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The Roommate


Ok. This started off very strange and just got weirder from there. I have been with my boyfriend Greg for over a year. Good guy, good job, family man. Everything a girl could ask for.

I am in college, and I live on campus. He only lives about a mile from me, so I spend the night at his house four or five days a week. Yes, I have my own key and a toothbrush at his place, so we are serious.

The only problem is Greg’s roommate, Bobby. The guy is just an asshole. He is a user. Always broke. Always borrowing money or Greg’s car or his clothes. I mean the guy is the definition of mooch. And...he is fucking rude. No sense of personal space. Judgmental.

The guy is just a scumbag. Through and through.

And man, do we butt heads. I started out just mentioning things to Greg. He started by blowing them off but then even he saw things and began getting pissed. Since then, he has tried to kick him out twice, but Bobby whined and promised to change so Greg let him move back in.

Bobby would be good for a couple of weeks and then he would be right back to his usual bullshit. Pissed me off.

We started having arguments because I hate him and won’t tolerate his shit. Sometimes it is little things. Sometimes it is pay your fucking rent things.

Well, about a month ago we had argued about Bobby paying back some money he owed Greg. It ended up with Greg pulling me into the bedroom as I was screaming obscenities over his shoulder at mooch Bobby.

About two in the morning, I got thirsty, so I went to get some water out of the fridge. Nobody was up so I was only wearing what I went to bed in, which was a half tank top and white cotton panties. The kitchen only has one night light anyway, so nobody could see anything if they did wander in.

I was leaning against the counter drinking from a bottle when in strolls Bobby, wearing just his tightie whities. My blood pressure went up just looking at him. For some reason him invading my little late night ‘me’ moment pissed me off even worse than before.

“Sorry about arguing earlier.” He started haphazardly. I really do think he means it but never changes anything, so it is hard to take him seriously.

“No, you’re not Bobby.” I was done hearing it. “It is always the same shit with you.” Bobby took a few steps over to me and flipped his hand over, beckoning me for some of my water. I made a disgusted sound and handed it over. 

Bobby drank it obnoxiously. Everything he did was obnoxious. He kept eyeing me up and down. Then he would drink and do it again. 

“What the fuck do you want Bobby?” I finally spat at him. I think if I could have gotten away with it I would have stabbed him with a shrimp fork repeatedly.

“Nothing. You just look good.” He said as he bit his lower lip and tried to turn his head so he could see my ass better. I was literally stunned. I mean talk about bravado.

“Man, you have some balls on you Bobby. I will give you that.” I answered as I snatched my water bottle back from him. He did not let go though and it pulled him a step closer to me. “You should toddle off back to bed now mooch.” I taunted him, waving my fingers to shoo him back to his room.

“You like men with balls, don’t you?’ Bobby grinned and stroked my arm with two fingers. The unexpected touch gave me goose pimples all over. And sent a little shock where it should not have.

“Just stop it you idiot.” I took a big swig of my water. I honestly did not think about it but hoisting my water bottle lifted my half tank top too. My firm little tits were inches from him, in full view.

“Damn you have nice tits.” He commented brashly. I rolled my eyes, my lips still at the mouth of the water bottle.

“Oh, you like those huh?” I taunted again. I set my water bottle on the edge of the counter and started to lift my top with both hands. I got right under my nipples and stopped. “Did you really think I was going to show them to you on purpose?"

“I did not think so until I saw your nipples were so taut.” My face got a little red. I was instantly embarrassed. 

“That is the cool air. Not you, dumbass.” There was very little venom in my voice because that was not entirely true.

“I think it is a little about me.” Bobby stepped forward again. For the first time I realized just how backed up I was to the counter. My skin was warm, and the Formica felt nice against my lower back.

I made the mistake of looking down and saw Bobby was half hard in his tight underwear. 

“That is a little about you.” He said, catching me looking in the dimly lit room.

“What is?” I pretended I had not glanced at all. But he knew better. Bobby was a tall guy, and he was right in front of me now. I was very anxious, and I kept darting my eyes from his erection to his face and back.

“I need to get back to bed. I have school in the morning.” I made a lame excuse to try and defuse the situation, but I was blushing, and my mouth was dry. 

“No, you don’t. I heard you tell Greg you have the next two days off. Then he reached up and very gently pushed my top up over my tit. It was only two fingers, and it was
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