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Steve arrived at college with a plan. He was going to get out of the dorms and find a place to live. He had just enough time before the semester started to

enact his plan. The ad in the paper said affordable, and that's a magic word for a poor college student.

The new place isn't much to look at. Luckily, what his new apartment lacks the girl next door had in spades. She's a cute little Asian spinner and she appeared interested in Steve.

That’s when things started to go funny. She turned out to be a he. Well, that wasn’t true. His new neighbor was a transformer … er ... transistor … ah, trans-something. They didn't have those back home in Iowa, he was sure of it. Was being attracted to her wrong? Nah, Steve liked women. It turned out he liked women that looked just like his new neighbor Akaiyo. He liked them a whole lot.

Liking her was easy, the question was, did she like him back. When Akaiyo invited Steve to dinner it allowed him the perfect opportunity to explore that curiosity digging a hole through his heart? Can the boy next door also be the perfect girl next door?

Boy to Girl Next Door is a transgender erotica romance about a young man discovering love doesn't worry about labels.






































Chapter 1

The Internet advertisement stated, downstairs flat, as is: 1b1b-affordable. Affordable, what a bullshit word that was these days. Everything was affordable to somebody. What Steve needed was it to be affordable to a college student on a fixed student loan. He’d stayed on campus his freshman year, but this year he wanted an apartment off campus. Yeah, a place without a roommate not of your choosing sounded just perfect. He only had a week left until classes started to land his ideal housing. He was far from any family, and currently staying in a youth hostel, thus the pressure was on to find this perfect place fast. That meant Steve was in need of taking a chance if he was going to land a good living arrangement. This advertisement smelled like a good enough chance for him to pounce on it even if it sounded too good to be true.

He had made sure to wake up early today, take the morning train to the closest station to the address, and then leg it the rest of the way. The early bird gets the worm so they say.

He arrived quickly at his destination because it turned out to be a convenient distance to the nearest train station. Only a quick walk from public transportation, you had to like that on Steve’s budget. From the outside the apartment complex didn’t look like much, though. That was good too. It meant its idea of affordable looked like what Steve thought it should look like. Steve hated paying for things he didn’t need; a pool, cable TV, free Internet etc. He didn’t need or want to pay for crap like that. That’s because he was always short on funds. All he had was that student loan to draw on. Steve didn’t have the luxury of rich parents. Nah, Mom and dad weren’t coming to rescue him.

He counted off the front doors to this complex. The place had eight apartment units. They were all facing the street. There were four on the first floor, and four on the second. Naturally, the corner spot right next to the busy street corner was the one that had the vacancy sign. It was street level, on a busy corner, and had no reserved parking space. It was so non-ideal that it meant it might actually be his level of affordability and just as important, also still very available.

He heard footsteps on the metal staircase that led to the second floor. Steve moved his attention toward the source of the sound. Steve spied a cute little spinner climbing up to the second floor. She was clearly college age like Steve. She had dark hair done up as a cute boy-cut. She was wearing tight Lycra running gear. Steve could see every inch of her firm runner’s ass as she wiggled it up the steps. Imagine walking around town with everyone able to see every inch of your best side. People aren’t shy at all here on the west coast, that was for sure. He reminded himself that he wasn’t in Iowa anymore and that suited him fine.

This tempting girl walked to the apartment that was directly above the vacant apartment. She unlocked the door and went inside. What a nice potential neighbor to have, he thought. Granted, not only did she live in the upstairs flat, but her upstairs was also flat from all appearances. So, she had small tits; no girl has it all, he reminded himself. She’d do for Steve.

“Can I help you?” asked a voice.

Well, there went daydreaming about the girl he was never going to have. Steve turned to see a little old lady, who happened to be standing in front of another downstairs flat’s open door. She was clearly trying to get his attention.

He replied, “I’m interested in renting the vacant flat. Do you know if it’s still available?”

“I’m still renting it,” she replied.

“Oh, you’re the landlord!”

“Oh, you must be one of those college types to figure that out so quickly.” Steve laughed. Apparently the old lady was a person with a sense of humor. She warmed up to him with a big smile. She added, “Where do you go to school, east or west bay?”

“East,” he replied.

“Good. I don’t like those west bay types. It’s 2000$ a month, you pay utilities. There’s a little washing machine in the back. It takes quarters. I’ll need the first month’s rent as a deposit.”

“That feels a touch cheap for a flat around here.”

She tossed him a key. She added, “Twenty years ago it was 200 a month and it was highway robbery back then. Still is at my prices, but you won’t find a better single this close to campus and you know it. Check it out and see.”

“I’ll check it out.”

“I knew you would.”

Steve took her key and unlocked the door to the flat. The flat had four hundred square feet of living space. That was counting the bathroom and closet. The floor was wood and intact. The bathroom was old, tiles cracked, but livable. The kitchen came minus a fridge. The bedroom smelled of mothballs. Apparently not because of moths either. No, the smell was trying to cover up the overwhelming smell of pot. It tried, but failed miserably. Clearly the last occupant smoked a lot of it. That settled it. The place sucked, but it worked for a student. The price sucked, but he’d do no better elsewhere. It was walking distance to the train. That was huge. He’d take it. He felt at home already. Plus, that cute girl lived above him. That was a hidden bonus that he just couldn’t ignore.

Steve headed out. The woman had an eager face. She knew that he’d be renting it and she wasn't afraid to show it.

“Well?” she asked while pretending not to know.

“Can I write a check for the deposit?”

“Don’t see why not. If it bounces, I know where to find you now.”

“When can I move in?” he asked.

“Today if you like.”

“Great, my name is Steve Mack. I’ll get my stuff and be right back.”

“My name is Mrs. Greywater. I’m always here. Rain or shine, I never leave my place.”

Okay, that last part sounded a bit depressing. He hustled away, stopped, and turned around. He asked her, “Oh, one last thing. What’s the name of the girl that lives upstairs from me?” Steve asked.

“Name?”

“Yeah, the name of the girl that lives upstairs.”

“Girl?”

“In the apartment just above me, what’s her name?”

“Her name?”

“Yeah, of the girl that I just saw on the stairs a few minutes back. She lives right there.” He pointed to the flat above his.

The old woman shrugged. She replied, “Don’t know myself. You see, Akaiyo lives there. He has done so for over a year now. He’s a cute little tyke. Good rent payer. He goes to school, just like you do. I’ve never known him to have a girlfriend, though. Never seemed like the having a girlfriend type, if you know what I mean. How nice for him if he finally does.”

“Yeah, how nice for him, I guess,” frowned Steve.

Well drat, so the cute girl next door didn’t come with the flat. She was already spoken for. That was the story of his life. The cute ones never came his way. You can’t get everything in life, at least not for 2000$ a month.


Chapter 2

It had been a tough first night at the new pad. All he had was a backpack and sleeping bag to rough it out on the floor of his new place. The floor was harder on your back than it appeared. He wished he owned a bed, but he only had what he needed to sleep at the youth hostel. It’s all that he came to town with. He was all that he owned. He was going to change all that in a hurry, though. He had a plan.

The next day Steve left early in the morning. He returned back to his pad around noon. He showed up in a rental truck. Steve planned to spend today unloading his new furniture from the rental truck. New was a relative term. It was new to Steve, but much of it was far older than Steve. It all came cheap from the Goodwill.

He moved the bed first, followed by the refrigerator. It was best to get the heavy stuff out of the way while his strength was with him. Next came a table and some wooden chairs. The pots and pans came next. Last thing to unload was the sofa. It fouled his plan to get the heavy stuff done first, but packing a rental truck for maximum occupancy meant compromising some things.

Near the end of unloading, he’d grown dog tired. The best he could manage was dragging his three cushion sofa into his new place. There were advantages to living on the first floor. The biggest being he could move in all by himself. No need to ask a friend to carry a thing up a staircase. That saved a lot of cash otherwise wasted on movers or bribes to friends. He dragged the sofa through his front door. He stopped in the living room-kitchen area. Well, that was the last of it. He was officially done moving in for now.

He checked his phone. The phone’s time assured him that he was making good time today. He’d picked up a bed, a sofa, a kitchen table, a mini-refrigerator, and kitchen supplies at the Goodwill this morning, dropped them at his new place, and finished all this before three. Now if he darted back to the rental agency he could avoid paying the all day fee they charged if the truck came back after five.

He gave his apartment one last look over. He had everything he could want sans a TV. There was always a TV to be had somewhere so he’d land one eventually. It’s not like he had the cash for cable. For now he'd have to go to the local sports bar if he wanted to catch a game or a match. Still he was in good shape. One week ago he arrived in town with nothing but a backpack full of clothes,  a sleeping bag, and his plan. One week later, he was living in luxury or, to be honest, he was living within his budget. His plan had really come together. He was feeling good about this coming school year.

He closed the front door and headed back to the rental truck.

“Moved in?” asked Mrs. Greywater.

Steve turned to see her sweeping her front door stoop. Funny how people show up right after you’re done moving everything.

Steve replied, “Yup, all done.”

“I asked around, no one thinks Akaiyo has a girlfriend.”

“Huh?”

“You asked about her yesterday.”

“Oh, yeah. Thanks.”

Steve climbed into the rental truck. He’d have to be careful. Living in a complex with eight units meant a lot of nosy neighbors. Particularly, Mrs. Greywater seemed nosy to have inquired around to find out more about that girl. Steve shrugged. She was old and probably didn’t have anything better to do but stick her nose into things. However, Steve had lots of better things to do. Maybe even that cute girl. He chuckled to himself. If she’s not dating the neighbor upstairs, then you’re never seeing her again, old lad.

He started up the truck. It kicked up a lot of black smoke. Then it shimmied. Good thing this wasn’t his. He pulled from the curb. As he did, a small VW bug pulled up to the curb behind him. As he waited to merge into traffic, a cute pair of legs climbed out of that bug. Steve suddenly found the need to adjust his sideview mirrors before proceeding. His motto was always, safety first, particularly if being safe meant viewing a great pair of legs. Those legs were bare and toned to perfection. The leg’s owner insisted on wearing a pair of pink short-shorts to best show them off. Steve respected that. Too bad this girl had on a large sun hat so Steve couldn’t see if her face matched the beauty of her legs.

Those gorgeous pairs of legs walked up the metal staircase. Nice, another lovely young neighbor lived in Steve’s new complex. Steve lingered at the curb spitting out black smoke. He was hoping she either took off the hat or opened her front door so he’d know where she lived. Unfortunately the hat didn’t come off. Even worse, the legs went over to the apartment directly above him. Damn, it was the same girl as before. Either that or Akaiyo was a player. Lucky for him if that were true. Odd Greywater didn’t know about it, but then again maybe she knew more than she said. Some of those nosy types like to know, but don’t like to talk about what they know.

You’re not like Akaiyo, Steve. You’re unlucky at love, he told himself. Too bad he could use a girl like that in his life. He pulled away from the curb.


Chapter 3

Steve popped the top on his soda pop can. He was finishing up his first meal in his new place. He had ordered a large pepperoni pizza from Grubhub along with a six pack of soda. It was a feast set for a king or at least the king of these four hundred square feet he now lived in.

He contemplated taking another slice. The truth was that he’d finished half the pizza already. He was feeling a touch bloated. He decided to save the rest for breakfast or dinner tomorrow. He tossed the box in his new fridge. Once he shut the fridge door the smell immediately hit him, it wasn’t a good smell either. It must have been covered up by the savory smell of that pizza because now that the pizza was gone Steve could smell the foul odor everywhere. It was overwhelming the whole apartment. He followed his nose to the source. It didn’t take a bloodhound to track down the source of the odor. The foul aroma was coming from him. All that lifting and moving today had made him one sweaty and smelly young man.

“I need a bath,” he said. He looked around and sighed. Being alone meant there was only him to appreciate the sound of his voice.

He stripped down and headed for the bathroom. It was nice to live alone even if there was no one here to talk to. For instance, he didn’t have to worry about walking around his place naked like he was now doing.

He examined his stained old tub in his bathroom. It clearly had seen better days. It didn’t matter how dirty it appeared. The water coming out of it would be cleansing all the same. He turned the bath’s hot water on. He waited five minutes for the hot part to start. In the end, his apartment’s hot water never lived up to its name. Steve gave up waiting and climbed into the tube for a shower.

He worked up a good lather of soap for himself and let the healing flow of the water cleanse him. After five minutes, he turned off the water and climbed out. He caught himself in the cracked bathroom mirror. He admired his physique staring back at him in that mirror.  He was impressed by himself. Why, only a few years ago he was just a skinny runt of a kid. Today he was a well-toned young man that was strong enough to carry all his own furniture. Yup, he felt like a man from his head to his toe. He looked like a man. He was a college man in fact. He was in his prime. The ladies should all be gunning for him. Only there wasn’t even a one knocking on his door. Those fat gray haired billionaires had supermodels yanking their chains every night of the week. A good looking, but broke young man like him got nothing, not even a date. No woman wanted to date a broke man no matter his looks. That was the truth. And they had the nerve to call men superficial? Bah! Women could be just as shallow or at least they always were toward him.

Steve headed to the bedroom and fished new gear from his closet. After dressing he noted how low his clean clothing supply was. The youth hostel didn’t do laundry for him. There was no mom or dad around here to do it for him either. He did now have a little laundry out back that Mrs. Greywater mentioned. All he needed was quarters to run a load of laundry. He’d been smart enough to get a few rolls from the bank this afternoon.

He gathered up his clothes into a bedsheet and then carried them out back. He discovered Mrs. Greywater’s laundry room had exactly one washing machine and one dryer inside it. You couldn’t say Mrs. Greywater didn’t know how to save money. Although Steve couldn’t really blame her for the cheapness when it came to her laundry room. There was only enough room for one of each machine inside anyway. If there were any more machines in the room, there wouldn’t be any room for his laundry. The room was that small.

The dryer was near the entrance on his right. It was currently off. The washing machine was one five foot passage away. Steve immediately noticed a problem with his laundry plans. Someone beat him to the washing machine. It was on and turning at full speed. There was a little round pink basket full of more laundry there as well. It sat on top of the washing machine. The dryer was free, but the sequencing of the process of doing laundry made its availability not relevant to Steve’s cause.

Steve tossed his laundry on top of the dryer. He then went over to the washing machine. He wanted to look over this person’s laundry to better judge when to come back. Maybe the stuff in the basket was wet and they were waiting to load up both loads into the dryer. That was the preferred option. Of course, maybe they planned on a second wash load after this first. If that was the case then the stuff in the basket would be dry. He peered into it. The pink basket was full of panties and bras. He noticed the label on those panties, XS. That meant very small which translated to meaning they weren’t Mrs. Greywater’s. That was for darn sure. Steve wondered if they belonged to Akaiyo’s girlfriend. She was the only petite woman he’d seen around. He reached in to touch a pair of panties just to see if those panties were dry. As he did the washing machine kicked off.

The room was eerily silent, but not for long. “Excuse me, but those are mine,” said a voice. It was a rather pleasant voice.

He turned around. It was Akaiyo’s girlfriend, she was standing right here in the laundry room with him. That cute little Asian neighbor was standing at the laundry’s entrance wearing black short-shorts and a stretch white cotton shirt. She was so lovely. She batted her long black lashes at Steve and then moved up to him.

“Ah, what?” managed Steve. He wanted to kick himself immediately. Real smooth, Steve, real smooth. There were reasons other than money as to why he didn’t have a girlfriend. The reality was, he was uncomfortable around attractive women. He had been his whole life.

She said, “Those panties are mine.”

“Panties?”

She pointed to his hand. He looked down. He was holding a pair of blue lace satin panties. He only meant to check if they were dry. Her startling him had caused him to grab them by accident. Now he looked like a creep for fingering her delicate panties.

“Sorry, I was just … sorry,” he explained.

She laughed at him. “So cute,” she added.

She pulled them from his hand and tossed them in her basket. She bent over to open the washer. Her short pants accented every well placed curve that made up her apple bottom. He’d seen it at a distance, but the view only got better up close and personal. If Akaiyo was tapping that, he was a lucky man.

She finished unloading and then loading back up the washer. She added detergent. She plunked quarters inside the machine and she hit start. Then she turned to leave, but didn’t go. It took a second for Steve to realize why she didn’t leave. He was still standing there barring her way. She must know that he was staring at her. He tried to act less creepy. He stepped back and then pressed his back against the dryer to give her room to leave.

“Are you going to wait here until I’m done?” she asked. The answer was no, but the truth was that he was only still here because he liked watching her. That was a truth too painful to tell. Thus, he slowly nodded like a fool.

“Okay, suit yourself,” she added

She started to squeeze by him. She didn’t, though. She stopped halfway and turned to face him. They were squeezed chest to chest. His ass was pressed hard against the dryer. Her face was inches from his. It was such a lovely face. Her ruby red painted lips were making him hunger for their touch. He started sweating.

“Can … can I help you?” he asked.

She nodded. Then he felt his zipper drop. Her soft hands went into his pants. She fished out his cock.

“You’re very excited. Is that because of me, I hope?” she asked.

“I, ah …” he managed as a reply. He’d have said more to her, but he felt her stroking him off. It felt unreal. Man, this new apartment kept getting better.

She asked, “Did you like holding my panties?” He nodded his head. “Do you like the feel of my panties on your cock?” He now realized that’s why it felt so good. She was jacking him off with her panties wrapped around his dick. She was using long full length strokes. Base to head, and back down again went those satin panties.

He replied, “I like it.”

“Of course.” She leaned in and kissed him. She had powerful lips. They latched onto him and didn’t let up. It was then he came. His damn cock let him down. He wanted more, a lot more, but it was already too excited by the moment. After his cock stopped pumping its load, she let go of him both with her lips and her hands. She took a step toward the door. He could see that he had shot his load all over the front of her shirt. There were large white sticky globs all down the front of her.

He said, “I didn’t mean to cum on you.”

“I’d have been insulted if you didn’t.”

“But if your boyfriend Akaiyo should see you now …”

She interrupted, “My boyfriend?”

“Yes, your boyfriend Akaiyo,” he replied.

“I like you, because you’re so silly. I’m Akaiyo and I don’t have a boyfriend, at least not yet.”

Steve laughed. He replied, “You’re Akaiyo? You can’t be, Akaiyo.”

She said, “I’m pretty sure I know my own name.”

“The Akaiyo that lives in apartment eight?”

“Yes, and what’s your name?” she asked.

“But she’s a … I mean he’s a ... ah … the basket full of panties? I mean we just …. ah, you’re a girl, right?”

She asked again, “What’s your name?”

“Steve.”

“Oh, the new guy in apartment four. It’s nice to have met you. You’re so cute, Steve. I like you.”

She leaned in and kissed him on the cheek.  As she kissed, she pressed those blue panties into his hand. She said, “Keep these warm for me. And don’t be afraid to come up and see me sometime.”

“I’m … I’m not gay,” replied Steve.

She said nothing in return. She just giggled and then left on that note. He stood there with a blank stare on his face. Her lips had been so soft. Her petite body was so sexy. She had such a pretty face. And that spinner’s ass of hers, why, it was a dream of a bottom. Then he reminded himself, he. He! He’d just been jerked off by a boy! He was hot, cute, but not a she! Steve needed another shower. Another long hot shower to try to wash this foul but oddly pleasant memory away.


Chapter 4

Steve woke up suddenly. He’d not been having a sound sleep tonight. He’d been tossing and turning. This must have been his third time waking up. He checked his cell phone. It was only two in the morning. He could hear the traffic buzzing outside his bedroom window, but that’s not why he woke up. No, he had had a bad dream. Only it wasn’t a bad dream, it was a fucking horrible dream. It was a nightmare. He dreamed that Akaiyo kissed him again. Indeed everytime he drifted off to sleep he dreamed of that moment in the laundry room. He wanted Akaiyo to kiss him again. If he kept dreaming it again and again then that must be true that he wanted the moment to happen, right? But he wasn’t gay. Steve, get a grip. You couldn’t have known.

He had done something gay today, but he’d never done a gay thing in his life before that. Not even a sneak peek in gym class while showering. He wasn’t gay. He just wasn’t. Repeating the fact in his mind did nothing to convince himself of the fact. Facts, were facts and the fact was that he had liked it. That delicate touch of Akaiyo put him over the top. Today a dude had made him cum. Only Akaiyo wasn’t really a dude, was he? He was a transformer. No, that wasn’t the right word. He was more than meets the eye, sure, but he was something else. He was a trans … a trans-something. He didn’t know the word. He never needed to know the word before. You didn’t meet trans people back home in Iowa. Everyone was normal there. He was pretty sure of it. Out here on this west coast he had heard they had transformers, but he never expected to meet one. He certainly never expected to be yanked off by one. That was for damn sure!

Did you see those unmentionables of Akaiyo? They were the stuff hot chicks wore in movies. It stood to reason he was a she if he had them. Anyone would have made the same mistake. Only not just anyone had made that mistake. Steve had made the mistake. He let a man touch his weiner. A sexy young man had touched it. Well, not sexy. Okay, Akaiyo was sexy in his own special way, but not in a way Steve liked. That’s because Steve liked women. He was positive he liked chicks.

“I like chicks,” he said to his empty bedroom. No one called back to agree with him. He didn’t feel satisfied.

Okay, he was going to prove it to himself. He liked chicks. He grabbed his cell phone from the bedside. He used his phone to surf the Internet. He surfed to a porn site. He typed in the word petite into the search engine. He liked his women petite. A set of videos came up. There were five thousand hits to be exact. He wasn’t the only one that liked spinners. Two emo have a good time, was the name on the first hit. What the hell was an emo? Fuck it, so long as he got off to them then he’d prove he wasn’t gay. He played it.

There was a chick in a boy cut with black makeup on and dark hair. She was making out with a total feminine short haired punk blonde. Only maybe it was the other way around. They were both a little too girl-like for his taste in this video. Steve wanted clear gender roles in his porn. He didn’t hit stop because either way they were petting heavily. No nudity yet, though, but it was coming. He could feel it. He stuck to it. That dark haired chick looked like Akaiyo. Well, they both did in a way. This was perfect. A little emo spinner to cleanse his pelite of all that gay stuff. The dark haired girl was pushed down on her back. The blonde was tugging on her skin tight leggings. There would be the sight of pink soon enough. When it came, there was too much of it. Okay, the dark haired one was the boy. That’s okay, he wasn’t really that into her … him. The blonde sucked him off. Come on, he wanted pink. How much dong could one video show? Finally, the blonde pulled her shirt off. She had nothing but mosquito bites up there. The dark haired boy was pawing at her bottom. Who cared what was up top? The bottom was where the real action took place. The blonde’s pink shorts came off. She had a dong too. Wait, two dongs? What the fuck? These emos were both men. Who made all male porn? How was that even a thing? The Internet had betrayed him. He stopped the video before they started spinning.

He tossed his phone to the side. “Okay, I did not enjoy watching that. Not even a bit!” he declared to his empty bedroom. No one agreed with him. He reached under his covers. He felt his pelvic region. His dick was raging in his jockey shorts. Fuck! He had gotten rock hard watching those two emo fuckers.

He sprung out of bed. “No, no, no I’m not gay! Watching that video was a mistake.” Like Akaiyo, it had been a mistake. Only was the mistake subconsciously driven? No, no, no stop thinking like that, he ordered himself. He didn’t obey his own order.

Jeepers, he never needed a woman more in his life. There wasn’t one around. That was the story of his life, there was  never a woman around. The fact was that he was still a virgin. He’d touched a little boob and that’s as hot as his love life had ever gotten on a date. Well, that is until Akaiyo had stroked him off. Why couldn’t Akaiyo have been a chick? Besides not being a chick Akaiyo seemed so tempting and he had come on to Steve. Life, it just wasn’t fair.

His panicked eyes spied those blue lace panties on the bedroom floor. Akaiyo had given them to him. They were the closest thing to a woman Steve had right now. He picked them up. They were so lovely to touch. Yeah, he liked women. He loved their curves, their clothes, their smells, and their underwear. Just the sight of them in their underwear turned him on. Their underwear felt so lovely to touch.

He pulled his dick out of his jockeys. Indeed he dropped those jockeys to the floor. He imagined a hot girl in those panties. They were some spinner’s lucky pair. Yeah, and she took them off just for Steve. He started jerking off. He smelled those panties as he jerked. He started to rub those panties on his face. That was nice. It would be nicer if they tickled him elsewhere. He stopped jerking. He rubbed those lucious panties on his erect cock. Oh, that was the ticket. That was what he wanted. That was what Akaiyo had done to set him off. He rubbed half a minute and then it sort of happened. He exploded. He gushed white sticky cum into those glorious panties.

He shook his head. What had just got into him? It was sort of a fever, a madness if you will, that had taken hold of him. He had a desire that had taken him temporarily, but he was over it now. Now that he’d blown his wad, his mind was becoming more reasonable. Yeah, it was over. He yawned. You like women alright, Steve, my boy. Then he laid down on his sheets and slept soundly the rest of the night still holding her soiled panties.


Chapter 5

Steve had waited at his window hiding behind the blinds all morning. He was waiting there until Akaiyo had climbed in that car of hers … his, and driven off. Steve was taking no chances on having another accidental meeting with him. The whole time he waited he kept thinking, I can’t live somewhere where I fear the neighbors like I fear them in this place. Only he didn’t really fear his neighbors here. No, he feared the feelings he had for his neighbor. No that wasn’t it at all! He had no feelings for his neighbors. Okay, one neighbor in particular. That was the problem, right? His neighbor clearly had feelings toward him. She had deceitful feelings. Yeah, that’s what they were. She pretended to be something she was not. Akaiyo was strutting around all girlish and sexy, but he was not a girl at all. Why, that was a crime! Well okay, not an actual criminal offense, but still it was very deceitful. It was a crime of the heart that had been committed. There was no doubting it. He’d deceived Steve’s heart.

Steve heard a noise on the staircase. He saw that Akaiyo was coming down the stairs. Steve watched as those long legs sticking out of a yellow mini-dress walked down the stairs. Don’t come to my door, don’t come to my door, he thought as he watched those luscious legs. She headed toward the curb. She climbed inside a Porsche. Then she started up her car and drove off. Thank God, the menace was gone for now. Steve finally could get away from this hell hole for the day. He needed time away from here to think things over or better yet, to forget about this place for a while.

He gave it a minute to make sure that car was long out of sight. Then Steve emerged from his apartment. He was headed to college to sign up for classes for the semester. If he was lucky then that process would take all day. He took a step toward the train station and heard a voice.

“Akaiyo just left,” announced Mrs. Greywater.

Steve turned to see that the old woman was hovering by her front door. That busy body had some nerve suggesting Steve cared about Akaiyo’s movements. He did, but she shouldn’t suggest that he did.

“Who?” Steve casually replied.

“The young man that lives above you. You know, the one with the girlfriend I’ve never seen, but you claim to have.”

“Oh, forgot all about her … err … him. You see, I don’t really know him at all,” replied Steve.

“That’s funny. I thought I heard you two talking in the laundry room just yesterday.”

Steve shrugged. “Nope, not me. Must have been someone else.”

“Really? I’m usually really good at identifying voices. Over the years, a landlord in a small complex like this picks up the habit.”

“That’s interesting. I got to go to school now,” replied Steve. He then moved fast away from her before she said more to him. What if she knew more? She must have known Akaiyo was a touch on the strange side. Yeah, she had to know all about Akaiyo. And here it was Steve pumping her for information on Akaiyo just the day before. Did she think he and Akaiyo … did it matter if she did think that? Not so long as she didn’t voice such suggestions publically. But she might talk. The rest of the neighbors might start thinking Steve was one of those too. He totally wasn’t. His stomach turned. This was surely unjust torture he was going through.

Steve caught the train and headed for campus. When the train arrived, he headed straight toward the admissions building. The college campus seemed to be mocking him as he walked. There was gay stuff everywhere. He saw a banner for vegetarians, an advertisement for Earth Day, a promotion for saving the whales, a discount to try green fuel, and samples of gluten free bread. He saw all this on the way to the admissions building. When did the school’s campus become so gay? Maybe it had always been this gay and he changed and started to notice it more. No, it couldn’t be that. He was sure of it. He hadn’t changed.

There were nothing but long lines at the admissions building today. Luckily, the lines were broken up by a student’s major. Steve was a literature major. That meant he had a shorter line than most, at the expense of low prospects for employment later on. Of course, being in his second year meant a lot of students signed up ahead of him. He needed a train friendly class schedule so he was crossing his fingers that things worked out. The seniors were the lucky ones as they got to sign up for classes first. Well, not exactly first. They came after the student athletes or as Steve called them, large people on campus clearly not here to go to class. Athletes primarily went to classes that weren’t classes at all like pot smoking appreciation and circle jerk time so Steve never counted on them taking a spot from him.

Steve got into line behind a familiar face. That face belonged to a girl that went by the handle, Shelia B. Shelia B wasn’t his cup of tea, not that he drank tea. First there was the silly rapper-like name of hers to turn Steve off her. Next there was the fact she had more piercings than Moby Dick. Still any woman was a welcome sight right now. He needed a woman right now to prove to himself he was still all man. He should hit on her.

Shelia B greeted him, “Steve, nice to see you again. Did you have a good summer in Idaho?”

“Iowa,” corrected Steve.

“Sorry, maybe I’m the hoe I was thinking about.” She laughed at her own joke. She laughed like a pig squealing in the muck. Steve pretended to laugh too. Bitches like it when you laughed at their unfunny jokes.

He made his move. He asked, “Are you still into study partners?”

She smiled, “I could use a study partner again this year. Are you planning to do Western Lit. this quarter?”

“Yeah, I suppose so.”

“You don’t sound thrilled.”

“Well, I’m not sure I’m into reading a lot of ancient Greek right now.”

She asked, “Too hard?”

“Too gay.”

She laughed. “I hadn’t thought of that. Do you have a thing against the gays?”

He shook his. “Of course not. It’s just that I’m sick of having the gay shoved down my throat right about now.”

She touched his arm in empathy. She said, “I know, I felt the same way when I first came out. Still, you got to take the course to graduate and I heard Professor Moonie is an easy A.”

Steve didn’t reply right away. This Akaiyo thing had him so mixed up inside that he had just said a bunch of things he never meant to say. In response Sheila B told him more than he ever wanted to know about herself. She had come out. She was gay! So much for being the woman to make him feel like a man. Shit, was everyone gay here on the west coast?

He’d been too busy over-thinking that he realized that he just left her hanging. He managed, “I suppose.” It took a second longer to realize that was the total wrong response. He didn’t suppose at all. Oh, maybe he supposed about the class, but she had just suggested to him that she thought he was gay too. Gay! The g-word that sent you to hell.

He added, “Not that I’m gay.”

She put her hand over her mouth. She replied, “I’m so sorry. It’s just that when we studied last year together you never made a pass at me. Not even once. Then I saw you just now and it struck me, maybe he’s gay too. So, I sort of assumed that you were gay.”

It was sort of hard to tell someone you didn’t ask them out before because they were tall, fat, and ugly. Her telling him she also went dyke just now didn’t help matters. Was it wrong to see a woman as just a study partner and not a potential lay? Equality and shit was all the rage right now, right? Treating a woman as a person instead of a piece of meat didn’t make one gay. He was sure of it.

He shrugged. “No harm. I mean, it wouldn’t matter one way or the other, right?”

“Are you sure I didn’t hurt your feelings? You don’t look well at the moment. Like me saying you were gay hurt you somehow.”

“Really, I feel fine.”

“The thing is, though, that love does hurt.”

He faked a laugh. He added, “Hahaha love, nope, no love for me at the moment. I’m strictly unattached.”

“Too bad, maybe this year is your year for love.”

“Maybe,” replied Steve. What she said he hoped was true, but clearly it would not be true with her.

Sheila got called up to the registration table. He tried ignoring his conversation with Sheila B. He took out his train schedule. He needed to get classes that fit in with his ability to come and go. He didn’t want to waste hours sitting around here twiddling his thumbs. It took longer than he expected to make things work. Things mostly worked out in his goal to find what he needed when he needed it, though.

Finally, he got called up to the registration table. All that waiting around and they signed you up in less than two minutes. He finished, waved bye to Sheila B, who was taking longer to figure out her schedule, and legged it back to the train station. He had come to campus to forget about yesterday. Instead he ran right into more gay trouble here at school.

He rode the train back home. As he sat, he thought. Some people say that gay people can spot other gays. Sheila B was gay so she had the gaydar. She saw Steve as gay. Now last year she never saw him that way. She thought he’d potentially even hit on her. Suddenly now she thought he was gay. That meant suddenly he had changed! He slapped the side of his face. That was silly. He was letting this whole hand job thing take over his life. It was a mistake. A silly mistake. Gaydar didn’t exist.

The train stopped. He left and headed home. Akaiyo’s car was sitting out front. How did she afford a car like that? A nice car, great legs, some girls have it all. Akaiyo, though, had one thing too many. No sign of her, though. Mrs. Greywater was also absent. The coast was clear. He dashed to the safety of his front door.

He didn’t go inside because there was a note pinned to his door. He pulled it off the door and read it;

Dear Steve,

I was interested in knowing if you wanted to eat dinner upstairs with me tonight. I’m having chicken cordon bleu. I made too much of it and I absolutely hate eating leftovers. Come on up and see me, if you wish.

Your new neighbor, Akaiyo.

If he wished! Ha, there was nothing he wished for less. Steve opened his door. He went inside. Steve didn’t need fancy ass chicken. That chicken shit sounded French. All French people were gay. Well, maybe not all of them. If they were all gay then there wouldn’t be anymore French people. Maybe they were all bi? Still their chicken was very gay sounding no matter their sexual preference. He didn’t want to eat gay chicken. He stopped himself. Dude, you’re becoming unhinged.

He went over and opened his fridge. He had two slices of stale pizza waiting for him inside there. As an added bonus, he also had one last can of coke. Shit, maybe gay chicken didn’t sound so bad after all. Yeah, maybe this is what he really needed. He’d been thinking he needed a chick to get his mind off this whole accident thing with Akaiyo. Maybe, what he needed was to confront his fears and prejudices while eating delicious chicken. That’s what a man would do. Particularly a man with only stale pizza to eat. That settles it, I will do it. He’d eat Akaiyo … well, his chicken that is. In doing so he’d prove to himself he was totally not gay and in love with the delicately cute Akaiyo.


Chapter 6

Steve was empty handed. He shouldn’t just show up at Akaiyo’s door empty handed. It didn’t seem neighborly to do so. Should he bring flowers? You didn’t really need to bring flowers to a dinner date, he reminded himself. Not that this was even a date. This was just dinner. Flowers were definitely out for just dinner. Maybe wine. What wine went with chicken? Probably not box wine which was all Steve could afford. If he could afford good wine, he’d be eating at home tonight. He took the can of coke out of the fridge. It would have to do as a gift. The worst that could happen was Akaiyo was offended by his gift and never spoke to Steve again. Somehow that prospect didn’t seem so bad at all.

He left his apartment. He surveyed the landscape. The coast was clear because all the nosy neighbors must be eating right now. He took his coke can on up the staircase. He paused in front of her door. Knock, Steve, just knock. His arm didn’t move. He took a deep breath. He needed to confront his fears, he reminded himself. He knocked on Akaiyo’s door.

Akaiyo opened the door immediately. Her hair was different. It had grown at least three feet and was now in pigtails. Steve was pretty sure she was wearing makeup. There was the faint smell of perfume in the air. Akaiyo was wearing an apron. It was the most masculine thing Steve had seen her in. The sight of the unattractive apron relaxed Steve. Sometimes dinner tonight was just dinner. There was nothing more to it than that, right?

Akaiyo said, “It is so nice of you to come. I thought I’d have to eat all this food alone.”

Steve replied, “I brought coke.” He held his can up in triumph.

Akaiyo took it from him. He added, “You have a nice can, Steve. It was very thoughtful of you to bring your cute can up to my apartment. I have a chilled white wine bottle ready, but we might have a use for your can later on.”

“Okay,” he squeaked out.

She smiled and added, “Won’t you come in?”

Akaiyo backed away from the door. Steve walked inside. The first thing he noticed was that Akaiyo’s apartment was a whole lot nicer than his. The walls were painted, the light fixtures were modern, the furniture was new, and the appliances were all high tech. He even had one of those fridges that displayed the weather. You know, just in case you needed to know if it was raining outside while you grabbed your beer.

Akaiyo said, “You’ll have to excuse the mess, but I didn’t have time to clean.”

Mess? What mess? The place was spotless. “Oh, I don’t think it’s that messy.”

“Really, you like my place.”

“Yeah, it’s great. Like your hair too. It was all short yesterday and now it’s so long,” added Steve.

Akaiyo sighed. “It’s a wig, wish it was real.”

“Oh, I didn’t mean to offend.”

“That’s one thing you didn’t do. Please, sit down.”

Steve breathed a sigh of relief. He was getting a little too confident back there. Luckily, Akaiyo seemed hard to offend. Steve went over to a small round table. It was set for two. It was set with fine China, silverware, and scented candles. He was starting to feel underdressed for the occasion.

Steve sat down. Akaiyo brought over tonight’s dishes. He placed several dishes on wooden pot holders. There was chicken, beans, pasta, and two different sauces. Akaiyo started to serve the food.

“There’s a lot of food here. Were you expecting more people?” asked Steve.

“No, the thing is that I just tend to cook when I’m nervous,” explained Akaiyo.

“What are you nervous about?” asked Steve.

Akaiyo paused before answering. She smiled at Steve. Finally she replied, “There is so much going on in my life right now. What with the new school year and all. You know?”

“I understand. Well, my tummy thanks your nerves for this feast.”

“You need to taste it first,” replied Akaiyo.

Akaiyo had a point. Steve dug into his meal. Akaiyo poured the wine. The chicken exploded in Steve’s mouth with flavor. He said, “Hey, there’s cheese inside this!”

“And ham. I’m very into things that have white-creamy stuff filled inside.”

“Like Twinkies?” asked Steve.

Akaiyo laughed. “Yes, that’s exactly what I meant. You know, you’re very funny.”

“I am? I didn’t mean to be.”

“Yes, some people just naturally are.”

Steve was relaxing. This wasn’t a gay evening at all. This was just like going to any old dinner at any of his friends’ places back home. Granted, none of his friends could cook like this or afford places of their own, or a Porsche, but besides that it was the same. Good food always made Steve relax.

Steve said, “Where’d you learn to cook like this?”

“My mom taught me to put on an apron,” replied Akaiyo.

“Come on, you know what I mean.”

“I took classes. My parents were always sending me to classes. They gave me classes in makeup, fashion, cooking … they’re really very supportive of me. I’m lucky, a lot of parents aren’t supportive.”

Steve said, “My parents would be supportive of me but they don’t make enough money to even support themselves most of the time. They’re professionally poor. They have been my whole life.”

Akaiyo replied, “I wasn’t talking about just money. I was talking … oh, maybe I shouldn’t talk about it.”

“About what?”

Akaiyo took a deep breath. She said, “I started wearing my sister’s clothes when I was twelve. I was just into it. It’s hard to explain. It was certainly hard to explain to my friends. They mostly left me at about that time. It was hard on my family too. At first they didn't understand, but they always supported me. I’m lucky. A lot of people like me don’t get any support. But it’s hard even with the support. There are a lot of those type of people out there. Those type of people that hate people like me for no reason. They just got hate in their heart. Sure, I never worry about money, but I walk around all day knowing people, particularly my neighbors, snicker and gossip behind my back. Worse, some people might beat me up for just being myself.”

Steve exclaimed, “That’s terrible! I’m not like that at all.”

Akaiyo explained, “You mean that you didn’t mind my being too forward with you yesterday? Because I thought that you did. I had assumed the neighbors had told you about me already. That Mrs. Greywater gossips so much. You were eyeing me and I thought you were cute so I went for it. Then when I realized that you thought I was a more standard cis-girl, all parts included, then I thought that you really minded. Thus, I made this dinner to say sorry to you.”

Steve took a mouthful of incredibly delicious chicken. Of course he did mind. Well, he had minded yesterday. But that was last night. He was totally over this gay thing now. Totally and completely over it. Plus, this Akaiyo was turning out to be a pretty nice fellow so all that worry he had had seemed so silly now that they both knew Steve was totally not gay. Okay, she wasn’t a fellow exactly, but the rest of what Steve just thought still applied. Steve didn’t want to admit to being one of those hater types either. He didn’t have hate in his heart. He was sure of it.

Steve replied, “Don’t worry I have lots of gay friends.” It wasn’t exactly a truthful statement. He had one gay study partner who he didn’t know was gay until this afternoon. Still it seemed like a harmless lie. If it made the cute girl whose cream filled chicken he was currently eating feel better, then how could it hurt to lie a little bit. The truth was, Steve was flat broke. Akaiyo seemed to have money to burn. He hated to admit it to himself, but he needed friends like Akaiyo that could lend a hand from time to time. Yes, he could use a friend like Akaiyo and Akaiyo seemed to need a friend like him. Only there was something mixed up in all that thought. The word cute. That word was what was wrong. He thought Akaiyo was cute. She was, though, but only if she was a cis-girl. If you looked at her cute face you’d never know she wasn’t a cis-girl. All dressed up in her little apron trying to be the domestic homemaker, yup, she was cute. It seemed a shame he wasn’t a cis-girl or Steve might really fall for her. Steve’s train of thought was broken when Akaiyo asked him a question.

“Why do you have so many gay friends?” asked Akaiyo.

“What!”

“You just said you had a lot of them.”

Darn, his white lie had blown up on him and fast. Think fast, Steve. He replied, “Oh, that. It is just that … you know, school.”

“School?”

“Yeah, school. It’s really big now at school. The gay that is. Lots of gay things everywhere around school. Which is really great … you know, for the environment,” said Steve.

“Being gay is good for the environment?”

“Yeah, save the whales, gluten free, vegan muffins, and Earth day. You know all that gay stuff. It’s really big now at school. Great for the environment.”

Akaiyo laughed. “You certainly have a funny way of looking at things.”

“What do you mean?”

“I’ve never heard of all that being gay and I’m an expert on the subject.”

“Really? Back home everyone calls that woke stuff gay.”

Akaiyo said, “I’m pretty sure saving the whales isn’t a sign of latent homosexuality.”

“Oh, I might be wrong on that part. You’re the expert.”

“But you want to save the whales still.”

Steve paused and then replied, “Me personally! I guess. I mean, I don’t have anything against them. Them in that statement being whales, not gay people. Whom I think are all just great too.”

“Great for the environment, you mean?” interrupted Akaiyo.

“Ah, yeah.”

Akaiyo didn’t reply. Steve finished his meal in silence. Akaiyo kept giving him funny looks. Maybe he’d said something wrong just now. He was just starting on having his first gay friend so he didn’t really know how to say non-offensive stuff. He heard gay people could be touchy about the whole gay thing. He’d hate for Akaiyo to be touchy. Not that he wanted to be touched by him either. Still she was so cute the way she glanced at him between bites. It seemed wrong for Akaiyo not to be a cis-girl. That in itself was an odd thought to have.

Steve cleaned up the last morsel of food from his plate. As he did, Akaiyo asked, “I believe there’s a big match tonight. After dinner, do you want to watch the main event tonight?”

Steve did. He loved ultimate fighting. The good fights always cost big bucks to see so he could never watch them. He replied, “Sure, but I couldn’t afford to chip in.”

“No problem. I bought it weeks ago. I hate watching it alone, particularly when I don’t have to.”

Steve replied, “Well, if you already bought it. I guess I can’t say no. You gotta let me clean up the dishes at least.”

“Nonsense. My maid service will do it in the morning.”

“Maid service? You’re something else, Akaiyo. And your dinner was fantastic!”

Akaiyo replied, “I love having a satisfied new friend.”


Chapter 7

Steve sat on Akaiyo’s couch. It was so plush that he melted right in. It must be nice to live in this kind of luxury all the time. A guy could really get used to a chick’s place so long as it was like Akaiyo’s pad.

Akaiyo said, “Would you like me to recline your feet or turn on the back massager?”

“This whole couch reclines?”

Akaiyo, “No, each section of the couch reclines.”

“Your place is just amazing.”

“Thanks. Would you care for snacks while we watch?” asked Akaiyo.

“Please, relax, Akaiyo, I’m fine.”

Akaiyo picked up the clicker and turned on his six foot flat screen television. It took up the whole wall of his living room. The surround sound was so intense it vibrated Steve’s butt cheeks. Steve kicked up his feet and enjoyed the show.

As the fights started, Akaiyo slipped into the bedroom. The first card was a match between two middleweights. They really went at each other. The size of the television made it feel like Steve was in the front row of the arena. In round three one fighter caught the other in the jaw. He crumpled to the mat. The high definition allowed Steve to see the moment in all its glory.

Akaiyo shouted out, “Gruesome!”

Steve turned to see Akaiyo had returned from the bedroom. He was wearing a white see-through nightie with pink panties and a matching lace bra underneath. Steve’s eyes grew big. The nightie was so high cut he could spy every inch of Akaiyo’s toned thighs. Right on up until that peekaboo shot of Akaiyo’s cameltoe. Only Akaiyo didn’t have a proper cameltoe, just a slight suggestion of a bulge. It was moments like this that made it hard to believe Akaiyo wasn’t a woman. Jeepers, did she … he know how much Akaiyo was his type of woman, if only she was a real woman? Steve mopped sweat from his forehead and shifted in his seat.

Akaiyo said, “You look a touch ill. Is it all too much for you?”

“Is what too much for me?”

“The violence of the fights, of course,” replied Akaiyo.

“Right, the fights. I thought you might mean your outfit.”

“This old thing? I just like to get comfy when watching grown men beat at each other. You see, I like a good man-fight too.”

Steve was getting a little uncomfortable. He said, “I never thought you’d like fighting. You don’t seem like the violent type.”

Akaiyo replied, “You thought I wouldn’t like to watch two attractive half naked muscle bound young men oil up and then wrestle on the ground with each other for five rounds of skin on skin action? Steve, for someone with lots of gay friends like you say you have, you have a lot to learn about being gay. Don’t worry my dear, I’ll teach you.”

“Thanks … I mean, for letting me watch your television.”

“I know what you meant.”

Akaiyo pulled a blanket from the shelf. He wrapped it around himself and curled up on the couch next to Steve. The distraction of Akaiyo’s sexy body was over for the moment. Steve was a little disappointed. Yet, of course, it was all for the best. He totally didn’t want to be tempted by Akaiyo’s lucious feminine body for an instant.

Steve returned his focus on the next match. The two fighters were being announced. As the fighting started, Akaiyo yawned. Akaiyo said, “I’m a touch sleepy from all that cooking. Do you mind if I lay down?”

Steve shrugged. He replied, “No.”

Akaiyo stretched, and then laid down across the couch. She rested her delicate little head on Steve’s lap. Suddenly Steve wanted to change his answer. It was too late now. Steve tried to focus on the television and not on Akaiyo. He didn’t want to think about how temptingly close she was at the moment. He was, he was, Steve reminded himself. He watched the two Brazilian fighters on the screen go toe to toe. It was a good match. He was getting into it. It seemed silly for Akaiyo to suggest that watching men fight was gay. There wasn’t anything remotely attractive about these two men on the screen. They weren’t feminine at all. They were rugged tough looking guys, not dainty little flowers. Steve liked smooth skinned short little spinner girls. He didn’t desire burly men. He liked girls. He liked their cute button nose. He liked their silky smooth hair. He liked their tight runner’s ass. He liked girls, not men. There was nothing gay about liking girls, even girls like Akaiyo. He looked down into his lap. He saw the cute little face of Akaiyo staring back up at him. He noticed that he had subconsciously started stroking Akaiyo’s hair. It wasn’t her real hair, just a wig. It doesn’t mean anything, not a thing at all. Steve could feel his pecker growing hard. It was poking right into Akaiyo’s head from beneath his trousers. Yeah, there was nothing gay about ultimate fighting. Nothing. The fighters did nothing for Steve, Akaiyo on the other hand was perfection herself. She was his kind of girl. She was too tempting for him to deny his feelings for her any longer. Steve couldn’t control his lust anymore. Why should he? She was curled up in a nightie resting on his lap. Jeepers, Steve! This is what you dreamed about. Here was a sexy girl on your lap and you are fucking watching television instead of noticing her practically begging for it, for you. Those bold thoughts scared him.

Steve pulled his hand off Akaiyo’s head. He said, “I think I should go.”

Akaiyo looked up at him with those big round almond eyes of hers. She said, “Before the main event?”

“I think I should miss it.”

“I think you should stay for it.”

Steve stammered, “ I … I …”

Akaiyo interrupted, “… won’t have to do a thing. Trust me.”

“But … but, I’m not gay. I’m not.”

“Shhhh. Don’t worry about silly labels and prejudices.”


Chapter 8

Steve looked deeply into Akaiyo’s soulful eyes. It had all been a setup from the start. The dinner, the television, and the sexy clothes, it had all been a wonderful setup. He couldn’t fight the urge inside him anymore. He slid his hand down Akaiyo’s back. Steve grabbed the blanket, and tossed it off to expose Akaiyo’s sexy body. He looked Akaiyo up and down. She was his type of girl. There was no doubting it any longer. Steve had urges now he never thought he could have. He slowly nodded his head.

Akaiyo didn’t need any more encouragement than that. He unzipped Steve’s pants. She fished inside Steve’s trousers until she found that rock hard cock of Steve’s. It was inches from Akaiyo’s face. He could feel Akaiyo’s warm breath upon it. Akaiyo wetted her red painted lips and then kissed Steve’s cock. She began to run her tongue up and down Steve’s shaft.

Steve thought, oh God, I shouldn’t love this as much as I do. But it felt good.

He said, “Akaiyo, you’re so hot.”

It sounded lame, but there weren’t words to describe how he really felt. It felt wrong for a literature major to run out of words, but that’s what love does to you. As Akaiyo worked his member, Steve reached down to grab a handful of Akaiyo’s ass. It was soft and pliable like a chick’s ass. It was peeking out at him from the bottom of that white nightie. It was inviting him. Steve ran his middle finger down the crack of Akaiyo’s ass. Akaiyo sighed a little due to Steve’s touch. That only encouraged Steve to explore Akaiyo’s body more. He slid his hand further. He went right between Akaiyo’s legs. He felt it tucked down there deep inside Akaiyo’s panties. It being Akaiyo’s secret mound. He began to rub it. He could feel the mound growing. He could feel it surging to life. But he couldn’t reach the full length of it. His arms were only so long and the last thing he wanted was to disturb Akaiyo’s lip treatment.

Akaiyo was now inhaling Steve’s whole cock. She was taking all eight inches into his mouth. Steve’s peckerhead was tickling the back of Akaiyo’s throat. Akaiyo was caressing Steve’s balls while she sucked. Akaiyo had an extra feature Steve didn’t realize. She had a pearl stud on her tongue. She was pressing that stud into his shaft. As Steve’s cock moved in and out of Akaiyo’s mouth, that stud stimulated Steve’s shaft from top to bottom.

Steve was getting close now. He’d dream of this moment ever since puberty. He dreamed of blowing his load into a hot wet box. He never dreamed that his first box would be a mouth like Akaiyo’s. He focused his eyes on Akaiyo’s panty covered ass. It was clenching and releasing as Steve teased Akaiyo’s pink hole with his hands. He had half a mind to pull those panties down and go all in. He thought of penetrating Akaiyo’s toned ass. Anal, it couldn’t be much different than pussy.

Steve’s dick erupted. He pumped his seed into Akaiyo’s mouth. It came in one titanic burst followed by several aftershocks. Akaiyo worked his cock still. She was pulling out every last drop out of him. When Steve was completely drained, Akaiyo pulled Steve’s dick out of his mouth. She gagged a little and then flashed an impish smile toward Steve.

Akaiyo said, “I think I might need that coke now to wash your cum down.”

Steve replied, “I’m sorry I came in your mouth. I just got …”

Akaiyo interrupted, “Don’t be silly. A good girl knows the danger of having a cock in her mouth. If I didn’t want your reward, I’d never have asked for it.”

“Oh good, I was worried I did something wrong.”

Akaiyo asked, “Would you care to do more wrong stuff with me?”

The answer was yes. Steve grabbed Akaiyo by the shoulders. He guided Akaiyo’s face up to his. Their faces drew closer and closer. Finally, he kissed Akaiyo on her ruby red lips. He could taste his lingering seed still clinging to Akaiyo’s mouth. He didn’t care. He wanted to touch Akaiyo all over. They kissed a second time. This time it was a deeper, harder kiss. Soon they were French kissing each other. Akaiyo adjusted himself as they kissed. She was now straddling Steve. Steve cupped his hands on Akaiyo’s buttock.

Akaiyo pulled off Steve’s hungry lips. He asked, “How much more are you in for?”

“How much more is there?”

Akaiyo explained, “Silly boy, don’t you know?”

“I mean, I know and then again, maybe I don’t know. It’s my first time with a girl. I mean, a girl like you.”

She rubbed her hand on his cheek. She said, “Well, you could fuck me or I could fuck you.”

Steve echoed, “Fuck me? Is that even possible?”

Akaiyo laughed. “I guess that might be too much information for the first time.” Then she kissed him on the cheek and got off the couch. Akaiyo waved a finger toward him. Then she strutted toward the bedroom. Steve didn’t hesitate for a second. No, he jumped off the couch and followed her like a loyal little dog.

As Steve entered the bedroom, Akaiyo pressed a tube into his hand. She asked, “Are you going to do it?”

Steve replied, “Yes, I think I’ve fallen for you. You’re so incredible. “I used to think . . . Well, it doesn’t matter what I used to think. I know that you’re the loveliest woman I’ve ever met. I can’t understand it. Things like this never happen to me.”

Akaiyo blushed a little. Maybe Steve had laid it on a little too thick. Still, it had come from the heart. He meant every word of it. She looked so cute when her cheeks got rosy like they were now. She had to know that she was a stunner. 

Then Akaiyo went over to the bed and laid face first on the bed. She propped a pink throw pillow under her pelvis. She then wiggled that tight bottom at Steve. “Steve, life isn’t about trying to understand every last detail, it’s about appreciating what you have when you have it. Are you going to appreciate me for who I am, or are you going to let the half naked girl lying on the bed in front of you wait until you understand it all?”

That was Akaiyo for you, she was just so sweet, so right about everything. He appreciated her. She was suddenly everything to him. His teacher, his lover, his girl, that was who Akaiyo was right now. Steve looked at the lube in his hand. He tossed it aside. She was so sweet that Steve wanted to eat Akaiyo up instead.

He approached the edge of the bed and got down on his knees. He pulled Akaiyo closer to him. Then he spread Akaiyo’s cheeks apart. He played a little with her soft yielding buttock, then he pulled her panties down with his teeth. He could see her little trap dick hanging there in the wind. It was shaved smooth. It was only three inches max, but hard as a rock. The thought that Akaiyo was as visibly turned on as Steve was, excited him even more. He licked her balls and even sucked one down. Then he spread her ass apart ready to show her how excited he was too. There was a metallic butt plug rammed into her crack with a little pink plastic jewel in its base. Steve wetted her hole around the plug with his tongue. Then he pulled it out with his teeth. She groaned with pleasure.

“Fill it back in immediately, please,” she begged.

He ran his tongue down her ass crack. Akaiyo was a she. Yeah, she was his woman. Well, not yet, but she would be soon. He was going to take her. He was going to make her his. He lathered up her gaping pink hole. He probed her deep with his tongue and dribbled his saliva deep. He had a lot of spit. He’d eaten a great meal tonight, but like Pavlov’s dog, he found himself drooling more and more the closer he came to ringing Akaiyo’s dinner bells.

“Oh, Steve,” gasped Akaiyo.

He slid up Akaiyo’s back. The see-through nightie she wore stood between him and her flesh. He rode it up, exposing her  bare back. He kissed her smooth bare flesh. He kissed up her back until he reached the back of her neck. His hands went around her. He rode up her bra and felt her erect nipples. She only had training bra sized breasts under that bra, but her nipples were pierced with metallic studs. He pulled at them as he kissed the back of her neck. She sighed.

His dick was now in position. He reached down to guide it in between her cheeks. It hit her hot gaped pink hole. His penis head pulsed with life. It wanted in. Steve had to work to get his member into position. He pressed. Akaiyo sighed a little. He tried to force it deeper, but it wouldn’t go in.

Akaiyo ordered, “Sit up more to get a better angle.”

Steve did as ordered. He grasped Akaiyo’s shoulders. Using them as leverage he thrusted down with all his might. Her ass yielded to his pressure. He sank all eight inches in.

Akaiyo said, “Oh, that’s better.”

Akaiyo was warm inside. Steve started pumping her. He felt their balls slapping together again and again. It took a good minute for him to find the right rhythm, though.

Akaiyo squealed, “I’m cumming.”

She had an anal orgasm while he was deep inside her. He didn’t know you could climax a girl like Akaiyo this way. The idea excited him. She pumped her little load right into the bedsheets as she ground down on his shaft.

“Oh fuck, I alway climax too soon,” she lamented.

Steve didn’t reply. He was too far into it. She had her fun, but he needed relief too. He started to pound her as her post climaxed body went limp under him.

“Faster, faster,” she begged.

Her will was his command. He was dripping with sweat by now. His hot sweat was falling onto her bare back. He clenched onto her shoulders and went as hard as he could.

“Yes, yes!” screamed Akaiyo.

He popped. He’d drop his cock deep in her and let his load explode as deep into his lover as he could. After the initial burst, he cycled in and out a few times to make sure every drop was out.

A sudden wave of exhaustion hit him. He was spent. Steve pulled out and lay next to his lover.

Akaiyo spooned him. She kissed him. He didn’t respond to her touch. Steve was lost in thought. He was lost in the moment.

Akaiyo asked, “Are you still thinking, still trying to understand yourself?”

“No, I was just . . . Just in the moment.”

“The best place to be.”

“You know, Akaiyo, I think right about now maybe is the right time for me to start saving the whales.”

“That’s so gay of you.”

“I think I’m okay with that so long as you’re helping me save them too.”

“You can always count on me to help you, to love you.”

She smiled at Steve. He kissed her goodnight and then held her tight. He'd continue holding her all through the night until morning. If the rest of the neighbors were talking before, they'd have a lot more to talk about from now on. Steve was okay with that.
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