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My name is Yukio, and I am a 24-year-old college student in Tokyo, Japan. I live in an apartment that’s too big for my single use, so I rented a room to my recently widowed neighbor.

My neighbor’s name is Randy, and he used to live with his wife, Lucy. He was 32 years old, and his wife was 30. Unfortunately, Lucy was killed in a tragic car accident outside her office. 

Randy was heartbroken and inconsolable by that event. He began drinking heavily, and as time went by, he was slowly becoming an alcoholic. He nearly lost his job because of his attitude problems.

Every day, I saw him sit alone in his house, drinking and crying all day long. By the time I finished high school, he just lay around on the floor. It was uncomfortable to see him that way, and it got worse when he was evicted from his apartment. 

He wanted a fresh start and moved to a different city. I just so happened to be in that city too. Only, he couldn’t find a place to stay. So I offered.

I didn’t want him to be homeless again, so I decided to be the helping hand. I told him that he could move into my apartment as a paying guest, but no drinking. He agreed immediately and moved in. 

Sometimes, all you need is a gentle hand to push you in the right direction. He was facing the right direction when I pushed him, or so he says. That was a few years ago. He now has an even better job, while I'm in my last year of college.

Ever since then, things have been going great. He is a lot more cheerful and occasionally even cooks for us both whenever I’m late from school. Randy would sit in my living room, and we would watch a movie together at times, whenever he came back from his work and I from my tuitions. 

We looked less like roommates and more like a couple, one of my friends claimed when she saw us shopping for groceries together. I wondered how she would look at us if I told her of how many times we’d fallen asleep together when watching a movie. 

No, we’re not a couple; we just happened to have slept together a couple of times on the couch when watching a boring movie or TV show. Pretty sure my friends would focus more on the slept together part and make a running joke out of it.

To keep himself busy, Randy would even do the laundry at times. Almost eleven months have passed like that. He had significantly improved his hygiene and was on the edge of being the lovable guy that he once was. 

Every day as a routine, I would take a bath first as I had to go to college early in the morning, and then he would bathe later. Every day we went for a bath, each of us would put our clothes in a plastic bin.

Later during the day, I was removing everyone's clothes from the bin in order to wash them. Usually, Randy would jump in to wash them and insisted that he kept doing it, but this time I figured I should do it this time. 

I didn’t have much else planned. While putting things in the laundry, I couldn’t find one of my socks. It’s a soft cotton sock that’s perfect for winter. I loved those socks. Yet I could only find one.

I searched everywhere in my room but couldn’t find it. I finally gave up and decided to clean the ones I had. Before I started the laundry, I figured I should check Randy’s room too in case he has some clothes lying about. I knew I shouldn’t barge into his room, but given how he kept his room open most of the times, I didn’t think he’d mind it. Plus, I’m only going to check on the outside. I don’t want to open and close drawers like an intruder.

I went into his room. He never locked his room. I found a scarf on the floor and was about to pick it up when something else caught my eye. It was my sock. I found my missing sock. It was under his desk. I snatched it up without thinking anything of it. Only, I should have. 

As soon as I grabbed it, I noticed how it wasn’t as soft as it used to be. There were wet and sticky stains on them. When I touched the stains to examine them, I realized that they were semen patches.

My jaw dropped as it finally hit me as to why Randy always insisted that he did the laundry and would at times keep me away from it. He had not even touched me so far except for maybe a little hug here and there, and a few handshakes. Also, the times we’d cuddle on the couch when asleep. 

His warm welcoming body pressed next to me. It was so comfortable; I didn’t want to wake up. He was a big dude, and I was rather small. So I often lay on top of him as we cuddled. The thought made me shiver. I figured he took the hint but was too afraid to act on it. At least directly.

He probably got aroused some time yesterday and hence used my sock. I could picture him using my sock on his shaft and pulling it up and down. I too felt the need for intimacy at times and am guilty of thinking of him in that way before as well. I never knew he too had lustful feelings for me. I thought I was barking up the wrong tree given how he never reacted much to my advances.

I playfully teased him at times for fun before I touched myself thinking of him later the same day, or night. I unintentionally and shyly smiled as it was my turn to be turned on. We knew each other years before becoming neighbors. Maybe he didn’t want to mess up that relationship either. But I couldn’t just come out and tell him about the crush I’ve had on him for years, could I? He had always been frank and open with me.

I re-examined the stains to make sure I was right. I was right as they were clearly semen stains, which meant he did see me in that way. Why else would he use my socks instead of his own? Maybe my socks are softer?

Strangely enough, I was okay with all this. He had not been with a woman ever since his wife died and must feel desperate at times. I presumed since I was the only girl so close to him every day, he probably had thought of fucking me multiple times too. I remember the time he tried to hide his boner when I joked about it when we were watching that American movie, “Friends with Benefits.” He had liked that joke and laughed at it but nothing came out of it.

I was aroused by the idea but still kept it in my head. I was confused, however, as to what I should do now. Should I keep silent or flirt with him more directly or just come clean about it? I decided it would be good for now if I just pretended to not know about what he had done. As I washed our laundry, I thought maybe I should give him a hint about what I know or joke about it like the way he would. It would embarrass him a little, but at least he would be more open to me. I found myself seriously turned on with his naughty behavior. After all, I hadn’t been in a relationship myself for over a year.

I took in a deep breath, and once the laundry was done, I began cooking dinner for the both of us. He’ll be home soon enough. As I was cooking, the door swung open, and Randy stepped in. He went inside his room and changed his clothes before going to the bathroom. He came out and looked at me. He walked towards me to the kitchen. I stared at him as he stared back at me.

“Is everything okay?” he asked.

“Yes, why?” I stopped staring and lowered my eyes.

“Well, you were staring at me like you’ve never done before,” he stood next to me.

“I was thinking about something and looking at you interrupted me,” I smirked.

“I’m sorry... Sometimes, I struggle to hide my good looks,” he moved in closer, and I could feel his breath. “So... did you do the laundry today?”

“Yes, did you expect someone else to come into the house and
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