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Flip a skirt

I was playing videogames with my best friend when he said something completely stupid out of the blue.

“I wanna flip a skirt.”

I took a moment to understand. I wasn’t sure if I’d heard right. “What?”

“I wanna flip a skirt,” he repeated as if what he said wasn’t stupid.

I paused the game and looked at him. “I know you’re an idiot since we were kids, but when did you hit your head?”

“Hear me out. I was reading an old manga the other day and to shut up his childhood friend, who was bugging him, the character flipped her skirt.”

“Okay…”

“It made me wanna try that.”

“Right…” I returned to my game. There was nothing else I could add to this idiotic conversation.

“Don’t you do it?”

“No.”

“Not even once?”

“No.”

“Are you telling me you never thought about it?”

“Once or twice,” I admitted. “I’ve been reading manga for years, and I’m a guy… But I’d never do it.”

“Because it’s wrong. Even if you know the girl.”

“I’m relieved. For a second there, I was worrying if you’d lost sense of reality when you came up with that crap.”

“I’m not stupid.”

“I have my doubts.” I returned to the game, but he was staring at me. “Why are you looking at me like that? It’s creeping me out.”

I got a bad feeling. I’ve known this idiot for too long. I know he’s about to say something even more stupid.

“Can you wear a skirt so I can flip it?”

I knew it.

“No,” I said bluntly.

“Please, man. You’re cute and already look like a girl. If you put on a skirt and let me flip it, I can quell down this urge and never talk about it again.”

“Are you implying that you’ll flip a random girl’s skirt if I don’t let you do that?”

“I hope my best friend since we were kids won’t let it get to that.”

I grew quiet. He was impulsive sometimes, but there was a huge line between that and flipping a girl’s skirt.

“Don’t worry. I’ll visit you in prison.”

“They wouldn’t arrest me. Probably community service. B-but that’s not the point. Please, man. Put on a skirt for me. Just once!”

“No way, dude.”

“I’ll pay you twenty bucks.”

I paused the game again, turning to him slowly. “Twenty bucks just for putting on a skirt?”

“And knee-high socks,” he added quickly.

“You and your fetishes,” I sighed and rolled my eyes. “Fine. But only that.”

“Deal!”

Dude, even if I’m a little androgynous, I’m still a guy. What’s fun in flipping a guy’s skirt? You know you’ll see something that shouldn’t be there, right?

But whatever. I’m okay with a few seconds of embarrassment for 20 bucks.

“Do you even have a skirt?” I asked. “Don’t tell me you bought one for me…”

“No,” he said, not looking me in the eyes. “Wait here.”

“Where are—?”

He left my room before I asked, coming back a couple of minutes later with a black mini-skirt and matching knee-high socks.

This is so short it’ll barely hide my bulge…

“Where did you get these?” I widened my eyes when I realized. “Don’t tell me—”

“Yeah, I got it from your sister.”

“You’re not just an idiot. You’re a complete moron! You know she’s gonna kill you. And me for not stopping you!”

“Don’t worry. She’ll never find out,” he said, waving his hand to dismiss the idea.

I couldn’t help but sigh heavily. “Can’t believe you want me to wear my sister’s skirt just so you can flip it and satisfy your perverted urge…”

“Yes.” There wasn’t an ounce of shame in him.

“I wasn’t asking…”

I ran my hand over my face. Can’t believe I’m best friends with this idiot ever since we were kids.

I unbuttoned my pants, but before I could pull them down, he turned around quickly.

Dude, I’m a guy. Don’t get embarrassed over this.

I don’t know what to put on first; the skirt or the stocking. I shrugged and chose the skirt first. Wearing nothing but socks is weird. I think it’s the same with stockings, but way more embarrassing.

By the way, in case you’re wondering, skirts don’t go well with boxers. But whatever. It’s not like I’m going commando for twenty bucks.

This feels weird, like I’m unprotected down there. Can’t believe girls wear this all the time.

“A-are you done?” my friend asked, gulping.

“With the skirt.”

My friend turned around. He blushed and smiled as he looked at me. “It looks better than I thought! Now the stocking!”

Shit… I complained about him getting embarrassed, but putting on the stockings with him watching like this is a show is too embarrassing.

My cheeks were getting hotter as I started with my left leg. Even ignoring him, I felt his gaze as I pulled the fabric above my knee. When I let it go, it closed around my thigh, leaving a little bit going over. I don’t wanna say, because it’s about myself and I feel stupid, but this is thick…

“There!” I blurted when I put the other on. I couldn’t look him in the face. “Just flip the skirt, so I can take this off!”

My friend didn’t fulfill his stupid perverted desire right away.

“Hm…”

“Hurry up…”

He walked around me, observing as if he was some sort of skirt expert.

“W-what?”

“The boxer ruins everything.” He dropped his shoulders.

“I have the feeling skirts weren’t made to be worn with guy’s underwear,” I said, hoping I was masking my embarrassment with sarcasm. “And no, I’m not taking them off. Nor wearing panties,” I added before he could suggest it. I knew he would. It was plain on his face.

“What if I pay you thirty more bucks?”

I grew quiet. Fifty bucks is good money for doing almost nothing. Well, “almost nothing” is embarrassing as hell, but still…

“Show me the money first.”

My friend wasn’t a liar. The few times he tried, I realized right away. Even so, I’d rather have the money in my hand first before putting on panties.

He pulled a fifty from his wallet and handed it to me without even blinking.

I stared at his stupid face. This idiot was planning this from the beginning! And I fell for it!

But I’m a guy. I won’t go back on my word. I’ll man up and put on panties.

“Do you even have any panties for me?” I asked as I put the money in my wallet. Can’t believe I sold myself for fifty bucks. Wait, that sounds wrong. “And I’m not wearing my sister’s. The skirt and stockings are bad enough.”

“I know. I’m not stupid.”

I’m proof of otherwise. Guess that also makes me an idiot for going along with this…

When he opened his bag, I had a bad feeling. “You bought it for me, didn’t you?”

“I knew you’d never wear your sister’s underwear. But if I’m flipping a skirt, I wanna see something cute and brand new.”

“You know you’ll see a bulge, right? Even if you hide it with cute underwear, my friend’s still there.”

“I know. No matter how cute you are, you’re still a guy. Here.”

He handed me a sexy red lace lingerie. The front was just enough to hide the bulge, but the back was just a string.

“Dude!”

“It was on sale! It was cheaper than a regular one!” he exclaimed defensively.

My face was almost as red as the lingerie. How could I be best friends with this idiot for so long?

You know what? Screw it! I don’t care anymore. This idiot is paying, so I shouldn’t be the one worrying about it. I’ll just put this on and get this over with.

Or so I thought.

Removing my boxers while wearing a skirt was bad. I felt exposed, as if a breeze could be enough to make me weak on the legs. It was even worse putting the sexy lingerie with my idiot friend gawking at me.

The front doesn’t feel bad… It’s almost snuggling my friend down there. But my ass… I can feel the string between my cheeks. My boxers never went there. This feels wrong…

“J-just flip it and get done with it,” I mumbled, looking anywhere but him. There’s no way I could look at his face.

“I need to prepare my heart first.”

This is embarrassing enough as it is. You don’t need to rub your hands like that.

“Just hurry up…”

“You want me to flip your skirt that much?”

“Shut up!” Damn it! Why can this idiot make me this embarrassed? “Stop grinning, and just do it!”

“Okay. I’m ready.”

After exhaling, he raised his hand and then moved it before my skirt, flipping it with one swift move.

Though I was expecting it, it was worse than I imagined. I felt a weak wind it passing between my thighs, right below the panties. Out of reflex, I held down my skirt with both hands.

“Dude!?”

“You flipped it! Are you satisfied?”

“No way! You didn’t let me look.”

“You wanna see my dick?”

“No. But I wanna see how it feels to flip a skirt and see what’s underneath. That was the deal.”

“Fine!” I let go of the skirt and crossed my arms. If I didn’t, I’d hold it down again.

With a grin and a strange glow in his eyes, my friend prepared to flip the skirt again.

Losing my “skirt-flipped” virginity didn’t make things better. It was as embarrassing as before. My face was bright red, but I managed to keep my cool.

“Are you satisfied?” I asked through gritted teeth.

“Not yet.”

He walked around me and flipped my skirt again, gawking at my butt this time.

“Your ass is great! I never realized how round it is. It looks like a delicious peach.”

“Shut the hell up, you moron! Why would you say that to a guy?”

“Why are you mad? I’m saying you have a great ass.”

That was it. I wanted to shut his stupid mouth myself. Who the hell would think a straight guy like me would enjoy hearing a dude complement my ass? I know there are guys who’d love to hear that, but I’m not one of them!

I turned around and jumped on him, trying to cover his mouth and make him stop talking.

He held my arms without effort.

Damn it! I hate that he’s stronger than me!

As we struggled, he fell backwards, and we went down together.

“Idiot…”

Before we could get up, the door opened.

“Hey, did you see my skirt…?”

It was my sister. When she saw the scene, her face went blank.

Ah, crap! This couldn’t get any worse. But I was wrong.

A second later, I realized how we fell. I was on top of my friend, and it looked as if I was trying to kiss him instead of shutting him up.

“This isn’t what it looks like!” I said at once.

“Are you wearing my skirt?”

“Ah!” I have no idea how to explain. Neither one of us had. “Eh… this is…”

“I’ll help,” she said in a low voice.

“What?”

“You want to cross-dress, right? Let me help you.”

Though she didn’t scream, this was much scarier. Half an hour later, I was fully dressed as a girl, with makeup, purse, shaved body parts, and whatever else you can think.

Things couldn’t get any worse. But I was wrong.

“Since you’re all dolled up, you two will go out on a date. Don’t you dare come back before night ends,” she said, kicking us out through the front door.

My idiot friend looked at me and smiled. “I’ll promise to show you a good time.”

“You better, you idiot,” I complained, turning around.

On my first step, I tripped in the stupid heels and fell.

My friend held me by the waist, bringing me closer. “Are you okay?”

“Y-yeah,” I mumbled, blushing. “Thanks…”

I stood on my own and walked to his car, my heart thumping faster.

What the hell was that? Why did he look so cool for a second?

Hope this date doesn’t open any new doors for us…

♂x♂

“Please put a on bikini and pretend to be my girlfriend!”

I had no reaction when my friend shouted those abnormal words to me.

After the date we were forced to have, things were a little awkward between us.

I hate to admit, but it wasn’t a bad date. Even though it was with this idiot and I was cross-dressing, it was fun. We went to the arcade and watched a movie.

It was just us hanging out, like always, but it felt different.

Fine… If you must know, there were a couple of awkward moments between us…

No, we didn’t kiss or anything. We’re both straight.

Even so, we couldn’t look each other in the face for a couple of days. Then everything was back to normal as if that date had never happened. Thankfully, my sister didn’t bring up the topic again.

I was ready to put the whole cross-dressing gay date behind us, but then, while we were playing videogames at my house as usual, he said something absurd for the second time around.

“When?” I asked.

“Today. The people from my department are having our end of semester party. There will be a pool and a barbecue.”

“No, no.” Though I seemed calm, it was hard to keep my cool and not smack him in the head. “I wanna know when you hit your head!”

I ended up screaming. How could this idiot ask me to cross-dress again? On top of that, pretend to be his girlfriend?

“I’m serious. Remember our date?”

“Yes,” I said through gritted teeth. Again, it was fun, but I’d rather forget I went on a gay date wearing a skirt and lingerie. If anyone finds out…

“Elton, Rafael, Ariel, Hiro, Ricardo, and Nathan saw us and thought you were my girlfriend.”

I said nothing. That wasn’t any explanation.

“They’re cool guys, but sometimes they make fun of me for not having a girlfriend. Now that they saw us, I can’t not bring you.”

I still said nothing, looking him in the eyes with a blank face.

“I’ll pay you.”

“I’m not selling myself again.” Just saying it makes me feel dirty. “Not for 50 bucks. That embarrassment wasn’t worth it.”

“I’ll pay you triple.”

I was ready to say no, but then I held back. One hundred and fifty bucks is good money… But is enough for my embarrassment?

Last time, a lot of people saw me, but that was unexpected. This time I know his friends will see me. And I’ll be pretending to be this idiot’s girlfriend. The embarrassment won’t be three times worse…

“I want 500 bucks.”

“Done!” He grabbed my hand and shook it.

The door of my room burst open.

“Now that’s settled, let’s choose your bikini!” my sister said, grinning.

I looked between her and my friend. “For how long?” I asked in a resigned voice.

“He asked for my help a couple days ago.”

“What are you getting out of this?”

“I just wanna help him.” I kept staring at her. “I wanna blackmail you later.”

“You’re an ass.”

“And I heard you have a delicious one. Now pick your bikini.” She grinned even more as she placed three swimsuits on my bed.

I turned to my friend. “I could’ve asked for more, couldn’t I?”

“I was ready to offer a thousand.”

I sighed and turned to the bikinis.

What the hell? They’re all embarrassing!

I mean, they’re cute and not sensual. But when I think I’ll be wearing one of them…

There’s no way a guy would look good in a bikini.

One is light green. The second is black, with frills on the top. The third is yellow and looks a little like a sports bra. All of the bottoms have a little skirt to hide my boy parts. Glad they thought of that.

After imagining myself wearing all of them, I ended up with the black. Since they’re all embarrassing, at least this color suits me. I think. I never thought I’d find myself wondering which bikini would look better on me. Where did my life go so wrong?

“This one,” I mumbled grudgingly. My sister grinned, and my friend blushed. “What?”

“That’s the one I picked,” he said in a low voice.

“You chose the one your boyfriend picked. Nice, little bro.”

I flushed way more than my bo—, I mean FRIEND! He’s my FRIEND!

“He’s not my boyfriend!”

“For the next few hours, he is,” she flashed a sly grin. “Why are you blushing?”

I had no idea what to say. Even I don’t know why I reacted like that.

“So cute. Now wear the bikini so we can see how it looks.”

“No way. It’s embarrassing!”

“That’s why you need to try it now. Imagine you getting embarrassed because of a bikini. People will get suspicious.”

I grunted. He was right. Hell froze just now. I can feel it.

“Get out,” I mumbled.

I picked up the bikini after they left. The fabric feels nice…

Once again, thinking where my life went wrong, I undressed my shorts and boxers and put the bottom.

It felt… weird…

Like the panties I wore back then, it’s not tight. More like snuggling my friend down there. And I don’t hate it.

But the skirt is a little too short on the back. Everyone will see my butt.

I placed a finger between my skin and the fabric, pulled it, and released it with a snap.

With another sigh, I stared at the top part. The frills will hide my lack of boobs, but not my embarrassment.

Resigned to my fate, I put it on. By the way, tying the string is harder than it looked and made me glad I don’t have to wear a bra. I’m good at unhooking them, but I doubt I could hook one every day.

I don’t have a mirror in my bedroom, so I don’t know if I look as ridiculous as I feel. But I wanna check before letting my stupid best friend and my annoying sister see me.

With a sigh, I picked up my phone and used the front camera.

Wow…

I look… I don’t wanna say, because it’s about myself, and I’m a guy, but I look cute.

This bikini looks way better than I could ever imagine! Holy crap! Look at me.

With my short light brown hair, I look like a tomboy girl without boobs. I wonder if I’d look sexy if I got a tan?

Wait…

What the hell am I thinking!? It’s almost like I’m enjoying the idea of cross-dressing! I’m not a girlyboy! I’m just doing this for money! Yeah, I’m accepting this just because I’m getting paid!

…

It sounds like I’m selling myself…

Damn it! It’s all my stupid friend’s fault!

“Are you done?”

Speaking of the idiot… Is he listening from the other side of the door?

“Yeah,” I mumbled. There’s no point in postponing my embarrassment. Better get it over with quickly.

They opened the door and stared at me. First, they had no reaction. Then they both smiled.

“Yes! He looks better than I imagined!”

“As expected of my girlyboy little brother.”

“Shut up!”

“We’re complimenting you.”

“Yeah. You should be happy,” she added, pulling her phone out and taking a photo.

Urgh… This is the worst.

“Okay, now you two hug,” she said.

“What? No way!”

“You have to.”

“Why? It doesn’t make any sense!”

“Because you two will pretend to be boyfriends for the rest of the day.”

“So what?”

“Would two people who are having sex get embarrassed about a hug?”

When my sister said that, I glared at my stupid friend. “You told those guys we were doing it?”

“Ariel and Ricardo were making fun of me…”

“Stop complaining. What’s done is done, so get hugging you two.”

My sister pushed him. He tripped on his feet, so I ended up holding onto him out of reflex.

He looked into my eyes, flashing a silly smile.

“Thanks,” he said. “You look cute wearing this.”

“I-idiot,” I mumbled, averting my eyes. “What guy would be happy to hear that?”

“Sorry. It’s just… You look cute…”

I blushed and pressed my lips as my head spun. I know he’s an idiot, but why is he turning off his brain and spouting nonsense at the same speed he breathes?

“You two make a great couple,” my sister said, taking another pic.

I kept quiet. I was too embarrassed to speak.

And I couldn’t help but wonder if more awkward moments like this will happen at the pool today?

I don’t want any new doors opening for us…

♂x♂

My best friend and I were playing video games as always. But when he won, he didn’t gloat. Instead, he was looking at me with this weird, almost begging expression.

I had a bad feeling; I just knew something stupid was coming from that mouth.

“No,” I said before he could say anything.

“What?”

“Whatever you’re about to ask. No. Just no.”

His unconvincing innocent expression lasted a few seconds. Then he put his hands together. “Please, be my girlfriend for a party tonight!”

“No.”

“Please!”

“No.”

“This will be the last time!”

“The last time until the next. I know you.”

“I’ll pay you double!”

“Triple.”

“Done!” he exclaimed, offering the hand.

I accepted it and closed the deal.

Are you wondering why I said yes so quickly?

No, I didn’t wake up to cross-dressing. Nor did I enjoy pretending to be this idiot’s girlfriend.

The reason is simple. I need money. Yes. It’s for the money. Only money!

…

Fine! If I have to admit, though I hate to do so, I enjoyed the pool party.

Yeah, that’s right. Even though I was in a bikini, it had been a while since I played in the water like that. It was fun, even if I was pretending to be his girlfriend.

And yeah, we did have a few new-door-opening moments, but we didn’t cross the line! We’re both straight.

No. You don’t need to know what happened between us. Who’d be interested in a sort of romantic moment between a cross-dressing guy and his friend?

All you need to know is that it was embarrassing.

“Well said, little bro!” My sister burs open the door, holding a bag. “I was expecting you’d say yes when he tossed some money at you.”

“I knew you were involved. And don’t make me sound like a prostitute.”

“You’re doing something you don’t like for money. Unless…” She raised her eyebrow at me. “Did you wake up to cross-dressing?”

“Not a chance. Just shut up and do what you came here to do.”

“Sure, thing, little brother. You do look cuter in a skirt, by the way.”

She opened the bag. Just like before, they were in cahoots. However, I’m the bigger man here and won’t say a word. That’d only make her happier.

But my Zen feelings were crushed the instant I saw what was inside her bag; makeup, nail polish, stuff for waxing, and other products I had no idea what and how you’d use it.

“Don’t make such a face, little bro. I still have more stuff to make you even prettier for your boyfriend.”

“More?”

“Hell yeah. Your boyfriend got a bunch of dresses and lingerie just for you.”

I was ignoring the B-word. Even if it was pretending, me, a straight guy, had a boyfriend for a while. I lost my “boyfriend” virginity—no reason to stress over it now.

Besides, if I reacted, it’d be like Christmas for her.

Instead, I glared at my friend.

“I-I wanted you to choose yourself,” he mumbled, scratching his slightly red cheek.

You idiot! Stop blushing! And stop trying to make a guy look cute! And why lingerie? Normal panties are embarrassing enough!

I didn’t say any of that. Screaming was tiresome, and I’d rather preserve my energy for my long night being my idiot friend’s girlfriend again.

“We don’t have time to waste, little bro. You’re cute, but with some effort, you can make all the girls jealous,” my sister said, forcing me to face her. I groaned in response, getting another snigger from her. “Close your eyes.”

Resigned to my fate, and regretting my choices in life, I obeyed.

A couple hours later, I was ready to be a girlfriend again. Unlike last time, where I only had to put on an embarrassing bikini and shave, I had strayed even further from the path of masculinity.

I had picked a high back and high neck short black and green dress and wore matching lingerie. And that’s not even the worse part. My bra—I never expected to say this in my life—is an A-cup with pads.

I refused to stuff my bra—groaning in my mind again—and pretend to have huge knockers like my idiot friend… I mean, idiot boyfriend, wanted.

I won’t get used to calling him that all night long.

Unlike my first time cross-dressing, I was wearing low stiletto heels.

Good for my feet, right?

Not really.

The reason is that I’ll have to dance with my friend… boyfriend.

I’m not gonna sigh or groan again. I get the feeling I’ll be doing it all night long, so I better save it. Instead, I’m gonna say something good.

Eh… I look cute…

…

A-anyway, besides the embarrassing clothes, I’m rid of all body hair. It feels strange. Most men shouldn’t feel like this.

My legs are all smooth. When I touched it, for a moment, I thought I was touching a woman’s leg.

Shut up…

My face didn’t feel like my face. When I looked in the mirror, I thought I was using a filter or something. It was my face, but, cuter. Way cuter.

My eyes seemed bigger, and my eyelashes longer. My cheeks were a peach color, my eyebrows trimmed and neat, and my lips were pink and… And more alluring…

Hope my idiotic boyfriend doesn’t try to kiss me or anything because of it…

S-shut up… Just don’t say anything… Please.

As a finishing touch, my sister found a way to make my short hair look great. Believe me, that’s something I hate to admit.

She made two braids with my silky brown hair and tied them at the back of my head. It was simple, but it gave me an elegant look.

I think. I don’t know. I don’t understand hairstyles, but if I saw a woman with this, I’d think she looked cute.

After I was ready, my sister went to check on my boyfriend. I used the time to prepare my heart.

When I went to the living room, they were waiting. My boyfriend was waiting for me all suited up. Incredible how that was enough to make him look good while I had to go through all that.

I mean, I’m way cuter than him, of course.

…

I’m just saying.

When he looked at me, he had a dumb look, as if he had never seen someone so amazing.

I couldn’t help but blush. S-stop it, dude. I’m a guy. You know that. D-don’t look at me like that.

“S-shall we?” he said. Though red, he offered his hand with a goofy smile.

To make things worse, I accepted it.

It was out of reflex, okay!

When he closed his fingers around mine, I noticed they were strong and warm.

…

Why the hell I’m noticing that!?

To make things more embarrassing, my sister took a bunch of pictures of us. It felt as if we were American high school kids going to prom.

♂x♂

Even though I was breathless, I didn’t want to stop.

I always loved dancing, but people made fun of me, and I had to suppress that part of me. But now that I was a “girlfriend,” I could dance all I wanted.

And to my surprise, my boyfriend knew how to dance! He took the lead without hesitating.

“Why are you such a good dancer?” I asked when we had to take a break.

“I’ve been to this kind of party since I was a kid. Mom made me learn so I wouldn’t embarrass myself,” he mumbled, his face red.

I had no idea if he was embarrassed or breathless like me.

By the way, his mom’s company his throwing this party for their employees and family.

“You’re lucky. Don’t tell anyone, but I always loved dancing.”

“I remember when we were kids, and you wanted to dance at your uncle’s wedding, but the girls didn’t want to.”

“You had to bring that up… My cousins made fun of me for weeks…”

My friend laughed, and I couldn’t help but smile. I hate to admit, but his laugh stopped being as annoying as the party went on.

“I’ll get us drinks.”

“Thanks. You might actually be a good boyfriend.”

“Only for the right person.”

As he left, I tried recovering my energy, hoping the pain in my feet would become bearable for us to dance again. I was having too much fun to stop now, especially after all the trouble I went through.

As I waited for my boyfriend, I noticed some guys looking at me. When they realized I was looking back, they averted their lewd gazes.

Yeah, that’s right. Those guys were looking with second intentions. At another guy!

Their dates didn’t look happy, by the way.

I hate to admit, especially since I’m in dress, heels, and with lingerie up in my ass, but this attention, even under these circumstances, feels good.

I’m not a pervert! It’s just that I’m rarely noticed.

People only pay attention to me when me, my idiot boyfriend, and everyone else gets together and cross-dress during Carnival when a lot of people do it for fun.

“Here.” My boyfriend was back.

“Thanks.” I almost drank half the soda in one gulp. I was thirsty. Before I finished, he touched my leg and raised it. “What are you doing?”

He took my heel and massaged my foot. “You’re in pain, aren’t you?”

“A little…”

“Hope this helps.” He applied more strength.

“Thanks,” I mumbled, averting my eyes.

Remember when I said his fingers felt strong? Now I’m sure. He’s massaging my foot as if he knew how and had the strength to do it.

It was already great, but it became better when he massaged the other. How the hell his fingers can be so pleasuring?

Wait that came out wrong…

But I couldn’t get embarrassed. My foot was in heaven.

Because of that, unconsciously, I did something no straight guy should do, even if he’s in a dress and pretending to be a girl; I let out a moan because of another guy because of my boyfriend.

It was low, and thanks to the music, he didn’t even hear. But I knew what I had done.

To cover my embarrassment, I pulled my legs back and put on my heels.

“Let’s dance! I love this song!”

I dragged him back to the dance floor before he noticed anything. But, to my horror, the song ended and, the next one was slow and romantic.

The couple on the dance floor drew closer to each other.

With a smile, my boyfriend did the same.

Holly crap! Close! Too close! We’re too close right now!

We’re practically touching each other with our bodies. There’s no space between us for a hand!

Despite that, I blushed and simply let him lead.

As we danced, somehow, I ended up resting my head on his shoulder. I felt safe in his arms.

Too soon, the song ended. But he didn’t let go of me.

I looked into his eyes, ready to say something, anything. But I was rendered speechless.

When did he get so handsome? He’s just my stupid friend who I’ve known ever since I was a kid and who happens to be my stupid pretend boyfriend right now!

Neither of us said anything.

Then his eyes lowered to my lips. I couldn’t help but look at his.

I knew what would come next if I didn’t do something. But I couldn’t. I don’t know why, but I simply couldn’t.

“You look amazing,” he whispered in a sweet voice.

Yeah, I know that. You told me! Stop saying the same thing over and over again! It doesn’t make me happy at all!

And when did your voice get so manly? That’s sexy, you idiot!

“Thanks,” I whispered.

Time seemed still as we looked each other in the eyes. Then he closed his eyes and leaned closer.

To my horror, I did the same.

And then… then…

We kissed.

It was a quick kiss. No tongue involved. Only our lips.

And yet, my heart thumped like a boy who just had his first kiss. Why is this happening? When did I become a virgin again? And reacting like this because of another guy!

We looked each other in the eyes again.

“Do you wanna go somewhere more private?” he asked.

No! No! No! Any more and this will get too gay! Gayer than cross-dressing and kissing a guy!

“Yes,” I whispered to my horror. What’s wrong with me?

Blushing too much, I let him take me away from the dance floor. I could’ve let go of his hand at any time and stop this gay nonsense, but I didn’t.

Instead, like an idiot, I squeezed his fingers.

And that made my heart thump faster.
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Oh, God! What have I done? What’s wrong with me? How did I end up in this situation?

What in the world made me say yes?

If I hadn’t said yes, this wouldn’t be happening!

I paced around the room. The sound of my heels clicking on the floor made me even more nervous. The butterflies in my stomach were going crazy.

Before I got even more nervous, there was a soft knock on the door.

“He’s here, little brother,” my sister said without entering the room.

“Good! Let that idiot in!”

“It’s not nice to call your boyfriend an idiot.”

“He’s not my boyfriend,” I said through gritted teeth.

“Oh, that’s right. I always forget.”

Even without seeing, I could tell she was grinning. She always went out of her way to make fun of me. In fact, she’s just as guilty as my idiot boyfriend for my current situation.

Wait… No, he’s not my boyfriend…

Anyway, they’re the reason I’m… I’m… Oh, God! I can’t even say it in my head!

What in the world made me say yes?

“How are you?” he asked in a low, almost soothing voice when he entered the room.

How am I? HOW AM I?

“Look what you did to me!”

Even though I was almost shouting, he didn’t look at me. He was covering his eyes with both hands.

Those firm and gentle hands that comforted and pleasured me…

No! I shouldn’t be thinking about that! I’m gonna get calm, and I don’t want that!

I’m mad at what he turned me into!

“Look at me!” I stormed across the room and grabbed his hands, pulling them as hard as I could. This idiot was stronger than me, but he didn’t resist; he had his eyes shut. “Why won’t you look at me? Are you ashamed for what you did to me, is that it!?”

“Of course not.”

“Then open your eyes!”

“I can’t.”

“Why not!?”

“Because it’s bad luck for the groom to see the other groom in his wedding dress before the ceremony.” He blushed and kept his eyes shut.

I hate that his embarrassed face is so cute it makes my heart pound faster!

And yes. What you just heard is true! You didn’t mishear anything. Nor is he delusional. I’m this idiot’s bride.

He stopped being my boyfriend the moment I said yes when he proposed to me months ago. Right now, I’m in a tight, pure white wedding dress and moments away from marrying him.

No, I’m not doing this because of money. Even if he’s loaded, he doesn’t have enough money to put me in a dress and marry a guy.

You wanna know why I’m doing this?

The reason is obvious. And infuriating!

I’m marrying my boyfriend because I’m in love with him and want to spend the rest of my life with him, that’s why!

Guess I should call him my fiancé now…

The thought made the butterflies in my stomach flutter even more.

Why in the hell did I say yes? Why the hell did I fell in love with him? Just because of that night years ago when we kissed?

After that fateful party, he started asking me out on romantic dates and stuff.

I said to myself we only kissed because of the situation because I was cross-dressing. But I knew it was a lie. Even though I knew I shouldn’t, my heart thumped faster every time whenever we hang out.

I was the happiest cross-dressing boy whenever we kissed… and even more when we did other things…

Yes, we had sex!

Are you happy?

My cute idiot fiancée made me realized I was gay all those years ago!

Out of anger, I forced him to open his eyes.

“You’re not supposed to see your bride in the dress, not your groom!” I exclaimed. “Two guys getting married is already breaking a lot of traditions, especially when one of them in a dress!”

My husband-to-be seemed confused for a moment. Then his face lit up as he understood. “Oh, yeah…”

“You finally realized?”

“Your sister has been calling you my boy bride for so long,” he said with a silly smile, his eyes overflowing with love. “I’m lucky to marry someone like you.”

I gulped under that expression. It was partially that lovey-dovey gaze’s fault we became a couple and are now moments from becoming husbands.

“W-why did I say yes to this? Before you paid me to cross-dress, I wasn’t gay! I liked girls!” I shouted to make the butterflies stop. They were fighting a fierce battle.

My idiot fiancé chuckled. “So did I. How many times have we had this conversation? I’ve said it before; I’ll take responsibility for that. I’ll make you the happiest man on earth.”

“I don’t want that!”

“You don’t want to marry me anymore?”

“No! I love you, and I want to spend the rest of my life with you!”

“Then what do you mean?”

“I don’t want you to make me happy. I want us both to make each other happy! That’s what a marriage is supposed to be!”

I grabbed him by the suit and pulled him closer for an angry kiss.

He was surprised, but then he kissed me back. My anger mellowed out. Then it became lust.

Oh, God! I love this guy so much that it’s not normal! Why is he such a good kisser?

My strong and dependable fiancé held me up and placed me on the makeup dresser. The kiss became even more passionate. My anger and nervousness were gone. The butterflies had stopped to watch us.

All I wanted was him.

I want him for the rest of my life!

But before we could consummate our marriage before we even got married, there was another knock on the door, louder than before.

“Hey, little brother. I can hear you two making out. Don’t do it. It’d be a pain to redo your makeup and hair. And if you get your dress dirty, Mom will kill you. Save it for the wedding night.”

That was a mood killer.

As we looked at each other, we both knew the other wanted to ignore and make love like we had done many times.

But we both suppressed those feelings. Then we laughed at the same time.

“I think I can hold it for a few hours, but I doubt I can wait until tonight,” said my cute and idiot friend, I mean, husband-to-be.

“Me neither.”

Holding the urge, we kissed again and stood up.

I can’t believe I can get married to the love of my life and all because this idiot wanted to flip a skirt.


Me, my sister!

As I left the car, I was overly aware of everything.

I could feel a breeze passing between my legs. I had to pay extra attention to the way I walked. My steps couldn’t be too big nor my legs too far apart.

It’s so hard to walk wearing a skirt. How can girls do it so naturally? It offers no protection! I feel so exposed!

Because of all that, I was walking so slowly; I almost looked as if I was on a runaway. With these damn heels, I might as well be!

Ah, my poor feet. They hurt so much…

I hate this.

Yeah. That’s right. Don’t go around assuming anything. Let me get one thing clear. I’m not a cross-dresser nor a trans woman.

I’m a normal and healthy straight guy who, for some unfortunate turns of event, happens to be dressed in a mini skirt, a top that doesn’t go down to my bellybutton, makeup, heels, and a bra stuffed with pads.

Wait! Let me explain!

I’m not dressed like this because I want to. The only reason I’m in this situation is because of my sister!

She has a final today and didn’t study, so she forced me to take it in her place. I know the subject because I took it last semester and didn’t fail, unlike her.

Damn it, sis, you’re a college student now! Do your damn job and study! Just because we’re twins who happen to have the same face doesn’t mean this will work every time! I’m a guy, and you’re a girl!

Ah, crap. I’m getting all worked up by myself while she’s at home playing games or whatever she does instead of studying.

I took a deep breath and tried to let go of my anger.

I know she only asked me to do this because this subject is useless and the teacher is hard.

But she promised she’d never ask me to do this after that incident when we were in high school…

No, better not think about that. I don’t need to remember I kissed a guy in her place right now. I shook my head to prevent the memory from coming to the surface.

Damn it… I mean, I did say yes to taking her place. More like she forced me to, but I still said yes. I have to act like a man, even with this panty up my ass!

“Rafa, help me!” someone shouted behind me.

But the time I turned on those damn heels, a girl hugged and clung to my arm.

That’s dangerous! I might fall!

Ah, it’s Bruna. I couldn’t help but blush a little as she pressed her bosom against me.

She’s the most beautiful girl in our department. Most boys would love to date her, but so far, she has refused everyone who asked her out for no reason. People are wondering if she’s a lesbian. Well, it doesn’t matter. Guy, girl, anyone would be lucky to date her.

“Can you explain this to me? I’m sure it’s gonna be on the final. The teacher made it sound important when he taught this part…”

I had trouble listening to what she was saying. She was still clinging to my arm, which meant her bosom was still pressing against me! They’re soft and huge!

She tilted her head and looked at me with a curious expression. “What’s wrong?”

“N-no! N-nothing!” I said right away, shaking my head.

Bruna seemed more suspicious. “There is something wrong… Your voice sounds strange…”

Ah, crap! I need to talk in a more high-pitched voice like sis!

“N-not really… ahaha.” I let out an awkward laugh. “Just a little nervous about the final. I can’t flunk again. There’s no way I’m taking this class for the third time.”

She kept staring at me but then shrugged. “I know what you mean. This final is making me crazy. Please, help me!”

I helped her as best as I could in the little time before the final. But soon, we were heading to the classroom.

So far, so good. I mean, Bruna, who’s my sister’s friend, didn’t find out about the switch. Hope the teacher doesn’t notice anything too… I doubt he will… Unless I screw up real big…

No one’s batted even so much as an eye to me. I mean, guys did look at me, though I’m not sure why.

I’m having mixed feelings about that. I know we’re twins and have the same face, but c’mon, you can’t tell I’m a guy? I have a few manly traits! It’s not like putting on a skirt, heels, a bra, and makeup is enough to hide all that!

Right…?

As I entered the classroom, I threw away all those feelings. I can’t focus on anything useless. I need to get sis a good grade… I don’t wanna do this next semester as well. I thought my cross-dressing days were over after high school.

After I picked a seat, I got the exam and headed back. But when I sat, I couldn’t help but let out a cute girlish squeal. Those who heard looked at me. I was so mortified I made sure I only stared at the exam.

Why I let out a cute girlish squeal, you ask? It’s because this chair is cold. I’m not used to touching the wood with my bare skin…

I hate skirts!

Damn it, sis! At least let me wear pantyhose! I don’t care that you don’t think they’re fashionable!

Ah, crap! I’m getting worked up all by myself again.

With a deep breath, I sighed and put my feelings aside and focused on the final, so I’d never have to wear a skirt again.

But before that, I had to fix my bra…

…

I thought I’d never have to say that again.
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It’s finally over. Now I can go home and get out of this skirt. By the way, I now had some idea why girls love taking their bras off when they get home. I don’t have any breasts, but this thing is annoying. If I had a chest, this feeling would be ten times more annoying.

About the final, it was much harder than last semester. Guess this class pissed off the teacher a little too much.

Anyway, it’s done. I’m sure sis will pass with my answers, and I won’t have to pretend to be her again… Now I just wanna go home and put on some pants…

My legs are cold… Stupid skirt.

I organized my stuff and put everything in my backpack. Then, taking more time than it should thanks to those stupid heels, I walked to the teacher’s desk to hand in the exam. As I signed the attendance sheet, he looked at my answers for a moment.

Please, don’t do that. It’s really awful and discouraging. Especially when you shake your head in a condescending way. Some can’t take the anxiety before the grades are on the site.

But instead of shaking his head in disappointment, he blinked a couple times. Then he glanced at me, narrowing his eyes.

Ah, crap. I answered everything I knew. Maybe it was too much. I doubt my sister could do that…

Before he got more suspicious, I flashed a stiffed smile and walked away.

Don’t look back. Don’t look back, I told myself as I headed to the door. Ignore the fact that the teacher just blushed a little.

If I could run right now… Stupid heels.

I only breathed out in relief when I was out of the classroom. Now I need to get home, and I’ll be free from cross-dressing for the rest of my life!

Or so I thought.

A hand touched my shoulder, so sudden, I ended up letting out another high-pitched cute squeal.

Damn it… Can’t it at least be something more manly? Screw sis’s reputation!

“What’s wrong, Rafa? Your head’s still on the final?”

“Elton… You scared me.” Despite my heart thumping faster than normal, I at least managed to speak in the same voice as sis.

Even if the final is over, it’s not like I can go back to being me. Everyone would make fun of me if they found out I look good dressed like this.

Elton was tall and manly. That was enough to make me jealous. It became worse when he flashed a cute smile. It’s not fair that he has both. Why can’t I be like him?

“You need to relax now. The final is over. Don’t worry until the grades are up!”

“Y-yeah…”

“In that matter, how about that date?”

What?

It took my head too long to process. “A-a date… with who?”

“With me, of course,” Elton said with an even brighter smile. “The final was hard, but to think you’d forget a date with me… It makes me feel a little sad…”

A date with Elton? What the hell sis, since when did you get a boyfriend? I know you two have been hanging out lately, but to think you forgot to tell me this!

Ah, crap! That doesn’t matter! Since I’m pretending to be sis, I have to go on a date with him? Go on a date with a guy? While wearing a skirt and heels?

No, thanks. I’m not going down that path again. Having my first kiss with a guy because of her was enough.

“Y-yeah… S-sorry, but I-I’m too tired… How about tomorrow?”

Elton dropped his shoulders. “You’ve been postponing our date because of this final… You promised we’d go after this…”

As I looked at that sad face, I felt a tug in my heart. I can’t believe I feel bad for hurting someone so handsome… Wait, it’s not my fault! It’s sis!

Ah, damn it! Why didn’t she tell me about her boyfriend? I’d have prepared myself for this too!

But it doesn’t matter now. I can’t go on a date with sis’ boyfriend…

As I was about to reject him and give an excuse, however lame it was, Elton looked at me with puppy eyes.

I felt another tug. Ah, crap. Now I know why sis is dating him…

How can anyone resist his eyes? Even me, a straight guy who just happens to be in a skirt, is having trouble saying no…

“Y-you’re right… A promise… is a promise,” I said after a while.

Elton flashed a huge smile and leaned down to kiss me on the cheek.

“Thanks!”

I did nothing but blushed as my sister’s boyfriend led me to his car.

I could still feel the wet place on my cheek as he drove… to our date…
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Okay, Rafael. There’s no need to panic. You’re just on a date with your sister’s boyfriend… while cross-dressing. You’ve done this before… Even if you had no idea she was dating because she hid it from everyone and forgot to mention the date.

As I remembered how I ended up in this situation, my head throbbed. And though it had nothing to do with it, my legs were quivering.

I always thought movie theaters were cold, but it’s even worse when you’re wearing a skirt!

Damn it, sis! Why didn’t you remember about your date with your boyfriend after the final? I could at least put on some pants! But no, you had to make me wear a skirt, or people would get suspicious! Why don’t you wear some damn pants once in a while?

And it’s not like anyone cares if you’re wearing pants!

As I got angry at my sister, Elton noticed my legs trembling. With a handsome smile, he took off his coat and placed over my legs.

“T-thanks,” I said in a low voice.

Elton only smiled even more.

The gesture and the smile were enough to make me blush. Ah, damn it… On top of being handsome and cute, he’s gentle… How the hell did sis get a boyfriend like him? He’s too good for someone like her, who made me go out with her boyfriend in high school just because she couldn’t miss the event in a mobile game!

Wait, why the hell am I thinking about that? Better not remember. Once was enough.

I shook my head and focused on the huge screen.

It was showing a romantic movie trailer I had no interest in watching. But since the other alternative was to talk and look into my sister’s boyfriend’s gorgeous eyes, I paid attention as if it was the most interesting trailer in the world.

But soon, it ended, and I had to do something to avoid meeting my date’s lovey-dovey gaze until the next one came.

Ah, crap. I looked! Oh, God. He’s too cute… and his eyes…

Ah, yes! The popcorn!

With more confidence than I should have while wearing a damn miniskirt, I reached out to get the food in the bucket on my lap.

It was the wrong choice. Elton had picked that exact time to get popcorn too. Our hands brushed against each other, and he caressed my fingers. Out of reflex, I raised my head and did what I was trying to avoid; look into those cute eyes.

Ah, crap…

Even though I’m a straight guy, I repeat, a straight guy who happens to be cross-dressing for reasons beyond his control, it was hard to look away from those hazel eyes.

Elton blushed and flashed an embarrassed smile but didn’t look away.

My mind went black as I lost myself in those eyes. Oh, crap…

Before I could wake from the trance, he leaned closer.

Oh, crap, oh, crap…

Is he gonna do what I think he’s gonna do?

Oh, God! He is! He’s gonna kiss me!

What should I do?

Elton closed his eyes.

Yes! With his eyes close, he has no power over me! I can look away without any trouble!

Or so I thought. But even without those cute hazel eyes, I couldn’t turn my head.

His lips, a guy’s lips, were getting closer and closer to mine.

Crap, crap, crap!

Not only I don’t wanna kiss a guy again, but it’s also my sister’s boyfriend! Even if this is all her fault, she’s gonna be mad!

Last time, she was mad because, even though it was my first kiss, her boyfriend liked kissing me more than kissing her. He had no idea why she broke up with him.

Wait, forget about that, Rafael!

Elton’s face was inches away from mine. I could sense the warmth emanating from him. He smells nice…

Wait!

I can turn my cheek! Yes! Even if it makes him sad… And since sis was postponing their date, it might make things rocky for them…

Oh, crap… I can’t not kiss him…

…

All this because I’m wearing a damn skirt for my sister.

Without any other option, I closed my eyes and kissed my sister’s boyfriend.

At least let’s make this quick.

Or so I planned, but it was hard; just like Elton’s eyes, his lips were irresistible.

It was a long and great kiss.

So much so I forgot I was a straight guy cross-dressing.

When we finally parted our lips, I had a dreamy smile.

Don’t worry, sis. I’ll make sure you have a great date with your boyfriend.

That’s what I told myself as we kissed again.

I think the movie started, but we were too busy for that.
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“I’m sorry!” I apologized to my sister the moment I got home.

After the great date with Elton, he escorted me home and asked for another date.

I hate to admit, but my head was still on cloud 9 after making out with him for two hours. I said yes without thinking twice and only realized when it was too late.

My sister was on her computer when I barged in her room. She took off the headset and turned to me with a surprised and sleepy expression.

“Hey, Rafa. Why are you apologizing?” she asked, yawning. Then she became wide awake. “Wait… You didn’t flunk the final, did you? Oh, God. Please, don’t tell me that. I can’t take that class again.”

It took a moment for me to realize what she was saying. “Ah, the final!”

Yes… Wearing a skirt, bra, makeup, heels, and kissing a guy was all because of that damn final, which she forced me to take in her place!

“Don’t worry about that. I passed. I mean, you did. But that doesn’t matter!”

Rafaela breathed out in relief. “Thank goodness. I can’t stand that teacher and that useless class again… Why are you so worked up anyway if you passed?”

I couldn’t help but become speechless. Now that I was standing before her, it was hard to explain why I kissed her boyfriend.

I mean, what can I say? I went on the date to not ruin their relationship and kissed him because his eyes were irresistible?

That’s too gay even for a guy in a skirt.

I’d rather keep quiet, but I have to say something. She might find out during their date tomorrow, and it’ll be worse if it comes from Elton instead of me…

“Eh… I… after the final, I had to go on a date with your boyfriend…”

“My boyfriend?” Rafaela repeated the word, blinking a couple of times.

“Yeah. And by the way, why didn’t you say you had a boyfriend and had a date with him today? I was completely blindsided! Can you imagine what I went through because of that?”

“Ah, t-that’s right… I forgot about that.”

“You forgot about a date with your boyfriend?”

What the hell? What’s wrong with her? How could she forget she had a date with that handsome, cute, and kind boyfriend who’s a great kisser?

Even me, a straight guy, will never forget him.

I had trouble believing. She’s careless, but not to this point…

“I could only think about the final. I was studying like crazy, but I still couldn’t understand anything. That’s why I asked you…”

That’s what my sister said, but her relaxed expression didn’t match her words.

“You were studying? I didn’t see you opening the books once!” I shouted. “But that doesn’t matter anymore! How could you not tell me about your boyfriend?”

“We were hanging out, and then he confessed a week ago. It all happened so fast. And with the final coming…”

I sighed. It’s hard to complain after hearing that, even though I want to.

“You could’ve at least warned me… I had to kiss him in your place…”

“You kissed Elton?”

“I’m so, so, so sorry, sis! I didn’t mean to, but it sort of happened!”

“I see… How was it?”

“What?”

“How was kissing him? Is he a good kisser?” she asked. She wasn’t angry at all. In fact, she seemed interested.

What the hell…

“You’re not upset that I kissed your boyfriend?”

“What? Oh, y-yeah. I’m angry. Very. But you had to do it, right? You were pretending to be me and all and, there was no way to avoid it. But since I haven’t kissed him, I wanna know.”

“Right…”

What the hell… Isn’t she pissed off? That’s good… I could’ve sworn she’d be angry even though I had to kiss him.

Before I could say anything about the wonderful kiss I had with her boyfriend, my phone rang with a text. When I saw who sent it, I blushed.

“It’s from your boyfriend,” I said in a low voice, afraid to meet her eyes.

“What’s he saying?”

“He says he loved the date and can’t wait to go out with me, I mean, you tomorrow…”

“Really? You scored a second date with the hottest guy in our department, little brother? Nice.”

What the…? I dropped my jaw.

“What’s wrong with you!? First, I’m straight, so don’t go congratulating me on that! Second, I got another date with your boyfriend! Your boyfriend!”

“Ah, right…” Rafaela looked down and scratched the back of her head.

It’s almost like sis isn’t dating him for real.

Wait a minute…

I raised my phone to make sure she was seeing the screen.

“Why did Elton send me, Rafael, and not you, this text? How come he knows my number if I haven’t given to him?”

Rafaela flashed an awkward smile and averted her eyes. “Eh… How can I explain this? He’s not my boyfriend…”

“What? He  lied to me to get a date with you? Wait that doesn’t make any sense!”

“Yeah… Actually, it does…”

“How? Please, explain to me why I went on a date wearing a skirt and kissed a guy that wasn’t your boyfriend!”

Rafaela smiled.

“Elton likes you, little brother… He realized it was you instead of me during the final and came up with that lie on the spot. He texted me his plan before you two went on the date… I said he confessed to me, didn’t I? That’s sort of true. He confessed to me that he liked you…”

I had trouble following up. He knew it was me from the beginning? Wait, Elton’s gay?

“And you didn’t say anything? What the hell, Rafaela! How could you do this to me?”

“I shipped you two,” she said defensively, though she didn’t sound sorry at all. “And it turns out I was right. You liked kissing him, so no harm, no foul, right?”

“Of course not! I don’t wanna go on a date with a guy! I’m straight!”

“Oh…” Rafaela grew quiet for a moment. Then she looked me in the eyes. “Why did you say yes to a second date?”

“Because I thought he was your boyfriend, and I didn’t want to ruin your relationship by doing something unnecessary, that’s why!”

“I see… Thanks for the consideration, little brother. You can explain it to him tomorrow on your second date.”

“I’m not going on a date with a guy again!”

“I can’t believe you, you of all people, would break a promise…” Rafaela shook her head in a judgmental way, just like their mother.

I pressed my lips as I had nothing to say. Damn it! She’s right!

I have to go on the date…

Defeated, I headed back to my room to get that damn skirt off… At least it’s easy to do that…

The next day, I went out with Elton.

I had a game plan, all prepared. I went in ready to set everything straight, no joke intended, from the beginning.

But my plans were for naught.

Why?

Because I lost myself in his eyes again. And after another wonderful kissing session, I couldn’t remember my initial plan…

To make matters worse, I couldn’t say no to the next date. Nor to the one after that…

Then, a few years later, in this situation, I couldn’t say no when the priest asked if I accepted him as my husband…

Yeah, we got married… And I was in a wedding dress.

…

Shut up! It’s not my fault I became a cross-dresser and married a guy!

I became a boy bride because sis made me take her place all those years ago!

As I remembered the reason, my stomach turned up a notch. But when I kissed my now-husband, I didn’t feel that anymore.

I felt like the happiest cross-dressing boy bride in the world.

Well, I guess it wasn’t all bad.

My husband has the cutest eyes in the world anyway.


Dream whisper

My name is Ricardo, and I can enter people’s dreams.

Awesome, I know. But that’s not all. I can also manipulate them! And if I do it just right, I can even influence the dreamer in real life too!

To some degree, of course. I can’t make a girl fall in love with me, but I can make her become more aware of my existence. Or make a jackass who annoys me be afraid of me. Or make a teacher give an easier exam.

I can’t force anyone to do something against their nature. I can only plant seeds of an idea.

If you’re wondering how, it’s easy. A strong dream leaves an impression in real life, even if we don’t remember what happened in the dream.

To me, there are three types of dreams. Those about desires, about fears, and those nonsensical ones that only shrinks can interpret.

I say this, but it’s not like I’m an expert, even if I have this power. It’s just how I think after using it for over two months.

And right now, I’m about to enter someone’s dream. I can choose which person I visit, but it requires a few tiresome things, so I normally let it be random.

I was floating around in a sort of empty grey space, looking for the owner of the dream.

A light shone somewhere, and slowly the buildings of my university appeared.

Ah, crap… I already know today will be boring. Who the hell dreams about school?

Ah, of course. Today’s dream is provided by our sponsor Nathan, the most boring and nerdy guy in our department.

I can’t believe I wasted a night entering this guy’s dream. I was hoping I’d enter Bruna’s dream… There’s a lot I’d like to do with her.

After a heavy sigh, I floated down towards the owner. Since I’m already here, I might as well see Nathan’s nerdy dream…

He seemed to be late for an exam. He ran to the classroom while reading his notes desperately. Some of the pages even flew from his hands, but he didn’t stop to pick them up. He checked his watch almost every ten seconds, though whenever he did, a huge clock appeared out of thin air, floating next to him, ticking loudly whenever the second hand moved.

When he arrived at the classroom, he opened the door with a bang and sat on his usual seat, the first chair of the middle row. The other students had a sort of shadow over their faces, including the teacher.

He’s dreaming about tomorrow’s exam…

I couldn’t help but let out a heavy sight.

People are free to dream whatever they want, but dude, c’mon. Can’t you dream about something exciting? Or at least fun?

Nathan shoved his notes in his backpack and pulled out a pencil and an eraser. When the teacher handed him the test, he took one look at the questions and became pale.

Oh?

Though the dream was boring, I was a little curious about that. I just lost a night here, after all. I floated closer to see over his shoulder.

Yikes. Even I can say this is a nightmare.

The exam was unreadable. I have no idea what language it was in, but from Nathan’s face, I can tell he doesn’t know either.

Guess that’s what a nerdy guy dreams about. A bad exam…

Oh? This is about to get interesting…

I couldn’t help but smile. I had seen that cliché so many times.

As Nathan panicked about the indecipherable exam, his clothes vanished.

Yep. He’s naked.

Everyone laughed at him, even the teacher. He became mortified. His entire body became red as he tried to shrink himself into the chair.

Even I felt sorry for him. Guess I’ll help him…

But now that I look closely, he’s kind of cute for a guy. He’s small and has delicate features, like a girl.

I just had a great idea.

Concentrating, I imagined a cute pair of pure white frilly lace panties and bra for someone without breasts. Almost like magic, the clothes I imagined popped before him.

Let’s see if he’s desperate enough to wear the underwear.

To my disbelief, not only did Nathan put on the panties, but he also put on the bra, even though there was no need.

He did so without any hesitation.

Everyone stopped laughing. Instead, they complimented him, saying he looked cute.

Holy shit…

He does look cute… Wait, what the hell am I thinking? You can’t just put panties and a bra on a dude and make him automatically cute…

As Nathan gained confidence, he looked at his exam once again. Now it was readable, and he started right away. When he finished, he handed it to the teacher, who graded it at once. He aced it.

Okay, that was a little interesting. I doubt most guys would put on girl’s underwear without hesitating even in a dream…

Even so, what a waste of a night. If this happened to Bruna, it’d be hot.

It was the last thing I thought as I floated back to my own dream, and then I woke up.

Shit, I feel tired…

Whenever I use my power, I feel like this. Guess my mind or soul or whatever, doesn’t rest when I do this…

Oh, well. I got ready and went to class.

Despite feeling sleepy, when I saw Nathan in real life, I couldn’t stop smiling. He’s got more guts than I could ever imagine.

When the teacher handed out the exam, I almost laughed. The questions are the same as Nathan’s dream. And I remembered most of his answers. Thanks for a good grade, dude.

As I thought of him, I glanced at him, sitting in the same seat as he was in his dream. I almost dropped my pencil.

When he stretched out to pick up an eraser from his bag, his underwear was showing.

He was wearing panties—the same frilly pure white one I had pictured for him.

No way… He actually wore them in real life just because of the dream? Holy shit!

When I looked harder, I realized a thin strap on his back. He’s wearing the bra too!

I had trouble focusing on my exam after that. I could only picture Nathan in that cute underwear.

He’s more interesting than I thought… I’m definitely visiting him tonight again.

♂x♂

I said I could control which person’s dream I visit, right?

Well, it’s not as easy as it sounds. I can’t just think about the person and poof. I can visit the dreams of people who I spend a lot of time with, like my friends, without trying. It might be something about proximity. I don’t know.

But to visit a specific dream, there are a few things I need to do, though. First, I need to know the person. Second, I must have visited their dream at least once. And third, I need to focus on the person, and this is the hardest right now.

But no matter how much I try to think of Nathan, I can only picture him wearing nothing but the girl’s underwear. He looks cuter than I remember…

It must be my mind exaggerating. There’s no way a boy would look so cute just because he’s wearing panties and a bra…

It’s better not to think too much about why my mind keeps making a cross-dressing boy look cuter than he already is… Wait, does it mean I acknowledge that he’s cute?

Ah, damn it! Screw it!

I shook my head to get rid of the vision. I don’t need to see him wearing panties today. I need to focus on the real one if I want to visit his dream!

Think about him, Ricardo. Think about how he looks. How he dresses. How he struggles because of his full backpack. How he keeps fixing his glasses while taking notes. How he smells…

Wait, that went in a weird direction… And how the hell am I supposed to know how he smells?

Once again, ignoring what my brain was doing, I focused on the nerdy boy without going in a gay direction. With him filling my head, I fell asleep.

When I came to myself, I was floating in an empty space, which shimmered. The next second, I was seeing a sort of medieval castle in the distance. As I drew closer, I saw someone fighting a dragon.

It was cool and all, but I had no interest. I wanna check if I’m in the right dream. When I got closer and saw who was fighting the dragon, I couldn’t stop smiling. It was Nathan.

Yes, I did it! I’m in his dream again!

I watched as he defeated the dragon and rushed into the castle, defeating more enemies on the way. He looks happy playing the hero.

Without realizing it, my smile grew even wider.

Nathan reached the tallest tower and kicked the door opened. “I’m here to save you, princess,” he shouted, just like a real knight would.

The princess, who wore a white dress resembling a wedding dress, threw herself in his arms, hugged him, and kissed him on the cheek. “My hero.”

Nathan blushed and flashed an embarrassed smile.

That’s so cute. He looks way better embarrassed like that.

“Thanks for saving me, my hero. Is there anything you want?” the princess asked with a huge smile.

Nathan averted his eyes, struggling to find words.

That’s my chance!

I closed my eyes and concentrated. I have to manipulate the dream now before Nathan asks for a reward. If I miss this opportunity, it’ll be hard to influence him in real life in this dream.

Despite the short time, I managed to think of something interesting.

“Until you think of a reward, can you accompany me, hero?” the princess said suddenly, looking excited.

Nathan looked puzzled but nodded. It was hard to refuse that expression.

The princess grabbed his hand and led him to the other door in the room, and when she opened, it was a beauty parlor.

“I’ve been trapped in this tower for so long I need to take care of myself,” she said, answering his unasked question.

Before Nathan could say anything, many women surrounded them. They stripped him of armor and handed him a robe so he wouldn’t be naked. The princess also received a robe. Then they dragged them both to comfortable chairs, made them sit, and began their work.

The women shaved their legs, paint their nails, plucked their eyebrows, did their hair, and other stuff.

For a last-second idea, it’s not bad, if I may say so myself.

I mean, it might not be enough to influence him to do this in real life, but it’s gonna make him more conscious about looking cute.

Ah, damn it… since today’s Friday, I’ll only find out on Monday…

As the women worked, I watched with an approving nod.

I bet he’s gonna look even cuter!

That’s what I thought, but when they finished, they put him and the princess in the same white dress that looked like a wedding dress.

He looks perfect!

I wanna marry him!

…

I-I mean if I was into girlish looking dudes…

♂x♂

For the first time ever,  I was excited to go to class. I left half hour earlier than usual. I wonder how he’s gonna look…

I can’t wait!

When I saw him, I couldn’t stop smiling. Nathan indeed looks much cuter than the last time I saw him.

Though he still had the nerdy air, his nails were done, his face looked exfoliated and shaved of any extra facial hair, and his hair looked lustrous. He wasn’t wearing a bra, as far as I can tell, but even without it, he looked too cute.

It’s like an angel is here to study.

I couldn’t stop looking at him.

“Hey, did you see Nathan?” Rafaela asked.

“Yeah, he looks different… I don’t know what it is, though,” Bruna said.

Ah, crap! Other people are starting to notice him!

What am I gonna do? I don’t want anyone stealing him from me!

Wait, he’s not my anything for people to steal him…

Argh! Never mind that! It’s not time to think about that! I need to find a way to spend more time with him!

I didn’t pay attention to any of my classes. All I did was work on a new plan to make me closer to that cute and girly nerdy boy.

♂x♂

The next day, as the teacher of the last class, me and, Nathan walked in the classroom together, I crossed my fingers.

Please, let it work. Please, let it work; I prayed in my heart. My whole plan of getting closer to him depended on this.

“I haven’t finished grading last week’s exams, but I can tell you this; the grades aren’t good,” she said when the students settled down. There was a low groan running around the class. This subject was one of the hardest they had, and no one wanted to fail and retake the class.

“I admit it was partially my fault. Some of the questions were above the usual level…” There was a loud murmur of agreement, but no one spoke anything more than that. “Because of that, I’ll allow you all to do a project to improve your grades. Wait, let me finish,” she said as everyone was already forming their groups. “It’ll be a written paper and a presentation. I’ll grade you on both. And since I don’t want anyone sponging off their friends, I’ve already decided on the pairs.”

Once again, there was a murmur of disagreement, but no one dared to speak directly against her.

The only one who wasn’t surprised was me because it’s my plan! It worked! Hell yeah!

Last night, I went into the teacher’s dream and planted the seed of a project, along with the idea of her deciding the pairs. Luckily, I’d visited her before.

I was a little worried because the dream didn’t end so well—there was a loud noise, and she woke before I could finish settling the idea. I wasn’t sure it’d work.

As she called the names and said their partners, the cute and girly nerdy boy glared at me.

I stopped smiling at once. Ah, crap… He’s not happy to have me as his partner. I guess that’s expected. I mean, he’s one of the smartest in our department, and I barely pass my finals… He’d prefer to do this with Rafael, the second smartest…

Nathan probably thinks I’ll sponge off him…

I can’t have that. I need to show him my good side. I’ll study hard, and we’ll get a good grade.

But the most important thing is that we’ll spend some time together. Hopefully, we can become friends.

When class ended, Nathan stood up and walked towards me.

No way! Is he coming to talk to me? Ah, crap! My heart isn’t ready!

I fixed my hair as best as I could. Hope I look cool.

“How are we gonna do this project?”

He looks much cuter this close up.

“I don’t know. Maybe we can—”

“I can do everything,” Nathan interrupted. “Don’t worry. I’ll put your name and write what you’ll say for the presentation. All you need to do is repeat it.”

“W-wait. This is our project. I don’t want to sponge off you,” I said quickly.

“You don’t?” He didn’t seem to believe me.

“No. Let’s do this together…” Otherwise, all this was for nothing. My plan is to spend more time with you, not get a good grade.

“You don’t want me to do all the work and just put your name on it? For real?” He uncrossed his arms.

“Yes. Let’s work together!”

Nathan pressed his lips together and then relaxed. “Fine… Then come to my house today, and we can start—”

“C-can we do it tomorrow? I can’t go today. I have… guitar lessons,” I lied.

“Fine. Tomorrow. I’ll text you my address.”

He didn’t seem happy as he picked up his backpack and left the classroom.

Crap. He doesn’t like me. Actually, by the sound of it, he thinks I’m just an idiot.

But he was surprised when I said I didn’t want to let him do all the work alone. I think I’m still in the game, but I need to surprise him…

Yes…

That’s why I didn’t want to go to his house today. I need time to study the subject and impress that cute nerdy boy.

But that’s not all… I need one more dream.

♂x♂

Though I was exhausted from yet another night in someone’s dream, I couldn’t stop smiling as I headed to college.

I spent the entire afternoon studying the subject so I could impress Nathan. But that’s not all. Though I know I can’t make him cross-dress in front of me, I can suggest the idea of relaxing and wearing simple clothes.

I wanted to see him wearing a tank top and normal shorts. This way, I can check if he really shaved all bodily hair.

He has slender arms and legs. Those completely shaved must be… nice to look at, I thought, trying not to think about why I was obsessed with another guy.

Even though we weren’t friends, I greeted Nathan with too much enthusiasm.

“Morning,” he replied in a low voice.

Ah, crap. Guess that was too much. I need to keep cool…

“So, today, we’ll start the project, right?”

“Yes. I already started on the research…”

“What a coincidence. I did the same after my guitar lesson. I got a few things off the internet. I’ll send it to you.”

That took Nathan by surprise. “You studied?”

“Of course. I didn’t do so well on the last exam, so I need to make sure we get a good grade here to make up for that.”

“If so, are you sure you don’t want me doing all the work? You can earn a good grade without lifting a finger.”

“If you do that, I won’t learn anything. Besides, it’s not fair to you.”

Caught off guard again, he blushed.

Too cute! That face is too cute! How can a boy be this cute? It’s not fair!

Thump. Thump.

Oi?

Why is my heart thumping faster? For a guy, on top of that?

Better not think too much about it.

“Most people just let me do all the work, but it might be fun doing it with someone,” Nathan mumbled, smiling.

Ah, shit! That face isn’t fair!

I wanna… I wanna be his friend…

After the last class ended, I headed home and ate lunch as fast as I could. Then I took a shower, put on my best regular clothes, and headed to Nathan’s house.

Just as I planned, I managed to impress him with my knowledge. Who knew studying paid off? Or maybe it was because I want to impress him.

Anyway, as the project progressed, I even made him laugh.

It’s working! By the time this is over, we’ll be friends!

“Hey, can I ask you something?” I asked.

“What?”

“W-why did you do your nails and eyebrows?”

Though I had used my dream power, it’s not like I can force anyone to do things they’d never do in real life. The influence would be zero.

But Nathan had done those things, which means he had some inclination. Or at least, no objections.

“I-I-Is it that noticeable…?” He blushed and flashed an embarrassed smile as he turned his hands to check his nails. “Even if no one cares about me, it’s still weird for a boy to do those girly things out of nowhere…”

“It’s not weird!” I added right away, too sudden, it surprised him. “You’re cute! So much so that people are starting to notice how cute you are! I heard Rafaela and Bruna talking about it!”

And I don’t want that! I want to be your friend first! I want to keep your cuteness all to myself!

Wait, what the hell am I saying? I know he’s cute, but it’s weird for a guy to call another cute in front of him like this!

“You think I look cute…?” Nathan repeated, his face even redder.

Dude, stop looking even cuter! It’s already confusing as it is! Actually, I have no idea what the hell I’m doing! Nor why!

“Yes! I only noticed when you showed up wearing panties and a bra.”

That made Nathan’s face become an alarming shade of red.

Ah, crap! Why did I say that? I ruined my plan!

“Y-you saw that?”

We both looked away. Neither could look at the other without getting more embarrassed.

“I-I noticed when you dropped your eraser and bent down to pick it up… I never expected to see that… Then you came on Monday, even cuter…”

Nathan grew silent for a long time.

“I have an explanation… You’ll think I’m weird, but if I don’t explain…”

“I’d never think that…” It’s partially my fault for planting the idea in your head in the first place!

There was another long silence.

“The nails, eyebrows, and shaving everywhere were my sister’s idea. She works at a saloon and is studying to be a beautician. She’s been bugging me to help her for weeks, and then I said yes, last weekend. I don’t know why…”

So that’s the reason! His sister had already planted the idea before me! I just poured water and made it bloom!

“A-and the bra?” Even if the beauty spa thing can be explained, there’s hardly a good reason for a boy to wear girl’s underwear out of the blue. Unless his sister is really committed to her work.

“I-I had a dream…about getting a bad grade…unless I wore that…”

“A nightmare?”

“Yeah. It wasn’t the first time… I was nervous because I have trouble with that subject. After I woke up, I was in a panic, and got those things from my sister… I know it’s weird, but I was really panicky…”

“It’s okay. I guess it’s sort of like wearing a lucky shirt or boxers to a football game,” I said with a smile. “And don’t worry. I think I was the only one who noticed.”

I was the only one paying attention to you.

“That’s a relief…and it’s not like I wear it all the time… It was only that day.”

My heart thumped louder as I pictured it. “C-can you show it to me…?”

As the words echoed in the room, I realized what I had just asked. What the hell is wrong with me? I just asked to see a guy in a bra and panties!

“S-sorry! I don’t know what’s wrong with me! I was just curious because I thought you looked cute!”

Why do I keep digging myself in a gay grave?

Nathan blushed and glanced at me through the corner of the eyes.

“Just once,” he mumbled before leaving the room.

I couldn’t move. Even my mind was frozen as I waited. No way this is happening.

A few minutes later, the door opened again. Nathan was just as red as me. But when he closed the door and undressed, he got even redder.

I couldn’t say anything. I was literally speechless as I looked at the cute and girly nerdy boy dressed only in a pure white frilly panty and bra.

As I gawked, Nathan became too embarrassed and put his shirt and shorts back. “That’s enough…”

He sat on the chair and focused on the project. They were almost done.

“Y-y-you’re not gonna change?” I had finally found my voice again.

“Let’s not waste any more time and finish this,” Nathan said without looking at me.

I tried, but he couldn’t focus on the project anymore. I was still seeing the cute boy in girls’ underwear in my mind.

He’s too cute, damn it.

♂x♂

I couldn’t stop thinking about Nathan. And now I know why.

I like him… I like a guy… All because he put on panties and a bra.

The image came to my head again. As it did, I couldn’t stop smiling. He looked so cute, all embarrassed…

Now I realize how much I like Nathan. It’s so much that the cute nerdy boy didn’t only take up my waking time. Even without using my powers, Nathan was in my dreams.

But the dreams had changed.

In the beginning, without my power to manipulate my own dream, I dreamed of spending time with him.

Some nights we study together. Others we just played videogames. We also watched movies or simply talked while enjoying each other’s company. Just like in real life after we became friends.

But tonight’s dream made me blush and only confirmed my feelings.

We were holding hands!

Even if it was only in the dream, I couldn’t stop blushing and smiling as I saw that as an outsider. Holding hands with Nathan was enough to make my heart thump faster.

I can’t believe this. I’m such an idiot, I thought when I woke up.

Even now, as I got ready for class, I couldn’t stop smiling.

How should I react when I see him?

I wanna hold hands in real life too. And then more in the future…

But he’s not gay, is he?

He might cross-dress to get a good grade and let his sister make him pretty, but that doesn’t mean he likes guys.

How should I confess my feelings? Should I even do that? Won’t it ruin our friendship?

As I wondered what to do, I entered the classroom. The moment I saw my crush, I smiled and raced to greet him.

“Morning!” I said, excitedly. Nathan returned the greeting with the cutest smile. Ah, damn… I just know I’m gonna fall for him even more as each day passes. “I played that game you recommended. It was awesome.”

“Glad you liked it. How far did you get?” he asked with great interest. When I answered, he winced. “I hate the water temple too. In every game of the franchise, it’s the worst part.”

As we talked about the game, I realized something else. I like him in a romantic way, but I also like our friendship.

I can think about confessing to him in the future. For now, I’ll enjoy what we have.

We talked whenever we could between classes. Even after we went to our respective homes, we talked online.

When it was time to sleep, I could only think of Nathan. Because of that, even if I didn’t want to use my powers, when I came to myself, I was floating into his dream.

But I don’t wanna pry on his dream anymore. It feels wrong now that I know I like him.

The last thing I want is to influence him to like me. If it happens, it should be natural, or we’ll have zero chance of working as a couple.

In the future, I mean.

That’s what I was thinking, but when I saw the dream, I almost woke up in surprise.

Nathan was dreaming about me!

If it were only that, I’d be more than happy. But the cute nerdy boy was having a… How can I say this without sounding vulgar?

A wet dream…

A wet dream about me.

We were making love.

And he was on top.

Can’t believe he has this kind of dream…

I couldn’t help but blush as I watched myself be pounded by my crush. It’s too weird to watch myself like this…

I could never imagine I was gay, let alone the bottom.

Even so, I couldn’t stop watching.

Can’t believe Nathan can make lewd faces like that… No, it’s more than just lewd… It’s alluring… I wanna see that in real life…

As I watched my crush make love to me, I had a wet dream myself, even if it was someone else’s.

When I woke the next day, I had no idea how to face him.

Before I could figure out how, Nathan came to talk to me.

“I need to talk to you,” he said in a firm voice. “Why are you looking at me like that?”

“N-nothing,” I said quickly. There’s no way I can look at him without remembering the wet dream. “W-what’s up?”

The cute nerdy boy blushed but still seemed determined.

“I like you. I know it’s sudden, but I can’t stop how I’m feeling. I had no idea I was gay, but I like you,” he said in one breath.

Holy shit…

I had no reaction. I stood there as the words sank in. But when I did, I blushed and beamed.

Before I could do anything, Nathan leaned on his toes and kissed me.

Out of reaction, I kissed him back.

When we parted our lips, I could only think one thing; it was the best kiss I’ve ever had in my life.

“S-sorry… I just felt like kissing you,” he mumbled.

“D-don’t be sorry! I like you too!”

Nathan widened his eyes and then flashed the cutest smile in the world.

The next moment, we were kissing again.

I couldn’t be happier with this cute, girly, and nerdy top boyfriend.

A few years later, he became my husband. Even though he wore a dress to our wedding—the same one from that dream where he saved the princess, by the way—the way he made love to me is so manly.


Suntan

Before I start this, I have to say; I had zero interest in cross-dressing. Zero.

Even though I’m cute, I’ve never thought about dressing like a girl or anything close. Not even during Carnival, with my friends pestering me to put on a skirt like them.

I was a normal straight guy.

Why am I telling you this? It’s because, for some strange and complicated reason that I’ll explain later, right now, I’m wearing a cute two-piece bikini and trying to seduce my best friend.

Before you jump to any conclusions, let me remind you I’m not gay, and I don’t have any interest in cross-dressing.

I didn’t just wake up one day and decided I wanted to seduce my friend while wearing a bikini!

This is my revenge on a stupid prank that ruined my summer vacation!

Please, believe me. At least let me explain, then you’ll see what I’m talking about.

A week ago, Hiro and I came to his parent’s beach house. We wanted to release some of the stress from college. It had been a long semester for both of us, especially at the end. On the night we got here, we went out to flirt with the cute local girls.

To my surprise, Hiro, who pretty much fills your nerd stereotype, could talk to girls without any trouble!

I remember when he was talking to Bruna and Rafaela, the hottest girls in our department, he almost looked as if he was peeing on his pants.

As a joke, I hit on the girl he was flirting with all night. I don’t wanna brag, but I brought her to the beach house without any trouble.

Hiro’s face was so funny. He couldn’t believe he’d lost the girl in the blink of an eye.

It was so funny I did the same thing on the second night…

I admit I shouldn’t have done that. Losing two girls in a row was too much. That’s what I was thinking but I’m an idiot and kept doing it.

After stealing the girls he was flirting with for a week, Hiro was livid and played a prank on me.

While I was having a nice afternoon nap under the sun, he placed the top of his sister’s bikini over my chest. Not only that, but he also put sun oil on me. You can imagine what happened, right?

Yep, a suntan. I had a bikini suntan. Me, a guy, with a bikini suntan.

Needless to say, Hiro laughed his ass off. I was mad, but even I laughed a little.

But the prank had more to it than that. Thanks to the oil he splattered over my chest, the suntan wasn’t a simple suntan. It was supposed to last for weeks. Weeks with a sexy bronze bikini suntan. Me, a guy.

I hid it with a shirt when we went out to eat. It was hot but bearable. But at night, there was nothing I could do.

I sweet-talked a cute girl to come to bed with me. But when I took my shirt off, she took one look at my suntan and laughed. Even after I explained the situation, there was zero mood for sex after that, and she went home.

When I told Hiro what happened, he laughed a lot more.

It’s okay. I’m not mad. You can laugh all you want, my buddy.

Because I saw it. I might look like a girl, but I’m not. You were staring at my suntan with lewd eyes. You lusted after my naked nipples.

Thanks to that, I had a great idea. Let’s see how much you enjoy the situation after I put on that bikini and give you a weird boner. I’ll be the one laughing last.

♂x♂

I was up before Hiro woke.

As quietly as I could, I sneaked into his sister’s room. It was my first time here, but I didn’t care much. It’s not like I wanted to snoop in or anything. I only had one goal; to get her bikini.

Yes, the same bikini Hiro used to prank me.

Without any trouble, I found it in her dresser. But as I picked it up, I realized the bikini alone wasn’t good. Hiro will see my balls, and I doubt he has any interest in seeing them even if covered by a girl’s swimsuit. What guy would like to see that?

To fix that huge hole in my plan, I took one of his sister’s micro denim shorts. With that, I could cover my balls and highlight my butt at the same time.

Yes, this will be enough to hide anything that might put him off. Even if he sees the bulge, it’ll look sexy.

Okay, phase one completed. But I had to man up for the next phase.

After I looked at my suntan, my resolve was made of steel. I picked up Hiro’s sister’s depilatory wax and smeared my legs and any other place with bodily hair with it.

Yes, I was gonna have a smooth body!

This feels weird… Never thought wax would feel cold. I thought it’d be like shaving cream.

I sat on the chair and waited. I knew it was coming, but the pain was too much. I had to bite down on my lips to stop any scream. How can girls do this?

Despite the pain, I finished it. My legs, and everywhere else, were completely smooth.

I couldn’t stop smiling as I ran a finger on my leg. It’s a strange but good feeling.

And even better, Hiro will go nuts once he sees this. I know he has a leg fetish. If I do this right, he’ll be wishing he could lick my legs. I wonder if he’d obey me if I let him?

Wait… was that too gay?

I shook my head. Doesn’t matter. I’ll think about it later.

I put on the bikini and the micro shorts. About my hair, I had no doubt. My shoulder-length hair is perfect for short twin tails, which I know Hiro is into. Nerd.

I’m gonna give him the weirdest boner!

For a guy in a bikini! A gay boner!

This will be my sweet revenge!

♂x♂

My makeup up looked good despite it being my first time. Thanks to online tutorials. It took some time, but I only made my cheeks a bit redder, used pink lipstick, and something to make my lips glossier.

I don’t wanna sound too narcissistic, but I look cute. I wanna say sexy, but I don’t have boobs.

Anyways, I was almost laughing my ass off as I entered Hiro’s room. For my cross-dressing revenge, I leaned closer to his ear.

“Hey, Hiro. It’s time to wake up,” I whispered in the most seductive voice I had.

“No…Too soon,” he grunted, turning around and pulling the sheets over his head.

I tugged the covers, but he held on to them as if his life depended on it. C’mon, you idiot! Look at me and get a gay boner!

“Wake up, you idiot!” I shouted and shook him at the same time.

It took a while, but I annoyed him until he had no other choice but to get up.

His anger vanished the moment he saw what I was wearing, just  like I had planned. That’s the dumb face I wanted to see!

“W-what the hell!?” he managed to ask despite his utter surprise.

“It’s cute, isn’t it?” I half turn to show my ass to him. The shorts do highlight them a lot. I think they even look bigger. “Guess I can rock anything.”

Ha! Look at those lewd eyes!

“W-w-why the hell are you wearing that? And that hair… You’re a guy! Why do you look so…”

I shrugged and played innocent. On the inside, I wanted to laugh.

“No reason. I mean, because of the suntan, there’s no way I can get another girl, so I might as well go all the way.” I leaned closer. “You still haven’t said if it looks good.”

Hiro had trouble speaking. All he did was blush and fail to hide his lewd glances at my ass.

Just as I had planned, I should be satisfied, but with all the trouble, I want more.

“Let’s go to the beach,” I proposed.

Hiro widened his eyes and reddened a lot more as he looked at my figure. “Now!? With you wearing t-that!?”

“Of course. It’s not like I can leave the suntan behind, but it’s embarrassing to have guys staring at my chest. This is the only way I can hide and still enjoy the beach.”

“Yeah, it makes sense… I guess…” Hiro averted his eyes. A second later, he was sneaking a glance at my non-existing chest.

Hey, dude. I’m flat. There are no boobs here. And yet you’re covering your crotch. I wonder why.

“C’mon, let’s go,” I said in a sweet and alluring begging voice. “It’s more fun if we go together. Besides, I need your help.”

“H-help with what?”

“T-the sunscreen,” I mumbled, blushing on purpose. “I can’t reach my back.”

I handed him the sunscreen and turned around, showing my smooth and bare back.

Only now, when he couldn’t see my face, I grinned. I had achieved my goal of giving him a gay boner. But I can’t get enough of this. Let’s see how far I can take this.

“Please.” I untied the string of the bikini, holding the front like I had something to hide from him.

I looked at him through the corner of my eyes. Hiro was even redder.

With his eyes shut, he splattered the sunscreen on his hand and touched my back.

“Hyun…” I let out a cute and shy moan.

“S-stop making weird noises!”

“But… I can’t help… Your hands are cold and it feels… good…” I looked at him and bit my lips with just a hint of embarrassment. “You’re good at this…”

“S-shut up! You’re a guy! Stop… stop being so…”

“So what?”

Hiro struggled to find words. C’mon, my idiot best friend. You can say that you’re thinking another guy is hot.

“Hey, don’t stop your hands,” I said in the same shy voice.

“I’m done!” Hiro raised his hands in the air.

“No… you still need to put sunscreen on my legs too.”

I turned around and raised my leg close to his face. He couldn’t take his eyes off my smooth and thick thigh.

“S-stop that…”

“Only after you put on the sunscreen… Please, help me.” I looked at him with puppy eyes.

He groaned and caved in, putting on the sunscreen with his eyes shut tight.

“There! It’s done!”

Hiro raced to the bathroom.

I only watched with the same sly smile. Are you going to change clothes or are you going to pleasure yourself before we go to the beach?

This is so much fun; there’s no way I’m stopping! I’ll seduce him until he regrets pranking me!

♂x♂

We played on the beach, like in the anime he likes and has forced me to watch a few times. But to my disappointment, that was it. Hiro looked embarrassed, but nothing more than that.

So, by dinner, I had to come up with a new plan to embarrass him.

The moment we finished the pizza we ordered, I sneaked into his sister’s room again. Since he’s a fool, this will be too easy.

As I looked through his sister’s clothes, I found an outfit that would make him feel even more weird about me. He liked me in the bikini so much he masturbated after he woke. I wonder what he’ll do once he sees me in this.

Thank goodness Hiro’s sister has almost non-existing boobs. Because of that, I can wear her bras without any trouble.

I chose a mini skirt with a skimpy black top that pretty much only covered my nipples and left my belly exposed.

Once I finished dressing up, I put on makeup. Surprisingly, the second time was better than the first. After I was satisfied, I came back to the living room.

“Let’s watch a movie,” I suggested, staying outside his view to hide my appearance. I can’t let him see the goods too soon.

“You don’t wanna steal the girls I’m flirting with?” Hiro asked in a sour voice.

Dude, you’re still on that? I’m having too much fun teasing you while cross-dressing to think about girls.

“Like I could do that with this suntan,” I muttered, pretending to be mad. On the inside, I was smiling. Flirting with the girls was fun, but teasing him was way more interesting. “Go make the popcorn, and I’ll pick the movie.”

Hiro grunted as he got off the couch and went to the kitchen.

While he stared at the microwave, I sneaked behind him. When he turned and saw what I was wearing, he froze.

“What the hell?!”

“What?”

“That!” He pointed at me.

“Ah, this?” I looked down at my clothes. “I took them from your sister’s room.”

“I know that! Why are you wearing that?”

“It’s cute.” I shrugged. “And since I have that embarrassing suntan, I might as well go all out and wear girl clothes until it fades. Everyone’s always bugged me to do this anyway. Including you, if I recall.”

“T-t-that doesn’t make any sense! I get the bikini when we were outside. But here you don’t need that! Go wear your normal clothes!”

I tilted my head and hummed a little, pretending to be thinking.

“You’re right. But this is actually kinda fun. And cute, don’t you agree?” I got closer and pouted. “Now that I think about it, you still haven’t said I looked cute. Or you don’t think that?”

Hiro became red. “It’s cute! There! Are you happy?” he shouted, taking a step back and almost dropping the popcorn.

“Yes.” I flashed a shy smile, my cheeks a shade of red. That was enough to make him even more embarrassed.

“L-let’s watch the movie!” Hiro almost raced back to the living room.

I stayed behind, bending my body as I laughed silently. That face was too awesome. He more than regrets pulling that prank on me.

But it’s not enough. I wanna make him even more embarrassed. When we’re watching the scary movie, I’ll pretend to be afraid and cling to him. I know that idiot loves the scary girl cliché, even though it never happened to him in real life.

♂x♂

Even though the movie had started, I wasn’t paying attention. Hiro’s reaction just because of how close I was to him was way more interesting.

But I was paying attention to the scary scenes. Those were the cherries on top of my plan to seduce my best friend and make him regret pranking me.

I call it a plan, but it’s simple. Whenever something scary shows up on the screen, I’ll let out a girly scream and cling to his arm.

It’ll have a huge effect on him. But it won’t work forever. Luckily, I have another plan.

I was also paying attention to the popcorn. To be more exact, I was waiting for the moment Hiro’s hand went to the bowl on his lap.

Whenever that happens, I’ll reach out for the popcorn as well. The idea is to make sure our fingers brush and let that moment linger as I gaze into his eyes.

Hiro will get embarrassed, and when that happens, I’ll show him a shy smile, blush, and look back at the screen.

Oh, he’s going for it now!

I reached out at the right moment. Ha! Look at his face just because our fingers brushed! What an idiot!

I’m gonna do this until the popcorn is gone.

Even though I did it loads of time, it didn’t stop being funny. Can’t believe the idiot fell for that. Dude, I’m a guy. How can you get embarrassed for a cross-dressing guy?

I mean, I’m cute and all, but a guy.

Wonder if he has a boner right now…Holy shit! I just thought of the best way to check if his friend is up because of me.

Ah, crap. I’m gonna laugh… It’s too awesome… But I have to wait until the popcorn is gone…

Yes! Finally!

The moment the bowl was empty, I raised it and put my hand between Hiro’s legs without hesitating, making sure I touched everywhere. And I mean everywhere.

“W-w-what are you doing?” he shouted when I brushed against his friend. It was hard.

Ha! You do have a boner! And a rather big one. Remember, I’m a guy wearing panties.

“I’m just looking for popcorn. You always drop some,” I said in the most normal voice I could, brushing my hand against the member a few times.

“There’s none!” Hiro said, pushing my hand away from him.

“Okay. Geez, no need to scream like that,” I said, doing my best to hold in my laugh. “Save it for the movie.”

Ha! Look at his face! This is too good! He’s such a simpleton!

But that was the appetizers. Now it’s time for the real deal.

I looked at the screen, but I was just waiting for my chance. And it came sooner than I expected.

The moment the scary scene showed up, I let out a girlie shout and hugged his arm.

“W-w-what are you doing?” he shouted, trying to get rid of me. I didn’t let go. “Y-you’re not scared at all!”

“I am… I don’t know why… Maybe it’s the clothes, but I’m pretty scared,” I said in a low voice, looking up at him with tears in the corner of my eyes. “I know it’s weird, but I can’t help it… My heart is thumping like crazy… Wanna check?”

Hiro became an alarming shade of red. “No! I believe you! N-now, stop clinging to me!”

“O-okay…” I lingered for a moment and let go of his arm. I kept clinging to his sleeve, though.

He looked at my slender fingers but said nothing.

As the movie went on, I squealed many times and grabbed his sleeve with more strength.

By the time it ended, I had achieved my objective.

Hiro had a huge boner and ran to his bedroom the moment the movie was over.

I wanted to go after him, but I was rolling on the couch with the cushion on my face so I could laugh as loud as I wanted.

That was awesome!

Ah, crap. I want more. I wanna tease him more and more. I can’t get enough of that face!

And I have just the perfect idea!

Without realizing, there was a mischievous smile on my face. Teasing him is way better than flirting with girls!

♂x♂

After I changed clothes, as quietly as could, I sneaked closer to Hiro’s room and pressed my ear against the door.

When I heard strange rustling noises, I wanted to laugh again. As I thought, he’s masturbating. While thinking about me!

Maybe I should feel weird that my best friend is wanking one to me, but it was too funny and pushed the idea out of my head.

I waited a little longer and then knocked on the door. “Hey, Hiro. Are you up?” I asked in a low and soft voice.

At once, I heard him stumbling, which only made my smile wider.

“You’re up, aren’t you?” I opened the door without waiting for a reply.

Hiro quickly pulled the sheets to cover his lower half. “I didn’t say you could come in!”

“Sorry, but I can’t sleep after that movie,” I said in the same low and scared voice. “Can I sleep with you?”

“What? No way, dude! Get out!”

“Please.”

“No—What the hell are you wearing?”

Until now, I was against the corridor light. Because of that, he couldn’t see what I was wearing. But when I entered the room, he could see my jaw-dropping outfit.

My awesome and irresistible self was wearing a silky sexy black transparent baby doll with micro black panties that barely contained my friend.

I lifted the hem of the baby doll a little.

“It’s your sister’s. She has great taste, don’t you think?” I asked in an innocent voice.

“That’s not what I’m asking! Why are you wearing that?” Hiro made sure the sheets still covered the lower half of his body.

“For no reason, really. When I was changing, I saw this and decided to wear it. No biggie,” I lied without any hesitation. Of course, I picked this to confuse him even more. I twirled around to make sure he saw my cute and pretty much exposed butt in that sexy outfit. “You think it looks weird?”

“Of course, it does! You’re a guy! A guy shouldn’t look like a hot girl! You should realize you’re too cute, damn it! It’s not right!” Hiro shouted. A second later, he realized what he had said, blushed, and looked away.

Though it was what I wanted to hear all day, those words made me blush, and my heart thumped faster. And I wasn’t pretending.

What the hell? I shouldn’t feel embarrassed because of this… I’m the one who’s embarrassing him… It was my plan all along…

Yeah… I’m the one in control of this.

“You think I’m cute and sexy?” I asked, controlling the tone to sound surprised. I twirled a lock of my blond hair with my finger and averted my eyes. “I-if you say it like that, it’s a little embarrassing…”

I let out a low chuckle.

That pushed Hiro a little further over the edge. I have no idea how, but he blushed a bit more and pulled the covers towards his groin.

“I never said sexy… A-anyway, get out…” Hiro couldn’t look me in the eyes.

“No. I mean it when I say I can’t sleep alone. That movie was scarier than I thought.”

“S-stop lying! I know you like that kind of movie!”

“I know, but still…” I got closer and sat on the bed. At that distance, he had to look me in the eyes even if he didn’t want to. “Please…”

Before he could say anything, I flashed a huge smile.

“Thanks, Hiro. You’re my hero!”

To seal the deal on my goal to embarrass my best friend, I pulled the blankets to get inside.

Hiro was so distracted he couldn’t grab it in time.

Now let’s see you explain your boner!

…

That’s what I thought. But when I saw it, I froze.

Holy… It’s so… so… big!

I stood paralyzed before such a thing.

Why my friend, my nerdy best friend, has something so imposing?

It’s bigger than mine!

I looked Hiro in the eyes, who just blushed and looked away.

In the next second, he tried to hide his member, but I didn’t let him.

I wanted to look at it. And then I wanted to kiss it…

♂x♂

“And that kids, is how your father and I got together,” I finished the story with an embarrassed smile.

“No way,” the boy and the girl said at the same time. “Dad, is that true?”

“Yes… every inappropriate part of it,” Hiro muttered under his breath. “How can you tell our kids that story?”

“Don’t blame me. They wanted to know why I wore a dress to our wedding and how we got together,” I said shrugging.

“Papa, you were a little slutty, weren’t you?” the girl asked with a smile.

“D-don’t call your papa that word. It’s not nice…”

“It’s the truth,” Hiro said, grinning.

Despite my embarrassment, I laughed and hugged my son, daughter, and husband.

The family I got thanks to a prank with a bikini.


Post from a straight guy

This might be a long story, but bear with me, please. I’m sure it’ll be worth your time by the end.

I never thought going to the gym would change my life forever. No, this isn’t advertising for fitness programs, products, or anything like that.

Last year, I made a New Year’s resolution to lose a few kilos. Yeah, not original, I know. It’s not like I was fat or anything, but playing video games every night after getting home from work isn’t exactly slimming. Especially if you like to play while eating snacks and drinking beer. And by snack, I mean pizza.

I only noticed I’d gained weight when I couldn’t wear my favorite shirts. The buttons looked like they were about to burst and break something with the impact.

After that, I decided to lose some weight, or at least try.

While I was looking for a cheap gym nearby, a work colleague told me the company had one in the building. I had no idea. I think I’ve heard someone talking about it, but I never bothered to find out.

So I went there after the first day of work, and I don’t regret it.

The instructor was too cute! I mean it. I’d never seen someone so cute! She looked like she came out from a movie.

Then I found out the petite blonde girl with the perfect butt and the cutest smile in the world was actually a guy!

Before you jump to any conclusion, let me say I’m not gay.

However, it didn’t matter.

He was the cutest person I’d ever seen. Hell, he’s cuter than any girl I’ve ever dated.

It’s embarrassing to admit it, but when he came to talk to me, I blushed and got all nervous. Yeah, I got like that because of a guy. Talk about lame.

He thought I was just nervous because it was my first day, so it wasn’t a strikeout. Lucky.

Anyway, after I told him why I was at the gym, he showed me a few warmup exercises and then watched as I used the machines, correcting my positions and stuff.

Once again, I’m not gay, but just because he was watching, I tried my hardest for the first time in years. Hope I looked cool. He was smiling, but that could be just to cheer me up. Or because he’s nice.

I was sore all over the other day and could barely walk. Even so, I was happy and wanted to go again. There was no way I’d skip the gym. Not if I could see that cute boy again.

Again, no homo, but not only is he cool, but he’s also easy to talk to, you know? The kind of person you can talk and talk for hours and don’t even notice the time passing. And his laugh is contagious. I was telling jokes and funny stories just to hear that laugh.

But, in the end, the best thing about him is his smile. It’s one of those smiles that brighten the room, you know?

Without realizing, I was working hard so that I could go to the gym earlier and see him.

After two months of going there every weekday, we became friends and even made plans to meet outside the gym.

Though I kept calm on the outside, on the inside, I was super nervous every time we hung out. Every time I invited him, I revised the plans many times just to make sure he had a good time.

I-it’s not like I wanted to date him or anything. I just wanted to see him having fun and smiling all the time. Nothing gay about a guy doing that for another guy. Okay, maybe it is, but when the other guy is too cute, I think it’s safe.

Or that’s what I told myself. But at Carnival, everything changed.

Even if it was only for a day, I wanted to see him. I didn’t want to spend almost a week without seeing him. But I have to admit that wasn’t my only motive.

Did you do know men can cross-dress during Carnival? It’s just some silly fun, and no one bats an eye or says anything.

You already figured out where I’m going with this, right?

I wanted to see him dressed like a girl. I mean, he’s already cuter than any girl, even when he’s wearing a tracksuit. Imagine him wearing a skirt or a swimsuit? He’d be 100 times cuter!

Actually, I don’t know if my heart can take so much cuteness. Even so, I did my best to keep cool when I invited him, but when he said yes, I let out this unmanly squeal out of joy. Talk about lame.

And, again, no homo, but my heart thumped faster thanks to that simple word.

I checked and rechecked the plans to make sure everything went perfectly. The day came…and he was cross-dressing!

By God, he looked even cuter than I could ever dream! It was a whole new level of cuteness! I never thought a guy, no, any human could be so cute!

He wore a frilly bikini with a little skirt to hide what was between his legs. His light makeup only enhanced his cuteness, and his short hair had a simple flower decoration. Somehow that was enough to give him a totally different look!

I was beyond nervous when I saw him. My heart was thumping so loud I thought he’d hear.

Then it happened —the first thing which I can’t lie to myself and say no homo.

My friend down there reacted. It was the first time it had happened.

I did my best to keep cool so he could have fun. I don’t want to be a creep or anything. I just want him to have a good time and smile.

To be honest, I don’t like places with too many people, but with my cute instructor in a bikini, I didn’t mind. I found myself dancing and drinking and having a blast just because he was at my side.

By the end of the day, we had too much fun. Despite being sweaty and exhausted, it was the best Carnival experience I ever had in my life. If he’s by my side, I can go to these things for the rest of my life.

Then, just when we were about to wrap up our day, we saw a couple having sex.

They were in an alley doing it in the open! I heard it’s normal during Carnival, but I hadn’t seen anything like that all day.

The couple finished quickly and left without even noticing us.

Seeing that made my friend hard again. And then…

I don’t know if it was the booze or something else, but I made a joke I don’t even remember about wanting that too so it’d turn to be the best Carnival ever.

Before I could do anything, my cute instructor smiled, got down on his knees, and pulled my pants down. When he saw my friend, his smile changed. It wasn’t the cute one. I mean, it was still cute as hell, but it was sly.

He had a sly smile! I never imagined he could do something like that!

I had no reaction, and before I knew it, my cute instructor put my hard friend in his mouth!

I never had a BJ before, so I had nothing to compare it to, but it was the best experience ever!

I tried to hold out as much as I could, but I was at my limit in less than a minute. When I let out a weird moan, my cute instructor drank it!

Holly shit!

That made me hard again, almost right away.

When he realized I wanted more, with the same sly smile, he cleaned the leftover seed on the corner of his mouth, turned me around, and slipped the smeared finger up my… you know…

Again, I’m not gay, and I wanted to be the one doing that, but if it was him, I didn’t mind at all.

As he massaged me, I let out more weird moans and got even harder. When he pulled out his fingers, I was a little sad. But that feeling only lasted a second.

Next thing I know, he’s shoving his friend inside me, ravishing my ass with it.

Again, no homo, but it was awesome.

Being with him was awesome, no matter the position. It was the best sex I’ve ever had!

I had my hands on the wall and was squirming and moaning even louder. I begged for him to go harder and faster, and he obeyed. He had the stamina for that.

My knees caved in, and he pressed me against the wall, pounding me harder. Then I felt a strange warmth inside.

Because of that, without touching my friend, I came for the second time in that alley.

I turned around to see his face.

My cute instructor was panting. But then he smiled the lewd smile.

That was all we both needed before he thrust his friend inside me again.

Well, long story short, we just got married this weekend.

Even though he was the one in a wedding dress, I’m the one who gets down on all fours when we’re in the bedroom.

I don’t kiss and tell, but he can be very rough in bed. And I don’t mind at all.

Thank goodness my shirt didn’t fit. And you know the funny thing is? It wasn’t my shirt. It was my sisters. I’d spent the holidays at her house, and I must’ve mixed up the shirts.

Because of that, I met the love of my life. The cutest guy in the whole world.


Mari and Mario

The moment Mario finished his work and clicked the save button, he let out an exhausted sigh. That was harder than I imagined. It wasn’t worth the extra money, he thought, fondling the back of his head until he found the pencil holding his hair in a tight bun. Even my head is throbbing.

He pulled the pencil out and shook the bun. Without it, his black hair was free and rolled down. At the same time, he massaged his stiff neck. Much better, he thought, almost groaning in relief. It’s like taking off your bra after a long day. I think. I don’t have boobs, so I can’t be sure. But my bras are cute.

Now all I have to do is send these edited photos to the happy couple, and I’ll be a free man tonight. He looked at the corner of the screen. Almost ten o’clock… Since I don’t have work tomorrow, I can go to the bar and get a drink or two.

And he might be there… As Mario thought of the man he was in a sort of casual relationship with, his cheeks became a shade of pink. I’m a grown man blushing because of a guy who’s not even my boyfriend.

Pushing him out of his mind, he took a long and warm bath. With the towel wrapped around his body, he sat before the mirror and observed his face. I look awful… It was work. Normally I only have to please the bride, but to think the groom would be so picky about his photos… Because of that, I had to sit before the computer for hours. Dude, there’s not enough photoshop that can make you hot like you want.

Wait, I shouldn’t think that. Let it go, Mario. It’s finished now. After taking a deep breath, he was ready to cross-dress. I’m gonna relax and have fun tonight!

Even though it took time, he loved putting on his makeup. Especially the lipsticks, which he left for last. Ever since I was a little boy, I loved seeing those gorgeous women putting on lipstick on TV and movies. They looked so sexy. Hope I can look like them.

The only thing Mario didn’t like when he cross-dressed was his nails. Because of his job, he couldn’t paint his nails without attracting unwanted attention, so whenever he became his sexy self, he put on fake nails.

Though he preferred to have real long ones, he did enjoy picking the color. I think I’ll go with red today.

After he finished, almost as a cherry on the top of a gorgeous and delicious cake, Mario covered his bottom lip with the red lipstick he loved. Then he smacked loudly, and his makeup was complete.

Now the underwear.

As he opened his drawer, his eyes darted to the left side. It was where his lingerie, negligee, panties, bras, and thongs were. On the right, were the male and boring underwear he wore for work.

I don’t know if my boyfr… if he’s gonna be at the bar today, so I’m not in the mood for a sexy thong… But if I’m not wearing something sexy and he’s there, I’d die of embarrassment. But I don’t want him thinking I just wanted to hook up…

He wondered for a while, but, in the end, Mario chose one of his black lingerie. It’s been too long since I wore it. I just love how it snuggles my little friend.

After curling his hair, he put on an elegant blouse, a thigh fake leather skirt, pantyhose, red high heels, and picked up his purse.

As he left the work behind him, Mario was gone. Almost like magic, the photographer was ready for a fun and relaxing night out. Now there was only Mari, a sexy cross-dresser who wanted a drink and maybe meet the man who made him weak in the legs.
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As Mari entered the bar, he looked around.

Though he recognized some faces, he didn’t see one in particular. Guess he’s not here today, he thought, dropping his shoulders for a moment. He told me he was working, and it’s not like we’re dating officially or anything.

Mari walked to the bar, smiling as the men turned their heads to him. Yes, I know I look damn sexy today, boys. But you can only look. I’m not looking for that kind of fun tonight.

“The usual, Mari?” the bartender asked with a smile.

“Thanks, Marco,” he said in a delicate voice. Whenever he was Mari, he spoke in a way to match his appearance. He didn’t want to hide his gender, but he still did it anyway.

Mari was his other half, and he loved that look.

“Sorry, he’s not here today,” Marco said as he prepared the martini.

He flashed a wry smile. “I wasn’t looking for him.”

“I’ve known you for a long time, Mari. I saw the look you had when you didn’t find him. Here.”

“Thanks.” Mari chuckled as he delicately brought the drink to his lips. “Was I that obvious? I guess I’m not good at hiding my feelings. And here I thought I was good at it.”

Marco laughed. “You are. But you love him too much.”

Mari’s cheek became pink, and it had nothing to do with his makeup. He drank the martini to gain some time to think of a good reply. “Don’t tell him that,” he said when he thought of none.

“I hate to be the bearer of bad news, but he already knows. But don’t worry. He loves you too.”

The idea made Mari blush a bit more. As he thought of Nic, his heart thumped louder. But before he could say anything, someone sat on the stool next to him.

“Want a drink, babe?” the man said in a surly voice, putting an arm around Mari.

That’s what I needed, a drunk guy flirting with me.

“Thanks, but I already have one,” he said, pushing the glass with two fingers. Though his voice was amiable and his smile pleasant, he hoped the man would take the hint.

“C’mon, babe. Let’s have some fun. I can show you a good time.”

Mari let out a dry chuckle in his head. Guess I was hoping for too much. God, even his breath smells like booze.

He was ready to dismiss the drunk man in a way that would still be fitted of a mature and sexy cross-dresser like him. But then he had an idea. He wrapped his fingers around the man’s tie and pulled him closer.

“I don’t mind having a good time with you,” he whispered in a sweet and alluring feminine voice. Then he roughed up the tone, speaking in his normal, male voice. “But I have something extra between my legs. Can you handle that?”

The man widened his eyes and straightened back up. His face went between scared and surprised as he looked at Mari. Then his eyes lowered to the tight black skirt. He struggled to find words as he opened and closed his mouth.

“How about it? Are you ready for a new experience?” Mari asked, his voice back to the sweet and delicate tone. “But I have to warn you I enjoy taking control in the bed. In other words, I’m more active,” he lied.

With his face pale, the drunk man finished his drink and walked away.

Mari laughed as he turned back to Marco. “That was so fun. I can’t have enough of that kind of reaction.”

“Wasn’t that a little mean? Lying about being top… Look at him.”

Mari took another sip of his drink as he watched the drunken man bumping into the booths, apologizing to no one.

“Guess he won’t be flirting with any woman tonight. If you can, call that flirting.” Mari smiled. “At least he sobered up.”

“Thanks, I guess. Wonder if he’ll think every beautiful woman has something down there from now on,” the bartender said with a weak chuckle. “How many times I’ve seen you do this to a man?”

“You say that like it’s my fault.” Mari finished his drink, leaving the mark of lipstick on the glass.

“You’re right. Hope he doesn’t think this is that kind of bar.”

“Would that be my fault too?”

“Half. The rest is my boyfriend’s…” Marco blushed and smiled.

“When you two get married, hire me. I’ll record every second. And there’s a lot of cute dresses your future boy bride would look great in it.”

Marco looked nervous, cleaning the same glass he had just cleaned. “W-we’re not close to marrying… not yet…”

“I know, I know. I’m just jealous because you’re happy!” Mari said in a childish voice, shaking his glass. “Another!”

Marco didn’t move right away. Then, as he took the glass, he smiled. “Maybe there’s time for your happiness tonight as well.”

“What’s that supposed to mean?”

“May I pay for the next drink?” A voice spoke behind Mari.

When he turned, he saw a tall and handsome man with dark skin smiling at him.

“Nic!” Mari beamed, at once. “I didn’t think I’d see you today!”

“I finished all the work I had and came back just to see you.”

“A-aren’t you tired from the trip?” How can he say such embarrassing things with a straight face?

Despite thinking that, Mari was happy.

“When I thought I could see you here, I didn’t feel tired at all.”

Mari blushed and put a lock of his black hair behind his ear. “You know how to make a man blush.”

“Only you. You look even more beautiful every time I see you,” Nic said, kissing him on the cheek.

Those words made the cross-dresser’s heart thump way too faster and his blood to rush down there. I’m really in love with him…

“How about if we go to back to my house?” Mari offered, kissing Nic on the lips with only part of the longing he felt.

“There’s not a single man who could say no to that.”
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After he and Nic had made love for the fifth time, Mari was exhausted. Even so, it wasn’t enough to quell their feelings for each other.

Panting and sweating profusely, Mari picked up the bottle he left on the nightstand and drank over half of it in one gulp.

The moment his mouth was free, Nic gently touched his chin and brought him closer for another passionate kiss.

“What’s up with you today?” he asked, laughing and trying to breathe when their lips parted. “You’ve always been vigorous, but today…”

“It’s because I haven’t seen you for over two weeks.” Nic held him closer and smelled the cross-dresser’s neck. “God, your scent is so invigorating. Are you trying to seduce me even more?”

Despite the exhaustion, Mari smiled. “It’s perfume. But now it’s mostly sweat, thanks to you.”

“I can get intoxicated in your sent!”

As Nic licked the cross-dresser, their members hardened again.

“Can’t believe you want to go again!” Mari exclaimed. He wasn’t mad. Quite the contrary. He would love to have that inside him again. “Have you no control?”

“You’re one to talk. And how can I control myself when you’re in my arms? It’s amazing I have restrained myself so far!”

As Nic put on another condom, he lifted Mari’s left leg. With a powerful thrust, he was inside him again.

Mari was gasping for air when they finished. It was as if they had run a marathon —a marathon of pleasure. Reaching pleasure at the same time is the best, he managed to think through his hazed mind.

Nic laid still next to him. After the sixth time, even the vigorous young man had trouble breathing.

“Not that I’m complaining, but there’s no need to rush. We have all the time in the world,” Mari said, caressing his lover’s chest. He, too, could get intoxicated on that manly musk.

Though he loved making love with Nic, Mari enjoyed it when they stayed in bed like that. Ever since he started cross-dressing and came out, he never imagined he would love someone so much.

“I know. But I can’t stand being away from you for so long.”

“There’s nothing we can do. You’re the regional supervisor of a hotel chain. You need to travel and make sure all those hotels are running perfectly.”

“I liked it when I was just a manager of one hotel. I didn’t have to travel, and could be with you all the time.”

Nic slipped an arm under Mari and brought him even closer, caressing his now messy hair.

Guess even he can’t get it up so fast, Mari thought. But he didn’t mind. He enjoyed lying on that strong chest. It makes me feel so safe…

“Let’s talk a little. It feels like we haven’t done that in a while.”

“Sorry, I’ve been traveling so much.”

“I’m not blaming you. I know you worked hard for that promotion. Instead of apologies, I wanna hear more about your work.”

“Nah. My job is boring. It’s just trying to organize the hotels’ staff and finances. I wanna hear about your work. Being a photographer is much more interesting. How was that last couple? You said even the guy was picky.”

“You remember that?” Mari couldn’t hide his surprise. I don’t remember a guy ever listening to my pillow talk… But Nic is different.

“Of course.” He flashed a teasing smile. “Do you think I tuned out and don’t listen to you after we make love?”

The cross-dresser flashed a wry smile. “A little…”

“What? You need punishment!”

Nic sucked and licked his nipple.

Mari moaned and felt the blood rushing. But before his member could rise, his lover stopped. When he realized Nic wouldn’t continue, he playfully slapped his chest.

“Don’t tease me!”

“It was your punishment.”

They looked at each other and laughed at the same time.

“My boyfriend is such a tease,” Mari said, hugging him. Then he froze.

Ah, shit! Can’t believe I said the B-word… He let go of Nic and slowly looked him in the eyes, waiting in silence.

“Boyfriend?” Nic repeated the word slowly. “We’re finally using the B-word?”

“I guess… We’ve been doing this for a while now… How does that make you feel?” Mari asked hesitatingly.

The last time he had used that word, it didn’t end well. That was why even though Nic wanted to be exclusive, Mari said he wasn’t interested in such a relationship. It’s not like I didn’t want to, but becoming boyfriends…

“Like I’m the happiest man in the world!” Nic’s smile matched his words. “I’ve been wanting to call you my boyfriend for so long you have no idea! But I was afraid you’d push me away if I did…”

Mari flashed a guilty smile. “Do I look like that kind of a man?”

“Well, a little… That’s why I didn’t want to rush this even after a year. But I love you too much…”

Mari blushed, his heart thumping louder as he averted his eyes. “You like to embarrass me…”

“Can’t help it. It’s the truth.” Nic leaned closer to his ear. “I love you, I love you, I love you.”

“Don’t say it again!” Mari pushed Nic’s mouth away. His entire face was an alarming shade of red.

Nic laughed and licked his hands until the cross-dresser pulled them back. But he didn’t let up.

“How about you?” he asked, looking Mari in the eyes.

“Me what?”

“How do you feel about me?”

Mari averted his eyes. “I love you too,” he mumbled.

Nic beamed and pulled him in for a romantic kiss full of passion.

Mari couldn’t help but feel like the happiest man in the world. I’m too lucky to have him in my life.
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As Mario lay next to the man he loved and looked at that sleeping face, he couldn’t help but remember when they met.

Nicolas was a self-employee house manager for private owners. In other words, rich people hired him to find people to rent their houses. But that wasn’t all. He had to travel and make sure the clients were set and then check out everything once they left.

It was tiresome, but he did a great job. As more and more people hired him to manage their houses, his name became bigger. One of his clients wanted him to find renters for a beach house they had bought from a house complex hotel.

In order to put it on his website, Nic looked for a photographer and found Mario online.

That was the strangest job I ever had, Mario thought as he twirled Nic’s curly and messy black hair.

After that, he hired me to take new photos of all the houses he managed to update his site. We traveled together for a whole week. I took a bunch of pictures from all the angles until he picked one Nic liked, he remembered with a smile. By the time we got back, we were friends. And then…

Mario still blushed as he recalled. Can’t believe he asked me out. I wasn’t even cross-dressing back then…

I was so surprised I said yes, even though I never went out with guys while I’m Mario… but Nic… We’ve been in this relationship for over a year now. I never said we were exclusive, but I never slept with anyone else after that. And he said he didn’t either…

Mario blushed even more. Can’t believe such a cool guy is in love with me…

His heart thumped faster as he watched the man he loved. He couldn’t help but smile. But then he panicked the next second when he remembered.

Ah, crap! After all the sex, my makeup is a mess! I can’t let him see me in my guy mode!

Before Mario could sneak out of bed and into the bathroom, Nic woke.

Sluggishly, he yawned and looked around. When he saw his lover, he beamed. “Good morning.”

“Morning,” Mario said in a dreamy voice. But then he blocked Nic’s face with his hand. “Don’t look at me!”

“Don’t deny me that privilege.”

“I have to. I’m not wearing any makeup.”

That made Nic laugh and get rid of the hands. “You’re this beautiful without makeup? I’m so lucky.”

“Shut up. Don’t lie.”

“I’m not lying. I could never lie to you.” Nic took Mario’s hand and kissed it before bringing him closer. “You’re the most beautiful human I’ve ever seen.”

He kissed him longingly. Mario tried to resist. But he lost himself on those lips he loved to kiss.

“Hey,” Nic whispered once their lips parted.  “Marry me.”

Mario’s whole face became an alarming shade of red. His heart thumped so loud he swore Nic could hear.

“S-Stop joking… Proposing to me after sex… It doesn’t make me happy,” he lied in a low voice, averting his eyes.

“I’m not joking,” Nic said in a serious voice. “I wanna be with you for the rest of my life.”

When Mario looked back, there was a ring before his eyes.

“You make me the happiest man in the world. I want to marry you and make sure you’re even happier than me.”

Mario widened his eyes. He felt the heat emanating from his face. He struggled with the words, but then he mumbled in a barely audible whisper, “Yes.”

When Nic put the ring on his finger, he never thought he could feel happier.
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Even though he wasn’t in a dress, Mario was the bride, and all eyes were on him as he walked down the aisle.

Dressed in a suit, with his father on one side and his mother on the other, he doubted he could feel happier. But I will be when I say yes, he thought, not bothering to hide his smile. When he raised his head, he saw the man that would soon be his husband.

Nic only had eyes for him. When their eyes met, he flashed the warmest smile, full of love.

All the cross-dresser’s worries went away as he basked in that man.

Before the ceremony, even though they had talked about it many times, Mario thought his future husband wouldn’t like to see him walking down the aisle in a suit. But after seeing that smile, he knew his worries were for naught.

That man truly loves both sides of me. He really loves Mario and Mari. The thought only made his heart thump faster and his cheeks red.

As they said their vows and exchanged rings, Mario waited for the words he wanted to hear ever since he was a little boy and realized he was slightly different from the others.

“I now pronounce you husband and husband. You may kiss each other,” the priest said.

With an even wider smile, Nic held Mario’s hand and leaned forward.

The other man did the same, and they kissed as a married couple for the first time.

They walked down the aisle side by side under the applause and cries of the guests.

After a few photos, Mario kissed his husband on the cheek and whispered, “Excuse me for a moment.”

Mario looked at his best friend and nodded.

They left the hall and raced to a room where a wedding dress and a makeup kit were waiting for them.

“Can’t believe you want to change in the middle of the wedding,” his friend complained. “You should’ve worn the dress like me when I got married. Every cross-dresser in the world must be angry at you.”

“You knew I was doing this, so shut up and help me.”

“I just want to know why,” he said as he applied the makeup. “Nic would probably be happier to marry a cute and sexy guy in a dress. Marco was like that.”

“I told you I wanted to get married with both sides of me,” Mario said in a hurried voice.

“Lucky your husband is down for that.”

“I know… My husband…” The words made Mario blushed and grin. “I still can’t believe he’s my husband now.”

“I’d girly up with you, but we don’t have time for this. Everyone is waiting for you.”

Faster than Mario had ever become Mari, his makeup was done, and he slipped into the pure white wedding dress. “How do I look?”

“The most beautiful cross-dressing groom slash bride after me. Wait, who now is the most beautiful husband slash wife.”

His friend’s sincerity made Mari smile. “Thanks. Now let’s get back. You need to sing for my first dance as husband and husband.”

The moment Mari entered the room, people clinked their glasses. With an embarrassed smile, the man in the wedding dress walked to his new husband and kissed him.

Nic’s smile was still the same when he took a look at Mari.

“W-what? Do I look weird?” he asked in a nervous voice. I was in such a rush that I didn’t check my makeup properly…

“You look like the most beautiful human in this world. I’m so lucky to marry Mario and Mari at the same time.”

The cross-dresser blushed. “A-are you sure you don’t mind going along with this? I mean, changing clothes in the middle of the wedding…”

“Of course not. I love both sides of you. In fact, I’d be sad if you didn’t.”

“You know how to embarrass people.”

“I know how to embarrass my husband,” Nic said in a sweet voice that was meant only for him. “Now, let’s have our first dance as husbands.”

He offered his hand and Mari took it, feeling the like the luckiest human in the world indeed.

From the moment he first put on a dress when he was little, Mario never imagined he would be this happy.


Akira

Akira did not recognize the clothes before him.

Even though it was in his closet, it didn’t belong to him. He had no idea why it was there.

No matter how cute and girly he looked, Akira was a boy. He properly had that attached and never thought about getting rid of it.

But that didn’t change the fact there was a girl’s swimsuit in his closet.

And it wasn’t any swimsuit. It was a cute two-piece mint green bikini. Where did this come from? He wondered. Then he remembered.

“It’s sis’s…” Mom must’ve put it here by mistake.

Anger filled Akira as he remembered the day his sister bought that. He remembered very well. He, his sister, and their mother were shopping. When Haruka saw the bikini, she bugged their mother a lot, who bought it but was livid.

Because of that, we didn’t buy the clothes I wanted, he recalled. And she only wore it once because she saw a girl she hates wearing it…

As he looked at the swimsuit, he became angrier. Even he himself had no idea why, but he undressed and put on the bikini.

What the hell am I doing? He wondered as he put a finger between his butt and the bikini, pulling the fabric and letting it go with a snap to adjust. Even though many people suggested I’d look cute if I cross-dress, I have no interest in it.

Despite his conflicting feelings, Akira checked himself in the mirror. He couldn’t help but be surprised by his reflection. He couldn’t believe what he saw.

“Eh? What’s this?”

Cute. I’m, like, super cute… That’s what he thought. Because sis doesn’t have any boobs, it fits my chest perfectly, and the frills hide my boy parts… Even though we’re twins, I’m way cuter!

As he gawked at his own reflection, Akira couldn’t help but smile. This is bad… I look too good!

Even if he wanted, he couldn’t take his eyes from the mirror. Because of that, he didn’t hear the door opening.

“Hey, Akira, about yesterday, I—ah!”

He turned to see his sister standing at the door.

“My bikini!? Why are you wearing my bikini!?”

“Sis… eh… It looks better on me?”

There was silence as the siblings looked at each other.

“Mom!”

“What? Why are you yelling, Haruka? It’ll bother the neighbors.” Their mother came a few moments later. “Why are you yelling?”

“Look!” she pointed at Akira. “He’s wearing my bikini!”

“Oh…” As their mother looked at him from head to toe, she smiled. “Cute.”

“Thanks, mom!” Akira beamed.

“That’s not the problem! He’s a guy! He’s wearing a bikini! My bikini!” Haruka shouted.

“I’m not blind. Besides, you wore it once. After annoying me to buy it. And it was so expensive…”

Haruka pressed her lips.

“T-that’s not the problem. It’s still my bikini! And that shouldn’t matter! Akira’s a boy, and that’s a girl’s swimsuit!”

“True…” The mother turned to him. “But it looks so cute on him. Much better than on you, Haruka.”

Akira grinned. “I think so too, mom!”

“You shut up! Give it back!”

“No.”

“Give it back now!”

“Calm down, you two. Akira, since when did you have an interest in cross-dressing?”

“Never had. I have no idea why, but when I saw this bikini here, I got mad and ended up wearing it.”

“It doesn’t make any sense!” Haruka screamed, pointing at him. “Take it off.”

“No.”

Their mother ignored that.

“Akira. Do you want to be a girl?” she asked in a serious voice, looking him in the eyes.

He became quiet for a while.

“Not really,” he said, shaking his head. “I was mad and put it on. That’s all. Even I was surprised how good it looks on me. But I don’t want to be a girl or anything.”

“Do you wanna cross-dress more?”

“Yes!” Akira answered at once. “I wanna get even cuter!”

“No! I don’t want a cross-dresser brother!”

“Isn’t that a little late, Haruka?” their mom asked. “I mean, you two have the same face… He already looked like a girl. Everyone always thought I had two daughters.”

“That has nothing to do with this!”

“It isn’t the same?”

“No!” Haruka trembled. She knew she had lost and left the room. “I don’t care anymore! You can have the bikini! It’s a present!”

Both mother and son chuckled.

“Do you want me to teach you how to put on makeup?”

“Thanks, mom!”
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As Akira walked on the street, he couldn’t stop smiling. It’s a great day, he thought, humming.

After discovering he enjoyed looking cute in girl’s clothing, his mother taught him how to put on makeup, and then they went shopping for clothes.

Today is Akira’s first time cross-dressing alone.

He wore a cute black mini skirt and a white blouse. His hair was tied behind his head and his makeup perfect. Though he didn’t like to brag, considering he was new at cross-dressing, he knew he looked too cute. The glances he received were enough to prove that.

Akira stopped before a huge glass window from a coffee house. When he saw his reflection, he fixed his hair a little. I’m super cute, he thought, his smile widening even more.

“A-Akira!? Is that you?” a surprised voice called him.

When he turned, he saw one of his classmates and friend.

“Hikaru! Good morning!” he greeted in a joyful voice.

“Morning… that’s not it!” Hikaru looked at him and blushed. “Why are you dressed like that?”

“Ah, this?” Akira twirled once, his miniskirt fluttering. “It’s cute, isn’t it?”

“Y-yeah, it’s cute… B-but, you’re a guy,” he lowered his voice, looking around to make sure no one heard him. “Why are you wearing Hikaru’s clothes?”

Akira flashed a cocky smile and shook the index finger.

“Wrong. This isn’t my sister’s. It’s my new clothes!” he said with a proud smile. “I bought it the other day, and now I’m debuting!”

“R-right…” Hikaru looked away, too embarrassed to look his friend in the eyes.

“Hey, let’s take a walk around the shopping district.”

“W-what? Why…?”

“No reason. I just want to walk around wearing my first skirt.”

“O-okay… I have some free time…”

“Yay!”

Akira grabbed his hand and led him. As they walked around the shopping district, a woman handing out something called them.

“Hey, that cute couple over there!”

With Akira beaming, they walked to her and got what she was handing out.

“She thought we’re a couple,” the cross-dressing boy said.

Hikaru became even redder. “W-what did she g-give to you?”

“It’s a ticket for the new swimming pool. A couple’s ticket.” Akira’s eyes shone. “We have to go!”

“Y-you want to go to the pool…?”

“Yes! I wanna debut my new bikini!”

“Eh! Bi-bi-bikini!?”

“It’s a long story. But let’s go!”

Under that smile, Hikaru could only mumble a yes.
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When Akira saw his friend, he sneaked closer as silently as he could. He blocked Hikaru’s eyes and asked at the same time. “Guess who?”

Hikaru let out a weird nervous squeak and became stiff. “A-A-Akira!”

“Right answer!” The cross-dressing boy beamed.

Despite blushing, Hikaru couldn’t take his eyes away from that smile. But when he finally noticed what Akira was wearing, he struggled with the words.

The cross-dressing boy wore a short pure white sundress with flat sandals and a big hat to protect him from the sun. When he noticed Hikaru looking, his smile widened as he twirled around.

“What do you think? Does this dress look good on me? I know it does, but I wanna hear another boy’s opinion.”

Hikaru opened and closed his mouth a few times. “Y-y-yes,” he mumbled, averting his eyes. “W-where did you get it?”

“My sister. She didn’t want to lend it to me at all, but I managed to convince her.” Akira flashed a strange mischievous smile, which made Hikaru nervous. “Hahaha. Don’t worry. I didn’t do anything bad. I just promised I wouldn’t touch her panties and bras no matter what. I’ll buy my own. I saw some really cute ones online. Can’t wait to try my first bra.”

Hikaru became an alarming shade of red at the mention of female underwear, which only made Akira laugh again.

“You don’t need to be so embarrassed. It’s just underwear. That I might be wearing right now,” he whispered with another mischievous smile, making his friend even more rigid. With another laugh, the boy in the dress grabbed Hikaru’s hand and led him to the entrance of the park. “Now, let’s have fun!”

After they handed in the tickets, they headed to the changing room.

“Hehe. The lady at entrance thought we were a couple too,” Akira said, flashing a tiny smile. “Guess we do look good together.”

“T-t-the tickets were for c-c-couples… Of course, s-she’d assume that.”

“Then why are you so embarrassed?”

“I… ah… erh…” Hikaru didn’t meet his eyes. “Because you look too cute…”

“Thanks! Now let’s change and enjoy this day to the most!”

Once again, led by the cross-dressing boy, Hikaru said nothing. When they were about to enter the changing room, however, he halted.

“What?”

Hikaru looked between the changing room and Akira. “You’re not gonna use this changing room, are you?”

Akira tilted his head. “Of course. Why?”

“I-I-It’s the boys’ changing room,” he whispered, looking around to see if anyone was hearing.

Akira laughed and waved his hand to dismiss the idea. “Even though I’m dressed like this, I don’t wanna be a girl. It’d be weird if I went to the girls’ room. Now let’s change. I can’t wait to show you my bikini! It’s so cute!”

Once they were inside, Hikaru insisted they used the lockers in the corner. Although they were alone, he changed so fast Akira hadn’t even put his bag inside the locker by the time he finished.

“Why are you in a hurry? Are you that excited to see me in a bikini?” the cross-dressing boy teased with a mischievous smile. “I do look super cute. Hope you don’t fall in love with me.”

Hikaru blushed and widened his eyes. “I-I-I just want to get out of here before anyone comes in…”

“Ah… I thought you’d be excited to see me in my bikini,” Akira said. He grabbed the hem of his sundress and was about to pull when Hikaru grabbed his hand.

“Wait!”

“What?”

“Y-y-y-you can’t change here!”

“I can’t change in the changing room?”

Hikaru looked at anywhere but him. “I mean, with me…”

Akira flashed the mischievous smile again.

“Why? Are you nervous about what I’m wearing underneath? Perhaps wondering about the panties I mentioned before. What a naughty boy you are, Hikaru. But I get it. Most boys are interested in panties. In one way or another.”

That only made Hikaru even redder.

“Don’t be nervous. We’re both boys. You can look all you want.”

Still, with the mischievous smile, Akira grabbed the hem of his sundress once again. While watching his friend’s reaction, he slowly pulled up.

Though he was mortified, Hikaru couldn’t look away. All he did was mumble unintelligible words.

“I’m already wearing the bikini underneath!” Akira announced with a huge grin. Then he laughed.

It took a while for Hikaru to recover, though his face was still red, and he didn’t look directly at his friend. “That was mean…”

“Sorry, sorry. But you were the one who thought I was wearing panties underneath.” Akira stopped laughing and got closer. “Don’t worry. My brand-new panties are in my bag. I’ll put them on when we leave,” he whispered. “And it’s white, by the way. Do you think it suits me?”

Hikaru went an alarming shade of red, getting another laugh from his friend.

“What do you think of my bikini?” Akira asked, twirling around with his arms open.

He still couldn’t look at him directly. But when the cross-dresser came closer with the eager smile, he mumbled, “It’s cute… too cute…”

“Yay!” Akira shouted in joy, almost as if that made him the happiest boy in a bikini in the world. “Now, let’s have fun!”

Hikaru didn’t resist when Akira pulled him by the hand again. All he could do was smile.

♂x♂

“Hikaru!” Akira shouted when he saw his friend at the school gate. He ran a little so they could walk together. “Yesterday I had so much fun! Did you have fun too?”

Hikaru blushed. “Y-yeah. It was fun…”

“Yay! I’m so happy you had fun too. I was having a blast. And just because I was wearing a bikini, some vendors treated me with a little extra food.” Akira was smiling, but it faded a little. “I wonder if I should feel bad about that. I mean, they did it because they thought I was a girl, but I didn’t mean to trick them…”

“I-I wouldn’t worry about that. They only said you were cute, not anything about being a girl,” Hikaru mumbled.

Those words made Akira’s smile come back in full. “Really? That’s great then! But that wasn’t all. You were so manly yesterday protecting me from those guys flirting with me. You almost seemed like my boyfriend.”

“D-don’t be stupid! Two boys can’t date. They can’t be boyfriends…”

“Of course, they can. As long as they like each other,” Akira said. “But that’s not what I’m saying. What I’m saying is that whoever you date will be lucky to have a boyfriend like you. When my bikini top came off, you looked so cute, blushing and not staring at my chest, even though there’s no trouble to look at another boy’s chest. You’re a true gentleman.”

Hikaru had halted. It took a moment for Akira to realize he wasn’t by his side anymore.

“You,” he mumbled so low the other barely heard.

“Me what?”

Hikaru became a wild shade of red. His shoulders trembled, and he pressed his lips.

“You! I want to be your boyfriend!” he shouted at the top of his lungs.

For the first time in a long while, Akira felt his cheeks burning. He averted his eyes as his stomach fluttered.

“W-w-what do you mean? Me? Your boyfriend?”

“I like you, Akira. I realize that right now. What you said about someone lucky… I can only think of you!” Despite his nervous expression, he came closer. So close Akira had to look into his eyes. He was serious.

Akira had trouble coming up with words. “I… I like you too. You’re my best friend. But I can’t be your girlfriend… Even if I like cross-dressing, I don’t wanna be a girl…”

“I don’t want you to be my girlfriend. I want you to be my boyfriend!”

Akira blushed even more. Then a tiny smile appeared on his lips. “I don’t mind,” he mumbled.

Almost dying of embarrassment, Hikaru walked to his boyfriend’s side and held his hand.

They didn’t realize, but everyone around them was looking. Then they applauded, making both boys even more embarrassed.

Akira didn’t mind, though. He was too happy by his boyfriend’s side.

“But if we marry, I wanna wear a pure white dress,” he teased, making Hikaru redder than him.

Though it was only a joke, they got married ten years later. And Akira was one of the cutest boy brides in the world in his wedding dress.


Afterword

Thanks for reading Boys Can Be Brides too.

Hope you enjoyed it. If you did, please consider rating or even leaving a short review. A simple “I liked” helps me and makes me want to work harder XD

Apart from Flip a Skirt, the others were rewritten versions of short stories I had already posted. Hope you still liked. I changed that most went to the same university, though I didn’t make it very evident. Did you notice?

One thing I rarely see are boys getting married in wedding dresses. I’m not talking about trans girls. Let me be very clear. The characters here are all boys who happened to cross-dress.

I’d like to thank Rodolfo Junior for the cover art. It’s great. I bet a lot of people read because of it XD

Which story you liked more?

If you don’t want to miss my next work, sign up for my newsletter. I always send an email when I release a chapter of my web novels or any work with cute cross-dressing young men.

Also, you can check out my other collection, Boys can be girlfriends too
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