spun the bolt open and left the washroom. I zipped up, splashed water in my face, and held the door a moment to steady my racing heart. I felt a bulge in my pocket and pulled it out. I still had Sophies panties. I went out the door and returned to her family, all of them laughing at something I missed.
A few days later, I was at home standing in front of the fridge wondering what to make for dinner. I heard a knock on the door and scratched my head hoping it wasn’t the landlord. Those knocks never meant anything good.
But it was Sophie. “Soph! Were we getting together tonight? I’m sorry!”
She snorted and bent half forward, clutched my arm in both her hands. “Oh, no,” she laughed. “I didn’t tell you, I knew you wouldn’t, you know…”
“Wouldn’t what?” I said, just as I heard Jackson coming up the hall behind me. He was dressed for going out, which is when I looked back at Sophie and noticed for the first time she was in a red sparkling dress I didn’t recognize, and wearing make-up like a girl going out to a club.
“You look hot as fuck,” Jackson said, taking my shoulders in his hands to set me aside and get past me.
“It’s just the Annual Collier House thing,” she said to me. “Jackson wanted me to go with him. Do I look good?”
She twirled around for me.
“Yeah, that looks good. Weren’t we going to that?”
“Don’t sweat it, man,” Jackson said. “You’re the lucky one, you think I want to sit there through all those speeches?” He laughed and leaned down with his hand on Sophie’s back, and she tilted her head back to let him kiss her on the mouth.
“I’ll tell you all about it! If…!” she said, and she poked me in the stomach. “… and only if you promise to make me breakfast in the morning!”
“Yeah of course,” I said. “So you’re sleeping here tonight?”
She glanced at Jackson and back at me. “I mean…” she said and she shrugged and laughed nervously and grimaced. “Sort of?”
“I see, I get it,” I said.
She stepped up to me, took my elbows in her hands and kissed the tip of my nose. “Thom, you know I love you, it’s just a thing.”
“Well, a thing and then after, when you get back, what?”
Jackson started down the hallway and huffed with impatience waiting for her. She held a finger up behind her.
“It’s going to go late, we might go to an after party, you’re not going to want to stay up, I know you.” She kissed me again. “Go to bed, I’ll see you in the morning, you’ll see, and then you get to make me one of your great breakfasts.”
“This doesn’t make sense,” I said.
“I have to go, Jackson is going to get mad!” she said and she popped her eyes out at me. “You do not want to know what he does to me when he’s mad,” she groaned in my ear, and she snorted, tugged my shirt, and turned to shuffle in her platform pumps to catch up to Jackson’s trailing hand.
In the morning I stood in the kitchen reading news on my phone, eggs, butter, potatoes, bacon, and fruit all set out and waiting. I put on my earbuds to play some of my own music to drown out the sound of his bed hitting the wall, and Sophie’s high pitched cries.
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