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My Friend might be gay

“I might be gay,” said my friend, Alex, one day out of the blue. We were playing videogames at his house.

“Cool,” I said. “Help me out here!”

“For real? That’s all you say after I come out to you?” Despite his complaints, he didn’t pause the game and kill the enemies shooting at me, saving my ass.

“What do you want, me to freak out and say you can’t be gay because you’ve had girlfriends?” I said as more enemies surrounded me.

“Maybe,” he shrugged.

“Sorry but I’m a supportive friend. I don’t care if you’re gay, bi, pan, or whatever. Who you like doesn’t matter because you’re still the same idiot I’ve known since we were kids. And it doesn’t change the fact that you’re letting me die here! Shit! Our no-death-run. Now we gotta play from the beginning. Hours wasted!”

Alex died a few seconds later but he didn’t seem to care. He placed the controller down and smiled. “Thanks. I need that kind of support. I’m not sure if I’m gay though. I said I might be.”

“Are you into dudes or something now?” I pressed a button when the game over screen appeared so we could play again.

“It’s not plural. Only one, and I’m not sure about my feelings.”

“Who is it?” When there was no answer, I looked at him. He was staring at the controller, but his eyes looked distant. “What?”

“I don’t wanna say. You might screw things up if you know.”

“I’d never do that to my best friend.”

“Not on purpose, but you’re not subtle at all. Remember my first crush? You couldn’t keep it cool next to her, grinning like an idiot whenever we were hanging out together.”

“I don’t remember that,” I lied. When I had trouble sleeping, I remembered my middle school days and how lame I was. Thanks for that, brain. I don’t need it to recall my embarrassing past.

“Well, I do and I don’t wanna go through that again.”

“You dated her, so there was no harm. If you’re worried about me screwing things up, it means I know the guy.”

“Maybe…”

“Fine, don’t tell me.” I pressed start, but Alex didn’t pick up the controller, so I could tell there was something else bothering him. “What is it? You need my help?”

“Yeah…”

“You can count on me with anything.” For my best friend, I would do a lot, just like he had done for me.

“I know that, but what I need might be too much, even for you…”

“Tell me.”

“A kiss,” he mumbled, blushing and averting his eyes.

“A kiss!?” I widened my eyes, my face getting hot. I was certainly not expecting that. “Ah! I-I get it. It’s to see if you like kissing another guy, right?”

“Yeah and no. I mean, even if I like guys, it doesn’t mean I’d like to kiss anyone. But I need to check if I’m okay with it.” His cheeks became redder. “I know it’s a lot, but you’re the only one I can ask…”

I placed the controller down. Alex and I have been friends ever since I can remember. Even if I’m not gay, it’s just a kiss. Kissing him is something I can do, and I wouldn’t lose anything. Besides, I can tell he’s not asking out of curiosity. He needs this, and I can help him.

“Let’s do it.”

“Are you sure?” Alex blinked a couple of times. “Just to be clear, I’m asking you to kiss me to see if I like guys or not. A kiss on the lips.”

“Despite my grades, I’m not that dumb,” I joked. He laughed, and I punched him on the arm. “You’re laughing too hard. You’re supposed to deny it.”

“I don’t like to lie.” He grinned and punched me back. His smile vanished and he was fidgeting again. “Are you sure about… kissing me?”

“I know it’s important to you and all, but you’re making things awkward. Don’t be nervous. It’s just a kiss,” I said, hoping I could hide my embarrassment and look cool for once. He’d see through me in a second, but still.

“Thanks. You’re a great friend,” he mumbled, flashing a bashful smile.

I blinked. What the hell, dude!

Sometimes I can’t help but think you’re cuter than your sister! If you smile like that, it’ll make this weird!

“Wait a sec,” Alex exclaimed and dashed out of his room.

I was still for a couple of seconds before I picked up the controller and got back to the game, hoping that would calm me. Or at least anger me enough to dismiss any embarrassment. Either way, I had to play something to fill my mind.

Alex took so long I was focused on the game and forgot about the kiss.

“I’m back,” he muttered, half opening the door.

“Took you long enough. I was getting older waiting,” I complained. Then I realized he was still outside. “What are you doing outside? Get in and let’s get this over with.”

“Okay, but don’t say anything. Just be quiet… please,” Alex said in a soft voice. Slowly, he opened the door, revealing why he took so long.

I had no reaction. My best friend was dressed as a girl. He didn’t just put on his sister’s miniskirt. He wore black stockings, a long-sleeved, cold-shouldered white blouse, and light makeup that only enhanced his girliness. His short brown hair was tied in twin tails.

Holy shit…

There’s no other way of saying this.

He looks cute!

What’s going on? How can he look this cute? He’s just making this ten times more awkward! He knows I’m a simp for twin tails with an absolute zone!

Crap. I need to keep my cool. I need to keep my cool! I repeat. I need to keep my cool!

If I do or say something weird, he won’t ask for my help again. He’s my best friend and I’ll do anything for him.

“You’re grossed out,” Alex mumbled, trying to cover his body with his slim arms, his face reddening.

“I’m not! For real! I’m just surprised, that’s all! You’re wearing stuff I’m into.” I mumbled the last part, averting my eyes, my cheeks burning with embarrassment.

“I know. I was trying to make you comfortable about kissing another guy…”

Damn it. I can’t be a coward. Mustering all my determination, I faced him. “You look cute.”

“Thanks.” Despite his embarrassment, Alex looked happy, and relaxed a little. With a tiny smile, he played with his hair.

We both stayed in silence for a long time. Too long. It was about to turn awkward, but neither of us seemed to be taking the initiative.

Damn it! He asked for my help! I need to be the man here!

“L-let’s do this.” I tried, and failed, to sound confident. Talk about lame.

Alex said nothing. Still blushing and smiling at the compliment, he slapped his cheeks a couple of times. With a determined expression, he got closer, looked into my eyes, and then closed his, waiting.

Dude, you might be dressed like a girl, but you’re a guy too. Just because you might be gay, doesn’t mean you can’t take the initiative. You don’t have to wait for me!

Wait, what the hell am I thinking?

I shook my head and pushed all of it from my mind. I looked at him.

His lips have this pink and glossy color… They looks too kissable!

What the hell!? How can a dude look this kissable!?

Argh!

I need to stop thinking. It’s just a kiss to help my bro. No biggie. Bros can kiss their bros. No homo.

Especially when they look this cute…

I closed my eyes and leaned forward.

But I was too fast. Our lips touched, and so did our teeth.

Yeah, I screwed up. I screwed up a kiss. Talk about king of lame.

It’s not like I headbutted his teeth, but still, I’m so lame I can’t even kiss my bro properly.

I turned my head before opening my eyes. There’s no way I can face him after this.

The silence went on for ages, or maybe seconds, I don’t know. When I couldn’t take it anymore, I sneaked a glance at him.

Alex had a blank expression and was touching his lips with two fingers.

“My teeth hurt,” he mumbled and finally looked at me through the corner of his eyes. I wasn’t sure if he was making fun of me or not.

“G-Guess I’m more nervous than I thought,” I laughed awkwardly to hide my embarrassment, scratching the back of my head. Talk about the emperor of lame. “I think your cuteness caught me off guard.”

“It was worse than my first kiss.”

That pissed me off. My pride, or whatever, was hurt with that comment. “I-I can do better!” I shouted without thinking.

Alex raised an eyebrow at me, surprised. Then he flashed a coy smile.

“Thanks for doing this for me,” he murmured, closing his eyes again.

This time, I went in with more confidence. Our lips touched without any incident. But then I leaned back right away. We only kissed for like two seconds.

“There!” I exclaimed. “H-how was it? Did you like kissing another guy?”

I did my best to not wipe my mouth. I could feel his glossy, pink lipstick on my lips. It’s been a while since I experienced that.

Alex touched his lips with a poker face again. “Too fast.”

“That’s not what I asked,” I complained through gritted teeth. Dude, I’m embarrassed enough. Don’t make it more than it is.

“It was so fast I can’t tell if I liked it or not. Could you kiss me for a little longer?”

“Fine.”

I kissed him again.

Alex was so surprised he didn’t even close his eyes this time. A couple seconds later, however, he kissed me back.

“How was it?”

“Good, but still fast.”

I looked him in the eyes without believing. Then, without a word, I kissed him again, making sure it lasted at least twice as long as the last one.

“How about now?”

“Better… much better…”

“Hell yeah!” I exclaimed, closing my fist in victory. But in my joy, I didn’t notice how much Alex was blushing. It seemed as if his entire face was red.

“Can you do it again?” he muttered.

“W-why?”

“Please.”

Embarrassed, but overflowed with confidence, I didn’t hesitate and kissed him for the fourth time. It lasted way longer now.

“Again,” he asked when our lips parted.

I obeyed, kissing him.

“Again.”

I listened to him.

“Again…”

Before I realized, I was leading him to his bed, undressing his girl’s clothes.


♂x♂

Crap, crap, crap!

How did this happen? I know we were taken by the moment, but this shouldn’t have happened! We were just kissing because my best bro wanted to see if he was gay or not and then… and then…

Holy crap!

How did we go from kissing to sex!?

We’re both adults and all, but he’s my friend. My best friend since we were kids! He wanted my help, but I don’t think he meant gay sex!

That’s a huge leap!

Wait. But if he liked it, doesn’t it prove he likes guys? I mean, at least he didn’t seem to dislike what we did. And I certainly enjoyed it… a lot…

Argh! That’s not the point!

While all that went through my head, Alex slept peacefully by my side.

Once my panic passed and I calmed down a little, I glanced at him. His hair and makeup were a mess after what we did. That’s obvious. And yet, he still looked cute and girly naked.

How can a guy look so cute? Something like this should only exist in fiction, damn it! It should be illegal for males to be so cute!

Why didn’t I notice this until now?

I knew Alex was girly since he can switch places with his sister but, to be honest, he looks way cuter than she.

Alex grunted and winced.

I grew still. I don’t wanna wake him. Not when I’m freaking out like this. I need to at least seem cool with it. Make it as if gay sex isn’t a big deal. I mean, it’s not, but you get what I mean.

A second later, I knew it was useless.

Alex yawned and smacked his lips. When he opened his eyes and looked at me, he was surprised. Then he flashed a bashful and sleepy smile.

Oh, god! He’s cute! Too cute! Even with the drool on the corner of his mouth!

I might fall for him!

Wait a second…

Alex said he likes a guy I know. Could it be me?

I’ve read tons of stories about clueless protagonists who don’t notice when someone likes them. Could it be that?

I wouldn’t mind if I was his boyfriend, and he was my boyfriend…

“Morning,” Alex said in a drowsy voice.

“M-morning,” I stuttered. How lame can I be? “H-how are you?”

“Wonderful,” he beamed. “My butt hurts a bit though.”

“S-sorry about that.” I looked away, my shoulders dropping. I never thought I’d have gay sex, but I didn’t mean to hurt him. It was great for me, so I wanted it to be the same for him.

“Why are you apologizing? For our first time, I enjoyed myself a lot. I read somewhere you might be sore if you’re not used to anal sex.”

I have no idea how to react to that. He said he enjoyed it. That means I did a good job, right? Then it’s awesome. The emperor of lame wasn’t lame for once.

Alex chuckled.

“W-What?” That cute laugh was about to ruin my confidence.

“You were thinking that I didn’t enjoy sex with you, right?”

I blushed and averted my eyes. “Maybe…”

“My legs are still weak, if you know what I mean,” Alex whispered with a mischievous smile. “I’m surprised you were so good considering you bumped teeth with me.”

“Couldn’t you word it better? No guy wants to hear a backhanded compliment after sex.”

“It wasn’t a backhanded compliment. I just dumbed it down to your level.”

“Are you calling me dumb?”

He grinned. “Hey, you got one right.”

“Shut up,” I complained, fighting my urge to smile. God, he’s too cute!

We looked at each other and then laughed at the same time.

“I know we didn’t plan to… you know…”

“What?”

Alex had an innocent expression I knew was fake. Bastard. You just want me to say it, don’t you?

“We didn’t plan to have sex, but did it help you find out if you like guys?” I did my best to speak without showing any embarrassment. I wasn’t letting him win this.

His smile faded when his plan didn’t work, but then he hummed, thinking.

“I liked kissing a guy and sex was great. Being bottom was way better than my first time with a girl,” he said without any embarrassment. It was as if he was having a normal conversation.

“I-I see… Glad I helped, then.”

“Thanks to you, I’m sure I’m gay. Now I know I’m into that guy.”

I gulped. I-Is he talking about me?

Am I the guy? It’ll ruin our friendship if I say something and I’m not the guy he likes. That’s the last thing I want.

“A-are you gonna confess? To the guy you like, I mean?” I asked, hoping I sounded casual.

“Not now. I doubt he’d like if I came up to him and confessed out of the blue when we barely know each other. Besides, I need to know if he’s into guys.”

“Yeah, you’re right…”

I kept my cool, but on the inside, I felt as if someone stabbed a knife through my heart. If he says they barely know each other, it means I’m not the guy Alex likes.

“Thanks for helping me figure this out. I know it was a lot, but you were the only one I could ask. You’re my best friend!” he exclaimed with a huge smile.

That was cute, but those words hurt. Even so, I forced a smile.

“Any time, bro!”

His smile became slightly stiff as he scratched his cheek. “Can I ask you another favor?”

“What?”

“Can you carry me to the bathroom?”

“W-Why?”

“I told you my legs were weak. I was trying to move until now, but they’re not obeying me as usual. Since this is technically your fault, you should take responsibility,” he joked.

My heart pounded faster. “S-sure.”

I got out of bed, put a hand on his back and the other under his legs, lifting him with ease. He’s so light. Can’t believe I was pounding him like a mad beast hours ago.

Oh, Crap. I didn’t think this through. I’m carrying him like a princess. Or a bride. My bride…

With both of us naked, it only made things awkward.

Alex chuckled and wrapped his arms around my neck, swaying his legs slightly, flashing a bright smile at me.

“W-what?”

“I never thought I’d be carried like a princess by a guy. This feels nice. Even if I wasn’t gay, I’d love it.”

I blushed at once. But that wasn’t the only reaction I had. My friend down there also reacted. I can’t help it. Alex is too cute.

He felt my boner. Of course he did. We’re both naked and my friend is poking his butt.

Alex raised an eyebrow at me. Then he flashed a sly and sexy smile.

“Since your friend is up, I don’t mind doing it again. Let’s see if our second time is better.”

“W-what about the guy you like?” I had to force those words out.

“It’s not like I’m in love with him. If you want, I won’t say no. Let’s say this is my way of thanking you for the help.”

I couldn’t control myself. I couldn’t resist. I kissed Alex as I put him on the bed again.

Now that we had done it before, neither of us was nervous, and it was much better. We ended up having sex more than once.


♂x♂

I was playing a game, but I just couldn’t get into it. No matter how many people killed me and called me shit, I felt nothing.

The reason was obvious; I couldn’t stop thinking about Alex.

It’s been a couple weeks since we had sex. I thought things would be awkward between us, that it’d be impossible for us to be in the same room after that. I even dreaded our friendship wouldn’t be the same.

But he came to my house the next day as if nothing had happened. I was weirded out at first; I couldn’t stop remembering what we had done, how great it was, and how I wanted to do it again. Guess I was the only one.

I didn’t say anything, but Alex realized and brushed the matter off as nothing. Then we played games and watched TV like always.

We didn’t talk about gay sex anymore and after a few days like that, things were back to normal.

At least on the surface.

I was trying my best. I really was. But I couldn’t stop looking at him with lewd eyes. Even when I was by myself, I couldn’t help but imagine him naked and us doing it again. But that wasn’t all. I imagined us kissing, me embracing him, feeling his warmth.

I dreamed of us dating.

He said I helped him confirm he was gay, but I realized I liked him in the process. Not just as friends. As lovers. I want him to be my boyfriend. I wanna be his boyfriend.

Despite those feelings, I didn’t confess. There’s no way I could. I might have fallen for him but he still likes this other dude that I have no idea who he is. Asking the guy I love who his crush was would kill me.

All I did was listen when he talked about how he was getting along with his crush for weeks, like a good friend. I couldn’t tell him to shut up. Not when he looked so happy. He hadn’t confessed to the dude yet, but I knew he’d do it soon.

Today Alex went on a group date, and his crush would be there. My heart pounded faster when he sent me a pic of what he was wearing.

He wore one of the cutest outfits I’ve ever seen. Or maybe it’s plain and he’s just too cute. I can’t trust myself anymore. I catch myself thinking he’s cute even in his normal, male clothes.

Alex didn’t become a cross-dresser. He’s doing it today because he wants to make his crush aware that he’s cute. With the help of one of his girlfriends, Alex planned to go to the group date dressed like that and say he’d lost a bet.

Or something like that. I wasn’t fully listening. It hurt.

Alex doesn’t plan to confess today. This date was only to make his crush aware of his cuteness and maybe see him as dating material.

And I’m home, alone. I can’t focus on anything because my mind keeps thinking about how some lucky bastard is getting along with him right now.

Damn it. Why couldn’t it be me?

Why couldn’t it be me on a date with him?

Why did I fall for Alex only after we had sex? I didn’t feel like this when I lost my virginity to my ex-girlfriend.

Damn it… damn it.

I tossed the controller aside and stared at the ceiling, holding back my tears.

The memories of when we slept together crossed my mind. I got hard, but I didn’t want to masturbate. I’m not in the mood.

I want him…

I want to hold Alex…

I want to make him happy…


♂x♂

I woke with my phone ringing. Groggy, I picked it up with a hoarse voice without even checking who was calling. “Hello?”

“Are you home?”

I recognized Alex’s voice. “Yeah.”

“Open the door.” He hung up.

Confused, I rushed to the front door. Standing on the other side was Alex, my best friend and the guy I fell in love with.

Instead of his bright smile that lit the room and made my heart skip a beat—yeah, I know that’s gay. I am, so shut up. You’d be gay too if you had a cute and girly friend like him—he was staring at the ground.

At once I knew something bad had happened.

“What’s wrong? Did something happen during your date?” I asked, feeling a stab in my heart.

“Can I come in?”

“Y-yeah.” I stepped aside to let him in.

That was the second sign something was wrong. I don’t ever remember him asking to come in. Even with my parents around, he simply entered, just like I do in his house. That’s the level of our friendship.

He went to my room, and I ran to the kitchen to get a glass of water for him. He smells like alcohol.

Alex was sitting on my bed and drank the water. Then he grew silent. I didn’t say anything either.

“You’re not gonna ask how the date went?” He still didn’t look at me. His eyes were fixed at the empty glass, rubbing it with his thumbs.

“No.”

“You’re not curious?”

More than you can imagine. More than I can say. “I might be dumb, but I can tell something’s wrong, so I won’t ask tonight.”

Alex grew quiet again. “I got rejected,” he said after a long time. His voice was so low I almost didn’t hear.

“I’m sorry…”

It was all I could say. And I meant it. I’m not happy. The guy I like got rejected by his crush, which means I still have a chance. That should make me happy. But how can I be happy when he looks so miserable? I’d have to be a horrible person to celebrate this right away.

Without any idea of what to do or say, I pulled him closer and hugged him.

Alex hugged me back, clutching my clothes as if his life depended on it.

“Everything was going great. At the club, we were even dancing as if we were a couple. He knew I was a guy, but said I was cute and didn’t mind,” Alex said, almost crying. “After a couple of drinks, I ended up blurting out that I liked him. He didn’t look disgusted, but I could tell he was weirded out. He said he wasn’t like that and rejected me.”

“I see…”

“I couldn’t stay after that. I said goodbye to everyone and left, but I couldn’t go home. My mom has no idea I’m gay and cross-dressing, so this was the only place I had left.”

“You know you can come here any time.”

When I was about to break the hug, he wrapped his arms tighter around me. I did the same, making sure he knew he was safe with me.

I have no idea how long we hugged for, but after a while, Alex finally let go of me.

“Let’s have sex.”

He kissed me and, out of reflex, I kissed him back. Bliss coursed through me. Kissing him again made me happier than I dreamed.

Despite my joy, I stopped. I don’t want to take advantage of him. Not when he was like this. I’d have to be a piece of shit to do that.

“Are you sure? You just got rejected…”

“Please, fuck me. I wanna feel something. Something good,” he begged. “I want you to make me forget about tonight. Please make me feel good like you did that day.”

Alex finally looked me in the eyes. He was desperate.

There’s no way I can resist him.

I kissed him and undressed him, making love to the guy I fell in love with.


♂x♂

I woke before Alex, and I couldn’t help but watch his sleeping face. He seemed much better than yesterday. Instead of that desolated expression, he looks happy.

God, he’s so cute. I know I’m gay and all, but how can a guy be so cute? I said this before, but this should be illegal.

As I watched the guy I fell in love with sleeping, I put a lock of his hair behind his ear just so I could see more of his face.

He breathed in and out so peacefully he didn’t even seem like the same guy who was biting down on my pillow to muffle his moans. I had no idea he moaned like that. I don’t remember him doing that the first time we slept together.

When he was all sweaty and panting, he looked so erotic. Since when did Alex have those kinds of expressions? I never knew that nor his peaceful face either.

I’m so glad we had sex. I’m not saying it just because I fell for him. Thanks to that, I got to know another side of him. I had no idea there was something about him I didn’t know.

We all hide something from those close to us. Even I have a thing or two I never told him. But as best friends for ages, I never dreamed there was so much I didn’t know about him. I bet there’s a lot more I don’t know.

I don’t know how he is during a date. I don’t know what type of boyfriend he is. We had double dates a few times, so I know he worries if his partner is enjoying themselves. But I have no idea how he is with them when there are no people around.

Is he one of those guys who’s romantic? Or maybe he’s the type who’s cute on the outside, but a wolf on the inside. He was wild last night. I couldn’t even believe it. It was nothing compared our first time.

If I could be his boyfriend, I’d find out this stuff.

That would make me so happy. I’d shower him with love every day. Just imagining us waking up every day like this is blissful.

As I thought of us as boyfriends, I couldn’t stop myself. I closed my eyes and leaned closer to kiss him.

When he kissed me back, I couldn’t stop myself. I didn’t want to. Kissing him felt so good.

After what felt like an eternity in heaven, I opened my eyes. Alex was looking back at me with a half surprised, half blissful expression.

“Ah… eh… hey,” I mumbled, blushing. Despite my embarrassment, I didn’t look away. I didn’t want to. I want to look in his eyes forever.

“That’s a great way to wake a boy,” he said with a dreamy smile.

“Good to know. How are you feeling?”

“Much better. All thanks to you.”

“Glad I helped,” I said, letting out an awkward laugh. I’m not used to receiving compliments in bed. Not real ones, at least. My ex-girlfriend was a bad liar. “Thanks for the boost in confidence.”

“I’m the one who should be thanking you. You really helped me out here. And you’re getting better. Much better.”

When he bit his lower lip in a sexy way, I felt embarrassed and proud at the same time.

“Why are you blushing? It’s not like this is our first gay time,” Alex said, grinning at my reaction.

“I-I know…”

“Don’t tell me you’re embarrassed about gay sex now. Besides, it’s my ass that’s getting dicked. I’m the only one being gay here. Let’s say no homo so you can still be straight.”

“I don’t think it works like that…”

“Yes, it does. Let’s say you’re… hmm… A helpful and supportive straight guy!” Alex beamed when he thought of that.

I couldn’t help but laugh. “What straight guy would have sex with his guy friend so many times?”

“That’s where the supportive part comes in. You’re so sure of your heterosexuality you’d sleep with a guy just to help him. You’re a real supportive giga chad!”

I laughed again. Not only because of his idiotic smile, but because of this conversation too. I never imagined I’d go through something like this in my life.

I’m so happy I fell for him.

“Don’t you think I might be gay after sleeping with you? Or bi, pan, or anything other than straight?”

Alex thought for a moment. Then he waved his hand to dismiss the idea. “Nah. You’re too straight to be gay. I bet even if we kept having sex like this, you’d still be straight. Maybe even more than now.”

“What are you talking about?”

“That’s a great idea!” His face lit up as if he just had the best idea in the world. “Yeah! Whenever one of us is feeling down, we can have sex! How about it? Don’t worry. I’ll be bottom every time. It felt amazing when you were inside me. You have no idea. And we can try other things while making sure you’re still straight. Like, I wanna get better at BJ’s. Yes, let’s do this!”

I looked at him with a blank expression. Then I chuckled, shaking my head. “You can’t be real.”

“I’ll take that as a compliment,” he beamed.

I couldn’t help but smile at such a sight. It’s my dream to see him like this for the rest of my life.

I kissed him again, but for longer this time. Hope I can transmit some of my feelings through my lips.

Though surprised, Alex kissed me back. “I take it as a yes?”

My heart was torn. Just thinking that I could kiss and make love to him made me the happiest guy in the world. But it’d only be as friends, and that felt like a punch in my gut.

“How about if we became more than that?”

Alex tilted his head. “More than sex friends? Like what? Sex best friends? Sex best friends forever?”

“That’s not—”

“Sex friends’ fetish testers?”

“What the hell is that?”

“What it sounds like. We’d have sex and try other fetishes. I know you have a bunch.”

“I’m offended,” I joked, laughing.

“Are you telling me you don’t have fetishes?” Alex raised an eyebrow at me, smirking.

“I have nothing to say.”

“I’ve seen your PC. I know you love cheerleaders’ outfits. And also putting toys in girls.”

“How do you know that!?”

“I’m not a girl, but I don’t mind trying out a few toys. Your dick’s the only thing that’s gone in my butt so far. Even though I can take something that size, let’s start small. Maybe a plug or a rotor. We can go out and you’ll hold the remote.”

I couldn’t help but picture it and got hard. That made Alex grin.

“You’re imagining it, right? Putting things in my butt. You’re so naughty,” he whispered in a seductive voice, his expression matching his tone. “I think it’ll be fun. Me wearing a cheerleader outfit, with cute panties, a plug up there, and with you ready to plow me.”

“Dude, shut up!”

My friend down there was growing a lot because I was imagining all of it.

Alex lifted the sheets and saw it armed and ready. “I see I caught your interest.”

I kept quiet. There was nothing I could say.

Without waiting, he pushed me and climbed on top.

“We can’t let a boner go to waste. Let’s try cowfemboy position,” Alex said, sitting on my member and riding it.
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Our bodies were glistening with sweat, both panting heavily.

Despite looking delicate, Alex had a lot of energy. A lot.

I barely managed to hold while he moved up and down. But I did it.

It was the best sex he had until now.

“We can do stuff like this all the time if we become sex best friends’ fetish explorers,” he said. His grin was somehow both sly and wholesome at the same time.

“Wasn’t it ‘testers?”’

“It’s a working title.”

My heart pounded faster. It wasn’t because of the sex. It was because of that smile. Because of him.

I loved him.

“I want more. I wanna be your boyfriend.” I poured the feelings that I had been harboring inside me for weeks.

“What?” Alex stopped smiling.

“I know I shouldn’t say this. Confessing to you right after you got dumped is a scum move, I know. But I can’t help it. After the first time we had sex, I couldn’t stop thinking about you. I fell for you.”

Alex had a confused expression, as if his brain couldn’t process. “I… I…”

Before he said anything, my mom entered my bedroom.

“Son, have you seen my charger—”

She stopped talking when she caught us. Naked. In bed.
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Oh, God. Oh, God. Oh, God!

This is one of the worst things that could’ve happened! On top of that, it’s the worst timing in the world!

I can’t believe my mom caught Alex and I in bed just after I confessed my feelings for him!

Getting caught after having sex is enough to kill someone out of embarrassment. Getting caught after having gay sex might be worse because I can’t explain the situation to her!

If we were a proper couple, that would be one thing. We could come out of the closet and deal with the consequences, though I think mom would be fine with it.

But it’s not like we’re boyfriends!

Oh, God!

By my side, Alex was so shocked he didn’t seem to know how to react. Unlike me, he was more awkward than embarrassed, or maybe he was freaking out.

“What should we do?” he asked in a calm voice after mom had closed the door.

“Hell if I know!”

“What if we tell her it’s not what it looks like?”

“That’s a great idea. It’d totally work… if she was blind!” I shouted, messing my hair with both hands as if that would help me think.

Ah, crap. I don’t wanna yell at him. It’s not his fault.

“Your mom’s cool. She’ll understand.”

“What are we gonna tell her?”

“We can say we spilled booze on our clothes and were too drunk to change, so we just slept in the same bed, naked. We don’t need to say we did anything gay.”

“She’s not one of those gullible cartoon moms! And when you come out to your mom, she’ll know what we were doing,” I said, letting out an exasperated sigh.

“I can take the blame if you want. This is my fault anyway. I can tell her you helped figure out that I’m gay and you’re not. The last thing I want is to make things awkward with—” I flicked him on the forehead before he finished the sentence. “Ouch! That hurt!”

“Good!”

“What was that for?” he complained, massaging his forehead. There was already a big, red mark on it. I didn’t hold back.

“I wanted to stop you saying stupid shit.”

“Where and when did I say anything stupid? I usually say smart things, unlike you.”

“You’re not as smart as you think you are. You say you don’t wanna make things awkward but you’re forgetting I just confessed to you! That means I’m gay too. Or bi, or whatever!”

Alex looked me in the eyes. “You mean that? You weren’t caught up in the moment after we had sex?”

“It’s true. It’s all true. I realized I’m in love with you and that I’m not straight. There’s no turning back now.”

He grew quiet, blushing so hard the red mark on his forehead vanished. “You fell for me?”

“I said it, didn’t I? I love you, you idiot!” I exclaimed, trying to hide my embarrassment, but I knew I had failed miserably.

Shit. I can’t even act cool in front of the guy I like. Can’t I be one of those cool and confident guys for one second?

We both grew quiet, letting the awkward mood become stronger.

“Let’s talk to your mom. She must be freaking out by now,” Alex said after a long time.

Neither of us said anything as we got dressed. Ah, crap. I forgot he was cross-dressing before coming here last night. When mom sees him in a skirt, it’ll only make things more awkward. But the only other option was my clothes, which are too big for him.

That’d seem like he was wearing a ‘boyfriend shirt’ after sex. The idea made me happy and embarrassed.

Then we went to the kitchen almost as if we were facing the last boss.

I can only see her back, but I can tell she’s not mad. I think she’s more shocked by what she saw. But I can see the glass of wine. It doesn’t seem to be her first, even though it’s early in the morning.

I can’t blame her. I never showed any hint of being gay. Neither of us, actually. Then she catches us naked in bed like that. It’s a big shock.

At least I know she’ll accept us. I mean, I know she’ll accept a gay son. I don’t know if there’s an ‘us’ to accept…

“H-hey, Mom,” I mumbled, approaching her slowly.

She turned around and saw Alex cross-dressing. Even without makeup and his hair a mess, he looks cuter than most girls. Mom drank the rest of her wine and poured another glass.

“Does this have anything to do with… with what I… with you two?” she managed to ask after drinking half the glass in one gulp.

“Yes,” Alex answered before I could open my mouth. “A few friends were making fun of him for not having a girl, so he paid me to cross-dress and pretend to be his girlfriend for a night. We got a little drunk and ended up like that.”

“What?” Mom stared at him.

“What!?” I did the same.

She looked between us. “Is this true?”

“No,” Alex said, lowering his head. “The truth is that we made this stupid bet and I lost. He wanted to humiliate me and made me dress like a girl. I took things a bit too far. Then one thing led to another.”

“I can’t believe this. I knew he had trouble with girls, but to do something like this to your best friend…”

“Why are you believing it so fast? Don’t you have any faith in me?”

“It’s not hard imagining you doing something like this,” she said, letting out a weak chuckle.

“The truth is…” Alex sat on the chair next to her and told her everything; about him wondering if he was gay and falling for a guy, about dressing as a girl to get closer to him, about confessing and getting rejected. He didn’t say we had sex before, making it seem as if last night was the first time we did it.

He cried as he told her, and I knew he wasn’t pretending.

“Sweety…” Mom hugged and patted him on the back. “It’s okay. Everything will be fine.”

Alex said nothing, hugging her back.

“So you like boys, huh?” she said after he stopped crying.

“Yeah…”

“Your mom’s gonna freak out.”

“I know…”

“Don’t worry. I know she’s a bit conservative, but I know her. She’ll accept you.”

“You think?”

“Trust me. I’ve known her for longer than you. It might take a while, but remember, she loves you.”

“Thanks, auntie…”

“Hey…” I said to break the mood on purpose. It was annoying me. “I’m not trying to steal his spotlight or anything, but I also came out of the closet.”

“So?” she glared at me as if she were mad.

“Don’t you have anything to say to me? I’m your son,” I reminded her.

“Oh, please. You know that I love and support you.”

“Then why were you drinking? It’s not even 7 am!”

“Don’t you think it’s shocking finding your son naked in bed with a boy you’ve known your whole life? It’s like a bomb before breakfast.”

I wanted to retort, but she had a point. “Fair enough…”

“Speaking of, are you two dating now?”

My heart throbbed painfully at that question. I grew quiet and glanced at Alex through the corner of my eye.

“I don’t know,” he mumbled. His words felt like a punch in my gut. “But I think we might… At least, I wanna try.”

“For real?!” I exclaimed, surprising even Mom. When she looked at me, I blushed but I didn’t look away. I can’t back down now. I’m a man, damn it!

Alex reached out and held my hand. His face was an alarming shade of red and I knew he was trying to hide it from me.

My face was blushing as much as his. When he squeezed my fingers, my heart burst with joy and I wanted to scream. But I did my best to suppress it. I couldn’t, no, I didn’t want to gay up in front of Mom. At least not so fast.

That made no difference. She saw through me and smiled. “I always thought you two looked cute together.”

“Liar,” I muttered.

“I’m not lying. You two were together all the time growing up. I remember you used to protect Alex when the other kids bullied him for not being boyish enough.”

“I did?” I blushed even more as I looked at my friend. No. At my boyfriend. It was getting harder and harder to not gay up.

“Yes. I used to say you were his knight.”

Something stirred in the back of my mind. I think I remember something like that happening back then. That only made me more embarrassed. But at the same time, I was so happy I thought I could die of joy.

When I finally looked at Alex, I saw his smile, and I knew I was the happiest guy on earth.

Mom noticed and hugged us both at the same time. Then she kissed us on the cheek many times.

“You two can count on me. If you want, I’ll be with you when you tell your mom.”

“Thanks, auntie.”

“Call me mom now!”
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Alex and I are officially a couple now.

But it’s not like our lives changed much. We’re not having fun and lovey-dovey sex every day. At least not yet. Mom asked us to restrain ourselves until we told my friend’s, I mean, my boyfriend’s mom, about us.

I’m still not used to calling Alex my boyfriend, but every time I do, I can’t stop smiling and giggling. Gay, I know. Shut up.

I get why Mom asked us that. We’re both adults, but I live under her roof. She doesn’t want us sneaking behind her best friend’s back. We could ignore her and do stuff while she’s not around, but she’s been so awesome about all this neither of us wanna break her trust. We’re doing our best to postpone our new dating life until Alex’s out of the closet.

The most we’ve been doing is kissing. That was enough to make me happy but doing only that is hard. For both of us. In more ways than one.

It’s not like we’re not doing anything though. We’re not doing it, but we found new ways to enjoy our time together. Watching a movie while snuggling under a blanket is amazing. Playing videogames with him sitting on my lap too. Hell, I like to just watch him play. Alex’s too damn cute.

I wanted to tell my new mother-in-law right away. My friend, I mean, boyfriend, had planned to tell her, but that was in the future, after everything had worked out with his former crush. Now that we’re dating, he’s gonna speed up the process.

However, it doesn’t make things any easier. In fact, it’s the opposite. Alex’s original plan was to soften the blow little by little. Now it’s gonna be in one blow.

I wonder how I’d feel if one day someone close to me came out suddenly. Wait. That’s what my friend, I mean, my boyfriend did to me. But we’ve known each other for two decades. I’d support him no matter who he likes.

Alex’s mom, however… I think she’s the same… At least I hope she is…

Best friends and sons are different. Unlike me, she must have lots of expectations about his future. Like marriage and having kids… We can still do those things. Actually, I hope we do. I won’t lie; I think about those things from time to time.

But I doubted she imagined him getting married to another guy. Having those expectations destroyed out of the blue can be shocking.

I just hope it’s not enough to make her forget that she loves him. She’s a bit conservative, but I doubt she’d kick him out of home because of this. I think…

Ah, crap, I’m getting nervous. I want us to date properly and do boyfriend stuff, but I don’t want him to rush coming out. This is a big deal to him. To us.

The problem is that college will start soon. We don’t wanna hide our relationship. We already know we won’t be able to not act like a couple all the time. Our friends are gonna be surprised when they hear the news.

My phone rang and when I saw it was my friend, I mean, my boyfriend—I added a few hearts to his name. 1000% Gay, I know. Shut up, I am gay. I smiled and picked up at once.

“Hey.”

“Hey. Why are you smiling?” Alex asked.

“Because I’m talking to you. And how do you know?”

“I’m smiling too, so I thought you might be doing the same.”

“Why are you smiling?”

“Because I’m talking to you.”

I blushed and smiled even more. “That’s so gay, dude.”

“Since we’ve done way gayer stuff, it’s a good thing we are. Now we can say things like this without worrying about sounding gay. That’s cool.”

“We’re dating and all you have to say is that we can say gay things?”

“Of course. You already poked my butt with your dick. That’s fun and I can’t wait to do that again.” I blushed and grinned a bit more. He’s an idiot. My idiot. “Are you blushing right now?”

“How do you know? Do you have supernatural powers I don’t know about?”

“You figured it out. I can make my boyfriend blush and hard at the same time with just a few words.”

Even without seeing him, I knew he had that sly smile that made my heart pound faster. I fell for him so much, I can’t believe it.

I wanna be by his side. I don’t care if we don’t do any lovey-dovey stuff. I just want to hold him, to feel his warmth, to hear his heart pounding, his breathing.

“Sorry, but I don’t have a boner,” I said, laughing.

“You mean yet.”

“Why are you teasing me when we promised my mom we wouldn’t do anything until you came out?” I complained. “Do you have any idea how hard it is to control myself around you?”

“I know. I’m the same. The reason I’m teasing you is because I’m about to tell mom. This is like fuel for me.”

“Does that mean you’ll tease me even more from now on?”

“Yes. Expect that 24/7.”

“I can’t wait.” And I meant it. The idea of Alex teasing me makes me happy. Guess I’m a bit masochist when he’s involved. Then my joy vanished, and I became serious. “So, you’re coming out tonight?”

“Yeah. I wanna tell her so we can date properly. Thank God Dad has the night off. He’ll be my ally and help me smooth things over with her.”

“Are you sure?”

“Coming out is like a band-aid. Better rip at once. Besides…”

“What?”

“After experimenting with your dick, I can’t pleasure myself any other way. My dildo isn’t enough,” Alex said in a voice that was both lewd and shy at the same time.

My face beamed and burned with embarrassment as I pictured him using a dildo. He joked about toys, but I can’t believe he actually went and bought one!

My curiosity got the better of me. “Since when do you have a… you know… toy?”

“Dude, you can say dildo without being embarrassed. Actually, even if we weren’t gay, there’s no reason to be embarrassed. It’s just a dick-shaped toy,” he said, laughing. “Hey, I just had an idea. You should have a go with it. That would be hot.”

“What did you say?” I asked, pretending I hadn’t heard.

“Do you want to try using my dildo?” Alex asked slowly, pronouncing every word so I couldn’t say I didn’t understand.

I have no idea what to say. He said he wanted to be bottom all the time, but I don’t mind switching if he wants, once in a while. The idea of putting something fake in my ass doesn’t seem fun though. But if he’s the one doing it.

“Maybe…”

“That’s a lame maybe. Too lame. I can’t believe my boyfriend can’t play with his own ass once in a while.”

“If you’re the one putting the dildo in me, I wouldn’t mind…” There was a moment of silence and then we both laughed. “What the hell are we talking about?”

“I have no idea. But I’m glad. Even if we’re dating, we can have idiotic conversations like this. We’re boyfriends, but our friendship is still there.”

“You thought it’d change?”

“Maybe.”

“What did you expect?”

“I don’t know. Maybe you being romantic and lovey-dovey with me all the time. Showering me with kisses. Giving me surprise hugs and carrying me like a princess again.”

“I’ll do those things. I’ll be an awesome boyfriend.”

“I’ll hold you to that,” Alex said, chuckling. Then he took a deep breath and let it out slowly. “But that’s for after I tell my mom.”

“Are you sure you don’t want me there with you?”

“Yeah. Don’t worry. I might go to your house after everything.”

“Okay. Hope everything goes well.”

“Thanks.”

We didn’t have anything more to say to each other. Even so, neither of us hung up. I think we went for a full minute just saying goodbye to each other, only ending the call when his mom got home.

Nothing I did could distract me. I only watched the black screen of my phone, wondering how long it would be until my boyfriend called me again, hopefully with good news.
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Someone woke me in the best way possible; with a kiss. Even groggy, I recognized those lips, that kiss, and reciprocated. When we stopped, I opened my eyes and saw my boyfriend A sight from heaven.

“Hey,” I said, smiling like an idiot.

“Hey.”

“How did it go?”

Alex closed his eyes, took a deep breath, and let it out slowly. He pulled me, making me sit, pushed my legs apart, sat between them, and leaned against me. At once I knew he wanted me to hug him, so I did.

“There was crying. A lot of crying. Mom had a lot of trouble accepting. She asked me if I was sure, if I wasn’t confused by something I had read on the internet, if I could try not being like that and be normal…”

“As we expected.”

“Yeah,” Alex said, snuggling closer to me. “She cried some more, but with Dad’s help, it looked as if she could accept she has a gay son. Auntie showed up too.”

“Mom did?”

“Yeah. She brought a lot of booze. Before I left, I heard them laughing. You know what that means, don’t you?” my boyfriend asked, turning his head to look at me.

Though I was happy everything went well, I was still half asleep. My mind wasn’t working at its full capacity, and I gave up. “What?”

With a grin, Alex kissed me again, but more passionately now.

I became wide awake. I embraced and kissed him back.

He opened his backpack when he stopped kissing me and pulled something out. “I brought this.”

I widened my eyes. The dildo wasn’t big, but it was still larger than anything I had inserted up my butt, which was nothing until now.

“I… eh…”

“I’m kidding.” Alex laughed, put it back in his backpack, and pulled out a bottle of lotion. “Dating you is gonna be so fun!”

Laughing, I kissed him again. This would be our first time—the first of many—we would have sex as official boyfriends.

It was much better than the previous time. I never thought I could feel this happy.
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“I still can’t believe you decided to wear that,” I said to my boyfriend.

Sorry, not my boyfriend. Not anymore. Alex is my husband-to-be now. Yes, that’s right. We’re engaged. In less than half an hour, we’ll be married.

If I thought I was happy when we got together, I’m in heaven right now. I dreamed of this ever since I realized I fell in love with my best friend.

There’s only one thing to complain about; unlike the image I had in my head, he’s not wearing a suit. Instead, he’s wearing a wedding dress.

Yes, he decided to get married while cross-dressing.

“Is that your way of saying I don’t look cute?” Alex asked, twirling around. The hem of his pure white dress trailed after him.

With the short dress, the flowers, his hair braided, and his makeup, he looked like a fairy. No, more like a Goddess. Wait, a God in this case.

That sounds a bit off, though. It’s more like a guy-Goddess. My gay guy-Goddess that I’ll marry soon, and make sure he’s happy for the rest of his life.

“You look perfect. You always have,” I said, blushing and smiling. Even after all these years, I’m still embarrassed when he cross-dresses like this.

“Then why are you complaining about my dress?”

“I’m not complaining. It’s just that whenever I imagined us getting married, we’d be wearing matching suits,” I mumbled, aware he’d make fun of me. Actually, I was kind of expecting it. I love when he does it.

“Matching suits? Dude, that’s so gay.” Alex flashed a sly smile as he poked me on the cheek. “You’re so gay. You might be one of the gayest guys in the gay side of the force.”

“I know that. And I’m proud,” I said, grinning. “But hearing that from a guy who’s dressed like a girl and about to marry another guy is more than strange.”

“The wedding dress has nothing to do with me being gay.”

“Really?” I raised an eyebrow at him, making sure my face displayed all my sarcasm.

“Yeah. This is because mom was insinuating she wanted to see one of her kids getting married in a traditional way.”

“Of course. There’s nothing more traditional than two guys getting married with one of them in a dress. A traditional wedding like they did in the old days.”

My future husband laughed. God, his laugh is too good to hear.

“I have nothing to say. But she insinuated so much, and since I looked cute in this dress, I caved in. Besides, I know you love when I dress like a girl. You always go crazy. And when I cosplay a character you like…” Alex bit his lower lips with a sly expression. “I couldn’t walk for hours after I cosplayed Elli from The Cutest Demon King. You were so wild.”

I became an alarming shade of red. I remember that too. I was overtaken by something when I saw him with those tight shorts and top.

“I can’t deny it. But that’s when we’re alone. You rarely cross-dress in front of others.”

“So you’re saying you wanna keep my girly cuteness all to yourself? Aren’t you being too possessive?”

“Yes,” I said, trying and falling to suppress a smile. God, he’s too cute.

“So cute. You have the same face as when I proposed to you.”

“Why remind me of that? I still can’t believe you beat me to the punch,” I grunted.

A year ago, I was planning to propose on our anniversary. I had a ring and a whole special scenario ready. It was going to be so romantic.

Then, a week before the date, Alex proposed.

Of course I said yes, but when I said I was planning to propose too, I looked lame. I didn’t have my ring at the time, and it seemed as if I said that out of the blue.

“You’re gonna complain about that for the rest of our lives, aren’t you?” He poked me on the cheek again.

“You’re gonna remind me of that for the rest of our lives, aren’t you?”

“Yes!” my future husband beamed.

Under his grin, I couldn’t help but smile too. There was no reason I should complain about who proposed first. In the end, I would marry someone so wonderful as Alex.

Thanks to his high heels, I don’t need to lean down to give him a light kiss. That has its advantages. I can kiss him faster if he wears that.

However, I had to restrain myself; if I didn’t, we wouldn’t stop at a kiss. If I mess up his makeup, our Moms will kill us.

Now that I think about it, I’m glad we’re both guys. There’s no such thing as bad luck if the groom sees the other groom’s wedding dress before the ceremony. If there is, I don’t care.

“How do you think our married life will be?” Alex asked. He locked his arm with mine and we looked at our reflections in the mirror.

With him in a wedding dress, we looked like a straight couple. But no matter if we looked gay or straight, we looked perfect side by side.

After we graduated from college, we got decent jobs and rented a small two-bedroom apartment. We’ve been living together for over two years now, saving money for a bigger house and a family.

“I think it’ll be the same,” I said, imagining it.

“Lame. If you think nothing’s gonna change, why did you say yes when I proposed?” he emphasized the last words, grinning.

“Because your last name is cool. That’s the only thing that’ll change.”

“You’re taking my last name?”

“I don’t see why not. Maybe we could hyphenate our last names, but it’d sound like a law firm, and I don’t want that.”

Alex looked shocked. “I can’t believe this. We’re getting married and all you can think about is stuff like that?”

“I thought a lot about our future. I want us to have four kids, a dog, and a cat, and buy a huge house in the suburbs. Since we can do our job remotely, we’d travel with our family from time to time.”

That took my husband-to-be by surprise. He blushed and flashed a coy smile.

“You thought about stuff like that?”

“I’ve been thinking about it ever since I fell for you,” I said, hugging him.

Alex hugged me back. Then he kissed me lightly.

“Let’s be happy,” he said in a low voice.

“For the rest of our lives.”


The web novel

“Shit!” Elliot cursed when his character died. He’d lost count of how many times that happened and didn’t want to check his death count. He knew it’d make his mood worse. Grunting, he turned off the video game. He loved the Dark Spirits games, but he couldn’t take dying at the same part over and over anymore.

“I’m bored,” he said after a while. When there was no reply, he turned his head.

His friend Jimmy was at the corner of the bed, so focused on his phone he didn’t hear.

That idiot’s been staring at his phone since he got here, Elliot thought. Why did he come if he wanted to read?

“Hey… hey… hey!” Elliot nudged Jimmy with his foot. There was no reaction. That annoyed him. “Don’t ignore me!”

“What?” Jimmy finally looked up from his phone. “Why are you shouting and kicking me?”

“You were ignoring me.”

Jimmy snorted. “You died again, didn’t you? You know you suck at this game. Just give up.”

That didn’t help Elliot’s anger. “Shut up. What are you reading, anyway? Why come here to do that? Couldn’t you do that at your house?”

“It’s a web novel.”

“Isn’t that one of those horny, nerdy Japanese wannabe stories?” Elliot knew it wasn’t, but he still wanted to lash out his irritation. “Don’t fap here, dude. Go do that in your own room.”

Jimmy laughed and shook his head. “This isn’t one of those stories. It’s actually interesting. Here.”

Jimmy handed Elliot his phone, but he didn’t accept it.

“I know what you’re into and I’m not in the mood for that.”

“Read it.”

Jimmy tossed his phone and Elliot caught it out of reflex. Out of curiosity, he looked at the screen and saw the cover art. “Is this gay?”

The art on the cover was of a maid, but you could tell it was a man by the volume in his panties and the male symbol behind him. The description only confirmed it, saying he was a man in both heart and body.

“I didn’t know you were into crossdressing dudes. Is this your way of coming out to me? Wasn’t there a better way than showing me gay stuff?”

Jimmy laughed. “I’m reading because you’re the protagonist.”

Elliot looked at the cover again—his eyes had gone to the bulge, and he hadn’t looked at the protagonist’s face. “You think this looks like me?” he said, looking at Jimmy in disbelief. “I think you need glasses.”

Though he said that, Elliot noticed the uncanny resemblance. This is me. It’s like someone drew me doing gay shit!

The protagonist was slim, had delicate and girly features, and even a mole underneath his eye. The hair was the same length, and the only difference was the color; pink instead of brunette.

“The artist drew you with pink hair.” Jimmy’s grin became wider under Elliot’s expression.

“He looks nothing like me,” Elliot lied. “And if you think that, why are you reading gay shit about me?”

“I thought it was a girl when I saw the cover. I had no idea it was a story about you cross-dressing.”

“Not me,” Elliot reminded him through gritted teeth.

“I was gonna show it to you, but I couldn’t stop reading. The author is good,” Jimmy went on, as if not interrupted. Elliot said nothing, staring at his best friend with an incredulous face. “Read it and you’ll see.”

“No, thanks. I’m not into cross-dressing gay porn.”

“It’s not gay porn. At least not yet, I think. And in case you’re worrying, I doubt you’d get into crossdressing from reading one chapter.”

“Thank goodness. Now I’m relieved,” Elliot said sarcastically.

Jimmy laughed. “Then read the first chapter. You said you were bored, didn’t you? Why are you so afraid?”

That annoyed Elliot, so he clicked on the first chapter just to shut up his friend. To his anger, Jimmy was right; the writing was good. Even with that theme, it had a strange allure that made him keep reading.

The author has talent. To make everything worse, the character is also called Elliot. I can’t believe this.

The protagonist was always called cute by his classmates, even though he hated it. No one bullied or made fun of him because of that, but he wanted to be a man among men and wanted to be treated as such. To prove he wasn’t girly, he decided to cross-dress for the maid café his class chose for the school festival. His plan was to show how bad he looked dressed as a girl.

He failed beautifully. Not only was his class the most popular attraction thanks to his popularity, but web novel Elliot won the beauty contest. In the girls’ category. Though he wasn’t a girl, nor had he signed up, no one complained about the results. The girls admitted he was cuter and deserved the victory.

After that, the whole school was calling him cute. Despite that, web novel Elliot refused to accept his girliness, saying everyone was in cahoots. He vowed he would never cross-dress in his life ever again.

The next day, he received a package from one of the most popular guys in school and couldn’t believe it when he opened it. Inside was the same maid outfit he’d worn for the café. But that wasn’t all. There was also underwear. Female underwear, something web novel Elliot refused to wear even though everyone begged him to. The girls had offered to buy something cute and new just for him, but he refused. There was also a note.

I couldn’t stop thinking about you. You looked so cute in this, I had to buy it as present. Please wear it and send me pictures. You don’t have to if you don’t want. Just imagining you dressed as a maid makes me hard again.

Web novel Elliot was shocked and disgusted. However, part of him, a tiny part, was intrigued by the idea. The guy was one of the most popular in school, and many girls had confessed their love to him. Despite that, he didn’t have a girlfriend.

He can get any girl he wants. And he says he got hard because of me. Because of me dressed as a girl, the protagonist thought when he got in his room. He looked at the maid outfit again, not sure what to do.

Web novel Elliot gulped and picked the outfit, imagining himself wearing it again. His heart thumped faster. No one would ever know if he did it. This would only be for him.

His phone rang and it brought him back to reality. He shook his head, put the maid outfit back in the box, closed it, and shoved it away under his bed.

Web novel Elliot spent the weekend trying to forget about the package. His classmates didn’t help, sending him pictures of the festival, saying how cute he looked and that they wanted to see maid Elliot again.

After all that, his resolve cracked and lost to his curiosity. He opened the package and wore the maid outfit. Though it was brand new, it didn’t feel any different from the festival one.

I’m not into this, he told himself. I don’t feel any joy wearing this.

Then his eyes wondered to the red silk underwear. He picked them up and noticed they weren’t regular panties. It was lingerie. The front had just enough to cover his male parts, but the back was nothing but a string that’d go between his butt. T-back lingerie.

Blushing widely and saying there was something wrong with him, web novel Elliot took off his briefs and put his legs in the panties’ holes. With a feeling he was crossing a line he shouldn’t, he pulled them up.

To his surprise, the lingerie wasn’t tight. It snuggled his manhood as if embracing it gently, as if made for someone with those parts. That made him hard, and also filled him with a guilty and naughty, pleasurable sensation he could get addicted to.
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When Elliot finished reading web novel Elliot doing that, he had a reaction; one he didn’t realize was happening until it was too big not to notice. He had a boner. Because of the art, he was imagining himself crossdressing.

“It sucks. I can’t believe you think that’s good.” He shoved the phone back in Jimmy’s hands, hoping his exaggerated gestures would cover his boner and his embarrassment.

“I know you’re blushing because you’re thinking about cross-dressing too.”

“He’s not me and I’m not thinking about anything, you idiot!” Elliot exclaimed, mad at himself for being so easy to read. At least he didn’t notice my boner.

“Why don’t we find out?” Jimmy flashed a cocky smile.

“What?”

“Wait here.” Jimmy left the apartment and came back a couple of minutes later with a plastic bag. “Here.”

Elliot opened it and saw a frilly black and pink skirt and red panties. He looked at his friend with disbelief. “Where did you get these?”

“My sister. She’s out of town with her boyfriend this weekend.”

“And what exactly do you want me to do with this?” Elliot knew, but he wanted to hear it from his stupid friend’s mouth.

“Wear it and see if you have the same reaction as your web novel version.”

“Not a chance! And don’t call him my web novel version! I’ll never cross-dress!”

Jimmy chuckled. “It’s just what he said. C’mon, it’ll be fun. Just once. It’s not like you’re losing anything. You’re just wearing different clothes, that’s all.”

“No.”

“Afraid you’ll enjoy it?”

Elliot stared at him with a blank expression. “Do you really think I’d fall for such low-quality bait? How stupid do you think I am?”

“Let’s see if the author got it right. Put on the skirt, Elliot.”

“I’m gonna play something.”

“Weren’t you done with Dark Spirits?”

“A different game!”

Jimmy didn’t mention the web novel or the clothes after that. They ordered pizza and played for the rest of the night. When he left, Elliot was alone; his parents were out of town that weekend. He was playing with his phone to pass time until he was sleepy when something caught his attention.

That idiot forgot it, he thought, opening the bag with the skirt and panties. I can’t believe he wanted me to dress like a girl because of a web novel. Glad it wasn’t porn. His small brain would think of something even stupider.

Elliot pulled out the panties. Are these his sister’s? Looks brand new.

As he looked at it, the web novel crossed his mind. Despite what he said, the author was good, and he could vividly picture everything. It can’t be true. What guy would get a boner because he’s dressing like a girl? That’s all fiction.

There’s no way… The author was just horny and knew how to write… Right?

Elliot rubbed his fingers on it. It was silky. There’s no way this feels good.

On a whim, he undressed, took off his shorts, and put on the miniskirt. He waited a couple of seconds, but nothing happened. He felt nothing strange or different.

See? It’s like putting on shorts with the bottom ripped. There’s no way I’d get a boner. It was all fiction, like I thought. I only got it earlier because of the writing.

Elliot was smiling in victory, but then his eyes went to the panties. Unlike the web novel, they weren’t sexy lingerie. I won’t get a boner no matter what type of underwear it is.

He put one leg in the hole and then the other. When the panties were between his knees, he realized he was doing exactly as his web novel version and was mad at himself.

I’m not him. I’m just doing the same thing as him because of a freakish coincidence. It doesn’t mean anything.

With his cheeks reddening, he pulled the panties up. At first, he didn’t feel anything. Then he realized web novel Elliot was right; panties weren’t tight but snuggled his manhood gently.

I prefer when my dick’s loose, but this isn’t bad. Going to the gym with this might be better than boxers. N-not that I’d do that. I’m not a pervert.

Against his will, his mind pictured him wearing panties without anyone knowing.

Elliot had the same guilty and naughty pleasurable feeling as his web novel version. This isn’t happening. I’m not a pervert like him…

The panties got tighter. No way…

Before he could get rid of the boner, he heard the front door opening.

“I forgot my sister’s stuff,” Jimmy said, entering the apartment without invitation, like usual.

Crap. Elliot’s face lost its color. He took off the skirt and the panties at the same time, but tripped and fell with a loud thump.

“What was that noise? Are you okay?” Jimmy asked, entering the room.

Elliot’s mind stopped working as they looked at each other.

It took Jimmy a couple of seconds, but he finally noticed the skirt. His face lit with a smile like a kid during the holidays.

“Don’t say anything!” Elliot shouted.

“No way! I can’t believe you’re wearing the skirt without me!”

“Shut up…”

“Did you get a boner?”

“Shut up!”

“Are you wearing the panties too?”

“No!” Elliot lied.

Jimmy looked around the floor, saw the empty bag, and picked it up. He grinned when he saw it was empty. “Where are the panties?”

Elliot became an alarming shade of red and averted his eyes.

Jimmy’s grin became wider. “Let me see.”

“No! Why do you wanna see a guy wearing panties? Pervert!”

“Nah. I only wanna see how you look in them.”

“That’s worse!”

“The author is so good it’s making me wonder if you had a boner like your web novel version.”

“Then you wear it and check for yourself!” Elliot exclaimed. “There’s no way a guy would get a boner because he’s wearing panties! This isn’t fiction!”

“Then let me see.”

Elliot pressed his lips. He had been shouting and stalling for a long time to get rid of his boner. But, for some reason, he didn’t want to think about; getting caught dressed like that made him harder. What’s wrong with me? I’m not a perv like this idiot!

Considering how stupid his best friend was, Elliot knew Jimmy wouldn’t give up. If he said no, Jimmy would bring this up for a long time. Better get this over with now…

Wondering if it was possible to die of embarrassment, he raised the skirt, exposing his hardening bulge. “There! Are you happy about seeing a guy wearing panties?”

Jimmy said nothing, staring at it intently.

The silence only made the situation more embarrassing. And that was making Elliot harder. I can’t believe I’m a pervert who gets hard because there’s someone looking at me cross-dressing.

A couple seconds later, he’d had enough and lowered the skirt. “Are you satisfied!?”

“I can’t believe this,” Jimmy finally spoke, a dumb grin plastered on his face. “You’re just like your web novel version!”

“Shut up!”

“You look cute with those.”

The unexpected compliment caught Elliot off guard. “I-I don’t care. I’m taking these off now!”

He was about to pull down the skirt but stopped when he noticed Jimmy was still staring.

“Aren’t you undressing?” Jimmy asked with an innocent expression.

If I tell him to get out, he’ll make fun of me for being embarrassed. We’re both guys and I’ve changed with him in the room before.

Redder, and with his hands trembling, he slowly undressed, removing the panties without taking off the skirt.

“That’s a strange way to undress,” Jimmy mentioned, chuckling.

It’s because you’re here, you pervy idiot!

Ignoring him, Elliot wore his boxers, took off the skirt, and put on his shorts. When he finished, he threw the girl’s clothes at Jimmy’s face. “You’re satisfied, now get those damn things out of here.”

“Why are you talking like you didn’t enjoy cross-dressing?”

“I didn’t,” Elliot said through gritted teeth.

“I saw the proof.”

“Just get those things out of here!”

“Fine, fine.” Jimmy picked up the skirt and then the panties. “They’re warm.”

“Shut up!”

“I wonder if my sister’s gonna notice someone wore her underwear.”

“That’s not my problem.”

“You know what. Keep them. I’ll buy a new pair for her online.”

“I don’t want it here!”

“Why not?”

“I’m never doing cross-dressing again!”

“Sure, sure.”

“Shut up and get out!”

“Let’s play something,” Jimmy ignored him and turned on the videogame.

Still red, Elliot got the controller and didn’t notice his friend putting the panties and the skirt next to his bed.
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“There’s a new chapter,” Jimmy exclaimed, entering Elliot’s room without knocking, showing his phone to his friend.

“What?” Elliot was playing a videogame and didn’t take his eyes off the screen.

“A new chapter!” he said again, grinning. He looked excited.

“New chapter of what?”

“Of your story.”

“My story? What the hell are you talking about?” Elliot paused the game and finally looked at his friend.

“Your web novel!”

Elliot took a minute to understand that Jimmy was talking about the web novel whose protagonist was Elliot’s spitting image.

Two weeks had passed since the cross-dressing incident. After a lot of trouble, he managed to suppress the memory of him getting caught with a boner because of the skirt and panties.

“It’s not my web novel. I thought you’d forgotten about that,” Elliot said in a cold voice, doing his best to keep his embarrassment under control. He was having flashes of the cross-dressing incident.

“The new chapter is as good as the first. Do you wanna read it?”

“No.”

“It has new art too. Look,” Jimmy ignored him and showed his phone’s screen.

Elliot looked at it grudgingly. It was hard to ignore when Jimmy was almost shoving the phone in his face.

The new art was of the protagonist cross-dressing again. However, this time he wore makeup that enhanced his girliness. He looked much cuter than in the previous art.

Without noticing, Elliot was reading the chapter.

This one wasn’t as long as the first. It started with web novel Elliot trying to forget the sensation he felt while cross-dressing at home. The problem was that the popular guy had given him another box, now with makeup. WN Elliot tried ignoring it, but once again he couldn’t resist. He put on the maid dress and the panties again, followed by a lengthy description of him putting on makeup, and how he felt during the process. The author made the whole thing interesting. Like in the first chapter, the reader could feel the same forbidden allure WN Elliot felt.

I can picture everything without any trouble. This author is good, damn it. And because of the new art, I can’t help but see me with makeup and looking cute, Elliot thought, doing his best to keep his face straight. He couldn’t show any reaction. If there was the slightest break on his poker face, his idiotic best friend would see and there was a high chance of him suggesting something stupid again.

“It sucks,” Elliot said, pushing the phone away. “Forget about that and help me with this boss.”

“That’s all you have to say?”

“Did you expect me to go like ‘wow, this chapter was amazing! I wanna use makeup too!’”

“At least compliment the writer…” Jimmy muttered, somewhat hurt.

“You’re an asshole.”

“The author got it right last time, didn’t he? Aren’t you a little bit curious?”

“No.”

“You still have the skirt and panties, right? Did you try them on after that?”

“No!” Elliot exclaimed, his cheeks reddening. Jimmy finally broke his poker face. “And I only still have those damn things because you refuse to take them!”

“I bought new panties for my sister and threw it on the dirty laundry pile. It’d be weird if she suddenly had another. Actually, now that you mentioned it, I think she said she hadn’t used it yet. That means you’re the first one to wear it.”

“I couldn’t be happier.” Elliot didn’t skimp on his sarcasm.

“Why don’t you put them on again and I’ll do your makeup? Maybe you’ll feel like your web novel version and wake up to cross-dressing for good.”

“No, thanks. Once was embarrassing enough.” And I’d rather not touch that door again, he thought. He would never say that to Jimmy.

“I wanna put makeup on someone other than my sister.”

When Jimmy was young, he adored his sister so much he learned about makeup just to spend more time with her. He had grown out of that phase a long time ago, but his skills helped him through high school, making him popular with the girls. In college, that had yet to prove itself useful though.

“Ask one of the girls then. I’m sure most of our classmates would love that. Maybe you could get another girlfriend.”

“Good idea. But my skills are rusty, so let me practice on you.”

“No.”

“C’mon, dude. Help me out here.”

“By doing gay shit?”

Jimmy laughed. “Makeup isn’t gay. Lots of straight guys put on makeup, too.”

“I doubt they wear skirts and panties because their stupid friend found a weird web novel with a protagonist that slightly looks like them.”

“Slightly? Dude, you’re him. The resemblance is uncanny. The artist must’ve used your doppelganger as reference.”

“I’m not doing it.”

“Are you afraid you’ll enjoy cross-dressing again?”

“You tried the same thing last time. You think I’m an idiot who’d fall for such low-quality bait? Just give up before I get mad for real.”

Jimmy dropped his shoulders. Just when Elliot was about to smile in victory, Jimmy picked up the controller.

“I’ll give up if you can beat me.”

Elliot stared at him. “Are you serious?”

“Let’s settle this like men. If you win, I’ll stop talking about the web novel for good. If I win, you’ll let me put makeup on you.”

“Fine. That’s the best way to shut you up,” Elliot said, saving his progress and changing the game. Now I can kick his ass and get payback from the humiliation I suffered last time.

That was what Elliot thought. He was slightly better at football videogames, and since he was playing for real, he didn’t expect he’d lose by two goals.

Elliot was in shock. He put the controller down and stared at the screen without believing the score. Even without looking, he could feel Jimmy’s eyes on him. He also felt the stupid grin.

“Best out of three!”

“Then you’ll have to cross-dress if you lose. Including your panties.”

“There’s no way I’m losing to you again. This was a fluke!”

To his relief, he won the next match, though it wasn’t an easy victory. Elliot won with a goal in the last minutes. However, he lost the third and decisive match.

“Best out of five!” he exclaimed the instant the referee blew the whistle.

“Are you going back on your word? Wear the panties and let me put makeup on you like a man.”

Elliot pressed his lips and then grunted. Those words were worse than the low-quality baits. Jimmy’s serious expression didn’t help.

Jimmy grinned. “Where are your panties?”

“In the back of my sock drawer…”

“Get them while I go get cute clothes and makeup kit.”

Jimmy left before Elliot said anything.

Since when did that idiot get so good at football? It’s been ages since he defeated me twice in one day.

Groaning, he opened the drawer and found the panties that now belonged to him even though he didn’t want them. I can’t believe I’m gonna put this thing on again. But I won’t go back on my word. I’m a man.

Knowing it would be less embarrassing if he put them on without Jimmy’s presence, Elliot removed his shorts and boxers and wore the panties. At once they got tighter. Damn it… I’m getting a boner again. Why does doing gay shit make me hard? Urgh, better not think about it. I need to get rid of this boner before that idiot comes back. If he sees this…

Elliot did his best to think non-sexy thoughts like bugs and laundry and about his grandma as he put his shorts back on. By the time Jimmy came back, his plan had worked, though his embarrassment was still plastered on his face.

Hope that idiot doesn’t notice anything, he thought, not looking at Jimmy, his heart pounding faster.
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“Put this on,” Jimmy said, handing Elliot his clothes. It was a pair of denim micro shorts, black stockings, and a cropped pink top that left the belly exposed.

“This is what you’re into?” Elliot said as he looked at the outfit.

“You’re gonna look super cute in it,” he said, his cheeks a shade of pink.

“You’re a pervy idiot…”

This is bad. I thought he’d bring me another skirt. I can’t put this on without undressing and showing I’m already wearing the panties. He’s gonna say something stupid.

Elliot sighed and put on the top. Though it was small, it fit him perfectly, and he hated that. The combination of long sleeves and his exposed bellybutton felt strange.

However, that didn’t bother him as much as exposing his panties. Doing his best to ignore Jimmy’s reaction, he pulled down his shorts.

“You’re already wearing the panties!?” Jimmy exclaimed, his expression a mixture of joy and surprise. “I knew you’d awaken to cross-dressing like your web novel version!”

“I didn’t awake to anything!” Elliot shouted; being watched was making him harder again. He put on the micro shorts and the stockings, his face burning red. I feel like an anime character. I never wanted to be a cute girl. This isn’t even the fetish I like.

“You look cuter than I pictured!” Jimmy exclaimed. To make things worse, he wasn’t making fun of Elliot; he was honest.

“T-That doesn’t make me happy, you idiot,” Elliot stuttered. Damn it! How did I lose to this idiot in a game? “Don’t go picturing me or anything like that. And don’t call me cute. No guy likes being called cute.”

“Don’t be embarrassed. There are lots of guys who like that. Cute is cute, and gender doesn’t matter at all. Besides, your web novel version likes it.”

“That’s not me!”

“Now let me make you even cuter. Sit here.” Jimmy ignored him and tapped the chair with a stupid grin.

“Why are you so happy about doing gay shit?”

“You’re still on that? I’m telling you, makeup isn’t gay. Stop speaking nonsense.”

With a heavy and tired sigh, and once again questioning how he lost, Elliot dropped on the chair.

“Close your eyes. When you open them again, you’ll be even cuter than you already are.”

“That’s my dream,” he muttered, knowing there wasn’t enough sarcasm to convey his feelings.

Elliot couldn’t help but be wary. He knew Jimmy wouldn’t do anything strange to him, and yet he couldn’t shake the feeling. No matter what he says, this is weird. No way two straight guys would do this.

With his eyes closed, his other senses enhanced, and it made things worse. He didn’t understand anything about makeup, so he had no idea what was going on. All he knew was that his best friend was putting a lot of unfamiliar products on his face.

I’ll never admit it, but this feels nice, Elliot thought, relaxing despite himself. It’s like I’m a celebrity.

When Jimmy touched his lips with lipstick, he tensed up at once. He couldn’t help but remember the web novel. The author had put a lot of emphasis on the lipstick and how the web novel Elliot felt while putting it on and afterwards. He felt and looked much sexier with just that. The feeling only grew when he looked at his reflection in the mirror. His reflection was so amazing, the protagonist would be lucky to date him.

“You can open your eyes now,” Jimmy said after a while.

Elliot had no idea how much time had passed, but it was too soon for him. He wasn’t ready to see his new appearance. The web novel kept coming back to him.

He took a deep breath and opened his eyes slowly. Since he didn’t have a mirror in his room, Jimmy was using his own phone in selfie mode as substitute.

“I-I can’t believe this is me,” Elliot mumbled before he could stop; it was the same thing his web novel version said.

“Yes, it is. You look amazing.”

Elliot wanted to yell no, to tell Jimmy to shut up, to say he didn’t look good at all. But he couldn’t. Not when the undeniable proof was right before him.

His eyes seemed bigger and sparkling. His cheeks had a faint pink color, and his eyelashes were long and pretty. But the most eye-catching thing was his lips. They had a glossy red color and looked alluring.

Crap. I didn’t think I’d look this cute! This idiot is good. He could be a professional makeup artist if he wanted! Look at me! Any guy should consider himself lucky if they could kiss someone as cute as me!

“What do you think?” Jimmy asked. Despite smiling, he looked a bit anxious as he waited for the answer.

“You have a lot of talent,” Elliot muttered grudgingly.

“Thanks. What about your look?”

“You have a lot of talent,” he said again. Jimmy’s puppy eyed stare made Elliot more embarrassed. He reached his limit and snapped. “I look super cute! There! Are you happy!? I can’t believe you made a guy like me this cute! I thought I was a girl for a second! If I could date someone this cute, I’d be happy!”

Elliot’s face was redder when he finished and that had nothing to do with the makeup. He refused to look at Jimmy but knew his friend was grinning. Are you happy you made me look like a girl?

“Now that you’ve had your fun, take this shit off.”

“No way. It’d be a waste,” Jimmy said, snapping a couple of photos.

“Don’t you dare post any of this!”

“Nah. These are just for me.”

“I’m not asking what you’re gonna do with them. Just take this makeup off so we can be done with this.”

“Why the hurry? There’s no reason to take it off so fast.”

“I agreed to this because I lost the bet. I’m not enjoying it at all.”

“Is that true?”

“Yes.”

Without a word, Jimmy looked down. Elliot did the same thing, looking at where his best friend was staring.

On the micro shorts that left nothing to the imagination, there was a bulge. A growing one. Elliot was hard again and this time he didn’t even notice. He tried to cover it with his hands, but it was too late.

“You’re awakening to cross-dressing, Elli.”

“Don’t call me that! You know I hate it!” When they were kids, people called him Elli because it was cute and girly, just like he was. “I’m not awakening to anything!”

“Right, right. Say whatever you want. The proof is here, Elli.”

“Shut up!”

“Let’s play another game. If you win, I’ll take it off now. If I win, you’ll keep the makeup for the rest of the afternoon. I’ll take it off before your parents come home. I don’t want them finding out. Your cuteness is all mine.”

“You’re on!”

Because of the whole situation, Elliot couldn’t concentrate and lost again, so he wore the makeup. However, as they played again and again, he had so much fun, he stopped worrying about it. Part of him enjoyed having a boys’ afternoon while dressed as a girl. As if adding a new spin on something mundane made things a bit different. He would never tell Jimmy that though.

Before dinner, he was back to his usual self. He wanted to give all the clothes back, but Jimmy refused to take them.

“I don’t want it here,” Elliot complained. It’s a reminder of the gayest thing I’ve done in my life, and I don’t need it.

Jimmy pushed everything back to him. “It’s a present. I bought them because of last time.”

“I know you’re an idiot, but this is beyond stupidity!”

“I knew you’d look cute.”

Jimmy’s honest smile was too much, and Elliot blushed again. He wanted to keep arguing, but his parents came home, and he had to hide the clothes at the back of his closet.
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When Elliot saw the notification on his phone, his face turned pale. There was a new chapter of the web novel.

He’d subscribed to it because he didn’t want to be blindsided. The times he ended up crossdressing happened when a new chapter came out. He knew Jimmy was using it as inspiration. However, that wasn’t the only reason he did it.

Though Elliot would never admit it aloud, he was enjoying the web novel.

What the author wrote was so good and the way he wrote could make anyone wonder if a normal person would awaken to cross-dressing. It didn’t help that the protagonist looked exactly like Elliot.

The real one wasn’t awakening to cross-dressing, but there was a tiny seed at the back of his mind planted by the author, and he hated that.

The moment he finished reading the new chapter, Elliot pressed his temples. He knew Jimmy would read it soon, or perhaps already had. Last time he made me cross-dress was on the day there was an update. I know he’s gonna try something soon, maybe today.

When his phone rang, he yelled in surprised. Annoyed at himself for that, he read Jimmy’s text. Movie tickets are 70%off today. Let’s watch something.

Elliot grinned. That idiot’s inviting me to a date like in the new chapter. I bet he’s gonna try to get me in girl’s clothes for some stupid reason. I’m not falling for that, he thought, typing a reply.

I need to finish a few things first. I’ll see you at the mall in an hour.

Let’s see what he’s gonna say now that I ruined his plans. Elliot waited with an even cockier grin that vanished when he received a simple okay from Jimmy. Isn’t he planning to make me cross-dress this time?

No. That idiot must have a plan, I’m sure. There’s no way he’d let a chance to put me in panties again go by without trying anything. Unless he doesn’t know there’s a new chapter yet. No, I’m sure he knows. I need to be on my guard.

Elliot took a shower, got dressed, and went to the mall. When he arrived, he got another text from Jimmy.

The session sold out, and the next is in two hours. I already bought the tickets, so let’s hang out until then.

Elliot replied and waited.

“I can’t believe you didn’t buy the tickets fast enough,” he said when Jimmy arrived.

“It’s not my fault. I found out about the promotion a couple of minutes before I texted you. By then the session was sold out. At least we can go to the arcade. It’s been ages since the last time we went.

“Then let’s go.”

“Before that, let’s eat something. I’m starving.”

“I didn’t bring a lot of money,” Elliot said, pulling his wallet to check.

“It’s my treat.”

Is he really not planning anything? Maybe he doesn’t want me cross-dressing in front of others. He said he wanted to keep my cuteness to himself, Elliot thought, his cheeks a shade of pink when he remembered.

They ordered fast food, and as they were finishing, Jimmy reached out for Elliot’s fries and ended up spilling their drinks.

“Crap!” he yelled, getting the napkins and trying to dry the table. It was useless; they’d just refilled their drinks and most of it was now on Elliot. “Sorry!”

Elliot wasn’t mad; he was too busy trying to salvage his clothes. Both his shirt and jeans were soaked and there was nothing he could do.

“Let’s go back so you can change,” Jimmy said.

“With traffic at this hour, we won’t make it back for the movie.”

“What about new clothes?”

“I don’t have a lot of money,” Elliot reminded him.

“I’ll pay. It’s my fault.”

“Fine…”

After they cleaned the table, they headed to a cheap store that was having a sale.

“Go to the changing room and I’ll get you something.”

Elliot couldn’t wait to change; his clothes were sticky and disgusting. By the time he undressed, Jimmy’s hands appeared through the curtain. He grabbed without thinking, but then he saw they were girl’s clothes.

This was his plan all along! Soil my clothes and make me cross-dress! I dropped my guard because I thought he didn’t plan anything. I can’t believe he did this to me, that idiot!

Crap. I need to wear something, and I doubt this idiot’s gonna give me guy’s clothes. I could wear my gross clothes, but it’d suck to spend hours in a freezing movie theater like this.

“Are you kidding me?” Elliot asked, hoping his embarrassment wasn’t obvious.

“What?” Even without seeing him, he could tell Jimmy was grinning with that fake innocent voice behind the curtain.

“You know what. Give me real clothes.”

“Please try them before saying no,” he begged.

Elliot took a deep breath and let it out slowly, along with his immediate anger. Once he calmed down, he checked the clothes; a frilly black skirt with a cold shoulder, white blouse. Grudgingly, he had to admit they were cute. Why does an idiot like him have good taste? It doesn’t make sense.

“You spilled the drinks on me on purpose, didn’t you?”

“No, I swear.”

Without seeing his face, Elliot couldn’t be sure if his friend was lying or not. But that didn’t matter right now. He couldn’t wear his clothes and didn’t have money to buy new ones anyway. His only options were to cross-dress or make Jimmy buy him guy’s clothes. That will take too long, and I can’t stay here until them. This idiot got me.

“You suck. You suck as a friend. No, as a human.”

“Aren’t you exaggerating a bit?” Jimmy let out a weak chuckle.

“You go out of your way to make me dress like a girl. You suck.”

“But you enjoy it.”

“You suck,” Elliot repeated. The last thing he needed was Jimmy finding out he didn’t hate cross-dressing anymore.

Tired and getting cold, he put on the girl’s clothes. The moment he did, he realized there was no underwear.

“I forgot this,” Jimmy said, handing a pair of purple panties through the curtain.

“You suck!”

Elliot grabbed them and put them on. He looked at himself in the mirror and couldn’t believe it. It was as if he was seeing his web novel version before him. But it wasn’t fiction. It was him looking as girly as the last time he cross-dressed. Even without makeup, he could only see a cute girl with those clothes reflected on the mirror.

I hate that I’m cute. No normal guy should look like this.

“Hurry up and let’s go to the arcade.”

Even though Jimmy tried to keep his cool, Elliot could tell he was eager. I have no idea why this idiot’s so into me cross-dressing. I know the web novel is good, but this is too much, even for a pervert like him.

Blushing, Elliot pulled the curtain in one go. He became even more embarrassed when Jimmy beamed at him.

“You look even cuter than I imagined!”

“Shut up. I’m not happy with you. Go pay for the clothes so we can go to the arcade.”

“Done!”

Jimmy offered to hold the bag with the soiled clothes. Then, almost naturally, he held Elliot’s hand, who was walking slower than usual because of his embarrassment.

Elliot had no energy left to complain about that. He was too conscious of himself and the gazes he was receiving. But as he played and had fun with Jimmy in the arcade, he stopped worrying and even forgot he was cross-dressing.

After an hour, they went to the theater. Besides the tickets, Jimmy also paid for the popcorn and drinks. When the food was gone, Jimmy held his hand.

Elliot knew from the beginning that Jimmy would try something to make him cross-dress because of the new chapter, and he prepared for that. But he never imagined he’d enjoy it so much.

Damn it. This ended up just like the chapter. No, this isn’t a date. It’s a boys’ outing.

Wait, that doesn’t sound good either. Let’s say this is us hanging out like usual. The only difference is me dressed as a girl. That’s all. I do enjoy it, but it’s not like this is opening any new door. Definitely not.
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There’s something wrong with me, Elliot thought, shaking his head as he put his phone down and moved away from it.

He tried not to think about it. But when he glanced at the phone, he picked it up and stared at the screen again, not believing what he was reading. There was a new chapter of the web novel. And this one wasn’t safe for work.

In the last chapter, WN Elliot cross-dressed and hung out with James, the popular guy. The same one who sent him the lingerie and the maid outfit in the previous chapters. Even though James called it a date, there was nothing gay about it. They didn’t kiss or anything. They didn’t even hold hands.

It was two guy friends hanging out with one of them dressed as a girl. That was all.

However, everything changed with today’s chapter. They were hanging out with the protagonist cross-dressing again. When he was dressed like that, James called him Elli, to the real Elliot’s disgust.

They were having fun, but somehow the mood became romantic. They gazed into each other’s eyes and ended up kissing. The protagonist refused to admit it, but when James closed his eyes and leaned closer, he did the same.

It was a brief kiss, but it felt great. Though WN Elliot had mixed feelings about kissing a guy, he didn’t want to stop. In fact, the second time they did it, it was much more intense and before they knew it, they were having sex.

The author didn’t hold back, writing the scene with as much detail as possible, not skipping any part. They wrote how the characters undressed each other, how James lubed WN Elliot. How he played with and sucked his girlish and hard nipples. How the protagonist sucked him, and how they became one, many times.

To make everything worse, it wasn’t vulgar. The whole thing was sexy, alluring, and romantic. The author described the protagonist’s feelings and how he was afraid it would hurt. They wrote how James didn’t rush and addressed those worries, only penetrating when they were both sure. And they both loved it despite being WN Elliot’s first time.

Why is this gay shit so good? Stupid author for writing so well. It’s romantic, wholesome, and sexy. This isn’t porn at all! I bet the author is a dude who’s taken many dicks in his ass. There’s no way someone could describe this without experiencing it!

And the new art doesn’t help at all! I look so sexy. I mean, my web novel version. I mean, the protagonist! I’m not him. I’m not gay. I might have cross-dressed more times than any straight dude should, but I’m not gay. I don’t want a dick in my ass!

It doesn’t matter if the author made it seem amazing and the web novel me loved it. Just because he and his friend became a couple, doesn’t mean I want the same with Jimmy.

And why the hell is the friend’s name James too?

Ah, crap! Speaking of that idiot, when he reads this, he’s gonna have stupid ideas. He’s been too gay lately. If he suggests anything about crossing the line with me, I’ll… I’ll…

Elliot couldn’t stop recalling the web novel, but with Jimmy and himself in the characters place. He got a boner.

No! I’m not gay! I don’t want us doing that! Go away, boner!

No matter how much he tried, he couldn’t stop imagining Jimmy and him doing the things described in the web novel. That made him even harder. Before he could think of anything to stop the boner, he heard the front door opening.

“I got a new game, Elli. Let’s play,” Jimmy yelled from the entrance.

Ah, crap! The idiot’s here at the worst time ever! I need to get rid of this boner now!

“S-Stop calling me by that nickname, you idiot. I don’t like it,” Elliot complained when Jimmy entered his room. He wanted to sound mad but failed. This idiot’s gonna realize I’m acting strange.

“It’s cute and suits you.”

“S-Shut up,” Elliot stuttered. Jimmy narrowed his eyes at him. “W-What?”

“I just noticed you’re becoming cute even without cross-dressing,” Jimmy said, smiling.

Elliot blushed and threw his pillow at him. “Shut up, you idiot! I’m not cute or anything! I’m a guy!”

“I know. But that doesn’t mean you can’t be a cute and girly guy.”

“What game did you buy!?” he shouted to change the subject and hide his embarrassment. Can’t this idiot shut his damn mouth for once!? I don’t wanna be cute!

Chuckling, Jimmy showed him. It was a somewhat dated Japanese medieval fantasy game with a guy and a girl on the cover. He put it in the console and sat on the floor with his back against the bed.

“I’ll be the guy,” Elliot said when the characters on the cover appeared on the selection screen.

Jimmy laughed. “No problem. I don’t mind being the girly one between us for a change.”

Embarrassed for overreacting, Elliot pressed start. Since neither of them cared much about collectibles or exploring the whole map to discover all the secrets in this kind of game, they quickly advanced through the story.

Though they were both having fun, something was bothering Elliot. The cover didn’t show any hint of it, but there were a lot of lewd cutscenes with their characters. The first time it happened, Elliot ignored it. But the more it came up, he couldn’t help but remember the web novel. He thanked the fact the characters didn’t have sex.

Almost six hours later, they finished one of the routes.

“That was cool,” Elliot said, stretching as the credits rolled. “Gameplay’s a bit dated, but the game aged well.”

“I’m glad we got to play this. Back when it came out, our parents didn’t let us buy it. Remember?”

“Yeah. I know it has a lot of gore scenes and… other adult things, but it wasn’t that much. I don’t know why it’s marked 18+.”

“The main characters can have sex depending on the players’ choices. And the developers showed everything.”

“Couldn’t they make a censored version?”

“I read somewhere they refused to do that.”

“They lost a lot of sales because of that.” Elliot grunted as he massaged his shoulders. Whenever he got too into a game, he remained in the same position for hours and didn’t notice. Jimmy touched him and massaged the places he couldn’t reach. “Thanks.”

“Japanese developers have their pride as artists. I read somewhere most of the smaller companies don’t even bother localizing in English because of censorship. They prefer to lose money.”

“Hmm,” Elliot hummed. The next second, he tensed up.

The credits had ended, but there was a new cutscene. The main characters were on a beach after saving the world. There was some dialogue and then they were making out. The next moment, they were naked and having sex.

Elliot’s face became scarlet. As he watched, the web novel popped in his head. He was even more embarrassed when he realized Jimmy was massaging him. Then it got worse when he realized he was getting a boner.

“The developers showed everything, huh?” Jimmy mentioned, not noticing his friend’s hardening bulge. “I don’t think they used motion capture technology back then. That’s all done by hand.”

Elliot was focusing on getting rid of the boner and barely listened.

When there was no answer, Jimmy stopped massaging and looked him in the face. “Elli?”

Elliot panicked and tried to storm out of the room. His plan was to go to the bathroom, pretending he couldn’t hold his pee for another second. But his legs were numb from sitting in the same position for hours. He tripped and fell on top of Jimmy.

“Ouch… What are you doing?”

“My legs are numb…” Elliot grunted. When he opened his eyes, he couldn’t believe his situation and became redder. He didn’t just fall on top of Jimmy; he was lying on his chest as if they were lovers.

It’s just like the scene where my web novel version initiated the gay kiss! I mean, the protagonist! I’m not him!

Before he could get up, Jimmy opened his eyes. They gazed at each other, the silence filling the bedroom. He put a lock of Elliot’s hair behind his ear.

“You’re cute,” he whispered with a loving smile on his lips.

Shut up, Elliot wanted to shout out of embarrassment, but he couldn’t.

Even if he denied it, his heart was pounding faster because of those simple words.

He didn’t say anything. All he could do was gaze into Jimmy’s eyes.

Then, to his utter surprise, his best friend closed his eyes.

Elliot remembered the web novel’s description of their kiss. Then, to his utter astonishment, he did the same thing and kissed Jimmy.


♂x♂

“How do you feel?” Jimmy asked, kissing Elliot on top of the head. He couldn’t hide his joy, and that annoyed Elliot.

“My butt hurts,” Elliot complained in a flat voice.

Jimmy chuckled and wrapped his arms around him. “I wanted to be gentle, but I couldn’t control myself. You’re so cute. And lewd. I can’t believe you were moaning so loud.”

“Shut up, you idiot…” Elliot’s heart pounded faster, and his cheeks blushed so hard he felt his face warming up.

“Did you like it?”

“No comment.”

How can you ask if I liked your dick in my ass, you idiot!? If I didn’t, I wouldn’t have sat on it myself the third time we did it, he thought, keeping that to himself.

Though Elliot didn’t want to recreate any scene from the web novel, everything vanished from his head when they kissed. He lost control of himself, as if he became his web novel version, and wanted to be one with Jimmy.

Despite enjoying it to the point of repeating it three more times, he had mixed feelings about liking it. I can’t believe the stupid author got it right! Gay sex is good, damn it!

“Can I ask something else?” Jimmy said, kissing him on the neck.

“What!?”

“I love you.”

“That’s not a question,” Elliot muttered, pressing his lips to suppress his smile. He would never admit it, but that made his heart skip a beat. That’s so gay… How can he say that so easily?

“I mean it. I realized I was in love with you, but I had no idea how to confess my feelings, so I wrote that web novel.”

Elliot blinked. His bliss was replaced by surprise. His brain refused to connect the dots. He turned around to look Jimmy in the eyes. “What did you say?”

“I wrote that web novel. That’s why the characters have the same names as us. I used your cutest photo as reference for the artist I hired. He’s amazing and managed to get it. Though you’re way cuter in real life.”

Jimmy beamed and kissed him on the lips.

Elliot kissed him back, enjoying it a lot. His member was hardening again, but he pushed Jimmy back, suppressing his horniness with difficulty.

“You’re the author of that gay web novel?”

“Yes. And I know you liked it because you subscribed to it. I recognized your username at once. I’m so happy you’re my fan.”

Elliot had no idea what to say. This idiot wrote a gay story about us just so he could confess his feelings for me? Actually, since when could he write more than two-line sentences!?

“So? What do you think about us?” Despite his smile, Jimmy was nervous, waiting for the answer.

Behind his idiotic exterior, he’s serious…

“It’s so sudden. I like what we did. I liked when you called me cute and kissed me,” he admitted in a low voice, not looking Jimmy in the eyes. It was too embarrassing.

“Does that mean we can be boyfriends?”

“Guess we could try…”

Jimmy beamed and showered Elliot with kisses.

“Stop that, dude. It’s gay,” Elliot mumbled, though he didn’t dislike it or push his new boyfriend away.

“I know. I am.”

Me too, I guess…

Once those words sunk in, he pushed his embarrassment aside and kissed Jimmy back. It was much better now that he admitted his feelings.

Then, before he knew it, they were having sex again and he couldn’t be happier.
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When Elliot received an email from an old site he hadn’t check in years, he was surprised. There was an update of an old web novel he had forgotten about even though it had changed his life.

He was already smiling with nostalgia before he even clicked on the link. By the time he finished reading the new chapter, he was beaming. He climbed up the stairs and walked to the door at the end of the corridor. That was his boyfriend’s office. No, not his boyfriend. His fiancé’s office.

Though Elliot didn’t like bothering Jimmy while he was writing, he had a feeling his soon-to-be husband was expecting him.

“Hello there,” Jimmy said, smiling when Elliot entered. “What’s up?”

“You know what. Why a new chapter now?”

Jimmy shrugged. “I ended up writing it. Why not post it?”

“You don’t end up writing something. Did you have any progress on your book?”

“You shouldn’t ask a writer that.”

“I know, but you said you’d focus on your book.” Elliot sat on his fiancé’s lap and wrapped his arms around his neck. “Putting that aside, is the new chapter your way of saying that’s the kind of life you want for us after we get married?”

In the latest chapter, WN Elliot wasn’t dating WN Jimmy anymore. Years had passed and they were married, had four kids, and lived happily. Elli was an influencer who had millions of followers because of his cross-dressing and earned a lot of money with sponsors’ ads. His channel had hundreds of thousands of views. James was a bestselling author.

No self-insert there, the real Elliot thought, chuckling.

“I never hid that I want lots of kids with you,” Jimmy murmured.

“I’m the same,” Elliot replied, kissing him. “And the wedding?”

WN Elliot wore a white dress for their wedding. In real life, they hadn’t talked about that at all. Their mothers were handling most of the details, and the grooms had barely any opinion on that.

“Do you want me to wear a white dress?”

“Yes,” Jimmy admitted, blushing. “You’d look so cute as a bride. You know I love you and what you wear doesn’t matter.”

“But you want something straight in your life?” Elliot raised an eyebrow, grinning.

Jimmy let out a hearty laugh. “Yeah, because being straight is important when I marry another guy.”

“You know a wedding dress is expensive.”

“I know.”

“A lot of money for something I’d only wear for one party.”

“It’s not any party. It’s the celebration of our love and the beginning of our married life. The white dress symbolizes that.”

Elliot chuckled and shook his head. He wrapped his arms around Jimmy’s neck and leaned closer to his fiancé’s ear.

“If you manage to finish the manuscript before the wedding, I’ll wear a dress. And garter belt. I know you love those,” he whispered in a seductive voice.

The reaction was instantaneous. He felt something poking his butt and flashed a sly and satisfied smile.

“I see I got your interest. If you do that, I’ll do something special for you.”

“Yes!” Jimmy exclaimed, his eyes firing up.

He gave Elliot a passionate kiss and then began tapping his keyboard with his fiancé still on his lap.

Thanks to that incentive, he managed to finish his latest book faster than his editor ever hoped.

The special surprise was Elliot cosplaying Jimmy’s newest protagonist. When he posted it on his social media, it went viral, and the book sales were better than the most optimistic projection.

Then, a few weeks later, they got married with Elliot wearing a pure white dress. One of the cutest boy brides to ever exist. They had three kids and were very happy.


Afterword

Thanks for reading Boys Can Be Girlfriends too.

Hope you had fun. If you did, please consider leaving a short review. Even a simple “I liked” helps me and makes me want to work harder XD.

Did you like it? These stories both could be on Boys Can be Brides too, but I hope you consider Alex and Elli good girlfriends (♂) too.

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 free stories on my site.
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