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Chapter one

New Neighbors





The couch was impossibly heavy, and the August heat wasn't helping matters. Brandon's t-shirt clung to his back with sweat as he and Amy struggled to maneuver the bulky furniture down the ramp of the moving truck. Their new off-campus rental house looked promising—a two-bedroom bungalow with actual yard space—but right now all Brandon could focus on was not dropping their secondhand IKEA sofa onto the cracked concrete driveway. 

"Pivot!" Amy grunted, her face flushed with exertion. Her oversized breasts heaved against her tank top as she tried to adjust her grip. "Brandon, you need to pivot!"

"I am pivoting," he replied through gritted teeth, his soccer-toned muscles straining against the weight. "It's stuck on something."

Just as the couch seemed ready to slip from their grasp, a deep voice called out from nearby. "You folks look like you could use a hand."

Brandon turned to see a tall, muscular Black man approaching from the neighboring yard. He had a shaved head that gleamed in the sunlight, intense brown eyes, and shoulders broad enough to suggest serious gym time. The stranger wore a fitted tank that showed off impressive arms covered in a light sheen of sweat.

"Man, would we ever," Brandon said gratefully, his relief obvious.

The man stepped up to the truck and reached out a hand. "I'm Perry. Live next door with a couple buddies."

"Brandon. This is my girlfriend, Amy." 

Amy had gone oddly still. Instead of taking Perry's outstretched hand, she glanced down at her own palms and mumbled, "Sorry, my hands are really dirty from the truck."

Perry smoothly withdrew his hand with an easy smile. "No problem. That couch looks like a beast. I can grab my housemates if you want. We'll have this truck unloaded in no time."

Brandon nodded enthusiastically. "That would be amazing, seriously."

Amy shifted uncomfortably beside him. "We don't want to impose..."

"Not imposing at all," Perry assured her. "What are neighbors for? Give me two minutes."

As Perry jogged back to his house, Brandon turned to Amy. "That was lucky, right?"

Amy tucked a strand of brown hair behind her ear, her hazel eyes darting away from his. "Yeah, I guess." She adjusted her glasses nervously. "I just don't want to be a burden on people we just met."

"Babe, have you tried lifting this couch? We need the help."

True to his word, Perry returned quickly with two other men. One was large and heavyset, resembling Biggie Smalls with his round face and dark skin. The other was tall and lean with light mixed-race skin and wavy black hair that fell over his forehead.

"This is Miles," Perry said, gesturing to the heavyset man, "and that's Curt. Guys, these are our new neighbors, Brandon and Amy."

Miles gave a laid-back nod. "What's good?"

Curt's light eyes scanned over them both before he offered a casual, "Welcome to the block."

With seemingly minimal effort, the three men helped Brandon maneuver the couch down the ramp and into the house. Amy hovered at the periphery, clutching a small box of kitchen items to her chest as if it were a shield. Brandon noticed her cheeks flush pink whenever one of the men glanced her way, especially when Miles openly checked out her impressive chest.

"Where you want this thing?" Miles asked, his muscular arms flexing as they carried the couch through the narrow doorway.

"Living room, against the far wall," Brandon directed, grateful for how easily the work was going with their help.

Perry and his friends moved with practiced efficiency, asking Brandon about what else needed to be unloaded. Within an hour, they'd emptied most of the truck, bringing in the bed frame, mattress, dresser, and several heavy boxes.

Brandon found himself falling into easy conversation with them. "You guys play any sports? I'm on the soccer team."

"Basketball," Perry replied. "Starting point guard."

"Football," Miles added. "Offensive line."

Curt shrugged. "I just enjoy the spectator side of athletics, if you know what I mean." He winked, and the other two laughed at some inside joke Brandon didn't understand.

Throughout the unloading, Amy remained noticeably quiet, keeping herself busy organizing boxes in the kitchen and bedroom. Whenever the men entered a room she was in, she quickly found a reason to move to another area. Brandon caught her watching them from the hallway once, her expression unreadable behind her glasses.

After the truck was empty, Perry clapped Brandon on the shoulder. "All done, man. Not a bad workout for a Sunday."

"I seriously can't thank you guys enough," Brandon said, meaning it. "This would have taken us all day."

"No doubt," Miles agreed, his eyes drifting toward the kitchen where Amy was pretending to arrange dishes. "Your girl's got some nice stuff." The comment lingered in the air, its double meaning not lost on Brandon.

"We're having a little BBQ on our back deck tonight," Perry said. "Nothing fancy, just some burgers, beers. You two should come by, get to know the neighborhood."

Before Brandon could answer, Amy appeared at his side. "That's really nice of you," she said, her voice higher than normal, "but I'm absolutely exhausted. We still have so much unpacking to do."

Perry nodded, his intense eyes lingering on Amy for a moment longer than necessary. "Totally understand. Moving's a bitch."

"You should go though, Brandon," Amy added quickly. "You've done all the heavy lifting. You deserve a break."

Brandon looked at her with surprise. "You sure? I can help unpack."

"I'll just be organizing my stuff anyway," she insisted, not quite meeting his eyes. "You know how particular I am about my things. Go, have a beer, make some friends."

Curt grinned. "Listen to your lady, man. We'll take good care of him."

"What time?" Brandon asked.

"Come by around seven," Perry said. "We're the blue house with the deck. Can't miss it."

After the men left, Brandon turned to Amy. "That was weird. I thought you'd want me to stay and help."

Amy was already busying herself with a box of books. "Don't be silly. You should get to know the neighbors. We're going to be living here all year." She paused, then added, "They seem... nice. For helping us, I mean."

Brandon studied her for a moment, confused by her behavior but too tired to question it further. "If you're sure."

"I'm sure," she said firmly, not looking up from her task. "Just don't stay out too late. We have class tomorrow."

Brandon shrugged and went to collapse on their newly positioned couch. He couldn't help but feel there was something Amy wasn't saying, but the prospect of cold beer and burgers after a day of moving was too tempting to overthink it.


      ***Brandon could hear the music from halfway down the block. A heavy bass line thumped from the blue house with the deck, the rhythm unmistakably rap. He checked his watch—7:15, fashionably late but not enough to be rude. He'd changed into a clean soccer team hoodie and jeans, a compromise between looking like he tried and looking like he didn't care. For some reason, he felt nervous, like a freshman showing up at a senior party.

He found the three guys on the back deck, a spacious wooden platform strung with cheap patio lights. Miles stood at a smoking grill while Perry and Curt lounged in deck chairs, each nursing beers from a cooler nearby.

"The new neighbor arrives!" Perry called out, raising his bottle in greeting. "Grab a beer, man. Mi casa es su casa."

Brandon plucked a bottle from the ice and twisted off the cap. "Thanks again for the help today. Saved our asses."

"Where's your girl?" Curt asked, his light eyes scanning the yard as if Amy might be hiding in the bushes.

"Unpacking. She's kind of particular about her stuff." Brandon took a long pull from his beer.

Miles flipped several burgers, sending flames shooting up from the grill. "Man, Perry, remember when that cheerleader threw all your shit out the window last semester?"

Perry laughed. "That bitch was crazy. Told her I was studying with my lab partner, and she goes through my phone while I'm in the shower."

"Your 'lab partner' had some nice tits though," Curt added, making a cupping gesture with his hands.

The three fell into easy banter, trading stories about women and parties that seemed to one-up each other in outrageousness. Brandon tried to keep up, laughing at appropriate moments, but feeling increasingly out of place. These guys operated in a different social stratosphere than his quiet nights studying with Amy or hanging with his soccer teammates.

"So, soccer, huh?" Miles eventually asked him. "You any good?"

Brandon shrugged. "Decent. Not going pro or anything, but I start most games."

"I played a little in high school," Perry said. "Got a good sprint on you?"

"Fast enough," Brandon replied. "What about you guys? You said basketball, right?"

Before Perry could answer, the gate to the backyard swung open. A stunning blonde in a tight crop top and cheerleading skirt sauntered in, her long tanned legs drawing Brandon's eyes immediately. Her breasts bounced with each step, clearly unrestrained by a bra, and her blue eyes sparkled with mischief.

"There's my favorite girl!" Miles boomed, abandoning the grill to approach her.

The blonde squealed as Miles wrapped his massive arms around her, lifting her off the ground. When he set her down, his hands immediately found her ass, squeezing it possessively through her short skirt.

"Missed this sweet thing," he said, loud enough for everyone to hear.

Perry and Curt approached as well, each greeting her with similar familiarity. Curt ran his hands up her sides, brushing against the sides of her breasts, while Perry planted a kiss on her neck that made her giggle.

"Who's the new guy?" she asked, barely glancing at Brandon.

"That's Brandon," Perry explained. "Just moved in next door with his girlfriend. B, this is Kelsey."

Kelsey gave him a cursory nod, her interest clearly minimal. "Cool."

Miles whispered something in her ear that made her eyes widen with excitement. "Right now?" she asked.

"Can't wait," Miles replied, already steering her toward the house. "Gotta show you something inside. Curt, watch the grill."

As they disappeared into the house, Brandon stood awkwardly holding his beer. He took another long swig to occupy himself as Curt flipped the burgers with one hand, his other texting rapidly on his phone.

"So, uh, is Kelsey Miles's girlfriend?" Brandon asked, immediately regretting the question when both Perry and Curt burst into laughter.

"Not exactly," Perry said, wiping his eyes. "She dates the quarterback on our team."

"Josh," Curt added. "Big dude, but not where it counts, if you know what I mean." He held up his pinky finger and snickered.

"She likes to come by for an extra helping or three," Perry explained, exchanging a knowing look with Curt. "Girl's got quite the appetite."

Brandon fidgeted with the label on his beer bottle, suddenly understanding exactly what was happening. He wasn't naive, but the brazenness caught him off guard. "And her boyfriend's okay with that?"

This prompted more laughter. "Oh, he knows," Curt said. "Kelsey ain't exactly subtle after she's been here."

About fifteen minutes later, the back door slid open. Miles emerged looking smug, followed by Kelsey, whose appearance had dramatically changed. Her perfect makeup was smeared, mascara streaking down from watery eyes. Her lips looked swollen, and Brandon couldn't help but notice a wet streak of what was unmistakably cum across her crop top. She licked her lips as she stepped onto the deck, her blue eyes glazed but satisfied.

"Burgers almost ready?" she asked casually, as if nothing had happened.

Curt immediately got up. "My turn," he announced, taking Kelsey's hand. "Food can wait." Without another word, he led her back into the house, his hand already sliding under her skirt to squeeze her ass as they walked.

Brandon stared after them, his mouth slightly open in shock.

"Hungry?" Perry asked, flipping the last burger onto a plate. "Miles likes his medium rare, but I figure we can start without them."

Brandon nodded mechanically, accepting the offered plate. His mind raced as he tried to process what was happening right in front of him. These guys were passing Kelsey around like a party favor, and she seemed completely into it.

He was halfway through his burger when Kelsey and Curt returned. This time, her hair was disheveled, her crop top askew showing the underside of her breast, and fresh cum glistened on her chin. She wiped it away with the back of her hand before grabbing a plate.

"Mmm, I love putting this meat in my mouth," Miles joked as Kelsey bit into her burger, causing all three men to roar with laughter.

Kelsey rolled her eyes but smiled. "Please, this little thing? Hardly satisfying." She held up the burger with a sly grin, and Brandon nearly choked on his beer.

The dinner conversation continued in this vein, full of crude jokes and double entendres. Brandon forced a laugh when appropriate, but mostly he focused on finishing his food as quickly as possible. His head buzzed with what he'd witnessed, and he couldn't stop his eyes from drifting to Kelsey's disheveled appearance.

"I should probably head back," he said finally, standing abruptly. "Amy's probably wondering where I am. Got to help her unpack and all that."

"Sure thing, neighbor," Perry said easily. "Thanks for coming by. Door's always open."

"Always," Curt echoed with a meaningful look at Kelsey.

Brandon mumbled his thanks for the food and hurried back toward his house, his mind replaying the evening's events on loop. He couldn't shake the image of Kelsey returning with Miles, then Curt, her appearance progressively more debauched each time. What troubled him most wasn't the shock or disapproval he should have felt—it was the strange, unexpected arousal that had built inside him as he'd watched it all unfold.


      ***Brandon slipped through the front door of their new house, finding Amy cross-legged on the living room floor surrounded by opened boxes. She looked up at him with a small smile that didn't quite reach her eyes. He knew he should tell her about the neighbors, about what he'd just witnessed, but something held him back. The images of Kelsey returning from each "private session" felt too raw, too confusing to put into words. Instead, he mumbled something about the burgers being good and knelt beside her to help unpack a box of kitchenware.

"You're back earlier than I expected," Amy said, passing him a stack of plates to arrange in the cabinet. Her oversized breasts strained against her t-shirt as she leaned forward to grab more items from the box.

"Yeah, I, uh, wanted to help you finish up." Brandon avoided her eyes, focusing intently on spacing the plates evenly on the shelf.

"That's sweet." Amy pushed her glasses up her nose. "Were they nice? The neighbors?"

Brandon nodded mechanically. "They're cool. Pretty different from us, though."

"Different how?" 

"Just, you know, more of the party type." He hesitated. "There was a girl there. Cheerleader. Apparently dates the quarterback but was hanging all over those guys."

Amy's hands paused briefly in their unpacking. "Oh? Like flirting?"

Brandon swallowed hard. "Something like that."

He couldn't bring himself to describe how Kelsey had disappeared with Miles, then Curt, returning each time with fresh evidence of sexual acts on her disheveled body. He couldn't articulate the casual way the men had shared her, or how she'd seemed to revel in being passed between them. Most of all, he couldn't admit the uncomfortable stirring he'd felt watching it all unfold.

"Well, college relationships can be complicated," Amy said finally, her tone oddly flat. She quickly changed the subject. "Can you help me set up the bedroom next? The sheets are in that box by the door."

They worked in relative silence for the next few hours, arranging furniture, unpacking essentials, and making their new house livable. Brandon caught Amy watching him several times, her hazel eyes curious behind her glasses, but she didn't press him about the neighbors. He was grateful for that, uncertain how he would explain his strange reaction to what he'd witnessed.

Several times, his mind drifted back to Kelsey's swollen lips, the way her mascara had run down her cheeks, the cum staining her crop top. Each time, he forced himself to focus on the task at hand—hanging shower curtains, assembling the small dining table, arranging books on shelves. But the images persisted, intruding on his thoughts when he least expected.

By midnight, they'd unpacked enough to make the place habitable, though boxes still lined the walls and much remained to be organized. Amy yawned, stretching her arms above her head in a way that made her breasts push prominently against her shirt.

"I'm exhausted," she announced. "First day of classes tomorrow. We should get some sleep."

In their newly arranged bedroom, Amy changed into pajama shorts and a tank top, the casual intimacy of their three-year relationship evident in how unselfconsciously she moved around him. Brandon watched her from the corner of his eye, taking in the curves of her body—the round ass, the large breasts that had always drawn stares from other men. He wondered suddenly what Perry, Miles, and Curt would think of Amy. The thought made him uncomfortable in ways he couldn't articulate.

They slid into bed together, Amy curling against him briefly before rolling to her side with a sleepy "Good night." Within minutes, her breathing had deepened into the familiar rhythm of sleep.

Brandon lay awake, staring at the unfamiliar ceiling. The new house made strange settling noises, and somewhere nearby a dog barked intermittently. But it wasn't these sounds keeping him awake. It was the images playing on loop in his mind—Kelsey disappearing into the house with Miles, returning with cum on her top and smeared makeup. Kelsey being led away by Curt, his hand already groping her ass. Kelsey licking her lips, her eyes glazed with satisfaction.

His mind began to fill in the blanks of what must have happened inside that house. He imagined Kelsey on her knees in what was probably a messy living room, similar to his own. In his mind, Miles stood before her, his large cock—which Brandon imagined must be impressive given the confidence these guys exuded—jutting out from his body. Kelsey's blonde head bobbing eagerly as she serviced him, her blue eyes looking up submissively. Miles's large hands would be gripping her hair, controlling her movements, using her mouth for his pleasure.

Brandon's small penis stiffened under the sheets at these thoughts. He felt a flush of shame but couldn't stop his mind from continuing the fantasy. After Miles finished on her face and top, Curt would take his turn, bending Kelsey over something—a couch, maybe, or a table—and taking her from behind while she moaned like a porn star. Her cheerleader skirt would be flipped up, her perfect ass exposed as Curt pounded into her.

What disturbed Brandon most wasn't just that he was aroused by these images—it was that he kept imagining himself there, watching from a corner. In his fantasy, he wasn't participating but observing, his own small dick hard in his pants as these well-endowed men used Kelsey in ways he had never used Amy.

He shifted uncomfortably in bed, his erection now painfully hard. Amy slept peacefully beside him, oblivious to the shameful thoughts racing through his mind. He considered waking her, initiating sex to drive away these images, but something held him back. Their sex life had always been pleasant but vanilla—missionary position, occasional oral, nothing too adventurous. What would Amy think if she knew the dark turn his fantasies had taken?

Brandon rolled away from her, curling around his inappropriate arousal. He tried to focus on anything else—soccer practice, upcoming assignments, the boxes they still needed to unpack—but his mind inevitably circled back to those scenes at the neighbors' house. To Kelsey's willing submission. To the casual dominance of those three men.

He fell into a restless sleep sometime after 2 AM, his dreams filled with blonde cheerleaders on their knees, massive cocks disappearing into eager mouths, and himself watching from the shadows, aroused and ashamed in equal measure. In his dreams, Amy was there too, casting him disapproving glances even as her eyes lingered on the neighbors with growing curiosity.

When his alarm blared at 7 AM, Brandon woke with a start, his boxers wet with pre-cum and his mind foggy with confusing, erotic images. Beside him, Amy stirred and stretched, ready to face their first day of classes in their new home. Brandon wiped the sleep from his eyes, trying to shake off the lingering effects of his dreams. But as he watched Amy rise and head for the shower, he couldn't help wondering what might be happening next door right at that moment, and whether he'd ever look at their new neighbors—or himself—the same way again.








  
  

Chapter two

Study Buddy





Amy clutched her blue spiral notebook to her chest like a bulletproof vest and scanned the lecture hall from just inside the doorway. Monday morning, first day of class, and already she felt like she was five steps behind. Dozens of students milled around the rows of battered folding desks—some in athletic sweats, some in Greek life gear, others in ironic thrift-store t-shirts that telegraphed how little they cared. Amy picked her way through them, refusing to make eye contact, until she spotted an open seat in the third row. 

That’s when she noticed Perry.

He was already seated, legs stretched out under the desk, reading from a dense-looking paperback that she couldn't quite make out. He looked up as she approached, his dark eyes meeting hers in a way that made her want to turn around and run straight back to her new house. Instead, she squared her shoulders and kept moving forward, praying he wouldn’t say anything.

He did. "Mornin', neighbor."

His voice was deeper than she remembered, smooth and almost formal, as if he’d spent the night practicing lines in a mirror. Amy’s entire body went tense. She nodded—maybe more of a micro-nod, a fractional tilt of her chin—and slid into the seat as far from him as possible. The desk between them felt like a border wall, but she was keenly aware that it wasn't nearly tall enough.

"Didn't peg you for a political science major," Perry said, closing his book with a soft snap.

Amy managed a tight smile. "It's my minor. I’m...pre-law."

"Nice. I'm a double major. Poli-sci and comp-sci. Keeps things interesting."

She tried not to react, but she could feel her eyebrows arching anyway. For some reason, she'd pegged him as the kind of guy who coasted on a basketball scholarship and cheated off smarter kids, maybe bragged about never cracking a textbook. The idea that he was double majoring—voluntarily—rattled her almost as much as his presence in general.

The rest of the room filled up fast. The professor, an older white guy in a baggy tweed jacket, called the class to order and launched straight into his syllabus. "This is the capstone for American Political Thought," he announced, "so if you’re not ready to grapple with difficult texts and challenge your preconceptions, I advise you to transfer out now."

Amy scribbled the words “challenge your preconceptions” in her notebook and underlined them. It felt like a personal dare.

"We’ll be devoting much of this semester," the professor continued, "to the works of Thomas Sowell and his analyses of culture and economic mobility in the American South. You’ll be working in pairs to research and present on the real-world impacts of southern traditions on contemporary social policy."

Amy’s stomach plummeted at the mention of partners. She did not want to be paired with the smooth-voiced, impossibly tall guy sitting beside her.

But the professor, as if reading her mind, began to call names in pairs, rattling them off from a list, "Morgan and Phillips. Nguyen and Chen. Carter and Franklin..."

Perry’s lips twitched at the corners. Amy could tell he was waiting for it, almost savoring the inevitability.

"Rogers and Johnson," the professor said, and Amy felt her face go hot.

She slumped a little in her chair and scrawled Perry's last name next to hers in the margin of her notes, her writing jagged. Of course.

The rest of the class passed in a blur—an introduction to Sowell, some light historical context, a list of assigned readings. Amy tried to focus, but she was hyper-aware of every move Perry made: the way he tapped his pencil, the careful notes he wrote in a precise, looping script, the way his shirt sleeves strained against his biceps whenever he adjusted in his seat.

When the class ended, she lingered, unsure how to approach the inevitability of having to talk to him.

Perry made the first move. "Hey, if you want to get started on the project, I’ve got the required reading at my place. I can loan you my copy."

Amy considered making an excuse—she wanted to, she really did—but something about his tone was different than what she expected. It wasn’t arrogant, or flirty, or patronizing. He sounded like he genuinely wanted to help.

"Um," she said, shifting her notebook from arm to arm. "Sure. That’d be great."

They walked together down the corridor, past bulletin boards plastered with flyers about climate strikes and open mic nights. Perry matched his pace to hers, which was a little unsettling given his longer stride.

"I know Sowell's kind of a controversial pick for a class like this," he said after a moment. "But his data is pretty solid, even if people don't always like the conclusions."

Amy hesitated, then said, "Honestly, I only know the basics. My family’s from Alabama, so the South is kind of a touchy subject."

Perry nodded. "My mom’s from Georgia. She sent me to debate camp three summers in a row. Guess she figured it was cheaper than therapy."

He grinned, and Amy had to admit it was a decent joke. She allowed herself a tiny, polite laugh.

"Anyway," he said, "if you want to borrow the book, I’m usually home after four. Or we could hit the library together if you’d rather."

It occurred to Amy that Perry was, in some ways, exactly like her—nervous about new social settings, desperate to do well, maybe overcompensating a little for things beyond his control. She felt a pang of guilt at how quickly she’d written him off.

"I’ll come by your place after four," she heard herself say. "Thanks."

"No problem," Perry replied. "Just knock. Or, you know, text. Whatever you’re comfortable with."

She nodded, and watched him walk off down the hallway, his head already buried in his paperback.

As she stood there, Amy realized she was still clutching her notebook so hard her fingers had gone white. She forced herself to loosen her grip and let out a breath she hadn’t realized she’d been holding.

If you’re not ready to challenge your preconceptions...

She looked down at the notes she’d scribbled—her own handwriting, a little smug, a little superior—and felt a blush of embarrassment creep up her neck.

Maybe she’d misjudged Perry. Maybe, just maybe, the world was a little more complicated than she’d been telling herself.

Amy shook her head, smiling despite herself, and hurried out into the sticky late-summer air, mind already racing ahead to their next encounter.


      ***By four o’clock, Amy had rehearsed a dozen excuses to cancel. She paced the narrow hallway of her house, clutching her phone and checking the time compulsively, as if by force of will she could move the clock forward to a moment when this wouldn’t feel so awkward. Outside, the cicadas buzzed relentlessly, ratcheting up the tension inside her skull.

She’d never been the type to get anxious about meeting a classmate. But this was different. Brandon was at soccer practice and wouldn’t be home for hours. Perry was, well, Perry—impossibly tall, intimidatingly smart, and now the one person at this university who could single-handedly destroy or salvage her GPA.

The air was humid as she crossed the patchy lawn between houses. Perry’s blue rental sat one lot over, the paint flaking from the window sills but the porch swept clean. Amy paused at the foot of the steps, wiped her sweaty palms on her skirt, and inhaled sharply. It was just a meeting. She’d be in and out in ten minutes, tops.

The doorbell echoed through the house with a dignified chime that didn’t match the sagging porch. After a pause, the door swung open to reveal Perry in a crisp, sky-blue button-down shirt and dark jeans. He looked less like a college student and more like a model for “graduate school admissions brochure.” His sleeves were rolled to the elbows, and the shirt hugged his chest in a way that seemed almost intentional.

"Hey," he said. "Right on time."

Amy fumbled for words. "Hi. I, uh, hope I’m not interrupting anything."

Perry smiled, stepping aside. "Nah. House is all mine for the next hour. Miles and Curt have practice, and Kelsey’s off doing... whatever it is Kelsey does."

The way he said it made Amy wonder if she was missing an inside joke, but she brushed the thought aside and entered. The living room was not at all what she’d expected: clean, minimalist, a bookshelf lined with both paperbacks and intimidating academic tomes. A large TV mounted on the wall played a muted sports channel, and a single framed poster—Barack Obama, Hope—hung above the couch.

Perry gestured for her to sit. "Want water or anything?"

She shook her head. "I’m fine."

"I’ll go grab the book," he said, and strode toward the back of the house, disappearing down a hallway. Amy perched on the edge of the couch, refusing to sink back into the cushions. She took in the neatness of everything, the careful arrangement of books, the faint scent of lemon-scented cleaner. There were no stray socks or empty beer cans, none of the messiness she’d expected from a house full of male athletes.

She was still marveling at the place when Perry returned, Sowell’s Culture book in hand.

"Here you go," he said, holding it out. His fingers brushed hers, just for a second. Amy felt a current—static, she told herself—jump between their skin.

She opened to the first page, pretending to read the summary on the inside cover. "Wow, it’s, uh, denser than I thought."

"It’s not a beach read," Perry agreed, grinning. "But honestly, if you read the first two chapters and the conclusion, you’ll have enough for the presentation."

Amy smiled, relaxing an infinitesimal amount. "So you’ve already read it?"

He nodded. "Twice. Once for AP Gov, once last summer. I like the way Sowell frames things. Even if I don’t agree with all of it."

Amy glanced up, surprised. "You don’t?"

Perry shrugged, dropping onto the armchair opposite her. "Not every point. But he’s got the receipts, you know? The numbers, the history. People get so caught up in feelings, they forget data matters."

Amy had never heard another student talk about “feelings” like that before. It was something her dad used to say at the dinner table, and the thought sent a chill of nostalgia down her spine. She caught herself staring and quickly looked away.

"So," Perry continued, "how do you want to split up the research?"

"Um," Amy said, flustered by the abruptness of the question. She tucked a lock of brown hair behind her ear and composed herself. "Maybe you could outline the economic stuff, and I’ll handle the...cultural analysis?"

Perry nodded. "Works for me. I can get you a Google doc by tomorrow. Or, if you want, we could work in person at the library?"

She hesitated, then said, "Let’s start with the doc. If I get lost, I’ll come running to you."

He smiled, a genuine smile this time, and Amy felt the knot in her chest loosen. This was just a class project. That’s all.

She rose, balancing the book and her notebook. "I should go. Brandon will be home soon, and he gets weird if he thinks I’m, you know, falling behind."

Perry stood as well, holding the door for her. "See you tomorrow, neighbor."

The moment she stepped out onto the porch, Amy collided with someone coming up the walk. The impact nearly knocked her sideways, but a firm hand steadied her by the shoulder.

It was the blonde girl in a skintight cheerleading uniform—blue and gold, with the skirt so short it barely qualified as clothing. Her makeup was flawless, her eyes shockingly blue, and her lips glossed to a pornographic shine. The girl looked her up and down with a practiced, predatory gaze, then grinned like they were old friends.

"Sorry, didn’t mean to run you over," the girl said, not sounding sorry at all.

Amy blushed, stepping back. "No worries."

The girl stuck out a hand, chipped pink nail polish glinting in the sun. "Kelsey."

"Amy."

The handshake was brief but shockingly strong. Kelsey cocked her head, eyeing the book in Amy’s hand.

"You here for black dick?" she asked, shameless.

Amy was so struck by the audacity, the brazenness, the easy way the words rolled off the girl’s tongue, that she was momentarily shocked into silence. Kelsey continued to stare, waiting for an answer.

"Just working on a c—class project," Amy stammered.

Kelsey laughed, a husky little sound. "Yeah, that’s what they all say."

Amy’s confusion must have shown, because Kelsey leaned in close, her voice dropping to a stage whisper. "Look, if you’re here to get yourself some BBC, don’t be shy about it. You’re cute. Guys in that house don’t bite, unless you ask ’em to."

Amy felt her entire face go red. "What? No, I—"

Kelsey cut her off with a smirk. "It’s cool, really. Sometimes a girl just wants something a little...bigger. Trust me, I get it. There’s nothing like a fat black cock to suck on when you’ve got a little-dicked white boyfriend." She gave Amy a slow up-and-down with her eyes, openly appraising, and licked her lips.

Amy stood frozen, mortified, unsure whether to run or punch the girl. She glanced back toward the doorway, but Perry was nowhere to be seen.

Kelsey leaned even closer, the scent of bubblegum and sweat overwhelming. "Don’t worry, babe. You’ll come around. Believe me."

Amy sputtered. "Excuse me?"

Kelsey rolled her eyes, clearly enjoying herself. "Sweetie, don’t act so shocked. You should see how many girls line up for it. Tell Brandon I said hi, by the way. He’s adorable."

With that, Kelsey breezed past her up the steps, flouncing into the house like she owned it.

Amy stood rooted to the spot, blood pounding in her ears. She half-expected the grass to open up and swallow her whole. When nothing happened, she broke into a jog, book clutched tight, her mind racing in a blur of embarrassment and indignation.

She was halfway home when she realized she was shaking. Not with anger, exactly—though there was plenty of that—but with something else, something she didn’t have a name for. Shame? Excitement? A sick sort of curiosity?

She slowed as she reached her own porch, forcing her breathing back to normal. Kelsey’s words ricocheted through her skull, taunting, daring, somehow making Amy want to throw the book away and also memorize every page.

She slipped into her house, locked the door, and leaned against it for a long moment, eyes squeezed shut. She wanted to forget what just happened, but already she knew she wouldn’t.

Not for a long, long time.


      ***The rest of Amy’s afternoon was a haze of mental static, her thoughts looping between Kelsey’s sneering laughter and the unexpected comfort of Perry’s living room. She sat at the battered Ikea desk in her bedroom, Sowell’s book open in front of her, the margins already filling with angry little notes. But for every line she managed to underline or highlight, her eyes drifted back to the window, where the neighbors’ deck was just visible through the gaps in their overgrown hedge.

It was ridiculous. Childish. She was a grown woman—well, technically, a legal adult—and here she was, spying out the window every five minutes, as if the blue house might suddenly sprout arms and wave her over for more humiliation.

Still, she watched.

The first time she glanced up, the deck was empty. The next, Perry lounged in a folding chair, shirtless, scrolling his phone with one massive thumb. Amy’s stomach gave a tiny, traitorous flutter. His abs were visible even from here, a corrugated landscape of muscle that looked carved from stone.

She tried to return her focus to the text, but Kelsey’s words echoed through her brain like a song on repeat, “There’s nothing like a fat black dick to suck on when you’ve got a little-dicked white boyfriend.” It was so crude, so mean-spirited, that Amy wanted to hate her for it. But she couldn’t, not entirely. There was something honest in it, too—a kind of animal truth she’d never heard spoken aloud.

Another peek outside, and this time Perry wasn’t alone. Kelsey stood beside him, balancing expertly on her absurdly high heels, her cheer skirt flaring with every shift of her hips. She draped herself over Perry’s shoulders, giggling, a bottle of something clear in her hand. From this distance, Amy could almost smell the sweet rot of flavored vodka.

Perry smiled up at Kelsey and pulled her into his lap. She squealed, legs kicking, and then twisted around to straddle him with practiced ease. Amy watched, horrified and fascinated, as Kelsey leaned in for a sloppy kiss, grinding against Perry’s crotch with open, showy enthusiasm.

The book lay forgotten. Amy’s heart hammered in her chest as she sank lower in her chair, willing herself invisible. She felt shameful, perverse, but she couldn’t look away.

Kelsey wriggled down until she was kneeling between Perry’s spread legs, hands working his fly with the kind of confidence that only came from experience—or from knowing you had an audience. Perry leaned back, arms stretched behind his head, as if daring the world to watch.

Amy’s breath caught in her throat when Kelsey pulled Perry’s cock free.

It was long, thick, dark as coffee, jutting up from Perry’s lap like a challenge. Amy understood immediately why Kelsey had been so smug. She remembered the time Brandon had shyly texted her a photo of his own dick in high school, how small it had looked in his hand, how cute and innocent. Perry’s was nothing like that. It was monstrous.

Kelsey wasted no time. She gripped the shaft in both hands, lowering her face until her lips pressed to the tip. The first attempt barely fit more than the head into her mouth, but she attacked it with a kind of gleeful determination, bobbing and twisting, her platinum ponytail swinging wildly. Even with the window closed, Amy could almost hear the wet, choking sounds.

A wave of heat flooded Amy’s chest and neck. She crossed her legs tightly, shocked by the pulse of arousal that jolted through her body. She wanted to be disgusted, to turn away, but her eyes kept darting back to the obscene spectacle just yards away.

On the deck, Perry watched with the detached amusement of a king enjoying a private performance. He grunted once, maybe twice, but otherwise seemed unmoved by Kelsey’s frenzied effort. Amy saw the strain in Kelsey’s throat as she gagged herself over and over, never slowing, never pausing for air. There was something both heroic and pathetic in it, as if she were fighting to win a contest only she understood.

The blowjob lasted longer than any Amy had ever given, or received. Eventually, Kelsey pulled away, coughing, mascara running down her cheeks. Perry stood, cock still jutting forward, and smeared it across Kelsey’s face, marking her with a thick, white arc of cum.

Amy’s hand flew to her mouth. She stared, mesmerized, as Kelsey licked the mess from her chin, then looked up at Perry with something like worship. The two collapsed back into their chairs, Kelsey snuggling into Perry’s side as if nothing at all had happened.

Amy yanked her blinds shut, heart racing. She leaned against the wall, breathing hard, one hand pressed to her chest. The room felt too small, the air too hot. She sank to the floor, legs trembling, and tried to slow her pulse.

What the hell was wrong with her?

She sat there for a full minute, then forced herself upright and paced to the bathroom. She splashed cold water on her face, avoiding her own gaze in the mirror. For a second, she imagined herself in Kelsey’s place—kneeling, performing, desperate for approval—and a pang of shame cut through her arousal. She gritted her teeth, willed herself to think about anything else, but the images wouldn’t fade.

By the time Brandon came home, Amy had managed to finish a single chapter of Sowell, though she doubted she’d retained a word of it. She set the table, reheated some leftovers, and greeted him with the usual peck on the cheek.

Brandon looked exhausted—sweaty from practice, grass stains on his knees and elbows. He devoured his food in silence, pausing only to check his phone or refill his glass.

"How was class?" he asked finally, between bites.

Amy hesitated. "Fine. Just the syllabus. I’ve got a group project with Perry."

Brandon’s face twitched, just for a moment. "Oh, that guy."

She nodded. "He’s actually pretty smart. Not what I expected."

Brandon grunted, clearly not thrilled, but let it go.

After dinner, he dragged himself to the shower. Amy lingered at the table, listening to the water running, trying to decide if she should say something, or just leave the day behind. She stacked the dishes, loaded the dishwasher, and caught her own reflection in the glass door.

You’ll come around, Kelsey had said. There’s nothing like a fat black dick to suck on when you’ve got a little-dicked white boyfriend.

Amy flinched at the memory, but the words wouldn’t leave her alone.

She wandered into the bathroom, where Brandon was toweling off, steam curling around his lean, pale body. His cock hung small and soft between his legs, almost childlike in its modesty. Amy tried to muster the affection she usually felt, but her mind kept flipping between Perry’s monstrous erection and the look of utter bliss on Kelsey’s cum-splattered face.

Brandon caught her looking and blushed. "Sorry," he mumbled, "cold shower. Shrinkage."

Amy smiled, forced herself to touch him. "It’s cute," she said, the words falling flat.

Brandon shrugged, wrapping the towel tighter around his waist. He looked so vulnerable in that moment—lost, almost. She reached up and kissed him, letting her tongue slip into his mouth, trying to rekindle the old spark. He responded with the eager, fumbling energy of their earliest days, his hands tentative on her hips.

Amy guided him to the bed, undressed him gently, and climbed on top. She gripped his cock in her hand, stroking it slowly, willing it to match her memories of Perry’s obscene length. It didn’t, of course. It was just Brandon, average, sweet, earnest. He moaned, hips bucking, and came almost immediately, hot splashes landing on her wrist.

He gasped, then lay back, flushed and embarrassed. "Sorry. I—"

"It’s okay," she whispered, lying beside him. She pressed her face to his neck, breathing in the scent of sweat and shampoo. She wanted to believe it was enough, that this was real, that the things she’d seen outside were just another fantasy.

But later, when Brandon was asleep, Amy slipped from the bed and padded to the bathroom. She locked the door, turned on the fan, and knelt in front of the mirror.

She stuck out her tongue and imagined the weight of Perry’s cock pressing against it. She pictured Kelsey’s mascara-streaked face, the raw need in her eyes, and for a moment she understood exactly why someone would submit to that kind of humiliation. She wanted it, hated herself for wanting it, but couldn’t stop.

Amy slid two fingers between her legs, slick with shame, and came almost instantly, stifling her moans against her palm.

Afterward, she wiped her eyes, flushed the toilet for effect, and crept back into bed. She curled up behind Brandon, her arms tight around his body, her mind alive with visions she could never, ever confess.

Outside, the cicadas still buzzed, relentless and unashamed.

Inside, Amy lay wide awake, staring at the ceiling, wondering what the hell tomorrow would bring.









