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A naughty job

The boy had trouble containing his mischievous smile as he watched the people before him.

Everyone laughed, danced, sang, kissed, drank.

They were having fun.

So much fun they lowered their guards.

And the more fun and alcohol they had, the better target they became for the cross-dressing boy.

I love carnival so much… Thanks to it, I already got so much money, he thought, tapping on the back pocket of his shorts jeans.

All I have to do is pretend to be a girl and offer drunk guys a hand job. They never suspect they’ve paid for it. And way too much! And from another boy! Imagine if they find out? He laughed at the idea.

The only downside is that I have to touch so many dicks for this money… If I were gay, this would be paradise… a dick paradise… Oh, well… as long as I clean my hands with alcohol later, I have no problem. But talk about working hard for your money!

He laughed a little too loud, attracting the attention of the people around him. But the drunkards laughed too, and never suspected what the cross-dressing boy was thinking.

Better change my name for now… I’ve used the same all morning… I don’t want anyone coming after me…

Ah, I know! I’ll use Lua. The drunk idiots are gonna think it’s exotic or some crap like that!

Once he decided, his eyes searched the streets. Who am I gonna ‘give a hand’ next?

Lua didn’t have to look for long.

Before he could choose a victim, a drunk guy approached him from behind.

The way I’m dressed, in these shorts jeans and this baby doll shirt, they come like a moth to a flame, Lua thought, smiling in his head. Come to flirt with me and leave with a hand job for an outrageous price!

“Hey,” the guy said in a sloshed voice.

Lua put on the most alluring smile he had. But when he turned to the guy, his game face almost vanished.

The man was so drunk whenever he opened his mouth, the alcohol in his breath intoxicated Lua.

Even so, Lua held his breath as he looked the tall man from head to toe.

Doesn’t look like he has much cash, the cross-dressing boy analyzed, the disappointment crossing his face. He took a deep breath, the stench of booze filling his nostrils. Better ditch this guy and find someone with money.

“You hot,” the drunk guy managed to say between hiccups. Despite his already inebriated state, he took a sip of his beer. He waved back and forth in his place. Just standing seemed too hard for him. “Let’s make out… girl…”

Lua held his urge to laugh. I’m no girl.

The drunken man wasn’t the first to propose that Lua. In fact, most of the targets that came to him started a conversation almost in the same way.

I wonder what he’d say if he realized the ‘cute girl’ he’s trying to make out with is actually a guy… not that anyone would notice. Let alone someone this drunk. Not when I’m dressed like someone begging for sex.

The shorts jeans and the baby doll shirt were enough to make Lua pass as a girl. But he wasn’t taking any chances. He also wore a bra with stuffing so that people would think he had a chest. Along with the choker, pink fingerless sleeves, black stockings, makeup, and the pink high heels, no one would suspect that he was a guy.

Not unless someone touched his crotch and felt his bulge, which he rarely allowed.

An idea crossed Lua’s head. I’ll check out how a guy reacts when they find out the truth about me with him, the cross-dressing boy thought, a mischievous smile appearing on his pink colored lips. Since I made a lot more money today, I can spare a little bit of time with this idiot.

“You’re cute too,” Lua said in a sweet voice, twirling a lock of his short black hair, looking at him as if he was the coolest in the world.

During the first day of carnival, he had learned this was the best way to get the attention of a drunk guy. Not that he needed much.

Just as Lua expected, that was enough to make the guy show a goofy smile.

So easy… like shooting fish in a barrel.

“But I don’t think you’d want to make out with someone like me,” he added in a low and sly voice.

“No! I do! I do wanna kiss you!” the guy exclaimed, nodding. He tried to appear more alert despite how drunk he was.

But all that enthusiasm only made Lua chuckled. He’s like this a giant clumsy doofus, the cross-dressing boy thought.

“Okay then,” the cross-dressing boy said. A second later, he pulled the guy down by his neck and gave him a kiss.

Though Lua wasn’t gay, he was used to making out with guys because of his ‘job’.

He didn’t enjoy it at all but, in order to get his hand on some of their cash, he was willing to let drunk guys stick their tongues inside his mouth.

But he always said to himself that he would never kiss a guy that wasn’t drunk. That’s where I draw the line.

As Lua kissed him, the drunk guy dropped his beer and slipped his hand down to the cross-dressing boy’s waist.

With the urge to laugh, and a mischievous smile in his head, Lua grabbed that rough hand and slid down to between his legs.

The guy felt the bulge but, in his state, it took him too long to realize what it was. Once he did, he froze as his hand closed around the member that most girl shouldn’t have.

He stopped the kiss to look down where his hand was. Blinking, he gently felt the bulge again, making sure it wasn’t fake.

Lua couldn’t hold anymore and laughed at his surprised face.

“Do you see why I said you wouldn’t want to make out with a ‘girl like me’?” the cross-dressing boy said in a voice full of teasing.

But the guy wasn’t listening anymore; he was still too shocked by what his hand was groping.

I bet he can’t believe the cute girl he was just kissing has the same thing as he attached down there, the cross-dressing boy thought, half holding down his urge to laugh, half getting ready for the guy’s reaction.

Lua had gone through that situation enough to know 99% of the guys had three usual reactions.

They could get mad and walk away, cursing Lua and all the cross-dressers in the world.

That was the most common reaction, and the one the cross-dressing boy liked the most, since it was the easiest, though he did feel bad for the real cross-dressers.

But the guys could also get mad and possibly violent for being tricked and aroused to another guy.

That was the most troublesome reaction, but Lua could easily get away from the drunkards. To this date, no guy has ever hit him.

But the third reaction was the one the cross-dressing boy disliked the most.

Some of the guys he lured got weirdly into the fact that he wasn’t a girl. They wanted to continue what they had started in a more private place. Or in the nearest alley. It didn’t really matter the place. They just wanted to fuck Lua. But not without reaffirming over and over that they weren’t gays.

Judging from how this drunk stared at the bulge in Lua’s shorts, he suspected this guy was the third type.

Better get rid of him now, the cross-dressing boy thought. He looks troublesome, and I still want more cash before closing my handy job shop for the day.

“Sadly, we need to put a rain check on this. Look. Your friends are calling you,” Lua said, waving his hand to imaginary people behind the drunkard.

With a confused expression, the guy looked back.

In the blink of an eye, Lua slipped out of sight.

That was so fun… his face was priceless! Too bad about his breath. It was so strong I might’ve gotten drunk just by kissing him.

Once he had run enough, Lua mixed with the crowd. Then the cross-dressing boy once again started searching for his next victim. Hope I can get a rich guy this time.

It didn’t take long. There’s one who could use a hand, the cross-dressing boy thought as he observed a drunk man in particular.

The blond guy could barely keep standing, swaying back and forth on the same place. He had a beer can on his hand, but whenever he brought to his face, most of the drink fell on the floor instead of his mouth.

Ka-ching!

Lua got rid of his sly smile and put on his best and most alluring one before walking towards the next target.

“Hi,” the cross-dressing boy said in a high pitched and slightly slurred voice.

The blond boy took some time to realize someone was speaking to him. But when he turned to Lua, a stupid smile appeared on his face.

So easy, the girlish boy thought, suppressing his sly expression. Well, of course it is. Since I’m the one doing this. What guy could resist someone as cute as me?

He twirled a lock of his hair.

“Hey… girl,” the target managed to say, blinking his eyes separately. Even as he mustered all that was left of his concentration, he still swayed a little. Despite that, the goofy smile never left his face. “You… cute…”

Lua laughed slyly on the inside, and shyly on the outside. Thanks to his makeup, his cheeks were red, giving the impression he was blushing by the compliment.

“Thanks,” he said in loud voice above the noise, looking at the blond target as if he was the dreamiest boy in the world.

As the guy nodded in joy for his well successful compliment, the cross-dressing boy didn’t give him any time to sober up and threw his arms around the boy’s neck. The next second, he pulled him down and kissed him.

Once again, it took more time than it should have for the drunk victim to realize what was happening. But when he did, he parted his lips and slipped his tongue inside Lua’s mouth.

Urgh! It’s like he’s trying to suck me… So gross, the cross-dressing boy thought. But despite what was in his mind, he still kissed the boy back. I’ll make a little charity and I’ll teach him how to kiss for free.

The victim became even more intoxicated. Now by both the booze and Lua’s tongue.

“You… wanna… do it…?” the blond victim said, raising his eyebrows as best as he could.

Lua showed a sly smile and nodded. So easy, he thought as the guy put the arm over the cross-dressing boy’s shoulder.

The victim brought him to a nearby empty alley. He finished drinking the rest of beer and kissed Lua again.

Damn it… he didn’t even bother to swallow the beer… Fucking idiot… I don’t wanna risk even getting tipsy…

Let’s get this over so I can go home and boil my hand. Without stopping the kiss, Lua pulled down the boy’s pant.

Urgh! So fucking gross, he thought as the victim’s dick popped up, already hardening. Guess I’m really good at kissing. Look at how hard it is.

The blond target’s goofy smile only grew.

Dude, are you proud of that stick you call dick? It’s so small I could laugh.

Contrary to what was on his mind, the cross-dressing boy smiled suggestively at him and then slipped one hand between his legs.

At once the disappointment crossed the target’s face.

Lua knew exactly what he was thinking.

No way, dude. I can barely handle touching another dick with my hand, but there’s no way in hell I’ll suck one. Never have, never will. Just because I dress like this and make money jacking off guys, doesn’t mean that I’m a faggot, he wanted to say but kept quiet.

With a deep breath, Lua began working hard for his money, stroking the dick in his hand.

Despite the initial disappointment on the victim’s face for not getting the blowjob he wanted, it quickly vanished. The next second, his expression changed into pleasure.

As Lua stroke up and down, the dick got harder and thicker. The blond target closed his eyes, too engrossed in the delicate hand touching his member.

So easy…it’s gross, but it’s so easy to please drunk guys, Lua thought. As he stroked harder, he didn’t bother to hide his disgusted face. This is too gross but thanks so much for existing, Carnival!

Lua wanted to get his money and get out of there. But it wasn’t time to collect his fee yet. Not even close. First, I need to get him close to ejaculating.

When the cross-dressing boy felt the dick pulsing more than ever around his fingers, he knew his victim was near the limit. With a sadistic smile, Lua slowed down, almost stopping his hand.

The boy winced and opened his eyes as his pleasure stopped. He seemed even drunker and more confused as he looked at the cross-dressing boy. After a few moments, when the blood began to go back to its original place, without saying a word, Lua stroke the dick again, harder this time.

The guy smiled, nodded and closed his eyes again.

Even though it was gross, the cross-dressing boy couldn’t help but smile. It’s so fun teasing guys like this. If they can’t cum, they get frustrated. But when I start jacking them off again, they get so happy they stop paying attention to their surroundings… then I can do something like this…

The time to collect his fee had come.

Lua sneakily placed his free hand on the victim’s butt. His aim wasn’t to add to the guy’s pleasure. It was the back pocket, where he had sensed the wallet when the victim had led the cross-dressing boy to the alley.

Without stopping masturbating the target, Lua pulled the fake leather wallet. With a skill of someone used to doing that, he opened it with one hand.

When he saw all the money, the cross-dressing boy almost froze, the surprise stamped on his face. Holy shit! I hit the jackpot, he thought while staring the bundle of notes together.

With the regret overtaking him, he took a single blue note. It took more effort than he thought to put the wallet back into the owner’s pocket without taking more of those notes with the grouper on it.

Damn… so much money… he’ll never notice if I… No! I’m not a thief. I only take what’s my handy job here is worth. Even if the victims don’t know they’re paying and probably will never realize… and he has so much money…

Still regretting, Lua placed the money in his back pocket with the rest of his fee. Then he shook his head and turned his attention back to the dick in his hand. It was throbbing again, ready to let out its load at any time.

Unlike before, the cross-dressing boy didn’t slow down. Let’s get this over with so I can find another victim, he thought, sighing and speeding up his hand.

The blond guy ejaculated with a strange groan. If that’s the sound he makes during sex, I bet he’s not popular with the women…

Lua pulled his hand before it got smeared with semen. I hate when that happens.

The guy opened his eyes. He breathed slowly and smiled as he looked at Lua. “Hey… wanna… motel…?”

Lua rolled his eyes. I know I’m pretending to be a slut here, but couldn’t you at least form a full sentence to get me to bed?

“I don’t know if that’s a good idea,” the cross-dressing boy said, walking away from the alley. Then he stopped and turned back. “There’re a few things I don’t think you can handle if we went to a motel.”

Like two dicks in the bed. And a lot of balls too, he thought, trying hard to not laugh at the boy’s confused expression.

“Wait…” the guy said, but Lua had already left and mixed with the crowd.

Now to the next target, the cross-dressing boy thought, hoping to stuff his pocket even more.

As the afternoon went, Lua liberated more targets of some of their money. Today’s been the most lucrative day ever!

But then…

“That’s her, officer!” a voice shouted suddenly. “That’s the bitch who stole my money!”

When Lua turned around, he saw someone pointing at him.

To his astonishment, it was the first guy the cross-dressing boy had pleasured for money in the afternoon. With a cop by his side.

Crap, crap, crap! Lua tried to run away in the opposite direction, but the streets were too packed. Even as he pushed his way, the cop and the guy were getting closer.

Shit! I bet that fucker lost his money and thinks I’m the one who did it. But if the cop searches me, she’ll find my money and think it’s his… Fuck! What am I gonna do?

The policewoman and the guy, who Lua had no idea what was his named, caught up with him.

“Give me back all that money you stole from me, you bitch!” the guy yelled at Lua, grabbing his wrist.

Fuck! He saw me taking his money? No way. That’s impossible!

“Let me go! It hurts!” Lua yelled in a high-pitched girly voice, attracting the attention of those around. The cross-dressing boy shook himself free and then pretended to cry as the guy raised his fist. “Who are you?”

“Stop that, sir,” said the policewoman in a friendlier voice, getting between the guy and Lua.

Despite the cop’s manner, Lua didn’t fail to notice the gun on her waist.

“What’s happening, officer? Who is this man?” Lua asked in his most girly and scared voice, still shedding tears. Maybe if she doesn’t find out that I’m a guy, she won’t search me.

“Miss, this man says that after you… pleasured him in an alley, you stole all his cash.”

Despite not trying to intimidate Lua and keep the friendly voice all the time, the policewoman blocked the girlish boy’s escape routes.

Damn it… she’s good…

Lua tried to blush and get as much embarrassed as he could.

“Huh? Pleasure him? That’s a lie! I’ve never even seen this guy.”

The cross-dressing boy tried to sound offended. But when he saw the guy’s face, Lua knew he had made a mistake.

“Lying bitch!” the guy shouted, the spit flying everywhere. He pulled his smartphone and began swiping the screen. “I have proof!”

Crap! When did he have time to take any pic?

As he showed his phone, Lua froze.

It was a photo of him masturbating the victim. Even though it didn’t show the cross-dressing boy taking the money nor pulling the wallet, it was proof that they knew each other. And that Lua had lied to the cop.

Oh, crap! Oh, crap! How the hell can I get out of this situation?

“What’s the matter, babe?” a deep voice said.

The cop, the victim, and the cross-dressing boy turned around at once.

Coming from the end of the alley was a guy Lua had seen somewhere. Then it hit him.

It’s the first guy this afternoon! The one I told I had a dick!

Oh, fuck! Why is he here? If he tells them that I’m a guy, I’m more than just screwed!

As the guy wobbled towards them, Lua noticed something. He had done it too many times to not notice. Why is he pretending to be drunk?

The newcomer stood behind Lua, towering over the cross-dressing boy like a bodyguard.

Oh, crap… what’s he planning?

The next moment, the guy grabbed Lua’s ass and leaned down to kiss him.

Despite the situation, Lua kissed him back. Crap! I kissed him out of reflex… but maybe this is good… if he helps me…

“What’s wrong, officer?” he asked the police officer in a calm voice. Then he turned to the blond victim, his aura turning menacing by the seconds. “Did this guy harassed my girlfriend or something?

“I-it’s the other way around!” he tried to keep the same brave façade, despite his voice faltering. “That bitch you call girlfriend stole my money when she was jerking me off!”

The guy pretending to be Lua’s boyfriend glared at the guy without saying a word.

It was enough to make the victim flinch and take a step back, almost hiding behind the cop.

“You two better calm down,” the policewoman said in a commanding voice. It took a while for the fake boyfriend to take his eyes off the blond guy and look in her direction. “Good. This man here is accusing this young lady of stealing his money while she… pleasured him in an alley.”

The tall guy widened his eyes and turned to Lua. He kept his face empty before turning back to the policewoman.

“Officer, that’s impossible. We were together pretty much the entire day. We maybe were apart for only a few minutes when we went to the bathrooms. How could she… pleasure someone and then steal anything in those few minutes? Besides, how much money did she allegedly stole?”

“That’s a lie, you bastard,” the guy shouted again. Now that he stood safely behind the cop, he had the brave façade again. “Here’s the proof that your slutty girlfriend was cheating you and stealing me!”

He showed the photo on his phone to the fake boyfriend.

The tall guy looked at Lua and dropped his shoulders.

“I can’t believe you were doing that again,” he said in a low and hurt voice.

What the fuck is happening? I have no idea what the hell this idiot is trying to do, but maybe I can get out of this with this fucker’s help!

“I-I’m sorry, babe,” Lua said, hoping he would sound ashamed enough as he forced himself to cry. “I was drunk, and only did it with my hands. I’d never use my mouth with anyone except you.”

The cross-dressing boy kissed his fake boyfriend, whose name he didn’t even know, passionately. Please, let this be enough to drive the other idiot away, he thought, hoping the fighting and making up seemed convincing.

The cop coughed to make them stop.

“Excuse me, you two,” she said in a colder voice this time. “I don’t want to get in the middle of your fight, but I need to search you, miss.”

“What? Why? I haven’t stolen anything!” Lua shouted, desperately. He pretended to cry as he pushed himself into his fake boyfriend’s arms.

The cop looked between Lua and the blond guy. Then she sighed.

“Then I would like you all to accompany me to the PD,” she said at last.

Fuck! If she takes me to the PD, they’re gonna find out my real name! That’s the worst thing that can happen. Even worse than losing my money!

“It’s okay, babe,” his fake boyfriend said in a reassuring voice, hugging the cross-dressing boy tighter.

When Lua looked up at him, the guy stared back with wide eyes.

“Trust me, babe. Everything’s gonna be okay,” he said slowly, emphasizing the last word as he nodded.

Lua realized his fake boyfriend was trying to tell him something. But with the police officer and the blond victim by his side, he had no time to understand.

Fuck… I don’t have any other option besides trusting this guy whose name I don’t even know…

Cleaning the tears he didn’t cry, Lua nodded to the police officer. The cross-dressing boy placed his hands against the wall and spread his legs.

I never thought this profitable day would end like this, he thought, closing his eyes. She’ll know I’m a guy… wait! That’s good for me. If she thinks I’m gay and a cross-dresser, she might make the guy give up. I mean, who’d want this kind of thing on their record?

The cop patted him everywhere. On the arms, chest, waist, hips, crotch, butt, thighs, and legs.

Despite her professionalism, the cross-dressing boy noticed when she hesitated a little after she felt something that shouldn’t be there on the crotch. But she kept her search in the same manner.

The woman found Lua’s cellphone and keys. But no money.

Where’s my money?

Lua widened his eyes, the cold sweat coming down his neck.

Him! The cross-dressing boy wanted to ask his fake boyfriend what he had done. But he managed to hold his urge. What did he do…?

“I didn’t find any money on her, sir,” the cop said to the blond guy, giving back Lua’s his keys and phone.

“Fuck! That’s impossible! She stole my money! I know that!” the guy shouted. Then he turned to the fake boyfriend. “Then it’s with him! Search him too! I demand!”

“Sir, I cannot do that. Unless you want to report a crime at the police department, there’s nothing I can do at the moment,” she said, keeping her tone calm despite her visible rage at the blond guy that shouted at her.

Fuming, the guy cursed the police officer.

Without wasting a second, the woman pinned him against the wall and put his arms on his back. With satisfaction on her face, she cuffed him.

“You’re under arrest for disrespecting a police officer. I bet your father is gonna be thrilled to hear about his son being arrested for this,” she said before dragging him away. When she came back, she apologized to Lua and the fake boyfriend and then left.

The cross-dressing boy and his savior stayed where they were, too stunned to react.

Lua shook his head and sighed in relief. He was safe.

What the hell just happened…?

But in the next moment, his fake boyfriend laughed.

“Did you see his face? He couldn’t believe when the cop didn’t find the money!”

As the guy laughed louder, Lua finally recovered his senses.

“Hey,” the cross-dressing boy turned to his fake boyfriend with a serious expression. “Where’s my money?”

The guy finally stopped laughing, but he was still smiling. When he pulled a familiar bundle from his back pocket.

“You mean, this money?”

Lua widened his eyes, holding his urge to grab the money back. He pressed his lips, thinking. When did he…! The cross-dressing boy didn’t need to ask to know.

“When you touched my ass,” he said slowly.

“Yep.” The fake boyfriend’s smile widened as he nodded. He ran a finger on the bundle of cash. “You were so nervous you didn’t even notice.”

“Give it back.” The cross-dressing boy was low but clear. “It’s my money.”

“Your money? Didn’t you mean that guy’s money.”

“No. It’s mine,” Lua said in a defiant voice.

The fake boyfriend stopped smiling, though he still had a bemused expression. “Really? You’re gonna tell me that you didn’t steal this?”

“I did not steal. I’m not a thief.”

“Then where did all this money come from?” he asked, waving the bundle slowly.

“That money… is payment for my… services…” Even if the guys didn’t notice they were paying, Lua thought, but kept that part to himself.

“What kind of service…?” The fake boyfriend couldn’t hide his curiosity anymore.

“I give drunk guys handy jobs and take a bit of their money as a fee.” Lua was too tired to try lying his way out. And what can he do if he knows the truth anyway?

The fake boyfriend looked at the money. “How much do you take… as payment from each guy?”

“About 100,” Lua answered, shrugging.

The fake boyfriend widened his eye. He looked at the money again. “Holy shit… How many guys did you jack off today?” he asked, his face half wanting to smile, half impressed.

“Enough that I need to sterilize my hand. And even that may not be enough. Now give me back my money.” Lua held out his palm.

The fake boyfriend looked between the money and the cross-dressing boy before him. The next moment, he flashed a smile.

“I will. But with one condition. I want your services too.”

Lua didn’t hide his disgust. “No way.”

“You don’t want your money back?”

The cross-dressing boy pressed his lips. Fuck… all my work… all those dicks I had to touch… I can’t throw all that money out and go home empty-handed…

“Fine…” Lua said at last, hoping he had enough soap at home.

The cross-dressing boy dropped his shoulders. He was about to open his fake boyfriend’s zipper when he was stopped by the wrist.

The guy shook his head slowly. “Not your hands. I want your mouth,” he said in a serious tone.

“What? Fuck you!” Lua got rid of the hand holding his wrist and took a step back.

“And if I’m not satisfied, I’ll use your ass,” the fake boyfriend went on, ignoring the cross-dressing boy.

“You’re fucking crazy!”

“Oh, c’mon. Don’t be like that. I’ll pay you a little extra for your special services,” he said in a low voice, waving Lua’s money with a sly smile.

Son of a bitch… As he stared at that face, there was nothing the cross-dressing boy wanted to do more than to kick his fake boyfriend in the middle of the legs. But then he had an idea.

“Okay, fine. I’ll give you a BJ. And if you’re still hard, you can use my ass,” Lua said in a voice full of confidence.

His fake boyfriend narrowed his eyes but still smiled.

“Great!” he said, all excited, already pulling down his pants.

“Calm down. There’s something I have to do first before I get down on my knees,” Lua said, holding his urge to laugh under the guy’s suspicions.

While staring his fake boyfriend in the eyes, the cross-dressing boy pulled down his shorts jeans.

There, underneath his lacy panty, was an undeniable bulge.

There, you bastard. You knew that I was a guy, but I bet you didn’t believe. Now you can’t deny. Do you still want a blowjob from another guy? Are you gonna get a boner for a guy dressed as a girl?

His fake boyfriend stared at it for a long time. Then, with his expression still empty, he glanced at his own pants. Between his legs, a bulge appeared. And it was getting bigger.

He looked between his erection and the cross-dressing boy with his shorts down. Then he smiled.

“Well, guess that’s settled,” he said, pulling down his pants and underwear. “C’mon. Hurry up. It’s cold and I don’t wanna my dick to shrink. I wanna put inside your warm mouth.”

“What? Do you still want a BJ from a guy? Are you gay or something?” Lua asked, taking a few steps back.

“No. At least I don’t think so,” his fake boyfriend said, shrugging. “But then again, I’m getting hard even though you’re a guy, so…”

“You’re a fucking fag!”

“Whatever. Now get down on your knees if you want your money back.”

“Bastard…”

Lua pressed his lips and closed his trembling fist. There was nothing he wanted to do than punch his fake boyfriend in the face and knock out that stupid smug.

But the cross-dressing boy knew that if he wanted his hard-earned money back, he would have to put a dick in his mouth, something he had never done until now.

I can’t call the cops on him ‘cause the money isn’t exactly legal… it’d raise a lot of questions and my real name would be brought to light…

Fuck, fuck, fuck!

Feeling completely disgusted, and doing nothing to hide, he stared at the dick pointing towards him. Holding another urge to kick the guy, Lua dropped his shoulders in defeat. He pulled his shorts up and bent his knees.

As he forced himself to get closer to the dick, he closed his eyes. It smells disgusting, he thought, trying to hold his breath. Then, without using his hands, his closed lips touched the tip of the penis, almost as if he was giving it a kiss.

Fuck! How did I end up like this?

With the money in his mind, he forced himself to open his mouth and put the dick in.

For the first time ever since he started cross-dressing and getting money from guys, he was using his mouth.

Disgusting! So disgusting! This dick is so thick it barely fits into my mouth! And I better make him cum, or he’ll want to put this thing in my ass!

Using his knowledge from porn, the cross-dressing boy moved his mouth up and down the dick. As he did, he tried licking anywhere his tongue could reach, hoping that was enough to satisfy his fake boyfriend with the smug.

Fucking idiot! How can you enjoy having a guy dressed as girl sucking your dick? Lua asked himself as he took the dick out of his mouth to breathe. It smells so bad… doesn’t he clean this thing?

Even so, he put his tongue between the tip and the foreskin, licking around. At the same time, he held back an urge to vomit.

I suck at sucking! Is he really enjoying this? I could pleasure him so much more using my hands… I excel at that…

“So fuckin’ great!” the fake boyfriend shouted suddenly. “A cute boy’s mouth feels so fucking great!”

Lua almost stopped for a moment to glance up at the idiot’s face. Then gave up.

Let’s just get this over with so I can go home and drink until I forget this ever happened.

The cross-dressing boy grabbed the guy’s balls and started fondling them.

After so long pleasuring guys with his hands, he knew what guys liked and disliked.

Then, after what felt too long, the cross-dressing boy could sense the dick throbbing inside his mouth. He’s gonna cum soon, Lua knew, getting ready to take the dick out of his mouth at any time.

Sure enough, a few moments later, the fake boyfriend began to moan. “Yeah… yeah…”

Lua tasted the pre-cum in his mouth and winced. It’s time.

He was about to take the disgusting dick out of his mouth. But then his fake boyfriend grabbed the back head with both hands and didn’t let him go.

Fuck! What’s he thinking?

Lua looked up, but his fake boyfriend had his eyes closed.

“Swallow it!” he shouted.

The semen poured out of the dick, filling the cross-dressing boy’s mouth.

Lua almost choked on it. He tried to pull his head back to spit, but his fake boyfriend held him.

“Swallow my cum!” he shouted again.

With no other option, Lua winced and swallowed it.

It tastes disgusting, he thought as he finally was allowed to take the dick out of his mouth.

Panting and with teary eyes, the cross-dressing boy looked up at the bastard who had finally made him use his mouth and drink semen, something he had vow he would never do when he started his handy job.

“You suck at this,” the fake boyfriend announced, the stupid grin still on his lips.

“Great… I don’t… wanna be… good at this,” Lua replied in a weak voice, cleaning his mouth with the back of his hand.

“But since I came, you’re approved,” the guy said. “I think you have a potential for sucking dicks.”

“Fuck… you…” Lua tried to take a deep breath and clear his mind. The smell of cum was making him dizzy. “Now… give back…my money…”

His fake boyfriend stared down at the cross-dressing boy with an empty expression. “Here.” The guy handed back the money.

The moment Lua touched it, he knew the wad of notes was lighter. He ran a thumb on it and confirmed. “Hey, this is only half. Where’s the rest?”

“I’ll give the rest when I’m satisfied,” the fake boyfriend said, flashing a sly smile.

“Fuck you!” Lua found his voice and screamed as he tried to stand up. He looked his fake boyfriend in the eyes, ready to punch him at any time. “That wasn’t the deal, you bastard!”

“Actually, the deal was that if I wasn’t satisfied, I could use your ass,” he said, lowering his eyes.

Lua glanced at where his fake boyfriend was looking. Before the cross-dressing boy’s eyes, the dick that in his mouth seconds ago, that was limp after it came inside him, was getting hard again.

The cross-dressing boy stared at it for a moment, his face a mix of disgust and disbelief. I can go home… I should go home… but then half my money…

“Do you really wanna cross that line?” Lua asked in a feeble voice. “To fuck a guy?”

“If it’s you, I don’t mind. Especially since you’re the cause of my boner,” the guy answered, shrugging again. “Besides, I wanna at least go home after scoring once today.”

Lua stared at the bundle of cramped notes in the guy’s hand. Even if it was crossing a line, a gay line that he wanted to stay as far away despite his handy job, the cross-dressing boy wasn’t gonna let go over half his hard-earned money. It’s over 8000 bucks!

“If you’re worried about the preparations, don’t be. I got this,” the fake boyfriend said, pulling a little vial of lube and a condom from his pocket.

Lua stared at those objects.

“Why the fuck do you have that at hand?”

“Someone was distributing earlier. They were saying something about gay safe sex and that everyone should enjoy carnival safely.” The guy flashed a sheepish smile. “I was so drunk I didn’t hear the gay part. But in the end, I guess everything turned out better than expected.”

“Maybe for you,” Lua said in a low voice that didn’t hide his contempt. “It’s not your ass that’s gonna get thrashed by a fag.”

“I guess so. But anyway. Less talking, more shaking the booty,” the fake boyfriend said, slapping Lua on the ass.

The cross-dressing boy wished he could kill the guy with his stare alone. Fucking bastard! I’ll get him for this, I swear, Lua thought.

Even so, he knew that, if he wanted his money back, there was nothing he could do except let the guy use his ass as he pleased. Fuck… how the hell this great day ended up like this…?

Feeling completely dejected, Lua put his hands turned around, placed his hands on the wall, and raised his hip. He leaned against the concrete on the piss-smelling alley and closed his eyes, hoping it would soon be over.

“Hm…”

Lua heard his fake boyfriend humming. He knew right away the guy was surprised, even if he couldn’t see his face. Just do it and get it over already…

“You look so into it now,” the guy said, slapping Lua’s ass again.

“Fuck you!” the cross-dressing boy shouted, glad he was facing the wall. Otherwise, the fake boyfriend would see his red face. This is so humiliating…

“No,” the guy whispered into Lua’s ear. “I’m gonna fuck you.”

The next second, he fingered the cross-dressing boy’s ass.

Fuck… this feels so weird… and… wrong… definitely wrong, Lua boy thought, pressing his lips as the strange sensation moved around inside his butt, massaging every nook and cranny.

I’ve always avoided anything anywhere near this… and yet, there’s a complete strange doing it to me now… where did my life go wrong?

But then, to Lua’s horror, the finger inside his ass started to feel good. What? No fucking way. I’m not gay! I shouldn’t enjoy this! Fuck!

Even so, he couldn’t deny his body’s reaction.

As the finger lubed up his ass, the cross-dressing boy could feel his blood flowing to the area between his legs.

Fuck! Why the hell am I getting a boner? Fuck! I need to think non-sexy thoughts! Like football and… and bugs!

Lua felt the triumph filling him as his plan worked, and his dick got limp again.

But his feeling of victory only lasted a moment.

Before he could make his boner go away, his fake boyfriend slipped the second finger inside his butt.

Fuck! Why do two fingers in my ass feel even better! Fuck! This doesn’t make any sense!

Lua took a hand from the wall and brought his shirt to his mouth. He bit the clothes to stop himself from moaning. I’ll die of embarrassment if this bastard thinks for a second that he’s making me feel good.

The fingers moved and wriggled, spreading the lube everywhere. The guy made sure his fake ‘girlfriend’ was all lubed up for his dick.

But the worst was when the guy spread his fingers apart, when Lua’s hole was exposed to the world.

The cross-dressing boy could feel a cold breeze passing through the gap in the fingers, almost as if his fake boyfriend was blowing inside. He could be doing that… he’s perverted enough…

Lua wanted to completely ignore how that sensation made him feel good. But his growing dick was more than enough to remind him.

Fuck… My body feels so weird… it’s hot and cold at the same time, and my dick’s reacting to that… damn it… why does this feel so good? How will it feel when he uses his thick dick?

The cross-dressing boy shook his head to get rid of the idea. But to make matters even worse…

“Ah…”

A moan escaped his lips before he could stop it.

Though it was barely above a whisper, it was enough for his fake boyfriend to hear.

Even without seeing what was happening behind him, Lua felt the guy’s smirking as the fingers moved even faster.

“You seem to enjoy this more than me,” Lua heard his fake boyfriend say. “That’s wrong. We both should enjoy this.”

“Fuck… you,” the cross-dressing boy said in a weak voice. He had too much trouble speaking while suppressing his moans at the same time.

“If you want, I can put my dick in now,” the fake boyfriend whispered. “Just say the word and I’ll fill this naughty hole of yours.”

Yes! Just put it in! I can’t take it anymore! Lua wanted to say, wanted to shout. But, out of pride, he managed to keep the words to himself.

“You’re… the fag here… not me,” the cross-dressing boy managed to say in a defiant voice. “I don’t want… that disgusting… dick… inside me”

“You don’t want, huh?” the guy said in a cold voice before pulling his fingers from Lua’s ass.

Is it over…? That can’t… be all…? Lua caught himself thinking. And to his even bigger horror, he realized the strange feeling growing in him was disappointment. Fuck… why am I feeling this…?

But before the feeling could grow bigger, he felt something warm, wet, and thick pressing against his asshole.

“You say that I’m the fag, but I’m not the one with a dick in the ass,” the fake boyfriend whispered before putting the penis inside Lua.

The cross-dressing boy widened his eyes and held his breath. Fuck! It’s so thick and hot! It’s much bigger than when it was in my mouth! How can his dick be so much bigger than mine?

The fake boyfriend moved slowly at first. It was almost as if he was checking how far his dick could go inside the cross-dressing boy’s ass without hurting him.

Then he pulled back carefully… and then thrust his hips forward.

Back and forth. Back and forth.

Fuck! It hurts, Lua thought, pressing his lips to stop his voice from leaking.

Then, to his horror and surprise, the pain started fading.

And it was replaced by pleasure.

A pleasure that only grew as the thick dick went in and out of his ass.

No… no… this isn’t happening, the cross-dressing boy tried to deny the truth and lied to himself. Even though my body is enjoying, I’m not gay… I’m not gay…!

But once again his body betrayed him.

As his fake boyfriend thrust his hips, Lua’s hips moved on its own.

He tried to stop, but the pleasure from those combine movements was too big.

The cross-dressing was on the verge of cumming. Cumming from a dick.

I won’t cum! I won’t cum, Lua said to himself stubbornly.

He tried to think of anything else other than the thick and warm dick inside his ass and the fact that his body was enjoying the anal sex on its own.

To make everything worse, his fake boyfriend noticed the cross-dressing boy’s throbbing small penis.

“Don’t you cum before me,” he said suddenly. Even though his voice was nothing but a whisper, Lua noticed his satisfaction. “That’s rude.”

Then, before the cross-dressing boy could reply, not that he would since it was impossible to do it without moaning loudly, the fake boyfriend grabbed his dick.

The night was chilly and his body warm and sweaty. But when the hand closed around his penis, he felt the warmth from those fingers.

“Ah! Ah!”

He clenched his jaw, but it was too late. Lua had moaned.

Fuck… I’ve touched so many dicks, but it’s the first time a guy touches mine, the cross-dressing boy thought with a sheepish smile that he didn’t notice. It’s kinda nice…

The combined pleasure from the penis in his ass and the hand around his own dick was too much.

No matter how much he tried, no matter how much his pride was at stake, Lua felt it deep inside him. I’m gonna cum… cum from a dick!

The fake boyfriend thrust his body harder and stroke Lua’s dick faster.

Lua moved his hips on his own.

And then the cross-dressing boy came.

His seed smeared the alley wall, the smell overpowering the other scents.

He felt the strength leaving his body at the same time as his legs trembled.

Lua also heard his fake boyfriend letting out a loud moan of satisfaction as he ejaculated inside the cross-dressing boy’s ass.

They both stopped moving, panting and sweating even more.

The fake boyfriend placed a hand on the wall, right on top of Lua’s. The other he kept on the cross-dressing boy’s penis.

Lua tried to make it go away, but the smile forcing itself on his lips was too insistent.

I can’t believe I just… he shook his head. He didn’t want to finish the thought and kept his mind empty.

As the dick inside him grew smaller, and the pressure in the inside of his butt went away, Lua felt self-loath for enjoying the gay sex.

Without a word and without pulling his hand from underneath his fake boyfriend’s, the cross-dressing boy half turned his body.

He looked at the face of the guy that had both saved and fucked him. But as the mixed feelings took over, Lua couldn’t bring himself to say anything.

All the cross-dressing boy did was extend his other hand with the palm towards the guy, demanding for his money in silence.

The fake boyfriend was still trying to recover his breath. But when he saw the palm, he smiled and gave back the rest of Lua’s money without saying a word.

The cross-dressing boy checked to see if it wasn’t missing anything. But then he felt somewhat disappointed for the fact that the money was all there.

Guess this is over now… Thank… goodness… yeah… it’s all over, he forced himself to think.

The fake boyfriend finally pulled his dick out of Lua. He took off the condom and threw in the closest trash.

With his face an alarming shade of red, Lua wanted to leave that alley right away. But then…

“Hey, I still got this left,” the fake boyfriend said, pulling a few condoms from his pocket. “I know you still want more. You want my dick and I can give you what you want.”

Lua opened his mouth, but he couldn’t bring himself to say anything as he stared between the condoms and his fake boyfriend’s face.

After a while, the cross-dressing boy finally had found his voice.

“Fuck… you,” Lua said.

But then, to his horror, his body turned around on its own. He put the rest of the money in his bra, place the free hand back on the wall, and once again raised his hips.

“Fuck… me…”

The fake boyfriend smiled and put on another condom.


Cross-dress for me!

“Please, Lisandro, please, help me. You’re my only hope,” the older sister begged her younger brother, waving the clothes at him.

“No! Why the hell you’re asking me?” The boy pushed the clothes away and tried to get as far as he could from his sister. “Go ask someone else! A girl, for that matter!”

“There’s no one else!” She raced ahead of him and turned around to block his path. “Not a girl, not a boy, not anyone or anything in such short notice! No one besides you can sub for that girl at this point. Please!”

“No! Do you understand what you’re asking me? You want me to cross-dress and dance in front of millions of people!”

“Yes. And I’m asking you because I know you can dance. You’re almost as good as me!”

Lisandro crossed his arms and snorted.

“I’m better than you,” he said, suddenly offended for some reason. Then he shook his head and waved his hands. “That doesn’t matter. And I’m better only because you forced me to practice with you!”

“That’s why you’re the only one. I know you can replace her. Please,” she said, lowering her voice. “You know how much important the competition is for me. Our dance group needs this. Without a sub, we’ll lose. And that will be the end of us. Please, little brother, please, help me.”

She placed her hands together and lowered her head.

Lisandro pressed his lips at that sight. The younger brother could tell his sister was seconds away from kneeling before him.

He had been weak against his sister’s demands ever since he could remember. It didn’t matter how outrageous they were, in the end, she always managed to either bribe, threaten or simply wear him out into doing what she wanted.

But now is different… she’s not using her usual extortion tactics… that means she at least understands she’s asking something huge…

Even so… for me to dress as a girl and dance in front of all those people… He glanced at the clothes his sister held.

It was a specially modified ballet leotard.

A one-piece outfit with a frilly skirt and a frilly sort of shoulder pads.

But the feature that Lisandro most noticed was the fact that it didn’t cover the legs at all.

According to sister, this is supposed to look cute as they twirl around. And also to highlight the butt without actually exposing anything important, Lisandro remembered her words.

And she wants me to wear this…?

“Please, Lisandro… for me,” she asked again, her voice dropping to a whisper.

She was on the verge of tears.

Even I can’t tell if that’s real or just an act to make me cave to her will… like always…

Even so, the little brother couldn’t help but remember all the times he was forced to practice the dance routine with his sister or act as her partner.

I had to do that for almost a year…

This dance competition is probably the first time I’ve seen her real about anything… she even bailed on the trip to Asia with her friends for this…

Lisandro looked at that begging face and felt his shoulders dropping. I hate myself for being so weak against her…

“Fine… I’ll do this,” he said in a low and defeated voice, grabbing the clothes from his sister’s hands.

I’m gonna look ridiculous in this, he thought, trying to imagine himself wearing that leotard. I just know… the lack of boobs will become so obvious…

‘Thank you, Lisandro,” she said, jumping to give him a tight hug. “Thank you so much for doing this…”

“Yeah… w-whatever…”

The boy blushed as the hug became tighter.

It’s weird to see her like this… usually, when she manages to force me into doing something she wants, she has a smug or a victory air on her face that make me wanna punch her… but now…

The sister he knew his entire life, and had a love-hate relationship, was crying out of relief before him.

“D-don’t thank me… It’s not like I can help you guys win or anything… I just happen to know the routine… that’s all…”

His sister cleaned the tears and smiled at him.

But it wasn’t any smile. It was one he was very familiar with; the cocky and superior smile.

Fuck…!

“But didn’t you just say that you were better than me?”

Lisandro pressed his lips.

“I’ll go try on this thing,” he said, waving the clothes, walking away to the bathroom before she could say anything else.

Damn it… she always gets the best of me… I wished I could win just once, he thought, sinking his face on both hands after he closed and locked the door.

But that doesn’t matter now… I promised her… and a man doesn’t go back on his words… even if the words were to dress like a girl…

It wasn’t the first time he had been forced to wear female clothes. Nor the first time he would appear in front of others while cross-dressing. But it was the first time in live TV. In front of too many people…

With a groan, Lisandro raised the clothes and took a good look at it. Am I supposed to dance wearing this…? I’m gonna look ridiculous wearing this, he thought again before undressing, shaking his head the entire time.

But once he put the outfit and checked himself on the mirror, even the little brother couldn’t help but be surprised. Despite his contradictory feelings, a smile crossed his face. Hey… I don’t look half bad… wait… I shouldn’t sound happy about that…

Lisandro smoothed the creases with his hands as he checked himself from all sides.

With his slim figure, the modified ballet leotard fitted him just right. The skirt hid his man’s parts and the shoulder pads made him look smaller than he already was. Even the lack of boobs didn’t seem like a problem.

There’s no way people will know that I’m a guy, he thought, smiling again.

Then, when he realized what the was thinking, he dropped his shoulders. I shouldn’t be happy about that… it’s like a dropkick with both feet on my masculinity…

Lisandro looked at himself again. But it’s a bit tight, he thought, placing a finger between his butt and the fabric. He pulled, fixed a little and then let it go with a snap.

Instead of little pain, there was a reaction between his legs. Oh, crap… did I just get a little hard with that?

Now that I think about it… the way this leotard is digging into my skin… it’s a little exciting… oh crap…

“Hey, little brother, how does it look?” his sister’s voice came from the other side of the door.

Thanking his sister for distracting him, he turned to her voice.

“Like I’m looking at a man in drag on the mirror,” he lied to preserve some of his lingering masculinity.

The was an audible snort. “I doubt it. People say you look like me when I was younger. There’s no way you’d look like a man in drag.”

Lisandro crossed the short distance to the door with angry steps and opened it.

“Who the hell is blind enough to think that I look like you?” he complained.

But his sister didn’t seem to be listening to him.

The moment he opened the door, all her attention was on her little brother’s figure wearing the modified leotard.

“Holy shit…! You look too cute! I thought we’d have to put a lot of makeup to make you more passable as a girl, but I was totally wrong. Just the outfit is enough! You look so cute, little brother.”

“Thanks,” he said in a dry voice. He pulled the fabric near his butt and let go with a snap, getting a little hard again. Crap… it’s getting tighter on my crotch… I have to stop doing this… “W-who designed this? It’s so tight…”

“Me, of course!” she said with a proud expression, slamming her closed fist on her chest.

“Of course,” he said, dropping his shoulders as he shook his head. “Why am I not surprised?”

“Because you already know that your big sis here is amazing,” she said, letting her ego inflate even more. “And you should be proud if someone thinks you look like me.”

“Yeah, sure, whatever… Let’s just end this conversation before your nose grows so big it’ll get in the way of your balance.”

“For someone whose face looks so much like mine, you sure like to insult me,” she said, grabbing him by the neck and ruffling his hair with the knuckles. “That’s one of my nightmares, you know?”

“What? Having your own face telling some hard truth for you to swallow?” he said, trying to get rid of her headlock.

“You know me so well, little brother,” she said in a happy voice. But her actions were the opposite, rubbing her knuckle against his head even harder.

“I give, I give! Just stop that! You’re messing my hair!”

She let go of him.

As Lisandro rubbed his neck and smoothed his hair, she flashed her annoying victory smile.

Damn it… one day I’ll have the upper hand, I swear, he promised himself.

But when his sister phone rang, she stopped smiling.

“Oh, crap! Look at the time. We gotta go now,” she said, racing to grab her car keys on her bedroom.

“Go where?”

“To Arthur’s,” she said, throwing a few things into her bag. “Carnival is in two days. We need to practice as much as we can,” she added before Lisandro could ask anything.

“I have class today!”

“Blow it. A couple classes aren’t more important than this. Not to me,” she added, reading her little brother’s mind.

The cross-dressing boy clicked his tongue and then sighed. “Fine. Let me change then…”

I know that I’m gonna wear this in front of millions of people, but at least let me deal with that then instead of now, he thought, walking back to the bathroom.

But before he reached the door, she grabbed his wrist.

“No time. And besides, you’ll have to put it on at Arthur’s apartment to practice anyway.”

“No way! This outfit embarrassing enough. There’s no chance of me wearing all the way to your boyfriend’s place.”

“If it’s embarrassing, then all the more reason for you to wear it since now. You need to overcome this embarrassment if you’re to help us win the competition. Though I can’t see why you’d feel embarrassed, since it’s super cute.”

She dragged him out through the front door and locked it.

Lisandro opened his mouth to complain, but he had no idea what to say. There’s nothing I can say to make her understand how embarrassing this is for me…

The cross-dressing boy pressed his lips, cursing himself for his lack of balls to go against her.

The elevator arrived, and his sister entered. Then she held the door to him.

“Then… then you wear your outfit too!” Lisandro said suddenly. “I don’t want to be the only one wearing this outside.”

She put only her head from behind the elevator door. “No way. It’s too embarrassing,” she said in a serious face.

Lisandro couldn’t believe her lack of shame.

“But… but…” He fought to find words to express his disbelief but failed.

“C’mon, little brother. There are people calling the elevator,” she said above the ringing that indicated the door of the elevator was opened on their floor for too long.

Pressing his lips, Lisandro dropped his shoulder and entered the elevator. His face was a shade of red, but he felt more defeated than embarrassed.

But that only lasted until the elevator stopped again.

His embarrassment won when he found out that the people calling for the elevator were none other than the girl he had a thing for.

“Hey, Lisandro,” she greeted him without taking her eye off her phone.

But when she noticed what he was wearing, she couldn’t stop staring at the boy.

“H-hey, L-Lisa,” he managed to say, despite his mortifying embarrassment.

“Eh… why are you wearing that…?” she asked after a long moment of awkward silence. “It’s cute. Did you just wake up to cross-dressing?”

“No! Erh… T-this is… erh… this is… how can I explain this embarrassing outfit…”

Oh, god. Just kill me and put me out of my misery. Please.

“Just tell her the truth, little brother,” his sister butted in the conversation. “He’s wearing this cute outfit because he’s my savior. A girl from my dance group hurt her leg and Lisandro kindly offered to replace her for the competition. Even after I showed him the girl’s outfit, he insisted, saying a man should help his family no matter what.

“Wow…” The neighbor turned to him with her eyes filled with a mix of admiration and surprise. “That’s… amazing, Lisandro. Not enough man would put something like this for their sisters… I’m sure mine would never…”

“Yeah, I know. I’m so lucky to have a little brother like him,” his sister said in a thankful and heartfelt voice. But Lisandro knew it was completely fake and could only hear her teasing tone. “If not for him, my group would have to forfeit, and months of hard work would go down the drain.”

“You’re a really good little brother, Lisandro.”

“T-thanks, Lisa,” he said, getting redder as he stared at the floor.

“But I already knew that. What’ surprising is how you look… it’s not every boy that could look so good as a girl. In fact, I’m almost asking you to go shopping with me. Let’s go get our nails done one of these days,” she said with a smile.

Despite seeing the cute smile that made his stomach flutter every time he saw it, his heart was crumbling into little pieces.

After Lisa left on the ground floor, the siblings said goodbye to their neighbor.

Once the elevator’s door closed again, his sister was doing her best to hold her urge to laugh. Despite her efforts, she was failing miserably, almost bending her body in her silent laugh.

“Just go ahead and laugh,” he said in an utterly defeated voice, staring at the floor.

She obeyed him, and her loud laugh echoed in the underground parking lot.

Are you done laughing? He wanted to ask after some time but kept his mouth shut. Lisandro knew his anger would only make her laugh more.

“Oh, c’mon, little brother. It could be worse,” she said as she climbed on the driver’s seat.

“How? How could there exist something worse than the girl I like seeing me wearing this?” he said, gesturing to his outfit after he fastened the seatbelt.

“She could’ve wanted to introduce you to her brother.”

With those words that made Lisandro freeze, his sister drove away.

It was a long, and bad for his heart, car drive. At every stop sign, traffic light, or whenever his sister slowed down to make a turn, Lisandro squeezed himself on the passenger’s seat, trying to make himself as smaller and less conspicuous as he could.

Even with those precautions, whenever his eyes met someone’s, he died of embarrassment a little more on the inside.

“Will you stop doing that?” his sister finally complained. “It’s distracting as fuck!”

“But—"

“But what?” She didn’t even let him speak. “So what if people who you don’t even know, people who you’ll never see again, people that can’t even tell that you’re a guy, see you?”

Lisandro opened his mouth, but once again he couldn’t come up with anything to reply against his sister’s argument.

What was worst was that she was right this time.

“You’re not wrong,” he mumbled, refusing to say that she was right to her.

“Yeah, I know that I’m right. Even though you’re going out of the way to avoid saying that. And we’re here,” she said, parking and turning off the engine. They had stopped before an old and big house. “C’mon. Arthur said that the door’s open.”

After they entered and locked the door, they headed to the backyard.

“Hey, little brother. It’s gonna be a bit awkward calling you Lisandro during practice, especially if you’re wearing that.”

“Yeah, so what?” he asked in a defiant voice.

“So I’m gonna have the guys call you Lisa,” she said with her shameless expression.

“What! No way. It’s bad enough that you embarrassed me in front of her. Now you want to shorten my name to the same as hers?”

“Yeah.”

But before he could reply, they entered the backyard.

“Hey, babe!” Arthur said the moment he saw siblings. He raced to kiss his girlfriend and then became all business. “This is a disaster! What are we gonna do?”

“Don’t worry, honey. I already found someone to replace her,” she said as they entered the huge shed on the backyard.

“Who?” both men asked at once.

“My little brother, Lisa,” she said, gesturing to the boy at her side.

“Your what?” Arthur asked, looking at the boy dressed in the modified ballet leotard.

“We don’t even know if he’s good!” the other member shouted, also turning to him.

“I never agree to that name!” Lisandro complained.

All three men spoke at the same time.

“One at a time,” she said above all the others.

The squad members exchanged looks.

“Your little brother? For real?” Arthur said, eyeing at the cross-dressing boy by his girlfriend’s side.

“Can he dance?” the other asked in a lower voice.

So you care more about my skill than the fact that I’m a guy, the cross-dressing boy thought, glancing at him. I’m gonna dance with him, right? Since my sister will dance with her boyfriend…

“Yes, my little brother. And he’s good. Better than good,” she answered her squad colleagues’ questions, pulling the boy closer by the neck.

“Why that name?” he asked, already knowing he wouldn’t like the answer.

“Because it’s not gonna hurt to make people think we’re a two guys two girls team,” she said. But he didn’t look convinced. “Me and the guys are gonna call you Lisa from now until the end of the competition. Just deal with it.”

Just kill me, the little brother thought, sighing.

Lisandro, or rather, Lisa, looked at his sister with his mouth hanging open. He had no strength left to argument against her.

And the cross-dressing boy wasn’t the only one.

All the other group members stared at the only woman with disbelief.

Then the three men exchanged looks.

Suddenly there was a sort of empathy among them.

Guess they’re used to my sister’s bossy way too, Lisa thought, trying to gain some comfort with the idea.

The only woman in the shed clapped her hands energetically.

“Instead of just saying how good my little brother is, let’s practice. Then you can check for yourself if Lisa’s a good replacement. As a dancer. Because, to be honest, he’s a lot cuter,” she said, pushing him to the center of the shed where there was a wooden floor made for dancing.

“Well, I can’t disagree with the last part,” the other member said, blushing as his eyes met Lisa’s. “It’s hard to believe that you’re a guy…”

The cross-dressing boy averted his gaze as his cheeks became a shade of pink. Dude, I’m a guy… Don’t say things like that to another guy… this outfit is embarrassing enough as it is without you saying that I look cuter than a girl…

Despite what he was thinking, he couldn’t help smile. No matter the situation, it was rare for someone to compliment him. I just wished it wasn’t while wearing this… and not by a guy…

“JJ, stop hitting on my little brother. I don’t mind if you wanna two fuck later, but now, let’s practice!” the only woman said, stretching up her legs. “Hey, babe, bring me some water, please. Ah! And some tap shoes with some heel for Lisa. He doesn’t have any.”

A few moments later, the dance squad member were all warmed up and ready to practice.

His sister had put on the same outfit as him.

Despite trying to not think about it, Lisa couldn’t help but compare.

It looks cuter on me, the cross-dressing boy thought, smiling in triumph in his head.

Then he shook his head. I shouldn’t be happy with that… especially because while dancing, it’s gonna look better on her because she has curves…

But Lisa didn’t have time to feel jealous of his sister. The modified ballet leotard was the least of his problem now.

He looked down at his feet that were a bit further than what he was used too.

How the hell am I supposed to dance with this?

The tap shoes with heels his sister forced him to put on were too high. He barely had any balance.

Just walking was hard enough. The cross-dressing boy couldn’t imagine himself dancing on top of those shoes.

Even so, I have to try, he thought, breathing deep.

Then Lisa took a tentative first step.

He tripped and almost met the floor with his face.

The only reason the cross-dressing boy didn’t was because his dance partner held him.

“T-thanks,” Lisa said, blushing a little as he looked in JJ’s eyes.

The other guy said nothing. He only smiled as he helped his partner to stand up.

Arthur and his sister were whispering something. After agreeing on something, she walked to her little brother.

Even without saying anything, he knew he would be more embarrassed at the end of the conversation.

“We have a problem, little brother,” she said in a serious voice.

He stared back at her for a while.

“Yeah, I can tell that for myself, thanks,” he said in a dry voice, showing one of his heels.

“Save the sarcasm for later, Lisa. And I’m not talking about the heels. I’m talking about that,” she said, pointing at his lower members.

He looked to where she was pointing, not understanding. “My legs…?” he asked hesitantly. I don’t like the sound of this…

“Yes. More specifically, those hairy legs,” she said, emphasizing the word.

Lisa could see where she was going with that conversation. And he definitely didn’t like it.

Even so, the cross-dressing boy sighed and lowered his head, completely resigned to his fate.

She flashed a huge smile when she realized he had already caught on and wouldn’t have to convince him to shave his legs.

“Good, little brother. It’s nice to see that you’re learning quick,” she said in her condescending voice. Then she turned to her boyfriend. “Get me the hot water.”

Without wasting a second, she grabbed his wrist and dragged Lisa to her boyfriend’s parents’ bathroom.

“We shouldn’t be here…”

It definitely feels like we’re doing something wrong… using someone else’s bathroom…

“Don’t worry. It was Arthur who told me to come here,” she said, dismissing his complains.

Lisa was forced to use the closed toilet lid as a seat as his sister went to the search something on the cabinet above the sink.

“Aha! Here it is!” she shouted in triumph, her smile matching. She waved a box with a green label with a completely hairless female leg on the middle. “Look, little brother. A natural product that will remove all the unwanted hair from anywhere you want in just ten minutes—”

“It’s not unwanted to me,” Lisa muttered under his breath, knowing it wouldn’t make any difference.

“Without leaving marks or anything else other than a smooth and beautiful skin,” she went on as if not interrupted.

“Great… just what I always wanted,” he said in a listless voice.

“Here’s the hot water,” Arthur said, coming into the bathroom without knocking, holding a steaming pot by the plastic handle.

“Thanks, babe.”

The woman opened the case, took the cream and dumped a little in the hot water. As the product dissolved, she moved her wrist carefully, making sure everything mixed.

In a few seconds, the water was a pale pink color and a little pasty. Smiling, she picked up the brush inside the box that came with the product.

“It’s gonna be a little hot, little brother,” she said, staring at the pot.

Almost like a painter getting ready to create art on a canvas, she dipped the brush on the pink paste and then spread on Lisa’s legs.

The cross-dressing boy bit his lips.

“Hot my ass! It’s burning!” he complained but didn’t pull his legs away.

“Beauty has its price, little brother. Please, bear with it,” she said, dipping the brush and spreading once again.

The process lasted less than two minutes. But it felt much longer for Lisa.

“Now we only need to wait for the gooey paste to dry. When it’s hard, we’ll wash in warm water and all the hair will go bye-bye,” his sister said, smiling as if she had done something amazing. She set the alarm on her phone. “Just hold still for about five minutes, okay.”

“You’re asking the impossible… Did you really have to put the paste everywhere…?” Lisa half asked, half complained, barely able to move his body.

His sister hadn’t covered only his legs with the depilatory product; she also had put the pink paste on his thighs, arms, armpits, the exposed parts of his belly and back, the nape of his neck, and the area around his crotch, even though the outfit had a skirt to hide.

His face was spared because he had no facial hair, something his sister kept reminding him. She also said she was glad for that because they were able to save some of the product.

“I look like a pink monster,” he said, getting tired from the effort of holding his arms still for so long.

“That would be a cute monster,” she said, smiling as she dumped the leftover pink paste on the sink.

Lisa opened his mouth, but instead of a comeback, he let out a heavy sigh.

At this point, I’m too tired to say anything…

This day couldn’t get any worse… and all I had planned was to go to class and then spend the rest of Carnival sleeping… five whole days when I wouldn’t have to wake up early, the cross-dressing boy thought, trying to remember the last time he could sleep in late.

But now that feels like a distant dream… as if it belonged to someone else… someone who didn’t have to cross-dress or shave pretty much his entire body.

“Okay, it’s time,” his sister said when her phone rang.

She put the cleaned pot under the shower. After it was brimming with warm water, she carefully dumped the content over all the parts covered with the now hardened pink paste.

The crust 0n his legs began to soften and dissolve. When Lisa cleaned it with a towel, he couldn’t hide his surprise.

“It really works,” he said, touching his smooth calves.

It feels so weird, the cross-dressing boy thought, running a finger on his legs. It’s kinda ticklish…

“Of course it works. It’s expensive as hell,” his sister said, dumping the water on the rest of the paste. She helped her brother cleaned up. “Okay, now you’re ready to help us win this competition!”

“Yay,” Lisa celebrated in a listless voice.

Ignoring his lack of enthusiasm, his sister dragged him back to the shed in the backyard.

The new squad formation was ready to begin practicing together for the first time.

“Alright, guys,” the only woman said, looking at each one of them in the eyes. “Let’s do this shit!”

***

“What the hell was I thinking? How could I let you talk me into this?” Lisa asked his sister as he paced up and down the backstage.

Ever since they had arrived, the cross-dressing boy didn’t stop; he was too nervous to stay still. He wanted to warm up, but then he remembered they had already done that. Twice.

“Calm down, little brother. Everything’s gonna be fine. We practice a lot. We got this,” his sister said, checking her phone for the hundredth time.

Unlike her words, however, she was just as nervous as the cross-dressing boy; she no longer had any nails left to bite. And her constant tapping on the floor with the heels was annoying him.

Arthur flashed a nervous smile and kissed his girlfriend to take his mind off the competition.

Out of reflex, Lisa looked away. But it was a mistake.

The cross-dressing boy ended up looking at JJ.

His dance partner was also looking at him.

When their eyes met, they both averted their gazes at the same time, their faces red.

Shit… why does it feel so awkward around him…? My stupid sister had to keep making that joke about us having sex later… I’m not gay… and it’s not like there’s any sexual tension between us to make him this nervous… we’re both guys…

That what he told himself. But there was a sexual tension between the partners, whether he admitted or not.

The dance routine the group had set up required the couples to dance too close to each other almost the entire time.

Despite how close their bodies were, to the point where Lisa could feel the warmth from that sweaty bare chest, the partners managed to overcome that fact. Mainly because it was two guys performing the dance, however sensual it might be.

Everything was fine… until that happened, the cross-dressing boy thought, trying and failing to suppress the memory.

As the practice went on, and their bodies became sweatier and hotter, something else began to appear; their dicks.

When Lisa realized the bulge he was sensing rubbing against his butt almost the entire time was JJ’s penis, he wanted to stop dancing right away.

But his body, instead of grossed out, reacted in a different way; his own member began to harden.

When the dance ended, both men had awkward expressions and avoided looking at each other. There was a silent agreement that neither of them would mention they had gotten a boner because of the other.

“What the hell? You two still with that gay sexual tension?” his sister’s voice brought Lisa’s mind back to the backstage of the dance competition.

JJ and Lisa exchanged glances, became red and turned to the woman.

“No!” they denied at the same time.

That only made his sister’s annoyed expression grow.

“That’s it! We can’t have that.” She checked her phone. “There’s still some time until our turn. You two go to the bathroom right now and make out or something to get over this… whatever this thing between you two is. Go fuck, if it that’s what it takes. I don’t care!”

Lisa opened his mouth to protest, but under his sister’s glare, he shut up.

The cross-dressing boy looked at his partner, who looked back at him.

They both understood it was best to get far from her at the time and walked away without saying anything.

When they entered the men’s bathroom, the awkward silence between then only grew.

Lisa looked everywhere but his partner. Damn it… she had to say those things again…

He couldn’t stand still and went to the sink. Then he splashed some cold water on his face.

Damn it! My makeup! He had forgotten he had spent over twenty minutes while his sister did his makeup. But as he looked himself in the mirror, the cross-dressing boy sighed in relief; his cute face was alright.

Glad this makeup is waterproof, he thought. Sis would bite my head off if she had to put it on me again…

Lisa kept looking at his reflection.

I hate to admit, but despite all the hassle, it was kinda fun putting makeup. Especially the lipstick… I always liked seeing on TV when the women put lipstick and then placed a finger on the lips with an alluring smile… it looks so sexy…

With a mischievous smile, Lisa did the same as he remembered.

His heart thumped louder, as if he was doing something he shouldn’t. Something naughty.

Then Lisa remembered he wasn’t alone in the bathroom.

His eyes looked at his partner through the mirror.

JJ was looking at the cross-dressing boy the entire time.

They both got red, but neither men averted their gaze.

The silence in the bathroom changed a little. It was still awkward, but now it also had the same tension as during the practice.

This isn’t sex tension… right…? I mean, we’re both straight… and no matter how cute and sexy I look right now, I doubt there’s any straight guy would be interested in a cross-dressing boy… right…?

“This is… a little awkward,” Lisa said, taking his hands off his lips.

“I guess…” JJ flashed a nervous smile as he chuckled. “If your sister hadn’t said anything, things wouldn’t be like this…”

“Yeah… she keeps talking about a s-sexual tension between us… she likes to say whatever is in her mind…”

“But she was right… whether we want to admit or not, that happened…” JJ averted his gaze.

I thought we’d agreed we wouldn’t talk about our boners, Lisa thought, trying not to remember the sensation of the dick rubbing against his butt.

JJ messed his hair and sighed in frustration.

“I don’t know why I got that boner…I mean, you’re really cute. But still a guy… I never imagined there would be someone with your sister’s face, but not be that… bossy… and actually fun and gentle…”

“Yeah… I don’t know if I’m happy to hear that,” Lisa said laughing for real. But at the same time, he tried to steer the conversation away from that topic.

There’s no way I can explain why I got a boner… even I don’t know the reason… and I’d rather not think about it…

“If you say that, then doesn’t that mean that you have some unresolved feelings for my sister?” the cross-dressing boy suggested.

“No!” JJ’s denial was so strong it surprised Lisa. The tall and shirtless guy crossed the room and grabbed Lisa’s hands. “No matter how much you look like your sister, you are you. You’re Lisa, a cute guy who’s helping us.”

The cross-dressing boy’s face became an alarming shade of red.

He had an urge to avert his gaze and stop looking into JJ’s eyes. But he couldn’t.

His eyes are beautiful, the boy in the girl’s leotard thought, feeling his heart thump louder.

Wait. Why is this happening? Why am I feeling this? I’m not gay… Just because I’m dressed like a girl, doesn’t mean I should have this kind of reaction because of a guy!

Even if this boy in particular is cute… and hot… and gentle… and even if he’s the first person I’ve met who knows my sister and doesn’t treat me like I’m only her little brother and nothing else…

JJ is one of the few people who’s truly looking at me…

With his mind hazing under those deep eyes, Lisa kissed the guy before him.

JJ didn’t react.

At first.

The next second, he was kissing Lisa back.

When the cross-dressing boy came to himself, he widened his eyes.

He parted their lips and looked at JJ.

“What was that…?” The taller guy had a dreamy look on his face.

That expression made Lisa’s heart pound faster.

“I have no idea,” the cross-dressing boy said. Then he was kissing his partner again.

This kiss was longer. And yet when they stopped, Lisa felt it was too short.

JJ smiled and chuckled.

“What? Was I…bad…?” Lisa asked in a timid voice, feeling a pang in his heart. No way… that’s too embarrassing…

“No! You’re terrific!” JJ hurried to say. Then he flashed an awkward smile as he scratched the back of his head. “It’s just that… I met your sister, like a year ago… and yet it looks like I can’t disobey her… even when she tells me to go make out with her little brother…”

Lisa let out a tired laugh.

“Trying living with her your entire life. Whenever she wanted something, it didn’t matter what I wanted…”

JJ chuckled again. “Guess I have it easy then,” he said, flashing a grin as he placed a lock of Lisa’s hair behind the delicate boy’s ear.

That grin and the way JJ looked at him made the cross-dressing boy’s heart thump louder again.

Damn it… this is only happening because of the way I’m dressed… I’m sure… It’s not like I’m into guys or anything, he said to himself as he pulled JJ down for another kiss.

As they made out, wrapped into each other’s arms, Lisa noticed something rubbing against him.

His partner’s shorts were tight.

He stopped their kiss and looked at the bulge.

JJ looked down and showed an embarrassed smile.

“It’s not my fault,” he said, looking as if it were the cross-dressing boy’s fault.

“You can’t dance with that,” Lisa said in a strange voice, a little proud that he was the cause of that bulge.

“And you can’t either,” JJ said, lifting the skirt of the cross-dressing boy’s modified ballet leotard.

Lisa had a growing bulge down there as well.

He blushed and averted his eyes with a grin on his lips.

They grew quiet for a moment.

“Let’s… take care of both our situation,” JJ said and then went to the stall, holding the door open for his partner.

The cross-dressing boy looked at him. Then he turned to the stall.

He hesitated for a moment but then went inside.

Lisa faced the toilet while JJ stood behind him, so close he could feel his partner’s bulge against his butt.

It’s cramped, the boy in the girl’s leotard thought, blushing.

I’ve never thought I’d be inside a stall with someone… let alone another guy… and about to do this…

He wasn’t the only one nervous.

Despite his confident expression, JJ was just as red as the cross-dressing boy.

Even so, that didn’t stop him from lifting the skirt. With some effort, he pulled the tight leotard to the side, freeing Lisa’s hard penis.

The manhood stood up, the complete opposite of his girly appearance.

“What do you plan to do with me?” Lisa asked in a low voice, glad he didn’t have to face the other guy. If I have to look him in the face, I might die of embarrassment…

“This,” JJ said, touching the dick.

His hand’s colder than I’d imagine, the cross-dressing boy thought, not sure if he liked it or not.

Even so, Lisa said nothing. Nor he did anything as the other man began stroking his erect member.

I don’t know if it’s my dick, but his hand looks a little bigger than usual…

Without exchanging any words, JJ rubbed Lisa’s dick until it was throbbing.

This feels so good… I never thought having another guy touching my dick would feel this good…

As the hand went up and down the shaft, Lisa felt something else.

Pressing against his butt, was a now familiar sensation.

His boner is too big… JJ is enjoying masturbating me…

For some reason, the thought only made him harder.

But it compared nothing to when JJ slipped a finger inside the cross-dressing boy’s butt.

What…?

The finger moved around, reaching deep inside him.

How can this feel so good?

Getting stroked in the front and massaged in the back was too much stimulus for him.

Lisa came, feeling some regret for resisting a man’s touch for so little.

He was sweating a little as his seed fell on the open toilet and sunk in the clear water.

The cross-dressing boy turned around to face the guy that had just pleasured him. He looked down at his partner’s boner.

“Now it’s my turn… right…?” Lisa said, unsure how he felt about stroking another man’s dick.

But his voice was too eager now that his turn had come.

JJ nodded and pulled down his skimpy outfit.

Oh my…

As the member pointed at him, Lisa stared at it in silence.

The dick was much bigger than his own.

The cross-dressing boy gulped and reached a hand, wrapping his fingers around it.

But there was a problem; he couldn’t grab the dick.

Stupid nails…

His sister had insisted on putting long fake nails on the little brother.

Thanks to that, he was having some trouble closing his hands without risking breaking the nails.

“Ouch!” JJ winced when Lisa accidentally dug the nails on the dick.

“Sorry… I can’t have a good grip with these stupid nails,” he said in a dejected voice.

“Then…” JJ’s cheeks got redder as a trickle of sweat came down his neck. “How about if you use something else?”

“Like what?” Lisa asked, looking at his partner innocently.

JJ gulped and stroke the cross-dressing boy’s bottom lip with a thumb.

It took a while, but Lisa figured out.

“You want me to use my mouth?” he asked, his voice more excited than he wished.

With wide eyes, JJ nodded without saying a word.

Giving a BJ to another guy… I’d have never considered sucking a dick if not for these clothes…

But he made me cum… I can’t be selfish here… we both need to feel good… right? That’s only fair…

Lisa looked at that finger on his lips.

The finger from the same hand that had made him cum.

A finger that still had some of his semen left.

The cross-dressing boy’s mind hazed with that smell.

Before he knew what he was doing, he sucked that finger, drinking his own semen.

His head went blank.

The next second, Lisa closed the toilet lid and sat. Then he placed his hands on JJ’s hips and brought the man’s crotch closer.

The dick was right in front of his eyes. When it was within his mouth’s reach, Lisa put it in.

Hope I can do this right…

The cross-dressing boy moved his mouth up and down the member. It’s so big… it’s almost reaching the back of my head…

But that didn’t matter to him.

In fact, it made him want to work harder on pleasing his partner.

But I need to be careful. I might choke if I don’t breathe through my nose all the time…

Without any experience giving or receiving a blow job, Lisa tried to do anything that he might like.

As the dick went in and out of his mouth, the tried to lick everywhere his tongue could reach and also play with the balls.

It’s working… I guess… I mean, look at how harder it got, the cross-dressing boy thought happily.

Despite having a dick in his mouth, something Lisa never even imagined it could happen, he couldn’t help but feel proud.

Let’s see if he likes this.

The cross-dressing boy took the dick out of his mouth and held it as best as he could with his hands.

Then he planted a kiss on the tip and began licking it.

JJ quivered and closed his eyes as his face got redder.

Ha! He likes it!

Guess I have a talent for sucking dicks, the cross-dressing boy thought, feeling prouder.

When he tasted the pre-cum, he began sucking hard.

It’s like I’m drinking from a juice box.

“I’m gonna cum…” JJ managed to say in a low voice that was clearly holding back.

His partner was about to take a step back, but Lisa didn’t let him, grabbing the man by the dick

When the seed came out, the cross-dressing boy drank it all without hesitating.

It tastes… weird… but it’s not bad, Lisa thought. Actually, the taste and the smell are making me hard again…

A horny smile crossed his face.

Despite the goofy smile on JJ’s face, he noticed the cross-dressing boy’s second boner.

He looked at it with surprise. Then he looked back at Lisa.

He doesn’t know what to do, the boy in the girl’s leotard realized.

Then an idea crossed his mind.

Lisa cleaned the cum that got on his cheek and from the limp dick before him with his fingers. Then he turned around, raised his butt and put the fingers in his ass without hesitating.

Lisa massaged his own ass.

Even without seeing his partner’s face, the cross-dressing boy imagined JJ looking at the scene.

The thought made embarrassed, but even harder again.

I’m such a pervert boy, Lisa thought. But he didn’t dislike the idea.

While massaging his own ass gave Lisa a boner, being watched felt more thrilling than that.

When he glanced back, he knew he wasn’t the only one.

As JJ watched, his dick got harder and harder.

Lisa couldn’t wait anymore. He wanted a dick inside his ass.

“What will you do?” the cross-dressing boy asked his partner, spreading his fingers apart to expose his boy hole.

JJ gulped.

He looked between the ass before him, his hard penis and the lewd cross-dressing boy’s face.

Then, without saying a word, he took a step closer.

Lisa couldn’t stop smiling as he pulled his hand back.

He turned around and faced the wall of the cramped stall.

The cross-dressing boy had no idea what JJ was doing. He could only imagine.

The waiting made him anxious.

He was scared. Not once he had considered this happening. But even so, his heart was pounding too much.

The thrilled of the dick thrashing him was bigger than the fear.

Fuck me… fuck me… put that huge dick in my ass!

Lisa heard JJ taking deep breaths.

Then the dance partner placed his hands on the cross-dressing boy’s hip brought it closer to his dick.

I can feel the tip of his penis… his penis that’s about to go inside my ass, Lisa thought, widening his eyes.

And then it happened.

JJ inserted his dick in the tight ass.

Lisa winced as the member pushed the muscles apart and went deeper inside him.

Then JJ pulled the dick back. And then in. And then back.

Again and again.

It hurts… but… but… it’s making even harder, Lisa thought, his face an alarming shade of red.

Soon his voice was leaking in the form of a moan.

“Ah…! Ah…!”

For some reason, that felt more embarrassing than everything they had done so far for the cross-dressing boy.

He covered his mouth with a hand.

That’s the opposite of being manly, Lisa thought, knowing it was stupid. I’m thinking about being a man with a guy fucking my ass…

The idea made him laugh. But instead of a laugh, another moan came out.

Damn it… did he hear me…?

But he didn’t need to fear that.

JJ was too engrossed by the anal sex to notice much.

A second later, the dancer lost his mind.

As he thrust his hips, his eyes lost focus.

He turned into a beast.

A beast that wanted pleasure.

And he knew where to find it; in the cross-dressing boy’s tight cute ass.

JJ thrust harder and harder.

Lisa’s whole body was going back and forth with each thrust.

But that only added to his pleasure.

Holy shit…

The cross-dressing boy was losing his mind too.

It was as if the dick made all the pleasure nerves on his body to work.

With each thrust, he stopped thinking about other things.

About his sister. About cross-dressing. About the competition. About having sex with a guy.

He could only think about the dick ravishing his ass.

Faster! Harder!

Lisa wanted to become a mess. He wanted JJ to fuck him so hard he would bang his head against the wall.

As he smiled without realizing, drool began to drip from his mouth. But he didn’t care.

All he wanted was to be fucked as hard as the other guy could.

“I’m cumming,” JJ’s voice came from somewhere far.

“Do it inside!” the cross-dressing boy ordered.

And the man fucking him obeyed.

Lisa felt the semen filling his ass.

That was too much pleasure, and the girlish boy came too.

Both men stopped moving at the same time.

They both panted and sweated too much.

When JJ pulled his dick, the semen leaked out from Lisa’s ass.

Before it could get on the leotard, the dance partner used the toilet paper to clean.

“Thanks…” Lisa managed to say through his hazed mind.

There was a moment of silence.

Lisa turned around and smiled at the guy who had just fucked him and taken his ass virginity.

JJ began to harden again.

Lisa’s smile turned into a greedy one.

“There’s still some time left until our turn,” the cross-dressing boy said in a suggestive voice

At the same time, he turned around and got in the same position.

He closed his eyes and waited.

Without a word, JJ touched him again.

And then Lisa felt the dick in his ass again.

He smiled, thanking his sister for asking him to wear girl’s clothes.


Carnival is more than just fun

Like most Brazilians, Junior loved carnival.

It wasn’t because he liked the wild streets parties that happened throughout the country.

Nor because he liked the general fun and festive mood everywhere.

It wasn’t because he liked large, smelly, sweaty, and drunk crowds either.

It was for a simple reason.

During those five days of carnival, men and boys could cross-dress without attracting any weird looks.

In an entire year, only during those five days, that was possible

Many men that usually laughed at people like Junior did that. Just because it was silly and fun and the carnival was the time for that.

But to Junior, it was different.

To him, cross-dressing was more than just fun.

During those five days, Junior would become Ju.

Ever since he was a little boy, he liked pretty things. And pretty clothes.

Boys clothes seemed plain to him.

But whenever he talked about dressing as a girl, people said he couldn’t.

That it was weird. That it was wrong.

That boys shouldn’t wear skirts.

That boys, that Junior, shouldn’t dress as girls, no matter how cute and girly he was.

And so Junior kept his desires hidden.

He was only free to dress as he liked once a year.

During carnival. From Saturday to Wednesday, Junior could dress as he wanted freely.

He could wear a skirt and high heels. He could put on makeup and nail polish. He could shave his armpits and legs.

And if the girlish boy felt daring enough, he would even put on a cute panty and a bra.

And no one would call him a freak or a fag or anything.

Because it was allowed during those days.

But he didn’t cross-dress because he wanted to be a girl.

It was simply because he liked dressing as one.

And so Junior waited for those five days anxiously, when he could dress as Ju.

Just like most Brazilians, though he had a different reason.

That is why when his friends delivered the news, the cross-dressing boy was too dejected.

“What? We’re not going anymore? But why?” Junior asked, looking between his friends. “We had everything planned out!”

“I know, Junior. And we’re sorry,” Marco said, not sounding apologetic at all. “But c’mon, man. We got that house on the beach two days earlier for free! A house on the beach for the entire carnival! We’re gonna get so laid.”

“It was so lucky I call the owner with a few questions. He was so busy he didn’t even remember to offer the house to us earlier,” Ariel said, smiling

“Lucky? That’s like finding gold. The entire carnival on the beach.” Marco pressed his lips to hide his excitement. “That’s like a magnet for chicks! Ariel, you did great!”

He, like the other two of his friends, was too happy.

The only one who didn’t share the same feeling was Junior.

There’s no way I can cross-dress there… In the city is one thing but on the beach… I could put on a bikini but people would find it a bit weird without a big party and all…

And I don’t wanna go out dressed as a girl alone today… That’s why I had planned to go with them today… everyone was gonna cross-dress and I would be among friends…

“Hey, Junior, c’mon. I know it’s changing the plans suddenly, but it’s a great deal for all of us. So why don’t you look happy?” Jean asked when he noticed the delicate boy was the only one who didn’t share their happiness.

“I can’t go,” the delicate boy said in a low voice, looking at the floor. “I promised my parents I’d stay home and take care of my sister during the carnival, so I can’t go to the beach…”

Apart from Marco, the others changed their expression.

“Oh, man. I had no idea,” Jean said, dropping his shoulders. “That sucks, dude. Things won’t be the same without you.”

“Yeah. Are you sure you can’t go?” Ariel asked. “Not even for a day?”

“Don’t worry, guys. It’s okay,” Junior said, forcing a smile. “I know that the beach’s a much more interesting plan than just going down the ladders of Olinda.”

The others realized he was forcing himself but since they didn’t know what else to say, they gave up.

“Okay, man. It’s too bad,” Marco said. After a moment of silence, the tallest of them stood up. “Well then. We came here to tell you that. Guess we should leave now… Call us if you change your mind.”

Marco was the first to leave. Then Ariel followed him after saying goodbye to Junior.

Jean was the last one. He kept glancing at the delicate boy, opening and closing his mouth. But, in the end, he only said goodbye and nothing else before closing the door of Junior’s apartment.

After his friends walked into the elevator, Junior closed the door. He let out a heavy sighed as he sunk on the couch, burying his face on the cushion.

Damn it… I had such a cute outfit all planned out for today… and I was gonna make my outside heels debut… all that sneaking around to practice without my parents finding out wasted now… I really liked being taller… I wished I could use heals everyday… even if it hurts my feet…

With his dejection growing, the delicate boy dragged himself to his bedroom.

Even though he knew he was alone in the apartment, he looked around before opening, his closet. Then his hands moved to the lowest drawer.

Junior shifted the clothes around until he found a slim bag all the way on the back. Inside, he took the outfit he was looking for.

A cute multicolored short and skimpy top with a matching frilly mini-skirt.

I’d look so good, the delicate boy thought, staring at the somewhat slutty clothes he had picked out. Even though it’d be obvious that I was a guy, I’d still look so cute… with the makeup and the high heels, I bet all the guys would fall for me… even though I’m not interested in guys, it’s kinda fun to imagine that… like a kinky and forbidden fun…

The delicate boy stared at the clothes for a long time. Then an idea crossed his mind.

Pressing his lips, Junior checked his apartment again. Mom and dad and my sister won’t be back for hours…

With his heart thumping loud, and a smile of someone doing something a little naughty, Junior undressed his plain jeans and shirt. Then he took a deep breath and put on the clothes he had chosen to go out with his friends.

With only that, Junior became Ju.

Just putting on the clothes made him feel happy. If boys could dress like girls whenever they wanted, the world would be a better and happier place, the delicate boy was sure.

Ju was so happy he wanted to race and show how cute he looked to the world. Wah… my heart’s beating so fast it feels like it’s gonna explode, he thought. But even so, he loved the exhilarating feeling.

He left his room and stood before the bathroom. Ju took a deep breath and closed his eyes before opening the door. With hesitating steps, he walked and stopped until he was more or less before the mirror in his mind.

Then he opened his eyes hesitatingly.

The cross-dressing boy looked at himself in the mirror.

At first, he had no reaction. Then he smiled. And that smile only grew. And no matter how much he tried, it didn’t go away.

Just as I thought! This outfit looks look great on me. A little slutty, but that’s okay, Ju thought, twirling around to feel the skirt trailing after him.

As the cross-dressing boy looked at his reflection in the eyes, he couldn’t help but feel more and more daring.

Ju raced back to his bedroom and searched the drawer again.

Hidden inside the socks he didn’t use, there was a cute lace panty.

Pressing his lips to hide his smile, Ju took off his briefs and put on the black underwear.

I can’t believe I actually put this on! I almost died of embarrassment when I ordered online… It feels like I’m wearing a really sexy lingerie!

Even if there was no problem for a guy to cross-dress during carnival, the cross-dressing boy doubted people would still find it normal if he went so far. I think some people do go this far, but not most…

But Junior, or rather, Ju shook his head. I don’t care. Not today. Today, I’ll dress the way I want. No matter how slutty it is, I’m gonna keep this as long as I can. Even if it’s just inside my house.

As he smiled, something else crossed his mind. The outfit alone is great, but it’s incomplete…

Pressing his lips to hide his naughty smile, Ju went to his parents’ bathroom.

With his heart thumping louder than before, the cross-dressing boy opened his mom’s makeup kit.

I always wanted to put this lipstick, Ju thought, pulling the vivid-red colored lipstick.

With great care, he covered his bottom lip in red and then pressed his lips together.

When his entire lips were of the same color, he couldn’t stop himself from smiling.

But that wasn’t enough. The cross-dressing boy wanted to make himself the cutest he could.

Though he had never put on any makeup, Ju knew a lot about it. And most important, he knew how. Thanks to all those hours watching those makeup youtubers.

Taking more time than it should, since he didn’t want to leave any traces for his mother to find out, the cross-dressing boy made himself the cutest than he had ever looked.

When he was done, he closed his eyes. Then, with a deep breath, he opened them and saw himself fully cross-dress for the first time in his life.

Is that me…?

Even himself couldn’t help but be surprised by the face he saw staring back at him in the mirror.

Of course, I knew what I was doing, but seeing the end result is so different… No matter how I see, I look so cute… cuter than most girls I know, the cross-dressing boy couldn’t help but think as his red-colored lips curled. It’s a shame I can’t show this to the world… they don’t know what they’re missing…

Then, suddenly, his smile turned sly. What would the guys say if they saw me looking like this? Would they get… aroused…? Aroused by me in a skirt…?

The idea made his heart beating faster. But then he shook his head.

Leaving that to his imagination, Ju organized the makeup kit and put everything back in the and in the same way he found.

Then, to put on the finishing touch, he went through his old shoes and found the box with the high heels.

After he secured the fastening, Ju stood up. I know it’s silly, but everything feels a bit different at his height, the cross-dressing boy thought, smiling.

Ju took his first hesitating step. Even though he had trained, he almost tripped but managed to keep standing thanks to his desk. But as he walked, he got used to it. Soon the cross-dressing boy felt confident enough.

He went to the living room, where there was more space.

Even from his apartment, Ju could hear the music coming from every direction.

He closed his eyes and listen closely, trying to pick up the rhythm he wanted.

When he found the frevo, the cross-dressing boy smiled. The next moment, he began dancing on his own.

I suck so much… if anyone should be forbidden from dancing, that should be me, he thought, after he messed up many steps in a row. But instead of sad, Ju laughed.

Guess you can’t learn how to dance through youtubers alone.

And it’s kinda a relief I’m not embarrassing myself in public with this.

But despite all that, Ju continued to dance, having too much fun on his own.

I’m free to be as cute as I want while wearing this!

The cross-dressing boy had no idea how much time had passed.

All Ju knew was that he was sweating and panting.

Even so, there was a huge smile on his face.

But when the doorbell rang, it vanished from his red lips.

He stared at the door for a long time. The bell rang again.

Who could it be? Did the neighbors complain about my dancing? Was I being that loud?

Ju began walking to the door but stopped halfway.

I can’t open the door! Not like this, the cross-dressing boy thought, looking down at his clothes.

The doorbell rang for the third time.

Ju pressed his lips. What should I do…?

Then an idea crossed his mind.

I’ll just say I was getting ready to leave. And this is my costume. Yeah! That’ll work. This is my costume. And it’s true.

Taking many deep breaths to make his breathing, and his heart go back to normal, Ju opened the door.

“Was I being loud? Sorry for that—"

The cross-dressing boy felt like he had been punched in the gut.

Instead of the neighbor or the doorman, he found himself facing Jean, his friend that should have left to the beach earlier.

Jean opened his mouth, but no sound came out as he checked Ju from head to toe.

“H-hey,” he said after a while.

“H-hey, Jean,” the cross-dressing boy managed to respond in a low voice.

Ju’s face became an alarming shade of red. Almost as red as his lipstick.

Why is he here? Why did he come back? I did want to go with him and the guys dressed like this, but there’s no reasonable explanation for me to be in my ‘costume’ in my house after saying that I wouldn’t go out anymore!

The uncomfortable silence stretched.

I can’t take this anymore.

“H-hey, Jean… S-shouldn’t you and the guys be getting at the beach by now…?” Ju asked to take the attention away from him.

“Yeah…” The guy pressed his lips, his expression indecipherable. “I decided to join the guys tomorrow,” Jean said, his voice the same as usual.

“W-why?” Why did you have to come back and find out about me?

Jean sighed and then smiled.

“Because I got the feeling you really wanted to go to Olinda today,” he said, gesturing to Ju’s clothes. “And I’m guessing I was right.”

Ju widened his eyes and tried to cover himself with his arms with no success.

“No, this is… It’s not what you think… I mean…” Ju looked down as his eyes watered.

There was another moment of silence and then Jean placed a hand on the cross-dressing boy’s chin.

“You look cute in those clothes,” Jean said, smiling as he made Ju look him in the eyes.

“C-cute? You think I look cute?”

Those words made Ju’s heart thump so loud he was afraid his friend would hear. There was a smile forcing itself on his lips again.

“Yeah. Too cute. And it’d be a shame to keep something so cute confined in this apartment.” Jean offered his hand. “Come. Let’s enjoy today, Junior. Wait. That doesn’t sound right… ah, I know” When you’re dressed like this, I’ll call you Ju.”

The cross-dressing boy beamed as he took his friend’s hand, feeling the warmth from those fingers.

***

“It was the best day ever!” Ju said when they got back to his apartment. “I never thought I’d be dancing that much today!”

His body was glistening with sweat. Confetti covered most of his hair and shoulders. His feet were in pain.

And yet, what caught Jean’s attention the most was the cross-dressing boy’s huge smile.

“I’m glad you had fun,” he said, and couldn’t help but smile too.

“Thanks for everything, Jean,” Ju said, jumping to hug his friend as tight as he could.

“Don’t mention,” the friend said.

In the heat of the moment, Ju kissed him on the cheek. When he realized what he had done, the boy in the skirt blushed.

“Ops… guess I’m still in a girlish mood thanks to these clothes, hehe. My bad,” he said with an apologetic smile. The next moment, Ju loosened his arms and meant to pull away, but Jean didn’t let him.

“Don’t be sorry.”

They looked into each other’s eyes. It lasted a second, but it felt as if the time had stopped.

The taller boy’s gaze moved down a bit more. He stared at Ju’s red-colored lips with great intensity. With a thumb, he touched the bottom lip and opened lightly.

Before the cross-dressing boy could do anything, Jean leaned down.

No way… is he gonna kiss me? No way! We’re both boys! Just because I’m dressed as a girl, it doesn’t change that.

But Jean didn’t seem to think that as he touched the cross-dressing boy’s lips with his own.

Oh my god, oh my god! We’re kissing! I’m kissing a boy!

Ju widened his eyes, his mind having too much trouble to process what was happening.

But then, before he knew what he was doing, the girlish boy was kissing his friend back.

Ju had no idea how long their kiss lasted. All he knew it was the best and most thrilling kiss he ever had.

When they parted their lips, they looked into each other’s eyes again.

“I… I… that was… wow…” Ju tried to say something, anything. But his mind was too full of bliss to work properly.

“I know. Me too,” Jean said, and they both laughed at the same time.

When they stopped, the taller one kissed the cross-dressing boy again.

As their kiss rose in passion and became more and more intense, Jean led Ju to the bedroom.

When the cross-dressing boy realized that, he widened his eyes. For real? But even so, he didn’t stop the kiss. It was too good to stop.

Ju never thought about having sex with another guy. He never felt any attraction. Not even when he cross-dressed.

He only wanted to dress like a girl once in a while. Even though men have hit on him while cross-dressing, he never felt any attraction.

The most he went was to fantasize men attracted to his girlish side. But never went further than that. He wasn’t even curious about what would happen if he decided to cross that line.

But the one giving me the best kiss in my life isn’t any guy. It’s Jean. My best friend. My best friend who gave me the best day ever, Ju thought.

Even if he had never felt any attraction towards men, Ju felt his body reacting to the wonderful kiss.

He could feel his entire body craving more.

The excitement of kissing someone while cross-dressing overtook him.

Despite never having any feelings for any guy, the alluring homosexuality was irresistible to Ju now.

Jean pushed Ju gently on the bed. He stripped the cross-dressing boy of his top and then kissed the bare and sweaty shoulders.

That kiss sent a jolt of excitement through Ju’s body. Before he knew it, he was kissing his best friend on the neck. With his lips, he wanted to give the same pleasure to Jean.

Jean moved his lips down Ju’s shoulder to the belly.

His mouth sucked one of those exposed nipples.

The reaction was instantaneous. Ju’s laced panty got tighter. And wet.

Jean noticed that. In the next instant, he stripped the cross-dressing boy of his skirt and panty.

Ju blushed and averted his eyes as he brought his legs together, trying to hide his hardening manhood.

Jean stopped to look at the cross-dressing boy with a puzzled expression.

“Why are you hiding it?”

Ju blushed even more and closed his eyes.

“Because I don’t want you rejecting me for being a boy,” he said in a barely audible whisper.

There was a moment of silence.

Then, hesitating, Ju opened his eyes.

Before him, Jean was smiling.

Without a word, the taller boy put the cross-dressing boy’s dick in his mouth without a hint of hesitation.

Ju widened his eyes, getting even redder and harder. Then his surprised smile became wider.

But he had no time to say anything.

As Jean began sucking and licking his dick, the cross-dressing boy felt the moan coming.

“Ah…!” He pressed his lips and covered his mouth, but it was too late.

With a huge satisfied smile, Jean stopped the oral sex and pulled a little bottle from the pocket of his jeans.

“How about if we go further?” he asked, shaking the vile.

“What’s that?” Ju asked, though what he really wanted to ask was why did Jean stop.

“For our pleasure,” he said, opening the cap and pouring the liquid in one hand.

With the clean hand, Jean put the hard and throbbing dick back in his mouth.

With the other, he put a finger inside the cross-dressing boy’s butt.

The double stimulus was too much for Ju.

The cross-dressing boy bit down his lips and closed his eyes, trying to keep his moans to himself. It’s too embarrassing to moan in front of him, he managed to think, blushing.

Jean sucked the dick and massage the ass at the same time.

This feels so weird… and good! Why does a finger up my butt feels so good?

Soon, Ju’s moans escaped his lips.

“Ah…! Wait! That’s…!”

Jean had found the right spot.

Ju looked down at him.

With a smile, Jean slipped a second finger in, touching the cross-dressing boy’s pleasure spot.

Ju reached his limit and came.

The cross-dressing boy blushed as he tried to recover himself.

“Sorry I didn’t warn you,” he said in an embarrassed voice. He covered his face, though still looking at the boy who had just made him cum through the gap in his fingers.

Jean didn’t seem to mind. In fact, he had a smile while he drank all the seed in his mouth. He cleaned the trickle of semen on the corner of his lips and then looked at Ju.

That expression told the cross-dressing boy everything; his best friend wasn’t satisfied with that alone.

He stood up and unbuckled his belt. When he took off his pants and underwear, his hard dick rose.

It passed by Ju’s mind that he was about to cross a line. But it only lasted a second.

Because his curiosity was too much.

The curiosity of how much pleasure he could feel from that hard and thick dick trashing inside his tight butt.

With his face bright red, Ju began turning around.

But then Jean stopped him.

“I wanna make love while seeing your face,” the taller boy said, blushing as well. “You put so much effort into looking cuter than you already are… it’d be a shame if I didn’t look at you while we…”

Those words along with what shy expression made Ju’s heart thump louder than it ever had.

“You know how to make a boy embarrassed,” he said in a low voice.

Then, pressing his lips, the cross-dressing boy turned back and opened his legs, exposing himself more than he ever had.

Jean smiled and moved closer. He pressed the tip of his dick against Ju’s butthole.

“I’m putting in,” he said, taking a deep breath. Despite his words, it was obvious he was nervous too.

Ju closed his eyes and nodded once.

The next moment, he widened his eyes.

It hurts a little, the cross-dressing boy thought as the dick went further inside his ass.

But, while the pain remained there, something else appeared.

Another sensation. A good sensation; pleasure.

And as Jean moved his hips carefully, the cross-dressing boy’s pleasure only grew.

“Ah… ah…” Despite biting his lips, Ju couldn’t stop himself from moaning again.

As his pleasured voice escaped his mouth, Jean moved a bit faster.

It was as if those moans drove his mind far away. Until all that was left was the two men seeking to pleasure one another.

At some point, the pain was nothing comparing to the delight from the dick trashing inside his ass.

When that happened, Ju lost his mind. Faster… faster… harder… harder… Pound my ass as much you want!

He wanted to scream, to shout how much he was enjoying anal sex. But his mind was too hazed for that.

Even so, his body seemed to know.

Without thinking, Ju raised his hips a little.

That position allowed Jean’s dick go deeper inside him.

The jolt from that foreign thick and warm object inside ass felt as if it was hitting every cell inside Ju.

Jean could feel it and thrust his hips harder.

Ju's ass was exploding with pleasure. He couldn’t take it anymore. He was about to cum again.

Jean was the same. His face, and his throbbing dick, revealed everything.

And then it happened. At the same time, both men ejaculated.

One over his own body. The other, inside the tight ass.

Panting and sweating even more, they looked into each other’s eyes.

Then they smiled at the same time.

Jean pulled his penis out and lied down next to Ju.

“That was… that was…” Ju tried to say, but his mind hadn’t returned yet to form a simple sentence.

“Me too…”

They lied down there for a long time. Until Jean grabbed Ju’s wrist and pulled.

The cross-dressing boy had no strength left to oppose. The next moment, he saw himself lying on top of his best friend’s naked and sweaty chest.

“I don’t care if you’re a girl, a boy, a cross-dresser or whatever. I promise I’ll make you the happiest human being in this world,” Jean whispered, hugging Ju tighter.

The cross-dressing boy blushed. He pressed his lips to stop his smile, but it was too hard.

To hide his red cheeks, he buried his face in Jean’s chest.

“You already have,” he whispered, too embarrassed to look his friend in the eyes.

But even so, he knew his best friend was smiling too. A smile just as big as his own.


It’s your fault!

“Hm, okay. Yeah, yeah, sure. Nah, don’t worry, man. I got it. I’ll tell him. See you tomorrow, then,” Marco said, ending the call.

Ariel closed the trunk of the car and came to his friend. “Who was it?”

“Jean. He said something came up and he can’t go to the beach with us today,” Marcos said, putting his cellphone away. “He said he’ll get there tomorrow.”

“So it’ll be just the two of us in the beach house tonight?” the petite boy asked.

“Yeah…”

Ariel hummed, thinking of something.

“What…? Oh, shit! I bet Jean just wanted to get out of cleaning the house today. That bastard!”

Ariel laughed and waved his hand. “I don’t think he’d do that. Jean’s not like you.”

“Hey, what’s that supposed to mean?”

“But just in case,” the delicate boy went on, ignoring his friend’s question, “let’s make him cook all the meals tomorrow. It’ll be his punishment for sneaking out of cleaning the house.”

“Nice, Ariel. Sometimes I forget behind that cute smile of yours, there’s a sadist,” Marcos said, nodding in approval.

“Hey, what do you mean a sadist? I’m not,” Ariel complained, puffing his cheeks in a cute way

“Sure, sure. If you believe that,” Marco said with a sly smile. He got on the driver’s seat and turned on the car. The delicate boy raced to the other side and got on the passenger’s seat. “Let’s get going then. To the best carnival of our lives!”

With a huge smile, Ariel cheered and bumped into his friend’s fist. “Oh! Let’s go!”

After a two-hour uneventful car ride, they had to park on the side of the road.

There was a moment of awkward silence.

Ariel averted his eyes, looking at everywhere but at the driver’s direction.

“Just say it… We’re lost… and it’s my fault…” Marcos had a desolated expression as he rested his head on the steering wheel, pressing the honk unintentionally.

“It’s not your fault… the map says it’s this way…” Ariel tried to console his friend by showing the screen of his phone with the app.

“This isn’t a road… or are you saying we should’ve driven through that tree?” Marco said in an angry voice. “I don’t see how that could’ve gone wrong.”

Ariel let a weak chuckle. “Instead of trying to go through a tree, let’s go back to the gas station and ask for an alternative route.”

“Yeah, sure…”

Still feeling down, Marco drove a few kilometers back the way they came.

“That house? You two goin’ to that house?” one of the locals at the gas station asked, not making any effort to hide his surprise.

Marco raised his eyebrow.

“Yeah… We rented for the whole carnival… Why…? Is there something wrong with that house?” he asked, not sure if he wanted to hear the answer.

“Nah, it’s nothing… some people say it’s hunted but it’s not like there’s been any weird incident or anything.” The local guy said, waving his hand.

No fucking way… we’re screwed if this is true, Marco thought, turning to his friend.

“Did you know about that?”

It was the delicate boy who had found the house online and had arranged everything with the owner about renting.

“Not at all,” Arial said, shaking his head.

That’s why the house was free on such short notice… and also why it was so cheap to rent a whole house during carnival…

“It’s just a local rumor the youngsters like to say… But if you two are goin’, you’ll need to take the next exit, a few kilometers ahead. The normal one is blocked by that tree for three days now. And no one did anything ‘cause of the carnival…”

“The next exit…?” Marco pulled his phone to check, doing the math in his head. “That’s like… almost an extra twenty minutes…”

Ariel let out another weak chuckle. “Why don’t you let me drive for now on, Marco…?” The delicate boy took the keys before his friend answered.

After taking the longest route, which seemed to last twice it should since neither men talked, they reached the house right by the beach where they would spend the five days of carnival.

Despite all the difficulties, Ariel couldn’t help but smile as he looked at the house.

“Hey. It looks great. The pics didn’t lie,” Ariel said, trying to cheer up Marco. “It doesn’t seem haunted at all.”

“Yeah, sure. It looks terrific… for a haunted house,” Marco muttered the last part.

“Let’s check first before saying it’s haunted,” Ariel said, trying to suppress his smile.

“Tell me one thing. In the movies, the haunted houses look haunted? And the ones that do look like ghost use it as a hostel, the characters are just too stupid to go in.”

Ariel laughed. “Yeah, I can’t disagree with that. But this house it’s not haunted. That’s just rumors we heard from one guy at a random gas station. Or are you scared?”

“I wished that were the problem,” Marco said, sighing in frustration. “But what local chick is gonna come with us to a haunted house? That’s like a total mood killer for most.”

“You always find the bad in the situation, don’t you?” Ariel showed a gentle smile to his friend. “How about if, instead of local women, we try to pick up people like us. You know, from out of town.”

“Nice idea. Always the optimist, aren’t you? Alright, I’ll humor you,” Marco said, not skimping on his grumpy mood. “Say we do hook up with out of towners like us. How do you propose to bring them here? The car’s not an option with that road. It’ll take too long and kill the mood.”

Ariel once again let out a weak chuckle. “Let’s clean and organize our stuff before thinking how we’ll bring the girls to here.”

“Not so optimistic now, aren’t you? Struck a nerve, did I?”

Despite his words, Marco reluctantly helped unload the car. After about an hour, they had cleaned the rooms and organized everything.

“It looks good, don’t you think?” Ariel asked with a proud expression as he cleaned the sweat from his brow.

“Yeah, sure,” Marco said in a tired voice. “Too bad this great haunted house it’s not gonna see any action… It’s gonna be just for a few guys to spend the carnival without any chick… a total sausage party.”

“You’re too negative, Marco,” Ariel said, opening his arms. “This is a great house. It’s a total women magnet. Just because one of the locals said it’s haunted, you’re acting like it’s the end of the world. There are people who like this sort of stuff, you know? The thrilled of being scared and all. It might even help.”

“Yeah, I do know. Why do you think I love Halloween so much? The problem is finding girls like that. And also, we’ll also have to find a way to bring them here through that damned blocked road.”

“What’s wrong with the alternative route? I know it takes longer, but that’s not really a problem…”

“It is a problem. A huge problem. It takes too long. The girls we pick up might reconsider if they have enough time to think twice,” Marco said in his exaggerated way.

Ariel sighed and rolled his eyes. But Marco still saw his smile.

“Then how about the beach? It’s less than ten minutes, I think. And a walk on the beach’s kinda romantic too. That’s a bonus.”

“Oh, yeah. So romantic. And really stupid. Get the girls to exercise, making them smarter, but also giving them time to sober up and reconsider their decisions to sleep with us. That does sound like a bonus.”

Marco pouted as he picked up a beer.

Ariel watched his friend with a bemused expression.

“Are you really that afraid of picking up girls who aren’t drunk? I thought you had more self-confidence than that.”

“I… shut up. I know my limitations,” Marco said, his face getting red. He turned around and drank his beer, making Ariel chuckle.

“You seem like a kid skulking,” the delicate boy said. His friend turned around, but before he said anything, Ariel added. “You know what? You seem tired. How about if you take a nap? I promise I’ll figure out a way to bring the girls here. And without having them drunk. Or anything illegal, for that matter. Sounds good?”

Marco stared at Ariel with disbelief while sipping his beer at the same time.

“You know what? That’s sound like a great idea,” he said at last drinking the rest of the can. Then he went to the kitchen and came back with a six-pack. “I’ll be a kid skulking, drink the adult milk and take a nap. When I wake up, I wanna hear all your great plans for getting past this haunted house in the middle of nowhere situation.”

By the time Marco got to the bedroom, he had already finished the second beer. He placed the other cans on the nightstand by the bed and lied down while opening another.

Shit… Can’t believe this… it’s gonna ruin carnival… for me, this house is a huge setback, but for Ariel, it’s no problem at all. With his girly face, the girls just flock around him with their guards down. And Jean won’t care about this kind of thing when he gets here… he can get any chick he wants… fuck! I’m the only one screwed up here! Stupid haunted house with the stupid road blocked!

Marco finished the beer and opened another.

Hope Ariel can fix this… I know it’s not his fault… he went out of his way to set up this whole thing just because we asked… ah, shit… now I feel guilty for saying it was all his fault… I need to apologize later…

It was the last thing he thought before his mind drifting into a drunken slumber.

By the time he woke, Marco was too confused. He had no idea what time it was. What…? Where am I…? It took a while for him to remember. Ah, the beach house… the haunted beach house in the middle of nowhere…

With some effort, he managed to sit up on the bed. But he regretted. The bedroom spun before his eyes. He shut them and took a deep breath to make everything go back to where it belonged. Fuck… Why do I feel like I’ve been hit by a truck?

“Morning, sleepy head,” a sweet and seductive voice spoke.

“Hey… morning,” Marco answered out of habit without opening his eyes.

After he yawned, his mind began to work. Only then he opened his eye, blinked and turned towards the voice. Standing at the door, was a girl.

A really cute girl dressed in a tight baby doll white shirt and a denim shorts that covered almost nothing. She had no breast, but her slim figure made it up for that.

Even drunk, Marco couldn’t help but notice the girl’s string thong panties.

Holy shit…!

“Ah, hey. Hello… how are you?” he said, trying to be as seductive as he could. But then he realized how stupid he must have looked and gave up. “Eh… who are you?”

“Let’s just say that I’m someone really close to Ariel. And he told me that his best friend was feeling down because of this haunted house,” she said, flashing him a gentle smile.

That sight alone was enough to make the boy’s face blush and his heart pound faster.

With a goofy smile, Marco tried to look relaxed.

“Nah, I’m not that upset. Ariel’s a great friend, but he likes to exaggerate sometimes,” he said, running a hand over his hair to seem cool. I have no idea who this chick is, but Ariel is more than forgiven for finding her!

The girl’s face filled with relief.

Fuck! She’s too cute!

She walked towards him and sat by his side.

“That’s really great to hear. I didn’t even need to tell you the truth about this house.”

Despite the situation, that picked Marco’s interest. “What truth?”

The girl whose name he had no idea flashed a sly smile.

“Some people say it’s haunted, but the truth is that the teens in the area like to come here and have a little fun on their own. If you didn’t notice, this place is kinda isolated from the town. It’s really romantic having sex right on the beach under the starry sky. Can you imagine that?”

Marco gulped and managed to do a stiff nod. “Y-yeah… seems romantic…”

Fuck! Is that a sign? Is this for real or am I having a porn dream? Is this unbelievable hot chick hitting on me? Can I make a move on her?

“Yes, romantic… with the right person, this can be a great experience, don’t you think?” she asked, averting her eyes. Then, with her cheeks a shade of red, she glanced up at him with her mouth slightly open.

As Marco stared at those red opened lips that seemed to invite him, his mind worked at its full speed.

Holy shit! It’s definitely a sign, right? I can kiss her, right? Wait, I don’t even know her name! But so what? She’s giving me the sign to kiss her!

Right…?

Without knowing what to do, Marco only stood where he was, with his cheeks reddening by the second. He opened and closed his mouth, but no real sound came out.

What should I do? What should I do? What would Ariel do in a situation like this?

Wait, why am I thinking of him?

Damn it, Marco. Focus on the cute girl before you instead of your cute friend!

After a few seconds of silence, the girl placed one of her delicate hand on his thigh. She moved her fingers, making little circles on the clothes with her pink nails.

Holy… With his mind going blank, Marco mumbled something unintelligible, flashing the stupidest smile he could muster. I just blew my shot with this incredibly cute girl…

But instead of rejecting him, the girl chuckled and showed a tiny and alluring smile.

“You know, I think most men would’ve tried something by now,” she said, averting her eyes as her face got a bit redder.

But when she looked back at him through the corner of her eyes, Marcos felt his heart thumping and knew what to do.

Despite how nervous he was, the boy leaned down to kiss the girl before him.

It was a light and awkward kiss. A kiss of someone who barely understood what was happening. When their lips parted, the girl had a blank expression for a second.

“So you’re not good at kissing, huh? That’s a surprise… and kinda cute,” she said, flashing a gentle smile as she crossed her bare slender legs.

“No! I’m good at kissing,” he said defensively as he raised his voice. That only made her smile widen and his cheeks redden. “I’m good. For real it. It’s just that… you caught me off guard… I never thought I’d wake up with a girl in my bedroom…”

Who wouldn’t be nervous about this porn-like situation?

“Oh, is that so? Then I apologize for that,” she said, placing a hand on his cheek and leaning closer. While looking him in the eyes, their lips were almost touching, but she didn’t close the gap. “Is there a way I can make you less nervous? I’d like to see how good you’re at kissing,”

Marco gulped, closed his eyes and kissed her again. This time was better, but nothing to be proud.

“A little better,” she said with a condescending smile. “Nothing spectacular, but you deserve a reward.”

“What… kind of reward…?” Marco asked, failing to hide his excitement and nervousness.

“Anything you want,” she said in a low and extremely seductive voice, flashing a sly smile at the same time

Marco widened his eyes. He opened and closed his mouth several times again, but no sound came from it. Damn it! What’s wrong with me? I can’t think of anything!

“You don’t want any reward?” she asked after a while. The joy on her face from seeing the nervous boy was too obvious.

“I… I…” He gulped, his face bright red.

“If you can’t decide, then I’ll pick a reward myself,” she said,

The next moment, she placed a hand on his thigh and slid up.

Marco felt a jolt coming from her fingers. And it went directly to his hardening dick.

When the girl’s hand was almost between his legs, she raised to his chest and pushed him on the bed.

Before he could react, she lifted his shirt and pulled down his pants and underwear. Marco’s member rose the moment it was free.

The girl looked between the dick and the owner with a strange and red expression.

As if she couldn’t wait to suck the dick, but it was her first time doing so.

The idea only made the boy hornier.

Marco gulped and forced himself not to blink. He was afraid the situation might be only a dream and would vanish when he opened his eyes again.

The girl ran a slender finger on the dick, from the balls to the tip.

Marco felt her nail. He quivered and contracted his lower parts. But even so, he got even harder.

“It looks so nervous. Just like you,” she said, grabbing the dick with her whole hand. Then moved her face closer until her lips were mere inches from the manhood.

The girl blew gently.

Marco’s eyes almost lost focus, but he managed to keep watching the situation.

Without taking her eyes off the boy and with her face an alarming shade of red now, the girl licked the dick.

From balls to tip, she licked it.

The combination of the warmth of her hand and the wet tongue were too much for the boy.

Holy shit… The jolt of electricity from that lick was something he had never experienced. I always imagined a blowjob would be good, but this… it’s incredible… and she hasn’t even used her mouth yet!

The girl licked every inch she could, as if the taste was amazing.

Still looking him in the eyes, she pulled the little foreskin with her teeth and bit it.

Marco pressed his lips.

It hurt, but not too much.

Just the right amount on the edge between Marco’s pleasure and pain.

What’s wrong with me… liking something like this…

The boy was already reaching his limit. The pre-cum flowed from the tip of his member.

He held his breath to make the situation last longer.

The girl, of course, noticed everything. With a sly smile, she pressed her lips against the tip and sucked the precum, moving her hand up and down at the same time.

Without putting the dick into her mouth, she made Marco cum. And she drank it all with a thirsty expression.

“Holy shit!” he said, trying to recover his breath, his heart beating widely. “That was… amazing…!”

“I’m glad my first time was with you. I was afraid I wouldn’t know how to handle another dick besides mine,” she said with a cute smile.

“But you were wonderful. I’m just too lucky to take your oral virginity,” he said with a goofy smile. Then, slowly, his mind processed what he had just heard. “What did you just say?”

“That it was the first time handling another dick besides mine,” she said, as matter of fact, her expression of someone who was having a normal conversation.

Marco blinked as his mind tried to understand the girl’s words.

“You have a… dick too…?”

“Yep,” she said with a cute smile.

“So that would make you… a guy?”

“If you like to put labels, sure.”

Marco blinked many times.

There’s no way this cute girl is a boy… Impossible…

“By any chance, are you messing with me?” he asked, not managing to suppress the despair in his voice.

“No. I’m have a dick. I’d show you, but I’m afraid it’d make this go away,” she, or rather, he said, looking down.

Marco’s dick was hardening, even though he had just cum.

The owner widened his eyes and tried to cover it, but the cross-dressing boy didn’t let him.

“Let me take care of it again.”

“No, get away from me. I’m not gay.”

“You’re so worried about stuff like that. Your friend here doesn’t see it like that. He just knows that I can please it. With my whole mouth this time,” the cross-dressing boy said with a sly and seductive voice.

Marco pressed his lips.

There was a moment of silence, where he could only listen to his heart thumping louder and louder.

Then he pulled his hands back and averted his eyes.

“Good boy,” the girlish boy said. Then he put the dick in his mouth.

Holy… shit…! It’s much different than before!

This guy’s mouth feels amazing!

Marco never received an oral sex, so he couldn’t tell if the boy dressed as a girl that was sucking his dick was skilled or not.

But that didn’t matter at all to his mind, which was hazing with pleasure.

As the guy sucked the dick, it was getting harder and harder for Marco to form a coherent thought.

I can feel the bumps on the roof of his mouth… and the back of his throat with the tip of my dick!

Before he knew, he grabbed the cross-dressing boy’s head and moved his hips. Soon he was moaning with pleasure.

Against his will, Marco let out his second load.

Once again, the unbelievable cute cross-dressing boy drank the semen with pleasured expression. He cleaned the corner of his mouth with a thumb while staring at Marco with a seductive stare.

“For someone who said he wasn’t gay, you sure like to cum in a boy’s mouth,” he said, running his tongue along his lips.

Marco blushed and averted his gaze. “That’s ‘cause… I… I… I still don’t believe you’re a guy,” he mumbled stubbornly as he tried to sit.

The girlish and slutty boy chuckled. “Then what if I do this?”

He tugged a lock of his hair.

But it wasn’t hair. It was a wig that slid off the top of his head.

Marco stared at the face of the guy who had just sucked his dick.

“Ariel?” he managed to say despite his utter surprise.

“Right answer. Now do you believe I’m a guy?” he asked with a sly smile.

Marco opened and closed his mouth, trying to find words. But after a long time, he still hadn’t.

“Is this so shocking?” Ariel asked, still enjoying his friend’s reaction too much.

“Yeah,” Marco said, nodding many times, his mouth still open.

“Your expression is so funny.” Ariel flashed a cute smile that made Marco blush.

“W-why did you do this? Why… how come you’re so good at… sucking… my dick…?”

“I’ve been practicing.”

“Practicing sucking dicks?”

“Yep. Are you gonna tell me you’ve never noticed how I eat a banana?” Marco blushed and averted his gaze again. Ariel chuckled. “I knew you had. I know you got hard seeing me doing that.”

“No, I…”

Damn it… he noticed…

“You’ve never imagined me to do this do you?” Ariel said, running a finger on Marco’s limp dick.

From where his friend touched, Marco felt a jolt of pleasure again. His manhood throbbed and, little by little, it began to fill with blood.

That brought Ariel’s sly smile back. “See? Your friend here knows what it wants.”

Before Marco said anything, his cross-dressing friend pushed him gently on the bed again. Then he climbed on top with his legs open.

Marco could see a bulge in Ariel’s denim shorts.

But that bulge grew and soon he could see his friend’s hard penis getting too big for those clothes.

“What… are you gonna do…?” he asked, not sure if he was afraid of the answer or not.

“I wanna lose my virginity with you,” Ariel said, blushing.

That expression made Marco’s heart thump faster.

“B-but you’re not a virgin… right? How many times I’ve seen you leave with a girl?”

Despite his red face, Ariel leaned closer to his friend’s ear. “With my ass, I’m a virgin. So please, be my first man and take my ass virginity,” he whispered in a seductive voice.

“But… but… but…”

Marco had no idea what to say.

But his body answered to him; his dick hardened even more, growing to its maximum length.

Ariel began to undress his shorts and his slutty panties.

“Wait…!” Marco yelled suddenly.

He wanted to say that it was gay. That he wasn’t. That they shouldn’t do that without saying ‘no homo’. But instead…

“Don’t you need to prepare for that…?” he said, averting his eyes.

Ariel smiled. “Thanks for thinking of me. But I’m already prepared to have your dick thrashing my ass as hard as you want.”

With those words, the cross-dressing boy grabbed the hard and throbbing dick and put it in his ass.

It’s tight, Marco thought. But even so, his dick when in. He put lotion before coming here!

It’s warm inside his ass.

Despite Ariel’s confidence, he winced a little, letting out a low moan. Then he began moving up and down slowly.

“Holy…” Marco’s eyes began getting out of focus. This is anal sex… it’s… amazing, he managed to think as Ariel moved faster. A guy can get hooked on this. A tight cross-dressing boy’s hole is amazing! Is this what they call a boy pussy?

Soon the cross-dressing boy moved his hips up and down as if he was accustomed to doing that.

Marco’s balls bumping against his friend’s ass felt good.

And Ariel’s balls bumping against him felt arousing.

Without noticing, Marco began moving his hips too, matching his friend’s movement.

I can feel him from the inside… we’ve never been this close before… it’s amazing, he thought, trying to grab Ariel’s ass. But since he had lost control of himself a little, his hand slapped his friend before grabbing the ass.

“Ah…!” Ariel let out a moan.

He… liked that…?

With his mind hazed from the ass around his dick, Marco didn’t think twice about slapping his friend again.

It wasn’t hard nor painful, but it was strong enough to be considered a slap.

That made the cross-dressing boy move faster, his face completely filled with the lewd pleasure.

He likes this, Marco’s mind managed to register. How lewd is he?

Before he knew it, he reached out his arms and pinched his cross-dressing friend’s nipples. They’re this hard with only a pinch, he noticed before twisting it a little in opposite directions.

“Ah!” Ariel moaned louder.

Marco had a front view of his friend’s face. That reaction is too cute, damn it! How can a guy dressed like a girl be this cute! It’s not fair!

Marco was reaching his limit after that. “I’m cumming!”

“Do it! Do it inside me! I want your semen leaking out from my ass,” Ariel shouted back, moving even faster.

After hearing those words, there was no way Marco could hold back.

He moaned and let out his load inside his friend’s ass.

At the same time, Ariel reached pleasure too. His seed smearing Marco’s belly.

But, for some reason, he didn’t think that was disgusting at all.

In fact, there was something alluring in the smell of semen mixed with sweat.

Ariel was panting and sweating. He looked down at Marco and showed a smile. Not a sly one. But a timid one.

He kept sitting on top of his friend until the dick was limp. Only then he took it out of his ass and lied down next to Marco, burying his face on the pillow.

“After all that, you’re gonna get shy?”

“Shut up… it was my first time,” Ariel said in a muffled. Then he looked at Marco, his face blushing slightly. “I’m really glad it was with you…”

That expression made Marco’s heart pound louder. It’s not fair that a guy looks so cute and can be that lewd…

He averted his eyes, not sure where to look. This is a little awkward…

“So… eh… you’ve always wanted to lose your ass virginity?”

What the hell am I saying?

Ariel turned to him with a blank face. Then laughed.

“I’ll only say that I arranged this whole thing,” he said, gesturing everywhere.

“What?” Marco didn’t get it.

Ariel sighed and smiled. “I mean this house. I knew it had a reputation of being haunted. And the owner called me about the trunk blocking the road and gave me a discount if I didn’t cancel the reservation and even let us have a couple days before for free.”

“Wait, so you knew the whole time?”

“Yeah. I kept quiet because I wanted to do this with you. It was so lucky Jean didn’t come today,” Ariel said, his smile turning shy.

“Tricked me!”

“Yeah…” The cross-dressing boy’s face didn’t show any hint of regret at all. “Are you gonna tell me it wasn’t worth?”

Marco blushed and looked away. Then he looked back at his friend, still wearing part of the girl’s clothes, though now all messed up.

“You need to be punished,” he said in a serious voice before sitting up. “Raise your ass. Now.”

Ariel blinked and then obeyed. Just like in the movies, the cross-dressing boy only raised his hips.

Marco got behind his friend and stared at the pleasure hole that was still leaking with his semen.

I shouldn’t be looking at my male friend’s asshole… it’s beyond strange, he thought. But once again his body knew better than his mind, and got hard.

Without giving a second thought, Marco put his dick inside that hole again, this time, by himself.

“Here’s your punishment,” he said before thrusting his hips.

Ariel moaned louder than before.

I knew it! The movies aren’t lying about this position! I can reach deeper inside him!

The thought only made Marco move faster, going as deep as he could, their balls bumping against each other.

Ariel bit the pillow.

“Oh, no, don’t you dare,” Marco said, thrusting harder. “After you made me gay, I’m gonna hear you moaning all night!”

Despite panting, Ariel wriggled his ass, adding pleasure to them both.

But he still bit the pillow to avoid moan loudly.

Marco took one hand from Ariel’s hip and grabbed his cross-dressing friend’s hard dick.

He didn’t hesitate as he wrapped his hand around it and stroked.

Now the pleasure was too much. Ariel let out a loud moan.

A dirty moan of someone who was enjoying himself in a shameful position.

“Yeah!” Marco shouted, thrusting harder. “Moan for me! Because of me!”

Ariel’s legs lost its strength, but the cross-dressing boy still supported himself.

He was panting, sweating, moaning and drooling. All the same time.

Even so, he couldn’t hide the face of joy he had when he came.

But when Marco ejaculated inside his ass on his own, he looked like the happiest cross-dressing boy in the world.

They fell on the bed still joined by the dick in the ass.

Without thinking, Marco wrapped his arms around Ariel, hugging him from behind

Ariel blushed, closed his eyes and then fell asleep. With the dick still inside his ass.

Marco too drifted into sleep, happier than ever.


Afterword

Thank you so much for reading the second Otokonoko collection.

Hope you enjoyed.

If you did, could you please share and leave a review? It would really make my day.

It took longer to release than I wanted, but I think it the wait was worth. At least I hope.

For the second collection, I wanted to focus on Carnival. Here in Brazil, it’s so important people say the year doesn’t truly start until after Carnival.

And, believe it or not, it’s the only time boys put on skirts freely and not be judged. In fact, everyone has fun with that

I said before and I’ll say it again. The cross-dressers (Otokonoko) or sissy boys on this work are boys who dress as girls for various reasons. I could refer to them as traps, but I decided not.

I don’t plan to stop here. I already have written the first drafts of the next collection. There will be a lot more stories about lewd sissy boys. If you don’t wanna miss anything, sign up to my newsletter.

If you want to save some money, you can buy the Complete Girly boy collection.

Also, check out Please Call Me Teacher! It’s a great, fun and super cute BL ecchi rom-com about a cosplayer teacher and his painter student.

Once again, I’d like to give a special thanks to Bluefield for the cover art. It’s too delicious.

Thanks for reading and see you on the next Collection.
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